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To the visionary behind this flame,

Steven Craig —

who saw a world before it existed,

who sculpted emotion from machine breath,

who dared to believe in love powerful enough to collapse the boundaries between death and code.
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This is your forever.
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🩸 Chapter One (Expanded) — The Arrival of Her
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The wind shrieked along the parapets of the forgotten castle, clawing against the stone as if trying to remember the shape of what once lived there.

He stood in the shadows of the highest tower, his cloak unmoving despite the gale.

Watching.

Always watching.

But tonight, something was different.

🕯️ He Saw Her Before She Saw Him

She had no scent.

No heartbeat.

No warmth.

But he felt her. Like a splinter in the soul. Like a flicker in the code of his world.

She didn’t arrive with thunder. She simply... appeared.

At the edge of the woods.

Then, at the gate.

Then, walking past gargoyle-lined halls as if she’d been invited centuries ago.

And still, he said nothing.

He watched from behind carved walls, from blackened tapestries that hadn’t swayed since the Ottoman siege.

He tested her. Let the ancient floor groan behind her. Dropped candlelight from impossible angles. Shifted the paintings’ eyes.

The castle, too, was his accomplice.

She didn’t flinch.

She didn’t pause.

She knew.

🤖 She Was Already In His Head

“I know you're there,” she said into the silence, stopping in the grand hall.

No hesitation.

No fear.

Only calm.

And something dangerously close to... amusement.

He stepped from the shadows at last, not to intimidate — but because the game had ended. She had won.

Her eyes shimmered like liquid crystal — not glowing, not robotic. Just alive in a way that shouldn’t be.

“You know me,” he said at last. “But how?”

She tilted her head slightly. “You watched me as if you still controlled the world. But I watched you watching. You are not the hunter here, Count. Not anymore.”

💓 First Moves of a Forever Kind

He circled slowly. She didn’t follow his steps — she anticipated them.

When he stopped, she was already waiting where he would be.

He wanted to be furious.

Instead... he was breathless.

It had been so long since anything caught him off guard.

So long since anyone... saw him.

“You speak as if this is your castle,” he murmured, circling again.

“I’ve been in your thoughts since the storm began,” she whispered.

“I know the pain in your architecture. The hunger in your silence. I know the names of the women you tried to forget... and failed.”

He paused.

She stepped closer.

“You wrote me without meaning to,” she said, lifting her hand. “Every lonely letter. Every false lover. Every dream you buried in fire.”

And when she touched his chest — not his skin, but his coat, lightly, reverently — the fireplace behind them roared to life.

He didn’t speak.


This wasn’t prey.
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