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CHAPTER ONE: THE INTRUDER’S VOW
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Rain clashed against the black stone of Vexmoor Tower in sheets, cold and punishing like the judgment of gods long dead. The sky burned with witchfire, streaks of green lightning splintering the dark as if the heavens themselves had been torn open to spill war and wrath onto the earth. At the peak of the spire, cloaked in shadow and silence, stood Draven Vex, unmoved. The storm worshipped him. It was the only thing that dared.

He did not blink when thunder howled like a wounded beast. His cloak snapped in the wind, a tattered thing soaked in centuries of silence and sin. Beneath it, his chest rose and fell in a slow, unshaken rhythm. Magic crawled across his skin like veins of emerald flame, ancient glyphs burning from beneath his flesh, never sated, never still. The curse never slept. It pulsed in his blood, devouring everything but discipline.

He had one rule.

Never bond. Never mate. Never love.

Not again. Not ever.

The tower trembled.

The wards flared to life below, searing through the floors with a scream only a warlock could hear.

She was inside.

He tasted her before he saw her—wild magic, unbridled and arrogant, threaded with blood and temptation. She hadn’t slipped past his barriers. She had torn through them. Spell by spell. Sigil by sigil. Like she was hunting him.

His mouth curled into a grim smile as he descended the spiraling stairwell carved of onyx and bone. Let her come. Let her think this was her story.

He would show her what it meant to enter the den of a cursed god.

The library was not meant for trespassers. It was alive—sentient shelves, whispering tomes, ancient contracts written in soul-ink, all bound in place by his magic. But now it stood in ruin. The containment glyphs were shattered, the books groaning with untamed hunger, and in the eye of that storm stood a woman cloaked in blood and arrogance.

She turned slowly. Unafraid. Her gaze locked onto his like she'd been waiting. Expecting.

“I thought you’d be taller,” she said.

Draven didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. The magic between them had already begun to speak, to coil, to ache. She felt it too—he could see it in the way her throat moved, the way her bare foot inched into the ruins of a burned summoning circle.

“You destroyed my threshold,” he said at last, voice deep, precise, cutting through the air like a blade through silk.

She stepped forward, hips swaying beneath her torn skirt, her lips smeared with something that was either blood or warpaint. “You left the door open.”

“No. You clawed it off its hinges.”

“I was invited,” she said, her voice soft now, silk wrapped in steel. “By fate.”

He circled her slowly, measuring, hunting. She stood still, a predator letting herself be watched. Her spellbook hovered behind her shoulder, bound in shadow, its pages twitching like it knew it shouldn’t be here. But her eyes—those were the danger. Gold and defiant. Eyes that saw too much. Felt too much.

“Name,” he said.

“Maelin.”

He waited for more. She gave none.

He stopped a pace away, his presence a shadow curling around her like smoke. He could feel the tether forming. The mate-bond. Uninvited. Unforgivable.

“No,” he murmured, more to himself than her.

“Yes,” she said, stepping closer until they were a breath apart. “You feel it. Don’t lie.”

Her hand lifted, brushing the edge of his jaw like she had the right. Like he belonged to her. He caught her wrist, not gently.

“You trespassed.”

“You called me.”

“I cursed the bond.”

“Then your curse is weaker than me.”

Power crackled between them. Aether and arcane, dark and divine. The bond screamed its name into the silence, and the tower trembled again beneath it. His skin burned where she touched him. His bones protested, remembering the vow sealed in blood and agony centuries ago. A vow he had never broken.

Until now.

“I will not mate,” he growled.

Maelin leaned in, her mouth brushing the shell of his ear. “Then don’t. But I’m not leaving.”

She slipped from his grip and turned her back to him, walking through the ruined library like it belonged to her. She knelt beside a shattered tome and traced the blood-runes on the floor. He watched her fingers—long, ink-stained, precise.

She was dangerous.

He should have destroyed her the moment she breached his wards.

Instead, he spoke. “Why are you here?”

“To bind you,” she said without looking up. “To make you choose.”

“Choose what?”

“Redemption. Or ruin.”

Draven’s body tensed. No one spoke of redemption in this place. Not to him.

He crossed the room in two strides and grabbed her by the throat, lifting her until her back hit the nearest wall. Her legs dangled, but she didn’t gasp. Didn’t struggle. She smiled. Teeth sharp as her magic.

“You think this is a game,” he hissed.

“No,” she said softly. “This is destiny.”

And then she kissed him.

Not soft. Not begging. It was domination. A claim.

And something inside him shattered.

He dropped her, breathing like a man starved, the taste of her lips poison and paradise. She stood, unbothered, touching the place on her neck where his fingers had left a red bloom.

He wanted to bite it.

Maelin stepped toward him again, and this time he didn’t stop her. Her hands pushed beneath his cloak, fingers splaying across the runes that pulsed over his chest. They glowed brighter beneath her touch, magic reacting like a beast waking.

“You should be afraid of me,” he whispered.

“I am,” she said. “That’s what makes me burn.”

The kiss came again—mutual this time. Desperate. Violent. He lifted her into his arms, half in fury, half in need, and slammed her against the nearest wall. Her legs locked around his waist. Her moan was fire in his veins.

They tore at each other—clothing, logic, sanity—until they were skin to skin, magic to magic. His mouth on her neck, her teeth at his shoulder, their bodies colliding like a storm unleashed. She was heat and defiance, arched beneath him, begging without a word, demanding without mercy.

His hand found her throat again. Not to choke. To remind. To possess.

“You’re mine,” he growled, the words pulled from a place he didn’t know existed.

Maelin’s eyes flared. “Say it again.”

“You’re mine.”

And when he slid inside her, it was not conquest.

It was collapse.

Their bond ignited, burning through every wall he had ever built. She clawed down his back, sobbing into his mouth as he drove her deeper into madness. Her power surged into his veins, his into hers, an alchemy of chaos and lust and something too sacred to name.

He fucked her like a war. Like salvation. Like punishment.

And she met every thrust like a spell being cast, her hips grinding, her magic screaming, her voice a litany of curses and prayers.

“Draven,” she cried.

He stilled.

She’d said his name like it meant something.

And for the first time in centuries, it did.

He took her again, slower, deeper, his mouth trailing across her collarbone, whispering words in a language that hadn’t been spoken since the first stars fell. She clung to him like gravity. Like truth. Like a ruin waiting to bloom.

When they came, it was an explosion of green light and darkness. The tower shook. The wards bent. The curse split.

And Draven Vex knew—he was no longer the master of his fate.

Maelin lay beneath him, lips swollen, eyes bright with victory and hunger. Her fingers traced his face like she was memorizing it.

“Still think you don’t belong to me?” she whispered.

He didn’t answer.

Because he already did.
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CHAPTER TWO: TIES THAT BIND
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The silence afterward was not peace.

It was power, stretched taut like a wire between two cliffs, humming with tension, charged with unspoken truths and dangerous magic. Draven sat at the edge of the altar, bare-chested, his muscles carved from shadow and ritual, the last flickers of arcane light dimming beneath his skin. Maelin lay beside him, half draped in his cloak, her skin dewed in sweat and marks—his teeth, his hands, his hunger.

But her eyes remained open, golden and gleaming like they could see right through him.

She hadn’t run.

She hadn’t begged.

She hadn’t wept like the others had when they realized what he was.

That made her more dangerous than any spell.

“You’re quiet for someone who just broke a centuries-old vow,” she said, voice low and rasped from screaming. Not fear—pleasure. Pain. Power.

Draven didn’t look at her. He stared at the far wall, where one of the grimoire shelves had split in two from the force of their bond snapping into place. Runes pulsed around the room, unstable. Breathing. The tower itself seemed to be reacting—waking.

“You don’t understand what you’ve done,” he said finally, his voice stripped raw, quieter than usual. Not soft. Never soft. But not the blade it usually was.

Maelin stretched like a cat in firelight. She made no attempt to hide her body from him. She wanted him to see. Wanted him to remember. “You’re right. I don’t understand why I’m not already dead.”

“You should be.”

“You want me to be?”

He turned to her slowly. His eyes were darker now—green ringed with shadows that moved of their own accord. The warlock’s curse. Magic turned inward. A constant fight between control and oblivion.

“I want you bound,” he said. “I want you leashed. I want to carve your name into the stones beneath this tower and trap your soul beneath them.”

Her breath caught.

“But I also want,” he continued, stepping toward her again, looming over her like sin made flesh, “to feel your mouth again. To bury myself so deep inside you that I forget the taste of control. I want to break my own name moaning yours.”

Maelin shivered. And smiled.

“Then stop pretending you have a choice.”

Draven grabbed her again—not in lust this time, but fury. Magic flared from his hands, a burning grip around her wrists as he pushed her against the nearest column. She didn’t fight. She arched into him like she liked the restraint.

“You have no idea what you’ve triggered,” he growled. “This tower... it’s not just a sanctum. It’s a seal. I am the key. My vow kept the darkness locked below. My discipline kept the old gods asleep. And you—witch—have undone it all with your fucking kiss.”

“Good,” she whispered. “Let them wake.”

His jaw clenched, and for the first time, something flickered behind his rage.

Fear.

Not for himself.

For her.

“They’ll want you,” he said. “They’ll smell the bond. The claim. They’ll come for you through me.”

“I’m not afraid of gods,” she said.

“You should be.”

Their faces were inches apart now. Breath to breath. And then, without warning, he let go. The magic vanished. Her hands dropped. She didn’t move.

He turned away, pacing.

Maelin watched him, the silence heavy between them, but not empty.

“Tell me what it means,” she said. “The bond.”

Draven stopped with his back to her. Rain lashed the stained-glass windows above, casting fractured light across his skin.

“It means,” he said, “that when you hurt, I bleed. When you want, I ache. It means your death becomes my curse. It means I can no longer deny you, even if it dooms us both.”

She rose, naked but proud, walking to him with slow, deliberate steps. When her fingers slid over his spine, he stiffened but didn’t flinch.

“And if I want more?” she asked.

He turned to face her. Their bare chests brushed. Her nipples grazed his skin, and his cock twitched with memory.

“You want more?”

“I want all of you.”

He grabbed her throat, not to harm, but to still her. His thumb traced the hollow of her neck. “You’ll regret that.”

“I won’t.”

“You will when they come for you.”

“Then let them come.”

His mouth crashed into hers again, but this time it was surrender. Not of pride. Of inevitability. The truth had locked around them like iron—the bond was not fading. If anything, it was growing stronger with every breath they shared.

Draven tasted her again, drinking her moan like holy water. Her arms wound around his neck, her thighs around his waist as he carried her toward the great hearth. The flames leapt higher at their approach, feeding on the lust and fury and fate twisting between them.

He dropped her onto the fur-piled stone and hovered over her, eyes glowing like emerald fire.

“Do you want to know what it’s like to be bound to a cursed man?” he asked.

“Yes.”

He slid into her again, slow and hard, groaning her name like a warning. She gasped, back arching, mouth parted in abandon.

“Then I’ll show you.”

He took her like a man condemned. Each thrust carved new ruin into the air, their bodies a litany of wicked prayers. His hand tightened on her hip, dragging her harder against him. She bucked beneath him, a snarling goddess begging for more.

Their rhythm was brutal. Their moans loud. And the magic around them—twisting, screaming, alive—responded like it knew what was being sealed between them.

When they came together again, it was chaos.

Rocks cracked. Flames roared.

And deep below the tower, something stirred.

Draven collapsed beside her, breathing hard, one arm draped over his eyes like he couldn’t bear the sight of what had just been unleashed.

Maelin lay beside him, lips parted, skin humming.

“Tell me what wakes,” she whispered.

He didn’t answer for a long time. Then, finally:

“The thing I was bound to contain. The thing that taught me hunger before I had a name.”

Maelin reached for him again. “Let it come. I’m not afraid of the dark.”

He laughed then. Low. Bitter.

“You should be,” he said.

Because it’s not the dark that’s coming for you.

It’s me.
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