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    To my friends, my family, my readers, and everyone in between—

For those who walk in the light, those who dwell in the shadows, and those who stand at the crossroads between them. This story is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            The shadows do not vanish; they only change. Power is never truly lost, only shifted. And those who believe they control the night often forget—some things were never meant to be tamed.
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Chapter 1: The Midnight Signal
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A low hum. Static. A sharp flick as the dial turned, sweeping across the frequencies.

“—Don’t wait, call now and—”

Another turn.

A burst of tinny music, something old, something crooning about lost love.

“...the 22nd Annual—”

“...and in weather, a cold front is moving in—”

Another flick. More static. Then—

“...strange things happen after midnight.”

The voice cut through, smooth, familiar, carrying the weight of long nights and whispered truths.

“This is The Midnight Signal, and I’m Jack Monroe. If you’re just tuning in, welcome to the weird side of the airwaves. It’s late, you’re awake, and you’re listening, which means you’re looking for something. Maybe you can’t sleep. Maybe you don’t want to. Maybe you’ve seen something you weren’t supposed to, and now it won’t let you rest. Either way, we’re here, and we’re listening.”

A pause. The faint hum of dead air before he continued.

“Phone lines are open. Let’s hear what the night’s got for us.”

A soft click. The first caller.

“You’re on The Midnight Signal. Who’s calling?”

A moment of hesitation, then a voice pushed through, thick with static and breathless urgency. “Jack, it’s Mack. From Redford.”

Jack sighed, stretching back in his chair. “Mack from Redford. Regular listeners will remember you from last month, when you swore up and down that the government was training psychic attack dogs in abandoned missile silos.”

A beat of silence.

“I never said psychic, Jack. I said augmented. And I was right, wasn’t I?”

Jack smirked, rubbing his temple. “Alright, Mack. What’s keeping you up tonight?”

“You’re gonna think I’m crazy.”

Jack chuckled. “Wouldn’t be the first time.”

“Listen, man. I saw something. Not just another ‘maybe this, maybe that’ kind of thing. I saw it.”

Jack’s smirk faded slightly. Something in the caller’s voice made him hesitate. “Go on.”

“The military. They’re fighting something, Jack. Right here. Right near Redford. I saw it with my own eyes.”

Jack leaned forward, turning up the gain on his mic. “Fighting what?”

Mack exhaled, shaky. “I don’t know what to call ‘em. Too big to be wolves, too fast to be bears. They moved wrong. On all fours, but sometimes on twos. And the soldiers—they weren’t hunting, Jack. They were losing.”

Jack drummed his fingers against the desk. “Let me get this straight. You’re telling me that the United States military, arguably the most well-equipped fighting force on the planet, is out there in the woods of Michigan losing a fight against—what, werewolves?”

Silence.

Jack rolled his eyes. “Mack, you gotta give me something more than that.”

“I heard the gunfire first,” Mack pushed on, voice strained. “I thought maybe it was just training drills, but then I saw the flashes. The soldiers were running, Jack. Not advancing—running. And something was moving through the trees after them. I swear to God, it wasn’t human.”

Jack exhaled, rubbing his temple. “You got any proof?”

“You think I stopped to take a picture? I wasn’t gonna stick around and get ripped in half.”

Jack leaned back in his chair, thoughtful now. “Alright, Mack. Let’s say, just for fun, that I believe you. What do you think the military’s doing out there?”

A pause. Then, quietly: “I think they’ve been messing with things they don’t understand. And I think it just turned on them.”

Jack let the silence stretch. The soft hum of the station filled the air, the weight of the words lingering.

Finally, he spoke.

“Well, Mack, that’s quite the story. Thanks for calling in.”

Another pause. Then—

“You don’t believe me.”

Jack smiled, though there was no humor in it. “I believe that you believe it.”

The line went dead.

Jack sighed, reaching for his coffee. It was cold. He glanced at the clock—past three. Long night.

“Alright, folks, let’s take a quick break. Stay tuned, because we’ve got more stories waiting in the dark.”

A flick of a switch. A commercial break rolled in.

Outside, the city was quiet.

But in the forests beyond, beneath the cover of trees and the weight of the moon, something moved.

The trees swayed, though no wind stirred them. Shadows stretched long over the underbrush, shifting unnaturally, not with the moonlight, but with something unseen. The weight of something ancient hung in the air, thick as the damp scent of earth and pine. Somewhere distant, an owl called out, but its cry was brief—cut off, as if something silenced it.

The world had changed.

Vampires and werewolves were no longer the whispers of old stories or the fears of the superstitious. Humanity knew them now, not just as myths, but as forces moving through their world, their cities, their war zones. The First Vampire War had been a revelation, a conflict that shook the hidden world into the light, fought in the alleys and streets of New York, exposing the existence of beings that had once been no more than folklore. The Second War, the Eclipse War, had seen the clash spread across the world, most notably in Japan. And now, something new was brewing—something worse.

The military was no longer just hunting them. It was trying to create them.

Hidden beneath classified installations, in underground labs where the hum of machines never ceased, blood was being tested, spliced, and reforged in ways nature never intended. They had acquired it in secret, a few stolen vials—one vampire, one werewolf—nothing more than red liquid in glass, indistinguishable from human blood at a glance. But its true nature had defied science. The moment one was introduced to the other, the reaction was violent, explosive. A metaphysical rejection, something far beyond genetics or biology.

It should have stopped there.

But humanity was stubborn.

Dr. Elaine Carter had seen the potential. A woman of science, but not without ambition, she had been among those who believed in pushing forward, in understanding what made these creatures what they were. Now, she had her opportunity. A team of specialists had been assembled. Geneticists, biochemists, military strategists. Their task? To strip the blood of its metaphysical properties, to break it down into something new. Something stable. Something that could be controlled.

And if they succeeded, the world would never be the same again.

The night stretched long over the city, over the forests, over the hidden places where those who had once ruled from the shadows watched, waiting. They had won the last war. But war had a way of never truly ending.

Because power, once known, was never forgotten.

And no one ever stopped reaching for it.
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Chapter 2: The Blood Experiment
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The room was cold, sterile. Stainless steel counters lined the walls, overhead fluorescents casting a harsh white glow over every surface. The air carried the faint chemical tang of antiseptic, the ever-present hum of ventilation filling the silence between breaths.

Dr. Elaine Carter stood at the center of it all, arms folded, her sharp eyes fixed on the vials resting in the containment unit before her. Two small glass tubes, indistinguishable from any other blood sample in the world, and yet, they held something beyond explanation.

Vampire blood. Werewolf blood.

Across from her, General Holloway stood with his hands clasped behind his back, posture rigid, gaze unreadable. His uniform was crisp, not a single thread out of place. The man never looked anything less than in control, but Carter had worked with him long enough to recognize the tension in his jaw, the way his fingers flexed slightly against the fabric of his sleeve. He was impatient.

She had expected that.

"You’re sure this is all that remains?" Holloway asked, his voice even but carrying the weight of command.
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