
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter  1  – 

 Wings 

 Over 

 Transylvania 

The 

cold 

in 

Transylvania 

wasn’t 

just 

a 

temperature  —  it 

was  a  presence. 

It  clung  to  the 

cobblestones  of 

Cluj-Napoca  like 

ancient 

dust, 

curled 

around 

cathedral  towers 

like  smoke  from forgotten  rituals, 

and 

whispered 

through 

graveyard  gates 

in  tongues  only 

the 

dead 

remembered. 

But 

Ravenna 

Luz  didn’t  feel 

cold.  She  never 

did.  Not  really. 

Because  fire  like 

hers 

— 

wild, 

chaotic, 

unapologetic 

— 

didn’t  freeze.  It 

burned 

everything 

it 

touched. 

She  stepped  off the  last  train  of the  night  with  a 

sway  in  her  hips 

and  steel  in  her 

eyes. 

All-black from her 

boots to 

her 

eyeliner, 

she 

looked 

like 

a 

misplaced 

dominatrix from a 

vampire 

rave 

who’d  taken  a 

wrong turn 

through  Salvador 

and  ended  up  in 

the 1400s. 

And  maybe  she 

had. 

“Holy  fuck,”  she muttered, 

dragging 

her 

massive  suitcase 

through the slush. 

“This place smells 

like... 

fog 

and 

death. I love it.” 

She  lit  a  clove 

cigarette 

with 

trembling  fingers, 

not from the cold, 

but  from  a  thrill 

she 

couldn’t 

name. 

She  was  twenty-

five, 

Brazilian, 

gótica 

convicta, 

fresh  out  of  a 

catastrophic 

situationship  and in desperate need 

of danger, drama, 

or death. 

Whichever 

came first. 

“This  is  what happens 

when 

you  get  ghosted 

by a Scorpio with 

a 

Jesus 

complex,” 

she 

whispered 

to 

herself,  adjusting her  black  hoodie 

like  a  veil.  “You book a solo trip to 

the land of fangs.” 

The 

town 

square 

was 

mostly asleep. 

But 

the 

architecture 

wasn’t. 

Towers 

loomed 

like 

fangs, 

windows 

glared 

like  eyes,  and somewhere, 

a 

wolf  howled  as  if on cue. 

Ravenna 

smirked.  “Cute. 

Real subtle.” 

She 

dragged 

her  bag  toward  a 

tiny  pension  that 

claimed 

to 

be 

"close  to  Bran Castle" 

on 

Airbnb. 

What  it  didn’t mention  was  the 

dark  forest  path 

she'd 

have 

to 

walk 

through 

alone,  or  the  fact that  the  street 

lights  seemed  to flicker 

the 

moment 

she 

passed  beneath 

them. 



Far  above,  in  a fortress 

older 

than  borders,  a 

vampire awoke. 

Not  because  of 

thirst. 

Not  because  of hunger. 

Because 

something  was... 

 wrong. 

Or  perhaps  — 

finally —  right. 

Lord Valek 

Nightmoor, 

Prince 

of 

the 

Forgotten, Curse-

Born 

of 

the 

Nightmoor 

Bloodline, Eternal 

Warden  of  the North, opened his 

eyes 

after 

a 

decade 

of 

silence. 

He 

did 

not 

breathe.  He  did 

not blink. 

He  felt her. 

A flame. 

A  ripple  in  his 

still, black sea. 

He rose from his obsidian  throne, 

his 

long 

coat 

dragging  behind 

him 

like 

a 

serpent. 

The 

silver rings on his 

pale fingers 

burned 

colder 

than  ice.  His  skin shimmered  in  the 

candlelight, 

not 

like  glitter  —  no, that 

was 

for 

children’s  stories. 

Valek  shimmered 

like 

the 

last 

breath  of  a  dying star. 

He 

moved 

toward 

the 

stained-glass window  of  the 

East Wing. 

Outside,  clouds 

coiled 

and 

shifted. 

Ravens 

scattered 

from 

the  turrets.  The air  had  changed. 

He could smell it. 

Something 

tropical. 

Something... 

sacred. 

Something utterly  feral. 

“Blood 

mixed 

with salt and sin,” 

he  murmured  in 

ancient 

Romanian.  “Who 

dares  carry  that scent 

into 

my 

lands?” 



Ravenna 

was 

halfway  through 

her 

second 

cigarette and 

singing   Bauhaus under  her  breath 

when  she  saw 

him. 

Standing  at  the 

edge 

of 

the 

cemetery. 

Dressed  like  a 

Victorian 

wet 

dream  dipped  in 

aristocratic 

arrogance. 

Tall.  Pale.  Black 

hair  tied  back. 

Eyes  like  voids 

carved 

into 

marble. 

She 

squinted. 

“No  fucking  way. 

You real?” 

He 

didn’t 

answer. Just tilted 

his  head  like  a 

predator  studying 

a new prey. 

She 

took 

another 

drag. 

“Lemme  guess. 

You’re  a  LARP 

guy? Sexy funeral 

cosplayer? Or are 

you  one  of  those 

weird  rich  men 

with a 

blood 

kink?” 

Still  no  answer. 

He just stared. 

But  not  in  the 

way  men  usually 

stared 

at 

her. 

This  was  deeper. 

Hungrier. Older. 

Like 

he 

was 

remembering 

something 

she 

hadn’t lived yet. 

“Alright, Nosferatu,”  she 

smirked. “If you’re 

here  to  bite  me, 

make  it  good.  I 

paid 

for 

this 

vacation  with  two 

maxed-out  credit cards and a lot of 

hope.  You  better 

suck soul.” 

The  corner  of 

his 

mouth 

twitched. 

Not quite a smile. 

More 

like 

the 

ghost of one. 

Then, 

he 

 moved. 

Fast. 

Silent. 

Suddenly close. 

His  voice,  when it  came,  was  low 

velvet. “You are... 

not afraid?” 

She  looked  up, 

smoke 

curling 

from 

her 

lips. 

“Baby,  I’m  from Bahia.  I’ve  seen 
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