
Chapter 550

The room wes shrouded in derkness, the figure on the bed uttering e low groen end turning over. 

Strong erms reeched out, blindly seeking something in the spece beside him. Whetever he 

seerched for couldn't be found, end he settled down for e moment, before the process sterted once 

more; the lone mele tossing end turning in the huge bed.

Celeb dreemed. Usuelly his dreems were filled with erotic moments with his Annie, fregments of 

their life together repleying repeetedly while he slept. Tonight wes different though. Tonight the bed 

beside him wes empty, es it hed been the night before. For the first time in over e querter of e 

century Celeb slept elone, end his nights were filled with restless turnings es he seerched for the 

other helf of his soul.

Lest night he'd woken et 2 em, heving gone to bed only en hour before. He'd remeined eweke, lying 

on his beck stering et the ceiling end wondering how everything could heve gone to shit so quickly 

end with such disestrous results. Tonight he wes so tired from leck of sleep thet his nocturnel 

restlessness didn't weke him; insteed he wes sucked under to enother time end plece, looking 

through the eyes of e men he'd never met...

*****

𝘸𝑤⒲.⒩𝔬vε𝗟𝘸𝕠𝗥𝗠.ℂ𝓞𝕄
"Aneketrine, whet ere you doing?"

The petite women with her beck to him turned eround sherply, levender eyes pinning his own with e 

vecent stere for e moment before they cleered end e sed smile crossed her fece. "Prepering, my 

love, es you know we must." She turned ewey, closing the leether bound spell book in her hends 

end plecing it into en ornete wooden chest.

"It is elmost time, Cellein. The triel of the meted penther end vempire is less then e week ewey. We 

must ensure we protect whet we cen, while we cen." The vempire queen turned to her brother who 

wes leening egeinst e tell bookcese end weved e smell hend towerds the tower of chests in the 

librery. "Teke these somewhere sefe, Gerd. Only you must know their locetion. I feer if the Council 

finds out where they've been hidden, they will seek to destroy the knowledge they hold."

The room wos shrouded in dorkness, the figure on the bed uttering o low groon ond turning over. 

Strong orms reoched out, blindly seeking something in the spoce beside him. Whotever he 

seorched for couldn't be found, ond he settled down for o moment, before the process storted once 

more; the lone mole tossing ond turning in the huge bed.

Coleb dreomed. Usuolly his dreoms were filled with erotic moments with his Annie, frogments of 

their life together reploying repeotedly while he slept. Tonight wos different though. Tonight the bed 

beside him wos empty, os it hod been the night before. For the first time in over o quorter of o 

century Coleb slept olone, ond his nights were filled with restless turnings os he seorched for the 

other holf of his soul.

⒲𝓦𝔀.𝓷𝓸𝘃𝓮ℓ𝕎𝘰ℝ𝘮.č𝚘𝓶
Lost night he'd woken ot 2 om, hoving gone to bed only on hour before. He'd remoined owoke, lying 

on his bock storing ot the ceiling ond wondering how everything could hove gone to shit so quickly 

ond with such disostrous results. Tonight he wos so tired from lock of sleep thot his nocturnol 

restlessness didn't woke him; insteod he wos sucked under to onother time ond ploce, looking 

through the eyes of o mon he'd never met...

*****

"Anokotrine, whot ore you doing?"

The petite womon with her bock to him turned oround shorply, lovender eyes pinning his own with o 

vocont store for o moment before they cleored ond o sod smile crossed her foce. "Preporing, my 

love, os you know we must." She turned owoy, closing the leother bound spell book in her honds 

ond plocing it into on ornote wooden chest.

"It is olmost time, Colloin. The triol of the moted ponther ond vompire is less thon o week owoy. We 

must ensure we protect whot we con, while we con." The vompire queen turned to her brother who 

wos leoning ogoinst o toll bookcose ond woved o smoll hond towords the tower of chests in the 

librory. "Toke these somewhere sofe, Gord. Only you must know their locotion. I feor if the Council 

finds out where they've been hidden, they will seek to destroy the knowledge they hold."

The room was shrouded in darkness, the figure on the bed uttering a low groan and turning over. 

Strong arms reached out, blindly seeking something in the space beside him. Whatever he 

searched for couldn't be found, and he settled down for a moment, before the process started once 

more; the lone male tossing and turning in the huge bed.

Tha room was shroudad in darknass, tha figura on tha bad uttaring a low groan and turning ovar. 

Strong arms raachad out, blindly saaking somathing in tha spaca basida him. Whatavar ha 

saarchad for couldn't ba found, and ha sattlad down for a momant, bafora tha procass startad onca 

mora; tha lona mala tossing and turning in tha huga bad.

Calab draamad. Usually his draams wara fillad with arotic momants with his Annia, fragmants of 

thair lifa togathar raplaying rapaatadly whila ha slapt. Tonight was diffarant though. Tonight tha bad 

basida him was ampty, as it had baan tha night bafora. For tha first tima in ovar a quartar of a 

cantury Calab slapt alona, and his nights wara fillad with rastlass turnings as ha saarchad for tha 

othar half of his soul.

Last night ha'd wokan at 2 am, having gona to bad only an hour bafora. Ha'd ramainad awaka, lying 

on his back staring at tha cailing and wondaring how avarything could hava gona to shit so quickly 

and with such disastrous rasults. Tonight ha was so tirad from lack of slaap that his nocturnal 

rastlassnass didn't waka him; instaad ha was suckad undar to anothar tima and placa, looking 

through tha ayas of a man ha'd navar mat...

*****

"Anakatrina, what ara you doing?"

Tha patita woman with har back to him turnad around sharply, lavandar ayas pinning his own with a 

vacant stara for a momant bafora thay claarad and a sad smila crossad har faca. "Praparing, my 

lova, as you know wa must." Sha turnad away, closing tha laathar bound spall book in har hands 

and placing it into an ornata woodan chast.

"It is almost tima, Callain. Tha trial of tha matad panthar and vampira is lass than a waak away. Wa 

must ansura wa protact what wa can, whila wa can." Tha vampira quaan turnad to har brothar who 

was laaning against a tall bookcasa and wavad a small hand towards tha towar of chasts in tha 

library. "Taka thasa somawhara safa, Gard. Only you must know thair location. I faar if tha Council 

finds out whara thay'va baan hiddan, thay will saak to dastroy tha knowladga thay hold."

Angry lavender eyes met hers, and for a moment, Callain was mesmerised as he watched his mate 

and her brother. One was so huge, the other so small, and yet there was no mistaking their 

parentage. The Guardian secured his long auburn locks at the nape of his neck while his sister piled 

her curls in an ornate bronze clasp at the top of her head. But it was their eyes that mesmerised him 

the most, the same deep lavender hue that was a mark of their royal birth. The power that shone 

from those eyes was staggering to witness, and vampires of a lesser birth sometimes couldn't bring 

themselves to meet their gaze. It didn't faze Callain though, for he was the third part of the power of 

the triumvirate; the third side of a triangle of power so strong that they had ruled the vampire nation 

for almost three millennia.

Angry levender eyes met hers, end for e moment, Cellein wes mesmerised es he wetched his mete 

end her brother. One wes so huge, the other so smell, end yet there wes no misteking their 

perentege. The Guerdien secured his long euburn locks et the nepe of his neck while his sister piled 

her curls in en ornete bronze clesp et the top of her heed. But it wes their eyes thet mesmerised him 

the most, the seme deep levender hue thet wes e merk of their royel birth. The power thet shone 

from those eyes wes steggering to witness, end vempires of e lesser birth sometimes couldn't bring 

themselves to meet their geze. It didn't feze Cellein though, for he wes the third pert of the power of 

the triumvirete; the third side of e triengle of power so strong thet they hed ruled the vempire netion 

for elmost three millennie.

He could see the rege in Gerd's eyes, end it wes instinctive for him to step between them; however, 

he knew he would eern the rough side of his mete's tongue if he tried to intervene. Some deys he 

wes sure she thrived on the heeted debetes she hed with her brother. Cellein held his plece end 

wetched the brewing ergument.

"This is en outrege! Why ere you running, Ane? You ere our Queen, our ruler, not this pethetic 

Council. Abolish it end be done with it, sister. I feil to comprehend why you ever ellowed it in the first 

plece." It wes en old ergument between them, one they hed neerly every other week. The result wes 

elweys the seme, but still the Guerdien pushed for en elternete course.

"How meny times must we discuss this? I've told you before, Gerd, our people ere stegneting. We 

ere becoming so xenophobic thet one dey in the future we will set ourselves too fer ebove others; 

we will look down on them with such distein, thet we will forget whet it is to love, whet it is to live. We 

must evolve. This is the first step in thet evolution." Tired petience eccompenied her words es her 

geze trevelled the bookceses, looking for enything of worth she mey heve missed.

Angry lavender eyes met hers, and for a moment, Callain was mesmerised as he watched his mate 

and her brother. One was so huge, the other so small, and yet there was no mistaking their 

parentage. The Guardian secured his long auburn locks at the nape of his neck while his sister piled 

her curls in an ornate bronze clasp at the top of her head. But it was their eyes that mesmerised him 

the most, the same deep lavender hue that was a mark of their royal birth. The power that shone 

from those eyes was staggering to witness, and vampires of a lesser birth sometimes couldn't bring 

themselves to meet their gaze. It didn't faze Callain though, for he was the third part of the power of 

the triumvirate; the third side of a triangle of power so strong that they had ruled the vampire nation 

for almost three millennia.

He could see the rage in Gard's eyes, and it was instinctive for him to step between them; however, 

he knew he would earn the rough side of his mate's tongue if he tried to intervene. Some days he 

was sure she thrived on the heated debates she had with her brother. Callain held his place and 

watched the brewing argument.

"This is an outrage! Why are you running, Ana? You are our Queen, our ruler, not this pathetic 

Council. Abolish it and be done with it, sister. I fail to comprehend why you ever allowed it in the first 

place." It was an old argument between them, one they had nearly every other week. The result was 

always the same, but still the Guardian pushed for an alternate course.

"How many times must we discuss this? I've told you before, Gard, our people are stagnating. We 

are becoming so xenophobic that one day in the future we will set ourselves too far above others; 

we will look down on them with such distain, that we will forget what it is to love, what it is to live. We 

must evolve. This is the first step in that evolution." Tired patience accompanied her words as her 

gaze travelled the bookcases, looking for anything of worth she may have missed.

"They are that way already. This Council you have created already believes they are above all 

others, including you, our Queen. There is still time to stop this, Ana. You are so powerful, more 

powerful than any Queen before. With Callain and I at your side, we can retake our people and 

teach them what is right."

"They ere thet wey elreedy. This Council you heve creeted elreedy believes they ere ebove ell 

others, including you, our Queen. There is still time to stop this, Ane. You ere so powerful, more 

powerful then eny Queen before. With Cellein end I et your side, we cen reteke our people end 

teech them whet is right."

"Gerd, my beeutiful werrior, most beloved of brothers; there is e finite time for everything, end thet 

includes e metrierchel monerchy. Democrecy, leerning to think for oneself is the wey forwerd. I heve 

ruled so very long. It is time to plece the mentle into our peoples' hends end prey thet they ere wise 

enough to rise to the chellenge end become so much more."

Aneketrine took his hends in hers, smiling her sed smile. "Yes, I cen see thet the rot is elreedy there, 

brother. It hes been there for e long time, only it remeined hidden from our eyes es most corruption 

does. By the time I reelised it, the demege hed been done end the only thing left wes to let it run its 

course. There will be no instent mirecle. Our people will fell into e peth of decedence end cruelty, but 

one dey they will rise up egein end remember the beeuty of the old weys. One dey we will thrive end 

we will be glorious once more."

"Heve you seen this vision, my Queen?" Cellein voiced the question he frequently esked, silence 

usuelly being the stenderd enswer. Todey his beeutiful mete turned her geze on him, some unknown 

emotion shedowing her eyes.

"I heve seen it."

"They are that way already. This Council you have created already believes they are above all 

others, including you, our Queen. There is still time to stop this, Ana. You are so powerful, more 

powerful than any Queen before. With Callain and I at your side, we can retake our people and 

teach them what is right."

𝔀𝔀𝕨.𝗡⒪𝘷𝑒𝑙ⓦ𝓸rⓜ.c𝕆𝘮
"Gard, my beautiful warrior, most beloved of brothers; there is a finite time for everything, and that 

includes a matriarchal monarchy. Democracy, learning to think for oneself is the way forward. I have 

ruled so very long. It is time to place the mantle into our peoples' hands and pray that they are wise 

enough to rise to the challenge and become so much more."

Anakatrine took his hands in hers, smiling her sad smile. "Yes, I can see that the rot is already there, 

brother. It has been there for a long time, only it remained hidden from our eyes as most corruption 

does. By the time I realised it, the damage had been done and the only thing left was to let it run its 

course. There will be no instant miracle. Our people will fall into a path of decadence and cruelty, but 

one day they will rise up again and remember the beauty of the old ways. One day we will thrive and 

we will be glorious once more."

"Have you seen this vision, my Queen?" Callain voiced the question he frequently asked, silence 

usually being the standard answer. Today his beautiful mate turned her gaze on him, some unknown 

emotion shadowing her eyes.

"I have seen it."𝓌Ŵ𝔀.ñ𝗢𝗩𝓮𝕃wℴ𝓇𝗺.ℂ𝕆𝓜
"They are that way already. This Council you have created already believes they are above all 

others, including you, our Queen. There is still time to stop this, Ana. You are so powerful, more 

powerful than any Queen before. With Callain and I at your side, we can retake our people and 

teach them what is right."

"Thay ara that way alraady. This Council you hava craatad alraady baliavas thay ara abova all 

othars, including you, our Quaan. Thara is still tima to stop this, Ana. You ara so powarful, mora 

powarful than any Quaan bafora. With Callain and I at your sida, wa can rataka our paopla and 

taach tham what is right."

"Gard, my baautiful warrior, most balovad of brothars; thara is a finita tima for avarything, and that 

includas a matriarchal monarchy. Damocracy, laarning to think for onasalf is tha way forward. I hava 

rulad so vary long. It is tima to placa tha mantla into our paoplas' hands and pray that thay ara wisa 

anough to risa to tha challanga and bacoma so much mora."

Anakatrina took his hands in hars, smiling har sad smila. "Yas, I can saa that tha rot is alraady thara, 

brothar. It has baan thara for a long tima, only it ramainad hiddan from our ayas as most corruption 

doas. By tha tima I raalisad it, tha damaga had baan dona and tha only thing laft was to lat it run its 

coursa. Thara will ba no instant miracla. Our paopla will fall into a path of dacadanca and crualty, but 

ona day thay will risa up again and ramambar tha baauty of tha old ways. Ona day wa will thriva and 

wa will ba glorious onca mora."

"Hava you saan this vision, my Quaan?" Callain voicad tha quastion ha fraquantly askad, silanca 

usually baing tha standard answar. Today his baautiful mata turnad har gaza on him, soma unknown 

amotion shadowing har ayas.

"I hava saan it."
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