


Foreword
by Founder Emmalyne Rose

DANZA LUNA
-The Legend -

Two years ago, “Danza Luna” marked the start of a new era where artists around all Europe 
gathered to celebrate arts by experiencing a display of marvellous exhibitions, finest 
performances, and a most enchanting runway show ever.

The origins of Danza Luna goes back to a series of novellas “The King of the Moon” 
(unpublished) which I wrote after the passing away of my father in 2013. That’s how I 
had developed in the storyline for the very first time, the concept of a most opulent royal 
gathering held at the ballrooms of the Moon Palace. This fuelled my inspiration as haute 
couture designer to the highest points. When in 2015, I got the exceptional opportunity to 
hold an artistic event around the promotion of high couture and related arts, I immediately 
began to design a dream destined to become a reality for so many among us!

Our last edition, Danza Luna “Sevessius” was an enormous breakthrough for a next level! 
The theme of the event was based on my novella “Sevessius” a parallel story to “The King of 
the Moon”. The event took place at the Castle of Zwijnaarde. We supported many artists from 
around all Europe by exhibiting their arts and even put a mark in the high fashion industry 
by introducing a runway show especially designed for the public!

Today, we are celebrating this dream again, and this time in one of the finest locations 
of Europe, the majestic ballrooms of the Opera of Ghent. The location, where once been 
wandered by the wealthiest industrials of Europe, is welcoming our finest artists! I would like 
to thank everyone who contributed to this success!

“YOU are the sacredness dwelling within the depths of my Soul”
The Chronicles of the Moon King
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the 1698, the theatre of the 
longbow archers guild “Saint-

Sebastian” at the Kouter in Ghent was 
renovated to host the very first opera 
performances in the city. The building was 
inaugurated with the performance of the 
opera “Thésée” by the French composer 
Jean-Baptiste Lully lead by Giovanni Paolo 
Bombarda and Pietro Antonio Fiocco, 
who founded the “Muntschouwburg” in 
Brussels. In 1706, Jean-Jacques Quesnot de 
La Chênée obtained the license to play it in 
the Saint Sebastiaan theatre. 

He was the administrator of the Prussian 
King and the first Director of Opera 
and Comedy. In 1708 he was replaced by 
Guillaume de Valentin. In general, there 
were touring groups that alternated 
from month to month and didn’t limit 

themselves to the repertoire opera. More 
popular pieces, dancers and acrobats were 
also performed. This building burned 
down in 1715.

The new Saint-Sebastian Opera was built 
in 1735 by the architect Bernard De Wilde 
and made place for the Opera Building 
today. Finally, between 1837 and 1840 the 
city Architect Louis Roelandt built the 
magnificent neo-classic Royal Opera of 
Ghent, who was a perfect example of the 
enchanting “Grand Theatre” from the first 
half of the 19th century.

The Royal Opera of Ghent was independent 
for more than 100 until it’s fusion with the 
Royal Flemish Opera of Antwerp in the 
year 1981. In 1995, both operas officially got 
rebranded as the “Flemish Opera”. 

In

Dance in a piece 
of History
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Sevesius
A Novella by Emmalyne Rose

Chapter 1

“Beware…beware the Demon…Beware…!” The old poor sodden woman in the alley howled in 
the pouring rain at the passengers who conducted like shadows in the night. She held an odd 
phylactery in her right hand which she was wagging towards the fares as if she was blessing 
their spirits with composure. Yet none of them was paying attention to her desperate roar. I 
glancingly passed her and hastened to the tavern where I was about to meet the charioteer 
Mister Milton, whom I engaged to drive me to Lord and Lady Dolson.

The inn was huddled with travelers and merchants who attempted to sell relics or so called 
‘precious’ artifacts which they commended to be ancient rarities or magical phenomena from 
the underworld. I carefully approached the bar and addressed myself to the owner who was 
engaged serving beverages to the guests. It was a robust fellow with a substantial moustache 
and a demure countenance. ‘Excuse me, sir’ I gently applied. The man just gave me a quick 
glimpse without any counter and continued his work. ‘Excuse me, SIR’ I uttered again but 
now with a clamorous accent. He twirled and stooped over the bar leering at me in a daunted 
manner.
‘Yes, Miss?’
‘I’m looking for Mister Milton’ I firmly asked.
‘Well, it’s your lucky day, Miss! He is sitting right…there…’ 
and he aimed at a man in a black extensive coat sitting 
alone in the shadow in a corner next to the window. I 
steadily drew closer towards his obscure profile meanwhile 
avoiding the clattering flock. Eventually I reached the chair 
standing in front of him and I gave him a swift salute. He 
directed his gaze at me and gave me a faint smile. 
‘Are you Miss Anahita?’

Beware…beware 
the Demon…
Beware…!

Dedicated to S - Your whole world is nothing but a wisp of dust through my hurricane 



‘Yes sir, I contacted you to drive me to the residence of Lord Dolson. We were supposed to 
leave today.
‘Right! Let’s go then! I have the carriage prepared. Do you have any luggage Miss?’
‘Not really sir, only this small suitcase.’ I peeked at the little suitcase which I deposited next to 
the table just a few moments before.
‘Well, that’s fantastic! If the carriage is less loaded, we’ll move faster!’ He replied with a grin 
and we left the tavern. Mister Milton was a congenial man, tall and slenderly built with a 
small limp. He conducted me through the alley, but the old woman was nowhere to be seen. 
I bobbled for her but she was untraceable. It was strange but somehow, she seemed very 
intriguing and her words had left a trace in my mind.
‘Beware…Beware the Demon…Beware!’

Chapter 2

Lord and lady Dolson were so kind to have accepted my mother’s request to let me stay at 
their farm to take some time off. As I had always been some kind of a misfit in our family, my 
mother tended to outcast me occasionally so I would change my mind to following her ‘advice’ 
to become a ‘better’ person. What seemed to appear to her to be a moment of repent, for 
me it was simply another opportunity to discover the world 
outside the four boring walls of our ‘prison’ we called home. 

My journey through the magnificent countryside with 
Mister Milton went very well, till some dark clouds begun to 
gather above us and before we knew it, we were caught up 
in a storm. Unfortunately, the carriage broke down halfway 
up the hill towards the nearest town, so I was forced to find 
a temporary residence for the night.

‘Mister Milton, what are we going to do now?’ I roared, while my head was hanging out of the 
window. The storm was raging heavily over our heads when Mister Milton was trying to fix 
the jammed wheel, which was a very heavy task to do in the pouring rain.
‘
Just stay in Miss! It appears that one of the wheels is broken. We need to wait till the storm is 
over!’ he yelled from behind the carriage.

Dark clouds
began to gather 

above us



‘The farm is right behind that village over there down the hill, but it’s too dangerous to 
continue our journey by foot. We’ll go up to that castle over there and ask if you can stay for 
the night. I’ll come back for you in the morning when the carriage is repaired. My horse will 
take me to that suburb down the hill while you stay in the castle!’ Mister Milton looked a little 
worried, but he assured me that everything would be fine.

We both stumbled through the mud and the rain and finally reached the castle. It was a 
very grim building overshadowed by the trees of the forest nearby. Lucky for us there was a 
light shining through the window. Mister Milton knocked on the door twice and after a brief 
moment a tiny pale maid with pitch black hair and a white impeccable apron welcomed us 
inside. She reticently asked us to wait in the hall while she would call her ‘master’. Mister 
Milton and I looked around in this huge sequestered vestibule. There was no furniture, no 
carpets, no paintings… nothing but a vast dark stairway leading up to dimness. We stared at 
each other full of wonder, asking ourselves what this place might be.
Suddenly a tall slim gentleman in a black suit appeared at the top of the stairs. Without 
revealing his face, he asked with a gentle calm voice: 
‘Welcome to my mansion, I am lord Sevessius. How can I 
help you?’ 

‘My dear sir, we are very happy to find you here’, Milton 
applied. ‘Our carriage broke down and I have to horse-ride 
to the nearest village to get some help. I was wondering if 
Lady Anahita could be your guest for tonight. I shall come 
back early in the morning to pick her op.’ Mister Milton spoke abstinent but very polite to the 
strange but somehow agreeable lord.

The dark figure didn’t answer immediately and examined me from behind a shadow. Then 
he stepped forward revealing his strong sharp facial futures. His hair was white and had 
some silver touches in it and he had the most intriguing deep blue eyes.

‘But of course, my dear fellow!’ He answered with a faint smile. ‘We shall take good care of 
here while you are gone. I’ll be happy to offer her a room for the night,’ he continued while 
slowly descending the stairs. I was completely fascinated by this enigmatic lord. He was so 
refined and gentle, yet it seemed as if he was hiding many secrets behind his strong-featured 
face. And his eyes… they looked so vulnerable and profound.

The dark figure 
didn’t answer 
immediately...



‘Sir, thank you so much for your hospitality, forever I will be grateful for your help,’ I timidly 
replied and gave him a brief bow to express my gratitude and modesty. He leniently 
approached us and led Mister Milton outside while he reassured him again of my safety. Then 
the lord returned to me and showed me to my chamber.

‘Do excuse my promptness, my dear lady. But we are 
having a ball tonight and I have to return to my guests, 
‘he explained while guiding me through an empty grim 
corridor with black doors. I heard some delicate music in 
the background and I felt somehow appeased and calm.

‘I would like to offer you my apologies for interfering with your evening pursuit,’ I replied 
while I was asking myself why there were no carriages outside the castle and no other 
guests to be seen anywhere. He offered me no reply and at that moment of silence I took the 
opportunity to examine him a bit more closely. He was wearing a dark double-breasted tail 
coat with a high broad collar and his necktie was elaborately knotted over his shirt. His moves 
were distinguished and aesthetic. While we passed some doors, I was thinking of many ways 
to break up the silence. 

‘Did you travel a lot, Sir?’ I asked out of the bleu and slightly embarrassed.

‘I have indeed travelled many places for sure,’ he answered with a beam hidden behind his 
collar. ‘Maybe I can share some of my experiences with you some day,’ he continued while he 
had stopped in front of a door. Right before I could answer, he pushed the door revealing a 
magnificent bedroom richly decorated with the finest furniture and fabrics. ‘This will be your 
room for this evening My Lady,’ he softly whispered while inviting me in. I entered the room 
in full astonishment. The bed, the chairs, the wardrobe, they were all engraved with delicate 
flowery ornaments. Everything in the room, from the tapestry till the wallpaper and fabrics, 
all was in fierce white. It was like I had entered a fairytale and my heart just missed a beat. 
Just when I wanted to express my gratitude to his Lordship, he was vanished. I found the door 
ajar and the key was placed inside the lock. Out of curiosity, I peeped in the hall but nothing; 
nothing was to be seen… There was nothing left but me, the wonderful adornments and the 
faint music echoing through the broad walls.
‘Who was this strange man…Lord Sevessius?

 

Who was this 
strange man... Lord 

Sevessius?



Chapter 3

The next morning when I woke up, I heard Mister Milton’s voice in the hall. For a moment, I 
stared at the white ceiling before remembering to be a guest at Lord Sevessius’ mansion. Then 
I jumped out of bed, hurrying myself into my clothes and took a last look at the magnificent 
room in full wonder before I left. When I got out leaving the key on the door, I remarked that 
the doors in the corridor were white. “Weren’t they black last night?” I asked myself... “How 
did they get white in just one night?” My pondering got disturbed by Mister Milton’s call for 
me downstairs. I hastened to the end of the corridor and ran off the stairs as fast as I could. 
Meanwhile hoping to see the mysterious Lord Sevessius before I departed, yet unfortunately 
there was no trace of him which seemed to be very odd. 

“Ah, Lady Ana, Good morning!” Mister Milton greeted 
me with relief while standing beside one of the Lords 
maids. “I have the carriage repaired so we can leave now,” 
he continued in a hustle, quickly taking over my suitcase 
and laying it down in the carriage. I stayed behind with 
the maid as I was still recovering from the happenings 
which took place last night, eagerly attempting to get some 
answers. 

“So, I thought I would see Lord Sevessius again” I gently addressed myself to her. She was 
a very peculiar looking girl with pitch-black eyes and hair … and appeared to regard very 
fatigued. 

“Oh, he is... away.” She firmly answered with a weird smile as if she wanted to get rid of me 
and quickly attempted to attend to her other duties. 
“When will he be back?” I requested while approaching her again. “It’s just, I wanted to offer 
him personally my gratitude for keeping me safe here last night.” 
The maid kept staring at my face without answering which was very unusual and scary. 
“My Lady! Lady Dolson is expecting you, so we better move on!” Mister Milton yelled from on 
top of the carriage. At his call, I rushed into the carriage in one breath. The maid kept leering 
at me while we rode of and a moment later the mansion disappeared behind the trees leaving 
me behind in full curiosity. 

Weren’t they
black
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When I arrived at the Farm of Lord and Lady Dolson, it was already noontide. They welcomed 
me very generously and after some tea, I was guided to my apartments by one of their maids. 
I quickly installed myself taking out by books and took some rest. When I closed my eyes, 
my mind got chased by the shadow of the mysterious Lord Sevessius and I eagerly looked 
forward to our next encounter. 

The friendly couple took good care of me and now a week had passed from all the events. There 
was still no word from Lord Sevessius. Each day I patiently hoped to receive his greetings. 
Then suddenly one day a note got delivered by one of the stable boys who said he had found 
the letter in front of the porch while a strange black bird was picking on the envelope. 

I rushed to my room with the envelope in my hands. Lord Sevessius was inviting me to dinner 
for tomorrow evening! I was very excited and couldn’t wait until tomorrow. Unfortunately, 
that afternoon, I spoke about his note with Lady Dolson while we were having tea. Her 
Ladyship was dissatisfied about the matter and had put me under firm warning to avoid his 
companionship. 

“He is no good, my dear. It’s better not to allow him at your presence. The man is not by his 
normal sense and is involved in odd happenings. He will cause you much distress and sorrow 
or God knows … even worse. Just consider my advice, will you my dear?” She said in worry. 

“But he seemed to be such a sophisticated gentleman, I don’t understand your point.” I plead 
in his defence. 
“It is being said, that he became very unconventional after 
his beloved one had left him. From that day on, he dwelled 
in the forests making bounds with strange forces and some 
even say that he has a demon locked up in the tower.” 
“I was so grateful that he offered me shelter for the night. 
Surely My Lady, do you seriously believe that there is a 
demon at all?” 
“Off course not! The villagers tell so to keep everyone away from him. Demons don’t belong 
between the living. But still, demon or not … the man is quirky, and the residents of the village 
are fine with everything just to avoid his company. What could one do?” 
“Well, I do appreciate the kindness of his invitation. He told me earlier that evening in 
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question that he wanted to share some of his explorations from his travels with me. Back 
then I had agreed upon the idea, so rejecting his invitation would not be appropriate. But I 
am very grateful about your advice, my Lady and I shall be at my guard, I promise.” 
“Well, then I shall ask Mister Milton to prepare the carriage for you tomorrow. But I don’t 
agree on the idea.” her Ladyship added reluctantly. 

Secretly I was looking forward to meeting Lord Sevessius again as he seemed to be such a 
refined fascinating gentleman who had travelled the four corners of the world on which I 
adored to hear about. Now I could dream of those wonderful worlds I eagerly wanted to 
discover myself as well one day. 

So, I went upstairs to get dressed and to fetch my books as I wanted to tell him so much about 
my studies of the Mayan discoveries and Alchemy. I even had found a book which I wanted 
to offer his Lordship as a small token for his good care. 

Chapter 4

“My Lady Ashleigh, …” the butler had announced me at the entrance of the dining room. 
When I entered the room, I was again completely overcome by its splendour and beauty. The 
room had no paintings but instead it was decorated by mirrors with silver frames. The walls 
and all the furniture were plain black and trimmed with silver flower ornaments. In the centre, 
there was a massive black dining table set for two. The cutlery was of the purest silverware, 
so shiny and smooth. And the plates were of delicate china decorated with distinguished 
accessories. This all was garnished with crispy white napkins and a huge silver massive 
candle holder in the centre. For a moment, I couldn’t bring out any word as everything was so 
delightful and out of this world. “My Lady, thank you for joining me for dinner this evening.” 
Lord Sevessius applied kindly while taking a bow and offering me his arm to guide me to 
the table… While I gazed around the room in full wonder 
enjoying its magnificence, my eyes struck a strange black 
bird perched on a wooden stand at the corner next to the 
window. It was a very odd bird, one which I had never seen 
before… “The pleasure is all mine… “ I softly replied while 
he offered me a seat at the table. I kept staring at the bird 
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who just ruffled its feathers uninterested of my presence. 

“I see that Mesraphal got your attention…. He is the one 
who got you my message,” the Lord remarked with a grin 
while taking a place in front of me. “I have never seen such 
a breed in my life before. Where does he come from?” I 
asked as I was studying the bird closely. “He comes from 
very far…” He replied softly. “But not far enough to join us for dinner I guess… So, here we 
are… I thought my Lady would never accept my invitation.” He continued the conversation 
with a faint smile and a fix examining gaze. “Why shouldn’t I not accept your invitation after 
my Lord were being so kind to give me accommodation?” I replied with a smile, “and I surely 
don’t believe the Demon Story if that’s what you are referring to” I added with a slight tone 
of disbelief. 

“Ha ha…” Lord Sevessius begun to laugh heartily. “You know about my Demon? Oh please tell 
me, my dear, what more do they say about me!” He mocked while smirking. “Most of them 
just warned me to stay out of your presence telling me that you are… peculiar.” I replied while 
he now walked towards the window with a straight face peering outside at the village in the 
valley. “But their stories were not very convincing to me” I plead to his comfort. “That’s exactly 
why I don’t trust… people...” he whispered disappointed.  “Of course, all that you believe will 
be eventually become your reality, … it’s important to choose what to believe, isn’t it, Lady 
Ashleigh? “he asked with a deep heavy tone. 

“Yes indeed, my Lord. Yet reality is nothing more than a reflection within the realm of the 
heart and every beat is meant to take another course.” 

He kept staring at the hill without any response and an endless silence had filled the room. 
Luckily when the maid brought the first course he returned to the table and supervised her 
serving the dish. When she left the room, he continued the conversation… “So, you wanted to 
hear about my expeditions? Well, where to begin…” he gently said while he took his spoon… 
“I’m so excited to hear about them… as I’m so impatient to discover the world myself one day.” 

“You’ve never been to strange far places yet my Lady?” “Unfortunately, not, … as I didn’t had 
the permission nor the time.” I replied in small shame. 

an endless
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“Well, there is so much wonders to see out there. Many dangerous yet lovely places. Mountains 
and caves with mysteries sheltering the decaying secrets. Just like one can touch the soul and 
unveil its powers…” he said with a friendly smile. 

And so, our conversation continued the whole night while we enjoyed a most delightful 
dinner. Yet the following days there was no news about him till one morning the stable boy 
had brought me another letter which he had found under the porch again in company with 
this strange black bird. I immediately knew it was Mesraphal. So, I secretly read the message 
in my chamber and wrote him back, leaving my letter under the veranda. 
I was determined to find out the secrets he was hiding behind his deep profound eyes.  

Chapter 5

One night I woke up to an uncanny clamour outside. When I approached the window to 
examine the unexpected event, I saw that it was Mesraphael ticking on the glass. I swiftly let 
him in and kept my lights dimmed as nobody suspects this secret visit after midnight. When 
he perched on the table next to the window I saw he carried a message. He rapidly shook off 
the piece of paper on the table and immediately flew away in the night blending in with the 
dark starry sky. 

I quickly grabbed the paper and read: “I, Lord Sevessius, have the honour to invite you, my 
Lady Ashleigh, to the Full Moon Ball tomorrow evening at my residence.”. Overjoyed with this 
news I leaped back into my bed and slowly dropped off to sleep with a smile upon my face 
while enjoying the rays of moonlight through my window. 

But the next morning…”No! This is out of the question! I don’t offer you my permission to join 
this dance or whatsoever!” my aunt protested in full disagreement. 
“But it’s just a ball and there will be other guests present. 
So, what can ever harm me?” I tried to argument against 
her decision. 

“My dear child, your mother has trusted me upon taking 
good care of you and this man... is of no good. You are 
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being telling too much about him lately and as I see he is been evoking your interest already. 
He can easily manipulate you or even take advantage of you! So, I forbid you to leave your 
room tonight! And this is my final word.” she abruptly closed our conversation and left the 
room leaving me with no defence. 

That evening after dinner my aunt locked me in my bedroom and ordered Mister Milton to 
pass the night in the barn overlooking my chamber windows. There was absolutely no way 
for me to join Lord Sevessius at the ball. I stared to the sky and the moon in tears because 
I desperately wanted to be in his company. Somehow the full moon made me think of him 
and the fact that I couldn’t even let him know about my 
situation just tore me down deep within. 

Suddenly out of nowhere, …”So, my Lady isn’t ready for the 
ball, yet I see.” A voice whispered at me from the other side 
of my room. I briskly turned around and saw an odd blue 
shine in my mirror in the corner. Out of curiosity I slowly 
approached the mirror, the light faded away while Lord 
Sevessius appeared in the reflection. I was speechlessly astonished. He was wearing the same 
outfit as I had encountered him for the first time that stormy night when our carriage broke 
down. His blue eyes were radiating through the mirror. 

“We have not much time, My Lady! Soon the moon will reach its highest position, so hurry 
please, the dance already unfolded.” He replied quickly stretching his hand out of the 
mirror. What kind of a magic was this? Profoundly I always knew Lord Sevessius did possess 
certain powers, but he always kept it hidden behind his mortal appearance. For a moment I 
hesitated... then I looked at him into his pleading gaze. Finally, I stretched my hand and the 
next moment I found myself in his arms in a magnificent ballroom. 
Everything in the room was overwhelmingly magical! It was decorated with gold drapery, and 
had golden flower ornaments upon the walls majestically finished with huge mirrors. Oddly 
there were no paintings to spot. His guests where very peculiar. All of them were dressed in 
greyish white clothes some even from ages ago. They just swirled around like ghosts waltzing 
upon the music played by the same greyish white clothed musicians. It was like they were 
from another dimension. Lord Sevessius bowed to welcome me to his ball and as he gently 
kissed the back of my hand, I saw that I was wearing a red gown with a beautiful tiara of 
flowers. How did I even change so quickly? 
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“May I have this Waltz with you, my Lady?” He gently asked in a whisper without disturbing 
his guests. As I still couldn’t give any resistance... like I was under some kind of a spell, I 
quickly gave him a gape before he led me into the crowd towards the middle of the room. The 
music was so hypnotic, and the guests dwelled upon the melody in a sleepwalking state as 
they were enchanted by the music. 

“My Lord... I have to go back; my aunt will be so worried about me” I gently whispered to him 
while he led me through the waltz around the room. 
“My dear, ... time stops... here! Your whole world is nothing but a wisp of dust through my 
hurricane.” He gently answered while leading me to a quick swirl. 
“Who are you?... I know so much yet so little about you.” 
“Does my Lady cherish certain sincere feelings towards me?” He replied with a grin. “Yet my 
dear Ana, you must know that I have only the care for the trees who overshadow the fresh 
moss on a sunny day of spring or the mountains hiding 
so many tales beneath their endless valleys and the dark 
mysterious caves decaying in the secrets of their existence. 
I cannot return your love… as... I .... have... no.... soul 
anymore....” He continued while slowing down the waltz as 
he gazed into the emptiness. 
“What do you mean?” I applied in full attention. 

Lord Sevessius offered no answer and took a couple of steps back while the music faded away. 
All the guests just stood still as statues, in the same position as the music stopped playing as 
if they were frozen in time. The mirrors went pitch black and a ghostlike smoke dwelled into 
their reflection. 

“Find meee... “ a voice whispered through the room. The pale moonlight now reflected upon 
the mirrors… I looked around and the vapour lodged from one mirror to another. “I’m here...” 
the voice continued to whisper. Like a whirlwind, I approached Lord Sevessius who was still 
in a trance, grabbing him on both arms as I was shaking him. 
“My LORD!!! Wake up!!! What’s happening?” I yelled in fear and he slowly fixed his deep 
dead eyes on me. 
“I like you Ana, I really like you but please go… it’s my curse … my eternal curse.” he answered 
in tears... 
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“What do you mean your curse?!!! Whe- Where is your soul??? TELL ME? … “I screamed 
while looking around,… then suddenly …I understood. “The demon in the tower is you isn’t? 
It’s your soul!!! So you have sacrificed your soul to save your beloved one?! To spare her from 
the curse of your broken heart???!” I nervously continued. “But you couldn’t love again 
because you had lost your soul, nor could you find any peace, because it’s trapped behind 
the mirror. So, you dwelled through time... in the oblivion of illusions...” at these words the 
invitees resolved into smoke and disappeared. 
“I’m here…  pleaseeee… “ the ghostly voice whispered again through the mirrors. 

Chapter 6

“You are in the tower, aren’t you?” I asked Lord Sevessius again, who offered me no answer but 
a vulnerable stare in tears. Without any other reaction I dashed upstairs. 
“NO DON’T DO THIS ANA, I BEG YOU!!!” He yelled behind me while I ran up the dark cold 
long staircase and reached the door of the tower. The door was in black raw wood covered in 
dust and spider webs as if it hadn’t been opened for decays. I pushed the door open with all 
my force and there it was. All at the end of the room right on the opposite of the window, a 
massive mirror reflecting the moonlight. It’s silver coloured frame was majestically decorated 
with strange runic signs, most of them buried under dust. Mesraphael was perched on top of 
the frame looking down at me. And when the moonlight hit the mirror, a strange formula of 
symbols appeared upon it’s reflections.
I quickly approached the mirror and in one manoeuvre I seized a bar of the remains of an 
antiquated chair next to it. “I’m hereeee...” the ghostly voice murmured again and without 
any hesitation I smashed the bar into the mirror the same moment Lord Sevessius entered 
the room. 

“WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?!!!” He yelled in distress while 
Mesraphael begun to flutter his wings. A vapour which was 
released from the crack of the mirror overtook the whole 
room. Steadily Mesraphael transformed into a human 
being and became a tall pale slender woman in a long 
black robe with a high feather collar and a golden crown. 
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“NO, please forgive her!!!!” Sevessius begged the woman. At her order shattered pieces of 
mirror glass rose up in the air. He took back a couple of steps covering his eyes as the broken 
pieces begun to rage through the room like in a hurricane and the woman fixed her pitch-
black eyes straight upon Sevessius. 
“A soul for a soul... remember your vow” she ordered with an androgen piercing voice while 
her eyes now targeted me. I knew what I had to do... and slowly begun to approach the mirror. 

“No Ana!!! Don’t!!! DON’T GO THERE!!!!...” Sevessius yelled while he tried to reach me 
through the whirlwind of mirror pieces. I continued while my tears got dragged away though 
the wind yet still forcing a smile. I tried to keep my mind fixed on the fact that he would be 
free from his torment. My sacrifice would be worth given for as finally maybe he couldn’t 
return my love, but I could return his soul. 
Suddenly I got dragged back as I felt Sevessius’ arms around my waist while I resisted myself 
forth reaching the mirror. 

“Let me go!!!” I howled back to him. 
“No!!! Don’t do this! Ana!!! Don’t doom yourself into this 
curse! Don’t make the same mistake I did!” 
“A soul for soul...” the woman repeated and without 
our knowing she released a cloud of smoke slowly 
approaching us. 
I faced Sevessius and held his hands in mine. “Don’t worry my Lord” I assured him with a 
painful smile. “I will be fine, and you will be free. This is the most prodigious gift I can ever 
grant you...because...I…” and before I could finish my sentence the shadow absorbed me in 
the mirror. 

At last, I heard Sevessius calling my name behind the mirror and I saw him changing into his 
normal form. A tall and strong built gentleman, ash brown hair, vivid blue eyes and a smooth 
face. He fell on his knees holding his chest and screaming my name, dragging himself to the 
mirror. 

“Ana, Ana!!!” He screamed in tears thumping his fists on the mirror. Our eyes met before 
everything blurred and he faded away. I sank into a deep sleep within the darkness. Lost and 
alone but I knew... 

A soul 
for

a soul



He was free... 

Special Chapter -  Zero. 

I woke up to the whisper. I had no idea how long I had been sleeping as it seemed like a 
moment ago within an eternity. 

“Are you okay?...” the voice whispered again. 
A strong light hit me when I slowly opened my eyes... “Ah there you are...” a shadow muttered 
leaning over me. “Where am I?” I softly asked while my vision tried to recover itself. 

“You are here... safe.” The shadow answered and when my vision cleared, I saw a man with 
long ash brown hair watching over me with his deep blue eyes. He was caressing over my head 
while gently smiling with a peaceful caring gape. Then I remembered... and I couldn’t hold 
my tears of emotions. 

“Sevessius?... “ I gently asked with a broken voice. 
“Who is Sevessius?” He replied with a smile and stared at me for a moment... “but hush now, 
don’t force yourself.” He continued while holding my hand. 

Then he reassured me again and wiped away a stream of tears crossing my temple. I took a 
deep breath and begun to stare around. The sun was drubbing through the branches of a 
tree. Yet it was strange as it had no leaves, instead it carried strange blue eye shaped glass 
ornaments on its branches that made a peaceful melody through the wind. The tree trunk 
was carved with anomalous runic signs. I remembered that they were the same signs from 
the mirror frame. With this realisation I tried to get up but couldn’t do so as I felt a pain on 
the back of my head. 

“Does it hurt?” The gentleman asked again while helping 
me up. 
“No, I’m fine but what happened?” I asked while I explored 
the era. We were in the middle of a flower field stretching 
through the whole horizon. There was no other soul with 
us besides a beautiful black horse. 

peaceful melody 
through the

wind



“You just fell...I think” he answered with a smile. “...but luckily I was here keep an EYE on 
you.” He continued with a twinkle. Suddenly all the eyes on the tree peered at my direction. 
Overcome from this strange phenomenon I took a step back. 

“Ah... Don’t worry, THIS is a wishing tree...” he applied with a gentle smile. 
“And the most powerful wish is the one which is been sincerely whispered through a kind 
loving heart.” 

To be continued…

Your Host... Emmalyne

Photo: Elvire Van Ooteghem



Ambassadors of an idea...
VALENTIN WINTER - German Ambassador

Be yourself, unappologetically. Be whoever 
you want to be and wear whatever  you want 
to wear, regardless of social norms, gender 
roles or labels.  You only have this one 
lifetime, make it as beautiful and magical as  
possible and live your dream

instagram: valentin_winter
www.facebook.com/valentin.van.porcelain

Photo: Atelier Simone Richter

LADY AMARANTH  - UK Ambassador

Find your passions and live them. Know that 
while we are forced to dwell among mere 
mortals doing as they do, we can still weave 
in our own little thread of magic to make 
things as otherworldly as we desire. But let it 
come naturally, flowing as you breathe, and 
wear your beauty both inside and out.

web: www.ladyamaranth.com
web: www.fashionsalternative.com

Photo: Scott Chalmers
Outfit: Imaginarium Apparel



LA SCURA - German Ambassador

Keep away from bad energy. Be who you 
wanna be and do what you wanna do. Don’t 
hurt other peoples feelings and have a free 
mind... we can be lucky to live in a  wonderful 
free country in such a lovely time. 

web: www.lascura.de

Photo: P Van Der Ende

HAUTE GOTHURE  - Belgian Ambassador

With my label “Haute Gothure”, specialized 
in bespoke dark fashion, I want to create 
a world where everyone is dressed in 
extravagant clothing.  For me it’s important I 
can make the customer feel confident. I want 
to touch the people’s heart and be honest 
with them. 

web: www.hautegothure.be
www.facebook.com/hautegothure.be
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LA DUTCHESSA- Dutch Ambassador

Enjoy every second of your life to the fullest! 
You never know when the fun stops... so try 
to no regret too much, shed your insecurities 
and just go for it. Because why hold yourself 
back or not do what you love?

https://ladutchessa.wixsite.com/ladutchessa
www.facebook.com/ladutchessa

Photo: Henk van Rijssen
Accessories: Elegant Curiosities

IL FAVOLAIO
My message to everyone is to just be themselves while discovering 
their emotions overcoming the limits of ecstacy and sexuality.
Revolution: www.facebook.com/RevolutionPartyRome
Adult fairy tales: www.facebook.com/Michele-il-Favolaio-812268932246108

YANNICK GEERTS
Good  and bad things happen for a reason, so always start your day 
with a  maximum of persistence,  and one day dreams will become 
reality.
web: www.yannick-geerts.com

Special Guests...



SOMNIA ROMANTICA
The main thing I hope to communicate with my creations is the 
message of freedom of expression. I love a diverse world where self-
expression is celebrated.
web: www.somniaromantica.com / instagram: somniaromantica

ALICE CORSETS
Your feedback to my work inspires me a lot. I grow only because my 
dear customers and fans put me new and extraordinary challenges.
Shop: www.etsy.com/shop/AliceCorsets
instagram: alicecorsets

AYAME DESIGNS
Support small businesses and rather have handcrafted and unique 
pieces  made for you than wearing something that everyone else has. 
Life is too  short to be the same as everyone else!
Shop: www.etsy.com/shop/AyameDesigns / instagram: ayamedesigns

ALESSIO BENETTI
The future is coming and l’m going to write it .... never finish to 
search for the best piece of my art.
web: www.alessiobenetti.com
instagram: alessio.benetti

KATRIN LANFIRE
For me it’s very important to work together with  amazingly talented 
people , get a new knowledge and represent some our ideas.
Shop: www.etsy.com/shop/MyWitchery
instagram: katrin_lanfire

Beauty in Adornment...



OTHER DAY
Everybody, who takes time to listen to lyrics and songs and who ap-
preciate something different in this fast moving time we are living in, 
is rare and special. Stay unique and never let anybody tell you how 
you have to be.
facebook: www.facebook.com/otherday 

DAVID DJ XLII
How I would like to make the difference? Well, listen to the music I 
play, the message is there!
facebook: www.facebook.com/dj.xlii
web: www.xlii.nl

LADY VENGEANCE
I do not believe in talent, I believe in passion. Work hard, and keep 
hammering.  Follow your passion, and never stop learning.
instagram: lady.vengeance.model
facebook: www.facebook.com/LadyVengeanceModel

KIRA HAGEN
... to let those who dream of another world show the selves they hide 
away. I suppose I see myself as a sort of portrait artist to the far outer 
courts of faery.
web: http://kirahagen.com

A feast for the eyes and ears...

RITA VAN HUL
Be grateful of what the Universe provides you every day! Handle and 
think in your own Wisdom, so you can attract the most beautiful mo-
ments, people and gifts. Those things will be remembered and felt in 
your heart for the rest of your life!



Chocolate in a Bottle...

Chocolate in a Bottle is a very exclusive product who is only sold by a couple of designated 
dealers around West-Europe. We have the utmost pleasure to have them at our event for our 
VIP reception to present you all a bit of Chocolate in a Bottle!

Because of it’s exclusivity, Chocolate in a Bottle isn’t offfered for sale online but only though 
their designated dealers or you can BUY YOUR BOTTLE AT DANZA LUNA.

Chocolate in a Bottle is a sparkling white gourmet wine from the 
South  of France, made from Chardonnay grapes and natural ex-
tracts of cacao  and hazelnuts. In the mouth the delicate aroma 

of the hazelnuts is  enhanced by the touch of chocolate, due to the 
cacao.  Serve this drink very cool, it is great to accompany desserts 

with chocolate or fruit.



www.danzadellaluna.com

Cover & Program by Lady Amaranth for

Our Brother Event...


