
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Devil’s Touch
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Chapter 1 — Return to Shadows
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The city breathed beneath the night sky, lights flickering like distant stars caught between shadows and smoke. From his perch atop Blackthorne Tower, Lucien Blackthorne watched with crimson eyes that had seen centuries, yet tonight he found the city... different. Alive, restless, tinged with a danger he couldn’t yet name.

Elias stood behind him, fingers brushing lightly against Lucien’s back. His mortal warmth was a tether in the cold night, a reminder that desire could be as grounding as it was intoxicating. “Do you feel it?” Elias whispered, eyes scanning the streets below. “Something’s... off.”

Lucien’s lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. “Always,” he murmured. “This city breathes danger as much as it does life. And there are shadows waiting... some old, some new. Tonight, they stir.”

Elias shivered, half from the chill of the wind and half from the nearness of Lucien’s body. He had grown accustomed to the pull between them—the subtle brush of hands, the lingering glances, the erotic tension simmering beneath every interaction. But tonight, he felt it sharpen, more urgent, more alive.

Lucien turned slightly, crimson eyes softening only for a heartbeat. “Do not fear,” he murmured, hand brushing against Elias’s cheek, thumb tracing a line that sent heat racing through him. “Whatever stirs, whatever waits in the shadows, I will protect you. And tonight... you will see how deeply intertwined desire and danger truly are.”

Elias’s breath hitched. “And... temptation?” he asked, voice almost lost in the wind.

Lucien’s smile deepened, predatory and teasing. “Desire is never far from danger,” he murmured. “And tonight... the Devil’s touch will remind you just how irresistible peril—and I—can be.”

A sudden chill ran through the air, and both men stiffened. From the darkened alleys and rooftops, movement flickered—unseen eyes, whispered threats, a presence older than the city itself. Danger had arrived, subtle but unmistakable, and Elias felt the thrill of fear twist into something hotter, something intoxicating.

Lucien’s hand found his again, gripping possessively, grounding and igniting all at once. “Stay close,” he warned, voice low, silk over steel. “In my world, shadows hide more than enemies... they hide temptation, power, and the very essence of desire. Tonight, you will learn why every touch, every glance, every surrender carries a price.”

Elias swallowed, pulse racing, body alive with anticipation and dread. “I... I’m ready,” he whispered.

Lucien’s crimson eyes glimmered with hunger and promise. “Good,” he murmured. “Because the night is ours, but the shadows... the shadows will test us both. And the Devil’s touch is only just beginning.”

As they stepped from the rooftop into the waiting darkness, mortal and immortal intertwined, desire and danger threading together like a single, electric cord. The city might sleep unaware, but the world of shadows, secrets, and seduction was awake—and Lucien and Elias were already in its grip.
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Chapter 2 — The Devil’s Whisper
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The study was quiet, the kind of silence that pressed against the walls and demanded attention. Lucien lounged in his crimson leather chair, fingers drumming lightly on the armrest as he studied the city lights below. Elias stood nearby, tracing the spine of an ancient tome, though his attention kept drifting to Lucien—his presence, his power, the way the immortal seemed to dominate the very air around him.

A sudden knock echoed through the room, sharp and deliberate, slicing through the calm. Lucien’s crimson eyes flicked toward the door, predatory. “Come in,” he called, voice smooth as silk yet edged with danger.

No one entered. Instead, a folded note landed softly on the desk, unsigned, sealed with an unfamiliar sigil that burned faintly crimson in the candlelight. Elias leaned closer, curiosity mingling with a shiver of unease. “What is it?”
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