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    To the Coven: those who know the truth is always found in the darkest corners of the library.
Step quietly beneath these Gothic spires and read the only history that matters—the one written in wicked hunger and deep, forbidden Lore. We are conspirators now.
P.S., Skip to Chapters Two and Three if you need to know which secrets break first.
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PREVIOUSLY
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In The Velvet Cage: Prepared For The Vampire Lord, the shadows of the hidden Scriptorium could no longer contain the celestial storm brewing within Kaelys. Leaving the secrets of the past behind, she shed the final remnants of the Dross-Pit to embrace a magnificent, perilous new destiny: Lord Vraelozar's Arcane Consort.

The transition required a rapturous, calculated transformation. To shield her awakened mage abilities from the venomous ambitions of the High Council, her crude iron containment collar was masterfully disguised beneath a breathtaking cage of blood-diamonds. But the true preparation took place in the dark. Through a fiercely possessive and intoxicating claiming, Vraelozar fortified their elemental bond, ensuring his golden conduit would stand unyielding against the immortal predators of the Spire.

​Now, the time for preparation is over. Adorned in heavy emerald silk and spun gold, Kaelys must face the ultimate display of power. The doors to the Grand Ballroom have parted for the highly anticipated Ball of the Eclipse. Beneath floating bioluminescence and surrounded by masquerading nobility, she steps onto the midnight-hued stone. Escorted by her calculating Vampire Lord and her fiercely devoted Gargoyle sentinel, Vornath, Kaelys is about to learn that surviving the Spire’s secrets was only the prelude. The music is starting, and a lethal new dance awaits.
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​CHAPTER ONE
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The Grand Ballroom of the Celestial Spire breathed. Beneath Kaelys’s slippers, the floor of midnight-hued stone pulsed with a rhythmic, subterranean heat, as if the entire structure were a slumbering beast dreaming of ancient conquests. It was a cathedral of excess, where the architecture was designed to humble the mortal spirit while elevating the immortal. Above, the vaulted ceiling shimmered with floating bioluminescence, casting a teal, ethereal glow over the sea of masquerading nobility. Every figure in the room was a masterpiece of artifice—silk, lace, and hidden intentions, all moving in the calculated cadence of a Court that had forgotten the meaning of time.

Kaelys felt the weight of her own attire, a gown of emerald silk and spun gold that shimmered with every movement. Adorning her throat, hidden beneath the extravagant, opulent expanse of the Blood-Diamond Cage Necklace, lay the containment collar. The collar’s heavy iron and silver functional links were the only things grounding her humming energy, but to the hungry eyes of the Court, the collar was a dangerous sign of her unstable nature—a flaw they would exploit to drain her of her influence if they ever discovered it. The necklace was her salvation, a masterpiece of glittering wealth that served as a beautiful, distracting veil. It was the physical manifestation of the velvet cage she now inhabited—a gorgeous restraint designed to hide her lethal nature in plain sight, ensuring no one looked past the diamonds to see the iron beneath. She was a guest of honor, a curiosity, and a potential prize, all at once.

Vornath stood a few paces behind her, his hulking form draped in charcoal velvet that failed to disguise the muscled reality of his Gargoyle lineage. His eyes, like embers of molten earth, scanned the crowd with unblinking intensity. He was a silent anchor in a room filled with drifting, vapid souls.

"They are hungry tonight, little bird," Vornath murmured, his voice a low vibration that carried clearly to her ears, grounding her against the swirling opulence.

Kaelys adjusted the delicate white porcelain mask concealing her upper face. "They are bored, Vornath. And they believe I am the most exquisite toy they have found in centuries."

"They do not know what you have become," he replied, his gaze flickering towards a group of whispering aristocrats who dared not approach. "They do not know the whispers you carry."

The ballroom was a sprawling theater of prestige, where the air tasted of chilled lilies, expensive perfume, and the faint, metallic tang of necro-fuel. Nobles glided past in a blur of jewel-toned fabrics, their movements as calculated and precise as the internal gears of the Spire itself. Here, in the heart of the High Lords’ domain, every smile was a strategic maneuver, every lingering glance a calculated assessment of worth. Kaelys watched them, noting the way they moved through the chamber—a dance of power where the smallest shift in standing could lead to ruin.

She felt the Living Mortar beneath her feet—the foundation of the Spire, built upon the silent consumption of mortal souls. The walls were not merely decorative. They were repositories of memory, and as she stood here, she could hear the Spire whispering the secrets of the Court, a thousand years of whispered intrigue and sighs of longing embedded in the very mortar.

A figure drifted towards her, cutting through the crowd with a predator's grace. He was tall, his frame angular and sharp, draped in a coat of dark wool that seemed to absorb the ambient light. His mask was a jagged piece of dark metal, obscuring all but the lower half of his face, which was twisted into a smile of perpetual, hungry curiosity.

"A creature of your burgeoning potential," he murmured, his voice smooth, like honeyed steel, "should not be tethered to such pedestrian rhythms. This music... it is designed for those who wish to sleep, not for those who wish to wake."

Kaelys tightened her grip on her fan, her gaze never wavering. "You speak as if you know the nature of my wakefulness, sir. But I have not yet had the pleasure of a formal introduction."

The stranger’s lips curled into a slow, deliberate smile. "Formality is a burden for the unimaginative. I am Krov. And I have spent a very long time observing the patterns of this Court, searching for a rhythm that might finally catch my interest." He reached out, his gloved fingers grazing the air near her hand. "Tell me, Kaelys, have you ever considered what lies beyond the glass?"

"She is engaged," Vornath’s voice cut through the air like a blade of stone, but Krov did not even acknowledge the Gargoyle.

"The invitation was not for the guard," Krov whispered, his eyes locking onto hers. "Just one dance, Kaelys. Let me show you the truth of the void."

The court swirled around them, an ocean of masks and secrets. Nearby, a group of dancers spun in a complex, rhythmic formation, their movements synchronized by the pulse of the Spire itself. It was all a game, and the board was set.

Krov’s presence was a vacuum, drawing the heat from the air around him. He moved closer, the scent of ripe violets and ozone becoming an intoxicating pressure. Kaelys felt her will begin to soften, the edges of her resolve blurring as the compulsion flooded her senses. It was a wave of liquid pleasure that made her want to lean into the sensation.

Then, a sudden drop in temperature turned the air to ice. Lord Vraelozar materialized, his presence a glacial shift in the atmosphere that silenced the music and froze the dancers in their tracks. He stood between Kaelys and Krov, his midnight hair catching the bioluminescent light. His eyes, pools of eternal, frozen depths, swept over Krov with a chilling, effortless grace.

"Lord Krov," Vraelozar said, his voice a low, resonant chord that seemed to emanate from the walls themselves. "You are trespassing in my estate."

"I am merely offering a dance, Vraelozar," Krov retorted, his smile tightening. "Something she clearly desires."

"She desires only what I permit," Vraelozar declared, his hand coming to rest on the small of Kaelys's back. The touch was cold, but it sent a shockwave of electric heat through her frame, grounding her instantly.

The ballroom became a battleground of wills. Krov’s eyes flashed with a flicker of internal agitation, and the shadows in the room began to coil. A storm of dark energy crackled between the two High Lords. The other dancers scrambled backwards, their masks fluttering like frightened moths. Kaelys felt the air in the room thicken, the architectural whispers of the Spire rising into a roar of expectation. The walls were hungry. They were fueling the coming storm.

"Do not test the limits of my hospitality," Vraelozar murmured, the shadows around him deepening, turning into elongated claws that scraped against the marble floor.

Krov’s response was a surge of violet light, a ripple of mental energy designed to shatter the fragile reality of the ballroom. Kaelys felt the wave hit her, a sensation of drowning in sweet, heady incense. She saw Vraelozar move—a blur of pale skin and swirling darkness—as he countered with a wave of absolute, freezing calm.

Kaelys felt the power within her rise to meet them. It was not the chaotic roar of before, but a focused, crystalline hum. The Spire was feeding her, pouring the history

















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE NECRO-BLOOD VAMPIRE CYCLE BOOK #10

DANGE OF
OF THEWVOID

\THE VAMPIRE’S FIRST NIGHT
“.‘e ﬂ{ - "
a ' - L :

: ‘g \

One dance to ruin me, one touch to save m

SHADOWLYN DRAKE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





