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To my team

You are amazing souls. This book would not have seen the light of day without your help. I deeply appreciate each one of you for the variety you brought to me during this roller coaster ride.

Dear Readers,

As you delve into the pages of this book, I hope it carries you to a different world, allowing you to momentarily escape the burdens of everyday life and discover a tranquil refuge. 

Remember that if you need help, please seek it  from a professional 

as this is a work of fiction and nothing in this story is meant to be  taken in reality. 

This is purely a work  from the deep crevasse of this author’s mind. 

Need to know definitions.

Shadow stepping- Shadow magic rippled around them, the ancient vampiric ability to move between darkness and reality manifesting as a subtle distortion of space. They materialized fully inside the workshop, each movement calculated and silent.

Blood magic- the ability to manipulate their victim’s blood  at will.

––––––––
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Translations 

“Mo ailleacht” Viktor said, softly. “Lig dom aire a thabhairt duit” translates to “ My beauty....let me take care of you.” 

“Mo, run”  translates to  “My beloved “

“Mo bhanrigh,” Translate to  “ My queen”

“Mo ghradh” Translates to  “my darling”

Trigger warnings

Ice play

Praise 

Masochist

Bloodletting

Brief primal play

Biting 

Edging 

Denied pleasure

Graphic violence due to battle scenes 
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Chapter 1
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Mist clung to the craggy peaks like a shroud, veiled beneath a curtain of steel-gray clouds beneath them, the Northern Isles unfurled, displaying a tapestry of dark forests and ancient stone. Here, the vampire lords of the old had raised their castles, spires piercing the heavens, a challenge to the Gods.

The kingdom of the dark queen stood mysterious and enigmatic, filled with ancient castles, mist-covered mountains, and weather-worn cliffs. Society was a complex hierarchy, with clans vying for power and influence. Seraphine, the reigning vampire queen, has ruled peacefully for centuries, with minor conflicts and weak attempts to obtain her power and status.

Amidst the tumultuous Northern Isles, a furious storm rages on, pounding the rugged cliffs with unrelenting fury. The sound of thunder echoes across the land, as lightning illuminates the imposing stone castle that stands tall and proud, impervious to the elements. This is the legendary Drakul Keep—a place known to many as the residence of the Vampire Queen, a powerful and enigmatic figure who has long commanded the respect and fear of all who know of her existence. Despite the harsh conditions outside, the keep stands defiant, a testament to the remarkable resilience and strength of those who call it home.

In the dark corridor of the ancient Keep, the Vampire queen’s presence loomed like a shadow cast by the faint candlelight. Her ethereal beauty was a stark contrast to the darkness that surrounded her, her crimson eyes glinting with an otherworldly power. As she moved with purpose, her loyal subjects bowed before her, their unwavering loyalty a testament to her regal authority.

Seraphina has not always been the powerful and mysterious figure she is now. Born into a prestigious vampire family, she was raised in luxury and privilege but always felt the weight of her heritage and the responsibility that came with it. From an early age, Seraphina showed a remarkable talent for leadership and a deep sense of duty to her people.

It was during her formative years that she forged a close friendship with Lucius, a fellow vampire of noble lineage. Together, they navigated the complexities of vampire society, supporting each other through trials and tribulations. Their bond only grew stronger with time, becoming a cornerstone of Seraphine’s life as she rose to power within the coven.

However, everything changed when Lucius’s father plotted to steal the fabled Blood Ruby, a powerful artifact that had been passed down through Seraphina’s family for generations, gifted to the Queen by the High Fae king himself Centuries ago as a peace offering amongst the Fae and Vampires. The failed Theft attempt not only strained the friendship between Seraphina and Lucius but also shook the very foundation of the vampires who lived in the society. As punishment for his father’s actions Lucius’s family was scorned and thrown out of the coven, never to return under any circumstances.

The blood ruby is not merely a gemstone; it holds an ethereal power put there by the High Fae king himself. Legends speak of its ability to harness and control darkness itself, bending a

manipulating shadows to fit the needs of the possessor. It is said to be of a volatile nature that only those of true power can wield it without the shadows seeking repercussions upon the possessor.

These stories are often dismissed as mere folklore and fairy tales. Little do the members of the coven realize that the blood ruby’s existence is more than just a myth- it is tied to a history so ancient that its power could shake the existence of every known being that walked the earth.

Haunted by the loss of the Blood Ruby and the betrayal of Lucius' family, Seraphina delved into the history of her ancestors, seeking answers and guidance in their legacy.

Through Flashbacks and ancestral visions, she learned of the challenges they faced and the sacrifices they made to protect the blood ruby and maintain peace within the coven. The absence of the Blood Ruby served as a constant reminder of the price of power and the importance of unity among vampires.

Whispers of the blood ruby’s existence have long been forgotten by the common folk. Though the mere existence of it has haunted the throne, hinting at a connection between the artifact and the ruling lineage. Those of the upper class and of the court speak of prophecies foretelling the return of the blood ruby to its rightful place, ushering in a new era of power and control over the coven.

In recent years, the coven has experienced a noticeable increase in tension among its members. The once harmonious atmosphere has been replaced with a sense of anxiety and uncertainty. Whispers and rumors of a rival lord's growing power and his relentless quest to claim the blood ruby’s power for himself have been circulating among the members, causing concern and unrest. The situation has left many feeling apprehensive about the future and unsure of what lies ahead.

The rumors have been gaining strength and persistence with each passing day. The origin and extent of this rival's power remain shrouded in mystery. Some in the coven fear that this rival may pose a significant threat to their safety and the stability of their community. While others remain hopeful of a peaceful resolution, with tensions running high, the future is uncertain.
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In the great hall antechamber Seraphina stood alongside Alistair awaiting Viktor.

"Your majesty, the people await your calm words.” Alistair said calmly. “The unrest is becoming tangible; arguments are breaking out.”

“I am aware of the current situation Alistair; Lucius is creating panic, and he is nowhere near the coven. It was his message that was sent that stirred the tensions in the coven. I can only imagine what that family is going through with the Male of the house gone. Lucius has always lacked compassion and empathy. If he manages to succeed with his goal of splitting the coven in half, we will not stand a chance against him.” said Seraphina.

“I understand Your Majesty, but we have a plan put in place if that were to happen. I know you do not favor that idea, but it will secure the future of the D’ Angelo bloodline. The spikes are in place and the walls are fortified. If he does attack, he will have to work to get in,” said Alistair.

The door to the chamber creaked open, and Viktor entered, shadowed by a woman whose long black hair cascaded down her back like a waterfall of midnight. Her piercing green eyes shimmered 

with ancient secrets, and her flawless porcelain skin lent her an otherworldly radiance. Tall and slender, she moved with an elegance wrapped in mystery, a presence that clung to her like a living cloak. When her gaze fell upon the Queen, a serene smile curved her lips, soft as moonlight upon still water.

“Lilith, my dear, how are you this evening? All is well I hope,” asked Seraphina. A small smile played at her lips.

“I am well, my Queen; all is well. My familiars told me you might need my services today then Lord Viktor walked in stating you requested my presence.” said Lilith. A broad smile cast upon her lips. “What can I assist you in doing today?” asked Lilith, bowing slightly.

“Thank you for coming, Lilith, I seek your insight on a matter of immense importance. Please, take a seat.

Lilith gracefully took a seat, her eyes finding Seraphina staring at her.

“You have neglected to tell me how I am to assist you, my Queen. My time is spread far too thin to entertain simple pleasantries.” said Lilith.

A choking noise of pure shock came out of Alistair’s mouth, his eyes growing as big as saucers. No one had ever talked to the Queen in that manner and lived to see the next day. A small chuckle left Viktor as he watched Alistair flounder about at the sheer audacity of the statement Lilith had just proclaimed.

“M-my queen she meant nothing disrespectful by tha-” stuttered Alistair, as he took a step towards where his queen stood.

“I am well aware of that Alistair” said Seraphina, cutting off whatever else he was about to say.

Alistair simply bowed and stepped away from his queen. No amount of words would suffice now. Lilith was the only vampire known to speak to the Queen in that manner and live to see the light of the next moon.

“I asked for you Lilith because as you know we are facing challenging times in our coven. The unrest among us is growing, I fear it may lead to conflict. Have you received anything from the Divine realms?” asked Seraphina, a note of concern in her voice.

“I understand, my Queen. It is crucial to maintain peace and harmony within our coven. I have received little from the divine realms. Bits and pieces of scenes foretold to take part soon.” stated Lilith.

“What of these scenes do you talk about? Are they of any use to us?”

“They are of blood and violence my Queen.  The scenes that were the clearest was one of you disappearing from the coven amid a battle of blood and violence. You were forced to leave against your will. The one you love most lost to the clutches of evil only to be reborn anew later in your arms.

Several bodies lay strewn across the ground, bloodied and maimed. A dark power was awoken from the violence of this battle. Life as we know it changed forever. That is all that I have seen of my Queen, the fall of an empire into the hands of a monster.”

An icy shockwave passed through the room as the words of the High Priestess settled. Stark awareness of the events that have yet to come to pass lay heavy on the shoulders of those who heard the unsettling truths.

“Is there anything that can be done to stop this battle from happening?” asked Viktor, as he changed his stance from one of relaxed to that of a battle-ready soldier waiting for his orders.

Lilith’s gaze slowly traveled across the room until her icy green eyes landed on Viktor’s vibrant blue stare. A serene smile danced across her lips as she gazed at him.

“Tell me, soldier, do you have complete control of yourself?” asked Lilith. “ For your future, I have seen is one of pain and suffering and of loss. When was the last time you surrendered to blood lust?”

Those words hit him like daggers thrown by a familiar stranger- they were sharp and dug in deep. He took a visible step back, and a slight shudder racked his body. He did not have a reply for her. The last time he lost himself to bloodlust was one of sheer terror in his youth. The only way he survived the blood lust and kept what little humanity he had intact was—Serphina.

An audible gasp could be heard from the queen as she took in the words that were just spoken. The memory played out before her like a tragic opera, each moment etched with a pain that cut deep into her soul. As she stood there, transfixed by the ghostly replay of events.

The flashbacks of that night came barreling down her foresight without so much as a warning. She was transported back to the night when the disaster struck. Her heart raced as the memories flooded her mind with vivid clarity. The moon was at its peak on the night of the blood moon. She could still feel the chill of the night air, the ominous shadow that fell upon the under the blood moon. Viktor stood before her; his eyes consumed by a primal rage she had never seen before.

His transformation into a creature of darkness had been swift and terrifying. The feeling of fear and desperation washed over her once more as she relieved the traumatic event.

The realization hit her as it had the first time as she remembered how close she had come that night to losing her beloved. His humanity gave in to the bloodlust that threatened to consume him entirely. Tears welled in her eyes as she recalled the words she had whispered, a plea to reach the light still buried deep within him.

The queen’s gasp echoed in the chamber, a silent prayer escaping her lips as she relived the anguish of that fateful night. She vowed never to forget the strength it had taken to bring Viktor back from the brink, to fight for their love against the dark forces that had nearly torn them apart.

A callous hand squeezing her shoulder pulled her out of the terror-filled memory. Her eyes glistened with unshed tears, met Viktor's gaze as he stood beside her, a silent pillar of strength amidst the turbulent storm of memories. With a deep breath, she composed herself, drawing upon the regal grace that had guided her through many trials before.

Feeling Viktor’s reassuring presence, she straightened her posture and squared her shoulders, the weight of the past slowly ebbing away. In a voice steady but tinged with the remnants of raw emotions.

“Thank you, my loyal general, for anchoring me in the present once more.” Said Seraphina, her voice soft.

“Always, my Queen,” said Viktor, bowing slightly.

Viktor’s expression softened, his eyes reflecting determination and unwavering loyalty as he nodded in quiet understanding. As she gathered her composure, a fire ignited within her, fueled by the resilience that had driven her to face the darkness head-on. The ethereal flow and amber tone of Lilith’s voice broke through the moment of sentiment.

“My Queen, if you are back with us, we still have the matter at hand we need to deal with and the true reason that you called for my aid.” Said Lilith in a hushed but annoyed tone.

“Yes, we need to know if there is a way to stop your visions from coming true or at least minimize the damage done to our people?”  Seraphina declared.

“On the fateful night your coven is destined to fall, you will lose more than just your title; you will lose EVERYTHING. The sea of blood and fire will only bring destruction and total annihilation to your people.” Lilith said in a void tone

“What do you mean sea of blood and fire?” asked Seraphina in a shocked tone.

Lilith’s piercing gaze landed on Viktor.

Viktor shifted in place and gazed back at her.

“You were asked a question, Lilith; I suggest you answer it” said Viktor with a clipped tone.

“Enough, Viktor...I am in no rush for an answer, for it cannot be a good one. As for the blood ruby, it was lost a long time ago, vanished after the Lucius family tried to steal it,” said Seraphina in a matter-of-fact tone. “Some say they still feel the pull of its magic.”

“I am not entirely convinced it is not the firewater that pulls them,” Alistair muttered under his breath. 

Serphina and Viktor exchanged a knowing look. 

A light scoff caught Seraphina’s ear. She turned her head towards Lilith's directions. Lilith was closely watching the exchange of words take place with an amused look on her face, her chin resting on her hand, her fingers lay splayed across her lips, sparks dancing in her eyes. Noticing the edge in Lilith’s gaze, Serphina sighed softly.

“The grand hall meeting approaches. We must be prepared for what lies ahead. The sea of blood and fire, the blood ruby—none of this is coincidence. It all converges at once. A darkness looms, threatening to consume everything in its path.” Seraphina’s voice was soft, yet edged with steel.

Lilith remained silent, her gaze fixed on the flames. The spark that once lit her eyes had dimmed, replaced by a glimmer of unspoken secrets. The chamber seemed to grow colder, the air thickening with tension as the firelight flickered across her irises, painting them with a graceful dance of gold and shadow.

At last she spoke, her voice low, tinged with an otherworldly resonance. “The ancient texts speak of prophecy—a reckoning that will shake the very foundation of our world. The blood ruby is but one shard of a greater puzzle, its true nature still veiled.”

The flames held aloft in iron stands crackled and popped, their light swaying in graceful waves as the wind carried them through the chamber.

Lilith’s gaze returned to the dance of the flames once more, becoming entranced by the beautiful dance. The weight of the words hung heavy in the air as they silently sat there. The grand hall meeting looming ever closer. Seraphina let out a shaky sigh followed by a much heavier emotional laden sigh.

As the candles guttered low and shadows writhed across the stone walls, Seraphina, Viktor, and Lilith braced themselves for the storm pressing ever closer. The chamber seemed to hold its breath, the silence heavy with unseen portents.

Seraphina could feel the weight of her crown pressing down upon her, not as gold and jewels, but as a burden and an oath. Every decision was a blade’s edge—one misstep could shatter the fragile line between survival and ruin. Her people’s fate balanced upon her resolve, and caution had become her constant companion.

Viktor’s deep blue eye gleamed faintly in the dim light, a reminder of the shadow he had embraced. Lilith’s gaze lingered on the flames, her silence threaded with secrets too ancient to name. Together they stood, bound by necessity, each carrying a fragment of the storm that threatened to consume them all.
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The court fell silent, anticipation thick in the air as Seraphina prepared to confront the looming danger with a regal grace that belied the storm brewing within her immortal soul. With a single, imperious gesture, she stilled the last murmurs that rippled through the hall. Rising from her throne, 

she stood as a figure carved of shadow and flame, crimson robes cascading behind her like a river of blood, flowing with the weight of destiny.

Her gaze swept across the gathered nobles, warriors, and coven sisters. Each face reflected a different shade of fear—some masked by pride, others laid bare in trembling hands. The torches along the walls guttered, shadows bending toward her as if drawn by her resolve.

“My people,” she began, her voice low but resonant, carrying through the vaulted chamber. “The storm is upon us. Blood and fire converge, and the ruby’s curse is no coincidence. Darkness gathers at our gates, seeking to consume all that we hold dear. We cannot falter. We cannot yield.”

Lilith’s eyes glimmered in the firelight, ancient secrets flickering in their depths. She remained silent, her presence a reminder of prophecy yet unspoken. Viktor lingered at the edge of the hall, half-hidden in shadow, his golden eye burning like a lone star. His silence was heavier than any words, a promise and a threat entwined.

Seraphina lifted her chin, the crown upon her brow gleaming like a shard of crimson flame. “We will meet this reckoning not as broken echoes, but as a people forged in shadow and steel. Let Lucius believe us defeated. Let him believe our strength spent. He will learn that even a storm cannot drown a queen who still wears her crown.”

“I am certain most of you have heard the rumors of Lord Lucius’s threats. Know this: we are fortifying our walls and preparing every measure to protect the coven. Signs have been seen, and we do not dismiss them lightly. Yet I offer you solace—our defenses are strong, our plan of action set. You have nothing to fear tonight. Rest your worries, and let the feast begin!” Seraphina’s voice reverberated through the great hall, carrying both command and comfort.

The hall erupted—not in chaos, but in a solemn, unified murmur of assent. The cheery melody of music rose swiftly, filling the chamber with warmth. Laughter and song wove together, creating an atmosphere that beckoned all to lose themselves in its rhythm. At the head of the room, Seraphina stood surrounded by her coven, her gaze sweeping over the familiar faces that had watched her grow into the queen she had become.

The next generation of vampires ran around the grand hall, playing hide and seek amidst the tables and chairs, their laughter and squeals of excitement filling the room like a melody of its own.

A sudden sense of melancholy washed over her, bringing with it the realization that the cost of failure could be the loss of those closest to her. The unimaginable things that Lucius would do to these people. She strolled down the dais and disappeared into the shadows behind her as the music began a faster, more dramatic melody in the background. Alistair met her at the shadowy entrance of the antechamber.

“Your Majesty, is everything alright?” Alistair asked.

“It will be in time, I hope. Until then, I am going to retire to my chambers for the rest of the night.” Seraphina said with a small smile.

“If ever you need me, send a handmaiden, and I will come. Rest well, Your Majesty.” Alistair bowed at the waist, his tone steady.  

Alistair watched as the shadows trailed after the queen. As she left the room, a sad smile reached his lips as he turned around to watch the festivities. Alistair has been the queen’s royal advisor since the beginning. Standing a little over six feet tall he towered over her but yielded all power to her when needed. His blonde hair falling in his face as he looks back towards the shadows that his queen disappeared into.

A protective feeling rose up within him. Turning to the shadows, he walked towards them following the same path his queen had taken only moments ago.


⋘ 𖥔 ⋙ 



A gentle night breeze blew in through the open curtains, ruffling her dressing gown and shawl as it blew past. The queen stood by the window gazing out over her kingdom, sensing the uncertainty in the hearts of her people. Wrapping her shawl around her tightly, she refused to let her own growing fear consume her. Her mind was in a state of turmoil. Various thoughts and ideas raced through her head as she contemplated the tough decisions that lay ahead.

The once peaceful reign she held was now under threat from a notorious and power-hungry Lord named Lucius. He had gained a reputation for his insatiable thirst for control and domination. His ruthless tactics and cunning strategies had made him a formidable enemy, feared, and despised by many. The fate of the region hung in the balance, and the weight of responsibility lay heavy on her shoulders as she struggled to find a way to protect her people and defend their way of life.

A slight barely there breeze was the only sign that someone had entered her chambers. Their presence was not one of a hostile nature, so she did not fret about them being here unannounced.

“How can I help you Alistair?” said Seraphina. Slowly turning to face him, arms crossed her chest, hands gripping each elbow.

“My lady” Alistair stated bowing deeply “It is one in the morning. What ails you, my Queen?”

“Nothing of importance at this time Alistair, I would like to be left alone. So that I may enjoy the cool night in peace,” said Seraphina, as she turned her head towards the window.

Even though everything she thought was of the utmost importance she did not want to bother him with thoughts that they were a whole that have been dwelling on for the last few years with no resolve. It grew tiring and almost maddening to have the same intrusive thoughts replay in her head constantly for no one to hear but herself, her grip tightened on her elbows.

Alistair sensed his queen’s unease and moved to approach, but halted, fearing to overstep and deepen her distress. A heavy sigh fell from him. He stopped himself from acting on his feelings 

and impulses, going to console the queen as he wanted to do. Instead, he stepped back, putting his hand over his chest to keep the pain from her rejection at bay.

“As you wish my lady.” said Alistair, bowing to his queen.

He pivots sharply on the ball of his foot; his boots creaking and walks to the door. As he walked out the door, he turned to look back at his queens’ solemn form shaped in the moonlight, a sad smile creeped across his face. The door click resounded through the chamber. She flicked as the echo of the door washed over her. Seraphine turned back to the window allowing the cool night breeze to wash over her face once again. Staring out into the darkness, uncertain for once in her life of how the future would play out.

Several minutes later she hears heavy footsteps approaching as they stop in front of her doorway. The click of the door latch being released sounded throughout the chamber. She turned around to see an imposing form of a man in the moonlight. A rough timber voice rang out from the shadows, sending shivers dancing down her spine, a voice all too familiar.

“You know he was only trying to help, he is worried about you, as a friend would be what we just learned earlier today was not of light weighted news.” Viktor whispered, “He’s right. You should rest—even if we don’t need much, a lack of sleep can harm your mental health. Please lie down.”

“How can I possibly rest when I now have knowledge that not one, but two events are going to happen and the only way to prevent one of them is to find a ruby that has been missing for several decades if not a century.” Serphina said, running a hand over her face in frustration

Viktor’s expression softened and his eyes darkened as he motioned for her to come lay down.

“Just come and rest in bed, please. We’ll figure it out tomorrow, okay?  Viktor said as his voice took on a husky tone.

She hesitated for a second then slowly walked over to him. Sitting down on the bed she looked up through her lashes at him, suddenly feeling small in his imposing shadow. His stare was one of the deepest depths of the ocean, flecks of molten silver swirled. Serphina felt her heart rate quicken as Viktor’s gaze held hers, a mixture of concern and something more unreadable 

swirling in his eyes.

She could sense the weight of responsibility he carried, not just for her well-being but for something greater that she had yet to fully grasp.

Viktor reached out a hand, his touch surprisingly gentle as he guided her to lie down on the bed. The cool silk sheets enveloped her, offering a sense of comfort amid uncertainty. Serphina closed her eyes, trying to calm the storm raging in her mind and calm her racing heart.

She senses only heightened in doing so a warm vibration danced across her skin. She could sense him standing next to her, her body tightened, unable to relax fully knowing how close he was.

Her hand drifted out blindly searching for him. A warm chest met her wandering fingers, the strong beat of his heart under her palm, followed by a calloused hand. The jolt of electricity that she felt when he touched her caused her to inhale sharply.

She pulled her hand back faster than she intended to. She could hear the steady rhythm of his breathing as she lay there in the quiet moonlit room. She slowly opened her eyes to be met with a pair of eyes so filled with emotion that it seemed to spill out of his face. His eyebrows relaxed, a small smile lay across his lips, the little dimple on his cheek ever so present.

She reached up to touch his cheek then stopped reminding herself that their type of love was forbidden, crushing sadness filled her soul. She closed her eyes once more, she let out a shocked breath when she felt his fingers trail across her face brushing a lock of loose hair away from her face, a soft gesture that spoke volumes more than words ever could.

As soon as that warmth enveloped her it disappeared, the cold wrapped around her body quicker then she wanted it too. A shiver passed through her body. As she lay there in the quiet of the room, she heard the rustle of the gossamer curtains in the night breeze as they fluttered against one another, in the distant an owl called out.

Her mind and heart still raced, the events replaying at relentless speed. Her skin felt tight and irritated, the silk sheets scraping against her as though mocking her restless state. She let out a weighted sigh as she turned to her side to face the door.

Unsure of where Viktor was at this present moment she attempted to rest her too charged body. Right as she began to slip off to slumber, she heard heavy footsteps echoing in the room. Her eyelid fluttered open, but the room held no one, not even the faintest outline in the gloom.

A sense that someone was in the room was still so strong that it was adding to the already heightened emotions she was currently feeling.

The bed dipped down like someone had sat down on the opposite side of the bed. She turned to see the corded muscles running along the back of the man she loved the most. Her intake of breath alerted him to her present state, his head turned, a lock of jet-black hair fell across his eye as he turned to look at her through his lashes. The emotion that was held there was one of a raging wildfire.

His face was no longer relaxed, his eyebrows furled together, and his lips set in a thin line as if he were fighting with himself for control, she let out an audible gasp. The bed let up as he stood back up after taking his boots off. Her eyes followed him trailing slowly up his body, the warmth from earlier seeped back into her veins. When she met his gaze again that heat intensified.

Their gazes locked as he turned and crawled into the bed next to her. My gods he is gorgeous. The lines of the corded muscles rising and falling in a fluid motion had her mesmerized. How can one person hold so much beauty his body looked as if he had walked out of a painting into her life.

His piercing gaze seemed to see right through her to her very soul. The gods had spent their time perfecting this man. The sudden spark running through her veins broke her from her inner monologue. How long had she been stuck in her own thoughts? This man was now sitting in front of where she lay the look far more primal then what was appropriate for a queen and her general lay upon his face.

The silver in his eyes seemed to have gotten brighter the closer he got to her. Sitting up to meet his gaze fully she hesitantly raised her hand and placed it on his chest above his heart. The feel of goosebumps arose on his chest and a low primal growl reverberated through his chest, sending chills up her arm and down to places that have laid dormant for far too long.

“We shouldn’t be doing this Viktor; it’s forbidden you know that.” Said Seraphina tone low and hushed.

A ripple of sensation shot through him, he bowed his head and when he looked back up at her the heat remained in his gaze. Placing his forehand against hers, placing his hand over her hand laying on his chest.

“Why can’t we have just this one night be lost in each other before everything we know is foretold to change forever?”  asked Viktor in a hushed tone.

“What if someone were to catch us? That would make matters worse, they would doubt me even further and you would lose the trust of some of your men, it is not worth the risk.”

“Everyone one is asleep my love, please just let us have this one moment together, one moment of peace.”

His words weighed heavily, she closed her eyes fighting an internal battle of want and need. One that she had been battling since the day, their relationship became more the mere friends. Would it be so wrong for them to have this one moment, this little bit of peace? She had asked herself that a dozen times. When she opened her eyes again the same fire the dances in his eyes now danced in her.

She pushed with the hand that was resting on his chest for him to lay back onto the bed. That same hand then began to draw lazy light circles around his pecs. He caught her hand with a gentle grip bringing her hand up to his lip, his gaze locking with hers as he kissed the knuckles of her hand.

“Careful, my Queen, you overestimate the amount of control I have right now.” Viktor said, huskily voice dropping several octaves .

She rested her head on his chest, her finger lazily tracing small circles on his skin. Goosebumps followed her touch, and he let out a shuddered breath, feeling his nipples peak and harden. She glanced down at his chest, marveling at what she saw. Smooth, porcelain skin stretched over well-defined muscles, while white scars marked his otherwise flawless skin. Goosebumps rose in the wake of her fingers as they trailed across him.

Her gaze lifted to his face, and she saw the look of a barely contained predator. His jaw was set, eyebrows furrowed, and the wildfire in his eyes had transformed into a raging inferno. Her breath caught in her chest as he sat up and gently rolled her underneath him. An electric shock traveled through her body as his fingers grazed her hip.

“VIKTOR,” Serphina whispered “Please...”

Her words were lost in the storm of electricity and flames that threatened to take her under. How can just a simple graze of his finger cause such a reaction what the rest of him would feel like then.... Her thoughts trailed off as a new set of flames set her body on fire. She let out a surprised gasp; the feel of his fingertips on her skin was enough to send her through the Veil. Trailing his fingertips down her abdomen leaving goosebumps in their wake. Her porcelain skin glowed in the pale moonlight. He could feel his fangs elongate as the thoughts of her underneath him played through his mind.

“Gods, Viktor!” she exclaimed as she sucked in a breath.

“Yes, My Queen, can I help you with something?” Viktor said. Wicked grin playing at his lips.

All she could manage was a small sound barely audible, the flames flowing in her veins were

keeping her from speaking audible words.

“Words my queen, I need words.”  Viktor said huskily. 
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A knock sounded through the room causing both to jump. Interrupting whatever it was that she was trying to say. Viktor let out a feral growl glaring murderously at the door. Serphina rolled her head towards the door allowing her head to finally clear of the flames and electricity that were setting her aflame. She slowly began to sit up causing Viktor to slide to the side of her as she sat up.

Fixing her appearance, she shook her head scooting off the edge of the bed, sitting there for a few minutes allowing herself to gather her bearings once more before she stood. From behind her she heard clothes being donned and the clang of weapons being put back into their rightful place.

“Who in the sacred moonlight would be awake at this time of night and why are they disturbing the queen at this hour” Viktor snarled out throwing the door another murderous glare.

“I am unsure my love, but if they are to disturb me at this hour let’s hope that it is not grave news to be told.” Seraphina said wistfully. She let out a heavy weighted sigh; the ecstasy from earlier fully gone now.

“You are not to answer that door until I am fully dress is that understood?”

“Are you giving the queen a direct order General?”

“If it means to keep you safe then yes you may take it as an order. We do not know who or what stands on the other side of that door.”

“Very well then, I will wait until you are fully dressed.”

She turned to watch him don his boots and sabers that heat from earlier returning without warning. Watching his muscles in his back ripple as he fastened the last of his effects. When he stood to his full height, he surely towered over her even from across the bed, his build of an imposing male made of steel and iron yet gentle and kind. It took a great feat to tear her gaze from him only to be met with a    stare so piercing she felt it touch her very soul.

A thought formed in the back of her mind.

This man would die for me if it meant to keep me safe and out of harm’s way. 

A new yet familiar emotion welled up in her chest she drew her gaze downcast mind lost in the storm of emotion and thoughts that resided there. A strong hand brought back to the present she raised her gaze to the door then back to Viktor.

“Ready?” Viktor asked.

She nodded a curt nod and they headed for the door, Viktor stepped to the side so when she opened the door he would be hidden behind the door and could surprise whoever or whatever was on the other side if they were to try and hurt his queen. One final gaze landed on her before he disappeared behind the door as she opened it.

A petite female form stood in the doorway sandy blonde hair in disarray next to yet another imposing male form with jet black hair, their hair in disarray as if they have just finished a high-speed run in windy conditions, the look of fear and bewilderment lay upon the face of the female and the male looked as if he were murder the next unsuspecting soul to cross his path.

“Your grace, I am so sorry to disturb you at this hour, but this is an emergency and requires your immediate attention. I was unable to find the General or your advisor, so I came straight here. I am terribly sorry if I have awakened you”  Elara rushed out breathlessly, bowing an afterthought.

“Nonsense, Viktor was here with me. What is this emergency you speak of?” Serphina said, in a regal tone. Hands clasped loosely in front of her.

Before either had the chance to respond, Viktor stepped out from behind the door causing Elara to jump and the male to snap to attention, both saluting him.

“At ease soldiers,” Viktor said  in an authoritative tone.

Before she could respond the male named Felix spoke up.

“There has been an attack on one of the villages outside of the wall's protection, I have already sent men to retrieve the villagers and bring them to the keep.” Felix said, in a rushed tone. “When they arrived, it was too late to save some of the villagers. The messenger that was sent was beheaded and had a note attached to the skin of one of the elders of the village.”

Seraphina reached out to take the note, but Felix pulled his hand away from hers and looked over at Viktor. Serphina let her hand fall to her side as Viktor took the blood-stained note from him.

This is only the beginning, may the darkness fall, the blood flow red in the streets of your villages and the seas boil.

-X

Serphina approached Viktor and read the note over his shoulder. She let out an audible gasp, Viktor growled and crumbled up the note. Their gazes rose to meet those of Elara and Felix. Seraphina took a shaky breath in, Elara ran her hand over her face and the males just simply stared at each other for what seemed like an eternity before anyone spoke.

Serphina took the note from Viktor and re-read it several times hoping to make sense of it. Her brows furrow in concentration, trying to decipher its cryptic message Several tense moments passed as the Queen decided what to do for those who lost so much in the attack and how to protect those who survived it from any future attacks. Serphina finally looked up from the note, slowly 

meeting the eyes full of concern, and rage. Viktor at her side eyes filled with a mixture of worry and determination.

“What do you make of it, my Queen?” Viktor asked, voice heavy with concern.

“It is hard to say...This attack– what purpose does it serve? Is it part of the prophecy, or merely an act of malice?” Seraphina said, her voice grave.

“What should we do, Your Majesty? The people are in fear, they need guidance and protection.” Elara said her voice was soft yet firm, laced with concern.

“I need to talk to Lilith,” Serphina said with a sense of urgency in her voice.

“Yes, my Queen, I will go retrieve her from her chambers right away.” Elara said, bowing respectfully, understanding the gravity of the situation.

“We cannot let this go unpunished. The survivors need to know we will protect them.” Felix interjected, eyes flashing with rage.

Viktor threw him a pointed warning glare, a silent promise of retribution if he continued with his current disrespect.

“Remember your place boy!” Viktor said, voice edged with a feral tone, a reminder of authority and power.

“He is fine, Viktor. No harm done. He is simply very passionate and protective over the people he is charged with.” Seraphina said with a light chuckle. “You are right, Felix. We must act swiftly.” Gaze flickering between the soldiers. “Gather our forces. I want patrols around the clock. We cannot afford another attack on our people.”

“Yes, my Queen,  it shall be done.” Echoes from both soldiers. Their determination is palpable.

The sound of their receding footsteps echoed in the tense silence; leaving Seraphina to run a hand over her face, a display of exhaustion evident in her demeanor.

“My Queen, are you alright?” Elara asked in a soft tone, her concern genuine as she approached her queen.

“I am simply tired is all Elara. Thank you for asking.” Seraphina replied, her voice carrying a sense of weariness mixed with determination.

“Of course, my Queen, is there anything else that you may need of me?”

“Will you check on the boys for me please and ensure they do not need your assistance before you retire.”

“Yes, Your majesty, Goodnight.”

“Goodnight my dear, rest well when you‘re able to.” Seraphina bid her farewell, the weight of the kingdom heavy on her shoulders.

Lilith stood at the door, hands clasped and her stance relaxed, watching quietly as the queen conversed with Elara. She noted the unusual edge in the queen’s demeanor, a subtle shift that did not escape her attention. When Elara finally departed, Lilith stepped forward, announcing her presence to the queen. As she did, her gaze fell upon a crumpled, blood-stained note lying on the table only a few feet away. The sight stirred her curiosity at once, and she could not help but wonder what secrets the note might hold.
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