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    To my friends, my family, and to you, dear reader—May the shadows guard you,The night embrace you,And the eternal bond of love and loyalty be as enduring as the immortal blood that flows through these pages.
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Chapter 1: Emma
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Emma stood by the tall windows of the loft, the sunlight spilling through the glass, casting the familiar glow over the vastness of Central Park. It was a comforting view, the city buzzing beneath her in its usual dance of life—vibrant, bustling, mortal. The warmth of the room always reminded her of how far she had come, of how much Alex and Aurelia had given her. From the moment they found her at the Midnight Carnival, she had known her life was forever changed.

The Midnight Carnival appeared during every full moon. It was a magical event, a place where reality and dreams intertwined, and no one with ill intent could cross its boundaries. The carnival offered a haven for those who needed it most, its enchantments drawing in the lost and the vulnerable. Emma had been just seven and a half when she wandered into the Carnival’s magical embrace, unaware of how much her life would change.

The lights, the colors, the performers, and the magical creatures had captured her young mind. The Midnight Carnival was unlike anything she had ever seen, a place of wonder and comfort. But Emma had been lost and alone, drawn to the Carnival’s magic after fleeing her difficult life. She didn’t yet understand the magic that surrounded her or the people who would soon come into her life.

That was the night Alex and Aurelia found her. They had been drawn to her vulnerability, sensing something special in her. Their presence had been calming, like figures from a dream. To Emma, they felt like the rescuers she had been waiting for her whole life. They offered her food, comfort, and a promise of safety, taking her away from the life of neglect she had known.

By the time she was eight and a half, they had officially adopted her, giving her not only a new family but a new sense of belonging. Her childhood from that point forward had been a blend of both the ordinary and the extraordinary. Alex and Aurelia had made sure she experienced a normal human childhood—riding bikes, playing video games, going to school. But alongside those experiences, they had given her more. They had opened doors to a world of ancient vampire history, languages, and lore. During the day, she played like any child, but in the evenings, she was immersed in a centuries-old legacy.

The loft they lived in now reflected that duality—sophisticated, timeless, filled with books and artifacts from Aurelia’s 900-year existence, alongside the warmth of a home filled with love. Emma had grown up surrounded by their wisdom and strength, always feeling loved and secure. But as she grew older, the gap between her mortality and their immortality became harder to ignore.

Her reflection stared back at her from the window. The sunlight kissed her skin—warm, gentle. She was human, yes, but in so many ways, she wasn’t truly part of the mortal world. The question always gnawed at her, lingering in the corners of her thoughts: Why haven’t they turned me?

She shook the thought from her mind and allowed herself to slip into the memories of her early years with Alex and Aurelia. Aurelia had always been more open, sharing stories about her early days as a vampire, the intricacies of their world, and the burdens that came with immortality. Emma could still remember sitting with her on the balcony, watching the city lights, as Aurelia spoke softly about the vampire court and the responsibilities of their kind.

"Immortality is not a gift, Emma," Aurelia had said one evening, her voice filled with the weight of centuries. "It’s a responsibility. We guard history, but we also bear the weight of time. You’ll understand more as you grow."

At the time, Emma hadn’t fully grasped what she meant. But as the years passed, the weight of her own mortality became more evident. She watched as her classmates grew older, their concerns rooted in human life—careers, relationships, the inevitable passage of time. But Emma's concerns were different. She had been raised to understand the world of immortals, yet she wasn’t fully one of them.

Her thoughts drifted back to Alex, always the quieter of the two, guiding her through the ancient texts and dialects of the vampire clans. He had a way of making her feel like the knowledge they shared was sacred, a connection to something bigger than herself.

“Knowledge is power,” Alex had told her once, his voice calm, yet firm. “Vampires don’t just live forever. We carry the weight of centuries, and that is where true strength lies.”

Those lessons had shaped Emma’s childhood as much as the simple joys of riding bikes and playing with her friends. She had always known that her life was different, destined for something beyond the ordinary. But as she stood in the loft now, surrounded by the world Alex and Aurelia had built, the question remained: Why haven’t they turned me?

She wandered toward the study, where she could hear Alex and Aurelia talking in low voices. They weren’t members of the vampire council, but Alex worked closely with them, managing their systems and overseeing their web presence. His role was quieter, more behind the scenes, yet he was just as powerful in his own right. Aurelia, on the other hand, didn’t need to work. She had amassed more wealth than most humans could ever imagine, her centuries of existence making her a figure of respect in vampire society.

Emma paused outside the door, listening to their familiar voices. These moments had shaped so much of her life—watching them, learning from them, and yet always feeling that slight distance. Not because they made her feel out of place, but because she knew, deep down, that there was something separating her from them.

Her mind flashed back to a darker memory. She had been twelve, almost thirteen, when she and Aurelia were kidnapped by a human trafficking ring. That night had changed everything. She had seen a different side of Aurelia, one she had never imagined. Deprived of blood for too long, Aurelia had been pushed to the brink of hunger. Emma could still remember the desperate look in her mother’s eyes, the darkening of her gaze as her need grew uncontrollable. It was Alex who had saved them, along with a few of his trusted allies, tearing through their captors to bring them home.

That experience had left a mark on Emma. She had witnessed firsthand the raw power and primal hunger of a vampire, and it had both terrified and fascinated her. In that moment, she had known she wanted to be like them. But the years had passed, and still, Alex and Aurelia had not turned her.

Why haven’t they turned me?

Her hand hovered over the door handle, but she hesitated. Now wasn’t the time. She knew that. They were in the middle of something important. But the question lingered in her mind, as it always did.

She took a step back, breathing deeply, trying to push the thought away. There would be time for that later. For now, she would continue to do what she had always done—learn, observe, and wait.

The sun had shifted slightly, casting longer shadows across the floor. Emma returned to the window, her thoughts quiet but heavy, and gazed out at the park below. The world of mortals moved on, oblivious to the secrets of the vampires who walked among them.

And Emma, standing between two worlds, waited for the day when she would finally be part of the one that truly mattered.
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Chapter 2: The Vampire Council
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Emma sat in the grand hall of the vampire council chambers, her fingers tracing the edges of the intricately carved wooden table. The air was thick with the presence of power—centuries of authority steeped into every inch of the room. She had been here many times before, yet each visit still carried a sense of awe. The council’s chambers were hidden deep beneath the city, a labyrinth of stone hallways and meeting rooms that few humans had ever seen. But Emma wasn’t just any human. She had been granted access from a young age, owing to Alex and Aurelia’s close involvement with the council.

The council itself was a gathering of the most powerful vampires in existence. They ruled over vampire society with an ironclad code of laws—laws that governed every aspect of their world, from how they fed to who they interacted with. Emma had known about the council for as long as she could remember. Alex and Aurelia had introduced her to its members when she was still a child, making sure she understood the complexities of their world early on.

Now, in her early twenties, Emma had begun to work alongside the council. Not as a vampire, but as someone who was determined to prove her worth. Over the years, she had met many of the council members, learning from them and gaining insight into the inner workings of vampire governance. Vampires had a strict code of conduct, and one of the most important rules was their vow never to change children. They did not feed from children, transform them, or involve them in the darker aspects of their world. It was a line they would not cross.
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