
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Ravished by Night
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Chapter 1: Shadows Stir 
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The city lay quiet beneath the velvet darkness, but Lucien Valtheris felt its heartbeat—uneasy, restless, a subtle tremor beneath the streets he had patrolled for centuries. Shadows moved differently tonight, curling and shifting with a purpose that set his instincts on edge. The night had grown heavy, charged with an energy that was both familiar and foreign.

He perched atop a tall building, eyes scanning the streets below. The visitor stood a few steps behind him, wrapped in a coat that did little against the chill of the early hours. “You’re tense,” the visitor said softly, his voice cutting through the silence. “What are you sensing?”

Lucien’s gaze didn’t waver. “Something... new,” he murmured. “It’s subtle, but it’s there. Movements, whispers... shadows that shouldn’t exist. The supernatural world has shifted, and I don’t yet know why.”

The visitor stepped closer, hands brushing Lucien’s arm for reassurance. “You think it’s dangerous?”

Lucien allowed himself a moment of honesty, the centuries of caution pressing against his tongue. “Yes. And not just dangerous—strategic. Someone or something is testing the city, testing me. And tonight, the game begins.”

A flicker of movement drew Lucien’s attention to a narrow alley below. Shadows twisted unnaturally, as if alive. His fangs lengthened slightly, his senses sharpening. “There,” he said, pointing subtly. “Do you see it?”

The visitor’s eyes widened. “What is it?”

Lucien didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he descended from the rooftop, silent and fluid, the city streets embracing him as though he belonged to its darkness. The visitor followed, hesitant but trusting, stepping into a world that had always been perilous, yet had begun to feel like home.

As they approached the alley, the shadows thickened. Lucien’s hand instinctively went to the relic he wore beneath his coat, its faint pulse resonating with his heartbeat. It had been centuries since he’d needed it for anything beyond protection, but tonight, it felt alive, alert, anticipating the storm.

A low whisper reached his ears—not words, but intent. Eyes scanned the darkness, and in a heartbeat, Lucien realized they were not alone. The intruder was not human, nor entirely of the night as he knew it. The energy radiating from the figure was powerful, deliberate, testing the boundaries of his senses.

“This is no ordinary threat,” Lucien murmured, voice tense. “And it has been waiting for the right moment... for me.”

The visitor shivered, whether from the cold or the tension in Lucien’s tone, he could not tell. “Then we face it... together?”

Lucien’s lips curved into a faint, almost imperceptible smile. “Together,” he said. And as the shadows moved with purpose, the night seemed to bend around them, whispering of battles, betrayals, and desires that would not wait for dawn.

The eternal struggle of the supernatural world had begun anew—and Lucien, the last of his dynasty, was ready to meet it head-on.
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Chapter 2: Intruder in the Night
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The alley was unnaturally still, as if the city itself had paused to watch. Lucien’s senses were taut, every muscle coiled with centuries of instinct. The visitor followed closely, hesitantly, feeling the weight of the darkness pressing in, yet trusting Lucien completely.

A flicker of movement drew Lucien’s attention to the shadows ahead. He didn’t need to see the figure fully to know it was not human—its presence hummed with raw power, deliberate and confident, like a predator assessing its prey.

“You feel that, don’t you?” Lucien whispered, voice low.

The visitor nodded, gripping his arm. “Yes... what is it?”

Lucien’s eyes narrowed. “Someone—or something—is testing me. And they want more than information. They want a reaction.”

From the darkness, the figure stepped forward, tall and cloaked, face hidden in the hooded shadows. A subtle shimmer of energy surrounded them, and Lucien felt a flicker of recognition—or was it anticipation? “Lucien Valtheris,” the figure said, voice melodic and edged with danger. “The last of your line. I’ve been... waiting.”

Lucien’s fangs extended slightly, his senses sharpening. “And who are you to wait for me?” he demanded, voice calm but hard. Every instinct screamed caution.

The figure tilted their head, revealing just enough of their face to hint at something inhuman, timeless, and dangerous. “A friend... or a challenge. That will depend entirely on how you respond.”
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