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​Prologue – The Bite That Started It All

The moon bled silver over the ruins of House Fermont, casting long shadows across the crumbling stones and broken battlements. Night birds had long since abandoned the place. No heartbeat stirred. No breath moved the dust.

And then—
He awoke.
The stone slab split with a thunderous crack as Marcus Fermont, Lord of the Bloodborn, gasped into the cold air. His eyes flared green, piercing and ancient, the color of envy and grave moss. His fangs extended without thought, hunger pulsing in his gums like memory.

He didn’t remember dying. Not fully.

But he remembered her.

Not the name. Just the voice.

A song. Gentle. Melancholy. Drenched in salt and longing. A siren's lullaby. It had lulled him into that final moment, down beneath the earth. And now it pulled him back.

The world had changed. He could feel it in the magic—thinner, wilder, less obedient. The balance between predator and prey had shifted. Something had broken loose while he slept.

Something... or someone.

He stepped out from the crypt, wind pressing against his pale skin like a forgotten lover. His boots crunched on gravel. Somewhere far below, he felt the ripple of power—feminine, pure. And familiar.

Not hers. Not exactly.

But close.

The song had returned in a new voice. Different lips. New blood.

And this time, he wouldn’t fall asleep.

This time, he'd bite first.
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​Chapter 1 – Moonlight Invitations
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The moonlight caught the crest of the Fermont family seal—a silver hawk clutching a sword—as the carriage came to a slow stop before the iron gates of the vampire estate. Lanterns flickered in the mist, and somewhere within the dark woods, a howl echoed once, then fell silent.

Inside the carriage, Poppy Kindmoor clutched the edges of her silken shawl. Her hands trembled. Not from fear, but from wonder.

She had never been so far from the sea.

Her people, the sirens of the southern waters, rarely ventured to the surface—much less to a vampire stronghold. But this was a diplomatic mission. A peace offering. A ball meant to bind ancient enemies through song and ceremony.

And Poppy? She was the song.

“Smile, dear,” whispered her chaperone, a faded mermaid with eyes like barnacles. “You’ll win their hearts if they think you’re soft.”

Poppy blinked. “What if I don’t want to win their hearts?”

The door swung open before an answer could come. A vampire attendant in a midnight uniform extended a gloved hand.

“Lady Kindmoor,” he said with a shallow bow. “Welcome to House Fermont.”

Poppy stepped down, her satin shoes landing lightly on the stone path. The air here was colder than she expected—dry, sharp, with a scent of roses... and blood.

From the shadows beyond the gate, another carriage rolled in.

Margret Thornfield stepped out like a flame licking the wind.

Her dress was red—dangerously red—with golden embroidery that shimmered with every feline stride. Her long, creamy brown hair cascaded down her back, and her eyes, deep and cunning, locked instantly onto Poppy like a cat eyeing a trapped bird.

“Oh,” Margret purred, lips curling, “You’re the fish.”

Poppy blinked. “Excuse me?”

“The siren.” Margret tilted her head. “You smell like saltwater and singing.”

“I wasn’t aware I had an audience.”

“Oh, sweetheart,” Margret said with a mock-sweetness that barely masked her venom. “Everyone in the room will be your audience tonight. Just try not to drown.”

Without waiting for a reply, Margret strolled ahead toward the grand entrance, hips swaying, every movement choreographed for maximum attention.

Poppy stared after her, heart pounding. She had been warned about the werecat clans, but she hadn’t expected... that.

She turned back toward the estate.

And then she felt it.

A presence—older than the stones beneath her feet, colder than the sea at its deepest point. It wasn’t visible, not yet. But it brushed across her senses like a whisper through a locked door.

He was here.
Lord Marcus Fermont.
Inside, the ballroom blazed with candlelight. Crimson velvet lined the walls, and stained-glass windows shimmered in patterns of shadow and blood. Vampires, nobles, and emissaries mingled beneath chandeliers shaped like thorns.

As Poppy entered, a hush rippled through the room. She could feel their eyes on her—on her pale blue gown, her delicate posture, her very difference. Sirens did not belong here.

And yet, she walked forward.

Margret had already taken a place by the fire, surrounded by young noblemen who hung on her every word. She laughed softly, her ears human for now, but her smile was unmistakably predatory.

Then the doors opened once more.

He walked in without announcement.

Marcus Fermont.

He was taller than she’d imagined. Lean, but built like a weapon. His silver-white hair gleamed under the chandelier light, and his green eyes—unnaturally bright—scanned the room like a hunter returning to familiar ground.

His skin was cold pale, flawless, but there was no mistaking what he was: ancient, lethal, beautiful.

When his eyes landed on her, the noise around Poppy faded.

She couldn’t breathe.

He didn’t smile. He didn’t move toward her.

But something between them recognized something else.

Then, slowly, Marcus turned his gaze—
To Margret, who rose from her seat, her lips parting in a smile sharp enough to cut glass.
“Hello, my lord,” she purred, voice sweet as honey and just as sticky. “Miss me?”

Marcus tilted his head, expression unreadable.

“Margret,” he said flatly. “Still alive, I see.”

“Disappointed?” she asked, stepping closer.

“Not yet.”

But he wasn’t looking at her anymore.

He was looking at Poppy again.

And something inside Poppy shifted.

She had come here for diplomacy.

But now?

She knew she would leave here with something else.

Love.
Ruin.
Or both.
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​Chapter 2 – The Blood Waltz
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Music floated through the ballroom like a whispered spell—strings slow, aching, laced with a dangerous beauty that matched the tone of the night.

Poppy stood by the edge of the marble floor, hands folded neatly, watching the couples glide past in elegant, practiced circles.

She had never danced above water before.

Her people moved in currents and tides, rhythm drawn from the sea, not from violins and candlelight.

A goblet of red shimmered in her hand, untouched.

And then—

“Would you?”

The voice struck deep, colder than expected, low and resonant.

Poppy turned. Marcus.

He stood beside her now, his height casting a faint shadow over her, those piercing green eyes fixed—not on her gown, not her crown—but her face. Direct. Daring.

“Dance?” he clarified, offering a gloved hand.

Poppy hesitated, just a moment.

Then placed her hand in his.

His palm was cool, smooth—his grip precise.

As they stepped onto the floor, silence seemed to stretch across the ballroom.

Marcus Fermont, ancient Lord of the Night, dancing with a siren princess?

This was a scandal waiting to bloom.

But he didn’t care.
Neither did she.
The music swelled as he led her into a smooth, deliberate waltz. His body moved with terrifying control, every motion calculated but fluid.

Poppy, light as sea foam, followed.

He studied her.

“You’re brave to be here,” he said.

“I was summoned,” she replied softly. “Like everyone else.”

“No.” His voice dropped lower. “You were bait.”

She faltered—but only for a heartbeat.

“I can defend myself,” she said, lifting her chin.

He tilted his head, intrigued. “You don’t even flinch when I look at you. Most mortals can’t meet my gaze.”

“Maybe I’m not most mortals.”

He smiled. It wasn’t kind.

“I can smell your magic, you know,” he murmured, spinning her beneath the chandelier. “It sings, even when you don’t. Something about you hums against my instincts... like temptation wrapped in innocence.”

Her breath caught, but she didn’t pull away.

Instead, she looked up at him, bold. “You speak like you’re trying to scare me.”

“Shouldn’t you be scared?”

“Shouldn’t you?”

He blinked.

And laughed.

It was soft, rare—and real.

That was when Margret appeared.

She didn’t interrupt. No, she entered.

Wrapped in her crimson gown, she swept onto the floor like a fire taking shape. She danced with a young noble first—then another—spinning strategically closer to Marcus with every pass. Her human ears shimmered, then vanished, shifting to sleek cat ears for only a heartbeat before shifting back again.

A message. A weapon.

Look what I am. Look what I can be.

Finally, she spun past Marcus and Poppy with a feline smirk.

“I didn’t realize you liked fragile things,” she said sweetly.

Marcus didn’t stop dancing. But Poppy could feel the cold return to his tone.

“She’s not fragile,” he said.

“Oh?” Margret’s tail flicked into view behind her skirts, curling once before vanishing again. “Then I suppose we’ll both enjoy seeing just how well she survives.”

She twirled away again, snatching all the attention in her wake.

The song ended.

Marcus released Poppy’s hand.

“I’d be careful with her,” she said softly.

“I always am,” he murmured, already looking toward where Margret vanished behind the curtain of noblemen.

But something in his expression shifted.

Because he looked at Poppy again.

Longer this time.

Then walked away—toward the fire, toward the shadows.

Leaving her breathless on the marble floor.

And wondering if she’d just danced with her future—

—or her end.
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