
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter  1  – 

 Wings 

 Over 

 Transylvania 

The 

cold 

in 

Transylvania 

wasn’t 

just 

a 

temperature  —  it 

was  a  presence. 

It  clung  to  the 

cobblestones  of 

Cluj-Napoca  like 

ancient 

dust, 

curled 

around 

cathedral  towers 

like  smoke  from forgotten  rituals, 

and 

whispered 

through 

graveyard  gates 

in  tongues  only 

the 

dead 

remembered. 

But 

Ravenna 

Luz  didn’t  feel 

cold.  She  never 

did.  Not  really. 

Because  fire  like 

hers 

— 

wild, 

chaotic, 

unapologetic 

— 

didn’t  freeze.  It 

burned 

everything 

it 

touched. 

She  stepped  off the  last  train  of the  night  with  a 

sway  in  her  hips 

and  steel  in  her 

eyes. 

All-black from her 

boots to 

her 

eyeliner, 

she 

looked 

like 

a 

misplaced 

dominatrix from a 

vampire 

rave 

who’d  taken  a 

wrong turn 

through  Salvador 

and  ended  up  in 

the 1400s. 

And  maybe  she 

had. 

“Holy  fuck,”  she muttered, 

dragging 

her 

massive  suitcase 

through the slush. 

“This place smells 

like... 

fog 

and 

death. I love it.” 

She  lit  a  clove 

cigarette 

with 

trembling  fingers, 

not from the cold, 

but  from  a  thrill 

she 

couldn’t 

name. 

She  was  twenty-

five, 

Brazilian, 

gótica 

convicta, 

fresh  out  of  a 

catastrophic 

situationship  and in desperate need 

of danger, drama, 

or death. 

Whichever 

came first. 

“This  is  what happens 

when 

you  get  ghosted 

by a Scorpio with 

a 

Jesus 

complex,” 

she 

whispered 

to 

herself,  adjusting her  black  hoodie 

like  a  veil.  “You book a solo trip to 

the land of fangs.” 

The 

town 

square 

was 

mostly asleep. 

But 

the 

architecture 

wasn’t. 

Towers 

loomed 

like 

fangs, 

windows 

glared 

like  eyes,  and somewhere, 

a 

wolf  howled  as  if on cue. 

Ravenna 

smirked.  “Cute. 

Real subtle.” 

She 

dragged 

her  bag  toward  a 

tiny  pension  that 

claimed 

to 

be 

"close  to  Bran Castle" 

on 

Airbnb. 

What  it  didn’t mention  was  the 

dark  forest  path 

she'd 

have 

to 

walk 

through 

alone,  or  the  fact that  the  street 

lights  seemed  to flicker 

the 

moment 

she 

passed  beneath 

them. 


Far  above,  in  a fortress 

older 

than  borders,  a 

vampire awoke. 

Not  because  of 

thirst. 

Not  because  of hunger. 

Because 

something  was... 

 wrong. 

Or  perhaps  — 

finally —  right. 

Lord Valek 

Nightmoor, 

Prince 

of 

the 

Forgotten, Curse-

Born 

of 

the 

Nightmoor 

Bloodline, Eternal 

Warden  of  the North, opened his 

eyes 

after 

a 

decade 

of 

silence. 

He 

did 

not 

breathe.  He  did 

not blink. 

He  felt her. 

A flame. 

A  ripple  in  his 

still, black sea. 

He rose from his obsidian  throne, 

his 

long 

coat 

dragging  behind 

him 

like 

a 

serpent. 

The 

silver rings on his 

pale fingers 

burned 

colder 

than  ice.  His  skin shimmered  in  the 

candlelight, 

not 

like  glitter  —  no, that 

was 

for 

children’s  stories. 

Valek  shimmered 

like 

the 

last 

breath  of  a  dying star. 

He 

moved 

toward 

the 

stained-glass window  of  the 

East Wing. 

Outside,  clouds 

coiled 

and 

shifted. 

Ravens 

scattered 

from 

the  turrets.  The air  had  changed. 

He could smell it. 

Something 

tropical. 

Something... 

sacred. 

Something utterly  feral. 

“Blood 

mixed 

with salt and sin,” 

he  murmured  in 

ancient 

Romanian.  “Who 

dares  carry  that scent 

into 

my 

lands?” 


Ravenna 

was 

halfway  through 

her 

second 

cigarette and 

singing   Bauhaus under  her  breath 

when  she  saw 

him. 

Standing  at  the 

edge 

of 

the 

cemetery. 

Dressed  like  a 

Victorian 

wet 

dream  dipped  in 

aristocratic 

arrogance. 

Tall.  Pale.  Black 

hair  tied  back. 

Eyes  like  voids 

carved 

into 

marble. 

She 

squinted. 

“No  fucking  way. 

You real?” 

He 

didn’t 

answer. Just tilted 

his  head  like  a 

predator  studying 

a new prey. 

She 

took 

another 

drag. 

“Lemme  guess. 

You’re  a  LARP 

guy? Sexy funeral 

cosplayer? Or are 

you  one  of  those 

weird  rich  men 

with a 

blood 

kink?” 

Still  no  answer. 

He just stared. 

But  not  in  the 

way  men  usually 

stared 

at 

her. 

This  was  deeper. 

Hungrier. Older. 

Like 

he 

was 

remembering 

something 

she 

hadn’t lived yet. 

“Alright, Nosferatu,”  she 

smirked. “If you’re 

here  to  bite  me, 

make  it  good.  I 

paid 

for 

this 

vacation  with  two 

maxed-out  credit cards and a lot of 

hope.  You  better 

suck soul.” 

The  corner  of 

his 

mouth 

twitched. 

Not quite a smile. 

More 

like 

the 

ghost of one. 

Then, 

he 

 moved. 

Fast. 

Silent. 

Suddenly close. 

His  voice,  when it  came,  was  low 

velvet. “You are... 

not afraid?” 

She  looked  up, 

smoke 

curling 

from 

her 

lips. 

“Baby,  I’m  from Bahia.  I’ve  seen 

things  on  a  full 

moon  that  would 

make  your  little 

bat 

wings 

tremble.” 

Valek inhaled 

sharply. 

Something 

shifted 

in 

his 

ancient 

chest. 

Something 

terrifying. 

Was 

it... 

amusement? 

Worse. 

Fascination.  

He 

stepped 

even  closer,  until their 

shadows 

merged. 

“I  have  walked 

this earth for over 

one 

thousand 

years,” he said. “I 

have 

burned 

cities. 

I 

have 

drunk empires 

dry. 

I 

have 

never... 

seen 

anyone like you.” 

She  raised  an 

eyebrow. 

“Aw,” 

she 

purred.  “You  say 

that to all the girls who 

dance 

in 

graveyards?” 

“I do not say it to anyone,” he said. 

“Until now.” 

They 

stood 

there  —  predator 

and 

chaos 

— 

locked 

in 

something  older than language. 

Finally, 

she 

laughed, 

warm 

and 

wicked. 

“Okay  then,  Mr. 

Eternal. Show me your castle.” 

Valek bowed. 

Not  because  he 

had 

to. 

But  because  for 

the  first  time  in  a 

millennium, he 

wanted to. 

And 

in 

that 

moment, 

the 

skies 

above 

Transylvania 

cracked open 

with thunder. 

Because 

something 

had 

begun. 

Something  that 

would  shake  the 

old  world  from  its roots. 



Chapter  2  – 

 Blood 

 and 

 Cachaça 

The castle didn't just  sit  on  the 

mountain  —  it 

 possessed it. 

Carved  into  the 

very  cliffside  like a  black  crown 

atop the world, its towers 

pierced 

the 

mist 

like 

spears  aimed  at 

God.  Each  stone 

oozed  centuries 

of blood, betrayal, 

and silent curses. 

Its  gates  hadn’t 

opened  to  a  soul 

in over 200 years. 

But tonight, they 

did. 

For  a  girl  in combat boots and 

smudged 

eyeliner. 

Ravenna 

crossed 

the 

threshold, 

her 

suitcase rolling 

over 

bones 

masquerading  as 

cobblestones. 

“Nice,” 

she 

muttered, 

glancing  around 

the 

massive 

entrance 

hall. 

“Very 

Dracula 

meets 

Gucci 

Fall/Winter.” 

There  were  no 

lights.  Only  fire. 

Dozens of 

candelabras, 

chandeliers 

of 

bone  and  silver, 

sconces  shaped 

like clawed hands 

—  all  glowing  in 

amber.  The  air smelled 

like 

incense, 

roses 

long  dead,  and 

something 

iron-

sweet. 

“Smells like 

blood 

and 

Catholic  trauma,” 

she 

said, 

unbothered. 

Valek  walked  a 

few paces ahead, 

like  a  phantom  in motion.  His  long 

coat 

trailed 

behind  him  like 

smoke. 

He  didn’t  speak. 

He  glided. 

She  took  in  the carved  symbols 

on the floor. Latin. 

Aramaic. 

Something older. 

“Okay,” she said 

aloud,  “this  place 

is  either  haunted, cursed, 

or 

an 

Airbnb  with   zero star ratings.” 

He  turned  then. 

Slowly. 

“You are 

remarkably... 

unmoved,” 

he 

said. 

She 

dropped 

her  bag  with  a 

thud. 

“Look,  Count  Hot Topic,  I’ve  lived 

with 

six 

roommates, 

dated  a  guy  who 

thought he was a 

reincarnated 

pharaoh, and 

worked 

night 

shifts  at  a  bar  in Pelourinho during 

Carnival.  You’re 

not  even  top  ten 

on  my  weird-ometer.” 

Valek  stepped 

toward  her.  The 

candlelight 

danced 

in 

his 

obsidian eyes. 

“You mock me.” 

“I 

mock 

 everything,”  she said.  “It’s  how  I don’t 

die 

of 

existential dread.” 

A 

flicker 

of 

something 

passed  over  his 

face. 

Respect? 

Annoyance? 

Desire? 

Maybe all three. 

“You could’ve 

eaten  me  in  the 

graveyard, 

you 

know,”  she  said, 

casually sitting on 

the  edge  of  a 

velvet  chaise  like 

she 

owned 

it. 

“Why  bring  me 

here?” 

He 

walked 

closer. Too close. 

Until 

her 

legs 

brushed  the  folds of his coat. 

His 

voice 

dropped 

an 

octave.  “Because 

I 

do 

not 

understand you.” 

She  tilted  her head, 

amused. 

“That’s 

mutual, 

sugar fangs.” 

“I’ve  consumed 

emperors, 

witches, men who 

thought they were gods,” 

he 

murmured, 

his 

fingers  ghosting 

over  her  chin  — 

not  touching,  but 

close  enough  to 

feel the 

temperature  shift. 

“But  you...  you 

taste 

like 

rebellion. 

Salt. 

Music. The sea. I 

have 

not 

felt 

temptation in 

centuries. 

Until 

you.” 

She swallowed. 

Not fear. 

Heat. 

“Yeah, well,” 

she  said,  half-

breathless, “I’m a 

lot. 

Most 

men 

need 

therapy 

after me.” 

His  eyes  locked onto hers. 

“Perhaps 

I 

need... 

something 

far 

worse.” 

Their mouths 

were 

inches 

apart. 

But 

Ravenna 

leaned 

back, 

smirking. 

“Nuh-uh,”  she teased, “you don’t 

get to seduce me 

on 

an 

empty 

stomach.” 

She pulled a tiny 

glass  bottle  from 

her 

jacket. 

Labeled   Salvador Gold 

 –  50ml. 

She  unscrewed  it 

and  handed  it  to 

him. 

“Cachaça,”  she said.  “My  blood 

might  burn  your 

throat,  so  start 

with this.” 

He 

took 

it, 

intrigued. 

Sniffed it. 

Then drank. 

His 

throat 

worked in a slow, 

graceful 

movement — like 

everything else 

about him. 

Then 

he 

blinked. 

Once. 

Twice. 

“What...  is that?” 

She grinned. 

“Liquid chaos.” 

For the first time 

in 

a 

thousand 

years, 

Valek 

laughed. 

A  dark,  velvety 

thing. 

And  Ravenna’s stomach flipped. 

Because behind 

that  sound  was 

 hunger. 

And  not  just  the 

bite kind. 


Hours 

passed 

like minutes. 

She 

explored 

the 

halls. 

He 

watched her like a 

storm  studies  the sea. 

They talked. 

About 

death. 

About 

music. 

About  loneliness 

and  the  ache  of 

being  too  much for the world. 

At one point, he 

offered 

her 

a 

goblet 

of 

something red. 

“Is  it  wine  or blood?” 

she 

asked. 

“Does 

it 

matter?” 

he 

replied. 

She 

drank 

it 

anyway. 

Her 

cheeks 

flushed. Her body 

warmed. 

She  wanted  to 

be kissed. 

But  she  didn’t say it. 

Instead, 

she 

looked  him  in  the eyes 

and 

whispered: 

“Are  you  gonna 

be  a  good  boy tonight...  or  do  I need to chain you 

to 

the 

chandelier?” 

His 

fangs 

appeared  —  not 

fully,  just  enough to 

catch 

the 

candlelight. 

But 

his 

voice 

remained 

perfectly 

composed. 

“I 

bite,” 

he 

warned. 

She  licked  her 

lower 

lip. 

“So do I.” 



Chapter  3  – 

 Velvet 

 Chains 

 and 

 Sacred 

 Scars 

The castle had a 

rhythm. 

Not  of  footsteps or  voices,  but  of silence  —  that 

old, eerie stillness that  pulsed  like  a second  heartbeat 

beneath the 

stone. 

Ravenna  felt  it 

the  moment  she 

stepped  deeper 

into 

the 

west 

wing. 

This  part  of  the castle was colder. 

Older.  The  air 

here  didn’t  just 

smell  like  dust  — 

it  tasted like it. 

She  trailed  her fingers  along  the 

velvet-covered 

walls. 

Her 

fingertips 

came 

away grey. 

Behind her, 

Valek  moved  like 

a shadow stitched 

to 

her 

soul. 

He hadn’t spoken 

in 

several 

minutes,  and  yet 

the space 

between 

them 

was  full  —  heavy 

with  tension,  like an  exhale  never 

finished. 

“Why  are  you bringing 

me 

here?” she asked, 

glancing back. 

He 

stopped 

beside  her,  his 

face  unreadable. 

“This wing 

is 

forbidden. 

To 

everyone.” 

Her  brow  lifted. 

“Even 

your 

vampire 

groupies?” 

He  didn’t  smile. 

But  his  eyes  did. 

“There  are  no 

others.” 

A  beat.  Then 

two. 

She  leaned  in slightly.  “So  I’m 

special?” 

He 

stepped 

forward, 

slowly, 

closing  the  gap 

between 

them. 

“When you 

touched  the  iron 

gate, it didn’t burn you.” 

“And 

that’s 

rare?” 

“No one touches the gate,” he said. 

“It  screams  at 

them. 

But 

it 

opened for you.” 

Ravenna 

crossed her arms. 

“Well,  maybe  it liked  my  nails. 

They’re 

black 

cherry  gel,  very 

exclusive.” 

He 

chuckled 

lowly, then turned 

and pushed open a 

massive 

wooden  door.  It 

groaned 

like 

something 

waking  from  a 

coma. 

Inside: darkness.  Thick, 

oppressive. 

But  when  he 

stepped  in,  the 

room  lit  itself  — 

rows  of  lanterns 

flickering  to  life with blue flame. 

She followed. 

And froze. 

The  walls  were 

covered 

in 

paintings. 

Dozens.  Maybe hundreds. 

All  of  the  same 

woman. 

Her.  

Ravenna.  Or  at least...  versions 

of her. 

Different 

centuries. 

Different 

styles. 

Same 

eyes. 

Same wild 

energy. 

Some 

were 

regal. Some were 

nude. Some were 

bound  in  velvet 

and 

chains, 

smiling through 

their collar. 

She 

stepped 

forward, 

dazed. 

“Is  this  a  kink 

thing,  or  am  I 

having a stroke?” 

Valek’s voice 

was  soft  behind 

her. 

“I’ve  seen  you 

before.” 

She 

turned. 

“In dreams?” 

He  shook  his head. 

“In centuries.” 


She 

touched 

one of the frames. 

The  paint  was cracked, ancient. 

“This  can’t  be 

real,” she said. 

“It is.” 

“I’m 

not 

a 

fucking 

reincarnation,” 

she snapped. “I’m 

a  girl  from  Bahia who likes eyeliner 

and  chaos.  I’m 

not 

some 

immortal  damsel 

waiting to 

be 

claimed.” 

“I  know,”  he 

said.  “That’s  why 

you  survived  the 

castle. 

The 

others... didn’t.” 

She  spun  on him. 

“The  others?” 

A silence. 

Then: 

“This 

place 

finds 

versions  of  you. 

Across  time.  You always 

come 

here. 

Always 

leave  something 

behind.” 

Ravenna  took  a 

step  back.  Her 

heart  started  to race. 

“But 

you’ve 

never loved them, 

have  you?”  she 

asked, voice low. 

“No.” 

She  stared  into his eyes. 

“But you want to 

love  me.” 

He  didn’t  deny 

it. 

Instead, he 

stepped  forward 

and 

slowly 

removed  one  of 

his gloves. 

And showed her 

his wrist. 

A scar, long and deep, 

twisted 

down  the  pale 

skin like a binding 

rune.  It  pulsed 

faintly,  as  if  still alive. 

“This is 

my 

curse,” he said. “I 

made  a  vow,  a 

thousand 

years 

ago. If I ever fall in love, 

truly, 

completely... 

I 

die.” 

She 

blinked. 

“Damn.  That’s... 

dramatic. 

Even 

for you.” 

He 

stepped 

closer. 

“It’s not poetic. It’s a 

death 

sentence.” 

“And  yet  you’re 

here,”  she  said. 

“With  me.  In  this room.” 

“I had to know,” 

he 

whispered. 

“Why you feel like 

fire in a body.” 

Her  lips  parted, breath catching. 

“And  what  do  I 

feel  like  now?” 

she whispered. 

He 

didn’t 

answer 

with 

words. 

Instead, 

his 

hand  went  to  her 

waist, 

gliding 

upward  until  it 

rested just 

beneath 

her 

chest. 

“You  feel  like 

 the end of me,” he said. 

And  then  he kissed her. 

Not 

like 

a 

vampire.  Not  like 

a prince. 

But  like  a  man 

who  knew  this 

kiss could kill him 

— 

and 

 wanted 

 it 

 anyway. 


Her 

fingers 

tangled 

in 

his 

hair.  His  tongue teased the corner 

of her mouth. The 

room dimmed. Or 

maybe  her  mind 

did. His taste was 

metallic 

and 

ancient, but 

sweet like sin. He 

lifted 

her, 

effortlessly,  and 

set  her  on  the 

velvet 

chaise 

beneath 

the 

largest  portrait  of her from 1793. 

She 

barely 

noticed.  She  was 

burning. 

But 

before 

anything 

else 

could  happen,  a sound  broke  the 

spell. 

A  low,  mournful 

bell.  Distant.  But unmistakable. 

Valek froze. 

His eyes shifted 

— 

suddenly 

sharp, 

alert. 

Predator mode. 

“No  one  has 

rung  that  bell  in 

over three 

hundred years.” 

Ravenna  wiped 

her  lips,  catching her 

breath. 

“Well... maybe it’s 

DoorDash.” 

He didn’t smile. 

Because 

something 

was 

coming. 

Something  that 

didn’t belong. 


Chapter  4  – 

 The 

 Bell 

 of 

 Broken Brides 

The  bell  rang 

again. 

Once. 

Twice. 

A  third  time  — 

slower, deeper — 

like 

a 

funeral 

dragging 

itself 

through the night. 

Ravenna  stood, her 

breath 

uneven. 

“What  does  it 

mean?” 

she 

asked, 

eyes 

scanning the 

shadows. 

Valek 

didn’t 

answer 

immediately. 

He 

was 

still. 

Rigid. 

Fangs 

subtly  revealed. 

Not  from  hunger 

— but memory. 

“That  bell  is 

forged from silver 

and  bone,”  he 

finally  said.  “It 

tolls only 

for 

betrayal.” 

She crossed her 

arms. “Okay, very 

cryptic.  Care  to 

translate?” 

Valek turned, 

his coat sweeping 

behind him as he 

moved toward the 

corridor. 

“It  means  the dead 

want 

something back.” 


She 

followed 

him  through  a 

hallway 

of 

shattered  mirrors and 

whispering 

portraits. 

The 

castle 

was 

groaning 

now, 

alive 

with 

old 

tension.  The  very walls felt tighter. 

"Hey," 

she 

called, 

quickening 

her 

steps. "Are we not gonna  talk  about 

the ghost 

paintings  of  me? 

Or the
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