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Chapter 1: The Inheritance of Veins
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[image: ]he heavy oak door of the archive creaked, a sound like dry bone snapping under pressure. Silas stepped into the stale air, his lungs burning with the scent of dust


and ancient parchment. This was his father’s legacy, a tomb of forgotten knowledge hidden beneath the manor’s floorboards. His hands trembled, not from the cold, but from a deep, growing dread.

The candles flickered wildly as he approached the center pedestal, where a single volume sat bound in cracked leather. It didn’t look like a treasure; it looked like a scab. Silas reached out, his fingers hovering over the cover. He felt a strange, magnetic pull, a rhythmic thrumming that seemed to match the frantic beating of his own anxious heart.

He remembered his father’s final, gasping words about the price of preservation. At the time, Silas had dismissed them as the ramblings of a dying man lost to fever. Now, staring at the dark stains on the leather, he realized the “ink” was never meant to be bought. It had to be given, one painful drop at a time, from the source.

The silence of the room was absolute, pressing against his ears until they rang. Silas gripped the edge of the pedestal, feeling the cold stone bite into his palms. He was a man of logic, a scholar
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of the tangible world. Yet, the presence of the book defied every rational thought he possessed. It felt alive, watching him with invisible, hungry eyes.

A sudden chill swept through the chamber, extinguishing the furthest candles. Silas gasped, his breath hitching in his throat as shadows lengthened across the stone walls. He wanted to turn and run, to leave this suffocating place behind. But a deep, hollow longing kept him rooted to the spot. He needed to know what his father had died trying to hide.

With a shaking hand, he flipped the heavy cover open. The first page was blank, a terrifyingly vast expanse of cream-colored vellum. As he stared, a thin line of red began to bloom in the center. It wasn’t ink; it was fresh, wet, and smelled of copper. The book was waking up, and it was demanding an introduction from its new master.

Silas felt a sharp sting on his index finger, a tiny prick that drew a bead of crimson. He watched, mesmerized and horrified, as the drop fell onto the page. The liquid didn’t pool; it was absorbed instantly, spreading out into elegant, jagged script. “The debt begins with the first word,” the book wrote, the letters shimmering with a sickly, inner light.

Silas pulled his hand back, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. The small wound on his finger throbbed with a rhythmic, pulsing heat. It was a shallow cut, yet the sensation was deep, reaching into his marrow. He stared at the glowing script, the letters twisting like worms on the pale vellum page.

The room seemed to shrink, the stone walls pressing inward with a heavy, suffocating weight. Every shadow in the corner of the archive now appeared to have a predatory shape. He tried to swallow, but his throat was dry as the dust on the shelves.
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A sense of profound, inescapable anxiety began to coil tightly around his sweating chest.

He looked back at the door, but the path to the stairs felt miles away. The darkness there was absolute, a void that promised no safety, only a different kind of end. Returning to his previous life now felt impossible, a dream he had already forgotten. The grimoire had tasted him, and the connection felt like a heavy, iron chain.

The book’s internal glow cast long, distorted flickers across his pale, tired face. Silas leaned closer, drawn by a morbid curiosity that outweighed his instinctual, primal terror. He noticed the texture of the vellum was not animal skin, but something much finer. It felt almost like human flesh, preserved through some horrific, forgotten alchemical process of the ancient past.

“Tell me what you want,” Silas whispered, his voice cracking in the hollow, silent chamber. The air grew colder, and his breath came in short, white puffs that vanished instantly. He felt a sudden, sharp longing for the sun, for the simple, honest light of day. But here, deep underground, only the hunger of the ink remained for him.

The red script began to shift again, moving across the page with fluid, haunting grace. “I want what was promised in the blood of the father,” the book replied. Silas felt a cold sweat break out across his brow as the realization finally hit. His father hadn’t just owned this book; he had been its captive, its primary source of life.

He reached out to touch the writing, his fingers trembling with a mix of awe and disgust. The ink felt warm, vibrating with a low frequency that hummed through his very bones. It was a seductive, terrifying power, promising secrets that
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could reshape the world. Yet, the price was written in the very substance of his being, his life.

Silas turned his gaze from the pulsating page toward the shadowed corners of the room. He spotted a stack of loose, yellowed parchment tucked into a narrow wall niche. These were his father’s personal journals, handwritten in a frantic, spidery scrawl. Each page was covered in frantic notes, crossing out dates and tallying strange, biological measurements.

His breath rattled in his chest as he pulled the top sheet toward the light. The ink on these pages was faded, unlike the vibrant, wet crimson of the grimoire. His father had recorded the physical toll of every single word written in that book. The notes spoke of a deepening lethargy, a grey pallor that never quite left.

“Day forty-two,” the journal began, the handwriting shaking with an obvious, profound exhaustion. “The grimoire demanded a full stanza today, and my pulse has slowed to a crawl.” Silas felt a wave of cold nausea wash over him as he read. His father hadn’t died of a natural fever; he had been drained.

The journal described a ritual of “Sanguine Alignment,” a way to speak back to the book. It required more than just a drop; it required a steady, rhythmic offering of life. Silas gripped the paper so hard it crinkled, his knuckles turning a stark, ghostly white. The longing for answers was now warring with a visceral terror.

He looked back at the pedestal, where the book seemed to be waiting with patience. It didn’t need to hunt him; he was already caught in its silent, invisible web. The air in the archive felt thicker now, tasting of copper and very old iron. Silas realized the manor above was no longer his home, but a cage.


A sudden, sharp memory of his father’s hollowed-out eyes
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flashed vividly in his mind. He finally understood why the old man had always worn thick, heavy wool gloves. It wasn’t to stave off the winter chill, but to hide the scarred, punctured fingertips. The cost of knowledge was visible on every inch of his father’s ruined body.

Silas felt a surge of anger replace the cold, paralyzing fear in his gut. How could a man sacrifice his own son to such a parasitic, ancient horror? He wanted to hurl the journals into the dark and burn the entire manor. But the book hummed, a low vibration that promised him his father’s voice.

Silas moved his hand toward the ritual’s description, his eyes tracing the jagged, frantic ink. The “Sanguine Alignment” was not a mere conversation; it was a profound, terrifying bridge. To speak with the book, one had to let the book speak through them. His father’s notes warned of a “hollowed sensation,” a temporary loss of the very self.

The air in the vault grew heavy, tasting of ozone and ancient, copper-scented rot. Silas felt the weight of his father’s choices pressing down on his tired, slumped shoulders. If he followed the instructions, he would be surrendering his body to an unknown power. The fear was a cold, sharp blade twisting slowly in his heaving chest.

He reached for a small, silver ritual blade resting beside the heavy, black pedestal. Its edge was wickedly sharp, catching the dim, flickering light of the dying candles. His skin crawled as he positioned the cold metal over his left, shaking palm. The silence of the archive was broken only by his own ragged, uneven breath.

“I will see what you saw,” Silas whispered, his voice a ghost of itself. He closed his eyes tight, steeling his resolve against the
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primal urge to flee. With a quick, decisive motion, he drew the blade across the center of his hand. The pain was immediate, a hot, searing line that made his vision blur.

He pressed his bleeding palm directly onto the blank, waiting vellum of the open grimoire. The book didn’t just absorb the blood; it seemed to drink it with hunger. A violent jolt of electricity surged up his arm, locking his muscles in place. He couldn’t move, couldn’t scream, as the ink began to crawl upward.

The red liquid on the page rose like tiny, crystalline needles, piercing back into his skin. He felt the history of the book flowing into his mind in a chaotic rush. Centuries of screams, forbidden prayers, and the dying gasps of scholars filled his ringing ears. His identity began to fray at the edges, dissolving into the red.

Through the haze of agony, a single, familiar voice cut through the cacophony of ghosts. It was his father, sounding younger, stronger, yet filled with a profound, aching regret. “Silas, you should have burned the house,” the voice echoed within his own mind. The realization that he was too late hit him like a physical blow.

Silas felt the ink burrowing deeper, a cold sensation that mim- icked the feeling of ice in his veins. The voice of his father was a thin thread of sanity in a vast, dark ocean. He reached out mentally, clutching that familiar tone as the room around him began to dissolve. The stone walls of the archive were replaced by a void of pulsing, red light.

“Who made you?” Silas roared internally, his mind a battle- field of conflicting, agonizing memories. The grimoire didn’t answer with words, but with a sudden, violent surge
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