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    For my family, whose unwavering support is my foundation.For my friends, who walk beside me in both light and shadow.And for my readers, who dare to step into the dark—where monsters and soldiers are one and the same.

      

    



  	
        
            
            In the shadows, we are neither men nor monsters. We are weapons, forged in blood, bound by war. But even the sharpest blade must choose its master.

      

    




Prologue – The Selection
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The conference room deep within the Pentagon was cold, sterile, and silent aside from the hum of overhead fluorescent lights. The walls were reinforced, lined with soundproof materials, and the room itself was buried beneath several layers of classified security clearances. No one in the building—not even the President himself—knew this meeting was taking place.

A long mahogany table stretched across the center of the room, surrounded by some of the most powerful men in the country. Four generals, each with a long history of commanding special operations, sat in stony silence, their uniforms crisp, their stars gleaming under the artificial light. Across from them sat Director Philip Harrington, the head of the Department of Homeland Security. Unlike the generals, he wore no uniform, only a dark, tailored suit that gave him the appearance of a corporate executive rather than a government official. But the cold steel in his eyes told a different story.

Between them, on the center of the table, rested a sleek black case, no larger than a briefcase. The tension in the room was thick, the air heavy with the weight of the unknown.

Harrington exhaled slowly, resting his fingers on the case before flicking the latches open. With deliberate precision, he lifted the lid, revealing a row of small glass vials filled with deep crimson liquid. The vials sat snug in a foam insert, each one labeled with a barcode and a series of classified markings.

One of the generals, a hard-faced man with close-cropped gray hair and a deep, gravelly voice, leaned forward. "Is that what I think it is?"

Harrington’s lips barely moved as he responded. "Vampire blood."

A murmur rippled across the room, but none of the men looked surprised. The existence of vampires had been known for decades now, though governments still walked a careful line when dealing with them. The Vampire Council had worked tirelessly to integrate their kind into society, ensuring a strict vetting process for new vampires, selecting only the most stable candidates for transformation. It had maintained the fragile peace between humans and immortals. Until now.

"Where did you get it?" another general asked, his sharp blue eyes narrowing.

Harrington’s expression remained unreadable. "A little side project." He tapped the case. "Samples taken from classified experiments conducted by none other than the Vampire Council themselves. We’ve had operatives watching for years, waiting for an opportunity."

The gray-haired general frowned. "You’re telling me you stole it."

Harrington’s silence was answer enough.

The oldest general at the table, General Victor Monroe, steepled his fingers and studied the vials. His career had been built on hard decisions, black operations, and classified missions that would never see the light of day. "And what exactly do you intend to do with it?"

Harrington straightened. "Gentlemen, the world has changed. For the past twenty years, we have coexisted with vampires and werewolves, pretending that we are all equals. But let’s not fool ourselves. They are stronger than us. Faster than us. And if another war were to break out, we would be the ones at a disadvantage."

He gestured to the vials, his voice carrying an edge of certainty. "We have spent too long letting the Vampire Council dictate the rules. They choose who is turned, they decide how their kind integrates into our society, and they have complete control over their own. That ends today."

One of the younger generals shifted uncomfortably in his chair. "You’re suggesting we... what? Start making our own vampires?"

"Not just vampires," Harrington said, his gaze sweeping across the table. "Soldiers. Operatives loyal to the United States, not to some ancient council of immortals. A unit that can move unseen, strike in the dark, and execute missions no human force could ever accomplish. A team of dedicated, fully trained warriors—who just happen to be vampires."

Monroe ran a hand along his jaw, his expression unreadable. "And how do you intend to control them?"

Harrington reached into the case, pulling out a separate file and sliding it across the table. "We select the right candidates. Elite operatives. Individuals already trained in combat, espionage, and warfare. We don’t turn civilians, we don’t turn criminals, and we don’t turn liabilities. We take the best of the best and make them something even greater."

The room fell into silence as the generals considered the proposal. One of them picked up the file, flipping through pages of classified personnel records, each one marked with notes on combat experience, psychological stability, and strategic viability.

The gray-haired general finally spoke again. "And what happens when the Council finds out?"

Harrington clasped his hands together, his expression unreadable. "By the time they do, it will already be too late."
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Chapter 1 – The Chosen
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The room was colder than most military briefing chambers, a deliberate choice meant to keep the candidates alert and uncomfortable. The walls were a muted gray, the fluorescent lighting harsh and sterile. A long metal table stretched down the center, occupied by a dozen men and women, each one sitting with rigid discipline, their expressions betraying little emotion. These were the best of the best—Navy SEALs, Army Rangers, Marine Raiders, Air Force Pararescue, and other operatives pulled from the deepest corners of military special forces. They had been summoned under vague orders, only told that they had been selected for a highly classified, experimental program.

At the far end of the room, Colonel Marcus Holloway stood with his hands folded behind his back, his sharp gaze scanning the faces before him. A veteran of countless black ops missions, Holloway was a man who commanded respect through presence alone. Beside him, a pair of men in dark suits—Department of Defense officials—remained silent, their eyes scanning the room with the dispassionate scrutiny of men evaluating livestock.

Holloway finally spoke, his voice even and measured. "You are here today because you have been identified as the best warfighters this country has to offer. Each of you has been selected based on a combination of combat experience, psychological resilience, and unwavering dedication to your mission. What you are about to be briefed on does not leave this room. If you agree to proceed, you will be signing away any rights to disclosure, personal autonomy outside of your assigned unit, and any existing ties to the civilian world."

A few of the soldiers exchanged brief glances, but no one spoke. They were used to secrecy.

Holloway continued. "This program is designed to create a specialized unit capable of operating in environments and under conditions that no human soldier can withstand. You will be stronger, faster, and more resilient than any enemy you have ever faced. You will no longer be constrained by physical exhaustion, limited by injury, or slowed by the need for food or sleep. In effect, you will become something beyond human."

One of the seated soldiers, a broad-shouldered Marine with a scar running down his cheek, shifted in his chair. His voice was low and steady. "You’re talking about augmentation. Genetic modifications?"

The DoD official on Holloway’s right finally spoke, his voice clinical. "No. Not genetic modifications. Full biological transformation."

Silence filled the room, the weight of unspoken understanding creeping into the air.

Holloway let the pause linger before stepping forward. "You will be turned into vampires."

The reaction was immediate, though subdued. A few soldiers stiffened, some exhaled sharply, and others remained utterly still, unreadable. But none of them laughed, none scoffed. They had seen enough classified operations, enough strange orders come down the chain, that they understood—if the government was saying it, then it was real.

A tall, dark-haired man seated near the middle leaned forward, his green eyes narrowing. "You’re serious."

"As serious as war," Holloway confirmed.
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