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The Forever Hunger

Chapter 1 – The City Beneath the Cathedral
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Snow fell in silence over the ruined cathedral.

The storm had swallowed the mountains hours ago, burying the narrow roads beneath thick white drifts and forcing most travelers to abandon the journey long before reaching the isolated village. But Omar and Luke continued upward through the frozen dark as if winter itself could not touch them.

At least, it could not touch Omar.

Luke pulled his coat tighter around himself while icy wind cut across the cliffside path. His boots slipped against stone hidden beneath snow.

“You could have mentioned the immortal vampire city was located at the top of a mountain,” he muttered.

Omar walked ahead without difficulty, black coat moving behind him like a shadow against the storm. Snow gathered in his dark hair but melted almost instantly against skin too cold to hold warmth.

“I did mention it.”

“You said remote. Remote implies inconvenient trains. Not climbing toward what feels like Dracula’s private nightmare.”

Omar glanced back at him then, faint amusement softening his sharp features for only a second.

“You complain less when people are trying to kill us.”

“That’s because adrenaline is distracting.”

Luke finally caught up beside him, breathing hard. Omar slowed automatically, though he pretended not to.

The ruined cathedral emerged through the storm moments later.

Even broken by centuries, it towered over the mountain like the skeleton of something enormous and dead. Cracked towers reached into the snow-heavy sky. Gargoyles stared down from shattered ledges. Half the stained glass windows had long ago collapsed into darkness.

Luke stopped walking.

“There’s no way people still live here.”

“They live beneath it.”

“That somehow sounds worse.”

Omar ignored him and pushed open the cathedral doors.

The sound echoed endlessly.

Inside, the air smelled of ancient stone, candle wax, and something older hidden beneath both.

Blood.

Luke noticed the scent immediately now after years beside Omar. Not fresh blood. Ancient blood. The kind soaked permanently into walls after centuries of violence.

Moonlight spilled through broken ceilings overhead, illuminating abandoned pews buried beneath dust. Snow drifted softly inside through cracks in the roof.

For a moment, the cathedral appeared entirely empty.

Then figures emerged from the shadows.

Vampires.

Silent. Pale. Watching.

Luke instinctively moved closer to Omar.

The immortals lining the cathedral wore dark formal clothing from different centuries and cultures, as though time had tangled itself beneath the mountain. Some stared openly at Luke with hunger. Others with curiosity. One or two with unmistakable disgust.

Humans were not welcome in places like this.

Omar’s expression became unreadable.

“They know who you are,” Luke whispered.

“They know what I am.”

Which, Luke thought privately, was different.

Omar was feared even among immortals. Not because he ruled kingdoms or commanded armies anymore, but because he had survived longer than most vampires believed possible. Ancient enough to remember forgotten wars. Dangerous enough that nobody sane wanted to test him.

A tall woman emerged near the altar.

Silver rings decorated her pale fingers. Her white hair hung in elaborate braids over black velvet robes. Though beautiful, there was something severe in her expression that reminded Luke of old statues carved onto tombs.

“Omar al-Khatib,” she said softly.

Her accent carried traces of several languages at once.

Omar inclined his head slightly.

“Evelina.”

“You received our message.”

“I rarely ignore rumors involving immortal corpses.”

The surrounding vampires shifted uneasily.

Luke felt it immediately.

Fear.

Not directed at Omar.

At whatever waited beneath the cathedral.

Evelina’s eyes moved toward Luke.

“And this is the human.”

Luke smiled faintly despite himself. “Nice to meet you too.”

Her gaze lingered on him longer than comfortable.

“You should not have brought him here.”

Omar’s voice cooled instantly.

“I did not ask permission.”

The tension sharpened.

Luke touched Omar’s sleeve lightly before the situation could become hostile. Over the years he had learned how quickly vampire conversations transformed into massacres.

Evelina eventually stepped aside.

“Come. You need to see what was found.”

They crossed the cathedral toward the altar.

Luke noticed more vampires emerging silently from the shadows as they passed. Nervous whispers followed them through the darkness.

Some recognized Omar.

Others recognized something else.

The fear grew stronger the deeper they walked.

Behind the altar, a narrow staircase spiraled downward beneath the cathedral.

The underground city revealed itself slowly.

Luke forgot his exhaustion almost immediately.

The cavern beneath the mountain was enormous.

Ancient stone structures stretched through the darkness below like a hidden kingdom buried beneath the earth. Bridges crossed black underground rivers illuminated by lanternlight. Towers carved directly into rock disappeared upward into shadows. Thousands of candles burned along narrow streets crowded with silent immortals.

The city looked centuries old.

Maybe older.

“It’s beautiful,” Luke whispered.

“It used to be,” Evelina answered quietly.

As they descended farther underground, Luke began noticing signs of panic hidden beneath the city’s elegance.

Doors reinforced with iron chains.

Armed guards stationed at intersections.

Blood stains hurriedly scrubbed from stone.

Nobody met each other’s eyes for long.

Something terrible had happened here.

Or was still happening.

They eventually entered a circular chamber guarded by four armed vampires.

The smell hit Luke first.

Rot.

Not ordinary death.

Something worse.

Even Omar stiffened beside him.

At the center of the chamber lay a body covered by black cloth.

Evelina stopped walking.

“It was found three nights ago.”

One of the guards pulled away the cloth.

Luke nearly recoiled.

The corpse looked mummified.

Its skin had collapsed tightly against bone, veins blackened beneath translucent flesh. Empty silver eyes stared upward from a face twisted in frozen agony.

But what truly horrified Luke was what he did not smell.

Blood.

There was none left.

Not a single drop.

“That’s impossible,” Luke whispered.

Vampires did not die this way.

Even destroyed immortal bodies retained traces of blood. It was part of what they were.

Omar crouched beside the corpse slowly.

His face revealed nothing.

But Luke knew him well enough to notice the subtle tension in his shoulders.

“He was ancient,” Evelina said. “Nearly eight hundred years old.”

Omar touched the corpse’s wrist carefully.

The chamber became completely silent.

Then Omar withdrew his hand abruptly.

Luke saw it.

Fear.

Real fear.

For the first time since entering the city, Omar looked genuinely disturbed.

“You’ve seen this before,” Luke said quietly.

Omar did not answer immediately.

Evelina watched him carefully.

Finally, Omar stood.

“Yes.”

The single word chilled the room.

“When?” Evelina demanded.

“A long time ago.”

“How many died?”

Omar’s gaze darkened.

“Entire cities.”

Nobody spoke after that.

Luke stared at him.

He had lived beside Omar long enough to understand the weight hidden in silence. Omar did not frighten easily. Centuries had burned most fear out of him long ago.

But something about this corpse unsettled even him.

Evelina folded her hands tightly together.

“The attacks have spread during the past month. At first we believed rogue feeding was responsible. Then bodies began appearing like this.”

“How many?” Omar asked.

“Seventeen.”

Luke swallowed.

“All vampires?”

“Yes.”

“And humans?”

Evelina hesitated.

“Missing.”

The chamber seemed colder suddenly.

Luke looked back toward the corpse.

“What could do this?”

No one answered him.

Omar turned away first.

“We need somewhere private.”

Evelina nodded reluctantly.

“Rooms have been prepared.”

As they left the chamber, Luke noticed the guards refusing to look directly at the corpse.

One of them was trembling.

The underground city felt different now.

Not mysterious.

Afraid.

They walked through narrow stone corridors lined with ancient murals depicting wars between immortals and human kingdoms. Luke noticed symbols repeating across the walls — circles filled with dark red paint faded by time.

Omar noticed them too.

His expression hardened further each time they appeared.

“You know those symbols,” Luke said quietly once they were alone briefly.

“Yes.”

“You’re going to keep refusing to explain things, aren’t you?”

Omar stopped walking.

For a moment the noise of the city faded around them.

Luke studied his face carefully.

There were nights Omar looked young enough to belong beside him naturally. Beautiful enough to seem unreal.

Tonight he looked old.

Not physically.

Something deeper.

Centuries pressed behind his eyes.

“You should not have come here,” Omar said softly.

Luke frowned immediately. “Too late for that.”

“I mean it.”

“And I mean I’m staying.”

“This is different.”

Luke stepped closer.

“You always say that right before things become catastrophic.”

“That is because catastrophe follows me with admirable consistency.”

Despite everything, Luke laughed quietly.

The sound softened something inside Omar for half a heartbeat.

Then it vanished again.

Luke touched his hand carefully.

Cold skin.

Steady fingers.

But tense.

“What aren’t you telling me?”

Omar looked away toward the dark corridor ahead.

“When immortals fear something,” he said quietly, “they bury it. They erase records. They pretend it never existed.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

“No.”

“It usually means the answer is terrible though.”

Omar finally met his eyes again.

“Yes.”

Footsteps interrupted them before Luke could push further.

A young vampire approached hurriedly, pale with obvious fear.

“My lord,” he said to Evelina, who stood farther ahead. “Another body has been discovered.”

Silence spread instantly through the corridor.

Evelina closed her eyes briefly.

“Where?”

“The lower river district.”

Luke felt Omar go completely still beside him.

Then, somewhere far beneath the city, a scream echoed through the darkness.
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Chapter 2 – The Hunger That Never Ends
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The underground city never truly slept.

Luke realized that sometime during the endless artificial night beneath the mountain. Even in the quietest hours, footsteps echoed through the stone streets outside their chambers. Soft conversations drifted through ancient corridors. Somewhere far below, black river water moved endlessly through the cavern like veins carrying blood through a living body.

And beneath all of it existed hunger.

Not ordinary hunger.

Something older.

Something waiting.

Luke sat alone inside the underground archives long after midnight, surrounded by towers of decaying books and parchment scrolls. Candles burned low around him, their flames trembling whenever cold air slipped through cracks in the stone walls.

The archives stretched endlessly beneath the cathedral.

Entire histories had been buried there. Empires forgotten by humans survived in carefully preserved records written by immortal hands. Luke should have been fascinated.

Instead, unease crawled steadily beneath his skin.

Every text he opened seemed to circle the same subject.

Madness.

Blood.

Hunger.

He rubbed tired eyes before leaning closer to another cracked manuscript written in Latin.

"...those afflicted by the Eternal Thirst lost memory of restraint first," he translated quietly under his breath. "Thereafter followed paranoia, violence, and complete deterioration of higher thought..."

Luke frowned.

Another description beside it had been scratched out violently centuries ago.

He carefully turned the page.

Illustrations filled the parchment.

Starved-looking immortals with black veins spreading beneath their skin. Eyes turned silver-white. Mouths torn apart from feeding frenzies. Entire villages painted in crimson beneath them.

Luke felt cold.

The Forever Hunger.

The name appeared repeatedly across dozens of records, though no two descriptions matched perfectly.

Some texts called it a disease.

Others called it divine punishment.

One manuscript described it as a living curse that moved through immortal bloodlines like fire spreading through dry forests.

But all the stories ended the same way.

Massacres.

Entire vampire communities destroying themselves.

Then silence afterward, as survivors erased all evidence the outbreaks had ever happened.

Luke leaned back slowly.

Omar knew.

That certainty settled heavily inside him now.

The way Omar had reacted to the corpse yesterday — the fear hidden behind his calm expression — had not been surprise.

It had been recognition.

Luke closed the manuscript carefully.

Why would Omar hide something like this?

Footsteps echoed somewhere deeper in the archives.

Luke glanced up instinctively.

A figure emerged between towering shelves.

Not human.

The woman moved with the unnatural stillness all vampires possessed. Long silver-blond hair flowed over black clothing embroidered with dark red thread. Her face was elegant in a sharp, dangerous way.

Luke recognized her immediately.

She had stood among the cathedral vampires yesterday watching him with unsettling intensity.

Now pale gray eyes studied him openly.

“You ask dangerous questions for someone mortal,” she said softly.

Luke sat back in his chair.

“I’ve been told that before.”

The woman approached slowly.

“You are Luke.”

“And you already know Omar.”

Something unreadable flickered briefly across her expression.

“Yes.”

Luke waited.

When she offered nothing else, he sighed. “This city
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