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Preface

 

 

The myth of the vampire has long been trapped in a familiar cycle: the aristocratic monster brooding in the shadows, or the tragic outcast lamenting a lost humanity.

With Varna Dracul: Vengeance Of The Nightwalkers, the aim was to break that cycle by stripping away modern romanticism and returning to something far more ancient, visceral, and cosmic.

At the core of this story lies the tension between the physical and the spiritual. Drawing inspiration from ancient mysticism, esoteric alchemy, and high-octane dark fantasy, Varna Dracul reimagines the vampire not merely as a blood-drinking predator, but as a unique creature capable of walking between worlds, the evolutionary link between the physical world and the astral realm.

To the readers who love deep lore, ancient sorcery, fast-paced action, and quiet moments of profound human connection—this book is for you.

— Adel Selim
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Chapter 1: Cold Pulse

 

 

The alarm hadn’t rung yet, but Julian Dragomir’s eyes snapped open precisely at 4:45 AM.

He didn’t wake up the way humans did—sluggish, bathed in the soft haze of lingering dreams. He awoke all at once, cold and motionless, his gaze fixed on the water-stained ceiling of his high-rise apartment. Outside his window, the modern metropolis hummed with the low, electric groan of five million people preparing to start their day.

To them, morning meant coffee, sunlight, and the gentle acceleration of a warm pulse. To Julian, it meant the ritual.

He sat up slowly. His joints were stiff, his skin carrying the pale, bloodless chill of a marble statue. He reached for his nightstand, opening a heavy, biometric steel safe hidden behind a stack of architectural blueprints. Inside lay three amber glass vials and a sleek, pressurized pneumatic injector.

Nectar-9.

Julian prepped the device with practiced, mechanical precision. He pressed the cold steel nozzle against the left side of his neck, right over
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VARNA DRACUL

the silent carotid artery. He squeezed the release.

A sharp, hiss-like pop echoed through the quiet room as the dark amber liquid was forced directly through his skin.

The reaction was instant and brutal.

Julian’s chest heaved violently as the synthetic biotech compound flooded his bloodstream. His dormant nervous system fired off millions of forced electrical signals. A shudder racked his spine as his heart— dead and idle for over a century—was jolted into a artificial, rhythmic thrashing. His body temperature spiked from the frost of a corpse to a synthetic 98.6 degrees. Micro-capsules of synthetic warmth forced color into his pale cheeks, disguising the predatory angles of his jawline under the soft flush of human mortality.

He gripped the edge of the bed, gasping for air he didn’t strictly need, waiting for the agony to pass.

Beat… beat… beat. The artificial pulse settled into a steady, convincing thump.

Julian leaned over his knees, wiping a thin bead of forced sweat from his forehead. He looked at his reflection in the dark television screen across the room. The glowing crimson rings in his pupils had receded, masked by the drug into a dull, unassuming hazel.

 

To the world outside, he was Julian Dragomir: a thirty-something architectural designer who worked too hard and drank too much coffee. No one suspected that behind the crisp linen suits and the quiet
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CHAPTER 1: COLD PULSE

demeanor lived a creature of the apex bloodline, suppressing his true nature with black-market pharmaceutical chains just to walk among the cattle without eating them.

He pulled on his coat and stepped out into the morning rain.

The city was a deluge of gray umbrellas and wet asphalt. Julian walked through the crowds, feeling the familiar, grinding dissonance that defined his existence. He was surrounded by millions of humans, yet he was completely alone. He could smell the iron in their veins, hear the stuttering skip of their heartbeats when they hurried past him, feel the quiet desperation of their mundane anxieties.

He felt like a ghost playing dress-up. Traditionalist vampires would have called him a traitor, a pathetic parasite clinging to a human fantasy. But Julian didn’t want their dark, blood-soaked thrones. He just wanted peace.

And peace, for Julian, existed in only one place.

At the corner of 4th and Mercer sat Atelier Antiqua, a subterranean art restoration workshop nestled beneath a row of historic brownstones. The air inside always smelled of aged varnish, dried turpentine, crushed linseed oil, and old paper—a warm, grounding scent that dulled Julian’s overstimulated predatory senses.

Julian pushed open the heavy oak door, the brass chime ringing softly above. “You’re early,” a voice called out from behind a tall, canvas-draped easel. Elena Mercer stepped into view, wiping a smear of dark pigment from her cheek with the back of her forearm. Her dark brown hair was pinned up loosely, a pair of jeweler’s magnification goggles
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resting atop her head.

The moment Julian looked at her, the artificial heavy thud in his chest felt a little less forced. Elena was human warmth in its purest form— unfiltered, vibrant, and fiercely devoted to breathing life back into forgotten history.

“The rain was heavy,” Julian said, offering a rare, genuine smile as he set a brown paper bag on her worktable. “I brought the roast you like. Extra espresso.” Elena’s eyes lit up. She pulled off her goggles and took the cup, leaning up to kiss his cheek. Julian held his breath for a split second, praying the Nectar-9 was holding his skin at the right temperature.

“You’re a lifesaver, Dragomir,” she murmured, inhaling the steam. “I’ve been here since three in the morning. The private shipment from the Danube dig arrived late last night.”

Julian walked deeper into the workshop, his eyes scanning the tables overflowing with fragmented marble, faded oil canvases, and delicate centuries-old textiles. “Anything interesting?”

“Interesting is an understatement,” Elena said, her voice rich with excitement. She gestured toward a velvet-lined wooden crate sitting beneath the soft glow of an overhead desk lamp. “It’s a late 15th-century relic unearthed from an unmapped crypt near the Romanian border. The local museum sent it to me directly for stabilization before the public unveiling.”

Julian approached the table.

Lying inside the crate was a heavy, ornate bronze mirror frame, roughly
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CHAPTER 1: COLD PULSE

the size of a shield. It was encrusted with centuries of mineral deposits and dried earth, but the craftsmanship beneath was unmistakable. Carved along the outer rim were intricate, twisting vines of nightshade intertwined with stylized serpents.

At the apex of the bronze frame sat an ancient, unmistakable symbol: a loop crossing over a horizontal bar, flanked by twin fangs.

An Ankh. But not a Egyptian one. It was darker, heavier, etched with dark sorcerous geometry.

Julian froze. His artificial heartbeat stuttered.

“Isn’t it incredible?” Elena asked, leaning over the table beside him, completely oblivious to his stiffened posture. “The metallurgy is bizarre. It shouldn’t have survived the moisture in that soil, but there isn’t a speck of rust on the core alloy. It’s almost as if…”

Her voice faded into a muffled hum in Julian’s ears. His eyes were locked on the ancient bronze surface. His instinct warned him to step back, to get out of the workshop, to tear his gaze away. But a deep, primal pull—something encoded into the very marrow of his repressed Vampire blood—drew his hand forward.

“Julian? Are you okay?” Elena asked, reaching for his arm. “You look pale—” Before she could touch him, Julian’s bare fingers brushed the cool metal edge of the bronze frame.

The moment skin met bronze, the Nectar-9 in his bloodstream violently turned against him.
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It wasn’t just a chemical reaction; it was a total biological revolt. The ancient relic reacted to the synthetic, drug-suppressed Vampire virus in his blood like water hitting boiling oil. The amber compound neutralizing his DNA instantly fractured.

A violent, electrical spasm shot up Julian’s arm.

Crack.

Julian gasped, but no air filled his lungs. His body locked up in a terrifying micro-seizure, his knees buckling as his vision snapped from the warm lighting of the workshop into an overwhelming, violent psychic flash.

Blood.

He smelled ash and burning cedar. He wasn’t in the workshop anymore. He was standing beneath a blood-red sky, looking down at a vast, obsidian altar. Thousands of corpses lay piled in the mud, their blood flowing into carved stone gutters toward a central abyss. Above him, a towering shadow of smoke and pale, glowing eyes stretched across the horizon, tearing through the clouds.

A voice, echoing with the crushing weight of a collapsing mountain, reverber-ated directly inside his skull:

“THE SEED OF THE DRAGON STILL BREATHES.”

“Julian!” The world snapped back in a blinding, terrifying flash.

Julian slammed into the floorboards, tearing the velvet lining off the

worktable as he went down. His chest heaved erratically. The forced, steady rhythm of the Nectar-9 was gone—his heart was hammering at a
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CHAPTER 1: COLD PULSE

supernatural, violent speed, trying to break free of the drug’s control. In the dark reflection of a glass cabinet nearby, he saw it: his pupils were burning with a brilliant, predatory crimson ring, eating away at the hazel disguise.

Elena was on her knees beside him, her hands trembling as she reached for his face. “Julian! Oh God, Julian, look at me! What happened?!”

Julian clamped his eyes shut, desperately fighting the surge of adrenaline, forcing his ancient instincts back down into the dark. He buried his face in his hands, gritting his teeth until his jaw clicked, praying his fangs wouldn’t extend in front of her.

“Don’t…” he choked out, his voice raspy and ice-cold. “Don’t touch me… please…”

“You had a seizure! I’m calling an ambulance—”

“No!” Julian snapped, his hand shooting out with terrifying, super-

human speed, catching her wrist in mid-air. Elena gasped, freezing instantly. The room went deathly quiet.

Julian realized his grip was too tight. He looked up, catching the flash of genuine confusion and fear in her eyes. The flush of warmth on his skin was fading rapidly, replaced by the telltale death-chill he spent every morning fighting to hide.

He released her wrist slowly, his hands trembling as he forced himself to breathe.

“No ambulances,” Julian whispered, his voice shaking as he forced his pupils to dilate, burying the crimson glow under sheer willpower. “I… I have a medical condition. A reaction to my medication. I’m sorry, Elena.
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I’m so sorry.”

Elena sat back on her heels, holding her wrist, her eyes wide as she looked at the man she loved—realizing, perhaps for the very first time, that there was a terrifying abyss hiding behind his quiet, tired eyes.

On the table above them, the ancient bronze mirror sat quietly under the lamp. The faint layer of dust covering the fanged Ankh had burned away, leaving the metal glowing with a faint, residual heat.
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Chapter 2: Price Of Mortality

 

The rain had turned into a toxic, sleet-heavy downpour by the time Julian reached the financial district.

He moved quickly, his collar turned up against the wind, his hands jammed deep into his coat pockets. His palms were still clammy, his heart hammering in erratic, unnatural staccato bursts. The micro-seizure in Elena’s workshop had left a bitter, metallic tang on the back of his tongue—the taste of dormant Vampire blood trying to break through its synthetic leash.

He couldn’t get her face out of his mind. The shock. The sudden, instinctual flash of fear when his hand had clamped around her wrist with the crushing force of a iron vise. He had spent years carefully constructing the illusion of a gentle, unassuming man, only for a piece of cold bronze to shatter it in three seconds.

Julian turned down an alleyway behind the Aegis Biome Research Institute—a gleaming, forty-story tower of smoked glass and steel. To the public, Aegis was a pioneer in gene-therapy and cellular longevity. To the underground Suppressant community, its lowest sub-basement housed the only sanctuary keeping hundreds of hidden vampires from devolving into feral predators.
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He approached a heavy steel fire door set deep into the concrete foundation. Julian pressed his palm against an unlabeled glass panel.

A red laser swept over his hand, analyzing his pulse rate, skin tem-perature, and cellular density. For a tense three seconds, the scanner hummed uncertainly—struggling to reconcile the chaotic mix of Nectar-9 and active Vampire DNA in his veins.

Click-clack.

The magnetic locks disengaged with a heavy pneumatic hiss. Julian slipped inside and took the private service elevator deep beneath the city’s bedrock.

Level B5 did not look like an ancient vampire sanctuary. It looked like an elite, sterile trauma center. Chrome gurneys, glowing diagnostic monitors, and centrifuge machines lined the walls. The air smelled of ozone, isopropyl alcohol, and the faint, sweet underlying scent of synthetic plasma.

“Dragomir. You look like hell.”

Dr. Vane stepped out from behind a glass partition, pulling off a pair of rubber surgical gloves. Vane was a sleek, impeccably tailored man in his late fifties with sharp grey eyes and silvering temples. He was a vampire himself—a high-tier scholar who had abandoned the traditionalist blood-cults decades ago to pursue the science of suppression.

“I had a reaction,” Julian said, leaning heavily against a steel examination table. “A bad one.”

Vane stopped, his sharp eyes narrowing instantly. “A reaction to what?
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