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The Gentleman’s Thirst

Chapter 1 – A Taste Remembered
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The city had forgotten how to breathe.

Or perhaps it was only him.

From the tall, narrow window of his study, the world below seemed distant—blurred by fog and time and the quiet indifference of passing years. Gaslight flickered against damp cobblestone, casting long, trembling shadows that stretched like reaching fingers across the street. Carriages were fewer now. Voices softer. Even the night itself felt... restrained.

He preferred it that way.

Stillness was discipline.

Silence was control.

And control—above all else—was survival.

He stood with one hand resting lightly against the glass, gloved fingers unmoving, as though he feared even the smallest motion might fracture something fragile within him. The reflection staring back was composed, immaculate. Dark hair, precisely arranged. High collar, unblemished. Not a thread out of place. Not a breath wasted.

A gentleman.

Always a gentleman.

It had taken him years to perfect the illusion.

Decades, perhaps.

Time had a way of dissolving into itself when one stopped measuring it in days.

Behind him, the room remained steeped in shadows. Shelves lined with books no longer written. A fireplace long gone cold. A decanter untouched, its contents irrelevant to a man who no longer drank what others did. Everything in its place. Everything preserved.

Everything... controlled.

Except—

His fingers tightened, almost imperceptibly, against the glass.

There it was again.

Not pain.

Not quite.

A sensation, subtle at first. A tightening deep within his chest, as though something ancient had stirred in its sleep and now shifted, restless, remembering. It had begun days ago—no, longer. A whisper of something he had long ago buried beneath ritual and restraint.

He had dismissed it.

At first.

A mistake.

The sensation deepened now, spreading slowly, like ink in water. Not sharp, not violent—worse. Familiar. Intimate. It moved through him with quiet certainty, settling into the spaces he had so carefully emptied over the years.

Hunger.

His jaw tensed.

“No,” he said softly, the word barely more than breath.

It had been years.

Years since he had felt it like this—uninvited, ungoverned. He had learned to exist without it, or rather, above it. Refined it into something distant. Manageable. A dull ache at most, easily quieted, easily ignored.

He had made himself... better than it.

Hadn’t he?

The question lingered longer than he liked.

He turned from the window at last, the movement smooth, deliberate. Each step measured as he crossed the room, the soft echo of polished shoes against wood the only sound that dared exist here. His hand brushed the back of a chair, grounding himself in something tangible, something present.

Control was not a state.

It was a practice.

A ritual.

One he would not abandon simply because something within him had decided to remember what it once was.

He reached the small table near the hearth, where a crystal glass sat waiting, untouched. For a moment, he regarded it—not with temptation, but with calculation. The dark liquid inside caught what little light there was, gleaming faintly.

A solution.

A compromise.

A lie.

His fingers hovered just above it before withdrawing.

No.

Not yet.

He would not yield so easily. Not to something that had once nearly unmade him.

His gaze drifted, unbidden, to the far wall—where a portrait hung, half-concealed by shadow. The figure within it was blurred by time, features softened by age and distance. But he remembered. He always remembered.

That had been the last time.

The last time he had allowed hunger to become something more than a whisper.

The last time it had taken.

The room seemed colder suddenly.

He looked away.

“Control,” he murmured, more firmly now.

The word settled into the silence like a command.

And for a moment—just a moment—it worked.

The sensation dulled. Receded. Not gone, but quieter, as though it had chosen to wait rather than fight. Patient. Knowing.

It had always been patient.

He exhaled slowly, steadying himself.

There were methods. Structures. He had built an existence around them. Carefully curated habits designed to keep him distant from anything that might awaken what lay beneath. He did not wander without purpose. Did not indulge without necessity. Did not allow curiosity to become attachment.

He did not... feel.

Not in the way he once had.

It was cleaner this way.

Safer.

And yet—

The thought came uninvited, unwelcome.

Empty.

His expression did not change.

But something behind it shifted.

He turned sharply, crossing the room once more, this time toward the door. The decision formed not from impulse, but from instinct honed over years of quiet vigilance.

Movement.

He needed movement.

Stillness, tonight, was too loud.

The corridor beyond his study stretched long and dim, lit only by a few carefully placed lamps. The house was vast, older than most who passed it realized, its walls steeped in a history that did not belong to the living. It suited him. Seclusion without suspicion. Presence without attention.

He descended the staircase without sound.

By the time he reached the front door, the hunger had shifted again—not gone, never gone—but... focused.

That was new.

His hand paused on the handle.

Focused.

As though it had found direction.

A target.

His eyes narrowed slightly.

“That,” he said under his breath, “is unacceptable.”

And yet, he opened the door.

The night air greeted him cool and damp, carrying with it the muted pulse of the city beyond. He stepped out, closing the door behind him with quiet finality, and for a moment, he simply stood there—listening.

To the wind.

To the distant echo of footsteps.

To the rhythm of a world that still moved, still breathed, still lived.

And beneath it—

There.

A thread.

So faint it might have been imagined.

So precise it could not be.

His body stilled, every sense sharpening in an instant.

The hunger surged—not wildly, not uncontrollably—but with purpose.

Recognition.

His breath caught—not from need, but from something far more dangerous.

Interest.

Slowly, deliberately, he turned his head.

The street stretched before him, dim and quiet, its edges softened by fog. Nothing unusual. Nothing remarkable.

Except—

There.

At the far end, just beyond the reach of the nearest lamplight, a figure moved.

Unhurried.

Unaware.

Entirely... ordinary.

And yet the moment his gaze settled on him, something within the Gentleman shifted in a way it had not in years.

Not sharp.

Not violent.

Worse.

Certain.

The world seemed to narrow, the space between them thinning, as though distance itself had lost meaning.

He could not see the man’s face clearly. Only the outline. The shape of movement. The quiet confidence in the way he walked—as though the night belonged to him just as easily as it belonged to anything lurking within it.

Human.

Unremarkable.

Impossible.

The Gentleman did not move.

Could not.

Because for the first time in a very long while—

He did not trust himself to.

The hunger was no longer a whisper.

It was a voice.

Low.

Steady.

Calling.

Not for blood alone.

But for something deeper.

Something he had spent years convincing himself no longer existed.

His fingers curled slowly at his side.

“Walk away,” he murmured, though the command lacked its usual certainty.

The figure drew closer.

A step.

Another.

And with each one, the pull tightened—not violent, not overwhelming, but inevitable.

Like gravity remembering its hold.

The Gentleman exhaled slowly, his composure slipping—not outwardly, never outwardly—but somewhere beneath the surface, where control had always lived.

For the first time in decades—

He hesitated.

Not because he feared what he might do.

But because, suddenly—

He wanted.

And that—

That was far more dangerous.

The man passed beneath the lamplight.

Just for a moment.

Just long enough.

The Gentleman saw him.

And everything within him went still.

Not hunger.

Not instinct.

Recognition.

Immediate.

Unexplainable.

Absolute.

His voice, when it came, was quieter than the night itself.

“...You.”

The man did not hear him.

Did not stop.

Did not even turn.

And yet the Gentleman knew, with a certainty that settled deep into his bones—

This was not coincidence.

This was not chance.

This was something far older than either of them.

Something that had waited.

Something that had found him.

The hunger did not fade.

It deepened.

Refined.

Transformed into something sharp and deliberate and impossibly clear.

A thirst—

Not for survival.

But for him.

The Gentleman closed his eyes briefly, mastering the surge before it could betray him.

When he opened them again, the man was already disappearing into the fog.

Gone.

For now.

But not lost.

Never lost.

A slow, measured breath left him as he turned back toward the door, every movement once again precise, controlled—perfect.

Only his eyes betrayed him.

Darker now.

Alive in a way they had not been in years.

“Unfortunate,” he murmured, though the word carried no real regret.

Because control—

Control had held.

Barely.

And yet, as he stepped back inside, closing the door against the night, one truth settled quietly, irrevocably, into place.

This was not over.

It had only just begun.

And somewhere deep within him—

The hunger smiled.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 – The Man Who Shouldn’t Linger
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Morning arrived without warmth.

It slipped into the city like a reluctant confession—thin, pale, and easily ignored. The fog had not lifted so much as thinned, revealing the same narrow streets and worn facades beneath it, as though nothing had truly changed. But something had.

He felt it.

The Gentleman stood before the mirror in his dressing room, adjusting his cuffs with measured precision. Every movement exact. Every detail accounted for. He had chosen charcoal today—formal, unobtrusive, severe in a way that discouraged familiarity. The cut was impeccable, the fabric immaculate.

A uniform, in all but name.

Armor.

His reflection stared back at him, composed as ever. Not a trace of the night before lingered in his expression. No sign of hesitation. No fracture in the careful illusion he had spent years refining.

And yet—

His fingers stilled against the fabric.

There.

Not hunger.

Not exactly.

Anticipation.

Subtle. Controlled. But undeniably present.

His gaze sharpened slightly.

“That will not happen again,” he said quietly.

The words sounded reasonable.

They always did.

He finished fastening the cuff and stepped back, dismissing the mirror with a final glance. There was nothing more to correct. Nothing more to prepare.

Only one thing remained—

Avoidance.

It was a simple solution. Elegant in its clarity. He would not walk that street again. Would not entertain curiosity. Would not allow a fleeting, inexplicable moment to unravel years of discipline.

He had done it before.

He would do it again.

And yet—

An hour later, he found himself standing just outside a narrow bookshop tucked between two older buildings, its sign faded but intact, its windows cluttered with carefully arranged disorder.

He regarded it in silence.

“Irrational,” he murmured.

The word did nothing to move him.

Inside, the lights were low—not dim enough to obscure, but soft enough to invite quiet. Shelves stretched in uneven rows, crowded with volumes both familiar and forgotten. The scent of aged paper and polished wood drifted faintly through the partially open door.

It was not the sort of place he frequented.

Not anymore.

He preferred distance from things that encouraged... memory.

And yet, something about it—

No.

Not something.

Someone.

His jaw tightened slightly.

He had not seen the man enter.

He had not followed him.

This was coincidence.

It had to be.

The Gentleman reached for the door and stepped inside.

A bell chimed softly overhead—an intrusion that seemed louder than it had any right to be. He paused just past the threshold, allowing the sound to fade, his gaze adjusting to the dim interior.

Stillness greeted him.

Not empty—never empty—but quiet in a way that felt deliberate. The sort of quiet cultivated, not accidental. A space where voices lowered instinctively, where time slowed without permission.

He exhaled, almost inaudibly.

It would do.

His steps were unhurried as he moved deeper into the shop, his attention seemingly directed toward the shelves. Titles caught his eye, though he did not truly read them. His focus
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