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Introduction
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For centuries, the world of vampires has existed in silence, hidden behind shadows and ancient laws written in blood.

The Eternal Council has ruled the night for generations, maintaining balance between power, secrecy, and survival. Their authority was never questioned, their judgment never challenged.

Until now.

The fall of Celios and the destruction of his forbidden experiments have shaken the foundations of the supernatural world. Creatures once believed impossible have begun to appear, and whispers of ancient prophecies echo once again through the dark halls of vampire history.

At the center of it all stands Endovelico.

A vampire unlike any other.
A bloodline that should not exist.
A power that even the oldest immortals cannot fully understand.
As the Council gathers to decide the fate of the night, alliances will be tested, hidden enemies will rise, and secrets buried for centuries will finally come to light.

For the throne of the eternal night is no longer secure.

And destiny has begun to move.
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Chapter 1 – The Summoning of the Eternal Council
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The night was older than memory.

Far beyond the restless city streets, hidden among mountains wrapped in eternal fog, stood a fortress forgotten by time. Its towers pierced the sky like black spears, and its ancient stones had witnessed centuries of blood, betrayal, and power.

This was the Citadel of the Eternal Council.

Inside the great hall, twelve thrones formed a perfect circle. Each was carved from obsidian and bone, symbols of ancient authority etched across their surfaces. The air was cold and heavy with centuries of secrets.

One by one, the elders appeared.

Not walking.

Not arriving.

But emerging from shadows themselves.

Vampires older than kingdoms.

Creatures who had watched empires rise and fall.

At the highest throne sat Valerius, the eldest among them. His pale eyes burned like distant stars, and his long silver hair fell across armor forged centuries ago.

“The night grows restless,” he said slowly.

His voice echoed through the chamber like thunder in a cavern.

Another elder leaned forward. Lady Seraphine, elegant and deadly, her crimson eyes gleaming.

“It is not the night that concerns us,” she replied.
“It is him.”
A ripple moved through the chamber.

The name was unspoken, but every ancient mind knew it.

Endovelico.

A vampire unlike any before.

His blood had disrupted Celios’ hybrids, shattered ancient experiments, and awakened something none of them had expected.

Power.

Real power.

Another elder rose, his voice harsh.

“He is dangerous. His blood defies the laws that bind our kind. Such a creature cannot exist outside the Council’s control.”

Seraphine smiled faintly.

“Or perhaps he is exactly what we need.”

Valerius raised a hand, silencing the debate.

“For centuries we have ruled from the shadows. Balance has kept our world intact. But now an alchemist plays with forbidden creation... hybrids roam the night... and a vampire with ancient blood walks freely.”

His eyes darkened.

“We cannot ignore this any longer.”

From the far end of the hall, another figure stepped forward.

Lord Kael, a warlord of the old vampire dynasties.

“Then there is only one solution,” he said.

“We summon him.”

Silence filled the chamber.

Valerius nodded slowly.

“Yes.”

His voice became absolute.

“The Eternal Council calls Endovelico to the Citadel.”

A servant vampire appeared instantly from the shadows, kneeling before the elders.

“Carry the message,” Valerius commanded.

“Tell him this...”

The torches flickered as the ancient vampire stood.

“His blood will decide the fate of our world.”

Far away, in the sleeping city, Endovelico suddenly opened his eyes.

Something ancient had awakened.

And the night itself had begun to call his name.
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Chapter 2 – The Message in Blood
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The city was quiet, but Endovelico knew better than to trust silence.

Night always carried secrets.

From the balcony of an abandoned cathedral tower, he watched the streets below. The wounds of the recent battles were still visible—broken walls, burned rooftops, shadows where hybrids had once hunted.

Behind him, Darian paced restlessly.

The hybrid’s hooves echoed softly against the stone floor.

“I don’t like this calm,” Darian muttered. “It feels wrong. Like the night is... waiting.”

Rafaela leaned against the old stone railing, the wind moving through her dark hair.

“We defeated Celios’ army,” she said quietly. “Maybe the city just needs time to breathe again.”

Selene stood near the center of the tower chamber, her silver threads of magic faintly glowing around her hands.

“No,” she said softly.

“This is not peace.”

Her eyes lifted toward Endovelico.

“It is preparation.”

Endovelico turned slowly.

His senses had sharpened in the last days. Since the Night of Reckoning, the power in his blood had grown stronger—more alive.

Sometimes he could feel things.

Old things.

Watching.

Suddenly the wind stopped.

Completely.

Darian’s ears twitched.

“You feel that?”

Then the shadows near the doorway began to move.

Not naturally.

They stretched across the floor like living smoke, forming the shape of a tall figure.

Rafaela stepped back.

“What is that?”

Selene’s eyes widened slightly.

“Not an attack,” she whispered.

“A messenger.”

The figure became solid—a pale vampire dressed in ancient black armor. His face was emotionless, his presence heavy with authority.

He bowed his head slightly toward Endovelico.

“Endovelico.”

His voice was calm but carried enormous weight.

“I come by command of the Eternal Council.”

Darian immediately stepped forward, muscles tense.

“The what?”

Selene’s expression darkened.

“The oldest authority among vampires,” she said quietly. “They rule from the shadows of the world.”

Rafaela looked between them.

“And they’re sending messengers now?”

The vampire ignored the others.

His eyes remained fixed on Endovelico.

“The Council has watched the events of recent nights. The fall of Celios’ experiments. The awakening of your blood.”

He stepped closer.

“They have decided.”

Endovelico crossed his arms slowly.

“Decided what?”

The messenger extended a sealed object.

A small black crystal, glowing faintly red.

“A summons.”

Selene inhaled slowly.

“That... is old magic.”

The messenger spoke again.

“You are commanded to appear before the Citadel of the Eternal Council.”

Darian let out a dark laugh.

“Commanded?”

Endovelico remained calm.

“And if I refuse?”

The messenger did not hesitate.

“Then the Council will consider you a threat to the balance of the night.”

The room grew cold.

Rafaela’s voice was sharp.

“That sounds like a threat.”

The messenger simply answered:

“It is a warning.”

Endovelico looked at the crystal in his hand.

The moment he touched it, his blood reacted.

A pulse.

Ancient.

Powerful.

Images flashed through his mind—mountains, black towers, a throne circle made of obsidian.

The Citadel.

Endovelico closed his hand slowly.

“So the ancient vampires want to meet me.”

Selene spoke carefully.

“This is dangerous. Some members of that Council are older than entire civilizations.”

Darian cracked his knuckles.

“Good. I’ve been wanting to meet the people who think they control the night.”

Rafaela stepped closer to Endovelico.

“Are we going?”

Endovelico looked toward the horizon where the moon hung above the dark city.

Then he smiled faintly.

“Yes.”

His voice carried quiet confidence.

“If the Eternal Council wants to see me...”

His eyes glowed slightly in the moonlight.

“...then let them.”

Far away, inside the ancient Citadel, the elders of the night waited.

And the fate of the vampire world had begun to shift.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3 – The Road to the Citadel
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The journey began before the moon reached its highest point.

Endovelico stood at the edge of the city, where the last lights of civilization faded into forests and ancient hills. Beyond them, far to the north, the mountains rose like dark giants against the night sky.

Somewhere within those mountains stood the Citadel of the Eternal Council.

A place few vampires had ever seen.

And even fewer had ever left.

Darian adjusted the leather straps across his chest, his powerful hybrid body ready for whatever the journey might bring.

“So,” he said, glancing toward the distant mountains, “we’re going to meet the oldest vampires in existence. No pressure.”

Rafaela gave him a nervous smile.

“That doesn’t make me feel better.”

Selene stepped forward, her silver magic forming faint patterns in the air as she studied the horizon.

“The Citadel is hidden by more than distance,” she explained. “Ancient spells protect it. Only those summoned by the Council can find the true path.”

Endovelico held the black crystal the messenger had given him.

It pulsed softly.

Almost like a heartbeat.

Every few seconds, he felt it pulling—guiding him north.

“This is the key,” he said quietly. “It shows the way.”

Rafaela looked up at the mountains.

“How long will it take to get there?”

Selene’s expression darkened slightly.

“If the Council wishes to test us... the journey may take several nights.”

Darian cracked his neck.

“Good. I hate boring trips.”

They began moving through the forest.

The deeper they traveled, the older the land seemed to become. The trees grew taller, their branches twisting like silent guardians of forgotten secrets.

Hours passed.

The moon moved slowly across the sky.

Then suddenly, Endovelico stopped.

His eyes narrowed.

“You feel that?”

Darian instantly tensed.

“Yes.”

Rafaela looked around nervously.

“Feel what?”

Selene’s silver threads appeared again.

“We’re not alone.”

From the darkness between the trees, shapes began to move.

Three figures stepped forward.

Vampires.

But different.

Their skin was pale like marble, their eyes glowing faintly gold, and their clothing looked centuries old.

One of them smiled slightly.

“Well... well.”

His voice was calm but arrogant.

“So this is the famous Endovelico.”

Darian stepped in front of Rafaela.

“And you are?”

The vampire ignored the question, studying Endovelico carefully.

“We were curious,” he continued. “The Council speaks your name as if you are some kind of miracle.”

Another of the vampires laughed softly.

“A miracle... or a mistake.”

Selene whispered under her breath.

“Ancient bloodline.”

Endovelico stepped forward calmly.

“If you have something to say,” he replied, “say it.”

The first vampire tilted his head.

“Oh, we will.”

His smile widened.

“You see... not everyone in the Eternal Council is excited about your arrival.”

The forest grew colder.

Darian’s muscles tightened.

“Here we go.”

The vampire’s golden eyes gleamed.

“Some of us believe it would be far safer... if you never reached the Citadel.”

Rafaela whispered quietly.

“They’re going to attack.”

Endovelico’s eyes
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