
 



. The Ancient Curse Of Budapest . 

 

Chapter 1: The Moonlit Murders 

In the year 1586, the city of Budapest lay under the watchful eyes of the majestic Bloodstone 

Castle, perched on the hills overlooking the Danube River. Within its ancient walls dwelt a 

mysterious figure known as Queen Ilona, a name whispered in hushed tones among the locals, 

laden with both reverence and fear. 

Queen Ilona, a vampire of centuries-old lineage, ruled over her domain with grace and charm by 

day, masquerading as a noblewoman bedecked in the finest silks and jewels. Her castle was a 

haven of opulence and sophistication, a stark contrast to the shadowed secrets it harbored 

beneath the moonlit nights. 

When the full moon rose high in the sky, Queen Ilona shed her elegant facade. Her true nature 

emerged—pale skin shimmering under the moon's silver glow, eyes aflame with hunger, and 

elongated fangs ready to pierce the unsuspecting necks of her victims. She prowled the 

cobblestone streets of Budapest, a predator in the guise of the night, her naked form a spectral 

blur against the darkened alleys. 

The city trembled as a series of brutal murders plagued its alleys and squares each full moon 

night. Bodies drained of blood were discovered at dawn, their faces frozen in terror, the only clue 

a delicate puncture mark on their necks—a grim signature of the vampire queen. 

Meanwhile, in the heart of the city, Inspector Miklós Szabó, a seasoned investigator known for 

his sharp wit and unyielding determination, found himself thrust into a macabre game of cat and 

mouse. With him was his trusted assistant, Klára Kovács, a young and resourceful woman whose 

keen intellect matched her mentor's resolve. 

Together, Szabó and Kovács delved into the shadows of Budapest, unraveling the mystery 

behind the moonlit murders. Rumors of the vampire queen's existence had long haunted the city, 

but now, faced with undeniable evidence, they were determined to confront the darkness that 

lurked within their midst. 

As the next full moon approached, tension gripped Budapest like a vice. Szabó and Kovács 

prepared themselves for a night that would test their courage and convictions, unaware that their 

pursuit would lead them ever closer to the enigmatic figure whose legend loomed large over the 

ancient streets. The older people spoke of a curse from forgotten times, something not on the 

minds of the current inhabitants, but still remembered by few who are still alive from those days.   

 

 



Chapter 2: Suspicion 

Inspector Miklós Szabó poured over the grim reports spread across his cluttered desk in the 

dimly lit office of the Budapest Constabulary. The incidents had become increasingly frequent 

and unsettling—each victim found with puncture wounds on their necks, drained of blood under 

the cover of the full moon. 

Klára Kovács paced restlessly, her mind racing with the threads they needed to pull together. 

"There must be a pattern, Miklós," she insisted, her voice edged with urgency. "These killings, 

they're not random. Someone is orchestrating them." 

Szabó nodded gravely, his brow furrowed in deep thought. "We need to speak with those who 

have seen something. Survivors, witnesses—anyone who might shed light on these nocturnal 

horrors." 

Their quest led them through the labyrinthine streets of Budapest, from the bustling markets to 

the quiet corners where whispers lingered like ghosts of the past. They interviewed shopkeepers 

and innkeepers, fishermen and beggars—each encounter yielding fragments of a chilling tale. 

One elderly woman, her eyes wide with fear, recounted a night when she had stumbled upon a 

figure shrouded in moonlight, feasting upon a hapless soul. "Her eyes were like burning coals," 

she shuddered, clutching her rosary beads. "I prayed to God to save me, and by some miracle, 

she turned away." 

Another witness, a young stable hand, described hearing unearthly wails echoing through the 

night as he hurried to secure the horses. "I saw her—bare and pale, moving like a phantom," he 

stammered, his hands trembling. "She was quick, like a shadow, disappearing before I could 

blink." 

Each tale added a layer to the chilling portrait of Queen Ilona, the elusive figure haunting 

Budapest's darkest hours. Szabó and Kovács combed through dusty archives, unearthing legends 

of ancient evils and whispered rumors that spoke of a vampire queen who had once ruled these 

lands in centuries past. 

As they delved deeper, the city seemed to hold its breath, caught in the grip of a fear that hovered 

just beyond the reach of daylight. The investigators pieced together a timeline, mapping out the 

locations and times of the attacks, searching for any clue that might lead them closer to their 

elusive quarry. 

Yet, amidst the shadows and half-truths, one thing remained clear—Queen Ilona was no mere 

myth. She was real, a predator hidden in plain sight, her true nature obscured by a facade of 

nobility and daylight masquerades. As the next full moon loomed on the horizon, Szabó and 

Kovács stood at the precipice of discovery, unaware of the perilous path that lay ahead—a path 

that would lead them face-to-face with the ancient darkness that prowled the streets of Budapest. 

 



Chapter 3: Unveiling 

The chill of anticipation hung heavy in the air as Inspector Miklós Szabó and Assistant Klára 

Kovács stood before the weathered map of Budapest pinned to the wall of their makeshift 

investigation room. Pins marked the locations of each murder, forming a pattern that seemed to 

pulse with a sinister rhythm under the dim candlelight. 

"We're close, Klára," Szabó murmured, his finger tracing the string connecting the pins. "Each 

incident occurred within a radius that suggests a deliberate method." 

Kovács nodded, her gaze intent as she scanned the overlapping circles on the map. "It's as if she's 

weaving a web, drawing closer with each full moon." 

Their conversation was interrupted by a knock at the door. Sergeant István, a seasoned officer 

with graying temples and a stern demeanor, entered the room with a stack of parchment in his 

hands. "Inspector, Assistant," he greeted them crisply. "I've compiled the witness statements 

from the recent attacks. There are a few accounts that may shed light on our suspect." 

Szabó took the parchments and began to sift through them, Kovács leaning in close to read over 

his shoulder. Each testimony painted a harrowing picture—a figure of unearthly beauty and 

dread, haunting the narrow alleyways and quiet squares of Budapest under the veil of darkness. 

"There's a consistency in their descriptions," Kovács noted, her voice hushed. "Pale skin, eyes 

that seem to glow, and a presence that strikes fear into the hearts of those who encounter her." 

Szabó's gaze sharpened as he read aloud from one of the accounts. "A witness saw her near the 

old church, just before dawn. She moved with such speed that it was as if she vanished into thin 

air." 

Sergeant István cleared his throat, drawing their attention. "There's also talk among the locals of 

an ancient legend," he began cautiously. "Stories of a vampire queen who once ruled over these 

lands, centuries ago. They say she was defeated, but her spirit lingers, seeking vengeance." 

Szabó exchanged a look with Kovács, a silent understanding passing between them. "Queen 

Ilona," Szabó murmured, the name resonating with a weight of centuries-old dread. "Could it be 

that these legends hold more truth than we dared to believe?" 

Their investigation had brought them to the precipice of a revelation, where the lines between 

myth and reality blurred under the stark light of their lanterns. As they pored over old 

manuscripts and dusty tomes in the archives, a portrait emerged—a tale of power and darkness, 

of a queen who wielded both with an iron will. Yet, despite their growing certainty, one crucial 

piece of the puzzle remained elusive—the connection between Queen Ilona and the recent string 

of murders. As the next full moon approached, Szabó and Kovács knew that they stood on the 

brink of uncovering a truth that could shake the very foundations of Budapest itself. 

 



Chapter 4: Deception 

The morning sun cast long shadows across the cobblestone streets of Budapest as Inspector 

Miklós Szabó and Assistant Klára Kovács made their way towards the imposing gates of 

Bloodstone Castle. The fortress loomed ahead, its ancient stones whispering tales of centuries 

past—a fitting abode for the enigmatic Queen Ilona. The journey to the castle had been fraught 

with tension, each step bringing them closer to a confrontation that could unravel the mysteries 

shrouding the recent murders. As they approached the gates, guarded by stern-faced sentinels in 

polished armor, Szabó felt a knot tighten in his stomach—a mixture of apprehension and 

determination. "Are you sure about this, Miklós?" Kovács whispered, her voice tinged with 

unease as they were ushered into the grand courtyard. "She may not take kindly to our 

accusations." Szabó glanced at her with a reassuring nod, though his own doubts gnawed at him. 

"We must tread carefully, Klára," he murmured, his eyes scanning the towering walls that 

seemed to close in around them. "The truth lies within these walls, and we must uncover it, no 

matter the cost." 

They were led through a labyrinthine maze of corridors adorned with tapestries and flickering 

torches, the air heavy with the scent of age and intrigue. At last, they were escorted into a lavish 

chamber, where Queen Ilona awaited them, seated upon a throne of carved ebony and draped in 

silken robes that shimmered like moonlit water. "Inspector Szabó, Assistant Kovács," she 

greeted them with a regal nod, her voice smooth as velvet yet laced with an underlying chill. "To 

what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?" Szabó stepped forward, his gaze steady despite the 

weight of suspicion that hung between them. "Your Majesty," he began, his tone measured. "We 

have come to discuss a matter of grave concern—a series of murders that have plagued Budapest 

under the light of the full moon." Queen Ilona's expression remained unreadable, her fingers 

tracing patterns on the armrest of her throne. "Murders, you say?" she replied, a hint of 

amusement flickering in her eyes. "I assure you, Inspector, I have no knowledge of such 

atrocities." Kovács stepped forward, her voice firm. "With all due respect, Your Majesty, 

witnesses have seen a figure resembling your description near the scenes of these crimes," she 

pressed, her gaze unwavering. 

The queen's facade faltered for a fleeting moment, a shadow passing over her features before she 

composed herself once more. "I am not responsible for the actions of every shadow that haunts 

this city," she countered smoothly, her voice tinged with a hint of warning. "Perhaps your efforts 

would be better spent pursuing more tangible leads." Szabó exchanged a glance with Kovács, 

sensing the weight of unspoken truths that hung in the air like a gathering storm. "We appreciate 

your cooperation, Your Majesty," he said finally, bowing slightly. "Rest assured, we will leave 

no stone unturned in our search for justice." As they departed the castle, the echoes of their 

conversation lingered in their minds—a puzzle with pieces that refused to fit neatly together. The 

truth remained elusive, veiled behind the queen's composed facade and the ancient secrets that 

whispered through the castle's ancient halls. Outside the fortress walls, Budapest bustled with 

life, unaware of the darkness that lurked just beyond its gleaming surface. Szabó and Kovács 

knew that their journey had only just begun, and with each passing moment, the stakes grew 

higher—their quest for answers bound inexorably to the rising moon and the shadows it cast 

upon their city. 



Chapter 5: Dance Of Shadows 

Days turned into nights as Inspector Miklós Szabó and Assistant Klára Kovács meticulously 

sifted through the details of the murders that had plagued Budapest. In their small office, maps 

and charts adorned the walls, each marked with notations and strings of connections that began 

to form a chilling pattern. "It's not random, Klára," Szabó muttered, his finger tracing the lines 

that connected the victims' profiles. "Each victim—a tradesman, a beggar, a young maid—they 

share a common thread." 

Kovács leaned in closer, her brow furrowed in concentration. "They're all from the lower ranks 

of society," she observed, her voice tinged with concern. "People whose absence might go 

unnoticed until it's too late." Szabó nodded grimly, his thoughts racing with the implications of 

their discovery. "It's as if the queen selects her prey with deliberate intent," he murmured, his 

gaze distant as he contemplated their next move. 

Their plan took shape under the cloak of night—a carefully orchestrated trap, designed to lure 

Queen Ilona into their grasp. With the next full moon approaching, they set their bait—a decoy, a 

mannequin dressed in the attire of a vulnerable citizen, placed in the heart of a dimly lit square 

where the shadows held sway. As they waited in the shadows, hearts pounding with anticipation, 

a sense of unease settled over them. Unbeknownst to Szabó and Kovács, Queen Ilona's minions 

moved with silent intent through the labyrinthine alleys of Budapest. Cloaked figures, their faces 

obscured by darkness, whispered secrets and wove spells of deception in the night air. 

In a sudden flash of movement, Kovács felt a hand clamp over her mouth, pulling her back into 

the depths of an alley. Before she could cry out, a shadowy figure emerged from the darkness—a 

minion of the queen, eyes gleaming with malevolent intent. Szabó reacted swiftly, drawing his 

weapon as he faced the assailant. "Release her!" he demanded, his voice ringing out in the 

stillness of the night. The minion sneered, a cruel smile twisting his lips. "You meddle in affairs 

beyond your understanding, Inspector," he taunted, his grip tightening on Kovács' arm. "The 

queen's will shall not be thwarted." 

With a sudden burst of strength, Kovács twisted free, stumbling back into Szabó's protective 

embrace. "We're closer than you think," she shot back defiantly, her eyes blazing with 

determination. The minion's laughter echoed through the alley as he melted into the shadows, 

leaving Szabó and Kovács to face the chilling reality that their adversary was closer than they 

had ever imagined. As dawn broke over Budapest, the city stirred with restless energy, unaware 

of the battle that raged in the shadows—the dance between hunters and prey, light and darkness, 

truth and deception. Szabó and Kovács knew that their pursuit of justice had brought them 

perilously close to the heart of a darkness that threatened to consume them both. 

 

 

 



Chapter 6: Veil Of Darkness 

In the wake of the failed ambush, Inspector Miklós Szabó and Assistant Klára Kovács retreated 

to their office, their minds ablaze with the revelation that Queen Ilona was indeed behind the 

string of murders haunting Budapest. The walls of their sanctuary seemed to close in, casting 

long shadows that mirrored the uncertainty that now clouded their pursuit. "We need a plan, 

Miklós," Kovács urged, her voice strained with determination as she paced the room. "We cannot 

afford to underestimate her power." Szabó nodded solemnly, his brow furrowed in thought. "She 

will be prepared for our next move," he mused aloud, his gaze flickering to the maps and charts 

that adorned the walls—a testament to their painstaking efforts thus far. Their conversation was 

interrupted by a knock at the door. Sergeant István entered, his expression grave as he delivered 

a message scrawled on a scrap of parchment. "Inspector, Assistant," he began, his voice hushed. 

"There's been another murder. A young woman, found near the riverbank with the telltale marks 

on her neck." 

Szabó clenched his jaw, a surge of resolve flooding through him. "Prepare a contingent," he 

ordered, his voice steady despite the turmoil within. "We confront the queen tonight." As dusk 

settled over Budapest, the city held its breath, caught between the ebb and flow of life and death 

that danced upon the edge of shadows. Szabó and Kovács made their way through the winding 

streets, their footsteps echoing in the stillness as they approached the looming silhouette of 

Bloodstone Castle. Inside the fortress, Queen Ilona stood upon the parapets, her gaze sweeping 

over the city spread out below like a tapestry of lights and shadows. Her lips curled into a smile, 

a predator's grin that spoke of centuries of cunning and thirst for power. "They come, my 

children," she murmured to the darkness that enveloped her, her voice a whisper carried on the 

evening breeze. "Prepare yourselves. We shall meet them with fire and blood." Meanwhile, 

Szabó and Kovács ascended the steps of the castle, each footfall a heartbeat that echoed through 

the corridors. They moved with purpose, weapons drawn and hearts steeled against the unknown 

that awaited them within. 

They entered the grand chamber where Queen Ilona awaited, her presence commanding and 

ethereal against the flickering torchlight. "Inspector Szabó, Assistant Kovács," she greeted them 

with a smile that did not reach her eyes, her voice a melody tinged with danger. "To what do I 

owe the pleasure of your return?" Szabó met her gaze, his voice steady despite the tension that 

coiled around them like a serpent. "Your Majesty," he began, his words measured. "We know the 

truth now. Your reign of terror ends tonight." The queen's laughter rang through the chamber, 

cold and melodious. "Oh, Inspector," she purred, her eyes gleaming with ancient knowledge. 

"You know nothing of the shadows that dance at my command. Your persistence amuses me." 

With a wave of her hand, shadows stirred from the corners of the room, coalescing into 

monstrous forms that advanced upon Szabó and Kovács with bared fangs and clawed hands. The 

air crackled with dark energy as the hunters became the hunted, locked in a deadly dance beneath 

the castle's vaulted ceilings. 

 

 



Chapter 7: Escape 

In the chaos that ensued, Kovács found herself separated from Szabó, grappling with a minion 

whose strength belied its twisted form. She fought with ferocity born of desperation, her mind 

racing with thoughts of her mentor and the peril that threatened to consume them both. 

Meanwhile, Szabó stood his ground against Queen Ilona herself, their blades clashing in a 

symphony of steel and shadows. "You cannot stop me, Inspector," she taunted, her voice lilting 

with a haunting melody. "I am eternal." Szabó gritted his teeth, his resolve burning bright against 

the encroaching darkness. "We will stop you," he vowed, each word punctuated by the clash of 

their weapons. "For the sake of Budapest and all those who have fallen by your hand." As the 

battle raged on, the castle walls trembled with the weight of centuries-old secrets and the echoes 

of a confrontation that would shape the destiny of a city caught in the grip of darkness. Szabó 

and Kovács fought with every ounce of strength and courage they possessed, their souls 

intertwined in a dance of shadows and light. 

Darkness closed in around Inspector Miklós Szabó and Assistant Klára Kovács as they found 

themselves overwhelmed by Queen Ilona's minions within the labyrinthine depths of Bloodstone 

Castle. Blades clashed, and shadows writhed, until finally, they were overpowered and taken 

prisoner. Thrown into the damp, musty confines of a dungeon cell, stripped of their weapons and 

dignity, Szabó and Kovács felt the weight of defeat settle upon them. The air was thick with the 

stench of despair, but they refused to surrender to the darkness that threatened to engulf them. 

"We cannot stay here," Kovács whispered, her voice barely audible in the oppressive silence of 

their cell. "There must be a way out." Szabó nodded, his mind racing as he scanned their 

surroundings. With a surge of determination, they began to search for any sign of weakness in 

the dungeon's ancient walls. It was then that Kovács, her fingers trailing along the cold stone 

floor, felt a loose stone shift beneath her touch. "Here!" she exclaimed, her voice tinged with 

hope as she pried the stone loose. Beneath it lay a narrow tunnel, barely wide enough to crawl 

through, but promising escape from their dire predicament. 

Through darkness and uncertainty, Szabó and Kovács navigated the winding tunnel, their hands 

and knees scraped raw by rough stone and jagged roots that pierced the earth. At last, they 

emerged into the cool night air, gasping for breath as they found themselves on the outskirts of a 

dense forest near an old graveyard that whispered ancient secrets. Exhausted and disheveled, 

they stumbled upon an old farm nestled amidst the trees—a solitary beacon of warmth and light 

against the encroaching darkness. With trembling hands, they knocked on the weathered door, 

their hearts racing with a mixture of desperation and cautious hope. The door creaked open, 

revealing an elderly farmer whose weathered face mirrored the hardships of a lifetime spent in 

solitude. His eyes widened in disbelief at the sight of two strangers, naked and weary, standing 

on his threshold. "What in God's name..." he began, his voice trailing off as he took in their 

plight. Without hesitation, he ushered them inside, wrapping them in blankets and offering them 

food and drink—a humble gesture of kindness amidst the chaos that had torn their lives asunder. 

As they regained their strength, the farmer listened intently to their harrowing tale of betrayal 

and pursuit, his eyes darkening with understanding. "You've stumbled into something far darker 

than you realize," he muttered, his gaze flickering towards the distant lights of Budapest on the 

horizon. 



Chapter 8: Embers Of Resolve 

He gathered some spare clothes for Szabó and Kovács to wear, as they finished their meal, and 

beverages, they got dressed, not long after, they both fell asleep infront of the fireplace, the 

farmer began preparing for their journey back to civilization. With the dawn, the farmer hitched 

his old horse to a weather-beaten carriage, insisting on escorting Szabó and Kovács back to the 

city. The journey was a silent one, each moment weighed down by the gravity of what they had 

witnessed and survived. Upon their return to Budapest, Szabó and Kovács made their way 

through the bustling streets, their minds still reeling from the events of the past days. As they 

approached their office, dread coiled in the pit of Szabó's stomach—a premonition of calamity 

that was confirmed when they saw smoke billowing from the windows and flames licking at the 

once-familiar facade. "No," Kovács breathed, her voice choked with disbelief as they rushed 

forward, pushing through the crowd that had gathered in the streets. Their office, their sanctuary, 

lay in ruins—a charred skeleton that bore witness to the destruction of their evidence and the 

obliteration of their hopes. Amidst the chaos, voices rose in accusation and sorrow, fingers 

pointed at shadows and whispers of betrayal that echoed through the city like a dirge. Szabó and 

Kovács stood amidst the wreckage of their dreams, their hearts heavy with loss and 

determination burning bright within. 

The acrid scent of smoke hung heavy in the air as Inspector Miklós Szabó and Assistant Klára 

Kovács stood amidst the smoldering ruins of their office. The blaze had reduced everything they 

had painstakingly gathered to ashes—evidence, maps, witness statements—all consumed by 

flames that flickered like vengeful spirits in the morning light. "This was no accident," Kovács 

murmured, her voice hollow as she surveyed the devastation. "Someone wanted to erase 

everything." Szabó clenched his fists, his jaw tight with anger and determination. "Queen Ilona," 

he growled, the name a curse upon his lips. "She knew. She knew we were getting too close." 

Their thoughts turned to the farmer who had sheltered them, a flicker of gratitude amidst the 

despair. "He warned us," Kovács recalled, her mind racing with possibilities. "He knew more 

than he let on." Szabó nodded, a plan taking shape in the recesses of his mind. "We must find 

him," he declared, his voice firm with resolve. "He may hold the key to uncovering Queen 

Ilona's weaknesses." Their quest led them back to the forest where the farmer's humble abode lay 

hidden among the ancient trees. Upon their arrival, they found the farm eerily quiet, the door ajar 

as if awaiting their return. Inside, they discovered signs of a hurried departure—a half-eaten 

meal, a worn jacket left behind, but no trace of the farmer himself. "He's gone," Kovács 

murmured, a sinking feeling settling in her chest. "But where?" 

Szabó's gaze narrowed, his instincts honed by years of pursuit and investigation. "To the city," he 

concluded, his voice tinged with grim certainty. "He knew the risks he took. We must follow his 

trail." Back in Budapest, the city buzzed with whispered rumors and wary glances cast towards 

the scorched remains of Szabó and Kovács' office. Amidst the chaos, they retraced the farmer's 

steps, piecing together fragments of information gleaned from cautious inquiries and sympathetic 

nods. Their journey led them to a rundown tavern on the outskirts of the city, where shadows 

danced like specters in the dim candlelight. There, they found a bartender who spoke of a 

stranger—a farmer with eyes as old as time itself, who had sought solace and fleeting 

companionship amidst the harsh reality of their shared existence. 



Chapter 9: Ritual 

"He spoke of you," the bartender confided, his voice low with caution as he passed a weathered 

map across the counter. "Said you would come seeking answers." The map revealed hidden 

passages and forgotten tunnels that snaked beneath Budapest's labyrinthine streets—a network of 

secrets and shadows that Queen Ilona had woven into the very fabric of the city. Armed with 

newfound knowledge and a renewed sense of purpose, Szabó and Kovács set out to uncover the 

queen's lair, determined to confront her once and for all. As night fell over Budapest, they 

descended into the depths of the underworld, guided by the flickering torchlight and the echo of 

their footsteps upon ancient stone. Ahead, the shadows gathered like sentinels, whispering 

secrets of blood and betrayal that chilled the marrow in their bones. With each step, Szabó and 

Kovács drew closer to their nemesis, their hearts a blend of fear and unyielding resolve. The city 

held its breath, unaware of the battle that raged beneath its cobblestone streets—a battle that 

would determine the fate of Budapest and the souls caught in the web of darkness that Queen 

Ilona had spun. 

In the shadowed depths of Budapest's forgotten tunnels, Inspector Miklós Szabó and Assistant 

Klára Kovács pressed onward, guided by the faint echo of the farmer's presence. Their footsteps 

echoed in the eerie silence, the air thick with the weight of anticipation and dread. They emerged 

into a clearing bathed in moonlight, the canopy of trees above casting shifting patterns of 

shadows upon the forest floor. There, amidst the stillness of the night, they found the farmer—

lifeless, his weathered face frozen in a mask of resignation and defiance. 

"No," Kovács breathed, her voice a fragile whisper as she knelt beside the fallen man. "They've 

taken everything from us." Szabó clenched his jaw, a fire burning in his eyes as he surveyed their 

surroundings. "We are not finished yet," he vowed, his voice edged with determination. "We will 

find them, and we will end this." Their resolve was short-lived as shadows stirred in the 

underbrush, revealing the queen's minions—sinister figures whose eyes gleamed with malevolent 

intent. Before Szabó and Kovács could react, they were surrounded, overpowered by sheer 

numbers and dragged away into the heart of the forest. 

Bound and helpless, Szabó and Kovács were led deeper into the ancient woods, where the air 

thrummed with an otherworldly energy that sent shivers down their spines. The path led them to 

a clearing adorned with strange symbols carved into the earth—a ritual site steeped in centuries-

old darkness. There, amidst the twisted branches and flickering torchlight, Queen Ilona awaited 

them—a vision of ethereal beauty tainted by the crimson stain of blood upon her pale skin. Her 

eyes glowed with hunger and ancient malice as she approached, a predatory grace in every step. 

"You have dared to defy me," she hissed, her voice a chilling melody that echoed through the 

night. "You thought yourselves heroes, but in the end, you are mere mortals." With a swift 

motion, Queen Ilona drew a gleaming blade from her side, its edge catching the moonlight as she 

circled Szabó and Kovács like a predator to its prey. In one merciless stroke, she slashed Kovács' 

throat, the blade slicing through flesh with a sickening sound that reverberated in the silence. 

 



Chapter 10: Eternal Night 

Kovács gasped, blood spilling from her wounds as Queen Ilona leaned closer, her lips parting in 

a ravenous smile. With a feral hunger, she drank deep, her pale skin tinged with the crimson hue 

of fresh blood—an ancient ritual of power and domination. Szabó could only watch in horror, his 

heart aching with loss and fury as he struggled against his bonds, helpless to save his partner 

from the queen's insatiable thirst. The forest whispered with the weight of their sacrifice, the 

moon bearing witness to the cruelty of immortality and the fragility of mortal flesh. 

As Queen Ilona withdrew, her thirst sated for the moment, she turned her gaze upon Szabó—a 

silent challenge and a promise of further torment yet to come. "Your defiance has cost you 

dearly, Inspector," she taunted, her voice low and mocking. "Perhaps now you will understand 

the futility of your struggle." With a flick of her hand, Szabó was left alone, bound to the tree 

amidst the shadows that closed in around him like a shroud. Above, the moon cast its cold light 

upon a world steeped in darkness and despair—a world where hope flickered like a dying ember 

in the face of an ancient evil. 

Bound to the ancient oak tree amidst the haunting stillness of the forest, Inspector Miklós Szabó 

watched in numb horror as Queen Ilona, her pale skin aglow with the reflection of the moon, 

approached with deliberate grace. Kovács' lifeless form lay nearby, a stark reminder of the 

brutality and inevitability of their world. "You fought valiantly, Inspector," the queen murmured, 

her voice a haunting echo in the stillness. "But in the end, all mortals succumb to the lure of 

eternity." 

With a flick of her wrist, Queen Ilona raised a chalice brimming with her own crimson blood—a 

vessel of power and damnation. Szabó's heart pounded in his chest, his mind a whirlwind of 

defiance and resignation as the queen brought the chalice to his lips. Beneath the cold light of the 

moon, Szabó felt the queen's fangs pierce his neck—a searing pain that gave way to an 

intoxicating rush of power and darkness. He drank from the chalice, the taste of blood mingling 

with his own despair, as Queen Ilona's ancient magic wove its tendrils around his soul. 

In that moment of unholy communion, Szabó's humanity faded, replaced by a hunger that could 

never be sated and a loyalty forged in shadows. He stood alongside Queen Ilona—a silent 

sentinel of her reign, bound to her will for all eternity. Beneath the forest canopy, the world 

slipped into darkness as Queen Ilona's laughter echoed through the night—a triumphant 

symphony that heralded the continuation of her timeless rule over Budapest and the souls who 

dared to challenge her. 

 

The End 


