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Front Matter

To the fearless young women everywhere, who dare to dream, to defy expectations, and to wield their power with grace and unwavering strength. This story is for you – for your resilience, your spirit, and your unwavering belief in the magic within yourselves. May it ignite your imagination and inspire you to embrace the extraordinary within the ordinary, to confront your fears, and to always, always fight for what you believe in.

This book is also a dedication to the countless hours spent pouring over ancient texts, exploring forgotten corners of libraries, and losing myself in the fantastical worlds born from the creative minds of the authors who have inspired me. Cassandra Clare, Sarah J. Maas, and Rachel Hawkins – your stories ignited a fire within me, a passion for weaving tales of magic, mystery, and romance. Your characters, strong and captivating, showed me the power of storytelling, the ability to transport readers to other realms, and the enduring magic of love amidst the darkness. Thank you for showing me the path, for lighting the way, and for gifting me the courage to step into the world of storytelling myself. This book, with all its imperfections and triumphs, is a testament to your enduring influence.
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IT'S A DEDICATION TO the countless nights spent wrestling with plot twists, refining dialogue, and painstakingly crafting a world where magic whispers on the wind and love burns fiercely bright. To those late-night writing sessions fuelled by copious amounts of coffee (and the occasional chocolate bar), to the moments of self-doubt wrestled to the ground by sheer stubbornness and belief, and to the unwavering support of my loved ones who endured my often erratic behavior, endless rambling, and the ever-present scent of old books and fresh ink. You are the silent heroes of this story, and I am eternally grateful for your patience and belief in my vision. This book, in all its flaws and wonders, is a celebration of our shared journey, a testament to our collective strength, and a promise to continue to explore the limitless possibilities of the worlds we create together. Thank you, from the bottom of my heart.
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Chapter 1: Whispers of Vengeance
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The air hung heavy and thick with the scent of nightshade and brewing wormwood, a familiar perfume in Rowan Thorne’s attic sanctuary. Dust motes danced in the single shaft of moonlight slicing through the grime-coated windowpanes, illuminating the chaotic yet comforting clutter of her witch’s domain. Alchemical glassware gleamed beside stacks of leather-bound grimoires, their spines cracked and pages brittle with age. Her cauldron, still faintly steaming from a recent concoction, sat bubbling quietly in a corner, a low, rhythmic gurgle punctuating the silence.

Rowan herself sat cross-legged on a worn rug, the worn fabric soft beneath her bare knees. Her fingers, stained with the residue of a hundred different potions, traced the intricate carvings on a polished obsidian amulet, its cool surface a stark contrast to the feverish heat building within her. Her breath hitched, a tremor running through her as the vision began.

––––––––

[image: ]


IT WASN’T A GRADUAL unfolding, but a sudden, violent eruption of images, a kaleidoscope of fragmented scenes that assaulted her senses. First, a flash of crimson – the swirling, malevolent energy of dark magic, pulsing with a terrifying power she had only glimpsed before in ancient texts. Then, a face – sharp, angular features etched with bitterness and shadowed by a perpetual frown, eyes that burned with a cold, unrelenting fury. Marius Volkov. The name slithered into her consciousness, a venomous whisper carried on the wind of her premonition.

––––––––
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THE IMAGE OF MARIUS was followed by glimpses of an object, a shimmering, obsidian artifact radiating an unearthly light, pulsating with an energy that seemed both alluring and horrifying. Its shape was elusive, constantly shifting in her vision, now a smooth, obsidian orb, then a intricately carved dagger, and finally a twisted, serpentine staff. It held a power that seemed to warp reality itself, leaving her mind reeling. She felt the raw, chaotic power emanating from it, the sheer destructive potential that made her heart pound in her chest.

––––––––
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THE FRAGMENTED VISIONS were punctuated by flashes of other images: a crumbling city, lost to time; a shadowy figure flitting through ancient ruins; a desperate chase through moonlit forests, the wind carrying whispers of death. There were glimpses of herself, fighting, running, her own magic strained to its limits. She saw Dorian, his face grim, fighting alongside her, his supernatural strength barely containing the overwhelming dark magic.

––––––––
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THE MOST CHILLING PART of the vision was the final image: a vast, desolate landscape consumed by shadow, the sky a swirling vortex of black and purple, punctuated by streaks of crimson lightning. It was an image of utter annihilation, a world consumed by darkness and despair. A world ending.

––––––––
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THE VISION ABRUPTLY ceased, leaving Rowan gasping for breath, her body trembling from the sheer force of the experience. Her head throbbed, and the taste of ash filled her mouth, a lingering residue of the intense magical energy. Cold sweat slicked her skin despite the warmth of the room. Her familiar, a sleek black cat named Shadow, hopped onto her lap, purring softly, his comforting weight grounding her back to reality. He nuzzled her hand, his purr a rhythmic counterpoint to the frantic drumming of her heart.

––––––––
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SHADOW’S WARMTH AND the familiar scent of her attic provided a small measure of solace, but the lingering horror of the vision clung to her like a shroud. The catastrophic threat it portended hung over her, a palpable weight threatening to crush her spirit. This wasn't just a random premonition; it was a warning, a desperate cry for help from a future she desperately needed to prevent.

––––––––
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IT WAS THE WEIGHT OF that looming disaster that made her slowly reach for her journal, its leather cover smooth and cool beneath her trembling fingers. The quill felt heavy in her hand as she began to painstakingly record every detail of her vision, each fleeting image, every chilling sensation. She needed to understand the warning, to decipher its cryptic message. She needed to know who Marius Volkov was, what the artifact was, and what he planned to do with it before it was too late. The fate of the world, it seemed, rested on her shoulders. A sobering thought, especially for a witch who still hadn't quite mastered the art of brewing a decent cup of tea.
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THE OBSIDIAN AMULET, still warm from her touch, felt suddenly heavy, a physical manifestation of the weight of her responsibility. Her fingers tightened around it, drawing strength from its smooth surface. She had a task ahead of her, and though fear gnawed at her, a fierce determination burned brighter. She would unravel this mystery, she would face Marius Volkov, and she would save the world, one meticulously documented vision, one carefully brewed potion, and one perfectly timed spell at a time.
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THE IMAGE OF DORIAN flashed before her eyes. He would be her ally in this, her support, her rock. Their connection, even across their vastly different species, felt stronger than any magical ward. He understood the dangers of the magical world, he'd seen more darkness than she ever would, and together, they might just be able to overcome this latest, most daunting challenge. The thought gave her a small surge of comfort, a flickering candle in the overwhelming darkness that surrounded her.

––––––––
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THE RHYTHMIC SCRATCHING of her quill continued, the words flowing now, fueled by a growing sense of urgency and purpose. The images from her vision flowed back into her mind, clearer now, more coherent. She meticulously sketched the artifact in her journal, adding notes on its shifting forms. She listed the recurring imagery: the crumbling city, the shadowy figure, the desperate chase.

––––––––
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SHE FELT A RISING DETERMINATION, a surge of energy. This wasn't simply about her survival; it was about protecting everyone. This was about a larger war, one she was unexpectedly at the heart of. She traced the lines of the obsidian amulet, the cool touch of the stone a soothing contrast to the turmoil brewing inside her. She had seen the future, a terrible future, but perhaps she also held the key to changing it.

––––––––
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THE SILENCE OF THE attic was broken only by the gentle scratching of her quill and the soft purr of Shadow. The moonlight outside shifted, casting long shadows across the cluttered room, making the various ingredients for her potions seem almost menacing. But Rowan was undeterred, her focus unwavering. The visions, though terrifying, were a gift – a warning, yes, but also a path. A path she would follow, no matter the cost. She would find Marius Volkov, she would discover the truth about the artifact, and she would stop him, even if it meant facing unimaginable dangers and harnessing every ounce of her still-developing magical abilities. And she would do it with Dorian, her lover and unlikely protector, by her side. The battle, she knew, was far from over, but at least now, she had a starting point. The whispers of vengeance had become a clarion call to action.

The following morning, the first rays of dawn painted the sky in hues of bruised purple and fiery orange, a stark contrast to the oppressive darkness of Rowan’s vision. She hadn't slept, the images still vivid behind her eyelids, the weight of the impending doom pressing down on her chest. She’d spent the remaining hours meticulously detailing every fragment of her premonition, her journal filled with sketches, notes, and symbols, a frantic record of a future she desperately hoped to avert.

She knew she couldn't face this alone. The thought of Dorian, his strength, his unwavering loyalty, his quiet understanding, was a lifeline in the storm of fear and uncertainty swirling around her. With a deep breath, she activated the communication charm, a small silver amulet intricately carved with protective runes, a gift from Dorian himself. The amulet pulsed with a faint, ethereal glow as the connection solidified, a shimmering portal opening between her attic sanctuary and Dorian's world.

––––––––
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DORIAN APPEARED AS if he'd materialized from the shadows themselves; a breathtaking silhouette, tall and imposing, against the pale light of the early morning. He was even more striking than usual, his normally pale skin touched with the faintest hint of rose from the sunrise, his raven hair catching the light like spun obsidian. His eyes, the colour of molten amethyst, held a depth of concern that mirrored her own apprehension. He moved with a fluid grace that betrayed his centuries of age, the effortless elegance of a predator at rest.

––––––––
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HE WAS DRESSED IN DARK, almost black clothing that seemed to absorb the light around him, contrasting sharply with the dusty, cluttered warmth of Rowan’s attic. Even here, amidst the chaos of her witch’s domain, his aura of controlled power was palpable. His presence, usually a source of comforting warmth, was tinged with a grim determination that matched the gravity of the situation. He radiated power, a silent promise of strength and protection.

––––––––
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"ROWAN," HE SAID, HIS voice a low, resonant murmur, carrying an undercurrent of worry that she couldn't help but recognize. He stepped closer, his movement precise, yet somehow, silent. He reached out, his fingers gently brushing against her cheek, the touch sending a shiver down her spine, a strange mix of apprehension and comfort. "What happened?"

––––––––
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ROWAN, STILL REELING from the intensity of her vision, found herself unable to speak for a moment. She simply showed him her journal, its pages filled with her frantic scribblings and desperate sketches. Dorian scanned the pages, his expression hardening with each passing line, each chilling detail. The casual elegance that had been present just moments before was gone, replaced by a steely focus, his jaw tight with concern and barely suppressed fury.

––––––––
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"MARIUS VOLKOV," HE murmured, his voice barely audible, the name itself seeming to carry a weight of ancient dread. He knew the name, clearly. His gaze drifted towards the sketched artifact, the obsidian object shifting in her drawing, its shape both alluring and disturbing. He recognized the potential for destruction, the raw, chaotic magic it exuded.

––––––––
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"I’VE HEARD WHISPERS of him," Dorian admitted, his voice taking on a grave tone. "Legends, mostly. Tales of a powerful necromancer, banished centuries ago. But these were dismissed as mere stories, fanciful nightmares from the shadowed corners of our history."

––––––––
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"THESE AREN'T NIGHTMARES, Dorian," Rowan insisted, her voice strained. "This is a prophecy, a warning. He's back, and he's planning something catastrophic. Something... world-ending."

––––––––
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DORIAN’S EXPRESSION remained unreadable, but his grip on her hand tightened slightly. He didn't flinch at her stark description, only nodded slowly, his gaze fixed on the page. The silence that fell between them was heavy with unspoken anxieties, a tangible pressure that spoke volumes about the impending threat.

––––––––
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"THE ARTIFACT," DORIAN said finally, his gaze shifting to the sketches. "It seems to be a focus of his power. Something... ancient. Something far beyond anything we've ever encountered." He traced the lines of one of her sketches with a finger, his touch light but precise. "It possesses immense power, a destructive force capable of shattering the very fabric of reality."

––––––––

[image: ]


"I KNOW," ROWAN WHISPERED, her voice barely a breath. "And I saw it. I saw the world consumed by its darkness. Desolation. Annihilation."

––––––––
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"WE NEED TO FIND THIS artifact before he does," Dorian stated, his voice resolute, a stark contrast to the chilling images Rowan had described. "We need to understand its power, its weaknesses. And we need to stop him."

––––––––
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HE STOOD, HIS TALL figure looming over her, the shadows around him deepening. His gaze held a mixture of determination and concern. He moved with a grace that seemed unnatural, almost ethereal, his centuries of experience evident in the controlled power he projected. This wasn't just a fight; it was a war against a force that threatened everything they held dear. And they were going to fight it together.

––––––––

[image: ]


"TELL ME EVERYTHING you saw, Rowan," he said gently, pulling a chair closer to her. "Every detail, no matter how insignificant it may seem. We'll unravel this mystery together. We’ll find Volkov, and we’ll stop him."

––––––––
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AND SO, ROWAN BEGAN again, recounting her vision in excruciating detail, her voice thick with the lingering fear and the rising determination. Dorian listened intently, his amethyst eyes never leaving her face. He asked questions, probing deeper into the intricacies of her premonition, piecing together fragments of information, searching for clues, connecting seemingly disparate images.

––––––––
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HE WAS FASCINATED BY her unique abilities, her connection to the ancient magic, her ability to perceive future events. It was a skill that even a centuries-old vampire found extraordinary, a power he couldn't comprehend, yet admired and relied upon. This wasn't just a lover's support; this was a strategic partnership, a merging of their vastly different skills and knowledge to tackle a challenge that threatened to overwhelm them both.

––––––––
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AS SHE DESCRIBED THE crumbling city, Dorian recognized the faded remnants of ancient civilizations, long lost to time, places only whispered about in the darkest corners of the vampire world. The shadowy figure, he noted, seemed to possess a speed and agility that surpassed even his own. And the artifact itself... he felt a cold chill creep down his spine, a sense of ancient dread that went beyond mere intuition. This was something old, something powerful, something utterly terrifying.

––––––––
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HOURS PASSED IN A FLURRY of discussion, analysis, and planning. Dorian, with his vast knowledge of history and arcane lore, was able to provide crucial context and insight into Rowan’s vision, filling in the gaps, interpreting the cryptic imagery. He questioned her about the specifics of the artifact's changing forms, analyzing the potential significance of each manifestation. He was impressed by the level of detail she'd managed to capture, the accuracy of her descriptions, and the clarity of her memories.

––––––––
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HE OFFERED TO TAKE her to his manor, a gothic masterpiece nestled deep within a secluded forest, a place where they could work uninterrupted, surrounded by ancient texts and forgotten lore. The manor, with its centuries-old library and hidden chambers, was a treasure trove of arcane knowledge, a place where they could delve deeper into the mysteries surrounding Marius Volkov and the artifact.

––––––––
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"MY LIBRARY," DORIAN said, his eyes glinting with an almost mischievous glint, "holds secrets older than time itself. We might find some clues there that could help us." He paused, his expression softening slightly. "And, perhaps, I can offer you a more comfortable environment to work in than your rather... chaotic attic."

––––––––
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ROWAN SMILED, A WEARY but genuine smile that reached her eyes. Their worlds were so different – her chaotic attic filled with bubbling potions and mystical paraphernalia versus his gothic manor, steeped in history and shadowed by centuries of secrets. Yet, their connection, their shared commitment to fighting this looming darkness, transcended these differences. They were a team, an unlikely alliance forged in the crucible of impending doom. And together, they would face whatever came their way, no matter how formidable the adversary, no matter how desperate the odds.

––––––––

[image: ]


LEAVING THE FAMILIAR comfort of her cluttered attic, Rowan prepared herself for the journey to Dorian's manor, a journey that felt both exhilarating and terrifying. She left behind the scent of nightshade and wormwood, replacing it with the promise of ancient knowledge, the hope of understanding, and the unwavering support of her vampire lover. The whispers of vengeance were still echoing in her mind, but now, they were accompanied by the sound of a shared determination, a silent pledge to face the darkness together, and to fight for a future they still hoped to save. The road ahead would be long and perilous, but they would walk it, hand in hand.

The air hung thick with the stench of burning flesh and the metallic tang of blood. The year was 1748. A brutal winter gripped the Carpathian Mountains, its icy fingers reaching into the very bones of the huddled villagers. But the cold was nothing compared to the icy dread that gripped Marius Volkov’s heart. He stood amidst the carnage, a young man barely out of his teens, his face pale and drawn, yet his eyes burning with a feverish intensity. Around him, the snow was stained crimson, the remnants of a massacre perpetrated by the Order of the Silver Dawn, their silver blades gleaming cruelly in the flickering torchlight.

He hadn't asked for this. He hadn't sought this life of darkness. He was a scholar, a man devoted to the study of ancient texts, seeking knowledge in the dusty archives of forgotten monasteries. He'd stumbled upon a truth, a terrible secret buried deep within the heart of an ancient grimoire, a secret that had forever altered his destiny. The Order had discovered his secret too, his mastery of necromancy, a power they deemed an abomination, an affront to their sacred order.
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THEY HAD COME FOR HIM under the cover of a blizzard, their faces masked by the swirling snow, their intentions as cold and merciless as the winter’s bite. They had slaughtered his family, his friends, anyone who had ever dared to show him kindness, anyone who had even breathed his name, leaving him amidst a mountain of corpses, his world reduced to ashes. The screams of his loved ones still echoed in his ears, a haunting symphony of pain and loss. He saw his mother’s lifeless eyes, staring blankly at the heavens, the final breath stolen from her lips. His father's broken body lay a few feet away, his hand still clutching a worn copy of Virgil’s Aeneid, a testament to a life cut short.

––––––––
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THE ORDER BELIEVED they had silenced him, extinguishing the flame of his forbidden knowledge. They were wrong. The rage that bloomed within him, a venomous flower feeding on grief and betrayal, was stronger than any weapon they possessed. It was a power that transcended the physical realm, a force born of despair and fueled by vengeance.

––––––––
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HE KNELT BESIDE HIS father’s body, his fingers tracing the cold lines of the book. The words blurred in his vision, but a single passage, underlined and marked in the margins, burned with sickening clarity. It spoke of an ancient artifact, a source of power beyond comprehension, capable of bending reality itself – the Obsidian Heart. It was a legend, a myth, a whispered story among the shadows of the world. Until now.
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HIS FATHER, BEFORE they had taken his life, had tried to speak, to give him a message - a plan. A hope that his son may not only survive but get the power to avenge his loss. He'd mumbled, his breath ragged and his eyes dulling. He'd whispered of a place, a hidden chamber beneath the ruins of a forgotten city, a place where the Heart was hidden, waiting to be claimed.

––––––––
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THE PROMISE OF POWER, the possibility of vengeance, fueled his resolve. He was no longer a scholar; he was a warrior, a force of nature unleashed upon the world. He rose from the snow, his body numb with cold and grief, yet his spirit burning with an incandescent fury. He looked at the snow covered bodies of those he loved and vowed to take vengeance. He would raise an army from the fallen, he would harness the power of death itself, and he would unleash his fury on the Order of the Silver Dawn, and every single soul who had wronged him.
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