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Raven-haired Lucinda walked through the mansion, her feet not once disturbing ancient dust. Treading behind her, along the walls, shadows flocked to catch a scent of lavender-lined skin or to hear a stifled scream. In her hands Lucinda clutched a candle, its yellowish light burning her eyes.

As she walked down the hall, the shadows—a cacophony of souls—whimpered and cursed at the vampire. Although she had no shadow of her own, they remained, an amalgamation of victims she had taken throughout her existence. At the entrance to her bedchamber, Lucinda turned, the shadows finding solace upon the bulwarks. Baring teeth, she screamed.

“A curse upon you—and death to the imprints upon my walls!”

With that, Lucinda blew out the candle. In the darkness, the shadows snickered, chuckled, and sneered, for darkness always bred light, and in that duality they would live forever, their lot to curse the vampire in perpetuity.
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