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Introduction — The Woman Who Didn’t Return
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For five thousand years...

no one heard her scream.

History recorded the rise and fall of empires.
Gods were worshipped, forgotten, rewritten.
Vampires walked between myth and shadow.
The Void opened.
The Void closed.
And the world moved forward—

as it always does—
confident in everything it does not understand.

But some things are not lost.

Some things are... contained.

Before the Dark Realm was sealed...
before the covens fractured...
before Amon-Karesh ever stepped into legend—
there was a ritual.

Not the one history remembers.

The one that went wrong.

A circle of witches stood at the edge of something they could not name.
Power flowed.
Blood answered.
The boundary between worlds... thinned.
And when it began to collapse—

one of them stepped forward.

Selene.

She did not try to escape.

She did not try to survive.

She chose to hold the line.

What followed was not sacrifice.

It was erasure.

She was not killed.
She was not destroyed.
She was... taken.

Not by the Dark Realm.
Not by death.
But by the space in between.

A place without time.
Without form.
Without mercy.
Where reality breaks before it can define itself.

And there—

she remained.

For five thousand years.

She watched civilizations rise and fall through fractures in existence.
She listened to prayers that never reached gods.
She felt the presence of something older than the Void...
something that did not sleep.

something that waited.

And slowly—

something began to change.

Not the prison.

Her.

Because no mind survives eternity unchanged.

No soul endures the edge of creation without becoming something else.

She learned the language of fractures.
She understood the shape of hunger.
She saw what lived beyond the Dark Realm—
and why it must never cross.

And then...

after five thousand years of silence—

something broke.

Not from her side.

From yours.

When the breach closed in London...
when the lock chose to remain shut...
when the First Hunger was denied—
the structure holding her shattered.

For the first time in millennia—

Selene moved.

Not fully free.
Not fully whole.
But no longer forgotten.

Back on Earth, they call it peace.

Treaties are signed.
Vampires walk openly.
Humans adapt, as they always do.
Endovelico lives without the throne he refused.
Rafaela believes the worst is behind them.
And somewhere far away, powerful men begin opening doors they do not understand.

The world thinks the war is over.

It isn’t.

Because something has returned—

not from death...

not from darkness...

but from the place where reality itself begins to fail.

And she remembers everything.

“They sealed the door,” she whispered into the fracture between worlds.

A smile that had forgotten how to be human.

“But they never asked what was left behind.”
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Chapter 1 — The First Fracture




[image: ]


The first sign was not dramatic.

No sky tearing open.
No screams echoing through cities.
Just a mirror... that refused to behave.

It happened in a small apartment in Lisbon.

Third floor.
Old building.
Walls that had seen too much life to care about one more strange event.
Ana Ribeiro noticed it while brushing her hair.

At first, she thought it was the light.

The reflection lagged.

Barely.

Half a second, maybe less.

But enough to feel wrong.

She stopped brushing.

The reflection stopped too—

a fraction too late.

Ana frowned.

“Okay...”

She moved her hand slowly.

The mirror followed.

Perfectly this time.

She exhaled, shaking her head.

Lack of sleep.
Too much news.
Too much of a world that had stopped making sense months ago.
Vampires on television.
Government statements about “coexistence.”
Wineblood ads playing between normal commercials like that was ever going to feel normal.

She leaned closer to the mirror.

Studying her own face.

Looking for something wrong.

The reflection smiled.

Ana did not.

Silence.

Heavy.

Impossible.

The smile stayed.

Just for a second.

Then it corrected itself—

back into her expression.

Like nothing had happened.

Ana stepped back.

Heart racing now.

“That’s not funny.”

There was no one else in the apartment.

No answer came.

She turned away.

Because sometimes the brain refuses to engage with what it cannot survive understanding.

Behind her—

the mirror cracked.

Not loudly.

Not violently.

Soft.

Precise.

A single line forming down the center of the glass.

Ana froze.

Slowly turning back.

The crack was still spreading.

Not randomly.

With intent.

And inside it—

there was no reflection anymore.

Only darkness.

Deep.
Endless.
Watching.

Then something moved.

A shape pressed against the other side of the glass.

Not fully visible.
Not fully formed.
But unmistakably there.

Ana couldn’t breathe.

Couldn’t move.

Couldn’t look away.

A hand appeared.

On the other side.

Matching hers.

But not hers.

It pressed against the crack.

Slowly.

The glass did not break.

It... opened.

Like it had been waiting to.

The room grew cold.

Not temperature.

Presence.

And then—

she heard a voice.

Not in the air.

Inside her mind.

Soft.

Ancient.

Broken in ways language could not fix.

“Still...”

A pause.

Like memory struggling to rebuild itself.

“...alive.”

Ana tried to scream.

Nothing came out.

The hand pushed through.

Followed by something that had once been human.

Far away, in London, Rafaela woke up instantly.

No dream.
No sound.
Just certainty.

She sat up in bed, heart racing.

The feeling hit her like a memory she never lived.

Cold.
Ancient.
Familiar.

“No...” she whispered.

Beside her, Endovelico was already awake.

Watching her.

Because he felt it too.

Even without the connection.

Even without the throne.

“What is it?” he asked quietly.

Rafaela looked toward the window.

Toward the night.

Toward something returning that should never have been able to.

Her voice came barely above a whisper.

“She’s out.”

Silence.

Endovelico didn’t ask who.

He already knew.

Across the world, mirrors began to crack.

Not all at once.

One by one.

City by city.

House by house.

Like something was learning how to return.

And in Lisbon—

Ana Ribeiro’s apartment stood open to something that had waited five thousand years for a door to exist again.

Inside the fractured glass—

something smiled.

And this time...

Selene did not come back alone.
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Chapter 2 — Echoes in Glass
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Lisbon did not scream.

Not yet.

The city had learned restraint.

After everything—the revelations, the treaties, the quiet normalization of monsters walking beside men—it had developed a survival instinct based on one simple rule:

ignore what you cannot immediately explain.

Ana Ribeiro’s neighbors heard nothing.

No struggle.
No breaking glass.
No cry for help.
Just silence.

Inside the apartment, that silence had weight.

The mirror no longer reflected the room.

It reflected something else.

A place without walls.
Without edges.
A depth that did not belong to space.

Selene stepped through slowly.

Not with force.
Not with urgency.
With familiarity.

Her bare feet touched the wooden floor like someone returning home after a very long absence.

Ana stood frozen against the wall, unable to move, unable to look away.

Her body refused her.
Her mind was already beginning to fracture under the pressure of something it was not built to perceive.

Selene turned her head slightly.

Observing.

Learning.

The room flickered.

Not physically.

Perceptually.

As if reality itself was adjusting around her presence.

She looked at her hands.

Flexed her fingers once.

Slowly.

Curiously.

“Structure...”

Her voice was soft.

Dry.

Like something unused to sound.

“...holds.”

Ana finally managed a breath.

Sharp.
Desperate.
“What... what are you?”

Selene looked at her.

Really looked.

And in that moment—

Ana felt something inside her being read.

Not her thoughts.

Something deeper.

Memory.
Emotion.
Pattern.

Selene tilted her head.

“Alive,” she said.

A pause.

“For now.”

Ana tried to move again.

Her body refused.

Terror had locked her into stillness.

Selene stepped closer.

Each movement precise.
Measured.
Like someone relearning gravity.

Outside, Lisbon continued normally.

Cars passed.
Voices echoed in distant streets.
Somewhere, music played softly from an open window.
Life went on.

Inside the apartment, something older than life stood in the middle of the room.

Selene reached out.

Her fingers hovering just inches from Ana’s face.

Ana squeezed her eyes shut.

Waiting.

Nothing happened.

Slowly—

she opened them again.

Selene was studying her.

Not as prey.
Not as threat.
As reference.

“You changed,” Selene murmured.

Ana’s voice shook.

“I... I don’t know you...”

Selene blinked.

Once.

Like the concept itself needed recalibration.

“No,” she said.

A pause.

“But I know you.”

Her hand lowered.

Not touching.

Choosing not to.

That was somehow worse.

Across the world, the fractures were spreading.

Mirrors.
Windows.
Reflections in water.
Anything that held an image...

began to fail.

Not breaking.

Opening.

In London, Rafaela stood in front of a mirror that had begun to crack from the inside.

Fine lines spreading across the glass like veins of something alive.

Endovelico stood behind her.

Watching.

Silent.

“You feel it,” he said.

She nodded slowly.

“It’s her... but not just her.”

The crack deepened.

Something moved behind the reflection.

Too fast to follow.

Too wrong to understand.

Endovelico stepped forward.

Positioning himself slightly in front of her.

Instinct.

Still there.

Always there.

“If she’s back...”

Rafaela finished the thought.

“Then something let her out.”

Back in Lisbon, Selene turned toward the mirror she had come through.

It was no longer stable.

The darkness inside it shifting.

Restless.

She stepped closer.

Watching it.

Listening to something no one else could hear.

Then—

for the first time—

her expression changed.

Not curiosity.

Not calm.

Recognition.

“No...”

The darkness inside the mirror pulsed.

Something on the other side pressing forward.

Stronger.

Less contained.

Selene stepped back.

Not in fear.

In calculation.

“Too soon,” she whispered.

Ana looked between her and the mirror, panic rising again.

“What’s happening?”

Selene didn’t answer immediately.

Her eyes locked on the fracture.

Then—quietly—

“I wasn’t the only thing trapped.”

The mirror cracked wider.

The darkness inside it expanding.

Reaching.

Hungry.

Selene turned to Ana one last time.

Her voice now colder.
Sharper.
More focused.

“Leave.”

Ana didn’t argue.

Didn’t question.

Her body finally obeyed survival.

She ran.

Out the door.
Down the stairs.
Into the night.

Selene remained.

Facing the mirror.

Facing what was coming through next.

Her hand lifted slowly.

Power gathering—not like before, not like a witch—

something else now.

Something learned in a place where magic had no rules.

The darkness surged.

The glass split open.

And something began to emerge.

Selene watched it with cold certainty.
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