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Chapter 1 – The Tattoo That Shouldn't Exist
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The rain had been falling since sunset, turning the city streets into mirrors of blurred neon lights and shimmering reflections. Cars hissed over wet asphalt while people hurried beneath umbrellas, eager to escape the cold evening. Tucked between an old bookstore and a twenty-four-hour café stood a narrow tattoo studio with a black wooden sign above its door.

Midnight Ink.

To most people, it was simply one of the city's best tattoo parlors.

To those who belonged to the hidden supernatural world, it was something far rarer.

It was sacred ground.

Inside, warm amber lights reflected off polished floors and framed sketches covering every wall. Dragons intertwined with roses. Wolves howled beneath crescent moons. Ancient runes blended into modern geometric designs so seamlessly that only someone versed in magic would notice the symbols concealed within the artwork.

Soft jazz drifted from hidden speakers while the scent of antiseptic mixed with sandalwood incense.

Tady carefully cleaned his workstation.

At twenty-nine, he appeared no older than any talented young artist who had built a successful business through dedication and creativity. His dark hair fell just above piercing silver-gray eyes that seemed to notice details everyone else overlooked. Lean muscles shifted beneath the sleeves of his black shirt as he organized bottles of ink with practiced precision.

Only one thing about him seemed unusual.

He never worked during the day.

His appointments began after sunset and often lasted until dawn.

Most clients assumed he preferred the nightlife.

The truth was much older.

Much darker.

Tady was one of the Last Immortals—a vampire who had walked the earth for nearly four centuries.

He had lived through kingdoms rising and falling, watched cities burn and be rebuilt, and learned countless trades before discovering that tattooing offered something he had never expected.

It allowed him to leave beauty behind instead of death.

The bell above the entrance chimed softly.

His final client of the evening stepped inside.

The man wore a charcoal coat despite the humid summer rain. His face remained hidden beneath the shadow of a hood, but Tady immediately noticed something strange.

The man's heartbeat skipped every few seconds.

Not from illness.

From magic.

"You're open late," the stranger said.

"I always am."

"I need a tattoo."

Tady smiled politely.

"So do most people who walk through that door."

The man didn't laugh.

Instead, he reached into his pocket and unfolded an old piece of yellowed parchment.

"I want this."

Tady's expression changed.

The drawing depicted a raven perched upon a twisted branch surrounded by elegant circles of unfamiliar symbols.

His fingers tightened around the parchment.

He knew those symbols.

No...

He remembered them.

Very few people alive had ever seen this design.

Even fewer should have.

"Where did you find this?" Tady asked quietly.

The stranger shrugged.

"Family heirloom."

Tady looked into the man's eyes.

He was lying.

But not completely.

"Can you do it?"

For a long moment, silence filled the studio.

Finally, Tady nodded.

"I can."

The client removed his coat and rolled up his sleeve.

His skin carried dozens of faded scars.

Old magical scars.

Whoever this man truly was, he had survived things no ordinary human ever could.

Tady prepared the stencil without another question.

Some secrets announced themselves when they were ready.

Others had to remain buried.

The tattoo machine buzzed to life.

Normally, tattooing was both art and routine.

Tonight felt different.

The moment the needle touched skin, an icy sensation crawled through Tady's hands.

The black ink shimmered.

Almost breathed.

His heartbeat slowed.

A forgotten language whispered somewhere beyond hearing.

One by one, the hidden runes appeared beneath the fresh ink.

Tiny silver lines glowed between the feathers of the raven before fading almost instantly.

The client inhaled sharply.

"Did you see that?"

Tady kept working.

"See what?"

"The light."

"There wasn't any."

The stranger stared at the tattoo but remained silent.

As the final stroke completed the raven's wing, every light inside the studio flickered.

The air grew unnaturally cold.

For the briefest moment, Tady thought he saw another pair of hands guiding his own.

Large hands.

Steady hands.

Hands he had not seen for over two hundred years.

Master Lucien.

His creator.

His mentor.

Gone since the night he vanished without explanation.

The vision disappeared as quickly as it had come.

The lights steadied.

The room returned to normal.

Tady slowly removed his gloves.

"We're finished."

The stranger examined the tattoo in the mirror.

The raven looked alive.

Its feathers possessed impossible depth, while the surrounding symbols appeared decorative to an ordinary eye.

But anyone capable of sensing magic would understand.

The tattoo had awakened.

The client smiled for the first time.

"It's perfect."

He paid entirely in antique gold coins.

Another sign he wasn't human.

Before leaving, he paused beside the door.

"You've inherited more than talent."

Then he disappeared into the rain.

Tady remained frozen.

Those words echoed inside his mind long after the door closed.

He locked the studio and switched off the neon sign outside.

Midnight had come.

Usually, he would spend another hour sketching designs before returning to the apartment above the shop.

Tonight, something urged him elsewhere.

Downstairs.

Beneath the studio.

He unlocked a hidden trapdoor concealed beneath an old Persian rug.

Stone steps descended into darkness.

The basement had existed long before the building itself.

Candles lit themselves as he entered.

Shelves overflowing with ancient journals lined rough stone walls.

Glass bottles held inks mixed centuries ago.

Silver needles rested beside carved wooden boxes.

This was no ordinary storage room.

It was the workshop of vampire tattoo masters.

Or rather...

The last remaining one.

Tady carefully opened a weathered leather journal.

Its pages had belonged to Lucien.

He turned to sketches matching the raven tattoo.

There it was.

Exactly the same.

Every feather.

Every rune.

Every impossible detail.

Beside the drawing, Lucien had written only three words.

Never complete this.

Tady frowned.

Too late.

A sudden knock echoed upstairs.

Not on the front door.

Three slow knocks.

Then two fast ones.

An old magical signal.

Someone from the hidden world.

Tady climbed the stairs, every instinct sharpening.

When he opened the studio door, rain swept inside on a cold gust of wind.

Standing beneath a black umbrella was a man about his own apparent age.

Tall.

Dark blond hair damp from the storm.

A long charcoal coat concealed elegant clothes beneath.

His green eyes glowed faintly with restrained magical power.

Around his neck hung a silver pendant engraved with a seven-pointed star.

A warlock.

Not merely a practitioner of magic.

A powerful one.

The stranger carried an enormous leather-bound book wrapped in protective chains etched with glowing runes.

He studied Tady carefully before speaking.

"You are Tady?"

"I am."

The man lifted the ancient book into view.

"I've spent six years searching for the person who created this tattoo."

He opened the book.

On one brittle page appeared the very same raven design Tady had completed less than an hour earlier.

Identical.

Even the hidden runes matched perfectly.

The stranger looked directly into Tady's eyes.

"There hasn't been a tattoo master capable of this magic for over three hundred years."

His voice remained calm.

"But tonight..."

He glanced toward the fresh scent of ink lingering inside the studio.

"...someone proved the legends wrong."

The rain continued falling between them.

Neither man moved.

Neither looked away.

For the first time in centuries, Tady felt destiny quietly step across the threshold of his studio.

And it had arrived carrying a spellbook.
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Chapter 2 – Secrets Beneath the Ink
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Rain continued to drum softly against the windows of Midnight Ink.

For several long moments, neither man spoke.

Tady stood just inside the doorway, one hand resting casually on the frame, though every instinct remained alert. The stranger's magical aura was unlike anything he had sensed in decades. It wasn't wild or threatening. It was disciplined, carefully controlled, like a river flowing beneath solid ice.

The man closed the ancient spellbook and lowered it to his side.

"My name is Remy."

"Tady."

"I know."

Tady raised an eyebrow.

"I've been looking for you."

"That's impossible."

Remy offered a faint smile.

"I thought so too."

After another moment of silence, Tady stepped aside.

"You'd better come in."

The bell above the door chimed softly as Remy entered the studio. He removed his rain-soaked coat and carefully laid the chained spellbook upon a nearby table.

His eyes wandered around the room.

Sketches.

Tattoo machines.

Shelves filled with colorful inks.

Ancient symbols hidden among modern artwork.

"It really is here," he whispered.

"What is?"

"The last sanctuary."

Tady folded his arms.

"This is a tattoo studio."

Remy looked directly at him.

"No."

His voice became almost reverent.

"This is the final workshop of the Crimson Ink Brotherhood."

The words struck Tady harder than he expected.

Very few people even knew the name.

Almost no one alive should have.

"You've heard of them?"

"Heard?" Remy replied.

"I've spent most of my adult life studying them."

He gently opened the chained book.

The brittle pages smelled of old parchment and lavender.

Hand-drawn illustrations covered every page.

Tattoo patterns.

Protective circles.

Vampire crests.

Magical formulas written in faded crimson ink.

Remy carefully turned several pages until he found an elaborate illustration of six vampires standing together inside what appeared to be an ancient cathedral.

Each bore glowing tattoos across their arms and necks.

"They were called the Crimson Ink Brotherhood," Remy explained. "Not warriors. Not kings."

"Tattoo artists."

Tady remained silent.

"They believed that magic didn't belong in weapons."

Remy pointed toward the illustration.

"They placed it beneath the skin."

He turned another page.

"Every enchanted tattoo carried a purpose."

He pointed to different symbols.

"This one shielded the wearer from possession."

Another.

"This one slowed magical poison."

Another.

"This protected immortal minds from memory curses."

Tady recognized every design.

Lucien had taught him each one.

Not as history.

As daily lessons.

"Ordinary ink fades," Remy continued.

"Their ink never truly disappeared. It bonded with blood itself."

Tady slowly approached the table.

"Where did you find this book?"

"A hidden monastery beneath Prague."

"It shouldn't exist."

"I nearly died retrieving it."

Remy laughed softly.

"Twice."

Despite himself, Tady smiled.

"You don't seem the reckless type."

"I'm usually not."

His smile faded.

"But grief makes people brave."

Tady noticed the change immediately.

There was pain hidden behind Remy's calm expression.

Old pain.

The kind that never completely healed.

Before he could ask, Remy continued.

"Three centuries ago the Brotherhood disappeared almost overnight."

"The official records say they
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