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Foreword
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Darkness has always lived alongside humanity. While we continued our lives in the light of day, another world breathed in the shadows. That world was called vampires.

For centuries, they walked among us. People imprisoned them in legends, but they never disappeared. Every night, silently, they followed the trail of blood and fear.

This book tells the story of someone who stood against that darkness: Aras.

He was no ordinary human. The curse hidden in his blood made him an outsider to the worlds of both vampires and humans. But precisely because of this, he was forced to make a choice: surrender to his darkness or fight it by turning it into a weapon.

Aras chose to become a hunter. Driven by his loneliness, his anger, and the power his half-vampire blood gave him... He struggled both with the shadow within himself and with the vampire armies that threatened the cities.

The following lines tell his journey.

The story of a child, from loss to revenge, and from revenge to struggle.

In a world chained by darkness, the story of the only person trying to break the chain.
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Introduction 

[image: ]




For many years, the city had kept its secrets quietly. People bustled by day, retreated to their homes at night, unaware of what lay beyond the darkness. But every secret has a breaking point. It all began that night, when the sky shrouded the city like a crimson curtain.

With the first scream, unrecorded in police reports, unpublished in newspapers, but echoing in the darkness.

The bodies of workers were found in an abandoned industrial zone at dawn. Their throats were torn out, their veins drained of blood. The authorities tried to conceal it. A few lives lost in the midst of the storm... But Aras knew the truth.

Aras sensed the darkness differently than others. While others mistook the night for an ordinary void, he felt the hunger pulsing within those shadows. The cursed blood in his veins alerted him to every movement.

So, when he went to the industrial zone, he immediately recognized the smell of copper in the air. It was the beginning of a war. Vampires had been hiding for a long time, hunting in small gangs in the city's backstreets. But this incident was different. It was a sign of an organized attack.

That night, Aras realized the shadows had returned.

And the city's true nightmare had just begun.
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Chapter 1 – The Pulse of Darkness
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The night of the city had sunk into the streets like a heavy breath. Raindrops struck the cobblestones, trembling in the pale glow of the streetlamps before vanishing. Most people were asleep, but the city never truly slept. For the beings writhing with hunger in the veins of darkness, the night was the hour of the hunt.

They called themselves the Children of the Night. Hidden from human eyes, the oldest chain of the vampire bloodline stretches back centuries. Every step they took was a curse echoing from history, every whisper a link of an unbreakable chain.

But behind the darkness, someone was watching them. Aras.

Aras was cursed with blood. Half human, half vampire... yet he truly belonged to neither. Among humans, he was a stranger, among vampires an enemy. A being rejected by both worlds, who had chosen a single path:

To hunt those who belonged to the night, with his own blade.

For him, this war was a personal reckoning. He burned the darkness flowing through his veins with the fire of his own hatred. His sword was not merely a weapon; it was the only thing that confirmed his existence.

That night, the scream echoing through the abandoned subway tunnels marked Aras’s new prey. At the mouth of the tunnel, the darkness opened inward like a wound. The walls reeked of rust, dampness clung to the underground, and the trace of rotten flesh lingered in the air.

Aras took out his silver-plated knives from his bag. His heartbeat slowed as he felt the cold steel between his fingers. He listened. There was a hum in the silence, as if the darkness were pumping through the city's underground veins. 

From the depths of the tunnel rose a shrill laugh. It was not the laugh of a human; it was the sound of a throat twisted by hunger, longing for the eternal night.

Aras tilted his head forward slightly, drawing the sword from his back. The steel quivered with a dull gleam in the dark. “The night has a debt to pay,” he whispered.

Then he stepped into the tunnel. Every step was like a nail driven into the veins of the underground. Because Aras knew tonight, he would feel the pulse not only of the vampires but of his own curse as we[image: ]
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Chapter 2 – On the Trail of Blood
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Footsteps echoed along the rusted rails of the metro tunnel, merging with the shadows. As Aras advanced with heavy steps, the silver-plated sword in his hand cast a faint glow in the dim light.

Three figures appeared ahead. Their faces looked human, yet in the redness of their eyes hid a hunger poorly concealed. Drool dripping from the corners of their mouths betrayed a thirst that had been chasing the same taste for centuries.

“You...” one of them hissed in a guttural voice. “Hunter.”

Aras’s lips curved. “No,” he said, resting the sword on his shoulder. “I’m the last face you’ll ever see.”

When the vampires lunged, sparks lit the tunnel. Steel clashed against bone, silver tore into flesh. Aras cut one across the knee, dropping him to the ground, and drove his silver dagger into the chest of another. Within seconds, the air was filled with the stench of rotting flesh and scorched skin.

But the third was different. Faster. More feral. He parried Aras’s strike, shrieked, and leapt into the darkness, fleeing deeper into the tunnel.

Aras drew a sharp breath, reached into his pocket, and dropped a small tracking device onto the ground. The pulses it emitted would guide him along the vampire’s path. 

“They have left one alive on purpose,” he muttered. “They’re setting bait.”

Sheathing his sword once more, he followed into the shadows.

The city itself seemed to hold its breath waiting for a greater war to begin.
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Chapter 3 – Circle of Fire
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When Aras kicked open the rusted door at the end of the tunnel, a vast underground chamber spread out before him. Symbols drawn in blood glowed on the concrete walls; in the center, three humans were bound in chains.

A young woman hung against the shackles, her breath quickening. Beside her, an old man appeared unconscious, while the third victim struggled to scream. The vampires, gathered in the midst of a blood ritual, were preparing to sacrifice them.

Aras unsheathed his sword, narrowing his eyes. “You didn’t have to try so hard to get my attention.”

The vampires roared and lunged. In the darkness, bloodstained claws and fangs flashed. With a single strike, Aras cleaved one through the head; as it hit the ground, the body crumbled to ash. Another leapt onto his back, but he spun his blade and cut it down behind him.

Yet the crowd was swelling. Dozens of vampires were emerging around the ritual site.

Just as Aras was being driven into a corner, a deafening explosion shook the chamber. A young woman burst through the doorway, unleashing a storm of shotgun fire on the vampires. Her name was Lina a journalist Aras had saved a few months earlier.

Behind her came Kemal, a former soldier carrying a machine gun loaded with steel-tipped rounds. “You always manage to get yourself into trouble, Aras.”

“Trouble likes to follow me,” Aras growled, raising his sword once more.

The three of them fought side by side. Lina’s bullets were coated with silver dust, Kemal’s explosives turned the narrow tunnels into an inferno, and Aras fixed his eyes on the leader of the horde: a creature in a long black cloak, its face marked with scars centuries old.

“This is only the beginning,” the monster shrieked. “The Night Kingdom is rising.”

Aras surged forward, blade swinging.

The chamber became a circle of fire and blood.
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Chapter 4 – Before the Storm
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When the ritual chamber fell silent, only the traces of bodies turned to ash and the stench of scorched stone remained. As Aras wiped his sword clean of blood, Lina freed the chained captives. Their trembling eyes spoke of a terror far beyond what they had endured.

Kemal was studying the symbols on the wall. “This is too big, Aras. They don’t look like some ordinary vampire gang.”

At the center of the wall was a circular symbol drawn in blood. Marked points within the circle corresponded to different parts of the city.

Lina bit her lip. “It’s a map...”

Aras narrowed his eyes. Each of the points matched the city’s crowded districts: metro stations, nightclubs, shopping centers... The vampires weren’t gathering a few victims here; they were preparing for an invasion that would drown the entire city in blood at once.

“This was just a rehearsal,” Aras said, his voice cold with fury. “The real storm hasn’t broken yet.”

Kemal slowly nodded. “Thousands of people will be out in the city at night. If these rituals happen simultaneously... we won’t be able to stop them.”

At that moment, the young man they had rescued spoke, his voice trembling:

“I heard one of them talking... They mentioned the Dark Council. They’re the ones leading this invasion.”

Lina looked at Aras in shock. “The Dark Council?”

Aras lowered his head. At the name, the hardness on his face turned even sharper.

“Yes,” he said. “The oldest of the vampires... the true rulers of the Night Kingdom.”

Then, from far away, the sound of sirens and explosions rolled through the depths of the tunnel. Aras and his companions exchanged a glance. The city was already opening its gates to hell.

“Run,” Aras said, strapping his sword across his back. “This is only the beginning.”
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Chapter 5 – The Book of Ashes
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When they emerged from the tunnel, the city’s night silhouette loomed over them. In the distance, the flames of a burning building rose to the sky, and sirens echoed like a sinister melody.

Kemal checked his weapon as he walked with heavy steps. “We’re preparing for a bigger war. But we don’t even know who we’re fighting against.”

Aras replied thoughtfully,

“I know someone... the only one who knows the history of the Dark Council. We need to find him.”

Lina frowned. “Who is he?”

Aras stopped and gazed into the night. “Priest Daren. Years ago, he was exiled among the vampires. He was one of those who tried to forge an alliance with humans. They tore him from his church, but he survived. Now he lives in the city’s underground.”

The trio headed toward an abandoned cathedral. Its doors were rusted, and the stained-glass windows were shattered. As they entered, the scent of incense and old books filled their noses.

From the shadows, a frail figure appeared a man with a pale face and deep lines around his eyes. He wore a black priest’s robe, and a silver cross hung from his neck.

“Aras...” he said, his voice wearies yet still strong. “So, you’ve finally found me.”

Aras nodded in greeting. “The Dark Council has returned, Daren. We need to know what they’re planning.”

The priest walked slowly to the shelves and pulled out an old book. Its pages were sealed with blood. When he opened it, the drawings and symbols inside were striking blood rituals, creatures born of shadow, crimson waves devouring cities.

“They’ve been sleeping for thousands of years,” Daren said. “The Dark Council plans to unleash a flood of blood upon the cities. They will feed on human life and build an eternal empire. This map,” he pointed to the symbols Aras had brought, “is only part of the plan. The true target is the heart of the city.”

Lina shuddered. “The heart of the city... what do you mean?”

Daren’s gaze darkened.

“The central water system. If the ritual is performed there, the entire city will be tainted with blood. There will be no place left to run.”

Suddenly, the cathedral’s windows cracked. Shrill screams echoed from outside. Aras reached for his sword.

Daren’s voice fell to a whisper:

“They’ve already found you.”
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