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    To those who have ever found themselves drawn toward a love they were told to fear.
May you have the courage to face the darkness, the strength to break the chains of destiny, and the wisdom to choose a love that honors your freedom.
For even beneath the shadow of eternity, two hearts can find a light powerful enough to change everything.
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Chapter 1: The Blood Moon Encounter
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The mountains surrounding Ravens hollow disappeared beneath a blanket of silver mist as the old bus slowly climbed the narrow road leading into town.

Elena Moreau shifted uncomfortably in her seat and glanced at the map spread across her lap. Her notebook rested beside it, filled with handwritten observations, research notes, and a carefully organized list of questions she hoped to answer during her visit.

Most graduate students spent their time inside university libraries.

Elena preferred places like this.

Forgotten places.

Places where history still breathed beneath crumbling stone walls and fading ink.

She pushed a loose strand of dark brown hair behind her ear and reread the title written across the first page of her notebook.

The Hidden Folklore of Isolated European Communities: Myth, Oral Tradition, and Historical Memory.

Her research advisor had called her project ambitious.

Her classmates had called it unusual.

Her grandmother had called it destiny.

A small smile touched Elena's lips at the memory.

Her grandmother had always believed that stories mattered.

Not because they were entertaining.

Because they preserved truth.

"Legends survive for a reason," she had often said.

As a child, Elena had spent countless evenings curled beside her grandmother's fireplace, listening to stories about ancient kingdoms, forgotten rituals, cursed bloodlines, and creatures that walked unseen among ordinary people.

Those stories had shaped her entire life.

And they had ultimately led her to Ravenshollow.

The bus suddenly slowed.

The driver glanced into the rearview mirror.

"Last stop."

Elena looked out the window.

The village appeared almost unreal.

Stone buildings lined the streets.

Iron lanterns cast pools of golden light onto narrow cobblestone pathways.

A towering church steeple rose above the rooftops.

Everything seemed trapped between centuries.

Modern cars were almost nonexistent.

Even the architecture felt untouched by time.

She gathered her belongings and stepped off the bus.

The cold immediately wrapped itself around her.

A sharp wind carried the scent of pine trees and approaching rain.

She pulled her coat closer.

The village square was nearly empty.

A bakery sat beside a small bookstore.

A flower shop occupied one corner of the square.

Several older residents stood outside a café, quietly talking.

As she passed them, their conversation stopped.

One woman looked directly at her.

"Excuse me," Elena said politely. "Could you tell me where the Hollow Creek Inn is?"

The woman pointed toward a narrow street.

"Second building on the right."

"Thank you."

The woman hesitated.

"You're not from here."

"No. I'm visiting for research."

"Research?"

Elena nodded.

"I'm studying local folklore and historical archives."

The woman's expression immediately changed.

"What kind of folklore?"

"The legends surrounding Ravens hollow."

The woman slowly crossed her arms.

"You should be careful."

Elena smiled politely.

"I always am."

"No."

The woman's eyes darkened.

"You should be very careful."

Before Elena could respond, the woman turned and walked away.

The exchange left an uncomfortable feeling in her chest.

But she quickly dismissed it.

Small, isolated towns often guarded their traditions.

Suspicion toward outsiders wasn't unusual.

At least, that was what she told herself.

The Hollow Creek Inn was exactly what she had expected.

Small.

Warm.

Old-fashioned.

A fire crackled inside the stone fireplace near the reception desk.

Wooden floors creaked beneath her footsteps.

Antique paintings covered the walls.

An elderly woman stood behind the counter.

"You must be Miss Moreau."

Elena smiled.

"Yes."

The innkeeper handed her a key.

"Room seven."

"Thank you."

The woman looked at the notebook tucked beneath Elena's arm.

"You're the historian from the university?"

"I am."

The woman's smile disappeared.

"You've come because of the cathedral."

It wasn't a question.

"Yes."

A strange silence followed.

The woman folded her hands together.

"Finish your work before nightfall."

Elena laughed softly.

"That's the second time someone has told me that today."

The innkeeper didn't laugh.

"There's a reason."

Something cold settled in Elena's stomach.

"What reason?"

The woman lowered her voice.

"There are stories about that place."

"Stories are exactly why I'm here."

The innkeeper leaned closer.

"Some stories should remain buried."

Two hours later, Elena sat in her room, surrounded by books and scattered notes.

A stack of copied manuscripts rested beside her laptop.

She carefully examined one of the documents.

The paper was centuries old.

The handwriting was faded.

But one name appeared repeatedly.

Draven.

She turned another page.

The name appeared again.

Another page.

Again.

Her curiosity intensified.

According to historical records, the Draven family had lived in Ravenshollow for generations.

Yet almost every official document containing information about them had either disappeared or been deliberately altered.

It didn't make sense.

She opened another manuscript.

Her eyes narrowed.

When the blood moon rises, the forgotten bond shall awaken.

She quickly underlined the sentence.

Another passage immediately caught her attention.

The bride shall return when the ancient blood calls her home.

Bride?

Home?

Ancient blood?

She flipped through several more pages.

The same themes continued appearing.

Blood.

Darkness.

A forgotten promise.

A family hidden in the shadows.

She glanced at the clock.

9:15 PM.

Her eyes drifted toward the window.

The cathedral's steeple was visible in the distance.

She should wait until morning.

That would be the responsible decision.

Instead, she reached for her coat.

The streets of Ravenshollow were completely deserted.

Fog drifted between buildings like ghostly smoke.

The only sound was the steady rhythm of her footsteps.

The cathedral stood at the edge of the village.

Massive stone walls rose toward the dark sky.

Broken statues guarded the entrance.

Ancient gargoyles stared down from weathered rooftops.

A rusted iron gate stood partially open.

Elena stepped inside.

Her flashlight illuminated a narrow path leading toward the main doors.

Vines covered much of the stone.

Time had left its mark on the once-magnificent building.

Yet the cathedral remained beautiful.

Almost sacred.

She climbed the stairs and pushed against the heavy wooden doors.

They opened with a long, mournful creak.

Cold air rushed past her.

The darkness inside was overwhelming.

Her flashlight revealed broken pews and shattered stained-glass windows.

Moonlight spilled across the floor.

Dust floated through the air.

Slowly, she moved deeper into the sanctuary.

Her light passed across faded murals painted onto the walls.

Religious symbols.

Ancient artwork.

Then she stopped.

One mural was unlike the others.

A crimson moon dominated the center of the painting.

Beneath it stood a man dressed in black.

Beside him stood a woman wearing a silver pendant.

Her breath caught.

The pendant.

Her hand immediately rose to her neck.

The pendant her grandmother had given her looked almost identical to the one painted on the wall.

Her heart began racing.

"No way."

She stepped closer.

Ancient Latin text surrounded the image.

Fortunately, Latin had been one of her strongest academic subjects.

She carefully translated the faded inscription.

"When the blood moon rises, the forbidden bride shall awaken the sleeping king."

A sudden gust of wind swept through the cathedral.

Her flashlight flickered.

She turned.

Nothing.

The building remained completely silent.

Then she heard it.

Footsteps.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Her pulse accelerated.

"Hello?"

No answer.

The footsteps continued.

Her flashlight swept across the sanctuary.

Empty.

She took a cautious step backward.

The sound came again.

Closer.

Her fingers tightened around the flashlight.

"Who's there?"

A shadow emerged from behind one of the stone columns.

Her breath stopped.

He was tall.

Much taller than she had expected.

Dark hair framed a face so striking that it almost seemed unreal.

His features were sharp and aristocratic.

His black coat blended effortlessly with the surrounding darkness.

But it was his eyes that held her attention.

There was something unsettling about them.

Something ancient.

He stopped several feet away.

Silence filled the cathedral.

Neither of them moved.

Then his gaze shifted.

Directly toward her pendant.

Every trace of emotion disappeared from his face.

"Where did you get that?"

His voice was calm.

Controlled.

Yet something dangerous hid beneath it.

Elena instinctively stepped backward.

"Who are you?"

His eyes never left the pendant.

"Answer the question."

Her heart pounded.

"It belonged to my grandmother."

The silver chain around her neck suddenly became warm.

She gasped.

The crimson stone began glowing.

A soft red light spread across its surface.

"What?"

She touched it.

The heat intensified.

The stranger took a single step toward her.

"Impossible."

"What is happening?"

He ignored the question.

Instead, he continued staring at the pendant.

The expression on his face shifted from surprise to disbelief.

Then something else appeared.

Fear.

Real fear.

"Tell me where you got it."

She crossed her arms.

"No."

His eyebrows lifted slightly.

"No?"

"No."

Despite her growing fear, irritation began replacing panic.

She had spent years researching ancient history.

She had travelled alone through unfamiliar cities.

And she certainly wasn't going to allow a complete stranger to interrogate her.

"You ask a lot of questions for someone who hasn't even introduced himself."

For the first time, a faint smile touched his lips.

"You should leave."

She almost laughed.

"Absolutely not."

His expression hardened.

"You don't understand."

"No, I don't."

She pointed toward the glowing
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