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Then I waited for the days to pass, for the secrets to stop being secrets and to turn into a scorching fire that seeps from the deepest parts of the heart, burning it. Yet some secrets are deadly.
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ALPEREN
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Perhaps the greatest mercy in some things was denial. 

Yet that denial came from love. 
For some loves were cursed.

LEYLA
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A crimson flame suddenly blazed in the heart of a world she didn’t yet understand, and with it, her tiny feet hurried into the depths of the forest. She had only been told that she had to run. She must run.

One step later, she stopped. Her breath escaped her lips like smoke. She lifted her head and gazed at the dark gray of the sky.

Something small and white began to fall from above. She stretched out her tiny hand to catch it.

Cold.

Why was it so beautiful, yet so cold? Her hazel eyes widened as she watched it settle onto the leaves. A beautiful memory flickered in her mind, and a familiar voice echoed once more.

“There will be beautiful things in the world that you’ll want to see, Leyla.”

A couple of steps later, she stopped again. Her long hair fluttered in the wind, her eyes filled with sorrow. After a futile effort, a strange loneliness enveloped her—like the timid, fading leaves of winter, abandoned in the middle of nothingness. In that silence, she raised her head at an odd ticking sound. Hiding her lips and small nose inside her scarf, she saw him: the stranger in the long coat. Those familiar words rang in her ears again: “But there will also be things you must not see.”

“Hello, little girl,” the stranger said. “Are you lost?” he asked, stepping closer.

She took a step back. In that moment, she remembered the familiar voice looping in her mind. Those words were her brother’s repeated whispers: “When you see them, you must run.”

“If you want, I can help you,” he said, lifting his head. His eyes turned red, thin veins streaking across his cheeks. As he reached out his hand: “Come on, take my hand,” he said with a smile, his teeth slowly lengthening.

The little girl waited. She took a couple of steps back and then began to run. She didn’t want it. No words, no pleas, no promises... “Run, Leyla. They are monsters disguised as humans...” She was hungry, cold, and terrified. She didn’t want to be alone. She wanted someone to find her.

That’s what he had said. He had promised.

Her small heart pounded with fear as she finally spotted the light beyond the trees. Smiling, she sped up. Two steps away from it, a terrifying hand reached out from the darkness, gripping her arm tightly and yanking her back. A scream tore from her throat.

“Leyla...”

The young girl sat up in bed, gasping for breath. “Wake up, sweetheart. It’s okay, it’s over,” said that same gentle voice.

As she tried to come to her senses, a pair of warm hands cupped her face. “I’m here, look—I’m right beside you.”

While she struggled to breathe, she looked into the pair of sad eyes watching her from the bedside in the dark room.

“Why didn’t you come?” she said. “You promised.”

“I came, sweetheart,” he said, pressing her head to his chest. “I came.” He slowly narrowed his eyes and exhaled the breath he had been holding.

“There was something else,” she murmured. “Something bright.”

He kissed her hair while stroking it, then narrowed his eyes. “That was snow,” he said.

Nodding, the young girl took a deep breath from her brother’s chest and closed her eyes once more. Before drifting back to sleep, she listened to the whispers that filled her ears.

“Remember, Leyla,” the young man said. “Something more dangerous than a vampire... are their ancestors. Don’t be afraid. I will always protect you.”
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145 Years Earlier
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The world has changed.
For nearly two thousand years, the world reshaped itself alongside the evolution of the universe, transforming together with those who dwelled within it.

As time lost its meaning and everything shifted with terrifying speed, a bloodthirsty race that had long waited in the shadows chose to breathe again for the sake of claiming dominion.

Yet since that corner of the world took form, the things that should never have been forgotten were lost long ago. From the free lands of Middle Earth to the seven seas, the sons of Adam had built and lived in this ancient world as though they would endure through wars and deaths for years to come. They had forgotten that other beings breathed here as well.

But what was forgotten would be remembered once more.

And the awaited sun rose from the east like a curtain falling upon the sons of Adam.

The immortals shattered their chains in their own prisons and rushed toward destruction with primal hunger, ushering in a dark age. They toppled every barrier in their path; no one could flee, and no one could hide.

As they gathered once more into legions to witness the fall of the human age, humanity driven by greed and pride was left at the mercy of their cold indifference.

In the freezing silence of a desolate night, like horsemen risen from the apocalypse, they cut down women, children, the young, and the old without distinction. Some came walking across the seas. Others crossed mountains to reach their prey. Their breaths resembled the panting of beasts. Their icy gazes burned into the skin of their victims.

Around the world, skyscrapers, government halls, mansions every one of them fell into ruin, crumbling into rubble and desolation. As humans who resisted the chaos were broken one by one, the lights once seen above cities turned into flames in the darkness of night.

For the future had fallen.

Atop the ruins stood one of the masters of chaos. His long silver hair waved in the wind as he listened, with his razor-sharp senses, to the screams echoing through the night. The smile on his face was sadistic. He could hear the organs of his soldiers playing in the divine tongue. Smiling, he closed his eyes. It was utterly destructive. Slowly he raised his head to the sky and spread his arms wide.

As the world drowned in ice and fire and darkness, the screams that answered the call of the end mingled with melodies rising from the same voices.

Pity... Hadn’t they themselves once drenched the world in blood just like this? Hadn’t they killed their own children in wars waged in the name of justice? If they were being broken today, what else could it be but the fruit of their own mistakes?

The selfish human race power-hungry, spineless, never satisfied... If this was the case, then they would reap the harvest of their sins.

As history repeated itself, the world would bear witness to another annihilation tonight. A fall would be followed by a rise. And at the dawn of that same night, a vast part of the world would open its eyes in shock and ruin for at sunrise, they would either become slaves... or accept their fate.

When he opened his eyes again, the deadly being had lost neither the dangerous smile on his face nor the horror in his gaze. He watched the despair of those who tried to flee in order to live, and from his lips spilled those enchanting, fateful words.

"Death! What, then, is death? 

A dreamless slumber, nothing more. 

Imagine: the heart’s agony, the countless torments endured by humankind, finding their end in that very sleep. 

Ah, most beautiful of all created beings tell me truly, was this how your end was ordained to be? 

Malice... Malice, such profound malice... 

For when you slip free from those deathly slumbers, what dreams may come, Son of Adam just ponder it... 

Who knows? 

Perhaps it is this very thought that turns sleep into hell for you. 

Yet could you bear the lashes of time, the trampling of your pride? When a dagger thrust into your breast could grant you release, could you truly endure? 

What is it you fear, speak! To dread so much what comes after death. 

What does your fear avail, Son of Adam, if the pale light of thought muddies the natural hue of the heart? 

Can fear ever be your salvation, in truth?"

As he wove his perilous sentences, he ensnared the fleeing or hiding humans below one by one with that summons. Even if they did not become his prey, he drove them to the brink of madness. Though the words slipped from his lips like whispers, they rang in their ears like the blare of a horn heralding ruin an eerily melodic tone that brought destruction. 

“Stop it already!” He slowly turned his head toward the voice. There stood the other monster with eyes and face identical to his own. Truly was he a monster, or a savior? Which suited him more? He smiled.

“At last, you’ve come.” Like the silver-haired one, his long black hair whipped into the night. Ancient flames blazed dominantly in his eyes. “We cannot continue like this.”

“Oh, yes we can, comrade,” he replied, grinning with blood-smeared lips. Apart from his eyes, the only color visible on his face and body right now was that crimson. He turned his gaze now chilled to ice-blue back to the blazing fire in the other’s eyes. “I’m certain you desire this as much as I do.”

“This is enough to drive you mad. Anything more will plunge you back into pride. This fall has no end, Alkar.”

“Do you truly think every corner of hell is fire?” He raised a single brow. “There is ice as well, Alkır ice that freezes the seeds of pride.” He slowly turned his head and looked at the world melting away like skin sloughing off in haste.

“What are we? So monstrous, so full of hatred. Is it right to burn the playground of the world to ashes?”

“Whatever falls is only torn down so it may rise again in greater splendor, comrade.” Suddenly the silver-haired one’s feet left the ground. He clasped his hands before him and glided slowly through the air until he hovered beside the other. “What are we, you ask?” He placed one hand on his shoulder, bringing his lips close to his ear to whisper. “You should know this better than I...

Enchanted Blood, immortal companion to death. You, who know me better than I know myself enough to divide my very essence into your cells. Ah, that one word.” He paused. In that instant, he made the black-haired one freeze. 

“One... Pureblood...” 

When the silver-haired one placed his hand on the other’s wrist, it was as if his palm burned. Then, as a thin sheet of ice spread from his own hand to coat the wrist, the black-haired one felt a sharp, freezing burn race up his arm. One was the completer, the other the destroyer. Each completed the other and each waited for the moment to annihilate the other. In a single heartbeat, he wrenched his wrist free and pulled it back toward himself. His blazing eyes swept over the humans below. “How long will this go on?”

“Give me just one week, brother. On the morning of the seventh day, we will have carried our own kingdom down to the surface of the earth.” 

With his sharp gaze, lengthening nails, and teeth bared once more, he smiled into the cold face of the night. His demeanor was so icy, so lethally graceful. His eyes were the final, dying spasms of light struggling within shadows. And after this...

What would come?
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145 Years Later
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“I can’t explain it, I guess. I didn’t do it. They started it.”
The police officers dragging the girl by the arm toward the station didn’t even bother to listen. With their sunglasses and caps, they looked conspicuously out of place.

“Could you stop that? I said it wasn’t my fault quit pulling!”

It didn’t take long for her to realize she was really in trouble once they entered the station. Not until she saw the angry young man sitting across from her.

“Your statement will be taken...” the officer beside her spat, practically.

Calling him an officer felt like a stretch he was police, sure, but barely.

“Ah. Come on, you got caught before me? You’re literally aging.” She widened her eyes dramatically and stepped closer, but the one opposite her looked even more irritated. Sitting with his legs spread on the chair, elbows on his thighs, he straightened up with weary eyes.

Don't you say a word!" he snapped, glaring at her. "I assume Your Ladyship is satisfied now?" he asked, narrowing his eyes. 

“Hmm... Does it look that way from over there?” she replied, rolling her eyes, leaning back in her chair, and turning her head away with an exhausted expression.

The security forces’ captured hybrids and other humans were visibly terrified. God only knew what they were doing to the people they caught behind closed doors. Had they really been forgotten? Perhaps humanity had overstepped, but didn’t God still love people? They couldn’t lose faith. If they lost that too, all hope would turn to dust.

About five minutes later, one of the officers finally approached. Standing right in front of them, he slowly removed his sunglasses, revealing eyes blood-red all the way to the iris, and narrowed them.

“Come with me,” he said in an arrogant tone.

The two young people exchanged glances and followed the officer. They were taken to separate interrogation rooms.

“Tell me, young lady. What were you doing in the restricted zone?” asked the vampire police officer badge and all who stood at least two meters tall.

“I’ve told you everything that’s happened since this morning. You can’t judge me like a criminal. I want my lawyer,” the girl said, frowning.

In the room opposite:

“A lawyer? Look at that—the human knows his rights! But your requests are postponed for tonight. Either you tell us nicely, as you put it... or we can try other methods.” He leaned toward the boy’s face.

“I answered every question you asked,” he replied, seething with anger, slamming his hands on the table and standing up only for the red-haired vampire to force him back down in an instant.

At the same time, in the other room:

“I can smell a lie from far away or up close, human.” In a nanosecond, he leaned into the girl’s face, peering at her closely through the red eyes behind his sunglasses.

“You’re right. I smell something too maybe you should take a bath, huh?” She raised a single brow then quickly took a hard blow to the face and fell from the chair. Holding her jaw, the young girl never once averted her fierce gaze from the officer. Right now, in this who knew what number revenge game she was entering, she didn’t want to give them any leverage. She had to stay silent. Just like they always did.

An empty room was divided in two by a mirror in the center. In one side, the young girl; in the other, the young man both being interrogated. The mirror was one-way black glass, soundproofed beyond human hearing. The only thing the two young people seated at separate tables could see was the huge mirror opposite them. The girl and her brother, in different rooms facing each other, were undergoing the same interrogation at the same time. Even though they gave identical answers, it didn’t satisfy the police.

“State your name.”

“It’s in the file.”

“ANSWER PROPERLY!” he roared, slamming the table in front of the girl so hard it split in two. But she didn’t even blink.

“Maybe you should visit anger management center, Officer,” she said without looking at his face.

In the opposite room:

“So, Alp. Not quite living up to your name, are you?”

“Debatable,” he replied, never once shifting his hard gaze from the mirror. Since they’d entered, a strange, muffled music had been coming from behind the doors—an eerie, unsettling tone. If he listened carefully, it sounded like a creepy version of a music-box melody. But he shouldn’t listen. He knew their tricks. He had to tune it out. “I want to see my sister.”

“Really now?” The red-haired vampire leaned toward his face again.

At the same time, in the opposite room:

"So, you’re a seventeen-year-old student. You aren't aware that you’re swimming in dangerous waters, are you? Oh, daughter of Eve... You will never understand, never accept it. How tragic that you waste the freedom we granted you by becoming an accomplice to crime. What is this resistance, this pointless defiance? You lost years ago; whether you like it or not, you will bow down. This insistence on extremism is nothing but a futile effort. All you had to do was provide a blood donation. Haven't we promised you more than enough freedom as long as you did that? And yet, despite this, you stick your nose into things that don't concern you and show up in places where you don't belong. After all the kindness we’ve shown, what is this ingratitude?"

The girl let out a hysterical smile.

“Goodness? Freedom? Really? Oh my God... How generous of you.” She paused, then turned her sharp gaze to the vampire about to speak. “Shall we talk about freedom? Are we really going to talk about that? Because as far as I know, we were already free you took it away and enslaved us. Then you supposedly brought peace. Every day, every week, thousands donate blood to the banks, yet you ignore the people slaughtered in dark alleys. Your idea of justice only applies to you. Are we the unjust ones? Really? Peace? Has there ever truly been peace between two races? True. Perhaps our ancestors overstepped their bounds on this earth. But when it comes to pride, you are no better than us.”

“HOW DARE YOU?” He seized her jaw hard, his nails lengthening, his eyes changing. “For words like that alone, your head will roll, mortal...”

In the opposite room:

The young man was frowning, focused on the mirror, when the red-haired vampire’s nails lengthened. He grabbed Alp’s chin, turned his face toward him, and leaned in close:

“Your sister is also being interrogated, just like you... Handsome. You'd better pray that she is saying something.” Alp’s right eye twitched, but the officer continued carelessly: “You should be thankful Adrian isn’t questioning you. Because he doesn’t let anyone go until he gets what he wants.”

In that instant, Alp seized the vampire by the jaw, slammed his face down onto the table, and moved behind him. He twisted the officer’s right arm back and leaned over him.

“Really? What I say doesn’t matter anyway, does it? But let me tell you something. You left out a detail, vampire. My name is Alperen. I am a third-generation vanguard of the Hunters’ Clan. I am a Potential. Your so-called agreement isn’t just with political leaders it’s with us too. You don’t have the privilege of touching me. If I said someone was after me, then they really were. If you’re going to call me a liar, then kindly prove it. If you’re so devoted to the belief that ‘justice is the foundation of the realm,’ maybe you should take a look at the whole puzzle, huh?”

He leaned down to the struggling officer’s ear. “Now I want to see my sister.”

Twenty minutes had passed since the woman entered with worried yet furious steps and approached the commissioner seated at the desk. And her anger was steadily rising.

“Ms. Arden. Calm down. Your children were brought in from the restricted zone.”

“You don’t understand. There must be a mistake. There has to be a reason they went there.”

“A reason? We’re quite curious about that ourselves. Where would you like us to start with their crimes? Before the restricted zone, your children caused trouble at an elite establishment. And that wasn’t enough they resisted during questioning too. Due to their violent tendencies, they’re currently in holding. Your son nearly broke the commissioner’s arm; your daughter spewed insults and empty threats. They could be arrested for just half of what was said. Even if you’re Hunters, some things are unforgivable.”

The man gently pulled her back by the shoulders, bowed his head in greeting to the officer, and led his wife outside.

“Okay. Calm down. Any trouble we cause right now will only bring more problems, you know that. Besides, they’ll get out anyway.” He turned his head.

“No word from the Hunters? Why is the Council silent?”

“I don’t know. But this might drag on a bit. This isn’t their first case, you know. They’re definitely going to make things difficult for us.”

“I can’t wrap my head around it what could they possibly be doing in the restricted zone?” Arden took a deep breath, and just then, from the darkness, they saw a woman approaching—long skirt reaching her knees, tailored suit, blonde hair in a neat bun, smiling beneath black sunglasses.

“Good evening, sir. I’m sorry for keeping you waiting,” the woman said softly.

“İdil,” Arden said, rushing toward her in panic. “Can you get the kids out?”

“Don’t worry. It’s what I do. I’ll follow procedure.” She flashed a sly smile, then turned to the Hunters before stepping through the door. “However, the Council wasn’t pleased with this situation at all. I believe this matter will be brought to the table.”

She turned her back again and walked inside.

*********
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About half an hour later, a tall boy around 1.80 meters, with tousled sandy hair in shades of brown, striking blue eyes, and a handsome face appeared at the door. His brows were furrowed as he looked at the girl beside him: 1.64 meters tall, furious, with fiery red hair and hazel eyes. Though there was a certain delicacy in her posture, she carried an air that was icy and deeply unsettling.

“Look at the state of your face it’s definitely going to bruise under your eye.” He glanced inside. “Filthy creatures.” He pulled his hand from her chin and exhaled in anger. “If you’d just run the right way, little fox— this wouldn’t have happened to us.”

“You’re absolutely right, Alp. How could I have missed that? I’ll tell the homeless to chase us in the right direction next time...” The girl scowled as she spoke, but they both quickly turned their gaze toward a familiar, worried voice. 

“Leyla, Alp. Oh my God.” Arden approached with furrowed brows and furious steps. The children’s eyes widened in fear.

Before they could speak, they froze like statues as their mother’s arms wrapped tightly around their necks in a fierce embrace.

“Are you okay?” Arden asked. They could only murmur in response. Only then did the woman take a deep, shuddering breath.

“Good, then,” she said. “Get in the car.” She stepped back without looking at them. As the children slowly walked toward the vehicle, İdil appeared at the door.

“Thank you, İdil. I don’t even know what to say,” Arden managed.

“It’s nothing. It’s my job. Be careful.” She winked, then vanished into the darkness within moments. Arden took a deep breath, quickly climbed into the driver’s seat. Leyla and Alp sat silently in the back.

“Tell me what happened,” the woman said as they finally pulled onto the road.

“We were coming home,” Leyla began.

“A group of homeless appeared out of nowhere. A few blocks away, right in the ruins of the municipal building, they started attacking us,” Alperen continued. “We fought back and took some of them down. Then more kept coming. We cleared the ones in front and started running, but I guess we lost our way. They chased us all the way into the restricted zone. We only realized it a few meters in. By then, it was too late.” Alperen sounded deeply frustrated.

“The homeless have found a way to evolve, Mom. But those idiot police didn’t believe us. They kept saying the Night Walkers have poor vision, they don’t move in groups, they have no intelligence a bunch of nonsense—and pinned it all on us. But the homeless couldn’t have done this on their own. There has to be a Pureblood directing them!” Leyla furrowed her brows again.

Arden and her husband exchanged glances. The father turned his head and looked at Leyla through the rearview mirror.

“That’s a serious accusation, Leyla,” he said.

Arden frowned. “Did you actually see a Pureblood controlling them?” she asked. Both children fell silent. Truth be told, neither had.

They had theorized it, yes but they had never before seen the homeless attack in such coordinated, almost commanded unity. And that was the damnable truth.

“Not exactly,” Leyla murmured, turning her head toward the window. Amid her parents’ heavy sighs, she stared out at the ruins.

Directly opposite these crumbling buildings stood the Palace of the Purebloods. It was so vast and ostentatious that it seemed visible from the other side of the world. At night, it was illuminated in green and white lights. The rest of the world? It had become nothing but a wasteland. Apart from the Purebloods building their kingdom and reducing half of humanity to less than half of what remained, the land beyond those great walls was now barren desolation. They had established their own government. A New World Order with mandatory laws and their own system of “justice.” The Purebloods arrogant elites who called themselves the noble race had risen. Vampires: the lower rank of the Purebloods, serving as prosecutors, police, deputies, or governors in short, they ran the government they had built. Of course, no human alive was unaware that the Purebloods ruled over them. In reality, they treated the minority humans like well-fed livestock. Despite dozens of vampires and the elite class sustaining themselves on the blood banks where children, youths, and adults were forced to donate a fixed amount each week, humans could no longer sleep peacefully once night fell. The so-called government had still found no solution for the homeless.

And of course, humans had their own government too. When their numbers dwindled enough, they had finally united. What they had failed to do when they ruled the world, the survivors had completed in their reduced state. But what good was unity now? How long could a minority endure under the mandate of another nation? In the end, it would always be the word of that bloodthirsty race the vampires that prevailed. Their justice applied only to themselves. Just as humans had once done. Perhaps they were falling into the same mistake humanity had made: living without caring for any other being.

Yet in the end, the Hunters were born to stand against this bloodthirsty race. Nature always restored balance. Whenever something multiplied unchecked, something else emerged to counter it. There had to be. If humanity still stood against this cursed race, there had to be hope.

But hope had emigrated from these lands one hundred and forty-five years ago.

*******
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THE TWIN-BLOODED

There is that old saying: “In every good there is a trace of evil, and in every evil there is a trace of good.”

So then, which one should we fear more?

If that small part inside us that still craves change drags us toward yet another transformation,

which one should truly terrify us in the end?

What is right anymore?

If even righteousness carries a sliver of wrong within it, how can humanity ever turn back?

How can we possibly break free from this endless cycle?

Blood...

That endless flowing source, the very reason for existence.

Yet even that no longer belongs to us.

For a very long time now, we haven’t belonged to ourselves.

We never did before, and we never will again.

Because we were never truly ourselves.

We never managed to become one.

We built barriers. We raised walls.

They taught us not to love, but to hate.

And from our hatred came destruction.

And from our hatred rose a vast, dark army.

Yes... we have changed.

Now we have opened our eyes to a worn-out, wretched transformation 

yet even when we look into the mirror, we cannot see our own reflection.

Ah, God...

Is there truly no way out of this torment?

The sounds of the night had begun to rise from the far reaches of darkness. Streets once filled with humans had emptied, and as shadows descended, the children of the night showed their faces. Music, dance, blood. The depraved crowds formed by the Purebloods adorned their usual venues with dazzling lights.

In the end, humans could accompany them to these exotic places too. Human? What that meant depended entirely on the conditions imposed. If you were the property of a vampire or a Pureblood, then you could step inside. That was one of the most basic requirements. But if you were the property of a high-status Pureblood, you might consider yourself quite fortunate. Of course, that depended on what you understood by “fortune.”

They weren’t going hungry, at least. The Purebloods fed them. And they, in turn, fed the Purebloods.

In the darkness, beneath red, blue, and white lights, vampires danced half-naked with their slaves to the music—looking impossibly sexy and savage. Under the crimson glow, poor slaves high on cocaine surrendered to every perverse command of their masters. Over time, it had become habit. There was no other way to cope.

“My God. Isn’t that one of the elites?” said one of the Purebloods lounging on the red sofas. The five high-ranking Purebloods seated there turned their heads in that direction to the rhythm of the loud music. All but one.

“I think that’s Sahir dancing,” the female one said, rolling her arrogant eyes.

“Is he kissing his own property? Disgusting.”

“Another fool in love with his own food.”

They burst into laughter.

“My God. How pathetic. This is so humiliating,” another said, their faces twisting in disgust as they turned away only to look at the black-haired young man seated in the center. But he hardly seemed interested. His black silk shirt had three buttons undone, long bangs framing his face as he threw his head back against the sofa. Arms draped over the sides, one leg crossed over the other, he bit his lip with eyes closed. He looked devastatingly sexy.

Suddenly his eyes snapped open, fangs lengthening as he shifted his posture and scanned the surroundings with razor-sharp gaze.

“Sir. Is there anything in particular you desire?” asked the blonde in white, slowly approaching.

The black-haired Pureblood narrowed his eyes at her. In a single second, he seized her chin, pulled her face close to his, narrowed his eyes again, and whispered slowly into her ear:

“There is. If I say so... are you sure you can help me?”

When their eyes met again, the coldness in his gaze locked with hers. Looking more closely, she realized snow was falling inside those deadly eyes. A strange chill spread from his hand to her jaw, slowly numbing her. This lethal creature of Alkar lineage possessed a power as scorching as fire. Who ever said deep, striking cold couldn’t burn?

The lust in the female Pureblood’s eyes began to fade. She was stunned by the piercing stare of this beautiful-faced Pureblood. With a crooked smile, he suddenly grabbed the neck of one of the terrified slaves waiting behind the sofa, bent her down, and—ignoring her screams sank his fangs into her flesh.

“Sir—sir please, ple-ase s-slowly...” the slave begged, but he gave her no chance to finish. He drove his fangs deeper once more.

As the slave began trembling in his grip, he closed his eyes in reverence, as if drinking the most exquisite nectar in the world. The other Purebloods started smiling. The blonde’s mood had soured. She sat as rigidly upright as possible, turned her head toward the dance floor in frustration, and elegantly lifted one hand to her chin.

After about a minute, he abruptly withdrew his fangs and shoved the slave away. Trembling, she clutched her throat, pressing hard to stem the blood loss, struggling to stay on her feet with reddened eyes. Another slave placed a sorrowful hand on the bitten one’s shoulder while she clenched her teeth to keep from crying.

“Human solidarity? How adorable,” the blonde said, looking at them with disgust. “In this position, you’re not even considered human.” She turned her head away again.

“Aren’t you going to heal her?”

Slowly turning toward the voice, the black-haired one found himself staring at his own reflection. Another noble born of the same lineage—the summer heir of Alkar’s line. His twin. The same fate awaited all firstborns of their kind. After Alkar and Alkır, every high-ranking descendant of their bloodline shared this destiny. The same face for good and evil.

With blood-smeared lips, he slowly smiled and rolled his eyes.

“Are you giving me orders, Anda?” he whispered. His elongated fangs gradually retracted as he crossed one leg over the other again and rested his arms on the sofa’s headrests.

“I’m telling you what you should do, Altu,” the angry Pureblood replied—the white-haired youth with fire-red eyes still staring at him.

Suddenly turning his head back toward him, Altu met those blazing eyes again. The surrounding Purebloods silently watched them.

“It’s none of your business.”

“It doesn’t suit you.”

Furrowing his brows, Altu leaned swiftly into Anda’s face and locked his sharp gaze with those flaming eyes.

“I haven’t fallen so low that I need you to teach me what suits me.”

“If this continues, one day you will fall,” Anda said, remarkably calm.

As he drew even closer to his face, Altu didn’t flinch for a moment. Around the two of them, arctic winds and desert heat seemed to swirl.

“Masters...” A dwarf approached, looking utterly terrified. The two Purebloods continued staring silently at each other as the dwarf went on.

“I hope you’re enjoying yourselves tonight... However, the chief deputies said they wish to speak with you before dawn...” He looked deeply thoughtful. His long, eerie ears stretched downward, matched by long black claws and a mouth full of sharp teeth, his eyes as black as night lowered. A moment later, he slowly backed away. Altu turned his cold gaze toward the dwarf.

“Get lost, black runt. I came here to have fun. I don’t have time for deputies.”

Rolling his eyes, he stood up. White jeans hugged his legs, long black drawstring boots reaching from knees to calves. Chains adorned his form as he moved. His silk shirt remained unbuttoned, exposing his sinful body to the room like a living painting of temptation. Layered hair fell to his shoulders, bangs cascading over those otherworldly eyes, lending him a rare, almost ethereal elegance. Slowly turning his gaze to the darkness, he vanished in an instant.

As he melted into the shadows, silence gripped the group once more. But soon a strange hum began spreading from the surroundings, breaking the attention of those seated. What was that sound? Was it coming from the slaves? Why?

When the venue’s vampire owners turned their heads, they saw strange papers in some hands. Some eyes were glowing. In others, hope had become visible. Unable to understand what was happening, they focused one by one. One of the Purebloods picked up a paper.

What had changed the aura of the place into something so strangely charged?

Bow not your head, lift it high. 
The day is dark, yet fear not. 
Everything has not ended — it has not ended yet. 
Songs will be sung again, the sun will rise once more at the end of another night.
But what is this despair? What is that sound echoing beyond the hills? What is this rain of blood falling from head to toe? What is this torrent surging in the vast sea?

You are human. You!

Fear not tomorrow. This oppression will cease, this torment will end fear not. Do not say: “They have come on the wings of death.”

If humankind is born only to die, then do not bow to the ground  rise. Every time you fall, rise once more.

As an old poet once said: Either we will carry life to the dead stars, or death will descend upon the earth.

FEAR NOT...

What was this? Wasn’t this a rebellion? Wasn’t this hope given in vain? Who was this rebel? As the Purebloods turned their eyes to the dance floor, two figures standing in the center caught their attention. A tall, handsome boy dressed in black, with tousled brown hair, was quickly grabbing the arm of a medium-height girl with long red hair peeking out from under a white sports cap, pulling her toward him with angry eyes.

“Leyla...!” Alp said, directing his shocked and furious gaze at her.

Leyla’s hazel eyes widened hugely: “Oops!”

“You? My God. What are you doing here? I swear I’ll split your head into five before you explain everything, little fox!” he hissed, as one of the vampires rushed onto the floor.

“Hey! Who are you two?” he asked. Leyla quickly hid the papers behind her back but then shrugged with an indifferent expression, muttering under her cap as she hid her face.

“What’s the problem, buddy? Is dancing forbidden too?”

“What are you hiding behind your back?” the man asked, grinding his teeth, and the siblings took a step back.

“Um. We’re making art here, just like every environmentally conscious citizen. You should be happy about it.” She rolled her eyes, winked at the humans inside, and turned her head again.

“Those rags are art?” As the vampire snatched the papers from the girl’s hand in a nanosecond and crumpled them, Leyla lifted her head and furrowed her brows.

“Hey! What do you know about art anyway?”

“Shut up now.” Alp directed his angry eyes at his sister. “Is this the time for bickering?”

Narrowing his red eyes, the vampire stepped forward with his large boots: “So you’re the ‘rebel’ talking about slaves? What a great honor for you to grace us with your presence today, human...” He practically growled. As the venue’s patrons rushed toward them like silhouettes, Alperen suddenly stepped in front of Leyla, raising one hand to signal for calm.

“Hey. Okay. Let’s calm down. It’s nothing to make a big deal about—just a stupid note.” Leyla smacked his shoulder from behind, frowning.

“Hey, you can’t call it stupid. That poem has a soul.” Alperen shot her a sharp look: “If you make any more fuss, neither of us will have a soul left.” He hissed, and Leyla narrowed her eyes. Turning to the approaching vampires with a forced smile, the vampire directed his sharp gaze at Alperen:

“I don’t recognize you around here either—you don’t belong here!” The vampire, at least two meters tall, took another step forward. Alp raised a single brow, swallowed, and glanced around:

“Well, if it’s not too much trouble, we can get acquainted. But after this attitude of yours, I’m not sure what I’d think.” He narrowed his eyes, looking offended.

“Hah, get to know you? Another little human with big dreams. But kid, that’s the real problem—getting to know the likes of you.” His eyes turned blood-red. As his nails and fangs lengthened, he growled at them like a beast, and Alperen grabbed Leyla by the arm, hurrying off the floor.

As the siblings rushed past the vampires leaping from the upper lofts, one of the scrawny ones slashed Alp’s arm and blocked his path. With the same speed, Alperen twisted his arm and delivered a kick. The night child fell to the ground, opening his mouth with elongated fangs in a roar. As the siblings ran toward the door, they flinched at the sight of the giant guard ahead.

“Holy shit. What did they feed you, man?” Alperen muttered, throwing a punch to distract him—but he couldn’t budge the guard even an inch. The guard grinned and swung a fist at Alperen, sending him flying backward. At the same time, taking advantage of the guard’s bulk, Leyla slipped quickly between his legs and jammed the stun device from her pocket into his stomach.

“Sweet dreams, big guy,” she said with a grin. Alperen grumbled as he tried to get up from the floor. Suddenly taking the stun device from Leyla, he first shocked the vampire coming from the left, then kicked the other in the chest, shaking him. Swallowing hard as they glanced at the vampires approaching like silhouettes from behind, the two siblings bolted into the night.

Arden listened to the children’s story, her eyes wide. For a moment, she wasn’t sure whether to furrow her brows or curse.

“Have you two completely lost your minds?” Arden finally managed to ask. Leyla and Alperen were sitting on the couch, pointedly looking in opposite directions.

“Oh my God. Oh my God, my children are turning into sociopaths and psychopaths,” Arden muttered in panic, placing both hands on the sides of her head as she began pacing up and down.

Leyla mumbled under her breath: “You already know the rest. We ran into the homeless on the street. Then they chased us and dragged us into the restricted zone. That’s when the police caught us.”

“Shut... I don’t even know what to say anymore. You went to a club full of Purebloods? You, young lady how can you talk about it so casually? As if this isn’t new behavior for you. And you, young man what should I say to you? ‘I’ll keep an eye on my sister’ is that what you call partying in the vampires’ den? How much deeper can you two sink? No, wait I don’t even want to know.”

“Mom, it’s not like that—” Leyla began, reaching out and closing her eyes, but Arden cut her off.

“I don’t want to hear any more.”

“Sweetheart, calm down a little,” her husband said as he entered the room.

“Are you kidding me, Barlas? Did you hear what I just heard? How am I supposed to calm down?” Arden asked, turning her head toward her mother.

“Mom... Humans are being sold to Purebloods for money. Families are starving and selling their own children to those monsters. And even the ones who are sold are fed on without consent. I just wanted to show them they’re not alone. Aren’t we Hunters? If they protect their own kind, shouldn’t we stand by ours?”

“That’s not how you stand against them. This isn’t your responsibility yet, young lady.”

“Then whose is it, Mom? If the Hunters don’t stand up for their own kind, who will protect us? The police? How many human officers actually have any say out there? Politicians? Then why is the so-called government silent? We’re drowning under the blood that’s spilled from us for no reason. How many times have they broken the agreements—have you even counted? I couldn’t keep up because it happens so fast.”

As Leyla vented, Alperen kept his weary expression fixed on his mother. She stared at her son’s face for a long moment. Then she turned her head away, brows furrowed, exhaustion etched across her features.

“Don’t we know all of this? You want justice, children? We lost our own justice years ago. Did you think it would be easy? In a war against them today, how many humans do you think would survive? There’s no army. They don’t train soldiers. How many people out there can even hold a gun? Farmers, shopkeepers, workers—they’re not soldiers. Us? The Hunters? How many Potentials are there to stand against them? And how many rookies do you think will become mere pawns for the Potentials in a real war? Don’t you think humanity has grown tired of this so-called peace nonsense for half a century, tired of politicians’ hypocrisy? What do you know, children? What have you truly seen? How many real Purebloods have you actually encountered?”

Arden fell silent, clutching her arms as she took a deep breath and turned away. Barlas looked at the children and spoke quietly.

“You heard your mother. You’ll go to school and behave like proper people. We can’t keep picking you up from police stations. Now go straight to your rooms.”

As the children stood and headed toward the stairs, Barlas called after them.

“By the way—until further notice, you’re grounded. No going outside.”

The children opened their mouths in shock and protest, but Barlas simply raised one eyebrow and looked at them. Instantly, Alp straightened up with a strange facial twitch, raising his own brow, while Leyla pressed her lips together tightly. Finally, the siblings shot each other dirty looks and hurried up to their rooms.

There were less than eight hours until dawn, and it was clear that not a wink of sleep would enter this family’s eyes tonight. As night continued to reign over the city, all that was left for those outside the door was to pray. Their ancestors had started this oppression, and now their grandchildren were paying the price.

Is that not what history has always consisted of?
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Sometimes you don’t even want to know how it ends. Because what ending could possibly be a happy one?

After so much evil, how could the world ever return to what it once was? What was that “once”? The time before the purebloods, before the vampires, before humans themselves? What existed before humanity? Or was the world even created for us?

We do not know. Perhaps it is known, but has long been forbidden to speak of.

To think is to vanish into thin air. They call you Majnun. They call you a mad dervish. Since the ancient days, they have forbidden us from thinking  even though we are creatures born to think.

So tell me... What is it that frightens us so? What is even left of us anymore?

And yet... This shadow is only transient. Even the deepest darkness must eventually pass.

When the sun rises again, it must burn brighter than it ever has. Wasn’t the world set on fire precisely for that single, fragile spark of hope? Then it must rise once more from the ashes  rise, and make every soul standing before it feel that it is still breathing.

Step forward without fear. Whatever you believe is right, defend it without hesitation, without thinking of the end. Because there is no true end. Every ending is merely another beginning.

So let the darkness know you are still here. Let it know you are still breathing.

Even if only one child remains alive in this broken world, let the heavens hear that child’s laughter.

For hope must dawn upon the children.

Just like a mother’s tenderness and a mother’s ferocity. Just like the fundamental traits that separate purebloods, vampires, and humans gradually reflecting in the same mirror.

In the end, night had set, and the sun rose over the humans. But some were not so lucky. Because Arden’s face looked extremely angry, and he was doing his best to avoid her gaze.

“Finish your breakfast. Your father will drop you off at school today,” she said coldly. The children knew — judging by the dark circles under her eyes, their mother probably hadn’t slept at all after last night’s police station ordeal and the whole story of how they ended up there. But it felt like there was no end in sight, and the situation needed to calm down urgently.

“Don’t pull such a long face, Mom. It’s Leyla, you know how she is. One mistake  forgive her already,” Alperen said, throwing a fake little smile. Leyla stared blankly at him.

“Oh come on, are you suddenly pure as driven snow or something?” She turned her head toward her brother and gave him a sharp look, trying to smile: “Eat your food, little brother. You’re always in the middle of everything like the main opposition party.”

Leyla tried to smile at his words but ended up pouting again. “Don’t ride on my back then.” She kept staring at him sleepily, then suddenly grinned: “Actually you’re right — you deserve a real medal. Sneaking around and getting away with things under the radar takes real talent...”

Alperen rolled his eyes. “Oh please. I could never compete with you in that department, but just out of curiosity, little fox... what’s going to happen with that mouth of yours? Are you planning to scare everyone away without even using a weapon?”

“Bro, I’ve got a fork in my hand,” she growled. Arden frowned and turned to the kids at the same time. “What’s going on? You started again. Eyes on your plates.”

Both children muttered something and turned their heads away. Arden took a deep breath, picked up her coffee, and stood up from the table. Alperen waited, then rolled his eyes too: “Leyla, what were you planning to do with that fork? Become the first serial killer in history to blind her brother with a breakfast utensil?”

Leyla pulled a face. “What can I do... fame comes at a heavy price. Nobody else notices me anyway,” she mumbled. Alperen looked at her and smiled. “Ah... really. I can’t believe I have a fame-obsessed little sister. Don’t worry — even if normal people don’t notice you much, the station captains, the police, and the vampires definitely have you on their radar. A patrol car sees you and the guys inside go ‘yep, that’s her’ instantly.”

Leyla rolled her eyes and glanced at Alp. “You’re one to talk? Look who’s saying it. Thanks to those blond chicks of yours, it doesn’t look like I’m going to take the lead from you anytime soon. I’ve accepted I can’t beat you in this area no matter what I do.” She grinned wickedly.

“Aww, don’t be so hard on yourself. I actually admire your persistence. This time you really outdid me. Especially after those ‘artistic activities’ of yours — I bet you’ll stay ahead in the revenge rankings for a long time.”

Leyla froze. For a moment she felt like she couldn’t breathe. Then she leaned toward him quickly. “I didn’t tell Mom, but... what the hell are you doing? What do you think you’re doing, Leyla? What were those writings? Who are you trying to provoke? Who are you trying to rally? Tell me who?”

She swallowed hard. Rolled her eyes, turned her head away, then stared straight into his. “They took another one the other day,” she said. “Every day they take more. You didn’t see it, right? Of course you didn’t  because you don’t look. You’re usually busy with the fun parts. Have you ever looked into the eyes of the slaves? Did you see the hopelessness, the disappointment, the loneliness there? It doesn’t matter who says what. Until my last breath, I will stand against them. I won’t watch them break people.”

“Watch!” Alperen repeated the word with disbelief. “Watch, huh. When was the last time you witnessed the collapse of an established empire? When was the last time you heard our words actually being listened to? How loud do you think the voice of a defeated society can be? But, that doesn’t mean we stay silent. Do what you can — but don’t throw yourself into the fire for things you can’t change. Because at the end of that road, no one will be standing beside you. Why? Fear. They’re afraid because they’re right. You should be a little afraid too. You know why? Because there’s no other way to stay alive. How did we get pulled out of that police station last night? Thanks to the Hunter Union, right? And what if they hadn’t been there? What would we have done then? Tell me. Don’t put yourself in a situation where we can’t use that privilege anymore. You’ll just bring trouble on your head.”

Leyla breathed hard and fast, glaring into Alp’s eyes, fists clenched. “So the truth turns us all into cowards like this, huh? Because our voice isn’t heard, we’ll stay quiet in the face of injustice? While I’m drowning, should I just stop screaming? But I’m going to die anyway, right? That’s what they say. Since I’m going to die anyway, what’s the point of screaming?”

“EXACTLY,” Alperen said, eyes wide. “There is no point in screaming.”

Gritting her teeth, Leyla whipped her head away. “Then keep being quiet,” she muttered under her breath. Alperen unbuttoned the top button of his shirt as if he was suffocating, waited, then said in an angry tone: “Leyla.” He took a deep breath and looked at her averted face. “Listen to me,” he said, softer this time. “Living doesn’t just mean breathing. Sometimes it means remembering to smile — even in your hardest moments  just to keep hope alive. Is that what’s making you angry?”

Leyla snapped her head toward him, eyebrows furrowed. She opened her mouth to speak... then pressed her lips tightly together.

Alperen could see she was furious, practically shaking with rage. Her face had flushed red, and her hazel eyes were on the verge of spilling over. He understood her. Even if she thought he didn’t, he understood her  and everything she wanted to do better than she understood herself. But these feelings were eating her alive, and she couldn’t see it. Inside Leyla there was an immense sense of justice trying desperately to burst out, almost tearing her apart in the process. Alp had to stand in front of her. While she tried to voice her truths, he had to stop her from bringing disaster down on her own head. She had always been like this, even as a child. Alperen was forever one step behind her, watching. Sometimes he feared her recklessness. He loved her determination, yet he couldn’t help worrying. Leyla had the soul of a warrior. She carried the spirit of those fierce warrior women the fishermen told stories about women who demanded justice with every breath. He had seen it clearly while watching her, watching the things she wanted to do or was already trying to do. He had realized it long ago. Still, most of the time he couldn’t understand what she was trying to prove. What are you trying to prove, Leyla? Why are you still resisting when everyone else has stopped?

“Kids, come on, you’re going to be late.”

Their father’s voice from the doorway broke the tension. Leyla shot up from the table and dashed toward the door. “Little Fox,” Alperen muttered, rolling his eyes. He pulled a face, grabbed his bag from beside the table, and followed.

They climbed silently into the car, and finally they were on their way to school. At the end of this winding road stood the Academy — a structure so striking it could almost be called eerie. It resembled a fortress formed by two towers, grand and imposing in design. Once known as the White and Black Castle, over time the name had shifted to White Tower and Black Tower. The systems were separate. This was a day-and-night school. Leyla and Alperen were day students. Hunters and those born to hunt could at least in theory  share classes with ordinary humans, sitting among potential recruits and beginners.

But for the non-hunters, this arrangement was often unsettling. Because of the longstanding enmity between purebloods and hunters, most of them didn’t want to risk getting caught in the crossfire. So the majority simply avoided the hunters altogether. When the pureblood administration approved letting their own children attend this academy in the name of peace with the hunters, everyone had been stunned.

Yet ever since the hunters began studying here, the elites had stopped coming. Whether that was a form of silent boycott was still debated.

Night classes belonged to the time of the elites and now to the vampires. The purebloods had built this enormous school a very long time ago. On the surface it was presented as a monument to humanity, a symbol of their supposed benevolence. A prestigious institution meant to prove that elites, vampires, and humans could live and learn together in harmony. In reality, it was complete nonsense.

The school had two visible towers: one gleaming jet-black, the other built from matte white stone. And yet — irony of ironies  the White Tower housed vampires, while the Black Tower housed humans. It was almost as if they wanted to drown humans in their own darkness. As if they wanted to constantly remind them of their captivity, to make sure they never forgot that freedom now rested solely in their hands. Compared to their own twisted ideology, those rotten ideas seemed pitiful  and one always wondered whether they even realized it.

If one were to use a metaphor, some might compare them to the sun: blindingly bright, warm, scorching. Too close and you burn; too far and you freeze. They were exactly like that. They possessed the deadly allure of both moon and sun.

As they drew nearer, the towers finally came into view. By now the children had memorized every inch of the road that led here  every shimmer, every ruin hidden behind the light, and the vast emptiness beyond those ruins. The world was no longer an endless horizon. The world had become a ruin whose edges met in a finite, broken circle.

When the car reached the school gates, the massive iron bars of the fence parted slowly to either side. Students began streaming in one by one.

Barlas glanced at the kids through the rearview mirror: “Alp, you’re driving today. Behave yourselves. Don’t forget to stop by the blood bank after school. Then straight home.” The children nodded, quickly got out, and started walking toward the school building. The wind whipped both their hair around as Alp slung his bag over his shoulder with confident strides. Leyla, meanwhile, scrunched up her face and tried to button up her jacket, crossing her arms tightly before ducking inside.

If you ignored the part where she spent most of the lessons glued to the desk like a sleep-deprived koala, the day could almost be called productive. The most boring yet mandatory subject was Pureblood History. As bloody as a past could get and still somehow be considered “interesting.” If someone dreamed of becoming a serial killer, this would probably be their favorite class. Were they really the architects of all that history?

Finally lunchtime arrived. Leyla bolted out of the classroom and headed up to the second floor. There she spotted a group of girls orbiting Alperen, completely captivated by that annoyingly cheerful smile of his, clustering around him like eager puppies. She couldn’t help rolling her eyes. “Poor things,” she muttered to herself. Then she saw him. Dark hair tied back, narrowed eyes fixed on the book in his hands. Uluç — one of the senior potentials from the Hunter Clan, descended from their second ancestor. He was in the same class as her brother. Leyla could never decide whether that was good or bad, but every time she saw him she couldn’t stop herself from staring like an idiot.

“You know what? Life’s way too short to live it platonically.”

Leyla jumped at the sudden voice, turning toward it — only to have an arm thrown around her neck out of nowhere. Her eyes went wide. When she turned her head, she saw the blonde grinning wickedly beside her and immediately pulled a face.

“If you like him that much, just go talk to him, I say.”

Leyla felt suffocated all over again. “What are you even talking about, girl? You’re late again. Which galaxy did you call from this time?”

The blonde blinked rapidly and pursed her lips. “How could I abandon my best friend while she’s suffering from a hopeless crush? Where else would I go?”

“Naz. Do you have a fever or something? Or did you finally decide to get a master’s degree in talking nonsense?”

Naz leaned in with a sly expression and whispered: “Never mind all that  last night your mask slipped. You caused quite a scene again. Did you at least succeed?”

Leyla took a deep breath, scrunched her face again, pursed her lips, then gave her a cold stare. “Did it make the newspapers? Did it hit the news? How do you manage to know everything and just blurt it out like that?”

“You know how it is. Stuff like this doesn’t stay hidden for long. If you’re thinking about the slaves this much, the Purebloods might start thinking about you soon too. I’d lay low if I were you.”

“Then maybe you shouldn’t be seen with me so much. You know we’re not exactly loved. Not even by our own kind, unfortunately. Don’t let them turn on you too.”

Leyla rolled her eyes and started walking. Naz smiled brightly and threw her arm around Leyla’s neck again. “Hey, don’t be so cold. I got over that phase last year, you know. You’ll get over it too, don’t worry.”

Leyla shot her a crooked smile. Naz was probably the only real friend Leyla had in this school. She wasn’t a hunter. That was exactly why Leyla kept trying to keep her at arm’s length  but Naz clung to her like an octopus and refused to let go.

Because of it, she’d even been scolded or warned by other students a few times. But Naz wasn’t the type to listen to anyone else’s rules. Known for her devil-may-care attitude, when it came to Leyla she simply didn’t give a damn what people said. She spent most of her time hanging around hunters anyway. She preferred being herself over following orders, directives, or pressure. She didn’t care what the consequences might be. Maybe that was exactly why Leyla felt comfortable around her. She knew a genuine smile and a friend’s greeting weren’t things you traded for millions.

As the girls headed down the stairs, Alp watched them from behind. When he turned his head, his gaze suddenly landed on Uluç. The other boy gave a small nod and a smile in greeting — but it didn’t feel particularly friendly. Alp didn’t even bother returning the gesture. He rolled his eyes, shot a hard look back, and quickly continued on his way. Behind him, Uluç’s lips curved into a slow, quiet smile.

Despite all its gloom, the Day Class still belonged to humans. There was even a large, luxuriously designed gym built specifically for the hunters to prepare for their own training sessions. According to the curriculum, the space was supposed to be closed off  but
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