
    
      [image: cover]
    

  



Kevin B DiBacco

Blood Bourne Silence









                    
                    
UUID: 090c6e5c-5537-468e-955b-27b029e7fb0c

This ebook was created with StreetLib Write

https://writeapp.io








        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    



 








 








  

    

      

        
Blood
        Bourne
      
    
  






  

    

      

        

          
Silence
        
      
    
  






  

    

      

        
Kevin
        B DiBacco
      
    
  





 









  

    
[image: ]


  





 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    



                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        About the Author
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    


  
Kevin B. DiBacco – Author Biography



Kevin B. DiBacco is a bestselling author,
award-winning filmmaker, and former USAF Security Forces veteran
whose life story is as bold and inspiring as the pages of his
books.
With six traditional publishing deals and numerous bestsellers
recognized by Ingram Content Group, Kevin has earned a reputation
for
delivering books that empower, educate, and energize.


Over a 37-year filmmaking career, his work was
featured at world-renowned festivals including Sundance and Cannes
and distributed globally through five international deals. But
Kevin’s greatest battle came off camera: a life-threatening brain
surgery followed by a grueling three-year recovery. Rather than
surrender, he embodied his “Life Warrior” mindset—rebuilding
his health, shedding 60 pounds at age 62, and returning with
renewed
purpose.


Kevin’s journey is marked by extraordinary
resilience. He has endured six knee surgeries, two major back
operations, two hip replacements, radiation treatment, and the
emotional weight of clinical depression. From these trials, he
forged
a message of hope, transformation, and unstoppable
perseverance.


His literary career is equally remarkable.
Kevin’s books span a wide range of subjects—from mental strength
and physical fitness to environmental awareness and independent
filmmaking. His breakout biography 

  
The
  Gabardine Gang

 set the tone for
a writing career defined by bold truths and practical
insights. 

  
HYSOMETRICS

, 

  
Single
  Band Workout

, and 

  
Powerlifting
  with Bands

 helped redefine
at-home training, while 

  
Indie
  Filmmaking in the REAL WORLD

 gave
aspiring filmmakers an honest look behind the scenes. Titles like


  
The
  Lost Art of Logical Thinking

 and 

  
Hold
  the Power

 offer readers tools
for self-mastery and mental clarity.


Perhaps most powerful is his book 

  
Depression:
  Understanding and Overcoming

, born
from his own personal battle with mental health. From that
experience
came the innovative 

  
ISO QUICK
  STRENGTH

 program—a system
designed to build both physical resilience and inner
strength.


Kevin’s guiding principles— “If you can
see it, you can do it” and “Those who quit will always
fail”—continue to inspire readers of all ages. His titles 

  
Being
  Weird: Unleash Your Inner Weirdo

 and 

  
The
  Handshake: Around the World

 reflect
his commitment to individual empowerment and global
unity.



  
Best-Selling Books by Kevin B.
  DiBacco




(

  
Bestseller
  status awarded by Ingram Content Group

)


  
	

        
Being Weird: Unleash Your Inner Weirdo and
        Conquer the World – Viking House

        

  
	

        
Single Band Workout – Global Publishing
        Agency (GPA)

        

  
	

        
Microplastics: Poisoning the People – GPA

        

  
	

        
Bad Air: What Are We Breathing? – Chelsea
        House Press

        

  
	

        
Fitness Decoded: Unlocking the Secrets to
        Healthiness & Happiness at Any Age! – New Castle
Publishing

        

  
	

        
Indie Filmmaking in the Real World – Urban
        Viking

        

  
	

        
HYSOMETRICS – Urban Viking

        

  
	

        
Hold the Power – Urban Viking

        

  
	

        
The Lost Art of Logical Thinking – Chelsea
        House Press

        

  
	

        
Chemicals in Our Food – Staten House

        

  
	

        
The Handshake: Around the World – Success
        Publications

        

  
	

        
Powerlifting with Bands – Urban Viking

        

  
	

        
Recharge: The Powernap – Tribune Publishers
        Company

        

  
	

        
Depression: Understanding and overcoming –
        Staten House






 








From disabled veteran to global creative force,
Kevin B. DiBacco's story is a blueprint for those who refuse to
quit—no matter the odds. Whether behind a camera, pen, or barbell,
he continues to prove that true strength comes from facing life’s
hardest moments head-on and turning them into fuel for
greatness.
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The
    rain had not stopped in three days.
  




  

    
It
    fell in cold, relentless sheets over the rooftops of Bucharest,
    turning the city into a watercolor of shadows and reflections.
    The
    old stones of the alleyways glistened like wet obsidian, and
    the
    gutters ran red with the remnants of a world that no longer
    belonged
    to the living—or the dead.
  




  

    
Lucien
    stood beneath the arch of a crumbling church, his long coat
    soaked
    through, his boots planted in a puddle that mirrored the broken
    stained glass above. He hadn't moved in hours. Not since the
    last
    breath left Dorian's lips.
  




  

    
The
    alley was quiet now, save for the occasional hiss of tires on
    wet
    pavement or the distant bark of a stray dog. But Lucien heard
    more
    than that. He heard the echo of Dorian's final words, whispered
    through bloodied teeth:
  




  

    
"It's
    in the blood... it's in all of them."
  




  

    
Dorian
    had been his brother in all but name. They had hunted together
    for
    over a century, from the opium dens of Shanghai to the jazz
    clubs of
    New Orleans. Dorian had always been reckless, always hungry.
    But he
    had never been afraid—until now.
  




  

    
Lucien
    had watched him die.
  




  

    
Not
    from a stake. Not from fire or sunlight. But from something
    new.
    Something invisible. A virus.
  




  

    
CO-H25.
  




  

    
It
    had no scent. No taste. No warning. It lived in the blood of
    the
    infected humans who carried it unknowingly, harmless to
    themselves
    but lethal to vampires. One bite, and it was over. The virus
    attacked
    the undead like a wildfire, burning through their immortal
    cells,
    unraveling centuries of dark magic in hours.
  




  

    
Lucien
    had seen it happen.
  




  

    
Dorian
    had fed on a woman who collapsed in the street, coughing and
    feverish. Her blood had been warm, sweet, and full of death.
    Within
    hours, Dorian was convulsing, his veins turning black, his skin
    blistering as if the sun itself had reached into his
    bones.
  




  

    
Lucien
    had held him as he died, unable to stop it.
  




  

    
Now,
    he was alone.
  




  

    
He
    moved through the city like a ghost, avoiding crowds,
    hospitals,
    anywhere the virus might linger. He hadn't fed since that
    night.
    Hunger gnawed at him, but fear gnawed deeper. Every heartbeat
    he
    heard was a gamble. Every pulse a potential death
    sentence.
  




  

    
He
    passed a group of tourists huddled under umbrellas, their
    laughter
    muffled by the rain. One of them coughed. Lucien flinched and
    turned
    away.
  




  

    
He
    no longer trusted the living.
  




  

    
By
    midnight, he found himself at the train station, staring at the
    departures board. He didn't know where he was going—only that
    he
    couldn't stay. Bucharest was tainted now. Dorian's death had
    stained
    it.
  




  

    
A
    train to Istanbul was boarding. He bought a ticket with a
    crumpled
    note and boarded without a word.
  




  

    
The
    carriage was nearly empty. A few passengers sat scattered in
    silence,
    their faces pale and tired. Lucien chose a seat near the back,
    away
    from the others. He kept his gloves on, his collar high, his
    eyes on
    the window.
  




  

    
Outside,
    the city blurred into darkness.
  




  

    
Inside,
    the hunger grew.
  




  

    
He
    closed his eyes and drifted into memory.
  




  

    
Paris,
    1942. The war had turned the city into a graveyard. Lucien and
    Dorian
    had fed on soldiers and spies, slipping through the cracks of
    history. Dorian had loved the chaos. He said it made the blood
    taste
    better.
  




  

    
Kyoto,
    1786. The cherry blossoms had fallen like snow, and the
    geisha's
    blood had been laced with opium. Lucien had been younger then,
    more
    curious. Less afraid.
  




  

    
Siberia.
    The cold had frozen the blood in their prey before they could
    drink
    it. Dorian had laughed, his breath fogging the air like a
    mortal's.
  




  

    
Now,
    there was no laughter. No warmth. Only the silence of the train
    and
    the ache in Lucien's throat
  




  

    
The
    train screeched into a station. A woman boarded—young, coughing
    into her sleeve. Her scent hit Lucien like a slap. Sick.
    Fevered.
    Wrong.
  




  

    
She
    sat two rows behind him.
  




  

    
He
    could hear her heartbeat—erratic, weak. He could taste the
    sickness
    in the air. His fangs ached, but he stayed still. Feeding on
    her
    would be suicide.
  




  

    
He
    clenched his jaw and stared out the window, watching the rain
    smear
    the lights into streaks of gold and red
  




  

    
By
    dawn, the train rolled into Istanbul.
  




  

    
Lucien
    stepped onto the platform, the air thick with salt and smoke.
    The
    city was alive, pulsing with energy, but he felt none of it. He
    moved
    through the crowd like a shadow, unnoticed, untouched.
  




  

    
He
    needed answers.
  




  

    
He
    needed blood.
  




  

    
But
    most of all, he needed to survive
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The
    train hissed to a stop beneath the gray morning sky, steam
    curling
    around the platform like the breath of sleeping giants.
    Istanbul
    greeted Lucien with a damp chill and the scent of salt, diesel,
    and
    roasted chestnuts. The city was alive—too alive. It pulsed with
    noise and motion, a thousand heartbeats thudding in his
    ears.
  




  

    
Lucien
    stepped off the train, his coat heavy with rain and memory. He
    hadn't
    fed in nearly a week. The hunger was no longer a whisper—it was
    a
    scream. But he ignored it. He had learned to live with pain. It
    was
    the price of caution.
  




  

    
The
    virus had changed everything.
  




  

    
He
    moved through the crowd like a shadow, unnoticed, untouched.
    The
    humans around him were oblivious to the predator in their
    midst. Some
    coughed. Some sneezed. He flinched at every sound. The virus
    was
    invisible, but its presence was everywhere.
  




  

    
CO-H25.
    The silent killer. A plague for the undead.
  




  

    
Lucien
    made his way to the old quarter, where the streets narrowed and
    the
    buildings leaned in close like conspirators. He passed spice
    stalls
    and lantern shops, the air thick with cumin and clove. The
    Grand
    Bazaar loomed ahead, a labyrinth of color and chaos.
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