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    To the outcasts, the rebels, and the dreamers who dare to walk in the dark.
And to those who have walked through the fire to find their own sunrise.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "He who fights with monsters should look to it that he himself does not become a monster. And if you gaze long into an abyss, the abyss also gazes into you."
— Friedrich Nietzsche
 
"There are only two ways to survive the night:become the shadow, or steal the sun."
— The Code of Night, Article 1
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PART I — THE CREW OF THE NIGHT

Chapter 1: The Crimson City
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The rain in the city did not wash away the grime. It only made the neon lights reflect on the wet pavement, turning the streets into a river of blurred red and electric blue.

It was 2:00 AM. For humans, the night was for sleeping. For the "Turned"—the vampires—the night was for survival.

In the shadows of a tall skyscraper, a young vampire named Marco leaned against a brick wall. He was shaking. His skin was pale, almost gray, and his eyes were wide with panic. He checked his pockets again. Empty.

"Please," Marco whispered to the dealer standing in the alley. "I just need a pint. Type C. I’ll take the cheap stuff. I’ll pay you next week."

The dealer, a large vampire with a scar running down his neck, laughed. He held up a small plastic bag filled with a dark, thick liquid. It wasn't real blood. It was synthetic. Lab-made. It tasted like rusted iron and old water, but it kept the hunger away.

"No credit, kid," the dealer said. "The shortage is real. The price of Type C went up twenty percent yesterday. If you can’t pay, you starve."

Marco fell to his knees. The hunger was a physical pain, like a fire inside his stomach. This was the reality of the world now.

Decades ago, vampires revealed themselves. They signed treaties. They promised not to hunt humans if the humans provided synthetic blood. But the system was failing. The "Red Drought" had begun. Production was down. Prices were up. And on the streets, the poor vampires were beginning to starve. When a vampire starved, they didn't just die—they went feral. They attacked anything with a heartbeat.

Suddenly, the music from the nearby clubs stopped. The giant holographic screens attached to the skyscrapers flickered. Usually, they played advertisements for cars or perfumes. Tonight, they turned bright white.

The entire street went silent. The dealer looked up. Marco looked up.

A breaking news alert flashed across the screen in bold, red letters: GLOBAL ANNOUNCEMENT.

A human woman in a sharp suit appeared on the screen. She stood behind a podium with the logo of the World Health Coalition.

"Citizens of the world," the woman said. Her voice boomed through speakers on every corner. "For too long, the crisis of blood shortages has threatened the peace between our species. Today, we offer a solution."

The image on the screen changed. It showed a helicopter view of a mountain range in Switzerland. The camera zoomed in on a massive steel structure built into the side of the mountain. It looked like a giant metal spike driven into the earth.

"We present to you: The Silo," the woman announced.

A gasp went through the crowd on the street.

"The Silo is the largest secure blood bank ever constructed," the newscaster continued. "It is impenetrable. It is self-sustaining. And it is currently housing the first global reserve of Type Zero Ruby."

The dealer in the alley dropped his cigarette. "Type Zero Ruby?" he whispered.

Everyone knew the rumors. Type Zero Ruby was the 'Super Blood.' It was a new synthetic formula. One liter of regular synthetic blood could feed a vampire for a day. One liter of Type Zero Ruby could feed a vampire for a month. It made them stronger, faster, and clearer in the mind. It was pure energy.

"The Silo holds two hundred million liters," the voice on the screen said. "Enough to end the shortage forever. It opens officially tomorrow night. Peace is here."

The screen went black, then returned to an advertisement for whiskey.

On the street, the silence broke. Vampires began to whisper excitedly. They talked about salvation. They talked about the end of the hunger.

But in the shadows, not everyone saw salvation. Some saw an opportunity.

High above the street, standing on the edge of a rooftop gargoyle, a figure watched the screen. She wore a long leather trench coat that whipped in the wind. She adjusted her dark sunglasses, even though it was night.

She didn't care about the peace treaty. She didn't care about the politics. She only cared about the math.

Two hundred million liters of Ruby blood.

It wasn't just a bank. It was the biggest pile of cash in history. And it was sitting inside a mountain, waiting for someone brave enough—or crazy enough—to take it.

The figure turned away from the edge and vanished into the darkness. The city was hungry, but she had a plan to feed it.
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Chapter 2: The Queen of Blades
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Selena did not sleep. Even among vampires, who rested during the day, she was known for her insomnia. She spent her days in the dark, and her nights sharpening her mind.

She stood in the center of her training room. The penthouse was located on the top floor of the Spire, overlooking the neon sprawl of the city. The room was empty except for a rack of antique weapons on the wall and a single tatami mat on the floor.

Selena held a katana in her hands. The blade was four hundred years old, folded steel, perfectly balanced. She moved through a series of forms—katas—that she had learned in Kyoto before the invention of the steam engine.

Slash. Step. Block. Strike.

She moved faster than the human eye could track. To a human observer, she would have looked like a blur of black silk and silver steel. But she was alone.

She paused, breathing slowly. She wiped a bead of sweat from her forehead. She was beautiful, with sharp cheekbones and eyes like cold obsidian, but her beauty was ruined by the scars. A jagged line of pale tissue ran from her collarbone down to her left shoulder—a souvenir from the Great Culling War of 1920.

Selena was not just a thief. She was a soldier who had lost her army. Now, she led a different kind of war.

A chime sounded at the door.

"Enter," Selena said, her voice calm but commanding.

The heavy steel doors slid open. A man walked in. He was short, wearing a rumpled trench coat and smelling of stale tobacco and nervous sweat. This was Marcus, an information broker who owed Selena his life three times over.

"You’re late," Selena said. She didn't look at him. She began to carefully wipe the oil from her blade with a white cloth.

"The security was tight, Selena," Marcus said, his voice trembling slightly. "Tighter than I’ve ever seen. The humans... they aren't playing around with this one."

He walked over to a glass table and placed a small, silver hard drive on it. He acted as if the drive were made of radioactive material.

"Is this it?" she asked.

"Everything I could scrape together," Marcus nodded. "Schematics, guard rotations, supply routes. And the chemical analysis."

Selena sheathed her sword. The click echoed in the silent room. She walked to the table and picked up the drive. She plugged it into a holographic terminal built into the wall.

A blue light filled the room. A 3D model of a mountain appeared spinning in the air. Inside the mountain was a complex network of tunnels, elevators, and vaults. It looked like a hive.

"The Silo," Selena whispered.

"It’s a fortress," Marcus warned. "Located in the Swiss Alps. The outer shell is reinforced titanium. The sensors can detect a vampire’s body temperature from a mile away. They have automated turrets, UV grids, and things I don't even have names for."

Selena swiped her hand through the air, zooming in on the bottom level of the structure.

"The prize," she said.

The hologram shifted to show rows of cylindrical tanks glowing with a deep, ruby-red light.

"Type Zero Ruby," Marcus said. "I thought it was a myth, Selena. I really did."

Selena read the data scrolling next to the image. Potency: 100x Standard Synthetic. Duration: Extended Release.

"It's not a myth," Selena said softly. "It’s the future."

"One liter of that stuff could keep a vampire at peak strength for a month," Marcus said excitedly. "Maybe two. If you drink enough of it... you wouldn't need to feed for decades. You could walk around without the hunger clawing at your gut every hour."

"Independence," Selena corrected him. "That is what it offers. Freedom from the humans. Freedom from the blood tax. Freedom from the daily beg for survival."

She looked at the total volume stored in the vault. 200 Million Liters.

It was enough to build an empire. Or destroy one.

"There is a buyer," Marcus added, lowering his voice. "A syndicate. They contacted me when they heard I was sniffing around. They want the blood. They are offering to wipe all debts. Total amnesty. And enough gold to buy an island."

Selena turned to look at the city lights outside her window. The world was changing. The humans were tightening the leash. If vampires didn't act soon, they would become nothing more than pets in cages, waiting for their synthetic rations.

"Can it be done?" Marcus asked. "Selena, be honest. The Silo was designed by the best paranoid minds the human race has to offer. No one has ever breached a Class-A facility before."

Selena touched the scar on her shoulder. She remembered the pain of the war. She remembered the faces of the friends she had lost because they were too weak, too hungry to fight back.

She turned back to Marcus. Her eyes were hard.

"The humans built a safe," she said. "They think it’s unbreakable because they built it to keep people out. But every safe has a key. You just have to know how to turn it."

"So, you’re going to do it?"

"I’m not just going to rob it, Marcus," Selena said. "I’m going to empty it."

"You can't do it alone."

"No," she agreed. "I need a team. But not just any team. I need the best. I need the ones the world forgot."

She looked at the hologram one last time.

"Get the jet ready," she ordered. "We have some old friends to visit."
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Chapter 3: Assembling the Immortals
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The team had to be specific. The Silo wasn't just a bank; it was a death trap. To break in, Selena didn't need soldiers. She needed specialists. Monsters among monsters.

Mexico City — The Pit

The basement of the abandoned meat-packing plant smelled of rust and old blood. Hundreds of vampires cheered, their fangs bared, as two fighters circled each other in a cage made of chain-link fence.

One fighter was huge, a brute with muscles like coiled steel. The other was Dante.

Dante was shirtless, covered in burn scars that looked like spiderwebs across his chest. He laughed as the brute swung a heavy fist. Dante ducked, moving with a jerky, twitchy speed that made him look half-animal.

Crack.

Dante headbutted the giant. The giant staggered. Dante didn't stop. He grabbed the fence, climbed it in one second, flipped backward, and landed on the giant's shoulders. With a wild howl, he slammed the giant’s head into the concrete floor.

The fight was over.

Selena stood in the shadows of the viewing deck. She tossed a lighter to Dante as he walked out of the cage, wiping blood from his mouth.

Dante caught it without looking. He flicked the flame on and stared at it, mesmerized.

"I hear you're bored, Dante," Selena said.

Dante looked up. His eyes were wild, the pupils dilated. He was an ancient vampire, older than he looked, and his mind was slowly cracking from centuries of violence. He was an explosives expert who loved fire
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