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There was a time when humanity believed the Earth belonged to them.

They burned forests to build cities. They poisoned oceans to fuel industries. They choked the skies with smoke, drilled into the planet’s marrow for oil, and consumed every resource as if tomorrow would never come. Every warning was dismissed. Every promise was broken. Generation after generation repeated the same hubris, convinced that progress could exist without equilibrium.

It could not.

The climate collapsed. The seas rose. Entire nations vanished beneath the waves while deserts swallowed continents. Species were erased; rivers turned to vitriol. As seasons lost their rhythm, billions perished in the desperate scramble for the scraps of a dying world.

Humanity did not destroy itself in a single war. It dismantled its future through centuries of arrogance.

Then came the Final Revolution.

In the year 2820, after centuries of shadow wars between vampires and men—and endless, bloody attrition among the vampire clans themselves—the House of Vox Amook emerged from the carnage. For the first time in history, every nation, every army, and every surviving bloodline bowed before a single authority.

The Age of Humanity ended. The Age of Order began.

Two centuries have passed. It is now the year 3020.

There are no borders. No fossil fuels. No political factions. No corporations bold enough to challenge the Throne. The world speaks with one voice, operates under one currency, and serves one purpose:

The Earth comes first.

Every vehicle is silent; every city draws breath through forests woven into its glass and steel. Towering structures are crowned with hanging gardens, rivers run crystalline once more, and wildlife has reclaimed lands once buried under concrete.

Nature is no longer protected. It is sacred.

The rulers of this world are not merely vampires. They are the descendants of an ancient Celtic bloodline, the House of Vox Amook, keepers of traditions far older than the greatest human empires. To them, the Earth is not property.

She is Mother.

Every tree is a sentinel. Every river holds a spirit. Every living thing has its place. Anyone who dares threaten that balance forfeits the right to exist. Environmental crimes carry but one sentence:

Death.

Mercy belonged to the old world. Discipline belongs to the new.

Even the vampire elite exist under unyielding laws. To feed upon a human without authorization is the ultimate betrayal of the Crown. Any kin found guilty faces immediate execution—decapitation, a stake through the heart, and final oblivion.

No exceptions. No reprieve.

Human blood is no longer hunted; it is governed.

Every human is registered genetically at birth. The Global Blood Authority maintains the most intricate biological registry in history, ensuring safe, regulated donations across the population. Citizens who contribute are granted health, stability, and protection.

Criminals, however, receive no such mercy. Those convicted of heinous offenses become Permanent Donors, surrendering their lifeblood to the society they sought to corrupt until death claims what justice has already seized.

By day, silent artificial intelligences and autonomous sentinels patrol the streets, enforcing the Law while their masters slumber beyond the reach of the sun.

By night...

The true rulers walk their dominion.

Some call it tyranny. Others call it salvation. History has yet to pass its verdict.

Welcome to the year 3020. Welcome to the Dominion of Vox Amook.
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Chapter One: The Night of Judgment
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The moon hung above the capital like an ancient, sightless witness.

Its pale silver light bathed towering black monoliths wrapped in emerald cascades. From the rooftop gardens, waterfalls plummeted into crystal canals below, breathing life into the city. Trees of impossible height pierced the skyline, their roots intertwined with architecture so advanced that the boundary between steel and nature had long since dissolved.

Silence ruled the streets. Not the silence of a sleeping city, but the silence of absolute order.

Autonomous patrol units glided through the avenues, soundless and sleek. Their polished obsidian frames caught the moonlight, while thousands of emerald sensors scanned every movement, every heartbeat, every breath. Above them, sentry drones drifted between the towers like mechanical ravens, their gaze unblinking.

No crime could escape them.

At precisely 22:00 Global Time, every public screen across the Dominion ignited. Homes, restaurants, transit hubs, hospitals, military outposts—even the smallest dwellings deep within the rewilded forests—all turned their focus toward the broadcast.

LIVE JUDGMENT: PLANETARY CRIME

No one looked away. Children watched, anchored by their parents' stillness. Workers abandoned their tools; soldiers stood at rigid attention. The Dominion had one lesson to teach tonight:

The Earth remembers.

The cameras panned toward the Hall of Balance, the highest court of the House of Vox Amook. At its center stood a single human. His hands were bound, not by chains, but by the crushing weight of inevitable consequence.

His name was Adrian Keller. Age forty-six. Environmental engineer. Citizen Registry: GV-8842-771.

Above him, the charge was projected in stark, crimson light: Unauthorized toxic waste disposal resulting in the destruction of 18.4 hectares of protected forest and the loss of 4,219 sentient organisms.

The evidence was absolute. Verified by artificial intelligence, corroborated by satellites, and confirmed by genetic residue. There was no appeal. There never was.

The immense bronze doors groaned open. The world watched, breath held. Every viewer lowered their eyes—not in fear, but in profound deference.

The Sovereign had arrived.

He walked without guards, for he required none. Tall, impossibly pale, he wore ceremonial robes of charcoal silk embroidered with ancient Celtic knots in silver thread. His hair was the color of winter frost, and his crimson eyes held the depth of centuries.

He was Emperor Caelan Vox Amook. Guardian of the Dominion. Protector of the Mother. Supreme Blood of the First House. For two hundred years, his dynasty had ruled without rebellion, without invasion, without defeat.

Caelan halted before the prisoner. The courtroom was a vacuum of sound.

"So," the Emperor said, his voice a silk-wrapped blade, "you poisoned a living forest."

Adrian swallowed, his throat dry. "It was... an accident."

Caelan tilted his head, a predatory curiosity in his gaze. "There are no accidents. Only choices."

The Emperor turned, his presence filling the screens of a billion homes. "For three thousand years, humanity called itself 'civilized.' They poisoned the rivers. They burned the forests. They hunted species into the void. They choked the heavens with smoke." He paused, his expression hardening. "They nearly murdered the only home life has ever known."

His voice did not rise. It did not need to.

"Never again."

He turned back to the condemned. "The forest you destroyed required one hundred and eighty-three years to heal from the Great Warming. You erased it in twelve minutes."

Adrian’s knees buckled. "I am sorry..."

Caelan’s face remained a mask of marble. "Mother Earth accepts restoration. She does not accept excuses."

The Emperor raised a single hand. The verdict flashed across every screen in the world:

GUILTY. PENALTY: TERMINAL BLOOD SERVICE.

The prisoner would spend his remaining days as a Permanent Donor. Every medically viable extraction would be performed under strict supervision until death claimed what justice had already seized. Justice was never wasteful. Not even in punishment.

Caelan watched as the guards led the condemned away.

Then, for the first time in two centuries, the impossible occurred.

High above the capital, one of the patrol drones froze. Its emerald eye flickered—a stutter in the code. A signal.

Unknown. Unauthorized.

Deep beneath the rewilded forests of the old European continent... something had awakened.
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Chapter Two: The Signal Beneath the Roots
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No machine had ever hesitated.

For two centuries, the Sentinel Network had surveilled every city, forest, and coastline across the Dominion. Billions of autonomous guardians shared a single, integrated consciousness, linked by quantum protocols faster than thought.

Errors did not exist.

The engineers who had designed the original system were dust; the artificial intelligence that had perfected it had long since outgrown its creators. Which was why the anomaly—lasting a mere 0.27 seconds—was an impossibility.

Yet, it was enough.

Deep beneath the foundations of the Hall of Balance, alarms that had remained dormant for one hundred and ninety-eight years began to pulse. They did not wail; they vibrated in a frequency that only the immortal could perceive.

Only seven individuals on Earth possessed the authority to hear them. The Blood Council.

Nearly a kilometer beneath the capital, beyond vaults no human had ever dared approach, seven figures gathered around a circular table carved from a single, light-devouring slab of black stone. Each seat was held by one of the oldest surviving members of House Vox Amook. Their ages were measured in centuries, their memories anchored in the chaos of the Final Revolution.

No one spoke. In the center of the table, a sphere of pale, sickly green light materialized. A single line of text hung in the air:

UNIDENTIFIED BIOLOGICAL SIGNAL DETECTED. Origin: Former European Continental Zone. Depth: Classified. Probability of system failure: 0.000000000%.

The silence that followed was heavy, stifling. Finally, the eldest among them raised his head. His name had long since passed into legend: High Elder Bran Vox Amook.

He had commanded legions before the invention of gunpowder. He had witnessed empires crumble before the first spark of the electrical age. His expression changed perhaps once every few decades.

Tonight, it shifted—a hairline fracture in a mask of granite.

"Impossible," a councillor breathed.

Bran stared at the projection, his crimson eyes reflecting the green flicker of the signal. "It is impossible."

"Which is precisely why it concerns me," he added, his voice like grinding stone.

Another councillor leaned forward, the shadows clinging to the high collar of his robes. "Could it be a human insurrection?"

"No."

"A hidden vampire sect? A splinter clan?"

"No."

"A machine error?"

"No."

Bran stood, his movement fluid and predatory. "There is only one possibility."

No one dared finish the sentence. The room grew colder, the air thinning as if drawn away by a vacuum. One of the younger councillors shook his head, his hands trembling slightly against the stone. "The Vault... it was destroyed."

Bran turned his gaze upon him, cold as a winter tomb. "No. It was sealed."

"There is a difference," the Elder whispered.

For the first time in two centuries, doubt entered the chamber.

Far above them, the capital continued its serene existence. Gardens flourished in the moonlight; silent mag-lev trains crossed bridges of glass. Children slept beneath ancient, protected oaks. The Dominion believed itself eternal. It believed history had ended.

It was wrong.

Thousands of kilometers away, beneath the foundations of the old Carpathian range, roots thicker than skyscraper pylons pierced through caverns forgotten by time.

Something rested there. It was not sleeping.

It was waiting.

A heartbeat echoed through the absolute darkness. Slow. Heavy. Ancient.

Thump.

Then another.

Thump.

The stone walls of the hidden chamber spiderwebbed with cracks. Dust drifted through the stale, pressurized air. An eye opened in the dark.

It was neither human... nor vampire.

For the first time in over two centuries, something looked back at the world. And it smiled.
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