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Chapter 1 — The Last Immortal
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The city had learned to forget him.

Its streets pulsed with life—neon lights bleeding into wet pavement, laughter spilling from open bars, music thudding like a living heart—but none of it belonged to Aurelian anymore. He moved through the night like a ghost dressed in flesh, unseen not because he hid, but because time itself had trained the world to look past him.

Immortality did not make one eternal in the way poets imagined. It made one obsolete.

Aurelian stood on the rooftop of a forgotten cathedral, stone worn smooth by centuries of rain. Once, this place had been sacred. Once, people had whispered prayers into its walls, begging gods for mercy, for love, for life everlasting. He had listened then, hidden among them, smiling at their faith while knowing its cost.

Now the bells were silent, the cross cracked, and the city no longer knelt for anything.

He inhaled slowly. He did not need air, but old habits lingered. The night smelled of ozone and rain and something sweeter—human blood, warm and rushing far below. Hunger stirred, a dull ache he had mastered long ago. He would not feed tonight. He rarely did anymore.

What was the point, when he was the last?

The thought settled over him like ash.

He had watched them all die. Lovers burned. Brothers turned to dust. Entire covens erased by fear, by fire, by time itself. Vampires had been kings once, then monsters, then myths. The world adapted. It always did. It no longer needed immortals.

Except him.

Aurelian traced a finger along the stone balustrade, feeling the grooves carved by hands long turned to bone. His reflection shimmered faintly in a puddle—dark hair tied back, eyes too bright for a man, face frozen somewhere between thirty and forever. Beautiful, they had once said. Terrible, too.

Lonely, no one had ever dared to say aloud.

He turned as the city clock struck midnight. The sound echoed, heavy and final. Another day survived. Another century edging closer to meaninglessness.

Then—

Something shifted.

It was not a scent. Not a sound. It was a pull, sharp and sudden, like a thread tightening around his ribs. Aurelian froze, every instinct screaming. He had not felt this in hundreds of years. Not since—

“No,” he whispered, the word torn from him.

His gaze snapped to the street below.

There, amid the press of bodies and umbrellas, stood one man who did not move with the crowd. He was young—mid-twenties perhaps—dark-haired, wrapped in a coat too thin for the cold. He paused beneath a flickering streetlamp, head tilted as if listening to something no one else could hear.

As if listening to him.

Aurelian’s undead heart stuttered.

The man looked up.

Their eyes met.

The connection struck like lightning.

For a breathless instant, the city vanished. No noise. No light. Only the strange, unbearable awareness of being seen. Truly seen. Not as a myth. Not as a monster. But as something real.

Something desired.

Aurelian staggered back, fangs descending instinctively, power flaring beneath his skin. He broke the gaze and turned away, breath shallow despite himself.

Impossible.

He had not felt resonance since the old world burned. Since love had been a death sentence. Since he had sworn—over broken bodies and ashes—that he would never allow himself to feel it again.

Yet the pull remained, insistent, aching.

Slowly, unwillingly, Aurelian looked down once more.

The man was still there.

Still staring.

And smiling.

Not afraid.

Not confused.

Curious.

Aurelian vanished from the rooftop in a whisper of shadow.

Moments later, he stood across the street, cloaked among mortals, heart hammering like it had forgotten its own stillness. The man turned immediately, eyes lighting as though he had known Aurelian would come.

“Hi,” the stranger said softly, voice warm, intimate, entirely too close.

Aurelian swallowed. “You shouldn’t look at strangers like that.”

The man laughed, quiet and genuine. “You shouldn’t disappear and reappear like you’re made of smoke.”

Their gazes locked again. Up close, the pull was unbearable. Elias—that was the name that bloomed unbidden in Aurelian’s mind, ancient magic whispering truths he did not want—smelled of rain and ink and living warmth.

Dangerous. Precious. Alive.

Aurelian stepped back. “Go home.”

“Why?” Elias asked, head tilting. “Are you afraid of me?”

Afraid.

The word cut deeper than any blade.

“I’m afraid of myself,” Aurelian said, and this time, it was the truth.

Elias’s smile softened into something else—something tender, something aching. “Then maybe,” he said gently, “you shouldn’t be alone tonight.”

Aurelian had survived plagues, wars, inquisitions, and the slow extinction of his kind.

But standing there, under a broken streetlamp, looking into the eyes of a man who made eternity feel dangerous again—

He knew.

This was not a beginning he could walk away from.

And for the first time in centuries, the last immortal let himself want.
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Chapter 2 — A Heart That Still Beats
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Elias did not believe in fate.

At least, not in the dramatic sense—no grand designs, no invisible hands guiding his steps. Life, to him, had always been a collection of small moments strung together by choice and coincidence. A missed train. A wrong turn. A stranger’s smile that lingered just long enough to be remembered.

Still, as he walked through the rain-soaked streets that night, he could not shake the feeling that something had shifted.

He felt... watched.

Not in a way that raised fear, but awareness. As if the air itself leaned closer when he passed. Elias slowed near the old cathedral, its broken stones looming like a forgotten memory. He had no idea why he’d stopped there—only that his chest tightened the moment he did, breath catching as if he had reached the edge of something vast.

Then he saw him.

The man stood across the street, half-shadowed beneath the glow of a failing streetlamp. Tall. Dark-haired. Beautiful in a way that felt wrong—too still, too precise, like a painting that had learned how to breathe. His eyes were impossibly bright, fixed on Elias with an intensity that made the world narrow to a single point.

They stared at each other far longer than politeness allowed.

Elias’s pulse quickened, not with fear, but with recognition. The strange sense that he had known this man once—long ago, in another life, or perhaps in a dream he had never quite woken from.

Rain slid down Elias’s collar. He barely noticed.

The man looked like he was about to vanish again, tension coiling in his frame, and something reckless sparked inside Elias.

“Hi,” Elias said.

The word felt like a challenge.

The stranger hesitated, then crossed the street in a blur so smooth Elias wondered if his eyes had tricked him. Up close, the man’s presence was overwhelming—cold and heat all at once, like standing too near a fire on a winter night.

“You shouldn’t look at me like that,” the man said.

Elias smiled. “You shouldn’t look back.”

That earned a flicker of surprise. The man’s lips parted, as if unused to being answered honestly.

“I’m Aurelian,” he said after a pause, voice low and careful, as though each syllable cost him something.

“Elias,” he replied. The moment he spoke his name, a tremor passed through Aurelian—subtle but unmistakable.

Elias noticed everything. The way Aurelian stood slightly apart from the crowd, untouched by the rain. The way his gaze flicked to Elias’s throat, then away, jaw tightening. The way his breath—if he breathed at all—never seemed to deepen.

“You look like someone who’s about to disappear,” Elias said softly.

Aurelian’s eyes darkened. “I usually do.”

“Don’t,” Elias said, surprising himself with the plea in his voice. “Just—don’t. Not yet.”

Silence stretched between them, thick and humming. Elias felt it in his bones, the pull between them, ancient and aching. He had no language for it, only sensation—a warmth blooming beneath his ribs, a certainty that this meeting mattered.

Aurelian felt it too.

It terrified him.

For centuries, he had moved through the world untouched. Desire dulled into memory. Love calcified into grief. Yet standing before Elias, he felt his undead heart strain against its stillness, as if it remembered how to beat.

“How are you not afraid?” Aurelian asked quietly.

Elias frowned. “Should I be?”

“Yes,” Aurelian said. “Very.”

Elias stepped closer anyway.

The distance between them closed until Aurelian could hear the steady, beautiful rhythm of Elias’s heart. Each beat echoed inside him like a bell calling the dead to wake.

Alive.

Warm.

Real.

Aurelian clenched his hands at his sides, nails biting into his palms. He had resisted kings and queens, saints and sinners. He had watched empires fall without flinching.

This—this simple closeness—nearly broke him.

“You feel it too,” Elias said, voice barely above the rain.

Aurelian swallowed. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Elias smiled, gentle and unafraid. “You’re lying.”

Something dangerous and tender loosened in Aurelian’s chest.

He turned abruptly, stepping back into shadow. “Go home, Elias.”

“Walk me,” Elias said. Not a question. A hope.

Aurelian hesitated, then nodded once.

They moved together down the street, side by side but not touching, the space between them charged with everything unspoken. Each step felt like a betrayal of every vow Aurelian had ever made to himself.

Yet as Elias laughed softly at something ordinary, as his heart beat steady and alive beside him, Aurelian realized the truth he had been avoiding since the rooftop.

Elias was not just temptation.

He was a reminder.

Of warmth. Of choice. Of a world Aurelian had thought forever closed to him.

And for the first time in centuries, the immortal wondered what it might cost to feel again—and whether the price would be worth paying.
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