
If anyone ever reads this, know that we were real.
We loved. We fought. We survived longer than we should have.
And in the end... we simply faded into history.
––––––––
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    To my family, my friends, and the readers who walk these pages with me.
For those who remind us that even in a world full of strange turns, long nights, and uncertain paths, the people we share the journey with are what make the story worth telling.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Immortality is not the burden people believe it to be.The burden is memory.To remember the world as it was…long after everyone else has forgotten."

      

    

Chapter1 : The Last Chronicler

The quiet ache of being the last one left is difficult to describe.

It is the sensation of standing in a vast, silent library where all the other readers have gone home, except the library is your entire world, and home is a place that no longer exists.

It is the weight of memory becoming a duty.

Of loving people who will outlive you, or whom you will outlive, and knowing that either way, someone is left holding the grief.

Immortality is often imagined as youth that never fades. Endless nights. Endless strength. Endless possibilities.

The truth is far less dramatic.

Immortality is witnessing.

You watch.

You remember.

You endure.

And eventually you realize that memory itself becomes the last fragile thread tying a vanished world to the present.

If no one remembers, then it is as though it never existed at all.

That is why I write.



The archives of the Society of Shadows sit beneath a city that never knew they existed until a few years ago.

Once we were called the Council of Vampires.

That was before secrecy became impossible. Before the world learned that the monsters in its folklore had never truly been myths.

After the Eclipse, after the wars, after everything that followed, the Council changed. We became something quieter and perhaps more honest.

The Society of Shadows.

Our purpose is no longer control. It is preservation.

The archives stretch farther underground than most people would expect. Rows of climate sealed vaults line the stone corridors. Inside them are centuries of records that once determined the fate of entire vampire clans.

Now they wait patiently for historians.

For people like me.

I sit at a long table made of dark walnut that is older than most countries. The surface is scarred with the faint marks of centuries of work. A thin laptop rests beside stacks of parchment, brittle scrolls, and leather bound ledgers whose pages have grown delicate with time.

Across the hall several other archivists work quietly.

Some are vampires.

Some are human familiars who volunteered to assist the Society after the supernatural world was revealed. Many of them were scholars before they ever learned the truth. Historians, linguists, archivists. People who already understood the value of preserving the past.

The room is silent except for the soft rustling of paper and the occasional tapping of keyboards.

It reminds me of a monastery.

Not in faith, but in purpose.

We are caretakers of memory.

I carefully flatten a page that was written nearly three hundred years ago. The ink has faded to a gentle brown, but the handwriting remains steady and elegant.

The document is a council transcript from the late eighteenth century. A dispute between two vampire houses over feeding territories along the Baltic coast.

Once such disputes could start wars.

Now they are historical curiosities.

I position the page beneath the scanner and activate the digitization program. The machine hums quietly as it captures the fragile text in precise detail.

On the screen beside me the document appears in sharp digital clarity.

Another piece of history rescued from time.

Another voice that will not vanish.

I record the catalog information and add my notes to the archive database. The system has grown massive over the past decade. Thousands of records, personal accounts, and political documents from across the centuries now exist in digital form.

The work is slow.

But it matters.

Because every day there are fewer of us left to remember.

I glance at the population registry displayed on the side monitor. The Society tracks it carefully now.

The number updates every few weeks.

For a long time it barely changed.

Then the departures began.

First dozens.

Then hundreds.

Now thousands.

Many left with Lilith when the passage between worlds opened. Others followed Kaleth into realms beyond this one. Some simply disappeared into the wilderness and never returned.

And some chose a different ending.

I have seen it happen more times than I care to count.

A vampire stands beneath the morning sky. They look toward the rising sun with the quiet expression of someone who has already made peace with their decision.

Then they step forward.

Light does the rest.

No struggle. No resistance.

Just dust and silence.

It is a strange thing to watch a species end.

There is no final battle. No dramatic collapse. Just absence.

Empty seats in council chambers.

Silent houses that once held entire clans.

Names in the registry that quietly stop updating.

I return my attention to the documents before me.

If I dwell on the numbers for too long, the weight of them becomes difficult to carry.

Instead I work.

Scroll after scroll. Journal after journal. Personal diaries from immortals who once believed their stories would last forever.

In a way they will.

Because I am writing them down.

I pause for a moment and look around the archive hall.

The others continue their work in silence. A young human archivist carefully photographs a medieval treaty. An older vampire translates a Latin manuscript with patient concentration.

The room feels almost peaceful.

And yet beneath that calm there is a shared understanding that none of us speak aloud.

We are not just preserving history.

We are recording the final chapters of a civilization.

I open a fresh document on my screen.

For a long time I simply stare at the empty page.

Then I begin to type.

Chronicle of the Final Age

Recorded by Sarah.

Formerly Emma.

Witness to the passing of the vampire world.

If someone finds this record centuries from now, I hope they understand something important.

We were not monsters.

We were not legends.

We were simply people who lived longer than most.

And like all people, eventually we reached the end of our story.

So I will begin where all honest histories should begin.

At the moment when everything started to change.
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Chapter 2 : Emma
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Before I was Sarah, I was Emma.

That name feels smaller when I look back on it now, like an old photograph that has faded at the edges. It belonged to a frightened girl who did not yet understand the strange turns life was about to take.

Most people imagine that becoming part of the supernatural world must have begun with terror.

In truth, it began with escape.

I was very young when I ran away from home. Younger than any child should ever have to make that decision. The house I left behind was not a place of warmth or safety. It was a place of shouting voices, slammed doors, and the dull ache of realizing that the people who were supposed to protect you sometimes become the very thing you need protecting from.

Children do not leave home lightly. They leave when staying hurts more than the unknown.

I remember the night clearly. The sky had that deep, endless darkness that only exists after midnight. I packed what little I could carry into a small bag and slipped out through the back door while the house slept.

At that moment I believed I was alone in the world.

I was wrong.

For hours I wandered without direction, moving through streets that grew quieter as the night deepened. The cold settled into my bones. Every passing car made my heart jump. I had no plan beyond putting distance between myself and the place I had come from.

Eventually the
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