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“They came back.”

A Note on This Document

The notebook you are holding was discovered tucked inside the lining of a travel trunk at a rural estate sale. The trunk's owner is unknown. The estate had been unoccupied for some years. The notebook itself shows evidence of considerable field use — water staining on several pages, a burn mark along the lower right corner of the final section, and what appears to be a dark smear across the inside back cover that no one in the office has been willing to examine closely.

The handwriting throughout is consistent, though it grows notably more urgent in the later entries. Annotations appear in at least two different inks, suggesting the author returned to earlier pages to add observations — or warnings — after the fact.

We have transcribed the contents as faithfully as possible. Where text was illegible, we have indicated this. Where the author crossed something out, we have included the struck text, as it often seems important. Where the author drew illustrations, we have provided descriptions, as the sketches themselves were too faint to reproduce.

We do not know who wrote this. We do not know if they are still alive. We have chosen to publish it because the information contained herein seems — despite everything — like something people ought to know.

Read it carefully. The author clearly wished they had had it sooner.

— The Editors

Entry the First — October, late. The mountains east of V——.

First Sighting. What I Thought I Saw.

I did not believe in them before tonight. I want to be clear about that, because I think it matters. I was a skeptic. I had read the folklore, the traveler's tales, the dubious accounts in the pamphlets sold at the market in B——. I had considered all of it nonsense.

Then I saw the eyes.

Two points of red light, approximately fifteen feet above the ground and perhaps a quarter mile distant. At first I thought — lanterns. A shepherd, perhaps, or a late traveler. But lanterns do not move like that. They do not rise smoothly to twenty feet, pause, and then descend again without any sound. Lanterns do not blink.

The glow was not a reflection. I was certain of this. The sky was overcast; there was nothing to reflect. The light came from within the eyes themselves.

I stood very still. I have since learned that this was, entirely by accident, the correct response. At the time, I was simply too frightened to move.

After a period I cannot accurately estimate — fear does something to one's sense of time — the eyes moved away to the north. I heard nothing. Not a wing-beat, not a footfall. Whatever carried those eyes moved through the dark forest in complete silence.

	Note, added later —

The silence is not incidental. It is deliberate. I have since confirmed that the Vampire Dragon's wing membranes produce significantly less sound than those of common dragons. It chooses to be quiet. It is very good at it.



I came back the next morning. I found the clearing where it had stood. The grass was scorched in a rough circle, the soil beneath cracked as if by sustained heat. Three large pine trees at the clearing's edge had been stripped of bark to a height of twelve feet.

	[ Sketch ]

Rough sketch of the clearing — the burn pattern, the stripped pines. Done at dawn, hand still shaking. Note the marks in the soil — four-toed, like a dragon's but deeper, the impressions narrow-edged. Whatever this is, it stands differently than the common dragon.



	IMPORTANT —

The claw marks in the soil. Deep but precise. Not the gouging of a creature landing heavily — more like something choosing where to place its weight. Deliberate. Thoughtful. This is not a simple beast.



Entry the Second — Three nights later. Same range, further north.

On the Matter of What It Is

I have been doing research. I will record what I have found, and also what I suspect, and also what I cannot yet explain but feel in my bones to be true.

The creature belongs to the dragon family — the size, the tracks, the scorched earth, the general shape of the thing I glimpsed before it turned away from me on the second night (yes, I went back). But it is not a dragon in the way I have previously understood dragons. Something has happened to it. Something old.

What the old accounts say:

There are references, in texts I had previously dismissed as pure mythology, to a creature called by various names — the Sanguine Wyrm, the Hollow Drake, the Crimson Shadow. The accounts are scattered across centuries and geographies and do not always agree with each other. But certain details recur:


—  It was once a true dragon. Something changed it.

—  It does not eat. It drinks.

—  Its eyes glow in darkness. No source of light required.

—  It is very, very old.



I think it is a dragon that has been cursed. Some old witch's doing, perhaps, or a wizard's experiment gone wrong.

(No. That is the wrong framing entirely. See later entries. The truth is stranger.)

The right word, I have come to believe, is Vampire Dragon. Two things, fused. Not a curse. Not an experiment. A transformation — violent, catastrophic, and apparently permanent — that occurs when a very old true dragon and a very old true vampire come into contact under very specific conditions.

How specific? I am still working that out. I hope to work it out before it works me out first.

	Sketch note:

Drew what I remember of its silhouette against the sky. The wings are wrong — wider at the tip than a common dragon, the membrane thinner. It looked, for just a moment, like a stained glass window with the light coming through from behind.



	[ Sketch ]

Silhouette sketch — the creature against low cloud cover. Wings backlit by moonlight; the vein-structure visible through the membrane as dark tracery. Longer neck than expected. The tail curves upward at the tip, unlike any dragon variety I have previously studied.



Entry the Third — Two weeks on. I have found the lair.

The Lair. I Should Not Have Gone Inside.

I found the entrance by smell, which is a sentence I could not have imagined writing six months ago. The scent is — specific. Iron, yes, the way a butcher's block smells on a warm day. But under that: volcanic stone, cold rain on old rock, and something else entirely that I do not have words for. Something that is not quite a smell and not quite a feeling but something in between.

The entrance is a narrow cleft in the rock face, wider than it looks from outside. I squeezed through with my pack. I should not have done this. I did it anyway.

The tunnel descends steeply. Forty feet, perhaps fifty. The rock walls are smooth — not worked smooth, but worn smooth, by repeated passage over what must be a very long time. How long does it take to wear granite smooth? I do not want to think about it.

	Note:

Brought a lantern. The flame behaved strangely the deeper I went — burning lower, almost blue, as if the air itself was different. I have since read that this occurs near concentrations of what scholars call ley line energy. I did not know that then. I thought the lantern was running out of oil. It was full.



The inner chamber is large. Larger than the entrance suggests — the tunnel opens abruptly into a space perhaps sixty feet across, with a ceiling lost in darkness above me. The floor is warm to the touch. Volcanic activity below, I think.

And then there are the bones.

They are arranged. I cannot say this clearly enough. They are not scattered, not piled — they are laid out in patterns on the cave floor, curving lines and concentrations that mean something, I am sure of it, if I only knew the language. The bones of deer, of cattle, of larger things I could not identify. All of them clean. Not gnawed or cracked — simply emptied, like vessels someone has washed and set aside.

	[ Sketch ]

Attempted sketch of the bone patterns — several curving lines radiating from a central point, with denser arrangements at certain intervals. Cannot do it justice. The pattern had the feeling of a map, or a calendar, or something else entirely that I lack the framework to name.



	LEAVE. NOW.

I wrote this to myself in the margin when I heard the sound from somewhere deeper in the rock. A low vibration — not quite sound, more like pressure. Like the cave itself was breathing. I left. Quickly. I believe I was not seen. I believe this.



I set up camp two miles away and sat with my back against a boulder until dawn. I will return. But perhaps with better preparation.

The bone patterns. I keep thinking about the bone patterns. Someone — something — made those with intention. What does a Vampire Dragon remember, over thousands of years? What does it keep track of?

Entry the Fourth — Back at the inn. Fingers still cold.

Appearance. A Closer Look Than I Wanted.

It came to me this time. I want to be very clear about that.

I was sitting at the edge of the treeline, making notes by the light of a hooded lantern — I keep the hood mostly closed now, out of caution — when I became aware that the silence around me had changed. There are sounds in a night forest: insects, the occasional bird, the wind. Those sounds had stopped. Not gradually. All at once.

I looked up from my notebook.

It was standing at the opposite edge of the clearing. It had not made a sound arriving there. It was simply — present, the way a piece of darkness becomes a shape when your eyes adjust.

What it looks like, recorded as accurately as I can manage:

Size: Enormous. Larger than the illustrations in any natural history text I have consulted. Head alone at roughly the height of a tall man's shoulders from the ground, with a long neck, a longer body, a tail that curled away into shadow behind it. I could not see the full wingspan from where I sat.

Color: Black. Not dark green or dark brown or dark red — black. The scales caught no light. It looked like something cut out of the night air. The edges of the scales had a faint luminescence, a deep crimson glow, most visible along the neck and the curve
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