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    To my family, my friends, and my readers—your support fuels every word, every shadow, and every battle. This story is for those who dare to walk the line between darkness and light.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Power is never without consequence. Those who seek to control the unnatural will one day find themselves at its mercy."

      

    



Prologue – Holloway’s Briefing

––––––––

The briefing room smelled of stale coffee, gun oil, and secrecy. General Holloway stood at the head of the long steel table, his uniform crisp, his expression unreadable. The room’s overhead lights cast sharp shadows on the walls, giving the whole scene a cold, sterile feeling.

Behind him, standing in perfect formation, completely still, was the original Night Crew. They didn’t fidget. They didn’t shift their weight or cross their arms. Even in their military fatigues, their unnatural stillness, their sharpened gazes made it clear they weren’t normal soldiers anymore. They weren’t even human.

The new recruits noticed. They all noticed.

Beside Holloway stood another man, a figure unfamiliar to most in the room. His uniform bore the insignia of a high-ranking officer, his nameplate reading Brigadier General Victor Harlow. He was older than Holloway, his presence heavier, like a man used to making difficult decisions and seeing them through without regret. The type of man who looked at war not as chaos, but as logistics—a series of problems to be solved with precision, not emotion.

The third figure in the room was Dr. Elaine Carter, the lead scientist from the original Night Crew project. Unlike the two generals, she wore a lab coat over civilian clothing, her glasses resting low on her nose as she adjusted the metal case she had placed onto the table. The locks gave a sharp click as she flipped them open, revealing a row of vials filled with deep crimson liquid.

The color wasn’t quite the same as human blood. It was darker, thicker. It moved wrong, clinging to the glass as if reluctant to let go.

Werewolf blood.

The room remained silent, the new recruits waiting for an explanation. None of them had been given more than a classified briefing and an order to report here. They had questions, but none dared to ask them yet.

Holloway spoke first, his voice carrying the weight of authority. “You’ve all been briefed on Night Crew and what we accomplished with the first program. The world as you know it isn’t what you thought. Vampires exist, and we learned how to use them.” He nodded toward the soldiers standing behind him—the original Night Crew. “Now we’re moving to phase two.”

Dr. Carter lifted one of the vials, turning it slowly between her fingers as the liquid clung to the glass. “Lycanthrope blood,” she said. “You’ll call them werewolves, but that’s not entirely accurate. The science behind their physiology is still being explored. What we do know is that their abilities surpass even the vampires in certain areas—physical resilience, heightened senses, raw strength. Their regeneration is on another level entirely.” She looked up. “But unlike vampires, their transformation isn’t stable.”

One of the recruits, a man in his mid-thirties with the stance of a seasoned operator, narrowed his eyes. “Transformation?”

Carter set the vial down and folded her hands neatly over the table. “The vampire transformation is relatively predictable. Controlled exposure to vampire blood induces conversion at a high success rate. Lycanthropy is... less precise.”

Harlow finally stepped forward, his boots thudding against the floor as he took his place beside Holloway. When he spoke, his voice was gravel, his words sharp. “We’re not interested in myths or legends. What matters is results. The Full Moon Protocol is about bringing werewolves into the fold—just like we did with the vamps.”

A murmur ran through the room. Some of the recruits remained still, their expressions unreadable. Others shifted, their unease apparent. The idea of vampires had been a hard enough pill to swallow. Now they were being asked to believe in werewolves too?

One of the recruits, a hardened operator with sharp eyes, finally broke the silence. “And how did we get our hands on this?” He nodded toward the vials, suspicion clear in his voice.

Holloway glanced at Dr. Carter, who smiled thinly. “The werewolves have been conducting their own research—trying to understand what causes their condition and the nature of vampirism. We intercepted their findings before they could reach any conclusions.”

A different soldier, younger but no less hardened, frowned. “So we stole it.”

Harlow’s gaze hardened. “We secured it. The details aren’t your concern. Your job is to decide if you’re in or out.”

The room fell silent again. The recruits weren’t fresh-faced rookies. Every single one of them had seen combat, had been part of classified operations that would never be acknowledged. They knew what this was. A line they couldn’t walk back from.

Holloway leaned forward, hands flat on the table. “This is classified beyond anything you’ve been a part of before. If you walk away now, you go back to your old life with no memory of this briefing. If you step forward, you commit to something that will change you forever.”

Behind him, one of the original Night Crew soldiers—a vampire—shifted slightly, just enough for the light to catch the unnatural paleness of his skin. His eyes flickered, something cold and knowing behind them.

The recruits hesitated.

Then, slowly, one of them stood. Then another. Then more.

The program had its volunteers.

And the experiment was about to begin.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – The First Trials
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The medical wing beneath the base had been sealed off from the rest of the facility. The walls were reinforced, the observation decks lined with bulletproof glass, and every possible contingency had been prepared. Only a select few were permitted inside—General Holloway, Brigadier General Harlow, Dr. Elaine Carter, and a handful of high-ranking scientists and security personnel.
The volunteers who were to receive direct werewolf blood injections at the next full moon had been kept in a completely different section of the base. They had been briefed separately and would not witness what was about to happen. The last thing the military needed was widespread panic before the program had even begun.

Two test subjects sat in reinforced medical chairs at the center of the sterile white lab, their arms and legs restrained. IV lines had already been inserted, their veins ready to receive two separate injections—one containing vampire blood, the other werewolf blood. Each blood sample was kept in a separate vial, meticulously sealed and handled with extreme caution. Even in isolation, the two substances could not be allowed to mix outside of a controlled environment.

Dr. Elaine Carter stood beside the first test subject, checking the readouts on a nearby monitor. “We’ll introduce the vampire strain first. Once the subject’s vitals stabilize, we proceed with the lycanthropic agent.”

Holloway gave a small nod. “Proceed.”

Carter picked up the first syringe, filled with vampire blood, and inserted it into the test subject’s IV. The deep crimson liquid flowed into his veins, spreading rapidly through his system. At first, nothing happened. Then his breathing hitched.

His heartbeat spiked, erratic. Muscles tensed beneath his skin, his fingers curling into fists against the restraints. His pupils dilated to nothing, the whites of his eyes turning a deep, unnatural red.

For a brief moment, it looked like the transformation was taking hold. His breathing evened out, his body adapting to the foreign infection. His nails lengthened, his canines sharpened—all signs of a successful vampiric transition.

Then Carter signaled for the second syringe.

The moment the werewolf blood entered his system, his body revolted.

The change reversed itself violently, his veins blackening as his entire circulatory system began to rupture. His limbs twisted in the restraints, his spine arching unnaturally as the two supernatural infections waged war inside of him. Blood poured from his mouth, from his ears, from his eyes. His entire frame shuddered before his body burst into flames, burning from the inside out.

Within seconds, he was ash.

The second subject had an even worse reaction. His body didn’t combust—it imploded. Every blood vessel ruptured simultaneously, his skin turning a dark shade of purple as his chest collapsed inward. His organs liquefied, his bones shrank inward, and then—nothing.

Where he had been sitting, there was only an empty chair. No blood. No body. Just dust.

Silence.

The only sound in the room was the distant hum of the ventilation system and the
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