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Chapter 1


Dawn
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They met him in a cemetery.

Ten at night.

The moon hung full and heavy above them—too bright for comfort.

Dawn stood beside Luna, both of them facing the man’s back.

He was tall.

Broad-shouldered.

Still.

A massive cleaver dragged behind him, its blade scraping along the ground—cutting through grass, collecting dirt with every slow step he took deeper into the cemetery.

His outfit marked him as a hunter.

A long, open coat—almost like a blazer—hung over a black shirt.

Black jeans. Torn at the knees.

Everything about him looked worn... except the coat.

That part was nearly spotless.

He didn’t turn around.

Didn’t acknowledge them at first.

Just kept walking.

The sound of metal scraping earth filled the silence.

Dawn felt it immediately.

Something wasn’t right.

Not just the setting.

Not just the cemetery.

Him.

A low, raspy voice finally broke the quiet.

“What do you want?”

Dawn opened his mouth—

But nothing came out.

For the first time in a while...

He hesitated.

Luna stepped in.

“We need your help.”

The man kept walking.

Unbothered.

Luna’s voice lowered.

More deliberate.

“I heard... you found a way to cure yourself.”

That made him stop.

Slowly—

The scraping of the cleaver ceased.

He turned.

His eyes landed on them.

Cold.

Sharp.

Unforgiving.

Dawn felt it hit him instantly.

That look.

That presence.

Worse than before.

Luna didn’t back down.

“I know what you are.”

A pause.

The man’s gaze shifted—

From Luna...

To Dawn...

Then back again.

“What do you want?” he repeated.

This time—

His tone carried irritation.

Luna stood her ground.

“I want to know how you did it.”

A beat.

“How did you cure yourself?”

Silence stretched between them.

The man studied them.

Carefully.

Like he was weighing something unseen.

Then—

He answered.

“I didn’t.”

His voice was colder now.

Deeper.

“There’s only one cure.”

Luna took a step forward.

“What is it?”

“Maybe we can—”

“Death.”

The word cut through the air.

Dawn barely had time to react.

The man moved.

Fast.

Too fast.

One second he stood across the cemetery—

The next—

He was on Dawn.

The distance vanished.

Erased.

The cleaver still dragged behind him—

Yet somehow, it didn’t slow him at all.

Dawn’s instincts screamed.

Not human.

Not even close.

And whatever stood in front of him now—

Was already mid-attack.
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Chapter 2
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The cleaver cut through the air—

A violent sweep.

Dawn barely moved in time.

Even with his vampiric speed, the blade missed him by inches.

Close enough to feel the pressure of it.

Close enough to know—

That hit would’ve ended him.

The weapon slammed into the ground beside the man.

Heavy.

Brutal.

And yet—

He carried it like it weighed nothing.

Dawn didn’t hesitate this time.

If he stood still, he’d die.

He rushed forward.

A full-force punch aimed straight for the man’s face.

But it never landed.

The man caught his fist mid-swing.

One hand.

Effortless.

Dawn pushed—

Struggled—

Tried to break free.

Nothing.

The man smirked.

Cold.

Amused.

Then—

He moved.

In one fluid motion, he twisted Dawn’s body and hurled him away.

Dawn’s back slammed into a tombstone—

Cracking it in half—

Before his body dropped and rolled across the grass.

He finally stopped face-down.

Breathing hard.

Disoriented.

What the hell...

Dawn pushed himself up slightly, his vision clearing just enough to focus.

That wasn’t normal.

Not even close.

The man had matched his speed.

Matched his reflexes.

And his strength—

Felt closer to a Lycan’s than anything else.

What is this guy...?

Heavy scraping echoed again.

Dawn looked up.

The man was walking toward him.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Dragging the cleaver behind him.

Not rushing.

Not worried.

Like Dawn wasn’t even a threat.

That...

Was worse than anything else.

For the first time—

Dawn felt it.

Fear.

Real fear.

Before the man could close the distance—

Luna moved.

Fast.

Precise.

She stepped in behind him, raising her sidearm to the back of his head.

Click.

The sound of the chamber locking echoed through the cemetery.

The man stopped.

But he didn’t turn around.

“That won’t kill me,” he said calmly.

Luna’s voice came sharp.

“The first shot won’t.”

A beat.

“But it’ll hurt.”

A low chuckle left him.

His eyes remained on Dawn.

“The only cure for him...”

He spoke slowly.

“...is death.”

Dawn’s chest tightened.

He hadn’t even gotten up yet.

Couldn’t.

Not because he was injured—

But because something inside him...

Hesitated.

This man—

Was different.

Stronger.

Faster.

Better.

And for the first time—

Dawn wasn’t the one protecting Luna.

She was protecting him.

The man took another step.

“Don’t move!” Luna snapped.

“If you take one more step, I’ll empty the entire clip into your head.”

This time—

He paused.

Slowly, he turned his head.

Just enough to glance at her over his shoulder.

His expression shifted.

Less amused.

More serious.

“What you’re looking for...” he said quietly,

“...doesn’t exist.”

A beat.

“There is no cure.”

The night fell silent again.

And this time—

Even the wind felt heavier.
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Chapter 3
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The hunter didn’t move.

Luna kept her gun trained on the back of his head—steady, unwavering.

“Don’t move,” she warned again.

Her voice was firm...

But there was tension beneath it.

Whether it was for him—

Or for Dawn—

Even she didn’t fully know.

“I swear,” she added, tightening her grip,

“I will empty this entire clip into your head.”

This time—

The hunter took her seriously.

He tilted his head slightly.

Just enough to acknowledge her.

“There was no cure,” he said.

His voice was quieter now.

Heavier.

“He’ll only get worse.”

A pause.

“Just like I did.”

Dawn stood up.

Slowly at first—

Then with purpose.

Anger burned through the fear still clinging to him.

He took a step forward.

Then another.

The hunter’s attention locked onto him immediately.

And just like that—

The fear came rushing back.

Dawn stopped.

But he didn’t back down.

“I’m not like you,” Dawn said, his voice shaking—

Not from weakness...

But from conflict.

“I won’t become a monster.”

His jaw tightened.

“I won’t hurt anyone.”

A beat.

“There has to be a cure.”

The hunter’s expression didn’t change.

If anything—

It darkened.

His voice dropped lower.

More distant.

Like he wasn’t just speaking to them anymore...

But reliving something.

“First... it’s strangers.”

Dawn didn’t move.

Luna didn’t move.

“People you don’t know.”

A pause.

“Then... people you recognize.”

The air grew colder.

“Then... the ones closest to you.”

Dawn’s chest tightened.

“If no one stops you.”

Silence followed.

Heavy.

Unavoidable.

“They watched me do it,” the hunter continued.

“The hunters.”

His eyes never left Dawn.

“I was the first.”

A faint scoff left him.

“The first hunter... to become what we hunted.”

The words lingered.

“After me... they made laws.”

“Rules.”

“Precautions.”

Another pause.

“But for me?”

His voice hardened.

“They studied me.”

Luna’s grip on her gun tightened.

“Test subject.”

The word landed heavy.

“When I lost control...”

“They got rid of me.”

A bitter edge crept into his tone.

“Didn’t kill me.”

“Couldn’t.”

A faint smirk formed.

“Guilt, maybe.”

He exhaled slowly.

“So they banished me.”

The cemetery felt colder now.

Quieter.

Like even the dead were listening.

Dawn didn’t know what to say.

Neither did Luna.

The story said enough.

A hunter—

Who became the very thing he swore to destroy.

And was discarded for it.

The man in front of them wasn’t just dangerous—

He was broken.

And whatever was left of him...

Had hardened into something worse.

Dawn found himself staring.

Caught.

Pulled into the weight of it.

The hunter spoke again.

Different this time.

More certain.

Like he had already seen the end.

“Someone will kill you.”

Dawn’s eyes sharpened.

“Sooner or later.”

A smirk revealed his fangs.

“The hunger doesn’t go away.”

His gaze deepened.

“You being half vampire...”

A slight tilt of his head.

“...and me being half Lycan—

He let the thought hang.

“Doesn’t change anything.”

For a moment—

It felt like he was looking through Dawn.

Like he had already seen what Dawn would become.

Like there was no other outcome.

“No one is killing him.”

Luna’s voice cut through everything.

Sharp.

Final.

“If it ever comes to that...”

She stepped forward.

“...I’ll do it myself.”

The words hit harder than anything else said that night.

Then—

She moved.

Still keeping her gun ready, she grabbed Dawn’s wrist.

And pulled him away.

Dawn didn’t resist.

But he didn’t look away either.

Not from the hunter.

The man remained exactly where he stood.

Silent.

Still.

Watching.

Even as Luna dragged Dawn farther into the darkness—

The hunter’s eyes never left him.

And Dawn...

Could still feel them.
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It was late.

Around two in the morning.

They had made it back to campus—

Quietly.

Unnoticed.

Snuck in like they weren’t supposed to be there at all.

Dawn didn’t say a word the entire way back.

Not to Luna.

Not to himself.

The moment they stepped into their dorm, he went straight to bed.

Turning onto his side—

Facing the wall.

He could feel Luna behind him.

Could feel her presence.

Her eyes.

Her concern.

But he couldn’t face her.

Not tonight.

The silence stretched until he finally spoke.

Quiet.

Heavy.

“I’m worried about us.”

Luna didn’t hesitate.

“Why?”

Dawn swallowed.

“Because...”

A pause.

“...you’re going to have to kill me one day.”

The words sat between them.

Cold.

Unwelcome.

Luna’s response came immediately.

Firm.

Certain.

“That’s not going to happen.”

Dawn didn’t move.

“I’ll find a cure,” she added.

“I don’t care what that hunter said.”

But Dawn did.

He cared more than he wanted to admit.

Because when he looked at that man—

He didn’t just see a warning.

He saw his future.

Alone.

Feared.

Hungry.

Broken.

Half Lycan.

Half vampire.

Didn’t matter.

The ending looked the same.

Luna shifted slightly behind him.

“Do you want something to eat?” she asked.

Before he could answer—

“I’m making something anyway.”

He heard her get up.

Heard her move toward the kitchen.

“There’s leftover chicken,” she called out.

“I’ll make tacos.”

Her tone
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