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The storm raged outside with the howling wind and rain. Blackwood Castle stood proudly in the mist with the full moon lighting the sky, on the top of the mountain peak. Inside they were all nice and warm as they sat on the big snug sofas by the roaring fire. Afresh bouquet of red roses stood proudly in the middle on the ledge of the fireplace.

She sat and watched her young children as they chatted and drank the fresh blood that they had been given.  They had come a long way in a short time. But they asked so many questions that she only had one way to answer them.

‘Let me tell you a story.’ she started to say as she took a sip from her glass. She knew that this would at least start to answer the questions that they had been asking. She sat in her armchair near the fireplace in her warm red jumper and black trousers. Eager looking faces watched her as they waited for her to tell the story. 

‘It all started in 1785 a night like this.’ she started to say. ‘Lord Alaric Blackwood, a man consumed by ambition and a thirst for forbidden knowledge, stood before a makeshift altar in the castles hidden crypt. Before him lay a young woman, Elara. Her eyes wide with terror, she was bound and gagged. She was a local village girl, innocent and pure at heart. She had been chosen for a ritual that promised Alaric the ultimate prize, which was immortality.’ she took a sip of her drink as she noticed that they had all held on to every word she said.

‘He had delved into ancient texts and manuscripts and many ledgers to find how he could become immortal. That night he was ready and he placed her on the altar and was ready to perform the ceremony. He had the silver shiny dagger in his hand; it could be seen through the reflection of the candlelight. As he prepared to plunge the dagger into Elera’s heart, a blinding light erupted from the altar stone, throwing Alaric back against the stone wall.’ she saw that they were taken aback at this, as they eagerly looked at her with surprised faces.

‘The Chamber filled with an unearthly energy, and the air crackled with an arcane power he had never seen or felt before. When Alaric regained his senses, Elara was gone off the altar stone. In her place lay a small stone. It was no bigger than a football.  The stone had broken into four pieces; they pulsated with a warm golden glow. The Sunstone that had been hidden for hundreds of years had shown itself halfway through the ceremony.’ she took a sip from her glass again.

‘The stones all disappeared within seconds of them revealing the golden glow. There was nothing there now, except the original makeshift altar. He looked around for her, and he managed to see where she had gone, he found her hidden under a table in the crypt shaking and terrified. He pulled her out and stabbed her in the heart three times. The golden glow from the stone engulfed him as he felt the power of life. But it was not the power he had anticipated. He had now become a creature of the night, bound to the shadows, forever craving the life force of others to survive.

His blood ran cold, not with the chill of death but with the unnatural cold of undeath. He felt a burning hunger, like never before, that consumed his every thought. He had become a vampire, a predator lurking in the darkness for eternity.

As the centuries passed, the darkness became kinder to him. Blackwood castle filled with other vampires that created a happy family. But the Blackwood family became shrouded in silence and secrecy with lots of rumours. The castle once a symbol of power and prestige, had become a prison of shadows, haunted by the curse that Alaric had unleashed all those years ago.

The Sunstone pieces had vanished, but nobody knew where they had gone. The power of the sunstone was a blessing and a bad omen all in one.  The sunstone had cursed all that lived with it, but if anyone ever found it and destroyed it, then vampires would be no-more except the one who had found it. They would be given eternal life not as a vampire.  But the stones were never found.

Then twenty-five years ago, a young woman came here to the castle and that all changed ...........’ she said as they waited for more.

[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


Evelyn sat in her chair in her lounge as she watched the rain outside. She had never envisioned that she would be alone in the big house without her parents. They had always been there, she knew nothing else, so being all alone was strange.

She was an only child and didn’t have any siblings. She did have many cousins though, but they did their own things now, as they all had grown up and had their own families. Her parents had died in a car crash on a dark rainy night six months ago. The report said that the brakes had gone and her dad had lost control of the car. It was an accident.

She had to get on with it, and work kept her busy. She had just finished a client's case and was free for another job to come.

Evelyn had just turned 30, she had been her own boss for the last two years as an historian co-ordinator. In basic terms she catalogued old libraries and made them all electronic, so they were up to date and modern. She enjoyed her work and found that it gave her solitude. She worked alone and that was how she liked it. 

She hugged her mug of hot coffee as she snuggled into the armchair. The mail man had delivered something and put it through the letterbox as she heard it fall on to the mat. She put her mug on the coaster near her on the small table and stood up to get the mail from the mat.

She reached the door and looked down to see three letters. She picked them up and sighed as she knew the letter on the top was from the funeral directors. It was about the headstone. She knew she would have to choose a headstone and do it soon.

She pushed the letter to the bottom and looked at the second letter, she saw it was junk as she noted the stamp was from a random place that attempted to sell her something.

The third letter intrigued her though. It came in a cream envelope and the address with her name was handwritten. The writing reminded her of her grandparents writing, it was old and neatly done. She saw the stamp was from Italy. She wondered why someone from Italy would write to her.

She walked back to the armchair and placed the two letters that she didn’t intend to open yet on the small table next to her. She held the cream-coloured envelope in her hand. She could smell a musky aftershave scent on it as she opened it. She liked the smell and wondered what was inside.

The envelope was of a good quality as she opened it. Inside the paper matched the envelope. It was a thick paper that had been written with a cartridge pen and black ink. She started to read it and couldn’t stop reading with interest and curiosity.

‘Dear Evelyn, 

I hope this letter finds you well. My name is Lord Valerius Blackwood. I am the owner of a vast library that holds over four thousand books. I need your services to turn my library into something that is more up to date. I will pay you £4,000 for your service.

I will understand if you are asking why you, well the answer to that is because I want you to do this for me. I would not trust anyone else with my treasures. They have been in my family for hundreds of years; they need your touch.

I have included my address and a plane ticket for you to travel here to me. There will be transport waiting for you at the airport when you arrive. The car will take you to a place where you can rest before you continue to the castle.

I look forward in seeing you.

Regards and warm wishes

Lord Valerius Blackwood.’

She looked at a note that had the address on it. It seemed too real to be true, but the ticket was in there and the return was open. It was genuine. She knew she had to go for it. She had nothing to lose. She would ensure that her aunt and uncle, who lived down the road, would watch the house while she was gone. But the one thing that bothered her, was how did he know she would accept?

She couldn’t see herself taking more than a couple of months doing this job. She was excited at the thought of four thousand books and an old library. This was a perfect dream job for her.

She was intrigued as to where it was and saw it on the map when she looked on her phone. It was in the middle of nowhere. But she had to do this. The money was good, and it would help her. £4,000 pounds would go a long way. She could do what she had always wanted and that was to build a nice summerhouse in the garden and have that as her home office. 

The date on the ticket shocked her, it was two days away. She would need to get packing and quick. She put the letter down and finished her coffee. Packing was on her agenda for that day now.
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The flight had not been too bad. It had taken her just under three hours to reach the airport. The weather had been the same as back home; it was raining and was overcast. It was Winter and the weather for the time of year was what it should be.

As soon as she had landed, she waited for her luggage. They were faster than the Uk with that, it impressed her so far. The letter did say that someone would be waiting there for her, and there stood an elderly gentleman. He was dressed in a dark grey jumper and cord trousers. He had grey hair and a trimmed moustache. He looked like an Italian man. If that was what an Italian man looked like.

‘Miss Evelyn, I am Giorgio.’ he said as he reached out to take her suitcase.

‘Glad to meet you. Please call me Evelyn.’ she said as he took her suitcase from her and smiled.

‘Thank you. Come let us go, we have a long journey. We will stop at a rest point halfway, so you do not feel too tired.’ he said as he led her out of the airport to the parked car.

‘Thank you.’ she replied as she saw him stop at a black Mercedes that was parked in the first bay literally opposite the main doors.

He opened the boot and gently placed the suitcase inside and closed the boot. He opened the front seat passenger door for her as he waited.

‘Thank you.’ she said as she smiled as she sat inside the spotless clean car. Gentlemen still existed. She found that refreshing as she had not met a kind man for a long time. Her ex-husband had been a monster. She had divorced him eight years ago and gained her freedom back.

‘If you need anything please ask me.’ he said as he put on his seat belt and adjusted the heater in the car so she would not get cold.

‘I am good.’ she said as she felt the car moving slowly forward out of the parking space.

‘Mr Blackwood has told me all about what you do.’ he said as he pulled out of the airport car park and drove on a smooth but winding road.

‘Oh, that is nice.’ she said.

‘He has lots of books. Too many for anyone to see.’ he said.

She got excited as she heard this. Lots of books made her happy. She had a good feeling that it was going to be a good job.

‘What is Lord Blackwood like?’ she asked.

‘A very nice man. I have worked for him for a long time. He is a good man.’ Giorgio replied.

‘That is good to know.’ she replied.

‘How long is it before we reach halfway?’ she asked.

‘We are two hours away. Rest and when we reach halfway, I will wake you.’ he said as he glanced at her quickly and then concentrated on the road again.

‘I would like that.’ she replied as she closed and rested her eyes.

In the background she heard quiet relaxing classical music, it was soothing as it put her to sleep. Giorgio looked over to see she had fallen asleep, he knew she was the one to get the job done.

She felt a gentle hand on her shoulder as she opened her eyes. ‘We are here Miss Evelyn.’ he said.

She smiled, even though she had told him to call her Evelyn, but he was a gentleman, and she was not saying it was a bad thing.

‘Lovely.’ she said as she undid her seat belt and opened the car door. They had pulled up in a carpark of a cafe. The cafe was not what she had expected, it appeared to be an old big house converted into a cafe.

‘Let us have a hot drink and something to eat.’ said Giorgio as he stepped out of the car.

‘Sounds good.’ she answered as a hot cup of tea sounded wonderful.

Once they were inside Giorgio found a seat for them as he went to the counter to order their food and drinks.

‘Madam, you are new here.’ said a young girl who wiped the table next to where she was sat.

‘Yes, I am from England. I have come to work at Blackwood Castle.’ she said.

‘Blackwood Castle?’ she asked.

‘Yes, Lord Blackwood asked me to come and work for him.’ she replied.

‘Beware. Things are not what they seem!’ she said as she walked away towards the counter.

Evelyn wondered why she had said that. The Lord on paper had seemed genuine and it was only a job. What she had meant by Things are not what they seem, made her more curious.

Giorgio came over with a tray that had two cups of tea and a plate of what looked like butter biscuits. She loved butter biscuits and smiled as he sat down with the tray.

‘I have ordered us a sandwich as you asked and here is something to get started with.’ he said as he took the cups and placed them on the table with the plate of biscuits in the middle.

‘They look delicious.’ she said as she picked one up and dunked it in her hot tea. The biscuit melted in her mouth as she ate it.

‘Do you like?’ he asked.

‘Mm’ she said as she nodded her head in approval.

‘Good. Lord Blackwood will be happy that I am looking after you.’ he said as he sipped at his tea.

‘You are.’ she said. ‘A lady just told me to Beware of the castle. Things were not what they seemed. What did she mean.?’ asked Evelyn.

‘There are many castles, she might have thought of another castle.’ he said as he picked up a biscuit and bit into it.

‘I told her Blackwood castle, and she replied like that.’ she said.

‘I have worked for Lord Blackwood, and all is good.’ he said.

From the counter, Evelyn noticed that the young girl stared at her and would not take her eyes off her. An older woman pulled her back as she sent her to another room. The stare had made her feel very uncomfortable and more determine to find out what she had meant by what she had said.

The reality was she had to make up her own mind. As she continued to drink her tea another young girl brought over the sandwiches with a salad bowl each. They said thank you and started to eat their food. She found the food very nice and tasty; it filled a gap until she would get something later.

They didn’t take long to finish their food and made their way to the castle on the second leg of the journey.
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It was almost five o’clock in the afternoon when she arrived at a long driveway that went to the top of a mountain. As the car drove round a winding road, she looked at the surrounding scenery. It was beautiful. The forest that they had left behind could be seen as Giorgio drove round the mountain to get to the Castle.

The car came to a halt. Evelyn looked out of the car window and saw they were on a big, gravelled drive. As she stepped out of the car and looked up, she saw the impressive stone pillars that led to the big old wooden door with a big steel ring as a door handle.

It was very much a castle, and its beauty was stunning, even with the murky skies and eerie feeling around the castle, it was a beauty. 

The towers that were either side on the roof and the big, majestic windows took her breath away. This was like a fairy tale castle that she would have imagined in her mind.

‘Let me take your bag in Miss Evelyn.’ said Giorgio as he walked towards the big door. He placed the suitcase by the door and pressed a brass button that was on his left side of the door. The door opened within a few seconds and there stood an elderly gentleman dressed in a butler's suit.

‘Giorgio, it is good to see you. Please bring in the bags, Miss Evelyn, please come in out of the cold.’ he said as he looked at her.

She did what she was told and didn’t ask twice, it had got colder as she had got out of the car. Once she was inside the butler closed the door behind them.

The inside took her breath away. The entrance was all stone with a massive red rug that had a small table on it. On the table were fresh red roses in a beautiful vase. On her left-hand side were the stairs that went to the next floor. The stairs were carpeted with the same material of the rug. The walls all had huge paintings hung with images of people in old-fashioned clothes. It was as if she had stepped back in time.

In front of her was a selection of four sofas. They were grey and black with a red printed rose. The fireplace was lit as she saw logs burning that made it warm and cosy in its own way. To the left of the sofas was a big wooden oak table and ten chairs. The chandelier's looked very elegant. They were switched on but they were on low.

‘Miss Evelyn, I am Frederico, I will be serving you anything you need. May I take your coat?’ he asked.

‘Yes, thank you!’ she said as she took off her coat and handed it to Frederico.

‘The master has asked that you dine alone tonight, but he will see you tomorrow evening.’ he said.

‘I see.’ she said as she thought it odd that he would not greet her. But she would not ask questions, he was paying her lots of money to do something she enjoyed.

‘Dinner will be in five minutes. Please take a seat at the table and I will bring it you.’ he said as he showed her to the table.

She followed him and was seated at the head of the table, where she saw that it had been laid out for her already. There was a glass and a small decanter of red wine. The cutlery was laid out like she was in a hotel. 

She took the napkin and placed it on her lap, wondering what she would have to eat. Anything was appreciated at this point as she was hungry. She saw Frederico come back with a big black tray that had a big plate of something that smelt divine.

‘I hope you like it; I have made you pasta with spicy sauce and grated cheese. The garlic bread is homemade as well so please enjoy.’ he said as he placed the plates in front of her so she could look at the food.

‘It smells delicious, thank you.’ she said as she saw him walk away leaving her to eat her food. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
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From the corner of his eyes, he saw her eating as she sat at the table. She looked better in person than in his visions. He would monitor her and leave her for tonight. Tomorrow would be a fresh new day, and he could meet her in person. She smelt divine and perfect. To him she was perfect. 

He heard everything she was thinking and smiled when she said to herself, ‘I hope we get on. Shame I could not have met him. Tomorrow is another day’. 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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Once she had eaten her dinner, she sat back and felt stuffed. She had eaten well and compliments to the chef. She wanted to tell Frederico how much she enjoyed her meal, but he was nowhere about. She felt tired now as she yawned. She looked around as she sensed that someone watched her. But there was nobody there, just her. This felt odd and eerie but strange, in a way that she knew this place, yet she had never been here before.

The shadows from the dim lights and the fireplace caused her to be alert as she couldn’t shake the feeling that someone was watching her.

Frederico appeared from nowhere as she stepped away from the table.

‘Shall I show you to your room Miss Evelyn?’ he asked.

‘Yes, please. Thank you for the meal, it was lovely.’ she said. 

‘You are very welcome!’ he said as he led her up the stairs to the next floor. 

The same red carpet appeared on the landing. The dark wood made it look darker, and the dim lights created shadows on the carpet, as if they were people. The images made her cautious. He led her to the left-hand side of the corridor and walked down to the very end where there was door that was ajar and a little light could be seen.

He stepped inside the room with Evelyn behind him. She was amazed at the room; it had a four-poster bed with wooden stumps and a red velvet canopy. On the floor was a grey and red rug with black roses. The walls were smooth stone with a wooden edging on the ceiling edges. The mini chandelier looked beautiful, even though it was not on. The light had come from the side of the bed where there was a lamp on the bedside table. 

‘I will let you rest Miss Evelyn. See you in the morning!’ he said as he wished her goodnight and left the room and closed the door behind him. 

She saw her suitcase was empty. In the big chest of drawers all her clothes had been put away. Even her toiletries were in the en-suite. She had to admit they had thought of everything.

She got herself ready for bed as she had a quick shower and into her pyjamas. She tucked herself in as she felt the luxury silk and satin sheets on the bed. Luxury was the first word she thought of. As soon as her head hit the pillow, she found herself asleep. 

‘Goodnight!’ he whispered into her ear as he stroked her face. She brushed off his hand and continued to sleep.
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Evelyn woke up feeling refreshed. She didn’t normally sleep well in a different bed on the first night, but she had to admit she had. She sat up in bed and looked at the room in the daylight. It was stunning and she loved how the room had a woman’s touch. 

There was a knock on the door, as she jumped up not expecting anyone to come that early in the morning. She looked at her watch, and it read 5.45. She was and always had been an early bird, getting up early was what she did. 

‘Come in.’ she said as she made sure, she was decent. She didn’t want to give the staff a bad impression of her.

The door opened as Frederico came in with a small tray in his hand. He placed the tray on her bed next to her.

‘Good morning, Miss, Evelyn, A fresh pot of tea and Toast.’ he said as he stood at the end of the bed.

‘Thank you Frederico. It is lovely.’ she said.

‘You are welcome miss Evelyn. Today I will show you the paper room. When you are ready let me know and I will show you where it is.’ he said

‘I would like that. Thank you.’ she said as she looked at the steaming hot pot of tea that had her name on it.

With that he made his way to the open door and left the room as he closed the door quietly behind him. She placed the tray further down the bed and got out to open her curtains. The curtains were a thick red velvet drape that felt luxurious and very expensive. These were things she could only have dreamed of having in her house.

The view was spectacular as she looked out and saw the mountains and the forest that surrounded the bottom of the mountains in its beauty all its own. She was literally in the middle of nowhere.

Italy was a beautiful country, and this job took her to places that she would never have known. She turned around and saw everything as it was in the bedroom. Her four-poster bed looked even better in the daytime. The rich plush of the carpet under her bare feet made her feel snug. The room didn’t have any heating in it, yet she didn’t feel cold at all. It felt just right.

The big old wardrobe was next to the chest of drawers on the opposite wall near the en-suite door. The castle appeared to be in a good state. Lord Valerius looked after his castle.

She liked what she saw. She sat back on the bed and drank more of her tea as she contemplated how she would start to look through 4000 books. That must be a vast collection, someone who loved books and she admired them for that.

She thought she could hear someone outside her door. The light under the door went dark then it went light again. She stood up and walked to the door slowly, she feared who it was, she had to see if anyone was behind the door.

She opened the door and saw an envelope on the floor, the same as the one she had received with a single red rose on the top of it. She bent down and picked up the envelope and rose. She looked down the corridor and saw nobody. Yet she still felt like someone was there and they were watching her.

She sighed as she went back into her room and closed the door. She sat on her bed and looked at her rose. It was beautiful. She held it up to her nose and smelt it. These red roses always reminded her of her parent's garden when she was little. 

She opened the cream-coloured envelope. The paper was the same as the letter and the writing was the same. It read;

‘Good morning, 

Hope you are well after your first night in the castle. Frederico has been allocated to look after you while you are here in the castle. Please do not hesitate to ask for whatever you need. 

I look forward in meeting you in person this evening and you telling me all your new findings from the paper room. 

One more thing, avoid the west wing, it is not allowed for anyone due to minor work that is happening. Please feel free to look everywhere else, but not the West wing
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