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"In the darkness, we find our truth. In the truth, we face our fears."
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Dedication​

To those who seek power, remember that true strength lies not in the throne, but in the heart that wears the crown. May the pursuit of power never come at the cost of one’s soul



introduction

In a world where the boundaries between reality and imagination blur, extraordinary beings and profound mysteries intertwine with everyday life. Here, stories of courage, discovery, and the unyielding spirit of adventure unfold against a backdrop of wonder and peril. As you delve into these pages, prepare to embark on a journey through uncharted territories of the mind and soul, where every turn reveals new truths and every character's destiny is shaped by choices both great and small. Welcome to a universe where imagination reigns supreme, and the impossible becomes possible.
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Prologue
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The moon cast its silvery glow upon the kingdom, illuminating the mist-shrouded castle. Its towering walls stood imposing and foreboding, pulsing with an otherworldly energy in the throne room.

At the center, the throne gleamed darkly in the moonlight, a serpent symbol etched into its crown, its eyes seeming to gleam with intent. The moon's rays danced across the castle's highest points, casting an ethereal glow over the scene.

Behind the throne, an unseen shadow loomed—its presence felt but not seen, a darkness seeping into the very fabric of the palace. Soldiers stood guard, their eyes fixed on the castle and the kingdom beyond. As yellow lanterns flickered, casting fleeting light, they caught glimpses of their symbol of power.

Outside, the forest beckoned. Mist-shrouded trees stretched like skeletal fingers reaching for the sky. Two figures hid behind a tree, their breathing heavy, as if they'd been fleeing for their lives. The footsteps of dry leaves crunched beneath them, and the haunting calls of an owl and a bat echoed through the night.

The moon’s rays fell  on Adam and Eve—two souls caught in the shadows of a coming storm.



Chapter one

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Eternal embrace

[image: ]


“I don’t feel comfortable standing here, Andrew,” Veronica whispered, her voice trembling. “We should get on the move. We risk being caught.”

The young man, Andrew— has a tan skin tone, with a tall, lean statue, a strong jawline, and piercing eyes  —looked at the  tense woman behind him. She was Veronica, with a warm or neutral skin tone, blonde hair, and a slim build body, with a worried expression, her belly slightly swollen

Andrew glanced down at her belly, then back into the darkness ahead. “I know,” he replied . “But with your condition, moving too often makes you even more vulnerable. Not to forget my baby.” His eyes cast forward. “We can’t risk running out of energy, especially since I can’t feed on you. Not until it’s absolutely necessary—I won’t use my speed.”

He sighed, gently hugging Veronica, trying to keep her calm. “You’ll be fine. Trust me.”

Suddenly, Andrew’s eyes flickered with surprise, and he stiffened, his hands gripping Veronica’s shoulders. 

“What is it, Andrew? Have they reached our position?” Veronica asked urgently.

Andrew clenched his teeth. “Yes, I’m afraid so.”

“Let’s get moving,” Andrew ordered. Veronica quickly climbed onto his back. With a burst of incredible speed, Andrew vanished into the night, leaves rustling behind him.

“Hurry up! They’re catching up to us!” Veronica shouted as the chase grew closer. Behind them, six figures, slightly slower than Andrew, pursued relentlessly.

“Everyone knew Andrew was the strongest among all Dracula descendants,” muttered Albert, a tall, dark and  masculine man. “We must catch him.”

The others nodded, as they increased their speed.

“You won’t be moving for long,” Albert sneered. “Andrew, you’re a disgrace to the Arizona kingdom. Your child is a symbol of that disgrace. We’ll take care of that thing in your wife—mark my words—you won’t rule Arizona!”

Loudly, Albert laughed, his voice booming as the others joined in, reveling in their pursuit.

Andrew moved at top speed, Veronica clutching tightly. She looked back, her breathing ragged.

“Andrew, do something! They’re catching up!” she gasped.

“Hold tight,” Andrew said calmly. Ahead of them, a large cave loomed. He streaked towards it, turning sharply into the darkness and darting beside the entrance.

“They’re all tired,” Albert’s voice echoed as he and his soldiers arrived. “He’s got nowhere to hide now.” Shots were fired, but Andrew and Veronica vanished into the shadows just in time.

A far distance from the cave, Andrew pressed his hand to his forehead, his glowing eyes revealing his focus.

“What did you do? They seem far away,” Veronica asked breathlessly.

Andrew’s voice was steady. “I froze time when I reached the caves. They thought I was still there because nothing was moving. I then pushed my speed to the maximum, and now we’re safe.”

Leaves swirled in the air as they disappeared deeper into the darkness.

Inside the forest, Albert and his six companions moved swiftly, their feet barely touching the ground.

Suddenly Andrew stopped and closed his eyes  “relax my dear” Andrew said the two laid down on the grass a road tarmaked infront of them. The wind grew sronger and veronica upon turning around saw albert  and his crew approaching 

alberts commanding voice echoed “I can’t sense Andrew’s power,” Albert muttered, his brow furrowing. “But I can sense Veronica’s blood up ahead. Let’s hurry.”

They passed Andrew and veronica and reached the highway, where they halted in the middle of the road.

Veronica listened keenly as albert gave his instruction Andrew looked around and saw a cave 

“We just missed them,” one of the men said, glancing down the empty street. “We’d better get moving, Albert. The princes won’t be pleased.”

Albert nodded grimly. “You guys go ahead. Food has arrived.” He pointed at a distant car, its headlights cutting through the darkness. 

The others vanished into the forest, leaving Albert behind. 

A black old Chevrolet, driven by a middle-aged man with a weathered face and a country music tune playing  from the radio, approached in speed. As the car drew near and finally stopped, the tires screeched against the road, and the man seemed to struggle to halt the vehicle.

Just in front of Albert’s smiling face, the car finally came to a halt.

“Is everything okay, sir?” asked the man, stepping out of his car.

“Yes, it will be just fine,” replied Albert, revealing two sharp, jaw-like teeth that protruded from his top jaw.

The man’s eyes widened in terror. “Ooooh, noooo!” he screamed, dumbfounded and scared. He started running back toward his car. Albert moved in top speed and bites the mans neck veronica cried but Andrew covered her mouth 

Albert, having just drained the man’s blood and left him lifeless on the road, wiped his mouth clean. His teeth disappeared, and he pulled out his phone.

“Hello, Melvic,” Albert said into the device.

“Is everything okay?” asked Melvic—a man who looked exactly like Andrew but bore a distinctive mark on his ear.

“Yes, we’re still pursuing your brother, my prince. Just relax. We’ll catch them sooner than later. Got to go. Bye,” Albert replied, then hung up and swiftly re-entered the forest.

“I saw a cave lets go” Andrew said grabbing veronica’s hand the two walked towards the cave 

Andrew lit up a fire place and veronica joined him

“sorry you had to see that” he said 

“who would have thought your own twin brother could have changed and turn against you” veronica said 

Andrew sighed staring at the fire “I guess people change and for my brother Melvic he changed for the worst” he grabbed veronica hands “but dot worry he can have it all I have what I have  always wanted you and our baby he can keep the kingdom” he concluded the two hugged each other tightly

Veronica stood up and went near the stone, Andrew woke up and saw her lost in mind 

“What do you think will become of us?” Veronica asked, her voice filled with worry.

“I don’t know, baby,” Andrew replied. “But I will do anything to protect you and our little one.”

“Will our son turn out like you? Will he hide from the sun and feed on humans, like your heritage?” Veronica asked, her eyes searching his face.

Andrew shook his head. “No. He’ll be a different kind of species. Half you, half me. He’ll have my strength and power, but how he feeds will depend on what his body needs.”

Veronica looked at him curious. “How?”

Andrew reached out and gently covered her mouth with his hand, surprising her.

“Quiet,” he whispered. “We have guests.”

“Is that Albert and his colleagues?” Veronica asked anxiously, glancing around the cavern.

“No, we can’t come out during the day,” Andrew said, his teeth elongating slightly as he prepared to shift. His teeth extended into sharp points, a reminder of his dangerous nature. Andrew was prepared for a fight. Veronica hid behind him, trembling. Suddenly, a massive creature—a beast with claws and fangs—appeared from behind a rocky corridor, roaring fiercely.

“Baby, what are we going to do?” Veronica whispered, panic in her voice.

“Stay calm,” Andrew said firmly. “Let me handle this.”

The beast charged, its claws raised to strike. Andrew’s teeth elongated, glowing with a white energy that shimmered around his body. The creature lunged, but Andrew dodged skillfully, grabbing its tail and throwing it against the wall, causing the cave to shake.

The beast recovered and charged again, claws flashing. Andrew caught its claws, wrestling fiercely. It tried to bite him, but he kept its head at bay, moving at lightning speed.

He bit through its neck, blood pouring out, until suddenly—

“Andrew! No!” Veronica shouted, horrified.
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THE STREETS OF THE Arizona  kingdom were narrow and shadowy, lit only by flickering lanterns and crimson crystals that cast an eerie glow. Tall, gothic buildings lined the alleyways, their stone facades weathered and covered in twisting vines. At the center stood a grand mansion, its iron gates creaking open to reveal a dark, opulent interior. Inside, the walls were decorated with ancient tapestries and glowing runes, leading into a chamber, guards patrolled the stately halls.

Melvic, wearing a regal crown and gown, entered a chamber resembling a court. Several men were gathered—five men seated around a long table, with a noble sitting prominently between the high throne and the others.

Melvic took his place at the left of this noble figure, Queen Ashley, who sat beside him.

“Is it necessary for us to go after the prince?” asked Queen Elizabeth, sitting to the right.

“The first prince went against our rules and regulations,” declared the first man, a stern figure with a commanding voice.

“He impregnated an earthling—a girl who’s an outcast,” added the second man, frowning.

“He had his choice,” Queen Ashley said, crossing her arms. “He could have submitted to us, been fed, and destroyed her baby.”

“Try to put yourself in his shoes,” Zendaya, a woman with a fierce gaze, spoke passionately. “He’s protecting his family. Sometimes, laws are meant to be broken. We must understand that.”

Queen Elizabeth shook her head. “Killing an innocent being is pointless. I see no reason for this motion.”

“Oh, Queen Elizabeth,” Ashley said loudly, “he can’t bring an antidracula into the family. Do you want to change our lineage?”

Both women stood, their voices rising in anger.

“Order!” commanded the king, his voice commanding. “What do the royal advisors say?”

Stanley, the wise and cautious advisor, spoke with a serious tone. “My lord, I love the royal prince, but we must consider the facts. Leaving the prince out there adds a risk of discovery. He would be half-human, half-vampire—weak, vulnerable. According to our laws, only full vampires can inherit the throne. I say we catch him and wipe him from the horizon of Arizona.”

Murmurs spread through the chamber as the others debated.

The first man nodded. “Andrew came first. Even though they are twins, Andrew is the rightful heir. Melvic can only become king if Andrew is dead or incapable of ruling.”

Queen Ashley added sharply, “And the wife your son is bringing—she must be turned into a full vampire. That’s why Andrew ran away.”

One of the men finally spoke. “Our only option is to capture Andrew and his pregnant wife, then eliminate her and the baby. But remember—Andrew is incredibly strong now.”

The king looked around at all assembled, then stood tall.

“Let’s vote tomorrow,” he announced. “Everyone, rest and reflect. The dark side and the bright side of the decision will be revealed tomorrow. Then, we will act.”

As the chamber emptied, the two queens followed the king, while Melvic lingered behind .and looked at the throne smiled and left 

Melvic arrived a chamber and found the king was pacing nervously in his. His son, Melvic, entered, flanked by his two wives—Queen Ashley and Queen Elizabeth—who sat silently on the bed.

The king stopped and looked at them. “I wanted you to hear this first,” he announced.

“What is it, Father?” Melvic asked.

“I want to forgive my son and bring him back. I’ve already summoned the general to find him. He’s my son, and your family. We must accept this new dawn,” the king declared.

“Thank you, Father,” Melvic said, hugging his father. He then looked at Queen Ashley with a sheepish smile and quietly left the room.
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INSIDE A BUSTLING CIA headquarters in Nashville, Ryan, a middle-aged man with a serious demeanor, stood in his office, gazing intently at a large drawing pinned on the wall. The diagram showed six photographs, each one a vital clue. A knock at the door interrupted his thoughts.

“Come in, please,” Ryan called out. The door opened, and a woman named Mercy entered, holding a thick file in her hands.

“Sir, we have a lead on the case,” she announced, handing him the file.

Ryan turned, surprised. “Any leads, Mercy?”

They both left his office and entered a conference room where seven other agents waited, standing in anticipation.

“What do we have?” Ryan asked, taking a seat at the head of the table.

Mercy replied, “The drug deal is expected to happen today at a warehouse in Bronxville, outside the city.”

“And where did we find this lead?” Ryan pressed, eyes narrowing.

“Actually, sir, it was posted on facebok channel—one of Clifford’s own operatives in the network,” Mercy explained.

Ryan frowned, skeptical. “That’s not credible enough. What if it’s a trap?”

Mercy looked disappointed. Ryan studied his monitor, considering another approach. “You know how Clifford operates—he’s tricky. We need a more reliable lead. Find another.”

One of the officers nodded. “But sir, we’ve been tracking him for a long time. This could be our perfect chance.”

Ryan hesitated, then shook his head. “No, this seems too easy. Clifford is clever. We’ll look for another lead. That’s an order. Any questions?”

Silence. Ryan stood up. “Good. Dismissed.”

Ryan sat in his office, deep in thought. Mercy entered and sat across from him.

“Sir, why have you been so anguished this morning?” Mercy asked

Ryan sighed. “We sent Amole undercover, and he’s been missing for months. The bosses are giving me headaches. Do you want me to relax?”

Mercy looked concerned. “What do you think happened?”

“I don’t know,” Ryan admitted. “But we’re not dealing with an amateur. Whoever this is—he’s very mature, very clever. He’s covering his tracks, and I’ll find him.”

His phone rang, and Mercy quietly left, stealing a glance at Ryan with a faint smile.

“Hello, baby, how are you?” Ryan asked 

“I'm fine, I miss you,” Brenda’s voice came through, lively and cheerful, from a café.

“Are you busy? Will you be late?” Ryan asked, worry creeping into his voice.

“No, just girls’ day out. I’ll be home before you know it. Love you, bye,” Brenda said before hanging up.

At the café, Brenda was with her friends, Celestine and others, talking and laughing.

“Brenda always gets lucky—her husband checks up on her every chance he gets,” Celestine said.

“Yes, she’s so lucky,” Brenda replied with a smile. Suddenly, a car horn sounded outside.

“That’s him,” Celestine whispered.

Brenda grabbed her handbag quickly. “Gotta go, guys! Bye!” she exclaimed, rushing outside.

She entered a sleek black sedan, where a young man sat in the driver’s seat. Brenda leaned over to the back, another lady waiting for her and kissed her.

“Hi, Marceline. Can’t wait—let’s go hiking!” Brenda giggled, and they drove off, making plans and exchanging sweet kisses.



Chapter two
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Ryan had his coat on and was leaving the CIA premises, but he was stopped by Mercy.  

“Leaving early, I see,” said Mercy.  

“Yes, I need to think. What do you have here?” asked Ryan.  

“This is the latest drug test from the lab on the dead body we found downstate,” Mercy said, handing Ryan a white document.  

“Yes, it says we are dealing with an increased new form of drug and drug load. They found an abolish substance, and upon further investigation, it proved to be an enhanced form of coke. I thought you should know,” Mercy concluded. Ryan’s eyes pillowed on the document.  

“Okay,” he said, handing her the document. “Brief me more tomorrow. Got to go.” Ryan entered his car and drove away. Inside, he dialed Brenda’s number and called her.

Brenda was in the company of Marceline and another guy, all naked, kissing, touching, and in curiosity bed. Brenda was kissing Marceline and the same guy who was driving. Clifford was having sex with Marceline, while Marceline was going down on Brenda, who was sniffing a blue substance. The room was filled with moaning and smoke. Brenda didn’t see Ryan’s calls, ryan Sighed  heavily  

Ryan arrived home and found his two daughters—one 14 years old, the other about 6. They ran and hugged him as he unpacked his car.  

“My two princesses, is the queen home?” Ryan asked, kissing them.  

“No, Dad. Mom is not back,” said Clara, the oldest.  Said

“Okay, hold on. i Call her,” Ryan said , picking up his phone and calling Brenda. But Brenda, busy sniffing the blue cocaine, was startled when her phone rang, and the blue substance fell on her collar.  

“Hey, hello, beb. Sorry, I was in a hold-up with the girls,  but I’m on my way. Just wait 5 minutes. I’ll be back from the supermarket,” Brenda said, surprising Ryan.  

“Beb, you said you were with your friends?” Ryan asked, confused.  

“Oh, sorry, beb. I meant I’ll pass the market,” Brenda replied.  

“We did every shopping last Monday; we’re stacked. Just come home,” Ryan said.  

“Okay, I’m on my way,” Brenda said, hanging up. She stood up, got dressed, and left Clifford and Marceline, who smiled at each other.

Brenda is back arrived home and found Ryan cooking the girls seating across from  him. She  hugged them but the  husband, who smelt the strange substance on his wife and saw the blue substance. Ryan stunned while Brenda proceeded upstairs into the bedroom.
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BACK INSIDE THE CHAMBER, everyone was seated, except Melvic and Queen Ashley.  

Inside the kitchen, Augustine, the store manager, also managed the servants and everything in the kitchen.  

“Come on! I need the snacks ready to take to the chamber. Let’s hurry up!” Augustine said as some servants left, holding a tray of snacks.  

They arrived at the chamber and served everyone. The king called Augustine and whispered to his ear. Augustine nodded and walked away.  

Augustine moved
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