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“Rowen?”

His name left my lips in a whisper—

And then the world vanished.

I didn’t feel hands.

I felt wind.

Trees. Mountains. Rivers.

Gone in flashes.

The sky changed color.

The temperature dropped.

Time folded in on itself.

It felt like I was falling   a flip book drawn in chaos.

I couldn’t breathe.

But it wasn’t the speed that eclipsed it.

It was fear.

I didn’t look up.

I couldn’t.

The arms that held me were strong, cold, certain.

The kind of certainty that didn’t come from kindness.

I knew what I’d done.

What I’d become.

Maybe I deserved this.

Maybe this was the price.

Still—

“Are you with the Guild?” I asked, barely louder than the wind.

No answer.

“Where are you taking me?”

Silence.

I twisted in his grip, struggling to break free.

Finally—

He looked down.

And I wished he hadn’t.

His eyes were not human.

Not even close.

Vertical slits like some kind of lizard.

But it was more than that.

His irises shimmered with something impossible. 

One second, they’re deep amber with gold flecks.

The next: molten emerald, veined with bronze.

Then: sapphire with silver light pulsing like a second heartbeat inside him.

They were beautiful.

But wrong.

Panic surged.

“Let me go!”

I kicked—hard.

My heels pushing off his chest.

He grunted, loosening one arm.

A flicker of triumph sparked in me. Got him.

But his hand wasn’t letting go.

It was moving.

Fast.

A blur across my vision.

Then a crack of pain at the side of my neck.

The world buckled.

And then black.

I don’t remember much after that.

Only the wind stopping.

And the hollow truth that followed:

I wasn’t going home.
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the queen’s domain
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I woke to silence.

My head throbbed. Mouth dry. Memories blurry.

Flashes of the trees. The wind. His eyes.

Rowen’s name still lingered somewhere between my teeth and my chest, like I’d bitten into it in my sleep.

I tried to sit up.

The bed was too soft. The sheets too smooth.

This wasn’t a room.

It was a throne dressed up as one.

Tall walls of white marble climbed endlessly above me, veined with threads of blue crystal that pulsed faintly like the stone itself was alive... breathing.

There was only one window. With a view of a dark cloudy sky and endless trees.

The only light came from the glowing orbs suspended midair like fireflies made of moonlight.

No candles. No fluorescent lights buzzing above my head.

This definitely wasn’t our world.

The floor was the same polished marble.

No cracks, no dust, no signs of age. 

It was too perfect.

It looked as if no one had ever walked on it.

I stood slowly, hands brushing over fabric I didn’t recognize.

A black dress.

Fitted. Silken. Cold.

When had I been changed?

How long had I been here?

I turned, fangs shooting out, drawn by the weight in the air more than any sound.

And that’s when I saw her.

She didn’t enter.

She was already there.

Like a sculpture too lifelike to ignore.

She stood tall and poised, draped in a dress of flowing black silk that caught no wind, but moved like it was trapped in her pull. Her skin was alabaster, like moonlight soaked into stone.

Her face was impossibly symmetrical: sharp cheekbones, a pointed chin, and lips the color of dried roses. Her nose was narrow, regal. And her eyes—

They were the same ice blue as mine.

Inside each pupil was fractured, glinting—like a shard of pearl.

Her hair spilled in silver-white waves to her waist, straight as cut ribbon. Too natural to be styled. Too perfect not to be.

She smiled softly.

“I hope Boris didn’t frighten you,” she said, her voice velvet stretched over tempered iron. “He’s really a sweetheart.”

She stepped forward, each movement fluid and eerily quiet.

“I’m Queen Elaris,” she said, sticking out her manicured hand.

“I don’t belong here,” I said before I could stop myself.

My voice cracked— too human.

Her head tilted slightly.

Not in disagreement.

But in observation.

Like I was a page in a book she hadn’t finished reading yet.

“My dear,” she said pulling her hand back and placing them behind her back. “You belong more than most. You just don’t know it yet.”

I stepped back.

Her presence ruled the room

I felt like prey trying to posture before a lion.

“Are you with The Guild?” I asked.

Her gaze lowered like she was examining a fracture.

“I saved you from The Guild,” she said simply.

I swallowed.

“I didn’t ask to be saved.”

“No,” she said. “You did not. But you will see, we’re a lot alike, you and I.”

‘Where’s Rowen?’ I cut in, breaking her reach for common ground.

Her eyes flickered. Barely.

“The boy who would strike you down?” she asked. “He is where he must be. As are you.”

I wanted to scream.

But something in her voice...

It made me hesitate.

Because some part of me recognized her.

Like I had dreamed her long before I arrived

And when she took a step forward, the room pulsed with her, the crystals veins in the wall start glowing, air shifting around her like she was gravity.

“Come,” she said softly. “There is much to remember.”

I didn’t know what she meant.

Remember? Like I had been here before.

But I followed.

Because I needed answers.

And because, deep down, I was afraid that if I didn’t—

I’d never understand what was happening to me.
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The room she led me to wasn’t really room at all.

It was a cathedral without faith.

Vaulted ceilings vanished into blackness. No pews. No altar. Just polished stone, scarred in places where something—or someone—had left a mark.

Torches lined the walls, their flames inverted—blue like the crypt’s. Cold to the eye, hot beneath the skin.

Something unseen lingered here.

Watching.

Waiting.

Elaris stepped into the center as if it belonged to her, as if she had built it herself. She turned slowly, letting the silence stretch before speaking.

“Show me what you can do.”

I froze.

“I... I can’t do anything.”

It wasn’t a lie. All I’ve managed to do is hurt people.

And ever since waking up, everything inside me felt louder. Sharper. Hungrier.

The air clung to my skin, thick like someone else’s breath.

“What did you do to me?”

Her head tilted again, lips curving in a faint, measured smile. She moved closer, silk whispering with each step.

“I gave you a drop of my blood to calm your storm.”

Her smile deepened. “But storms behave differently depending on where they are born. When a woman is turned, the blood burns hotter. We call it Bloodfire. Male vampires grow steady, brutal, predictable. But women... blaze brighter, faster. The hunger takes them further. Stronger. Too strong, sometimes, for their own good.”
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