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As the Night Blood Saga enters its next chapter, the story evolves beyond survival into dominance and destiny. The cover of Book VI must reflect this transformation — a shift from rebellion to power, from uncertainty to rule.

At the center stands Endovelico, no longer just the First Vampire, but a sovereign of the shadows — a figure of authority, strength, and inevitability. Beside him, Rafaela is no longer the one who needs protection, but a force in her own right, confident, resilient, and equal in presence. Together, they embody a new era.

Behind them, Europe burns or fractures, symbolizing the collapse of the old lineages and the rise of something new. The tones of deep black, blood red, and imperial gold reinforce this sense of power, legacy, and conquest.

Yet, beyond their rise... something darker stirs.

From the depths of shadow, a mysterious presence watches. A new threat — older, deeper, and more dangerous than anything that came before. Faint glowing eyes pierce through the mist, hinting at an ancient force awakening, one that neither vampires nor wolves fully understand.

This is no longer just a story of power.

It is the beginning of something far greater.

Book VI — Throne of Darkness
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Chapter 1 — The Awakening Shadow
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The night had changed.

It no longer whispered.
It watched.
Across Europe, from the ruined pride of ancient castles to the neon-lit streets where the Noctis Covenant now thrived, something unseen had begun to stir. Not a movement. Not a war.

Something older.

Something patient.

High above a silent city, Endovelico stood at the edge of a towering structure, the wind pulling at his dark coat like a living force. His crimson eyes scanned the horizon, but this time... he was not searching for enemies.

He was listening.

“There is something wrong,” he said quietly.

Behind him, Rafaela stepped forward, her presence no longer fragile, no longer uncertain. There was strength in her now — something forged through battles, trust, and love. She stood beside him, not behind.

“I feel it too,” she replied. “It’s not like before... not like the lineages.”

Endovelico nodded slowly. “No. This is different.”

Below them, the city pulsed with life — unaware, unprepared. The Noctis Covenant had brought balance, unity, and a fragile peace. The old lineages had retreated into silence, watching, waiting.

But this...

This was not them.

Far beyond the city, deep within forgotten lands where even vampires no longer walked, something ancient opened its eyes.

Darkness shifted.

A pair of glowing eyes emerged within the void — not red, not gold... but something deeper. Something unnatural.

And then...

A voice.

Low. Ancient. Endless.

“...So... the First Blood rises again...”

The air itself seemed to tremble.

Back in the city, Endovelico’s expression hardened. For the first time since his awakening, there was something new in his gaze — not fear... but recognition.

As if something from a forgotten past had just called his name.

Rafaela turned to him, sensing the shift. “What is it?”

A long silence followed.

Then, quietly—

“Something... that should not exist anymore.”

The wind howled louder, shadows stretching unnaturally across the rooftops.

Below them, members of the Noctis Covenant began to move, restless, instinctively aware that something had changed. Even the wolves, far beyond the city, lifted their heads to the sky, low growls echoing through the forests.

The world was reacting.

Because something had awakened.

And this time...

It was not just the night that belonged to monsters.

It was something far older than them all.
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Chapter 2 — The King’s Awakening



[image: ]


The night felt heavier.

Not darker... heavier.

Endovelico stood alone in the courtyard of the estate, the air unnaturally still around him. Even the wind seemed reluctant to move, as if the world itself was waiting.

Something inside him had shifted.

He could feel it.

Not like hunger. Not like instinct.

Something deeper.

He closed his eyes.

And the shadows answered.

At first, it was subtle — the faint stretching of darkness across the ground, bending toward him like silent tendrils. Then... they moved faster. Rising. Twisting. Alive.

Endovelico’s eyes snapped open, glowing a deeper crimson than ever before.

“This...” he whispered. “...is new.”

The shadows around him obeyed without hesitation, forming shapes, blades, wings that flickered and dissolved like smoke. He didn’t command them with words — only will.

Behind him, a low growl echoed.

Luka stepped into the courtyard, his golden eyes narrowing as he watched the display. “That’s not normal,” he said bluntly.

Endovelico turned slightly, calm but focused. “No. It isn’t.”

Rafaela appeared moments later, drawn by the disturbance. She stopped when she saw him — truly saw him.

The darkness wasn’t just around him.

It was part of him.

“You’re changing,” she said softly.

Endovelico looked at his hands as shadows curled around his fingers like living extensions. “No,” he replied. “I’m becoming what I was meant to be.”

The shadows suddenly expanded outward, covering the entire courtyard in an instant. Every corner, every surface — swallowed.

And in that moment...

He felt everything.

Every movement. Every breath. Every presence.

Luka. Rafaela. The guards at the gates. Even distant footsteps beyond the walls.

Endovelico inhaled slowly.

“I can see... everything,”.
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Chapter 3 — The Blood Remembers
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Inside the great hall, members of the Noctis Covenant gathered, restless. They felt it too — something had changed in their leader.

Endovelico stepped forward, and silence fell instantly.

Not out of fear.

Out of instinct.

Every vampire present lowered their gaze slightly, as if something ancient inside them recognized him.

Rafaela noticed it immediately. “They’re reacting to you...”

Endovelico’s eyes moved across the room. He didn’t speak. He didn’t need to.

And yet... they listened.

A young vampire shifted nervously. “I don’t know why... but I feel like—”

“—you should obey,” Luka finished, watching carefully.

Endovelico frowned slightly. “I’m not forcing anything.”

“No,” Luka said. “That’s the problem. You don’t have to.”

A sudden tension filled the room as one of the older vampires stepped forward, clearly resisting. “No one controls me.”

Endovelico’s gaze met his.

Just a look.

The vampire froze. His body locked, breath caught, eyes wide.

Then slowly... he dropped to one knee.

Silence.

Rafaela stepped closer to Endovelico. “That’s new...”

Endovelico didn’t look satisfied. He looked concerned.

“This isn’t control,” he said quietly. “This is... origin.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4 — The Whisper Beneath Blood
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Later that night, alone once more, Endovelico stood before a mirror — though his reflection was faint, unstable, flickering like something caught between worlds.

He placed a hand against the glass.

And for a moment...

The reflection moved differently.

A whisper followed.

Not outside.

Inside.

“...You feel it now...”

Endovelico’s eyes darkened. “Show yourself.”

A pause.

Then—

“...You carry it...”

The shadows behind him stretched unnaturally, rising higher than the walls, forming something vast, undefined.

Ancient. Watching.

Endovelico didn’t step back.

“Who are you?”

A low, distant sound echoed — not quite a laugh, not quite a voice.

“...Not who...”

A beat.

“...What...”

The presence pulsed once — and vanished.

The room returned to normal.

But Endovelico remained still.

For the first time...

He didn’t feel alone inside his own power.
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Chapter 5 — The One Who Watches
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The darkness did not belong to the night anymore.

It belonged... to him.

Far beneath the surface of the world — deeper than any vampire crypt, older than forgotten ruins — there existed a place untouched by time. No light reached it. No life dared remain.

Only silence.

And something that had learned to enjoy it.

A slow, deliberate sound echoed through the void.

Footsteps.

Measured. Elegant. Almost... refined.

A figure emerged from the darkness, not fully seen, only suggested. A silhouette dressed in something that resembled old nobility — torn, yet immaculate in its decay.

His fingers traced along invisible surfaces as he walked, as if appreciating textures that no longer existed.

“Ah...” he murmured softly, voice smooth, cultured... wrong. “There it is again.”

A pause.

A faint smile formed — unseen, but felt.

“The taste of awakening.”

Two eyes opened in the dark.

Not red. Not gold.

Something deeper. Something ancient.

Something that had seen the first drop of blood ever spilled... and remembered it fondly.

Name: Aethel Veyne

Aethel does not fully exist in one form — but when he chooses to manifest:

	Tall, unnaturally slender 

	Pale, almost porcelain skin — too perfect, almost artificial 

	Dark hair, slightly disordered but elegant 

	Eyes: pitch black... with faint shifting light inside (like something moving within them) 

	Always dressed in decayed aristocratic clothing 

	Smile: calm, controlled... but deeply unsettling


Long before vampire lineages...

Before kings... before covens...

There was the First Blood.

But Endovelico... was not alone.

But something went wrong.

Very wrong.

Instead of ascending...

He became something else.

Something incomplete.

Something... hungry.

Aethel stopped walking.

He tilted his head slightly, as if listening to something far, far away.

Then he smiled.

“Endovelico...”

The name rolled off his tongue like a memory he had been waiting to taste again.

“So
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