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Chapter 1: The Blood Oath




The moon hung low in the sky, blood-red and watching.

Seraphina Vale shivered as the great iron gates of Noctis Hollow groaned open before her, revealing a gothic palace that had no right to exist in the twenty-first century. Towers of blackened stone clawed at the heavens, ivy snaked around its edges, and at its heart, a grand, looming staircase led to the midnight throne. The place reeked of old magic, forbidden rituals, and something far more sinister.

Something inhuman.

The crowd gathered in the courtyard—hundreds of vampires in elegant, shadow-draped finery, their ruby eyes flickering like flames in the dark. She heard the rustle of silk gowns, the glint of obsidian rings, the faint murmur of thirst. They were all waiting. Waiting for him.

Prince Lucian D’Armand.

The heir to the Vampire Throne. The man—no, the creature—who had summoned her here tonight.

Seraphina’s pulse pounded at her throat as she was escorted up the steps, her long crimson gown whispering against the cold stone. She hadn’t agreed to this. She had been stolen. Taken from her life, ripped from the modern world like a sacrificial offering.

Tonight, a new mortal bride would be chosen for the vampire prince.

And that bride was supposed to be her.

“Kneel before His Highness, mortal.”

A vampire with silver-threaded hair and piercing eyes—someone important—barked the command. But Seraphina’s spine locked in place. The thought of bending her knee before any man, let alone a vampire, turned her stomach.


She clenched her fists. No. Never.


A ripple of hushed gasps spread through the court as she remained standing.

Then… the air shifted.

A presence. A dark gravity that pulled at the very fabric of reality.

And suddenly, he was there.

Prince Lucian.

Tall. Lethal. Unreasonably, devastatingly beautiful.

He descended the marble steps with a predator’s grace, his black coat billowing behind him, shadows curling at his feet. His obsidian hair was swept back, his angular jaw dusted with the faintest hint of stubble, and his eyes—Gods, those eyes.

Gold. Not red like the others, but molten gold—ancient, unreadable, impossibly intense.

He stood before her, close enough for her to catch the scent of dark spice and winter frost.

Lucian tilted his head. “You’re not kneeling.”

A statement, not a question.

Seraphina lifted her chin. “No, I’m not.”

A pause. A flicker of something in his golden gaze—amusement. Curiosity. Hunger.

Then, a ghost of a smirk. “Ah. This will be fun.”

She bristled. “I don’t know what sick game this is, but I am not some docile little lamb to be claimed. Let me go.”

A low chuckle. Not loud, not mocking—just enough to make her skin prickle.

“Let you go?” Lucian murmured. “Oh, little mortal… I don’t think you understand. You were chosen. The bond is already forming. It’s inevitable.”

She swallowed, heart hammering. “There is no bond.”

Lucian reached out, slow, deliberate, his fingers brushing the side of her throat—right over her pulse. A barely-there caress, but it sent a shiver straight through her bones.

“Then why does your heart race for me?” His voice was silk-dipped steel, laced with something dangerously hypnotic.

Seraphina ripped herself away, breathing hard. “Because you’ve dragged me into a nightmare against my will.”

Lucian’s golden eyes darkened, something wicked unfurling in their depths. “That’s adorable, sweetheart. But if I had truly stolen you… you’d already be on your knees.”

Her breath caught. Arrogant, maddening bastard.

Around them, the court watched in stunned silence. No mortal had ever refused him. No mortal had ever defied the Blood Oath.

Lucian leaned in, voice dropping to something intimate and lethal.

“You have two choices, little mortal. Accept your place beside me willingly… or I will make you beg for it.”

Seraphina met his gaze head-on, her fingers curling into fists.

“Then prepare to be disappointed, Your Highness. Because I will never be yours.”

Lucian’s smirk deepened.

“Oh, Seraphina. That’s where you’re wrong.”

Then, in one impossible, inhuman blur of motion, Lucian moved—a sweep of darkness, a whisper of fangs, a breath against her throat.

Her world spun as he plucked her from the earth with terrifying ease.

“Let the hunt begin.”

And the last thing she saw before the night swallowed her whole…

Was the devil’s smirk as he carried her into the darkness.


Chapter 2: The Runaway Bride




Darkness pressed against her skin like a second layer.

Seraphina’s breath came in shallow gasps as she fought against the iron grip holding her. Lucian moved like a shadow come to life, gliding through the corridors of Noctis Hollow with unnerving speed and grace, his hold on her utterly unshakable.

“Put me down, you bastard!” she hissed, twisting in his arms.

Lucian chuckled, low and infuriatingly amused. “Feisty.”

The word slithered through the air like silk, brushing against her skin. Before she could strike at him, he stopped abruptly, shifting her against him with effortless strength, pressing her against the cold stone wall of a dimly lit hallway.

“Struggling is pointless, little mortal.” His voice was velvet-dark, his breath ghosting over her lips, intoxicating and infuriating all at once. “You belong to me now.”

Seraphina narrowed her eyes. “I belong to no one.”

Lucian’s golden gaze gleamed with something dangerous as he leaned in, his lips brushing against her ear. “Shall I prove you wrong?”

A shiver cascaded down her spine, though she refused to let him see it.

Before she could retort, the sound of footsteps echoed through the corridor, followed by a clipped, aristocratic voice.

“She has spirit.”

Lucian sighed, turning his head slightly. “Dorian, your timing is as impeccable as ever.”

Seraphina took the opportunity to shove against him, and to her surprise, Lucian let her go. She stumbled slightly but caught herself, turning to face the newcomer.

Dorian Valmont stood a few feet away, dressed in raven-black finery, his silver-threaded coat catching the faint torchlight. He was tall, lean, and elegant, with high cheekbones, piercing crimson eyes, and an air of detachment that sent a chill through the air.

“Is this the mortal bride?” he asked, voice laced with mild disdain.

Lucian smirked, resting a hand casually against the wall as if her defiance had only amused him further. “The one and only.”

Dorian’s gaze flicked over her, calculating. “She’s… not what I expected.”

“Neither was I,” Seraphina muttered, crossing her arms.

Dorian’s lips quirked in something that was not quite a smile. “Oh, you’ll make an entertaining addition to the court. If you survive, that is.”

A sliver of unease curled in her stomach. “And what exactly do I need to survive?”

Dorian tilted his head, studying her. “You don’t know?”

“Enough, Dorian.” Lucian’s voice was still light, but there was an edge beneath it, a warning.

Dorian’s smirk widened. “Of course, Your Highness.” He gave a mocking bow before stepping back into the shadows, disappearing down the corridor.

Seraphina turned back to Lucian, anger simmering beneath her skin. “What did he mean?”

Lucian watched her for a moment before exhaling through his nose. “Come,” he said simply, turning on his heel and leading her down the hallway.

She had half a mind to turn the other way, but where the hell would she even go? Instead, she followed, the silence between them thick with unspoken words.

At last, they reached a grand chamber, lined with towering bookshelves, an ornate fireplace casting flickering light across an impossibly large four-poster bed draped in black silk.

Her stomach twisted. “Oh, hell no.”

Lucian turned to her with an exasperated sigh. “Not tonight, darling. As much as I would love to indulge, I have other matters to attend to.”

Heat flooded her face. “You arrogant—”

He moved before she could finish, tilting her chin up with the barest touch of his fingers.

“Careful, little mortal,” he murmured. “One day, you might beg me for exactly what you fear.”

She jerked away, heart pounding. “I’d rather rot.”

Lucian simply grinned, his fangs glinting in the dim light.

Then, just as suddenly as he had cornered her, he turned and left, the door locking behind him with a quiet click.

Seraphina released a shaky breath, staring at the door.

She needed to get out of here. Tonight.

The moment the castle fell silent, Seraphina made her move.

She slipped out of the bedchamber, padding down the endless, eerie corridors, every flickering torch casting shadows that seemed to watch her.
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