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Chapter 1 – The Fog Over Haworth

The moors were a living thing that night. Fog draped itself over the heather like molten silver, curling into every fold of the earth, licking the Parsonage walls, and whispering secrets that belonged to no mortal. Charlotte Brontë leaned against the frost-chilled window, her gloved fingers pressed to the glass, feeling the tremor of the wind as it carried the scent of something old and dangerous. Behind her, the hearth spat a feeble orange glow that did nothing to warm the bones of the room. Her eyes, sharp and calculating, scanned the darkness beyond, taking in the rise and fall of the hills, the skeletal trees clawing at the sky, the fog swallowing all paths and leaving only uncertainty.

Emily emerged from the shadows like a creature born from the moor itself, movement fluid and precise. Her corset, a blackened mourning piece reworked into a warrior’s harness, laced over layered skirts slit at the sides for mobility, the fabric glinting faintly with silver threading. On her legs, tight leather boots clicked softly on the worn wooden floorboards. She carried a knife carved from ashwood, its silver-dusted edge catching the moonlight in a flash of predatory promise. Her eyes were storm clouds—wild, untamed, and dangerous. Every step she took seemed to draw the fog closer, as if the land itself bent around her presence.

Anne moved with a calm, deliberate grace. Her mourning gown, altered with deep crimson lining and hidden pockets for vials and powders, swished quietly around her ankles. In her hands she held a hollowed hymn book, from which she had extracted a vial of glimmering ash. It caught the firelight for an instant, a prism of potential death. She placed it carefully in her reticule and checked her laced gloves, ensuring the seams were tight and her fingers nimble. “They are near,” she said, voice low and even, “and they are patient.”

Charlotte did not answer. She was already sliding the derringer from the folds of her bodice, the silver etching on the barrel gleaming faintly. Her own corset had been reinforced beneath layers of black leather and mourning cloth, a grim fusion of fashion and function. The skirts, layered and slit, allowed her movement without hesitation. Every sister’s attire was a study in deliberate contradiction—mourning and death on the surface, lethal mobility underneath.

The wind shifted, carrying the metallic scent of blood and something older, something hungry. Emily’s knife hand tightened, muscles coiling like springs. Anne’s fingers brushed the vial instinctively, ready. Charlotte’s pulse drummed with control and dread at once.

And then the shadow emerged.

It detached itself from the fog like smoke given shape. Tall, impossibly thin, draped in flowing black that seemed to absorb the moonlight, with fangs flashing in a grin that promised violation and power. Its eyes were pools of depthless red, reflecting the sisters in their corsets and skirts, in their silent readiness.

Emily hissed and moved first, launching herself through the fog in a blur of movement. Her boots struck the uneven earth, her skirts splitting as she twisted in midair, knife flashing. Charlotte fired the derringer. The shot cracked through the mist, a silver flare that hit the creature in the shoulder. It recoiled—not enough to falter, only enough to grow angrier. Anne threw the vial of ash with calm precision. It shattered at the vampire’s feet in a scattering of white sparks. Smoke hissed, the creature snarling as it leapt forward, faster than any human could comprehend.

The sisters met it together. Emily spun low, blade slicing upward, aiming for the throat. Charlotte stepped aside, firing again, each silver ball precise, measured. Anne brought out a hidden dagger coated with powdered garlic and consecrated ash, jabbing toward a knee joint as the vampire twisted. The first clash of steel and claw sent a shudder through the moor, and the fog seemed to react, curling violently around them, hiding the next strike, amplifying danger.

It moved with uncanny speed, striking Charlotte with a swipe that rattled her derringer. Emily lunged in, knife catching the vampire’s wrist mid-attack, sparks flying as silver kissed the black of the foe’s skin. Anne rolled to the side, coming up behind a gravestone that had emerged from the fog like an altar, slashing upward with her dagger. The vampire’s cape swirled, sweeping around Emily, but Charlotte ducked, flipping forward over the damp heather, pistol in hand, ready to fire again.

The sisters were a blur of motion, skirts and corsets twisting, boots skimming over moss and stone, knives and silver glinting in chaotic choreography. They moved like predators, all three of them, yet coordinated as if guided by a singular, fierce mind. The vampire struck, fast and brutal, yet every movement the sisters made countered instinct with training, with knowledge, with sheer force of will.

The creature hissed, slashing Emily across the shoulder. Blood blossomed, dark against the black fabric. Emily staggered but did not fall, whirling to bring her knife down in a savage arc that clipped the creature’s chest. Charlotte rolled again, firing at close range, silver hitting its arm. Anne ran a short distance to reposition, sliding across the wet moor, skirts flaring, dagger ready to pierce or slash.

The fog twisted, hiding its retreat as it struck again. The sisters met it at the center of the small clearing, boots sliding in the dew-soaked heather. Charlotte fired a final shot, piercing the creature’s chest. Emily leapt high, landing atop a stone, knife aimed for the heart. Anne hurled another ash vial directly at its face.

The creature stumbled, snarled, and vanished into the mist with a gust of wind that left the sisters blinking in silence. Only the distant howl of the wind, mingled with their ragged breaths, filled the clearing. The moors were still again, but for how long, none could say.

Charlotte lowered her derringer, shaking slightly. “It knows we are here,” she said, voice tight with certainty. “And it will return.”

Emily wiped blood from her knife and gave a feral smile. “Let it come. I am ready.”

Anne simply adjusted her skirts and tucked the ash vials back into her reticule. “We must learn its habits,” she said. “Every movement, every pattern. Only knowledge can make us safe.”

Charlotte nodded, though her heart still raced. “Then we write,” she said, glancing at her sisters. “We hunt, we survive, and we write. It is the only weapon we have that will outlast the night.”

The fog thickened again, swallowing the moor, curling around gravestones and heather alike. Somewhere in the mist, the creature waited, patient, ancient, and hungry. But so did the Brontë sisters, each a shadow of death wrapped in Victorian lace, corsets, and a deadly, sassy grace that no monster—living or undead—would forget.

The hunt had begun.
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​Chapter 2 – A Gentleman in the Parlor
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The morning after blood had stained the heather, the fog did not retreat in shame but instead lingered with possessive intimacy around the Parsonage, pressing its pale face to the windows as though determined to overhear whatever schemes were forming within. The house felt smaller in such weather, its narrow corridors steeped in shadow, its stone walls breathing a damp chill that seeped through even the thickest mourning silks. Charlotte Brontë stood at the escritoire in the sitting room, pen poised above paper, her corseted form rigid not from vanity but from discipline, for beneath the black lace and tailored bodice lay careful reinforcement stitched in silver thread and fine chain, an armor disguised as propriety. She had begun to record the events of the previous night with precise, measured strokes, shaping terror into sentences as if language itself were a form of containment, when the soft thud of wings interrupted her concentration and the household’s most ill-tempered resident descended from the mantle to scatter a fine drift of soot across her manuscript.

Morrigan, their crow, was not a creature of sentimental affection but of sharp intelligence and sharper grievance, his black plumage gleaming with oil-slick iridescence as he fixed Charlotte with one bright, accusatory eye that suggested she had personally orchestrated the world’s decline. He had come to them two winters prior, half-starved and already possessed of an attitude entirely disproportionate to his size, and had since established himself as both sentinel and critic, announcing visitors with violent indignation and pecking at any hand that presumed familiarity. Now he paced the edge of the desk, claws clicking against wood, his head tilting in sharp increments toward the window as though the fog outside had whispered something offensive directly into his ear.
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