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Timeline of Events

Mid-1240s AD

Alistair is turned during medieval conflict. Only days later, the events of The Hollow Thirst unfold, igniting a centuries-long chain of consequences.

(Book 1: The Hollow Thirst)
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This world is perfect for me—I am a creature of the night, a vampire. I've existed through the ages, watching empires rise and fall, witnessing the endless cycle of life and death. Time is a thing I no longer fear; I have seen it stretch and warp, and now I stand at the edge of something new.
A thrill surges through me—louder than ever, the hunt calls. It's time to kill. To kill and kill again.
Blood rushes like wildfire—it’s intoxicating. I feel it coursing through the air, seeping into every pore of my being. The prey can never hide from me—not in the darkness or in places they think are safe. Fear is my greatest ally, the most primal of all human instincts. It brings them to me, like moths to the flame.
Some of the blood I drink is pure, sweet, with vitality, filling me with power and pleasure. But others are foul, tainted by fear, decay, and desperation. I savor them all the same. Each drop reminds me of my hold over this world, of the centuries I have spent carving out my place in the shadows. Power is my obsession, my need, my very essence. It is the only thing that sustains me, the only thing that brings me peace. It is the one thing I will chase forever, the one thing that has never abandoned me.
For centuries, I hid, lurking beneath the surface of forgotten cities, slipping through the cracks of history like a ghost. I was a myth, a shadow, and a legend. The mortals whispered about me in frightened stories, never knowing how close I truly was. They feared the darkness, but it was nothing compared to the terror I could instill. They spoke of me as a whisper, a shadow in the night—a phantom that stalked the living.
Their fear is delicious; their ignorance, even more. No one truly understands how little power they actually hold.
Gods were supposed to protect them. Rituals and charms—they believed those could keep me at bay. But year by year, I watched their strength wither. And their faith faltered. The world they built crumbled, along with every illusion of safety.
But the world has changed.
The line between predator and prey? Blurred. Hunters walk freely now, staking their claims—bold in ignorance.
So sure they understand what we are. Silver, sunlight, and sharpened wood. They cling to superstition.
Relics, nothing more—distractions meant to delay the inevitable. Let them wound us. Let them try.
You can't kill what has endured millennia.
They are wrong.
Strength bloomed in the dark, far beyond their limited understanding.
Sunlight no longer burns. Relics hold no power.
No more hiding. No more crawling through shadows like some coward.
The world has weakened.
That weakness is ripe for the taking.
This is not a return. It is a reckoning.
Now begins the rise.
Because this age—against this broken, desperate age—is ripe for the taking. Its people are soft. Their faith is shallow. Their guardians have splintered. They place their trust in their machines, their science, thinking it can protect them from the forces they cannot comprehend. But they are wrong. These humans have completely forgotten what it means to live in the world of darkness. They have forgotten what it is to fear. And somewhere in the chaos, something stirs in me that hasn't stirred in centuries.
A hunger not just for blood, but for dominion. The world that once feared me now looks ripe for the taking. The weak uphold their cities—fragile foundations and vulnerable hearts. These cities rise atop the backs of the weak, their foundations shaky and their hearts exposed. No longer content to lurk in dark corners, this is more than mere predation. Something greater drives me now. I will claim what’s mine and crush anyone who dares to stand in my way.
I am not alone. Others feel it. The old ones stir—eyes glowing, limbs moving after centuries of stillness. Their icy hearts beat again, driven by a hunger that matches mine. And at the center stands a boy, fire in his blood, shadows clinging to his heels. He stands at the edge. He will either rise or fall.
He is the key. His power lies dormant, his potential still veiled. The boy does not know what he is—or his role in the rise of what's coming. His blood calls to me. Unlike anything I've encountered, it's potent enough to rival my own. And when the time comes, I will be waiting. He will join us or burn in the fire we bring.
Either way, I will drink deeply to see what comes next.
Let the new age begin.
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Chapter 1:
Whispers In The Dark
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I LAY IN BED, STARING at the ceiling, my mind a tangled mess. The only sounds were the wind outside and the occasional creak of the house. The silence was comforting, but my thoughts wouldn’t stop swirling. Lately, everything felt off, like I was missing something important. And then there was my mum—kind, patient, but always holding something back. I couldn’t ignore how she’d hesitate before certain answers or how her expression would shift, making me wonder what she wasn’t saying.
I rubbed my temples, trying to quiet the storm of questions in my mind, but it only grew louder. Nothing felt normal anymore, and I wasn’t sure if it was because things were changing or if I’d just started noticing what had been there all along.
My mum’s voice cut through the quiet. “Alistair, dinner’s ready!”
I sighed, exhaustion settling in. My stomach growled as I reluctantly pushed myself up, stretching and shuffling toward the table. The house felt colder, quieter, as if it were holding its breath.
When I entered the dining room, my mum smiled at me, but there was a certain look in her eyes, one that shifted from warmth to expectation almost immediately.
“Could you help set the table?” she asked, her voice light but edged with subtle warning, as if she already knew I might protest.
I nodded, a flicker of annoyance rising in my chest. Helping wasn’t something I wanted, nor did I want to be here, caught in the suffocating grip of my thoughts—but I did it, anyway. The clink of plates as they hit the table echoed louder than it should have, each sound stretching into the distance.
We set the table in silence, and the meal felt more like a ritual than comfort. The silence stretched until she finally spoke.
“So, what were you doing?” Mum asked, her voice too curious.
“Just lying down,” I muttered, avoiding her gaze.

She raised an eyebrow. “Thinking about what?”

“Mum? Do we have to do this now?” I groaned, frustrated.

Her gaze softened with concern. “I’m just curious.”

I lost patience. “Please, just drop it,” I said, colder than intended.

Her expression shifted to understanding, but she didn’t press. I stood abruptly; the chair scraped loudly. Without another word, I left, going upstairs to my room, then slamming the door behind me.

I collapsed onto my bed, trying to block out the chaos in my mind.

“Hello, Alistair.”

I froze. My heart skipped.

It was Seraphine, standing at the foot of my bed, her sudden presence making my head spin.

“Hey, Seraphine,” I said, masking my surprise, though I knew it wasn’t working.

She studied me closely, her sharp eyes piercing through me. “What’s wrong?”

I shook my head, refusing to meet her gaze. “Nothing.”

She didn’t buy it. “There’s something wrong. I can tell,” she mumbled. “But it’s okay. You don’t have to tell me.”

I sighed, a small part of me grateful for her understanding, but another part felt suffocated by the weight of her words. “I’d rather not talk about it.”

“I understand,” she said, her voice calm, wrapping around me like warmth I didn’t know I needed. I wanted to tell her everything but didn’t.

“I’m here if you change your mind,” she added, quiet and certain, like she could already see the storm I was hiding.

“By the way, how did you even get in here?” I asked, raising an eyebrow, genuinely confused.

Seraphine smirked. “I climbed up through the window. I’m a lot stronger than I look.”

Her voice was light, almost teasing, but there was something unreadable beneath it. The lantern’s dim glow cast long shadows across her face, making her expression even harder to read.

I frowned, confused by her sudden appearance and the way she had come and gone, as if my locked door meant nothing. “What does that even mean?” I asked, but she was already walking toward the door, graceful and unhurried.

As she reached for the handle, she hesitated for a second, as if debating whether to say more. But then, without a word, she disappeared into the hallway, leaving me standing there, utterly confused.

What just happened?

I stared at the door, half-expecting her to return. But the house remained silent.

With a heavy sigh, I sank back onto my bed, my mind a whirl of unanswered questions. I considered Seraphine an unsolvable puzzle. Exhaustion pressed on me, dulling my senses, and soon, sleep took over.

The next morning, my mum’s voice pulled me from the depths of my dreams, echoing up the stairs.

“Alistair, come downstairs! Seraphine’s here for you.”

I opened my eyes, disoriented for a moment, restless dreams still lingering. I blinked against the morning light spilling through my window and groggily replied, “Okay, I’ll be right down.”

I pushed myself up, stretching the stiffness from my limbs, and headed for the door. But then—

Pain. Sharp and blinding.

A searing ache shot through my head, like a bolt of lightning. My breath caught as my hands flew to my temples, fingers digging in as if that could dull the pain. My vision blurred, and the world twisted around me, walls warping in impossible ways.

And then—I saw it.

This wasn’t my room anymore. I was somewhere else entirely.

The air was crisp, scented with damp earth and pine. Towering trees loomed overhead, their branches tangled against a gray sky. The forest was eerily quiet except for the distant rustle of wind through leaves.

I wasn’t alone.

Seraphine stood before me, her dark eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that made my stomach twist. Her expression was unreadable—somewhere between curiosity and something deeper I couldn’t place.

She reached out, fingers curling around my wrist with a grip firm but not forceful. There was urgency in her touch, something that made my heart pound.

“Do you want to be together... forever?” she asked, voice barely above a whisper but ringing in my ears like a shout.

The way she said it sent a chill down my spine. It wasn’t just a question—it felt like a promise. A choice.

Suddenly, the pressure in my head vanished, and I snapped back to reality. My vision sharpened. I was standing in my room again, breath shallow and uneven.

I ran a hand through my hair, trying to steady myself. My heart pounded as if I’d just run miles.

“What was that?” I muttered, still reeling from the vision. It had felt so real—the woods, Seraphine’s voice, the way she’d looked at me. And that question...

Before I could process further, Seraphine’s voice floated up from downstairs.

“Alistair, are you coming down?”

Her voice snapped me out of the daze. I swallowed hard, shaking off the lingering unease.

“Yeah, sorry, I’m coming!” I called back, voice shaky.

I took a deep breath, forcing myself to push aside the unsettling experience. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe exhaustion was playing tricks on me. But no matter how I reasoned, I couldn’t shake the strange sensation lingering in my chest.

At the bottom of the stairs, Seraphine waited, standing in the middle of the room, posture relaxed, warm smile on her face. If she noticed anything off, she didn’t show it.

“Hey, Alistair,” she greeted casually.

“Hi, Seraphine,” I replied, forcing a smile.

I glanced at my mum, who watched the interaction with a neutral expression. She hesitated before offering a small nod. “I’ll leave you two alone,” she said, glancing over her shoulder as she disappeared down the hall.

The moment we were alone, Seraphine’s eyes lit with excitement. “Want to come into the woods with me tomorrow?” she asked, a mischievous glint hinting at more than just a walk.

The way she said it—so effortlessly, so casually—sent a chill down my spine. Her words echoed in my head, overlapping with the vision that clung like a phantom.

The woods. Seraphine. That question.

I tensed as the vision flashed again—a brief but powerful image searing into my thoughts.

“Do you want to be together... forever?”

The surrounding air thickened, suffocating. My fingers curled into fists at my sides as I struggled to focus on the present.

“What’s going on with me?” I muttered.

“Are you okay?” Seraphine asked, concern lacing her voice.

I blinked, forcing myself to meet her gaze. Her expression was soft, genuinely worried, but something about her presence unsettled me.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I said, shaking my head to clear the fog. “And yeah... that sounds like fun.”

Seraphine’s lips curved into a bright smile, eyes gleaming with excitement. “Great! Meet me in town tomorrow night.” She turned to go, movements smooth and certain—as if she’d known all along I’d say yes.

I watched her leave, questions swirling in my mind. What had I seen? Why did it feel so real? And why did her words feel so important? The memory of the vision lingered, pressing at the edges of my thoughts like a warning I couldn’t decipher.

I exhaled sharply. “What are we going to do?” I asked, voice strained as I tried to process everything.

Seraphine glanced over her shoulder, tone steady. “Just going hunting.”

Hunting. The word hung between us. Nothing unusual on the surface, but the way she said it made my skin prickle.

“The village could use our help,” she continued, voice light but eyes heavy with something that made me uneasy.

I nodded slowly, feeling the gravity settle over me. “Yeah, you’re right. The village hasn’t been in the best shape lately—people disappearing, the plague that hit recently...” My voice trailed off, the reality sinking in. Streets were emptier. Familiar faces gone. Whispers of strange things, of things unseen.

Seraphine gave a small, knowing smile. “So, I’ll see you tomorrow, then?”

“Yeah,” I muttered, mind tangled in the strange vision and the question, “What does she mean by ‘together forever’?” People didn’t live forever. The thought gnawed at me, unease creeping up my spine.

A sharp pain stabbed at my temples again. I winced, rubbing my fingers against them, trying to stop myself from overthinking. But the vision—that moment in the woods—kept replaying in my head, vivid and unsettling.

Seraphine turned to leave, her figure blending into the dim light. But even as she disappeared beyond the doorway, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something was shifting, something just beyond my understanding.

And whatever it was, I wasn’t sure I was ready.

Just then, I heard my mum call out from the kitchen. “Alistair, can you please go to the Old Mill and pick up a few things for me?”

I sighed, pushing away my tangled thoughts. “Yeah, I’m coming,” I called back.

I made my way toward the kitchen, where I found her sorting through a small list. As she turned toward me, something caught my eye.

Her neck.

Two small, distinct marks punctured her skin, just below her jawline. My breath hitched. They were subtle, barely noticeable unless you were looking closely—but now that I had seen them, I couldn’t unsee them.

A strange feeling settled in my stomach, like ice spreading through my veins.

“What happened?” I asked, my voice lower than I intended.

My mum tensed—just for a moment—before quickly sweeping her hair over the marks. “It’s nothing. Just a minor accident.” She let out a soft laugh, but it didn’t sit right—too practiced, too careful.

An accident? I frowned, my thoughts racing. “What kind of accident?”

She hesitated, then exhaled. “Just a wild animal,” she said, smiling, but the expression didn’t reach her eyes. “Good thing Seraphine was there to save me.”

My pulse quickened. Seraphine?

The unease that had been creeping into my thoughts all night suddenly felt like a noose tightening around me.

“What kind of animal could do that?” I muttered under my breath, my eyes locked on the hidden wound.

My mum turned away, busying herself with the list again. “It’s nothing to worry about,” she said lightly, but I could hear the edge in her voice. The conversation was over.

At least for her.

But for me, it was just beginning.

“When did this happen?” I asked, trying to make sense of everything.

“Early this morning,” she replied, her voice soft, but there was something else beneath it, something hesitant, like she wasn’t telling me the full truth.

A pit formed in my stomach, my thoughts churning. A wild animal? In town? And of all people, Seraphine was there?

“Be right back,” I said abruptly, the unease tightening around my ribs like a vise. I needed air. I needed to think.

Stepping outside, the cool evening breeze hit my face, but it did little to settle my nerves. My feet carried me toward the Old Mill, but my mind was elsewhere, tangled in thoughts that refused to quiet.

What kind of animal leaves bite marks like that? The image of my mum’s pale skin, the small marks barely concealed by her hair, replayed over and over in my mind. But nothing made sense. No wolf, no stray dog, no beast I had ever seen could do that.

As I approached the Old Mill, an unfamiliar sight sent a fresh wave of unease through me.

Two villagers stood just outside, their faces ghostly pale, eyes wide with fear. They stood there for hours, their clothes rumpled and bodies stiff with tension.

My steps slowed. “What’s wrong?” I asked, my chest tightening.

The woman clutched at the sleeve of the man beside her, her hands trembling. “Our child... she’s been missing for two days now,” she whispered, as if saying it any louder would make it worse.

A heavy silence followed. My pulse thundered in my ears.

“When was the last time you saw her?” I asked, my throat dry.

The man opened his mouth to answer, but a scream tore through the air before he could say anything.

Without thinking, I ran. The villagers followed, their footsteps pounding against the dirt road as we chased the sound. My heart leapt into my throat, dread coiling tighter with every step.

And then I saw her.

She lay just outside the woods, half-hidden in the underbrush.

Pale. Unmoving.

My breath hitched as I skidded to a stop. My skin prickled with a cold sweat.

The woman gasped, falling to her knees beside the girl. “Oh, my baby,” she sobbed, brushing the matted hair from the girl’s face.

I swallowed hard. “What happened?”

The woman shook her head, eyes glossy with terror. “I don’t know. I was just heading to the river to wash my clothes when I saw her here.”

I scanned the girl’s face—her lips were almost colorless, her skin eerily drained. The same icy dread that had clung to me all evening now gripped my entire body.

Something was very wrong.

A rustle in the trees made me whip my head up. The shadows between the branches stretched unnaturally long, like fingers reaching for something unseen. The hairs on the back of my neck rose.

The village guards arrived, pushing through the growing crowd. Their expressions were grim as they took in the scene.

What is attacking our village? I thought, my stomach twisting.

And why did I have the horrible feeling that this was only the beginning?

The village guards arrived, their armor clattering as they stepped between us and the lifeless girl. “Everyone, return to your duties,” one of them commanded, his voice strong but lacking true reassurance. “We shall get to the truth of this; we promise.”

“Oh, like how you uncovered the truth behind my wife’s death?” a voice from the crowd shouted bitterly.

Murmurs rippled through the gathering, the air thick with frustration and fear. The guard’s jaw tightened. “We are still looking into it,” he said, his tone defensive, as if the weight of too many unanswered questions was pressing down on him. “These things take time. Now, please return home.”

The villagers hesitated, exchanging uneasy glances before slowly dispersing. But as I turned to leave, my eyes caught something—something that made my blood run cold.

Two small puncture wounds, barely visible against the girl’s pale neck.

Identical to my mum’s.

A shiver crawled down my spine. My breath caught in my throat. It wasn’t a coincidence. It couldn’t be.

What is going on here?

I tore my gaze away, shaking my head as if that would clear the tangled mess of thoughts swirling inside. My hands trembled slightly as I clenched them into fists, forcing myself to move. Dwelling on it wouldn’t help—not yet.

I continued toward the Old Mill, my steps heavy with unease.

The scent of flour and freshly baked bread wrapped around me as I stepped inside. The warmth of the bakery should have been comforting, but after what I had just seen, it only felt suffocating.

Behind the counter, Ms. Marla looked up and gave me a tired smile. “Ah, Alistair. What can I do for you?”

“My mum sent me to pick up some bread,” I said, forcing my voice to stay steady.

Ms. Marla wiped her hands on her apron, nodding. “Ah, yes.” She glanced at me for a moment, studying my face. “How’s your family holding up through these hard times?”

I hesitated. How was I supposed to answer that? My mum was hiding something. People were disappearing. And now a girl had turned up dead, drained of color, with bite marks on her neck.

“As best as we can,” I finally said, trying to sound more hopeful than I felt.

Ms. Marla gave me a knowing look, but didn’t push. Instead, she turned and gathered the bread. “That will be three silver coins,” she said.

I fumbled in my pouch, my fingers cold despite the warmth of the bakery. I handed her the coins, nodding. “Thanks.”

She placed the wrapped bread in my hands, offering another small smile. “Have a nice rest of your day, Alistair.”

I swallowed hard, forcing a polite nod. “You too, Ms. Marla.”

As I stepped back outside, the chill in the air seemed sharper, the weight of what I had seen pressing down on me.

Something was very wrong in the village. And I had a terrible feeling that this was only the beginning.

On my way home, I ran into my friend, Leofric.

“Hey,” he called out, his voice carrying a note of relief.

“Hi, Leofric,” I replied, surprised to see him out so late. His presence was usually a comfort, but tonight, everything felt off.

His expression was tight, his usual easy-going demeanor replaced by something heavier. “Did you see what happened to Mr. and Mrs. Carrington’s daughter?” he asked, his voice lower than usual, laced with concern.

“Yeah, I saw,” I said, swallowing hard. The image of her pale, lifeless body flashed through my mind. I pushed it away, but the unease remained. “It’s terrible. Our village keeps getting smaller and smaller.”

Leofric let out a slow breath, shaking his head. “Yeah, I know. First the disappearances, then the sickness, and now this...” He trailed off, his gaze dark. “How are you and Seraphine doing?”

I blinked at the sudden change in topic. “We’re good,” I replied, forcing a smile that felt unnatural on my face.

“That’s good,” Leofric said, though his look made me feel like he wasn’t just making small talk. After a pause, he asked, “You two have been together for a while, huh?”

"Yeah," I replied, my thoughts drifting back to the strange vision and the heavy feeling it left behind. An icy wind blew through the street, making the lanterns flicker. Leofric waited for me to say more, but I couldn’t find the words.

“Well, anyway,” I muttered, my voice rougher than I intended. “I need to get home. It’s getting late.”

Leofric nodded, his expression still unsettled. “Okay, see you later, Alistair.”

As I walked away, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Leofric knew something—or—worse, suspected something.

At home, my mum greeted me cheerfully, asking about Ms. Marla. “She’s good,” I replied, trying to sound casual despite the storm of thoughts in my head.

“That’s great,” Mum said, not noticing my strange mood. The conversation shifted to mundane topics as we ate dinner, but my mind kept returning to Seraphine and the unsettling feelings growing inside me.

Eventually, I retreated to my room; the hours slipping by as I buried myself in thoughts and worries I couldn’t shake.

It was only when a knock at the door broke through my haze that I realized how late it had gotten. Groaning, I dragged myself out of bed and trudged downstairs, hoping it wasn’t some late-night sales pitch or an unexpected visitor.

To my surprise, it was Leofric and two of my other friends—Jareth and Elowen—standing on the doorstep, their faces etched with seriousness.

“Be quiet,” I whispered, already regretting answering the door. “My mom is sleeping.”

“Come on in,” I said, trying to keep my voice low and my annoyance in check. “Let’s go upstairs.”

“Sorry,” Leofric muttered, his voice barely audible as he stepped inside. “Thanks for letting us in.”

Once we were safely in my room, I shut the door behind us, and we all collapsed onto the floor, the quiet hum of the night settling in around us like a shroud. The room felt smaller now, the darkness and silence amplifying every unspoken thought. Jareth was the first to break the silence, his tone casual but edged with something heavier than mere curiosity.

“So, how are you and Seraphine doing?” he asked, his eyes studying me carefully, as if trying to unravel a secret.

“We’re doing well,” I replied, though my gut churned at the mere mention of her name. Every syllable dredged up the lingering memory of our last encounter—those inexplicable feelings and a hint of something dangerous that I couldn’t quite define. I forced a smile, but it wavered.

“Why does everyone keep asking me that?” I managed, my voice tinged with both frustration and hurt.

Elowen shot Jareth a pointed look before she spoke up, her voice quiet, almost reluctant. “Well... we’ve been worried.”

Her words hung in the air, each syllable heavy with concern. I could feel the weight of their worry pressing in on me, and for a moment, I wondered if I was the only one feeling adrift in a sea of uncertainty. The silence that followed was thick and expectant, and I struggled to find the right words to explain the confusion and dread that had been building inside me.

“About what?” I frowned, confusion clouding my thoughts.

“She’s a vampire,” Elowen said, the words hanging heavily in the air like a dark omen.

I blinked, certain I hadn’t heard her right. “A what?” I repeated, my voice betraying the disbelief swelling in my chest.

“A vampire,” she repeated, her expression deadly serious. “She drinks blood to survive.”

A nervous laugh escaped me before I could stop it. “You’re joking, right?” I tried to brush it off, but the grim set on their faces told me they weren’t.

“No,” Jareth said, his voice unwavering, as if stating a fact beyond debate. “We saw her feeding on your mum the other day. We’ve been trying to figure out how to tell you.”

The words didn’t sink in at first. My mind scrambled to deny what I didn’t want to believe. “You’re all crazy, you—” I started, but the words stuck in my throat as reality forced its way in.

“No, we’re not,” Elowen snapped, her gaze cutting through my confusion. “We’re trying to protect you.”

Her words hit me like a punch, but nothing made sense. The oddities, the gaps—they didn’t add up the way she wanted them to. I wanted to argue, to demand proof, to laugh it off as madness. Their desperate looks only made me dig my heels in deeper. I didn’t believe them. I couldn’t.

“I’d remember her feeding on my mom,” I said slowly, shaking my head.

“No, she made you forget,” Jareth added quietly, his voice certain.

“How?” I asked, my mind reeling.

“She compelled you to forget,” Elowen whispered, her voice almost fearful.

The room grew colder as the horrifying thought settled in—someone, or something, had the power to steal my memories. The world I once knew was unraveling, and I couldn’t escape its grip. I stood, heart pounding.

“You need to leave. Now.”

“Alistair, we’re just trying to help you,” Jareth started, but I cut him off.

“No. I said, leave me and Seraphine alone from now on.” My voice was firm, my chest tight with anger and confusion.

Elowen looked hurt, but nodded. “We care about you. Just please, be careful.”

I didn’t answer. I just walked to the door and opened it, ushering them out. “Goodnight,” I said, trying to steady my breath as they left.

Once the door was closed, I leaned against it, still reeling from everything they had said. Was it true? Could it be true? I didn’t know, but I knew one thing for sure: I had to figure this out for myself. And no one—especially not Seraphine—was going to stop me.

That night, I fell asleep with my mind swirling in a restless haze, the images and revelations blending into one disquieting nightmare. Every sound in the darkness seemed amplified, every shadow a potential omen.

The next morning, the cold weight of uncertainty still pressed down on me. The house felt hollow as I descended the stairs, and the silence in the kitchen amplified the questions I couldn’t answer. Seraphine’s strange behavior, the changes within me, the creeping sense that everything connected—it made little sense, but it was undeniable.

I ran a hand through my hair, trying to organize my thoughts. My mind kept returning to the previous night’s revelations. I didn’t know who to trust anymore, but I knew I couldn’t face it alone.

As I sat down, my mother entered the kitchen, her expression soft but concerned. “Alistair,” she mumbled, her eyes searching mine. “Are you alright?”

I nodded slowly, unsure of what to say. I didn’t know what she needed to hear or how much to share. Whatever was happening, it wasn’t stopping, and I wasn’t sure I was ready for it.

“Where did you go, Mum?” I asked.

She hesitated. “Just had some things to take care of.”

“Where?” I asked again as she turned to leave.

“It doesn’t matter,” she replied, brushing it off.

“I’m going to see Seraphine,” I said.

“It’s a bit early for that, isn’t it?” my mum asked.

“I want to see her before the hunt,” I replied.

“Ah, okay. Be safe,” she said, then turned and walked away.

I stood alone, the weight of yesterday’s strange events still pressing on my mind—Seraphine’s cryptic words and the unsettling way she’d appeared in my room. Something was wrong, but I couldn’t pinpoint what.

Maybe a walk in the woods would help clear my mind, or maybe Seraphine had the answers. For now, I focused on spending time with her today.

I took a deep breath, shaking off the unease that hung in the air. For now, I had time with Seraphine, and that was enough.

I stood by the front door, the cool morning air brushing against my face. The sun had just risen, casting a soft, golden light over the village. The air was still crisp, and I took a moment to breathe in the crisp morning air, my mind swirling with thoughts—Seraphine’s strange appearance in my room, her cryptic words, and the mystery hanging over everything. But for now, I pushed it aside. I had a few hours of peace with her before the hunt.

I wrapped my cloak tighter and stepped outside into the quiet village. It was early, just after the morning bell, and the village was slowly waking. Fires crackled in hearths, livestock stirred, and faint chatter rose from the market square.

Seraphine would be awake by now; she always rose early. The familiar path to her house was quiet, and I exchanged soft greetings with a few villagers, their smiles warm but tired. The morning felt calm, yet something about today was different—about Seraphine and the strange events leading up to this moment.

The scent of freshly baked bread mixed with the earthy smell of the forest as I reached Seraphine’s house. I paused at her door, taking in the stillness, as if the village was holding its breath. Hesitating for a moment, I knocked, the weight of the morning pressing on.

Seraphine opened the door with a soft smile, her eyes lighting up when she saw me. “Morning,” she said, her voice calm.

“Morning,” I replied, trying to keep my mind from wandering too much. “Got a few hours before the hunt... thought we could do something.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Something? Like what?”

“I don’t know... walk around? Maybe explore the woods a bit. Clear my head before we have to deal with the hunt later.”

She nodded thoughtfully. “Sounds good. The woods are always quiet this time of day.”
We headed out toward the forest, the village slowly fading behind us as we walked along the path. The day had barely started, but there was a stillness in the air that felt different today. The trees ahead stood tall and silent, casting long shadows across the path.
We walked for a while in silence, the path beneath our boots soft with the morning dew. The woods were growing closer, the familiar trees stretching tall toward the sky. The air was cool and fresh, but I could feel the weight of the questions in my mind growing heavier with every step.
Finally, I broke the silence. “Do you ever feel like... something’s off? Like there’s a weight in the air that no one else notices?”
Seraphine glanced at me, her eyes narrowing as she thought about it. “Sometimes,” she mumbled. “But I’ve learned to ignore it. Focus on what’s in front of me. The world’s full of strange things, but if you think about them too much, they’ll drag you down.”
I nodded slowly, uneasy. “I can’t stop thinking about yesterday. You just... showed up in my room. The way you spoke, you knew something was wrong with me, but I didn’t want to admit it.”
Seraphine’s expression softened, her eyes searching my face for any sign of discomfort. “I just wanted to check on you,” she whispered. “If something’s wrong, you don’t have to keep it to yourself.”
As we walked deeper into the woods, I noticed her unreadable face. She was carrying something, a weight I couldn’t see. Whatever was coming, we’d face it together.
The forest grew darker, the air thicker with tension. Finally, we turned back. The hunt was near.
The village square had grown busier as more people gathered for the hunt. The leader of the hunt, a grizzled man with a stern face and an air of authority, stood at the front, his voice carrying over the murmurs of the crowd.
“We’re going after the usual game today—deer, boar, maybe some rabbits, if we’re lucky,” Leofric announced, his eyes scanning the group. His voice was steady, but the command in it was clear. “But I expect everyone to work together. The forest is deep, and it’s easy to get lost. Stay sharp.”
A few hunters nodded, murmuring their agreement. Some chimed in with their thoughts, offering advice, while others complained about the challenges of previous hunts.
“Last time, the boar was too quick,” a burly hunter grumbled, wiping his brow.
“Focus on the deer,” one hunter said, adjusting his bow.
Seraphine stood beside me, arms crossed, her gaze distant. There was a tension in the surrounding air, like she was waiting for something.
Then, an older figure stepped forward. His weathered face held an intensity that felt out of place for a village hunter. His eyes locked onto mine.
“You’re Alistair, right?” he asked, voice low.
I nodded, uneasy. “Yeah, that’s me. Why do you ask?”
He stepped closer, briefly glancing at Seraphine before returning his gaze to me. “I need your help. We’re not just hunting animals today. I’m going after the creature that killed my daughter. The monster from the woods.”
Seraphine stiffened, stepping in front of me, her voice cold. “This isn’t the time, Alistair.”
I cut her off, determined. “The village needs us. You said we need to help. What’s this monster if not something we need to get rid of?”
Her frustration was obvious. “This is different, Alistair. You don’t understand. The creature he’s hunting... it’s not what you think.”
Eirik’s voice was grave. “The forest is dark. Whatever it is, it’s out there, hunting.” The hunt had just become far more dangerous.
The forest thickened, tension hanging heavy in the air. Eirik led cautiously, our uneasy silence matching his pace.
I broke it. “What exactly are we dealing with?”
Eirik glanced back. “It’s faster, smarter. We’ve tracked it for weeks, but it hunts at night, and we have no idea what it is.”
Seraphine’s sharp voice cut in. “Is it just hunting for food?”
“No,” Eirik said, his expression hardening. “It’s got a taste for blood—my daughter’s. It hunts people.”
I exchanged a look with Seraphine, sensing something unnatural. “What do you think it is?”
Eirik paused, then muttered, “I don't know. But I’ll kill it before it hurts anyone else.”
The forest grew denser, dread settling in. Suddenly, a low growl froze us. Seraphine reached for her knife, and Eirik’s face hardened.
“Stay alert,” he warned.
A big bear emerged from the trees, snarling and charging.
“Get back!” Eirik shouted. I stumbled, my foot catching on a rock and sending me toward a steep drop.
I tried to catch myself, but the ground gave way beneath me. My body tumbled down the cliffside, the world spinning out of control as I fell. Rocks and branches scraped against my skin as I descended, and before I could make sense of what was happening, I slammed into the ground with a sickening thud.
Pain shot through my head, and everything went black.
I could hear the bear’s growls in the distance, muffled by the ringing in my ears. Blood trickled from the gash on my forehead, pooling beneath me. I was dizzy, disoriented, and the world around me felt like it was spinning. My vision blurred, and I struggled to stay conscious, but my body felt too heavy, too unresponsive. The last thing I heard before slipping into darkness was the bear’s low growl fading into the distance.
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Chapter 2:
Through The Fog
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I COULDN’T REMEMBER when I’d slipped into unconsciousness, but when I woke, the world was still dark. The air was thick with the scent of pine and the faint tang of blood. Every breath felt shallow, my chest tightening with each attempt to inhale.
The pain in my head was unbearable, and I could feel the sticky warmth of blood against my forehead. My body, stiff and unresponsive, refused to move as I lay on the cold, unforgiving earth. The distant sounds of the forest seemed muffled, as if I were underwater.
And then I heard it—the soft, shaky sound of someone crying.
“Seraphine...” The name left my lips, a broken whisper.
I felt the warmth of her presence before I saw her face. Then she was there, holding me, pressing my head to her chest. Her arms trembled as she cradled me gently.
“Alistair... Alistair, please... Wake up, don’t leave me...” Seraphine’s voice broke, soft and desperate, as though the weight of everything was finally too much for her. Her body shook with silent sobs, and I could feel the heat of her tears seeping into my skin.
I wanted to speak, to tell her I was okay, but the words were stuck in my throat. My vision was blurry, my head a throbbing mess. I could hear muffled voices, the sounds of movement in the distance, but it felt like everything was happening in slow motion.
Her grip tightened around me, and I could feel the overwhelming fear in her touch. It was as if she were holding on to me, trying to keep me from slipping away. But I wasn’t slipping away, not yet. I wanted to tell her I was still here, still fighting, but the darkness was thickening again, swallowing my thoughts and drowning my voice.
The world seemed to shift as I struggled to stay conscious. The low, hollow thrum of my pulse rang in my ears, and I could feel the coldness creeping back into my limbs. Time felt irrelevant, stretched, as though hours or minutes had passed, and I wasn’t sure how much longer I could fight it.
“Alistair... please...” Seraphine’s voice cracked again, fragile and filled with desperation. Her hands trembled as they moved to my face, her fingers gently brushing the blood from my forehead. She leaned in closer, her lips near my ear, her breath shaky and uneven. “I won’t let you go. I swear, I won’t let you go.”
But even as she spoke, I felt the pull of unconsciousness tugging at me again, dragging me deeper into the abyss. The surrounding forest was fading, the sounds of her crying becoming muffled as if I was being pulled away, far from her, from everything.
Seraphine’s sobs grew louder, more frantic. “Don’t leave me, Alistair! Don’t you dare leave me!”
Her words pierced through the haze in my mind. She was here. She was still here. And somehow, that thought anchored me for a moment, pulling me back from the edge. I tried to open my eyes, to find her through the haze of pain and dizziness, but all I saw was the dim outline of her face, her features blurred by the tears that stained her cheeks.
I wanted to tell her I was still here, that I wasn’t gone, that I would fight through this, but I couldn’t find the strength. I couldn’t even move, couldn’t open my mouth to speak. All I could do was breathe in the faint scent of pine, her tears soaking into my skin as her presence anchored me to the world.
The darkness was all-encompassing now, a velvet curtain that threatened to crush the fragile thread of awareness I had left. I felt myself slipping again, but the warmth of her embrace kept me tethered, a lifeline in the suffocating void.
“Please,” Seraphine whispered, her voice barely audible now, trembling with the weight of her fear. “I need you. You’re all I have left. Please don’t leave me.”
Her words were a soft plea, a fragile thread that tried to hold me in this world, and for a moment, it felt as though I might break free from the grip of unconsciousness. But it was fleeting. The pull of the abyss was too strong, too insistent, dragging me down once more.
I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t promise her anything. But deep down, I knew I wasn’t ready to let go, not yet. Not when she needed me so desperately. I just hoped it was enough to keep me tethered long enough to make it through.
But the darkness was closing in, and it was getting harder to fight it.
“I can’t do this alone,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “I can’t...”
And for a moment, there was silence—heavy, crushing silence, broken only by the sound of my heartbeat beneath my ear. It seemed like time had stopped, like the world had paused for a brief, fragile second.
But then the world shifted again, and I heard the unmistakable sound of footsteps—heavy, purposeful—drawing closer. The feeling of helplessness threatened to drown me, but Seraphine’s voice was still the lifeline I clung to.
I had to hold on. I had to stay with her.
The sound of hurried footsteps broke through the haze, and Eirik’s voice, rough and exhausted, cut through the quiet.
“I’ve killed the beast!” he shouted, his voice full of relief and exhaustion. I could hear the faint rustling of branches as he moved closer, his boots crunching against the forest floor. “It’s dead. But you’ve got to hang on, Alistair. Stay with me, both of you.”
His words were frantic, as if he was trying to reassure us as much as himself. I could barely comprehend them, the fog in my mind was too thick to make sense of anything. My hands trembled. The cold stone beneath me offered no comfort.
But Seraphine was there, still holding me close, her presence grounding me in a way that nothing else could.
“Eirik... please... we need help,” Seraphine’s voice was shaking, the desperation clear in every word. “Alistair... Alistair can’t...” She stopped herself, the words too heavy for her to say.
Eirik’s boots came to a halt beside us, and for a moment, there was only the sound of labored breathing, the forest holding its breath as if waiting for something to happen. He crouched down beside us, eyes darting between Seraphine and me, his face drawn with concern.
“Seraphine,” he said, his voice softer now. “I’m going to run back to the village. I’ll get the healer. Stay strong for him. We’re not letting him go, alright?”
Seraphine nodded, but I could feel her hands trembling as she continued to cradle me, as if she feared letting go for even a moment might make it all real. She bit her lip, trying to hold back the tears, but they came anyway, slipping down her face in silent streams.
“I’m so sorry, Alistair,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “I didn’t want this. Didn’t want to lose anyone else.”
I wanted to tell her that everything would be okay, to reassure her I wasn’t going anywhere, but the words wouldn’t come. The fog in my mind thickened, making it harder to stay conscious.
Eirik stood up slowly, his gaze lingering on Seraphine for a moment. “I’ll be back as fast as I can. Just hold on.”
With that, he turned and bolted into the trees, his figure quickly swallowed by the dense shadows of the forest.
Seraphine continued to hold me, her quiet sobs the only sound in the thick, oppressive silence that followed. I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t even move. But I could feel the warmth of her arms, the steady rhythm of her presence against my chest. It was all I had left.
Minutes stretched into what felt like hours, and the pain in my head only worsened, each pulse a hammer to my skull. But Seraphine didn’t leave. She stayed right there, whispering words I couldn’t fully understand, trying to hold on to whatever shred of hope she had left.
Finally, after what felt like an eternity, the sound of hurried footsteps reached my ears again. This time, the unmistakable sound of several people moving swiftly toward us. The village healers had arrived.
Two of them—both women, their faces etched with worry—pushed through the underbrush, kneeling beside me. One checked my pulse, her brow furrowed in concentration, while the other placed a damp cloth on my forehead.
“He's still breathing,” one healer murmured, relief briefly flashing across her face before she turned to Seraphine. “We need to move him. Get him back to the village. Now.”
Seraphine nodded, but there was a look in her eyes—something like fear and confusion tangled together. “What if... What if it's too late?”
“We’ll do everything we can,” the healer reassured her, though her voice lacked the certainty that would’ve calmed anyone. “But we must hurry.”
With that, they gently lifted me, making sure I was stable enough to transport. Seraphine followed closely behind them, her hands still shaking; but she didn’t speak—her focus completely on me, on keeping me with her.
As we made our way back to the village, the pain in my head was a constant, sharp throb, but the rhythmic motion of being carried, combined with the cool air, helped to ease some of the pressure.
I didn’t know if I was going to make it, but the one thing I was sure of was that Seraphine would not let me go without a fight.
The trip back to the village felt like an eternity. Every step they took, every sway of my body in their arms, sent jolts of agony through my head. My consciousness seemed to flicker in and out, the world around me becoming little more than a hazy blur of shapes and colors.
When we finally arrived, I was barely aware of being carried into the dimly lit building they called the healer’s hut. It smelled of herbs and ointments, a bitter-sweet mix that filled my lungs with each breath, though it did little to ease the pressure building inside my skull.
The healer quickly got to work, her hands deft and practiced as she pressed cool cloths to my forehead and administered some sort of bitter tincture. Seraphine stayed close by, her presence a comforting weight in the otherwise oppressive silence. Her hand never left mine, squeezing it every so often as though she were grounding herself as much as she was grounding me.
“He’ll need rest,” the healer said after a while, her voice far too calm for my liking. “But if his fever doesn’t break, we’ll need to consider more drastic measures.”
Seraphine didn’t respond. She simply nodded, her face pale, her eyes sunken from the days of worry and sleeplessness. I could feel the weight of her gaze on me, could feel the soft heat of her touch even when I couldn’t fully see her.
The healer left us alone for a time, stepping out of the room to fetch more supplies. It was during this quiet moment that Seraphine leaned over me, brushing a stray lock of hair from my forehead.
"Alistair," she whispered, her voice trembling, "you have to make it. Please. You can't leave me, not like this." Her words were barely a whisper, lost in the agony she felt. "I couldn't save her. And now... I don't know if I can save you."
I wanted to tell her I was trying. That I wasn’t going anywhere. But the words were stuck in my throat, and the pressure in my chest only grew tighter.
For days, I drifted in and out of sleep, sometimes aware of Seraphine’s whispers to me, sometimes hearing the distant voice of Eirik telling her to rest, or the healer making quiet notations about my condition. The days blurred into each other; the pain ebbing and flowing like a tide, I couldn’t escape.
Then, a few days later, I woke up and felt... better. Not whole, not healed, but better. The throbbing in my head had subsided somewhat, replaced by a dull ache that I could bear. My body felt weak, stiff from the immobility of the past few days, but there was something else—a clarity in my mind that hadn’t been there before.
Seraphine sat beside me again, her eyes bright but shadowed with exhaustion. When she saw I was awake, her face lit up, but the relief quickly shifted to a worried crease between her brows.
“Alistair? How do you feel?” she asked, her voice trembling.
“I’m... I’m better,” I croaked, my voice hoarse from disuse. The words were slow on my tongue, but they came out.
Her hand gripped mine again, her fingers trembling, but this time, it wasn’t from fear. “You scared me,” she whispered, the words barely audible, her face collapsing as she finally allowed herself to break. “You were so close to—”
“Shh,” I said, cutting her off as best I could. “I’m here. I’m not going anywhere.”
For a while, the world seemed a little brighter. For the next few days, I regained strength slowly. The fever broke, the pain in my head lessened, and I could finally sit up without feeling like I was going to collapse. It wasn’t perfect, and it wasn’t easy, but it was progress.
But even in my small moments of recovery, a creeping sense of unease followed me. As I grew stronger, Seraphine only seemed to grow more tense. There was no exhaustion written on her flawless face, but the way she hovered over me—as if afraid to leave my side—never quite faded.
And then, a few days later, I woke to a sharp, stabbing pain in my chest. The clarity from before seemed to vanish in an instant, and all I could feel was that cold, bone-deep exhaustion. I gasped for air, my breath coming in ragged gasps, my limbs suddenly as heavy as stone. I could feel my heart beating erratically in my chest, each thud a heavy, unrelenting reminder of how close I was to slipping away.
Seraphine appeared beside me in an instant, panic filling her face as she helped me sit up. “Alistair?” Her voice trembled with fear, her fingers brushing my skin as if she feared I might vanish at any moment. “How are you feeling?”
“Better.”
I wanted to protest. I wanted to tell her I couldn’t just lie here, that I needed to know what was happening, to feel useful. But the words died on my lips. I could barely think straight, let alone form coherent thoughts.
She brushed a hand through my hair, her touch tender. “I’m here. I’ll stay here with you, Alistair. You’re not alone.”
I closed my eyes briefly, the weight of her words pressing against me like a warm blanket. But even as I tried to find comfort in her presence, the familiar ache in my chest flared up. Something inside me felt wrong—more than the pain, more than the weakness.
As the hours passed, Seraphine stayed close, never leaving my side. I could feel the steady rhythm of her breathing, the soft hum of her whispers, even though I couldn’t make out the words. The healing process was slow, and as much as I wanted to get up, to move, to feel like myself again, I couldn’t.
Seraphine sensed my restlessness. Even though she should’ve been exhausted, she stayed by my side, watching over me as if she couldn’t bear the thought of me slipping back into the darkness.
On the fourth day, I finally sat up on my own. It took every ounce of energy I had, but I did it. Then, for no reason I could explain, I slumped back down again. Seraphine immediately reacted, placing a hand on my shoulder to steady me.
“You shouldn’t,” she said, her voice filled with concern, but I saw a flicker of relief in her eyes. “You need to take it easy.”
“I... I’m fine,” I whispered, my voice weak and strained. “Just... just needed to sit up.”
She didn’t argue, though I saw the exhaustion tugging at her expression. She smiled softly, but something heavy lingered in her gaze, an unspoken weight I couldn’t place.
A healer entered moments later; her brows furrowed as she saw me sitting up. She didn’t scold, but her tone held a trace of concern. “You’re lucky to be awake,” she said, though it didn’t feel like a compliment. “Don’t overdo it. Your body’s still recovering.”
I nodded slowly, feeling the delicate state of my body. My muscles are sore, stiff, and a dull ache in my head, though less intense than before.
The healer checked my vitals, murmuring under her breath. Seraphine stood by, watching me with quiet intensity, as if waiting for something.
When the healer finished, she turned to Seraphine. “He’s stable. But I fear his recovery will take longer than expected. His injuries are severe, and his body is struggling to keep up. He just needs time.”
Seraphine’s grip tightened on my hand, her face paling again. “Is... is he going to make it?” she whispered.
Hesitantly, the healer’s gaze drifted over me. “His body is sturdy, yet such an injury leaves its mark. We must watch over him closely.”
I felt the weight of those words sink in. A shiver ran through me. The road ahead would not be easy.
Exhaustion dragged me under again, pulling me into a heavy, dreamless sleep.
Days blurred together, my mind still foggy from the pain. But gradually, the worst passed, and familiar voices filled the air, though today the tension was palpable.
Leofric’s voice broke the silence. “Seraphine, you can't do this. You can’t turn him into a vampire.”
Seraphine flinched, her fingers tightening around the edge of the bed. “What are you talking about? Vampires don’t exist.”
Jareth scoffed, frustration thick in his voice. “We know what you are. We saw you feeding.”
Elowen’s voice cut through, trembling with disbelief. “You’ve fed, Seraphine. We’ve seen what you’re doing to the villagers. We know what you are.”
Silence stretched, and I could feel Seraphine stiffen beside me. “You... saw me?” Her voice was shaky, disbelief in every syllable.
Leofric’s tone was harsh. “We saw you, Seraphine. You’ve been feeding on people. The village doesn’t know it’s you — they don’t even suspect it. But we know what we saw.”
Seraphine recoiled, her hand slipping from mine for a moment before she regained control. “No, no, that’s not it. I wouldn’t... I only take enough to survive. Never more. I never kill. Believe me.” Her voice cracked, fear clear. “There’s someone else... another vampire. I’ve been hunting them. They’re the ones killing people. Not me.”
Jareth stepped forward, disbelief on his face. “Another vampire?”
Seraphine nodded, her eyes wide with conviction. “Yes. I’ve been tracking them for weeks. But they’re good at covering their tracks. They’re responsible for the deaths—people are disappearing, and it’s not me. I swear. I didn’t hurt anyone in this village. This place is everything to me. I’ve lived here for years. I can’t let this continue. They need to be stopped.”
Elowen’s gaze softened, but the tension remained. “How can we trust you, Seraphine? How do we know you’re telling the truth?”
“I don’t know how to make you believe me,” she said, a voice full of sorrow.
Leofric looked at Jareth and Elowen, his face thoughtful. After a long pause, he turned to Seraphine. “We believe you. But you have to promise you won’t turn, Alistair. You can’t make him like you.”
Seraphine’s eyes softened, her voice hesitant but firm. “I’m not sure what else to do... I have to save him. If he’s going to survive, I—”
Jareth cut her off, shaking his head. “That’s not the answer, Seraphine. You can’t just turn him. You can’t make him one of you.”
The tension in the room thickened as the others argued, their voices rising with concern, anger, and fear.
Leofric’s voice broke through, sharper than before. “Think clearly, Seraphine! You can’t—he doesn’t deserve that. You're not giving him—”
“Enough!” Seraphine snapped, her voice cutting through the chaos. She stood abruptly, eyes flashing with frustration. “I won’t turn him. But I can’t lose him.”
As she spoke, Alistair’s body jerked violently, shallow breaths escaping him.
“No, no, no!” Seraphine cried, rushing to his side. Before she could reach him, his body stiffened again, limbs twitching uncontrollably.
The room fell silent, faces filled with shock. Eirik stepped forward, panic clear in his eyes. “What’s happening to him?”
Before Seraphine could answer, a healer rushed in, her face calm but stern.
“Stand clear!” the healer commanded. “Everyone, back! We need space.”
The group quickly stepped back as the healer knelt beside me, examining my pulse, moving with urgency.
“He’s seizing,” the healer muttered, already working to stabilize me. “Hold him steady! Don’t let him thrash. We’ll need to—”
Seraphine could only watch as the healer worked, the others standing still, worry and confusion in their eyes.
“I’ve made my decision,” Seraphine’s voice rang out, firm but with a fire in her eyes. “I’m going to save him, whether you like it. And you can’t stop me.”
Leofric’s voice was icy. “You’ve decided then.” He hesitated, concern still slipping through. “We will not stay here and watch you do this.”
Leofric’s gaze lingered on Seraphine before he turned to Elowen, his face hardening. Elowen nodded without a word, and they both left, footsteps echoing down the hall.
Seraphine met Leofric’s gaze, unwavering. She could feel the truth of her decision in her bones. She had to do this. No matter the cost.
Just as their footsteps faded, Alistair gasped for air, and the room fell into tense silence.
Just then, Alistair let out a strained breath, and the room fell into an uneasy silence. The healer continued working on him, and Seraphine’s mind raced.
As the healer left the room to fetch more medicine, a heavy silence settled. Seraphine stood at Alistair’s side, her eyes locked on his pale face, his body trembling with the relentless seizure. The room seemed to close in around her, the air thick with the weight of their shared tension.
She knew what had to be done.
With a steadying breath, Seraphine lifted her wrist to her mouth, her fangs emerging as she sank them into the delicate skin. Her blood pulsed hot and fast beneath her skin, and without a second thought, she pressed her wrist gently to Alistair’s lips.
The seizing stopped almost immediately, as though the blood was a lifeline between two worlds—the pain and chaos slipping away with each drop. Seraphine watched as Alistair’s body relaxed, the tension in his muscles gradually easing. She could feel the warmth in her wrist slowly fading as she pulled her hand away. His skin started closing up, the wound healing quickly as though it had never been there.
For a moment, everything was still. Then, horrifyingly
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