
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​Wickedly Claimed 

––––––––

She’s never knelt, But she will...

––––––––

⚜︎⚜︎⚜

––––––––

​Torque Stone 



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WICKEDLY CLAIMED

    

    
      First edition. July 26, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Torque Stone.

    

    
    
      Written by Torque Stone.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



​Trigger Warning:


Wickedly Claimed is a dark paranormal romance containing explicit scenes, possessive domination, and aggressive sexual content that may be disturbing to some readers.

This story is intended for mature audiences only.

Proceed only if you enjoy morally gray monsters, erotic power struggles, and heroines who learn what it means to be claimed.
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    For the ones who never beg—

until the right hands force them to.

And for the ones who wait in silence,

knowing she was always theirs.



    



  	
        
            
            When the power of love overcomes the love of power, the world will know peace."

— Jimi Hendrix
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​The Queen's Lexicon 
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The Curse

A bloodborne affliction passed from the First Vampire’s throne. It grants eternal power—but must be balanced by binding to a mate. If denied, it devours the bearer from within through lust, madness, and eventual death.

The Summoning

An ancient ritual allowing the Queen to call eligible vampyr males of potent lineage. The call brands the chosen with a sigil and overrides political alliances, compelling them to appear.

The Trials

A brutal series of tests—combat, endurance, submission—used to evaluate each male’s worthiness to mate with the Queen. Often lethal. Never optional.

Blood Offering

The ceremonial act of a male offering his blood to the Queen. Represents not only lineage and strength, but willingness to submit. True contenders offer it bare. To force the Queen to take is a claim of dominance.

The Bond

A soul-thread formed between fated mates. Once activated, it cannot be denied without consequence. The bond awakens erotic hunger, heightens magic, and reprograms the body to seek only one.

The Rite of Union

The precursor ritual to full mating. Tests the compatibility of blood, power, and dominance. Often results in rejection—or death—if not properly matched.

The Ritual of Binding

The final mating rite. Sacred. Violent. Erotic. If successful, it fuses bloodlines, unlocks ancient powers, and marks the Queen’s womb with the sigil of fertility.

Claimed

More than taken. A sacred state of being. A female who is claimed is no longer a ruler alone—she is the bonded vessel of a bloodline too ancient to be denied.

Ire

Pureblood vampyr. Silent king. Descendant of the Old Line. His blood was never diluted, his power never shared. The only male whose seed can break the curse and awaken the Queen’s womb.

Gisele

The Eternal Queen. Untouched. Unclaimed. Until now.
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​Prologue
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Lore of the Bound Throne ⚜︎⚜︎⚜︎ Scroll Fragments

“To rule is to never kneel.

To love is to shatter that law.”

—Ancient Forbidden Vampyr Verses

✦༺═━━━━═༻✦

The throne room was silent when the first crack formed.

It was not a sound that echoed through the grand obsidian hall. Not something any of the guards could hear. It wasn’t even real—at least, not in the way a breaking bone or shattering glass could be seen or heard.

But Queen Gisele felt it.

A splinter deep within her chest. Small. Subtle. Insistent.

She stood tall in her throne of carved bloodstone, regal and cold in her midnight gown, the crimson jewels of her crown glinting like droplets of gore beneath the flickering light of the candelabras. Her skin, flawless and unaging, held a sheen of ageless beauty that mortals had once killed each other just to glimpse.

And yet, something inside her was...changing.

She’d ruled for over a thousand years, a monarch born not of lineage, but of pure strength. Vampyr kind bent their knees to her not because of tradition, but because none could survive opposing her. She was not born to power. She became it. Her blood was ancient now. Cursed. Sacred.

Untouchable.

Until now.

She could feel it: a slow crawl beneath her skin, a hunger that burned instead of simmered. Her pulse—something she hadn't felt in centuries—throbbed beneath her ribs with the frantic rhythm of mortality.

That was the first sign.

The second came when she tried to feed.

She had summoned a tribute—a beautiful male, willing and trained, with the kind of submissive grace most queens craved. Gisele had always fed with precision, without passion, taking what she needed and discarding the rest.

But this time... her fangs had pierced his throat and something inside her recoiled.

It wasn’t enough.

Not his blood. Not his body. Not his trembling moans. She drained him clean and still, the ache persisted—low in her belly, thick in her bones. Her strength didn’t surge after the feed. It faltered.

That night, she slept.

The Eternal Queen, the one who had not closed her eyes for more than a blink in centuries, found herself trapped in dreams she could not control.

And in those dreams, he waited.

Not with hands. Not with voice.

Just his presence.

A force that filled the void like smoke. Heavy. Unrelenting.

She did not see his face at first. Only felt the way he watched her. The way her knees weakened beneath the weight of his attention.

It wasn’t fear. It was something worse.

Want.

She woke gasping, her lips parted, her thighs slick with shameful need.

She did not summon her guards. She did not call for a healer.

She sat in the dark, hand clenched tight around the edge of her throne, and whispered to no one, “It’s begun.”

The seers confirmed what she already knew.

The curse, born from forgotten magic and ancestral bloodlines, had awakened. One crafted not to punish, but to claim.

And now, she would be undone by it—piece by piece—unless she surrendered to the solution:

Take a mate.

The idea was abhorrent. Disgusting. Primitive.

But worse... it tempted her.

Her court assembled the next night. Twelve males of extraordinary lineage were summoned. Warriors, assassins, kings. Each would present his blood, his strength, his body—prove his worth to rule beside the most powerful queen the world had ever known.

But she already knew.

None of them would matter.

Because in the darkest part of her soul, the part the curse had touched, he already waited.

The silent one.

The pureblood.

The king who would never kneel.

Ire.

He would not fight for her.

He would not speak to her.

He would not beg.

And when she fell, it would not be because she was weak.

It would be because she was already his.
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​1: The Curse Awakens
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“The curse does not punish. It reveals. She who denies her blood shall be devoured by it.”

—Verse I: The Awakening Law

✦༺═━━━━═༻✦

Blood didn’t boil in her veins.

It burned.

Queen Gisele clutched the cold edge of the balcony railing, her knuckles stark against the polished black marble, her crimson nails digging into stone like claws. Below her, the courtyard slept in moonlit silence—perfect, pristine, eternal. The wind tugged at her long, sable-black hair, strands lashing like whips across her cheek. But she didn’t feel the cold.

She felt the fire inside.

It had started days ago, a slow fever that crept into her belly, her chest, her mind. She, who had not known hunger in centuries, now ached as though starved. It was not a simple thirst for blood. It was deeper. Hotter. Feral.
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