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1. The Weight of Years
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The rain had been falling for hours, a relentless curtain that blurred the city into a smear of light and shadow. Water coursed down the cracked brick walls of the alley, pooling in uneven cobblestones, carrying with it the grime of centuries. A single streetlamp flickered at the mouth of the passage, its glow weak and jaundiced, casting long, trembling shadows that seemed alive in the storm.

He moved through it with the silence of someone who had walked such places countless times before. His boots struck the stones with a rhythm too steady, too measured, as though time itself had long since lost the power to hurry him. The rain clung to him but did not chill him; the cold had ceased to matter decades ago. His coat hung heavy, soaked through, yet he bore it with the same weary grace he carried through every night.

The alley smelled of rust and rot, of forgotten things left to decay. Somewhere in the distance, thunder rolled, low and patient, like the growl of a beast that had been stalking him for centuries. He tilted his head upward, letting the rain strike his face, and for a moment he closed his eyes. It was not peace he sought - peace had abandoned him long ago - but a reminder that the world still moved, even as he remained unchanged.

Every step echoed with the weight of years. He had walked through empires rising and falling, through cities built and burned, through nights darker than this one. Yet tonight felt different. The air carried a tension, a whisper of something waiting at the end of the alley. He could feel it pressing against him, subtle but insistent, like the hand of fate guiding him forward.
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2. Discovery of the Stranger
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At first, he thought the shape was only another heap of refuse left to rot in the alley. The city had a way of discarding its broken things in places like this. But as he drew closer, the outline shifted - too deliberate, too human. A body lay crumpled against the wall, half-hidden in shadow, rainwater streaking across pale skin.

The immortal slowed, his steps faltering. He had seen countless corpses in his endless years, but this one was not yet claimed. The shallow rise and fall of the chest betrayed life clinging stubbornly to a failing vessel. Each breath was ragged, torn from lungs that seemed unwilling to continue.

The scent reached him before the details did: iron, sharp and unmistakable. Blood had soaked through the stranger’s shirt, spreading in dark blossoms that the rain could not wash away. The alley carried the metallic tang of mortality, a smell he had long since grown accustomed to but never escaped.

Then he saw it - the glint of something clenched in the stranger’s trembling hand. A scrap of parchment, edges frayed, ink smeared but still legible in places. Symbols etched in a language older than the city itself, older even than the man who now stood over them. He gasped, although not from surprise; recognition stirred in him like a long-forgotten ache.

The stranger’s lips moved, forming words too faint to hear. The immortal leaned closer, rain dripping from his hair, straining to catch the fragments. The voice was weak, fading, but carried the cadence of ritual. He knew it instantly.

This was no ordinary dying soul. This was someone who carried knowledge - knowledge that could unravel the curse binding him to eternity.
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3. Realization of the Key
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The immortal’s gaze fixed on the parchment, its ink bleeding under the rain yet refusing to vanish. The symbols carved into its fibers were unmistakable - sigils of endings, words of release. He had seen them once before, centuries ago, etched into the margins of a forbidden text that had been burned to ash before he could claim it. To find them here, clutched in the hand of a dying stranger, was no accident.

A tremor passed through him, although not from the cold. For the first time in decades, perhaps centuries, something stirred beneath the armor of resignation he had built around himself. Hope - fragile, dangerous, unwelcome.

The stranger’s lips parted again, voice rasping against the storm. “...ritual... the circle must be drawn... blood... and fire...” The words came broken, scattered, but they carried the cadence of truth. Each syllable was a thread, weaving together the possibility of an end to his endless march through time.

He crouched, rain dripping from his hair, and studied the stranger’s face. Eyes clouded with pain flickered open, meeting his with a desperate clarity. In that gaze, he saw not only mortality but knowledge - knowledge that could sever the chain binding him to eternity.

The immortal’s chest tightened. To save this man was to risk everything. If the ritual was real, if the parchment held the final key, then compassion could cost him the very thing he had clung to for centuries: survival. Yet to let him
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