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Blood and Moonlight

Chapter 1 – The Crimson Eclipse
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Rain glazed the cobblestones of Prague like spilled black ink.

The city breathed differently after midnight.

Tourists vanished from the ancient streets, leaving behind only the whisper of distant tram wheels and the occasional echo of footsteps beneath gothic arches. The old city belonged to ghosts after dark. To immortals. To creatures clever enough to survive hidden inside civilization’s blind spots.

Adrian Vale stood motionless beneath the broken gargoyles of St. Vitus Cathedral, watching lightning pulse silently behind storm clouds.

The air tasted wrong.

For three centuries he had trusted his instincts more than prophecy, more than memory, more than fear itself. Survival demanded it. Yet tonight every sharpened instinct inside him twisted with unease.

Something ancient had awakened.

Below the cathedral hill, Prague shimmered beneath rain and crimson moonlight. The lunar eclipse had begun less than twenty minutes earlier, painting the clouds with a faint red glow that reminded Adrian too much of fresh blood spreading through water.

He slipped his hands into the pockets of his dark wool coat and descended the stone staircase toward Old Town.

Humans flooded the streets despite the storm.

They laughed beneath umbrellas, crowded bars, kissed beneath neon reflections. Fragile creatures pretending the universe did not hunger for them constantly.

Adrian envied them sometimes.

Not their mortality.

Their ignorance.

A sharp pain struck behind his ribs.

He stopped walking.

The sensation vanished almost immediately, but not before his eyes flashed gold for an instant beneath the shadow of his hood.

Impossible.

No human noticed.

A tram screeched past while thunder rolled over the river.

Then Adrian smelled it.

Not blood.

Not magic.

Moonlight.

He froze completely.

The scent drifted through rain-soaked streets impossibly delicate—silver and cold like winter air over snow. No mortal possessed such a scent. No vampire either.

His hunger reacted violently.

Adrian turned toward the source instinctively, weaving through crowds with supernatural ease until he reached a narrow side street glowing with muted amber lanterns.

A gallery entrance stood open there.

Black banners fluttered above the doorway.

NOCTURNE: EXHIBITION OF SHADOW & LIGHT

He almost walked away.

Immortality taught caution better than wisdom ever could. Strange things emerging during eclipses rarely ended well for anyone involved.

But the scent pulled him forward.

Inside, music drifted softly through candlelit halls filled with abstract sculptures and dark oil paintings. Wealthy patrons wandered between displays holding glasses of wine while discussing art they clearly did not understand.

Adrian ignored all of them.

He saw only him.

The man stood near the far wall beneath a massive painting of a bleeding moon.

Dark curls brushed pale skin. His black coat hung open over a charcoal sweater, rainwater still glimmering on the fabric. He looked young—mid twenties perhaps—but exhaustion shadowed his sharp features as though sleep rarely found him.

Beautiful.

Dangerously so.

Adrian hated the thought instantly.

The stranger lifted his head.

Their eyes met across the crowded gallery.

Everything inside Adrian went still.

Silver.

Not gray. Not blue.

Silver like moonlight striking frozen water.

The stranger stared at him with equal intensity, brows narrowing slightly as if recognizing something impossible.

Then the room lights flickered.

Several humans laughed nervously.

Adrian did not move.

Neither did the stranger.

The scent grew stronger now, wrapping around Adrian’s senses until his fangs pressed painfully against his gums. Hunger surged through him with humiliating force.

No.

Not hunger.

Need.

The stranger approached slowly through the crowd.

Adrian should have left.

Instead he waited.

“You’re staring,” the man said when he finally stopped before him.

His voice was low and rough around the edges, carrying exhaustion and quiet intelligence beneath the surface.

Adrian studied him carefully. “So are you.”

A faint smile appeared.

“Fair enough.”

Up close the scent became overwhelming.

Moonlight and frost and something ancient buried beneath human skin.

Adrian forced himself to breathe unnecessarily just to maintain composure.

“What’s your name?” the stranger asked.

Names had power.

Especially for immortals.

“Adrian.”

“Lucien.”

The name struck him strangely.

Lucien.

As though he had heard it whispered centuries ago inside ruined temples and forgotten crypts.

“You’re not from Prague,” Adrian observed.

“Neither are you.”

A dangerous answer.

Adrian tilted his head slightly. “And how would you know that?”

Lucien looked briefly embarrassed. “I don’t know. You just feel...” He hesitated carefully. “Different.”

The word lingered between them.

Adrian nearly smiled.

If only you knew.

Thunder shook the gallery windows.

Several lights flickered again before stabilizing.

Lucien glanced upward uneasily. “Storm’s getting worse.”

“Yes.”

But Adrian barely noticed the storm anymore.

Every supernatural instinct inside him focused entirely on the man standing inches away.

His heartbeat sounded wrong.

Too steady.

Too calm.

Most humans reacted unconsciously to vampires with either attraction or fear. Sometimes both. Their bodies recognized predators even when their minds did not.

Lucien showed neither response.

Instead he looked at Adrian with unsettling familiarity.

Like someone remembering a forgotten dream.

“You like the exhibit?” Lucien asked finally.

Adrian glanced around at the paintings.

Most depicted variations of death, shadows, celestial bodies, and distorted human figures twisted into monstrous forms.

“Too romanticized,” Adrian said.

Lucien laughed softly.

“You sound personally offended by it.”

“If monsters existed,” Adrian replied carefully, “they would likely find humans far more frightening.”

Lucien studied him in silence.

For one dangerous second Adrian wondered if the man somehow knew.

Then screaming erupted near the entrance.

The entire gallery turned.

A woman collapsed against the wall clutching her throat while blood spilled between her fingers.

Humans panicked instantly.

Shouts filled the room.

Someone killed the music.

Adrian smelled vampire before he saw him.

Young.

Starving.

Out of control.

The rogue burst through the crowd with crimson eyes blazing, fangs exposed fully as terrified humans scrambled away.

Idiot.

The vampire had lost himself to blood frenzy.

Adrian moved immediately.

Too fast for human sight.

One moment he stood beside Lucien.

The next he slammed the rogue through a sculpture pedestal hard enough to shatter marble across the floor.

Gasps echoed everywhere.

The young vampire snarled violently, feral from hunger. “Stay out of this!”

Adrian seized him by the throat.

“You expose us all.”

The rogue lunged wildly.

Adrian snapped his neck with brutal efficiency.

The body collapsed motionless.

Humans screamed harder now.

Some pulled out phones.

Others fled toward exits.

Adrian cursed silently.

This was becoming catastrophic.

Then he realized Lucien stood directly behind him.

Watching.

Not screaming.

Not running.

Watching.

“How did you do that?” Lucien whispered.

Adrian turned slowly.

For the first time in centuries, uncertainty touched him.

Because Lucien’s silver eyes were glowing.

Not metaphorically.

Actually glowing beneath the crimson eclipse.

The entire room suddenly trembled.

Every candle extinguished at once.

Darkness swallowed the gallery.

Then moonlight exploded through the windows.

Silver light flooded across the floor in violent waves centered entirely around Lucien.

Humans cried out in terror.

Ancient power ripped through the air like a waking storm.

And Adrian finally understood one horrifying truth.

The prophecies were real.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 – The Boy Marked by the Moon
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By dawn, the gallery massacre had already become rumor instead of truth.

Gas explosion.

Mass hysteria.

Drug-induced violence.

Humans possessed an astonishing ability to reshape terror into something ordinary.

Adrian stood atop a nearby rooftop overlooking the Vltava River while the city brightened beneath gray morning clouds. The crimson eclipse had ended hours ago, yet unease still crawled beneath his skin like buried insects.

Moonborn.

The word had not been spoken aloud among immortals for centuries.

Most believed the prophecy was myth now—an old superstition created during the first vampire wars. Ancient stories claimed a human touched by lunar magic would one day either redeem immortal creatures or destroy them permanently.

Adrian had always dismissed it as fantasy.

Until last night.

He closed his eyes briefly.

Silver light erupted again in his memory.

Lucien standing terrified at the center of impossible power.

No human should have survived such magic.

No human should have possessed it.

Yet Adrian could still smell moonlight lingering faintly across the rain-soaked streets below.

He had followed Lucien home before sunrise.

Not closely enough to alarm him.

Just enough.

A dangerous impulse.

Adrian rarely allowed curiosity to overpower discipline, especially where humans were concerned. Emotional attachment led immortals toward madness eventually. Time hollowed everything. Love became grief. Grief became hunger.

He had learned that lesson centuries ago.

Still, he remained.

Across the street from Lucien’s apartment building, hidden beneath the shadow of an abandoned bookstore.

Watching.

The apartment lights flickered on around noon.

Lucien had survived the night physically, though Adrian doubted emotionally. Humans exposed to supernatural violence usually unraveled afterward. Their minds struggled to contain impossible truths.

Yet when Lucien finally appeared at the apartment window, he did not look broken.

Only exhausted.

Dark circles shadowed his silver eyes while he pushed damp curls away from his face distractedly. He held a mug of coffee untouched in one hand.

Then suddenly Lucien looked directly toward the street.

Toward Adrian.

Adrian stepped deeper into shadow instinctively.

Impossible.

No mortal should detect him.

After several tense seconds, Lucien frowned slightly and moved away from the window.

Adrian remained still.

Interesting.
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Inside the apartment, Lucien pressed trembling fingers against the cold glass.

Someone was watching him.

Again.

He felt it constantly now.

Since childhood, strange instincts had followed him like invisible threads pulling against his ribs. Sometimes he sensed danger before it happened. Sometimes he dreamed about places he had never visited.

And sometimes shadows watched him from crowded streets.

Last night changed everything.

Lucien set the untouched coffee aside.

The man from the gallery haunted him already.

Adrian.

Even thinking the name made heat curl strangely beneath his skin.

Beautiful and terrifying.

Not human.

Lucien knew that now with impossible certainty.

He remembered the speed. The strength. The way Adrian’s eyes flashed gold inside the darkness before he killed that attacker effortlessly.

A monster.

Yet somehow Lucien feared the memory less than he should have.

That disturbed him most.

He moved through the apartment restlessly before collapsing onto the couch, exhaustion finally overtaking adrenaline.

The dreams came immediately.

Wolves running beneath a swollen crimson moon.

Ancient stone ruins covered in blood.

Voices whispering in forgotten languages.

And a figure standing alone among silver fire.

Adrian.

Lucien saw him dressed in black armor instead of modern clothing, his face streaked with blood beneath moonlight. Sadness hollowed his golden eyes as ruined towers burned around him.

Then another image emerged violently—

A crescent moon carved into pale skin.

Lucien woke sharply.

Breathing hard.

Sweat clung to his throat.

Outside, evening shadows had already begun swallowing the city.

And his shoulder burned.

Lucien frowned before pulling down the collar of his sweater.

The crescent-shaped birthmark beneath his collarbone glowed faintly silver.

His stomach twisted.

No.

That had never happened before.

A knock echoed through the apartment suddenly.

Lucien nearly jumped.

Silence followed.

Carefully he crossed the room and opened the door.

No one stood there.

Only a black envelope resting on the floorboards.

His name appeared across the front in elegant handwriting.

Lucien Marrow.

Cold unease crept through him.

He carried the envelope inside cautiously before opening it.

One sentence waited within.

You are being watched by things older than death.

—S
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Deep beneath Prague, candlelight flickered across cathedral walls carved entirely from bone.

The underground sanctuary smelled of ash, dust, and ancient blood.

Adrian stood motionless before the throne-like chair at the chamber’s center while another immortal watched him carefully.

Seraphine looked almost young until one noticed her eyes.

No human eyes carried centuries inside them.

Silver hair cascaded over black velvet robes while rings glimmered across elegant fingers resting against the arm of her chair. She had ruled portions of the Eastern covens since before most modern nations existed.

And almost nothing frightened her.

Almost.

“You should have killed him immediately,” Seraphine said quietly.

Adrian’s expression remained unreadable. “He is human.”

“Not entirely.”

The chamber darkened subtly.

Ancient vampires nearby listened without pretending otherwise.

Adrian stepped closer. “You know what he is.”

Seraphine’s gaze sharpened.

“I know what the old prophecies describe.” She rose slowly from her throne. “The Moonborn were never meant to exist again.”

Adrian remembered the silver light flooding the gallery.

“The stories claim they could control death itself.”

“The stories claim many things.” Seraphine approached him carefully now. “But this much is true—the last Moonborn nearly destroyed immortality during the First Eclipse War.”

A rare uncertainty entered Adrian’s voice.

“You believe Lucien could do the same?”

“I believe awakening him would doom us.”

Silence stretched heavily between them.

Finally Seraphine touched Adrian’s chin lightly, forcing eye contact.

“You are already emotionally compromised.”

Adrian said nothing.

That alone answered her.

The elder sighed softly.

“How unfortunate.”

“He has done nothing wrong.”

“He exists,” Seraphine replied coldly. “That is enough.”

A low growl nearly escaped Adrian before he controlled himself.

Dangerous.

Very dangerous.

Seraphine noticed.

“Be careful, Adrian.” Her voice softened slightly. “You have survived longer than
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