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​Summary
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On Halloween night, curvy witch Hazel Nightshade accidentally summons a demon she can’t resist—and can’t banish.

Lucien is an incubus like no other: sin incarnate, towering, horned, and utterly impossible to ignore. Bound by ancient magic, he refuses to leave until Hazel fulfills the contract she unknowingly invoked—body, soul, and blood.

As desire and magic intertwine, Hazel is pulled into a dangerous, intoxicating world of shadow and fire. Each failed ritual, each stolen kiss, and each whispered promise draws them closer, binding them together in ways she never imagined. When the final rite comes, their connection becomes permanent, dark, and irrevocable—and Hazel discovers that some choices cannot be undone.

Now, with a child growing inside her and her magic more powerful than ever, Hazel must navigate a world where supernatural creatures covet her power—and her demon king watches over her, a shadow of possession and devotion that no one can challenge.

A dark, seductive fantasy romance of magic, obsession, and claiming what is fated.
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Trigger Warnings 
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This book contains mature and potentially sensitive content. Reader discretion is strongly advised.

Content Warnings Include:


●  Dark Erotic Fantasy: Explicit sexual content, including consensual BDSM, dominance/submission dynamics, and breeding kink.

●  Supernatural Creatures: Incubi, demons, and other magical entities.

●  Magic and Rituals: Witchcraft, summoning spells, binding rituals, and fertility magic.

●  Violence: Some physical altercations and dark fantasy threats, though no graphic gore.

●  Psychological Themes: Obsession, possessiveness, intense emotional manipulation, and power dynamics.

●  Pregnancy: Magical and erotic themes involving pregnancy and fertility.
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Readers who may be sensitive to sexualized content, supernatural horror, or intense power dynamics are advised to proceed with caution.
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Dedication 
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To those who dare to summon the darkness and find their own fire within it—

may you always embrace your power, your desires, and the magic that lives in you.

––––––––
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Genre/Tropes:

Dark paranormal romance • Plus-size witch × possessive incubus • Accidental summoning • Halloween ritual • Breeding kink • Virgin/inexperienced heroine • Corruption kink • Magic sex • Obsession • Forced proximity • HEA
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The Spell That Shouldn’t Have Worked
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Hazel

The heavy, iron-bound door of the apothecary, The Serpent’s Bloom, gave a final, protesting groan as I pushed it shut. The massive brass key, frigid even through the thick leather of my glove, turned with a solid thunk in the ancient mechanism, the loud, decisive click of the tumbler settling the immediate silence of the street. I pulled the key free, stuffing it quickly into an inner pocket, its metallic touch a fleeting reminder of the long, grueling work that had finally reached its end.

The narrow cobblestone street was a tunnel carved from shadow, utterly deserted save for the sickly amber wash cast by the oil lamp hanging above my sign. The wind, sharp and unforgiving, whipped around the corner, carrying with it the acrid tang of distant, smoldering bonfires and the thin, crystalline bite of true frost—a promise that winter was settling in deep. My shoulders ached with a dull, persistent throb from pouring tinctures and grinding stubborn roots, and the phantom scent of crushed valerian and antiseptic alcohol clung stubbornly to the wool of my cloak. For fourteen relentless hours, I had been the selfless vessel, draining my own reserves to steady frantic hands and soothe weeping sores. I had tended to the city’s every ailment while systematically ignoring the weary, hollow ache pooling beneath my ribs.

But that parasitic altruism ends now. I pulled the collar of my cloak high, a fierce, almost desperate resolve tightening my jaw. Tonight, the debt is paid to myself. This is not mere pampering; this is meticulous, existential self-preservation. I called it a “self-love” ritual only to make the necessity sound manageable, yet what I truly sought was infinitely more profound. I needed not just confidence, but the armor of unwavering self-possession; not casual companionship, but a genuine, powerful tether to keep my own soul anchored. And yes, perhaps I needed a deliberate, directed spark of practical magic—a carefully brewed, potent charm—powerful enough to finally scour away the deep, paralyzing loneliness that had begun to claim the vacant spaces in my life. Tonight, the healer becomes the patient, and the cure will be absolute.

The ascent to the attic was a ritual in itself, the narrow, uncarpeted stairs groaning a familiar protest underfoot. As the heavy, dust-caked door finally gave way with a low, resonant groan, it unveiled not just a space, but an atmosphere. Here, in the forgotten reaches of the house, the air hung thick and still, carrying the pervasive, almost palpable scent of venerable dust – a fine silt of forgotten time that coated every surface, refracting the hesitant, pale light that filtered through a grimy dormer window.

But intertwined with this deep, earthy base note was the ethereal, ghost-like whisper of dried lavender. It wasn't the vibrant burst of a fresh bouquet, but the mellowed, contemplative fragrance of sachets long undisturbed, of summer days folded away with winter blankets in cedar chests, their contents now merely shadows of their former selves. This delicate floral essence mingled subtly with the richer, more complex aroma of old pages – not just any paper, but the bittersweet scent of generations of printed word. It was the smell of brittle newsprint and foxed novel pages, of forgotten diaries and heavy, leather-bound tomes, their tales muted by the passage of decades, each turning leaf a dry, hushed sigh.

And beneath it all, a faint, woody perfume hinted at dried herbs, hanging in skeletal bunches from dark rafters or tucked into muslin bags in shallow drawers. Their once potent essences were now merely echoes, a memory of remedies concocted or spells whispered, adding another layer to this intricate olfactive tapestry. The entire space was a forgotten mix, a sensory archive where the mundane decay of dust embraced the fragrant preservation of memory, each breath drawing in a complex narrative of lives lived, moments cherished, and time inexorably marching on, leaving behind only these tender, aromatic specters.

My hands brush over stacked boxes until I find a grimoire I’ve never seen before. The leather cover, dark and rich with age, yields immediately to my touch. It's not the stiff, unyielding hide of a new volume, but something supple and warm, years of handling having worn it to a velvety softness beneath my fingertips. I can feel the faint, almost imperceptible ridges of its original grain, now smoothed by countless caresses. The edges, however, tell a different story. They are not pristine, but worn down, particularly at the corners where the dark brown leather has lightened to a raw umber, exposing the fibers beneath. Little tendrils of thread escape the binding, testament to journeys taken, drops endured, and the countless times it's been slipped into a bag or pocket.

As I carefully open it, the spine issuing a soft, familiar sigh, a unique aroma unfurls from between the brittle, cream-colored pages. It's a scent that's become intrinsically linked to this object, a faint, ghost-like whisper of smoke that isn't acrid or fresh, but rather the deep, comforting memory of a long-extinguished hearth or a distant campfire. And interwoven with it, startlingly, is the metallic tang of iron – not the sharp, clean scent of new steel, but something richer, earthier; perhaps old blood, or the cold, mineral tang of a forgotten dungeon, or the lingering essence of a blacksmith's forge. It's a smell that speaks of hard-won knowledge, of danger, of long nights spent in contemplation or hurried escapes. Holding it, feeling its worn weight, and breathing in that peculiar perfume, I'm not just holding a book; I'm holding a concentrated essence of its past, a tangible echo of lives and events that shaped it.

Curiosity prickles along my skin. Confidence and companionship, the title promises in archaic script. 

“Perfect,” I murmur. “Just what I need.”

With a reverence bordering on dread, I lowered the heavy, leather-bound tome onto the cold, rough-hewn flagstone floor. The ancient book, its spine cracked and pages smelling faintly of dust and forgotten herbs, lay open to a precisely marked leaf. Around it, meticulously spaced, I had arranged nine slender beeswax taper candles, each one flickering with a tiny, trembling sentinel of light. They formed a perfect, unbroken circle, a protective boundary against unwanted intrusion, and a beacon to what I hoped to invoke. In the dim, cavernous room, their amber glow cast long, dancing shadows that writhed and twisted on the walls like captive spirits.

From a small, embroidered pouch, I took a pinch of coarse sea salt, glittering like crushed starlight. With a slow, deliberate hand, I sprinkled it along the inner edge of the glowing candle circle, listening to the faint hiss as the crystals met the stone. It was a barrier against ill will, a purification of the space. Then, gripping a piece of blackthorn charcoal, sharpened to a precise point, I bent low. My breath hitched as I carefully traced intricate sigils and arcane lines along the floor, weaving them into the salt circle and around the book. The grittiness of the charcoal under my fingertip was a grounding sensation, a stark contrast to the ethereal purpose of the design—a conduit, a binding spell, a blueprint for power.

Then came the offering. With a fresh, sharp cut of a silver dagger against my palm, I severed a lock of my own dark hair. It felt like a small, yet significant, sacrifice – a piece of my very essence, my personal connection to this unfolding ritual. My fingers trembled as I tucked the soft, dark strands carefully into the very heart of the charcoal design, directly beneath the open pages of the grimoire, sealing my intent with a fragment of myself.

A surge of adrenaline, cold and sharp, coursed through my veins, making my heart pound like a trapped bird. My breath hitched, a faint tremor running through my body. My voice, when I finally opened my mouth, was indeed a hesitant murmur, the first syllable stumbling on my tongue, unfamiliar and raw. But I forced it out, gripping the ancient, brittle pages of the grimoire. The words were there, inscribed in faded ink, waiting. They were old, yes, but more than that – they felt primordial, thrumming with an energy that predated human speech, flowing with a rhythm that seemed to echo from the very core of the earth. They were strange in my tongue, each phoneme an unfamiliar shape in my mouth, each phrase a challenge to my vocal cords.
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