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A DARK PARANORMAL WHY-Choose Romance

Seraphine Blackwell came to Moonfall Ridge to disappear.

A witch with shadows in her blood and secrets buried deep, she fled the cult that raised her—and plans to use her magic for something unspeakable. All she wants now is silence, books, and a chance to reclaim her life as the town’s quiet new librarian.

But fate—and the mountain—have other plans.

Drawn into an ancient magic she doesn’t understand, Seraphine is claimed by three powerful men who awaken her body and soul:

🩸 Rafe Hollow — the brooding werewolf sheriff who guards the town like he owns it.

🦁 Victor el-Khoury — the enigmatic Sphinx rancher with golden eyes, impossible strength, and a voice that sees through lies.

🕯️ Professor Dorian Vale — the immortal vampire archivist with a taste for rare knowledge... and even rarer pleasures.

They don’t ask permission. They claim.

And Seraphine’s submissive soul burns to obey.

Now hunted by a cult that would sacrifice her to a god, Seraphine must learn to trust her instincts, surrender to her mates, and unlock the untamed magic that binds them. The bond is primal. Unbreakable. Fated.

And in the dark, under the full moon, she’ll be marked—body, heart, and womb.
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This book contains mature and potentially distressing material that may not be suitable for all readers. Please proceed with care.

Content includes:


●  Graphic sexual content including BDSM, primal play, breeding kink, blood play, and MMF/MMMF group scenes

●  Dominance/submission dynamics with a submissive female lead

●  Possessive, nonhuman mates (werewolf, vampire, sphinx)

●  Scent marking, claiming, and magical mating bonds

●  Discussions of past abuse and cult indoctrination

●  References to ritual sacrifice and occult violence

●  Supernatural pregnancy and breeding themes

●  Supernatural stalking and implied off-page torture

●  Mentions of childhood trauma and emotional manipulation by a cult
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THIS IS A DARK PARANORMAL romance with a protective, obsessive fated-mates dynamic and a heroine who finds both safety and surrender in her chosen pack. Reader discretion is advised.
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​Dedication
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For the girls who would crave Rafe, Victor, and Dorian

They wouldn’t be gentle... and you wouldn’t want them to be.
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​Chapter One: Seraphine
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The bus lurched again, gears grinding like old bones, dragging me further into the shadowed embrace of the mountains. Pine trees, thick and dark, clawed at the grimy window, their needles holding onto the last vestiges of the fading light. And that’s when it hit me, the first true breath of Moonfall Ridge.

It wasn't just the sharp, clean scent of pine that filled the recycled air of the bus, though that was certainly there – not just crisp and clean, but heavy, imbued with the damp earth and the chill of stone. It spoke of ancient forests, of a wildness that promised both sanctuary and isolation, a natural barrier against the noise of the world... and the hungry whispers of the cult I was fleeing. A place to hide, perhaps.

But then came the next layer, subtle but unmistakable, pricking at the back of my throat like dust from forgotten tomes: secrets. It wasn’t a literal smell, of course, but an aura, a resonance that tingled along my nerve endings. A metallic tang, like old blood, mixed with something dusty and forgotten, like ancient parchment – centuries of whispered sins and buried truths. It resonated with the hum beneath my own skin, the power I’d spent years trying to suppress, trying to make small, lest it draw the wrong kind of attention. Every town had them, but this place... this place wore them like a cloak, thick and suffocating. It made the hairs on my arms prickle. Was it my secret they smelled?

And beneath that, deeper than the roots of the pines, older than any human deceit, was the third, most potent aroma. Something older than either. Something primordial, a scent both comforting and terrifying. It was the scent of raw magic, of ley lines thrumming beneath the earth, of the very bedrock of the world. Like lightning before a storm, or the deep, cold quiet of a tomb that had seen more than just death. It hummed with the kind of power the Blackened Hand craved, the kind they would tear the world apart to possess, the kind they wanted to extract from me. My fingers instinctively brushed the worn leather of my satchel, where my grimoire, heavily warded, lay nestled.

The bus hissed to a final, mournful stop, the cacophony of the engine dying, replaced by the rustle of pine needles and the distant murmur of a hidden stream. No turning back now. Moonfall Ridge. My new sanctuary. Or another gilded cage waiting to snap shut. A place promising not only refuge but perhaps, inevitably, a confrontation with the very things I was trying to outrun.

The bus wheezes as it pulls away, leaving me standing alone on a gravel lot at the edge of a town that doesn’t want to be found. I clutch the worn strap of my duffel bag and stare up at the crooked wooden sign creaking on its hinges.

Welcome to Moonfall Ridge

Population: 1,872

(Give or take a few that don’t stay dead)

Charming.

The air bites—a cruel, invisible blade that slices through my layers and finds the bone. It's not just cool; it's a raw, elemental freeze, so sharp and utterly clean it makes my lungs ache, a deep, burning protest with every forced breath. My exhaled mist hangs heavy, a fleeting ghost in the gloom, before being ripped away by the relentless current.

The wind, a relentless artist of the night, doesn't just rustle the trees; it sighs and moans through their skeletal branches, a chorus of ancient lamentations. It feels less like a natural phenomenon and more like a sentient presence, pressing against my skin, whispering warnings in a language made of creaks and groans. Each gust seems to carry a secret, a hushed premonition of what lies hidden in the encroaching darkness.

And then, from somewhere distant, a sound peels through the stark silence—the long, low, mournful call of a wolf. It's not just a howl; it's a testament to the untamed wilderness, a lonesome cry that stretches across the vast, inhospitable landscape, piercing the veil of the night. It echoes, hanging in the frigid air for a beat too long, and a shiver, not entirely from the cold, traces a path down my spine, a primal acknowledgement of both beauty and raw, untamed danger.

My spine stiffens.

I shouldn’t be here. I shouldn’t be here. But something inside me—something knotted deep in my chest—says I have to be. Like this place has been calling me in my sleep.

“You Seraphine?”

The voice hits like gravel sliding across asphalt. Deep. Rough.

I spin.

He stands beside a black cruiser like he owns the world and every inch of space in it. The man is massive—broad, grim, built like something carved from stone. A green sheriff’s jacket stretches across his chest. His arms are crossed, jaw set.

But it’s his eyes that do it.

Amber. Predatory. Hungry.

I swallow. “Yes. Seraphine Blackwood. I’m the new—”

“Librarian.” He doesn’t smile. “Yeah. We got your file.”

His nostrils flare.

Oh gods. He’s scenting me.

Heat pulses low in my belly.

“Sheriff Hollow,” he says. No handshake. No pleasantries. Just a stare that pins me to the earth. “You’re late.”

“I took the long route,” I murmur. “Didn’t want to be followed.”

His jaw tightened, a hard knot of muscle bunched along his jawline, betraying the controlled fury simmering beneath his composure. His eyes, shadowed pits in the dim light, never left mine. He didn't ask the obvious question, the one that hung unspoken, thick and heavy in the rain-chilled air: who was I running from? Who might be slithering out of the deeper shadows, a step behind, a breath away? He didn't press for details, didn't demand an explanation I couldn't give or perhaps, he simply knew enough to understand the stakes. The silence stretched, fraught with unspoken threats and a chilling understanding. Then, a single, sharp jerk of his chin toward the low, thrumming idle of the cruiser, its muted strobes painting the wet brick of the alley wall in phantom pulses of blue and red. The silent, undeniable command: Move.

“Get in.”

—-
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THE DENSE WOODLAND swallowed us whole as we continued our journey, the asphalt ribbon narrowing into a forgotten path. Ancient pines, their needle-laden branches heavy with secrets, pressed in on either side, forming an impenetrable wall. They stood like silent sentinels, their tall, dark forms appearing to lean closer, observing our slow intrusion with an unnerving stillness that made the air grow noticeably colder. A profound silence descended, broken only by the low hum of the engine and the faint rustle of unseen leaves high above.

Above, the bruised clouds parted grudgingly, allowing the moon to spill forth in fractured, ethereal ribbons of pure silver. This pale light dappled the road ahead, turning the familiar world into a grayscale landscape of shifting shadows and fleeting highlights. It kissed the topmost needles of the pines, making them shimmer briefly before the darkness reclaimed them.

Far off, nestled deep within the gloom, scattered pinpricks of light emerged – the soft, amber glow of lanterns strung on isolated porches. They seemed like forgotten beacons, each one hinting at a solitary dwelling keeping a quiet vigil in the vast, encroaching darkness, their warmth a stark contrast to the chill outside.

Just as the last of these comforting, yet chilling, lights faded into the rear-view mirror, a sudden, piercing intensity caught the corner of the eye. From the impenetrable depths of the trees, a pair of eyes flared into existence. They burned with an unnerving, iridescent yellow-green, reflecting the car’s headlights with a primal, predatory gleam. Held for only a second, a silent, unblinking challenge, before winking out, subsumed by the overwhelming darkness. A shiver traced its way down the spine, a cold reminder that we were not alone, that ancient things still watched from the black heart of the woods.

“You smell like storm magic,” Sheriff Hollow says, like he’s talking to himself. “Burnt honey and ozone.”

My breath catches. “Is that... a problem?”

His strong, tanned hands tightened on the worn leather of the steering wheel, knuckles bleaching white against the dark material. The silent tension that had been simmering unspoken between us in the confined space of the car seemed to coil tighter, every breath drawn feeling heavy and charged.

And then—a sound ripped from him, deep and raw. He growled.

It was not a human sound, not truly, but a primal, guttural vibration that started somewhere in the depths of his chest and resonated through the very floorboards, making the air thrum around me. Low and rumbling, rough enough to make an involuntary shiver race down my spine, tightening my stomach, clenching my thighs together in a swift, almost desperate response. A sharp, hot wave bloomed low in my belly.

He didn't spare me a glance. His eyes remained fixed on the blurring road ahead, his jaw tight, his granite profile unyielding. He didn’t apologize for the sudden, potent display of his fury or frustration, not even a flicker of regret or acknowledgment for how it had affected me.

I didn’t ask him to. My breath caught, I drank in the potent silence that followed, a perverse thrill sparking in my own veins, a recognition. I understood. An apology would only diminish the savage beauty of it.

—-
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THE LIBRARY LOOMED above the cliffside like something conjured from a gothic fever dream, an impossible structure that defied gravity and reason. Its very mass seemed to press down on the air, an oppressive presence of ancient stone and verdant, grasping ivy that crawled like a living skin across its formidable walls. Jagged, arched windows, impossibly narrow and dark, were set deep within the stone, giving the building an almost conscious, malevolent gaze. High above, clinging to the apex of the tallest, most precarious spire, a single raven sat, a black silhouette against the bruised sky, its stillness more unnerving than any movement. A sudden gust of wind, laden with the scent of salt and decay, tore at my coat as I stepped out of the cruiser, the crunch of gravel unnaturally loud in the silence. I stared up at it, a primal unease coiling in my gut – this wasn't just a building; it was a mausoleum of forgotten knowledge, and the reason we were here felt suddenly, terrifyingly clear.

“This place is—”

“Cursed,” he says. “Or blessed. Depends who you ask.”

The door groans as I push it open.

The air is thick with centuries of dust and the forgotten scent of parchment and dry ink, a pervasive aroma that clings to the back of the throat. Shadows pool like dark, still water in every alcove, lengthening into monstrous, grasping fingers as the hesitant light shifts. Magic so thick it makes the hair on my arms rise, a palpable hum beneath the skin, like static electricity before a storm, but ancient and knowing. It isn't just a presence; it's a pressure, a vast, unseen ocean of power that vibrates through the very soles of my boots.

The library is alive—a vast, slumbering beast, its very breath the sigh of turning pages and the creak of settling timbers. Its heartbeat echoing in the low, continuous thrum of ancient wards and forgotten spells, each pulse a whisper of untold stories and potent incantations dreaming within the walls. This is not mere architecture; it is a sentient organism, woven from arcane energies and the collective weight of forbidden knowledge.

Staircases, grand and winding and worn by countless unseen feet, spiral up into the gloom, their stone steps disappearing into an almost impenetrable darkness that promises forgotten archives or forbidden knowledge. Every carved banister seems to twist with a faint, ephemeral energy. Lanterns flicker, scattered across towering, groaning shelves, their weak glow painting brief, fleeting portraits of leather-bound tomes and dusty scrolls. Their tiny flames seem to possess an intelligence, a quiet, ancient judgment, as if watching my every hesitant movement, assessing my intent. The silence here is profound, broken only by the soft scrape of my own footsteps and the library's deep, resonant breath.

And then I feel him.

I look up.

The chill of the night air, heavy with the scent of old stone and unseen damp, seemed to coalesce around him. He’s on the second-floor balcony, a figure of compelling stillness, leaning against the cold, iron railing as if it were an extension of his own languid power. The material he wore was unmistakably velvet, a shimmering expanse the color of the deepest, richest merlot, catching the scarce light in shifting pools that made him seem to ripple, an illusion of a ghost.

He was tall, disturbingly so, his frame slender to the point of etherealness. His paleness wasn't just a lack of color; it was an active absence, a luminous quality that made his skin seem to glow faintly under the moonlight, like alabaster carved by moonlight itself. He was beautiful in that dangerous way that makes your soul lean forward, a moth to a deadly fire, even as every nerve ending in your body screams to run. It was the beauty of a predator, refined over centuries, utterly captivating and utterly lethal.

His eyes, twin chips of ice, held a light that was both piercing and utterly devoid of warmth. They were like frozen moonlight, not reflecting, but containing the chill of an empty cosmos, capable of seeing everything yet revealing nothing. A slight smirk, barely there, a whisper of a curve, tugging at his lips. It wasn't a smile of mirth, but of private, knowing amusement, perhaps at the world, perhaps at the observer, perhaps at some dark, ancient joke only he understood. It promised no kindness, only an unsettling, magnetic pull.

“Seraphine Blackwood,” he says, voice smooth as silk and sharp as fangs. “Welcome to the Archive of Forgotten Things.”

My heart stutters.

I never gave him my full name.

He knew.

“I’ve been waiting for you,” he adds, and his gaze drags down my body like a touch.

And then—it happens.

A snap. A pull. A flare of magic that slides into my bones and tells me, with perfect clarity, that this vampire is mine.

Just like the sheriff.

And there’s another. Still distant. Still watching.

Something feline and ancient and hungry.

My knees nearly buckle.

Somewhere in the dark forest, something growls again—low and deep and satisfied.

I don’t know what I’ve stepped into. I only know this:

They’ve found me.

And they’re not going to let me go.
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​Chapter Two: Rafe
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The air around her was thick with an undeniable aura, an intoxicating blend that hit you before she even spoke.

She smelled like trouble, a dangerous allure that whispered promises of delightfully bad decisions and inevitable chaos. It was the scent of a dare, a challenge wrapped in silk, the raw, thrilling edge of a storm about to break. It wasn't just a faint whisper; it was a dominant chord, a clear warning that you were stepping into something wild and unpredictable, something that sought to unravel you.

And layered beneath that, a sharp, exhilarating tang of lightning. Not just the ozone after a strike, but the very static charge in the air before the thunder, the electric anticipation of raw power unleashed. It spoke of untamed energy, a crackle of unpredictable volatility that promised a jolt, a flash of pure, unbridled force. Her presence vibrated with it, a live wire waiting to spark.

Deepest, most primal, was the heavy, musky heat of sex. Unvarnished, unapologetic desire. It was the intimate scent of heated skin, the primal musk of instinct, the intoxicating perfume of shared secrets and forbidden pleasures. It was a gravitational pull, a deep, carnal whisper that bypasses the mind and speaks directly to the body, promising a surrender to something ancient and consuming.

Together, these smells weren't merely notes; they were a symphony of dangerous fascination. She was a storm about to break, a primal force barely contained, and utterly, dangerously compelling.

My knuckles are stark white against the dark leather of the steering wheel, the worn material creaking under the desperate force of my grip. I hold on as if the sheer physical pressure can keep the beast inside me leashed, contained, before he shatters the fragile human control I cling to. The engine idles with a low rumble, mirroring the one threatening to rip from my own throat, as the tires crunch on the gravel, pulling the car slowly, too slowly for my frantic pulse, away from the silent, imposing facade of the library.

Every fiber of my being screams to slam on the brakes, to throw open the door, to run back – to look back at that heavy oak door, the one she just vanished behind, swallowed by the quiet reverence of the stacks. But I don't. I can't.

Because inside, under the thin veneer of human civility and controlled composure, my wolf is a storm. He’s a whirlwind of primal instinct and raw, unfulfilled need, pacing the confines of my very skin like a caged predator. Every muscle in my body twitches with his suppressed energy, the low, guttural snarl vibrating deep within my chest, a constant, threatening tremor ready to erupt. He's not just restless; he's furious. Furious that I let her walk away, furious that I'm driving in the opposite direction, furious that she isn't already mine.

He wants to explode from this steel cage, to abandon all pretense of civilization and simply chase. He wants to follow her scent trail through the quiet streets, to track her down with the relentless focus of a hunter. He doesn’t just want to find her; he wants to possess her. Wants to shove her against the nearest solid surface – a brick wall, the trunk of a tree, or even the side of this damn car – to feel her breath catch as his weight presses her gently, firmly, into submission. To claim her, not just with words, but with an undeniable force that screams mine.

And then, the most potent, most dangerous urge of all: he wants to sink his teeth into the delicate curve of her neck, to break the skin, to infuse her with his very essence. To brand her forever, a burning declaration of ownership that would bind her to him, body and soul. An irrevocable claim, searing and absolute, erasing any doubt, any choice but him. The image is so vivid, so overpowering, that I nearly swerve. My knuckles ache, my jaw is clenched so tight it hurts. This raw, untamed hunger is a constant battle, and right now, staring at the empty road ahead, I’m losing.

Fuck.

The final click of the engine dying felt like a death knell to my day, but even that wasn't loud enough to drown out the roar in my head. I didn't just shut the cruiser door; I slammed it, a concussive boom that echoed off the quiet suburban street, rattling something deep within my own chest. My boots chewed up the gravel of the driveway, each step a deliberate, furious stride. I stalked past the welcoming glow of the porch light, ignoring the neatly arranged potted plants, the forgotten newspaper – all the innocuous markers of a normal home, a normal life I no longer belonged to.

The weight of the badge, usually a source of grim pride, felt like a lead shackle. I ripped it from my belt loop, the cold metal suddenly searing against my palm, and didn't even bother aiming for the small bowl on the entryway table. Instead, with a ragged snarl, I tossed it with a desperate, disgusted force onto the polished kitchen counter. It skittered, a harsh, metallic clatter in the sudden silence, a sound as discordant as my own unraveling sanity.

It might as well be burning, branding me with the hypocrisy of a system that offered no solace, no protection, no goddamn answers for what truly mattered. Law and order? The very words tasted like ash in my mouth. They didn’t mean shit – not a single, goddamn, worthless piece of it – when the world shifted on its axis. Not when your mate, the other half of your very soul, the one you were sworn to protect above all else, walked off a mundane, grimy city bus. Not when she stepped off that bus, not just looking disheveled or lost, but reeking – a powerful, overwhelming miasma – of magic so raw it buzzed on my skin, of heat that promised a primal inferno, and of a fear so potent it was like a physical blow.

And that fear... oh, that fear. It wasn't just a scent; it was a taste, an intoxicating, forbidden sweetness that coated my tongue like sugar, triggering every possessive, predatory instinct I had fought to keep caged. It promised vulnerability and power, danger and desire, all wrapped up in the one person I was supposed to save.

Seraphine Blackwood.

The name fits her. Soft and dark, like the curve of her throat when she tilted her head just enough for me to imagine sinking my teeth in.

She’s mine.

Even if she doesn’t know it yet.

Even if I hate that I’m not the only one.

—-
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THE FIRST TREMOR OF the change begins just after midnight, a brutal, bone-rending convulsion that leaves no room for thought, only raw, animal instinct. Every fiber of my being screams in protest even as the transformation consumes me, the wolf taking over fast, violent, a primal entity tearing its way out from beneath my skin. My human mind, so painstakingly constructed, dissolves like smoke in the wind, replaced by a searing hunger and an overwhelming need to run. I launch myself into the moonless expanse of the forest, a blur of fur and muscle, pounding earth beneath my paws until the trees become an indistinguishable, swirling vortex of green and black. I run until my lungs burn, until the wind screams past my ears, desperate to outpace the haunting phantom of her scent clinging to my fur, to my very pores, driving me half mad with its intoxicating, maddening sweetness – a potent venom of desire and dread. But it never fades. It's etched into my being, a cruel, unending torment.

She’s in me now.

Her scent has soaked into my bones.

And worse? She reacted to me.

Pressed her thighs together in my front seat.

Tried to pretend she wasn’t trembling.

My wolf howled for her.

The bond hasn't sealed yet, but I felt it—that first flicker of the thread between us, the one that only forms between mates. It was subtle, almost imperceptible, a whisper on the edge of my awareness, yet undeniably there, a gossamer strand stretching out from my very core. And the second one?

Yeah, I felt that too.

The vampire.

Vale.

Fucking smug bloodsucker.

He'd been carrying that knowledge for weeks, a quiet hum beneath his surface calm, a secret weapon or a heavy burden, depending on how you viewed his particular brand of stoicism. The moment she stepped into the room, a hush falling with her entrance, his gaze met hers. There was no jolt of surprise, no flicker of revelation. Only a cool, almost placid recognition in his eyes, as if he wasn't witnessing an event but merely observing the inevitable unfolding of a script he'd already memorized.

I nearly lost control right there.

My wolf doesn't just dislike sharing; he loathes it. He doesn't tolerate the thought of another set of eyes lingering, another hand brushing too close, another whisper meant for her ears. He doesn't like the faint, cloying scent of another man even near what's his. That lingering musk, a foul taint on what is, by every primal law, mine. The mere ghost of another's presence on her skin ignites a feral, consuming rage deep within me, a low growl that vibrates through my bones, a silent promise of teeth and blood should anyone dare to test his absolute claim.

But fate doesn’t give a shit what I like.

—-

[image: ]


THE TEARING AGONY OF the shift had just begun to recede, leaving me weak and trembling, but by dawn, I’m back on two legs. Each limb protests, a symphony of aches and spasms, but the primal urge to move, to survey, to anticipate, overrides the pain. I stumble, then correct myself, beginning to pace a frantic, restless circuit in the deep, pre-dawn shadows of the ancient pines that loom behind my cabin. My skin, clammy and slick with the sweat of the transformation, prickles in the cool morning air, every pore exposed. Each breath is a ragged gasp, my lungs burning as if I’d run a hundred miles, or hunted all night.

Clothes? The thought is laughable, a useless pretense. I stand naked, shivering not just from the chill but from the lingering adrenaline that still buzzes beneath my skin, my muscles screaming in protest, every nerve ending exposed. There’s no one out here within a hundred miles, just me, a solitary speck in this vast, indifferent wilderness. Only the gnarled, silent sentinels of the forest, twisted pines and ancient oaks, bear witness to my raw, trembling state. And then, cutting through the nascent bird song and the rustle of leaves, it comes: a low, resonant growl, a rumble that vibrates through the very soles of my bare feet and seeps into my bones. It’s a sound of pure, unadulterated primal hunger, cold and ancient, and it’s rising, inexorably, from the east. Closer than before. Much, much closer.

He’s coming.

The third.

The sphinx.

Victor el-Khoury.

He hasn't seen her yet, but the air thrums with her impending arrival, a subtle shift in the world's rhythm, a premonition that settles deep in his bones. He hasn't seen her yet, but he will. And with that meeting comes an end – an end to solitude, an end to peace, an end to the man he once was. And when he does, there'll be no going back. The very concept of retreat will become obsolete, erased by the undeniable force of their connection. This isn't just love; it's a binding, a transformation, a plunge into an unknown abyss from which only something new, and perhaps monstrous, can emerge.

Three of us. Three distinct destinies, now inextricably braided by the presence of one singular woman. A volatile geometry of desire and doom. One woman, unknowingly, or perhaps knowingly, the nexus of their shared fate, the keystone in a structure destined to either elevate them or crush them utterly. All tied together by whatever cruel trick the moon, that ancient, silent weaver of fates, has spun in her ethereal threads. A cosmic joke, a hereditary curse, or a divine decree – it matters not. The threads tighten with every passing night, pulling them closer, twisting their lives into an unbreakable knot, leading them inevitably towards a climax that will either sever them forever or forge an unbreakable, terrifying bond.

I don’t know if she can survive it.

Hell, I don’t know if we can.

—-
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THE FAMILIAR HUM OF the engine had barely died when I found myself pulling into the same shadowed spot across from the public library, a decision born of instinct rather than reason. Every fiber of my being screamed against it. I shouldn’t. I wasn’t on duty, not in my official capacity where I could justify my presence, my interest. This was a trespass, a dangerous indulgence. But the air itself thrummed with her presence, a potent, irresistible current that bypassed all logic. It was stronger tonight, a heady brew of old paper, something akin to rain-kissed earth, and the undeniable, electric tang of raw, untamed power. It snagged at my senses, pulling me, reeling me in like a fish on a line, until the very thought of leaving became an absurdity. I couldn't stay away.

Through the tall, arched windows, the library glowed, a warm, inviting beacon in the twilight. And there she was, just as I’d known she would be. Alone. The last one. She moved with an unconscious grace among the towering shelves, her slim figure silhouetted against the ambient light. Her task was mundane – sorting books, re-shelving, an endless dance of order – yet her very touch was infused with the extraordinary. Her slender fingers, as they brushed against worn spines, pulsed with a faint, ethereal luminescence, a magic that shimmered just beneath her skin, barely contained, a wild thing struggling against its gentle keeper. A long, flowing skirt of deep emerald green swished around her legs with a whisper-soft rustle as she ascended a rolling ladder, reaching for a volume nestled high on the top shelf. She hummed, a soft, tuneless melody, sweet and pure, a sound that seemed to chase away the quiet dust motes dancing in the library's beams, and resonated deep within my own shadowed core.

She doesn’t know I’m watching.

She doesn’t know I’m hard.

Gods help me, the words are a guttural plea torn from a throat raw with obsession. This isn't just a fantasy; it's a visceral, burning need, a scene replayed on the scorched canvas of my mind until the edges fray and the reality blurs. I want her splayed, not just flat, but utterly exposed and contorted, her limbs tangled, pinned against the cold, unyielding rungs of that ladder. Every desperate struggle, every panicked tremor, would only press her harder into the unforgiving metal, sealing her fate.

I see her skirt, a disregarded fabric of her defenses, hiked high, bunched around her waist, a crumpled testament to her lost control. It would be a stark, humiliating unveiling, baring the pale curve of her hips, the trembling expanse of her thighs, the vulnerability of her core laid bare for my gaze alone.

And then, her neck. That vulnerable curve, the pulse hammering frantically beneath the delicate skin, where my teeth would sink. Not to tear, not necessarily to draw blood, but to possess. To mark. To claim. A primal, possessive bite that would send shivers through her body, a jolt of pain and terror that would break her, finally. And in that moment, as the agony and the sheer, overwhelming reality of her subjugation washed over her, she would sob my name. A broken mantra of surrender and terror, a sound that would be the sweetest symphony to my ravenous ears, confirming my absolute dominion.

Then, the ultimate violation, the ultimate possession: my knot. Thick and engorged, pulsing with a life of its own, it would find its unforgiving path. It would push past every boundary, every tremor of resistance, stretching her, filling her completely, until every inch of her felt consumed. And then, the deep, visceral click as it locked inside, claiming her, utterly, irrevocably mine, a searing brand of ownership that would leave her forever altered.

I press a hand to the doorframe and breathe deep. Her scent hits me like a punch.

Burnt honey. Rain. Mine.

I shouldn’t go in.

I shouldn’t claim her.

Not yet.

But the wolf is already shifting beneath my skin, ready to chase, ready to take.

And when she turns and sees me standing there—when her lips part and her magic flares and her fingers tremble around the spine of a book—

I know I won’t last much longer.
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​Chapter Three: Victor
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I smell her before I see her.

Magic. Female. The air hung, a humid, languid shroud, thick with an oppressive heat that pressed down like a physical weight, breeding a profound and restless uncertainty. Every breath felt heavy, laden with unspoken things and the silent promise of change. The ghost of a thunderstorm, no longer an imminent threat but a lingering presence, clung tenaciously to the soft cotton of a worn shirt and permeated the very pores of the skin, a cool, metallic tang beneath the oppressive warmth. It was the sharp, clean scent of ozone and the deep, earthy smell of rain that had fallen elsewhere, now carried on the stalled breeze.

And then, the impossible image: a raw, white-hot crackle of lightning, vivid and sudden, seemed somehow threaded through the very air, which hung heavy and warm, almost like spun sugar, ready to melt on the tongue. A dangerous sweetness, a beautiful, terrifying contrast of potential energy within inert calm. This electric charge, intensified by the salt-laced air, culminated in the undeniable tang of ozone on the vast, empty stretch of the beach, where the sand still radiated the day's absorbed heat and the ocean whispered its endless, unheeded secrets. It was a place where the elements converged, leaving behind an intoxicating, disquieting perfume of power and presence.

But under that—deeper—there’s another note.

Need.

It pulls me like an invisible, barbed hook lodged deep behind my ribs. Every beat of my heart seems to snag on its cold iron, a relentless, agonizing tug that threatens to wrench me apart. It’s not just a memory; it’s a living, breathing current, a palpable force that keeps me forever tethered.

The wind, that treacherous messenger, carries it from town. Not a sound, not a scent, but a distinct, undeniable presence that permeates the very air. From the dusty, sun-drenched streets, where distant chatter and the creak of old signs mingle with the mundane rhythms of life. From the library, I can almost feel the hush of turning pages, the scent of aged paper and quiet contemplation, the faint murmur of her voice reading aloud. And most potently, most cruelly, from her. It is the echo of her laughter, the ghost of her touch, the indelible mark of her essence forever etched onto my soul, pulling me back across the impossible distance, into a past I cannot reclaim.

I step down from the weathered, wrap-around porch of my ranch house slowly, deliberately. The old wood groans a familiar, comforting tune beneath my worn boots, each creak a testament to countless sunrises and sunsets shared with this land. From the dew-kissed pasture just beyond the picket fence, the horses, a familiar trio of a sturdy roan, a sleek black, and a gentle palomino, pause their early grazing. Their heads, no longer bowed to the sweet grass, lift in unison. Dark, intelligent eyes, framed by long lashes, swivel towards me, ears twitching, catching the subtle shift in the morning air. And within me, a deep, resonant hum begins. It's not a sound, but a feeling – a low thrumming in my ribcage, a tightening of the muscles around my heart. My lion, the primal spirit I carry, stirs from its tranquil slumber, a quiet roar building in anticipation.

She’s here. The third thread has snapped.

The vampire has already touched her. The wolf has scented her.

But they haven’t broken her yet.

She’s still pretending she can stand on her own.

Good.

I want her like that.

She must embody a walking paradox: to stay sweet on the surface, a saccharine smile always ready, a gentle nod for every agreeable sentiment, even if her insides churn with objection. Yet, beneath that pliant facade, she must be stubborn, a granite core of unyielding will and quiet defiance. Her composure is not effortless; it is a meticulously constructed fortress, every gesture measured, every word a carefully weighted stone in its wall. There is no tremor in her voice, no tell in her posture, just a placid, almost unreadable calm that hints at the immense effort it takes to maintain.

Her uniform is a deliberate statement: dressed in soft skirts that fall in muted tones, perhaps a grey flannel or a flowing navy, whispering of demureness and ease, designed to flow around her form rather than define it. But paired with these are tight cardigans, always buttoned high, a second skin of fine-gauge wool or cashmere, pulled taut across her chest, subtly hinting at the curves they are meant to obscure. It's a calculated contrast, a tension between the flowing and the contained, the accessible and the hidden.

It is all part of a subtle, almost defiant act of self-concealment. She is hiding curves behind outdated librarian modesty, an intentional rejection of modern sensuality, opting instead for an asexuality that camouflages her true form. This isn't shyness; it's a strategic withdrawal, a deliberate decision to be seen for her intellect, perhaps, or simply not seen at all, rather than for her physicality. And then there are those ridiculous oversized glasses. Perched deliberately low on her nose, they are less about vision correction and more about obscuring. They magnify her eyes just enough to make them seem pools of inscrutable intelligence, yet their sheer size serves as another veil, a barrier that draws attention away from the subtle strength in her jawline or the faint, almost imperceptible tension around her mouth. They are a prop, a statement, an ironic shield behind which her true, stubbornly sweet, composed self can quietly, watchfully exist. As if any of that can protect her from what’s coming.

As if it can protect her from me.

—-
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THE ANEMIC LIGHT OF a dying day, bruised purple and sullen grey, bled from the sky as I finally arrived. The chill, damp air, already heavy with the promise of frost, wrapped around me like a shroud, carrying the faint scent of wet stone and an older, mustier perfume I couldn't quite place. My breath plumed white, a ghostly exhalation in the encroaching gloom.

Ahead, silhouetted against the last, fading vestiges of the twilight, the monolithic structure of the Archive rose, its jagged spires and shadow-draped gargoyles clawing at the heavens. It didn't merely stand; it loomed, a memory pulled from the deepest, most half-buried dream—a nightmare I knew intimately, one where the whispers of forgotten tragedies clung to its very stones, where blood stained pages that had never known ink, and ancient, malefic runes still hummed with dark, unspent power. This was a library not merely of books, but of events, of desperate incantations and terrible reckonings.

My heavy, mud-caked boots struck the worn stone steps with a hollow resonance, a slow, measured rhythm echoing in the oppressive silence. Each step on the smooth, polished surface felt deliberate, irreversible. I ascended, my gaze fixed on the massive oak doors ahead, ignoring the curious, fleeting flicker of lanternlight behind the narrow, leaded windows. Small, watchful lights, like unblinking eyes, they seemed to track my ascent, but they held no sway over me. My path was set, my purpose clear.

A soft, drawn-out sigh of groaning wood and protesting iron hinges filled the air. The door, massive and banded, creaked open for me, not pulled by unseen hands, but yielding, as if recognizing an old friend, or a destined adversary. Of course it does. It was an inevitability, a pre-written chapter in a book older than time. The stale, ancient air, redolent with parchment, dust, and something else—something electric and dangerous—wafted out to meet me, promising secrets and peril in equal measure.

A prickling awareness, a subtle shift in the very fabric of the air, announced it. A static charge in the atmosphere, a sense of focused intention that was almost a scent, refined and dangerous. She's here. The culmination of a long journey, or perhaps, the beginning of the true one.

And with that realization, a deep thrumming began, not in the floorboards or the walls, but in the very core of my being. The Archive, not merely a collection of books but a living entity woven from centuries of forbidden knowledge and arcane currents, pulsed around me. It knew the lineage in my veins, the echoes of pacts long sealed, the purpose that hums beneath my skin. It recognized what I am—what I have always been, and what I am destined to become. And in that recognition, there was no turning back.

—-
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MY VOICE, A MERE MURMUR, didn't seem to penetrate the quiet bubble of her concentration. She was utterly absorbed, nestled deep between two towering, oak bookshelves, the air here thick with the scent of aged paper and forgotten stories. Her hands moved with a quiet, almost reverent efficiency, lifting, turning, and placing each volume, transforming chaos into crisp, organized arrays of color – a silent mosaic of spines.

Her pose was an unconscious study in grace and focus, her rear elevated, a tantalizing curve beneath the taut, flowing sweep of navy blue fabric – perhaps a skirt or soft trousers – that seemed to whisper with every slight shift of her weight. It was a simple, everyday position, yet viewed through my focused lens, it held an unexpected beauty.

But it was the small, accidental revelation that truly snagged my gaze. Her soft, cable-knit sweater had drifted down, following the curve of her working arm, exposing the gentle slope of one collarbone and a generous expanse of skin. It was a warm, almost luminous golden hue, catching the filtered light from the nearby window, impossibly smooth and inviting. And there, stark against that luminous expanse, was the delicate strap of her bra – a thin line of lace or silk that, in that moment, seemed to vibrate with an unspoken invitation. It wasn't just a strap; it was a siren call, a vulnerable line that set off a sudden, sharp ache in my jaw, a primal urge to lean in, to feel the fragile fabric yield beneath my teeth, to mark that soft skin with something fierce and possessive.

My lion roars beneath my skin.

And my cock presses hard against my zipper.

The low, reedy sound was barely audible above the quiet thrum of the forest, a fragile counterpoint to the rustle of leaves and the distant call of a bird. She was humming, a series of choked, off-key notes that weren't really a melody, but more an attempt to soothe the frantic beat of her own heart. The very air around her seemed taut with it, vibrating with an unspoken tension, her hands fidgeting, smoothing phantom wrinkles on her dress, then clenching into small, tight fists. She was utterly, heartbreakingly nervous.

And so godsdamn soft. Not just her skin, though I pictured the silk of it, but her entire being. Fragile. Untouched. A dangerous allure to a creature like me, accustomed to sharp edges and hardened surfaces. It stirred a strange, possessive ache in my chest – a desire to shield that softness, or perhaps, to claim it entirely.

I stepped closer. Each deliberate step a silent prayer, a hunter's instinct warring with a lover's careful tread. The crunch of leaves beneath my sole was muted, my own breathing barely a whisper, an almost imperceptible shift in the air that was sound enough for her keen senses. Slowly. Quietly. I was almost upon her.

She lifted her head—her breath hitched, a faint, fragile sound that broke the stillness. Her eyes, wide and suddenly luminous, met mine. Recognition, dawning terror, and something else – a flicker of resigned understanding – battled in their depths. She froze, utterly still, a deer caught in a predator's gaze, but this was no ordinary predator.

Then, whoomph. Not just a light, but a sudden, violent pull. A jolt of pure, raw energy that slammed into my chest, radiating outward, making every cell in my body sing with recognition. I saw her visibly recoil, then sway, as the invisible current arced between us. The bond lights between us like a fuse, yes, igniting a charge that had lain dormant for too long, promising an explosion of connection, of shared destiny, that could either consume us both or forge us into something unbreakable. The silence that followed was charged, crackling with a nascent power that had finally, irrevocably, found its spark.

Her breath catches.

Her eyes, wide behind her glasses, go straight to my face—then lower. Flick back up. Her mouth parts.

I smile slowly. Predator’s smile.

“Miss Blackwood,” I say, voice like silk wound around steel. “How lovely to finally meet you.”

—-
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WITH AN AWKWARD, HASTY lurch, she scrambles to stand, her movements jerky and ungraceful. A wave of mortification washes over her, evident as the heat climbs her neck and her cheeks bloom a furious, undeniable pink. She swipes a hand down the front of her skirt, brushing off imaginary dust or non-existent wrinkles, a nervous tic more than an effective grooming action. Then, as if to ward off an invisible assailant or simply disappear, she tugs her practical, slightly-too-large cardigan tighter around her body, the soft wool pulled taut across her chest like a flimsy, desperate piece of armor against the world's scrutiny.

As she moves, those utterly ridiculous, brightly colored croakies, a testament to her pragmatism over style, snag with an audible snick on the rough spine of a forgotten book jutting out from a nearby shelf. The sudden resistance pulls her head back with a jolt, and her glasses, already perched precariously, slide down her nose, threatening to topple completely. Her free hand shoots up instinctively, a frantic scramble to catch them before her world blurs into an unfocused haze.

Adorable.

I step closer. Not enough to touch. Just enough that she can feel the weight of me, the heat, the intention coiled under my skin.

“You—you must be Mr. el-Khoury,” she stammers.

“You may call me Victor.”

“I wasn’t expecting you.”

“I imagine not,” I say, lowering my voice. “You’ve had quite a welcome already. A growling sheriff. An all-seeing archivist. But not all monsters are so loud.”

She sways slightly.

Her scent spikes—fear, want, defiance. She doesn’t know whether to flee or fall.

Perfect.

“You’re part of it,” she whispers.

“The bond.” I nod. “Yes.”

“And you’re not... surprised?”

“Not in the least,” I murmur, eyes dragging over her form slowly. “Though I admit... I am delighted. The moon was generous with us.”

Her fingers twist in the hem of her cardigan. Her eyes dart away.

“Why me?” she asks. So soft. So unsure.

“Because fate wanted something delicious for the three of us to share,” I say. “And you, little riddle, are exquisite.”

—-
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IT'S BARELY A SOUND, a caught gasp, a tiny, almost-silent moan that escapes her lips, raw and involuntary. A shaky breath follows, ragged at the edges, proof of the fragile control she's lost. And I take that one, final, measured step, closing the infinitesimal distance that remained between us. It's an act of inevitability, not aggression, a quiet claiming. Now, I am close enough that the very air hums with her proximity, close enough to feel the radiating heat of her body, a tangible warmth that seeps into my own skin – feverish, alive, pulsing. Close enough that her eyes, wide and luminous in the dim light, confirm she understands the absolute, undeniable power I hold in this moment. She knows I could take her, utterly and completely. Right here, in this space we've created, where the world outside ceases to exist. Right now, without a single word of protest or permission, because the silent understanding between us is more potent than any spoken vow.
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