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Chapter 1 — Boston Under Darkness
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Boston didn’t fall overnight.

That was the lie people told themselves so they could sleep.

The truth was uglier.

The city had been bleeding for months.

First came the blackouts.

One block at a time, whole streets would lose power with no warning. Streetlights died. Security cameras cut out. Phones lost signal. Then, by morning, someone was missing.

Then came the gangs.

The Bloodangels painted their marks across old brick walls in deep red. The Gorilla Thugz took over corners by force, leaving smashed cars, broken glass, and fear behind them. Every neighborhood had a new boss. Every alley had a new price to walk through it.

Then came the riots.

Storefronts burned. Police lines broke. People stopped trusting sirens because sometimes help came too late, and sometimes it didn’t come at all.

But the worst thing was the sky.

A black eclipse hung over Boston like a curse.

It should have passed.

It didn’t.

The moon stayed dark, wrapped in a burning red ring, staring down at the city like an open wound. The clouds around it twisted purple and black. Every night felt longer than the one before.

People started calling it the Tru Darkness.

Nobody knew where the name came from.

But everybody knew what it meant.

Stay inside.

Lock your doors.

Don’t answer screams after sunset.

And never walk through Amari County after eight.

A cracked television flickered inside a small apartment above a closed corner store. The screen buzzed with static before the face of a tired news reporter appeared. His suit was wrinkled. His eyes looked like he hadn’t slept in days.

“Authorities are urging all residents of Amari County and surrounding Boston districts to remain indoors after 8 p.m.,” the reporter said. “Gang violence continues to spread following another battle between the Gorilla Thugz and unidentified members of the Eclipse Syndicate.”

The screen cut to shaky footage.

A street burned in the rain.

Masked figures moved through smoke.

Police cars sat overturned beneath flashing red and blue lights.

Then the footage glitched.

For one second, a symbol appeared on the screen.

Two letters.

E S.

Wrapped inside a crescent moon.

Then the broadcast returned.

“The ACPD has stated they are doing everything possible to restore order,” the reporter continued, his voice almost breaking. “Citizens are advised to lock all doors and windows, avoid non-essential travel, and report suspicious activity immediately.”

The screen glitched again.

This time, a voice came through the static.

Deep.

Calm.

Powerful.

“Order is not given.”

The reporter froze.

The lights inside the studio flickered.

The voice continued.

“Order is taken.”

The broadcast cut to black.

Across the city, thousands of televisions went dark at the exact same time.

Then his face appeared.

Malcom.

The Dark One.

He stood in front of a wall of black stone, dressed in a gray suit with a black cane resting beneath one hand. His long dreadlocks fell over his shoulders. Purple energy flickered around him like smoke from another world.

He did not shout.

He didn’t need to.

“Boston belongs to those strong enough to claim it,” Malcom said. “The weak have begged for protection. The corrupt have sold their souls for comfort. The gangs fight for corners, money, and pride.”

His eyes glowed faintly.

“But I offer this city something greater.”

The screen flickered with images of burning buildings, running civilians, and masked Shadow Fang soldiers standing in formation.

“I offer evolution.”

Somewhere in Amari County, a mother pulled her child away from the television.

Somewhere else, an old man whispered a prayer.

In the streets below, men with guns watched the broadcast and lowered their weapons.

Malcom leaned closer to the camera.

“The darkness is not your enemy,” he said. “It is a test.”

Behind him, figures appeared from the shadows.

The Shadow Fang.

They wore dark tactical gear, masks, and gray jackets marked with the crescent symbol. Their eyes glowed purple behind their helmets. They stood still, silent, like soldiers waiting for permission to destroy.

Malcom smiled.

“And tonight, Boston will learn who truly rules the dark.”

The broadcast ended.

For three seconds, the whole city was quiet.

Then the gunfire started.

In Diamond Underground District, the Gorilla Thugz moved like an army through the lower streets. They were big men with heavy weapons, armored vests, and rage in their eyes. Their leader walked in front, swinging a metal bat against the side of a wrecked car.

“This our block!” he roared. “Ain’t no Syndicate taking what we built!”

His men shouted behind him.

The street ahead was empty.

Too empty.

Rain fell hard, hitting the pavement and washing blood into the gutters. Neon signs buzzed above abandoned shops. The eclipse painted everything red.

Then one of the streetlights went out.

Then another.

Then another.

The Gorilla Thugz stopped moving.

A whisper slid through the dark.

“Shadow Fang.”

The first soldier dropped from the side of a building without a sound.

Then came the second.

Then ten more.

They landed in the street like ghosts.

The Gorilla Thugz raised their weapons.

The Shadow Fang did not move.

For one moment, nobody breathed.

Then a purple blade ignited.

The street exploded into violence.

Gunfire ripped through the rain. Shadow Fang soldiers moved through bullets like smoke, closing distance with terrifying speed. The Gorilla Thugz charged forward, swinging bats, pipes, and chains. Concrete cracked beneath heavy boots. Windows shattered. A car flipped into a storefront and burst into flames.

Above it all, Malcom watched from a rooftop.

His coat moved in the wind.

His cane rested at his side.

He looked almost bored.

A Shadow Fang soldier landed beside him and dropped to one knee.

“My lord,” the soldier said. “The Gorilla Thugz are resisting.”

Malcom looked down at the battle.

“Good,” he said.

The soldier lifted his head.

“Good?”

Malcom’s eyes narrowed.

“Resistance teaches the city fear. Fear teaches obedience.”

Below, a massive Gorilla Thugz fighter grabbed one of the Shadow Fang by the throat and slammed him into the hood of a car. Before he could finish him, three more Shadow Fang surrounded him.

Malcom raised one hand.

Purple energy circled his fingers.

The air changed.

The rain slowed.

The streetlights flickered violently.

Then Malcom spoke words no one else understood.

Ancient words.

Dark words.

The sky answered.

A pulse of eclipse energy tore downward from the clouds, striking the center of the street. The force blasted cars sideways and threw fighters through windows. The ground cracked open in glowing purple veins.

But the blast did not stop there.

It rolled outward.

Six blocks wide.

Toward a restricted research facility hidden near the edge of the district.

Inside the facility, alarms screamed.

Scientists ran down white hallways as red emergency lights flashed overhead. Cages lined the walls. Inside them, animals growled, hissed, and slammed against steel bars.

Wolves.

Snakes.

Large cats.

Creatures that should never have been part of any experiment.

A woman in a lab coat rushed toward a control panel.

“The containment field is failing!” she shouted.

Another scientist stared at the monitor, horrified.

“Eclipse radiation just spiked off the chart.”

The building shook.

Glass cracked.

A tank filled with glowing chemical fluid split down the middle.

Something inside moved.

Then Malcom’s energy hit the facility.

The explosion turned night into day.

A fireball ripped through the upper floors. Windows burst outward. Chemical gas poured into the streets, glowing blue, red, and purple as it mixed with the eclipse energy.

The shockwave raced through Boston like a beast breaking its chain.

Six blocks away, four young men were walking back toward UMass Boston.

They had no idea the world was about to end.

Tony was laughing before the blast hit.

“Yo, this season gonna be set,” he said, throwing his hands up like he was already celebrating a touchdown. “I’m bout to run all over these teams.”

Darnell shook his head, smiling despite himself.

“T, you crazy fam,” he said. “Keep that talk for the field.”

Tony pointed at him.

“Nah, watch. Ain’t a thing but a chicken wing with a G-string.”

Marcus stopped walking.

He turned slowly.

“Yo,” Marcus said. “What the hell did you just say?”

Omar laughed so hard he had to lean forward.

Tony grinned.

“You heard me.”

Marcus rubbed his forehead.

“That might be the dumbest thing you ever said.”

“Still true though,” Tony said.

Darnell looked at all three of them and laughed.

For a few seconds, they were just four friends.

Not soldiers.

Not monsters.

Not legends.

Just young men walking through a dying city, trying to hold on to something normal.

Then the ground shook.

Darnell’s smile disappeared.

Marcus looked toward the skyline.

“What was that?”

A red-purple light rose between the buildings.

Omar’s eyes widened.

“Yo... move.”

The shockwave hit before they could run.

It slammed into them like a truck.

The world became fire, glass, and screaming metal.

Darnell felt his feet leave the ground. He saw Tony reaching for him. He saw Marcus disappear into smoke. He heard Omar yell his name.

Then all four of them crashed through the front windows of an exotic pet shop.

Glass exploded around them.

Cages broke open.

Metal bars twisted.

The boys hit the floor hard, rolling through broken shelves, spilled water, animal food, and shattered lights.

Then everything went black.

For a while, there was only silence.

Then breathing.

Low.

Ragged.

Not just theirs.

Darnell opened his eyes.

His vision blurred in and out. His ears rang. Blood ran down the side of his face. He tried to push himself up, but pain shot through his ribs.

“Marcus...” he groaned.

No answer.

“T...”

Something whimpered beside him.

Darnell turned his head.

A wolf lay on the floor inches away.

Its fur was dark, soaked with blood. Its side rose and fell weakly. More wolves were scattered around the broken cages, wounded by the blast.

Darnell looked down at his own hand.

His blood had mixed with theirs.

The glowing gas moved over the floor like fog.

It wrapped around his fingers.

Around the wolf.

Around all of them.

Tony coughed from somewhere nearby.

“Yo...” he groaned. “Everybody good?”

Marcus gasped.

Omar cursed under his breath.

Then the pain began.

Darnell screamed first.

His bones cracked beneath his skin.

His back arched off the floor. His fingers twisted, nails splitting as claws pushed through. His muscles pulled and stretched like something inside him was trying to escape.

Tony roared in agony.

Marcus slammed his fist into the floor.

Omar clawed at his chest, breathing hard, eyes glowing faint purple in the smoke.

The wolves howled.

The boys screamed.

The eclipse burned above the broken ceiling.

And something ancient woke up inside them.

Darnell felt his jaw shift.

His teeth sharpened.

Fur pushed through his skin.

Every sound became too loud. Every smell became too strong. Blood. Smoke. Rain. Fear. Fire.

He could hear sirens blocks away.

He could hear heartbeats.

He could hear his brothers suffering.

“Make it stop!” Tony yelled.

Marcus tried to speak, but only a growl came out.

Omar crawled backward into the shadows, shaking violently.

Darnell reached for them, but his hand was no longer fully human.

The pain rose one last time.

Then stopped.

The room went quiet.

Smoke curled through the shattered pet shop.

Rain fell through the broken roof.

One by one, the four friends stood.

They looked at each other.

And none of them knew what to say.

Darnell stared at Marcus.

Marcus stared at Tony.

Tony looked at his own hands.

Omar stayed half-hidden in the dark, his glowing eyes the only thing visible.

Darnell looked into a cracked mirror hanging on the wall.

A wolf stared back.

Black fur.

Sharp teeth.

Glowing eyes.

A creature wearing the torn remains of his clothes.

Darnell stepped back.

“What the hell is this?” he whispered.

Tony looked at him, breathing hard.

“Fucking werewolves, man?” Tony said. “Seriously?”

Marcus raised both hands, trying to calm everyone down even though his own voice shook.

“Everybody chill,” he said. “We gotta figure out what’s happening.”

Omar looked toward the street.

Sirens were getting closer.

“I don’t know,” he said. “But this is crazy.”

Outside, ACPD vehicles sped through the rain. Red and blue lights flashed against broken buildings.

Farther down the street, Malcom stood beside a black vehicle while Shadow Fang soldiers regrouped around him.

His eyes shifted toward the destroyed pet shop.

For a moment, it felt like he could see them through the smoke.

One of the Shadow Fang stepped forward.

“Dark One, something survived the blast.”

Malcom smiled slowly.

“I know.”

The soldier waited.

“Should we retrieve them?”

Malcom looked at the eclipse above the city.

“No,” he said. “Not yet.”

He turned away.

“Return, my Shadow Fang. We will get them another time.”

The soldiers bowed their heads.

“Yes, Dark One.”

Malcom stepped into the darkness.

“The city is ours.”

The Shadow Fang vanished into the rain.

From the pet shop rubble, Tony saw them leaving.

His fists tightened.

His eyes burned bright.

“You son of a bitch!” Tony roared. “You gonna pay for this!”

He stepped forward, but Darnell grabbed his arm.

Tony spun on him.

Darnell didn’t let go.

“He will, fam,” Darnell said. “But we gotta go. We don’t need to be seen like this.”

Tony’s chest rose and fell like he wanted to fight the whole city.

Marcus looked at the flashing police lights.

“Darnell’s right,” he said. “If ACPD sees us, we’re done.”

Omar pulled his hood over his head, even though it couldn’t hide what he had become.

“Then move.”

The four of them climbed out through the back of the destroyed shop and disappeared into the alley.

Above them, the eclipse burned brighter.

Behind them, Boston screamed.

That night, the city created monsters.

But it also created something else.

A brotherhood.

A warning.

A future Malcom did not see coming.

The darkness had taken Boston.

But it had not taken them.

Not yet.
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Chapter 2 — Monsters in the Mirror
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Rain hammered the rooftops of Boston.

Sirens screamed somewhere behind them as four figures sprinted through narrow alleyways, moving faster than any human should have been able to move.

Darnell barely understood what his body was doing.

Every step felt wrong.

Too powerful.

Too fast.

His heart slammed against his chest while his senses overloaded with noise. Water dripping from pipes. Electricity buzzing inside broken streetlights. Footsteps three blocks away. Even the smell of burning rubber and blood hit him so hard it made him dizzy.

Tony crashed through a chain-link fence ahead of him.

“Yo!” Tony shouted. “Why am I moving this damn fast?!”

“Keep running!” Marcus yelled behind him.

Omar stayed silent.

He moved through the darkness almost unnaturally, barely making a sound as he slipped between shadows like he belonged there.

Darnell looked down at his hands while running.

Claws.

Black fur covered parts of his arms.

His nails had become sharp enough to cut through metal.

“What the hell...” he whispered.

The alley opened into an abandoned train yard near the edge of Amari County.

Rust covered the old cargo containers. Graffiti layered every wall. The eclipse glowed red overhead, lighting the rain-soaked ground in blood-colored reflections.

Tony finally stopped.

“Alright nah,” he said, breathing hard. “Somebody explain what the hell is happening.”

Marcus bent over, trying to catch his breath.

“You think I know?”

Tony pointed at him.

“You the smart one!”

“That don’t mean I got answers for THIS!”

Darnell stayed quiet.

He was staring at his reflection in a puddle.

His face looked human...

but not fully.

His eyes glowed faint magenta.

His ears looked sharper.

Fangs pushed slightly past his lips.

The puddle trembled when he clenched his fists.

Tony noticed.

“Yo...”

Everyone looked at Darnell.

Tony’s voice lowered.

“Your eyes.”

Marcus stepped closer.

“Mine too?”

Darnell looked at Marcus.

Blue.

Marcus’ eyes glowed ice blue in the darkness.

Omar slowly stepped forward from beneath a broken overhead light.

Purple eyes.

Shadow-like smoke moved around his hoodie sleeves before disappearing again.

Tony looked down at his own arms.

His muscles had grown larger. Veins pushed against his skin. His fingers looked heavier, stronger.

“What are we becoming?” he whispered.

Nobody answered.

Somewhere in the distance, gunshots echoed through the city.

Boston was still burning.

Darnell suddenly grabbed his head.

Pain shot through him again.

Images flashed in his mind.

The wolves.

The gas.

Malcom.

Purple energy.

Then something else.

A sound.

A howl.

Not outside.

Inside him.

He dropped to one knee.

“Darnell!” Marcus shouted.

“I’m good,” Darnell growled.

But his voice didn’t sound fully human anymore.

Tony backed away slightly.

“Yo... your voice changed.”

Darnell looked up slowly.

His eyes glowed brighter now.

“I said I’m GOOD.”

The force in his voice echoed through the train yard.

Everyone froze.

Even Darnell looked shocked at himself.

Silence hung between them.

Then Omar spoke for the first time since the explosion.

“We can’t go home.”

The others looked at him.

Omar leaned against a rusted container.

“You really think ACPD gonna let four giant wolf dudes walk around Boston?”

Tony cursed under his breath.

Marcus rubbed his face.

“He’s right.”

Darnell stood slowly.

“We need somewhere to hide.”

Tony laughed nervously.

“Hide? Fam, we need a damn cure.”

Marcus looked toward the city skyline.

“We don’t even know what happened to us yet.”

Omar crossed his arms.

“But we know who caused it.”

Malcom.

The name sat heavy in the air.

Tony punched the side of a cargo container.

The metal dented instantly.

Everybody stopped.

Tony stared at his fist.

“...yo.”

Marcus walked over slowly.

“You just punched steel.”

Tony looked terrified.

“I ain’t even hit it hard.”

Darnell walked closer and touched Wolves Dent.

Deep.

Way deeper than any normal punch should make.

Marcus looked around carefully.

“Try something.”

Tony blinked.

“What?”

“Punch it again.”

Tony grinned slightly.

“Bet.”

He pulled back and slammed his fist into the container.

BOOM.

The entire side crumpled inward.

Metal screamed.

The impact echoed through the yard.

Tony stared at the damage like a kid who broke something expensive.

“...oh hell nah.”

Marcus actually smiled for the first time.

“Super strength.”

Tony slowly looked at him.

“You smiling right now?!”

Marcus shrugged slightly.

“I mean... scientifically this is insane.”

Tony pointed at himself.

“WE ARE WEREWOLVES!”

Marcus paused.

“...fair point.”

For a second, they all laughed.

Not because things were funny.

Because if they didn’t laugh, they might panic.

Then Omar suddenly turned toward the darkness.

“Somebody’s here.”

Everybody froze instantly.

Low growls echoed nearby.

Darnell’s senses sharpened again.

He could smell them now.

Sweat.

Alcohol.

Gunpowder.

Gang members.

Five figures stepped into the edge of the train yard wearing red bandanas and carrying pistols.

Bloodangels.

One of them laughed when he saw the boys.

“Well damn,” he said. “What we got here?”

Another lifted his weapon.

“Looks like freaks.”

Tony cracked his neck.

“Wrong night for this.”

Darnell stepped forward.

“We don’t want problems.”

The gang member smirked.

“You in Amari County breathing. That IS the problem.”

Marcus whispered under his breath.

“Please don’t start.”

Tony already looked ready to explode.

The Bloodangel leader noticed Tony’s glowing eyes.

“...yo.”

His confidence faded slightly.

“What the hell are y’all?”

Omar disappeared.

One second he stood there.

The next—

gone.

The Bloodangels panicked immediately.

“What the—?!”

A shadow moved behind them.

Then Omar reappeared silently behind one of the gang members.

The man screamed and fired wildly.

Tony laughed.

“OH YEAH.”

Chaos exploded instantly.

One Bloodangel fired directly at Tony.

BOOM.

The bullet hit his shoulder—

and bounced off.

Everybody stopped moving.

Tony slowly looked down at the flattened bullet on the ground.

“...did that just bounce off me?”

The Bloodangel looked horrified.

“Oh SHIT.”

Tony grinned.

“Oh nah.”

He charged.

Darnell moved without thinking.

One second he stood still—

the next he slammed a gang member across the yard hard enough to crack concrete.

Marcus lifted both hands instinctively.

Ice burst across the ground.

Everyone froze.

Marcus stared at his hands.

Blue energy covered his fingers.

“No way...”

The ice spread beneath two gang members, locking their legs in place.

Tony tackled another straight through a metal fence.

Omar moved through shadows like smoke, striking before disappearing again.

And Darnell—

Darnell moved like a born predator.

Fast.

Controlled.

Violent.

Within seconds, the Bloodangels were running.

“MONSTERS!” one screamed.

“RUN!”

The gang disappeared into the rain.

The train yard fell silent again.

The boys stood there breathing heavily.

Marcus looked at the frozen ground.

Tony looked at the bent steel fence.

Omar looked at the shadows moving around his hands.

Darnell looked at all of them.

Different powers.

Different abilities.

But connected somehow.

The eclipse glowed brighter overhead.

Then Marcus finally said it.

“We changed.”

Nobody argued.

Tony sat down on a broken concrete block.

“This is insane.”

Omar looked toward the city.

“No,” he said quietly.

“This is war.”

Rain continued pouring across Boston.

High above the city, Malcom stood inside the upper floor of an abandoned cathedral now transformed into Syndicate territory.

Candles burned blue around ancient symbols carved into the floor.

A Shadow Fang soldier kneeled before him.

“My lord,” the soldier said. “Reports are spreading through the gangs.”

Malcom turned slowly.

“What kind of reports?”

The soldier hesitated.

“...monsters.”

Malcom smiled.

Good.

The eclipse energy flickered outside the broken cathedral windows.

“Prepare the Fang,” Malcom said calmly.

The soldier lowered his head.

“Yes, Dark One.”

Malcom walked toward the massive window overlooking Boston.

His eyes glowed faint purple.

“The city believes darkness creates fear,” he whispered.

A smile crossed his face.

“But fear...”

Purple energy wrapped around his hand.

“...creates obedience.”

Lightning cracked across the sky.

Far below, four young men stood in the rain trying to understand what they had become.

None of them realized the truth yet.

The eclipse had not cursed them.

It had chosen them.
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