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The Century Between Us

Chapter 1 – The Weight of Forever

[image: ]


The city never truly slept, but Adrian Vale had long since stopped noticing the difference between night and day. Time, to him, had unraveled into something shapeless—an endless stretch of moments stitched together without meaning, without urgency. Nights were simply quieter. Softer. Easier to exist within.

He stood by the tall window of his apartment, watching the dim glow of streetlights paint the pavement below in amber hues. Cars passed in slow intervals, their headlights streaking across the glass like fleeting memories. Everything moved. Everything changed.

Everything except him.

Adrian lifted the glass of dark red liquid to his lips, letting it linger there before he drank. The taste was familiar, necessary—but never satisfying. It hadn’t been for a very long time.

Centuries, perhaps.

He had stopped counting after the third.

Behind him, the apartment was immaculate—too immaculate. Every surface clean, every object placed with deliberate precision. No clutter. No warmth. No evidence of a life truly lived, only one carefully maintained. A curated existence, frozen in time, just like its occupant.

He turned away from the window and crossed the room in silence, his footsteps soundless against the hardwood floor. The walls were lined with books—some older than the country itself—histories, philosophies, poetry. He had read them all. Some more than once. Many had once meant something to him.

Now they were little more than echoes.

Adrian paused at a small table near the far wall. Resting on it was a single object that broke the perfection of the room—a worn, leather-bound journal. Its edges were frayed, the pages yellowed with age. Unlike everything else, it had not been preserved.

He reached for it slowly, almost reluctantly, as though touching it might stir something he was not prepared to face.

It always did.

The journal opened easily in his hands, falling to a page marked not by a bookmark, but by familiarity. He didn’t need to look to know which entry it was.

He had written it in 1893.

The ink had faded slightly, but the words were still there, clear and unchanging:

“You said time would not matter.
You were wrong.
It is the only thing that does.”
Adrian’s jaw tightened. He closed the journal with a soft snap, his grip just a fraction too firm.

He had written those words after watching a man die.

Not the first. Not the last.

But the only one that had ever truly mattered.

A quiet exhale escaped him as he set the journal back down. The past had a way of clinging to him, no matter how carefully he tried to distance himself from it. Faces blurred. Names faded. But him—

No.

That memory remained untouched by time.

Golden light filtering through tall windows. The sound of laughter in a language long forgotten. Warm hands against his own. A promise whispered like it could outlast eternity.

It hadn’t.

Nothing ever did.

Adrian moved away from the table, running a hand through his dark hair. He had learned, over the years, to suppress such thoughts. To bury them beneath routine, beneath silence. It was easier that way.

Safer.

Love, he had discovered, was not meant for creatures like him. Not because he could not feel it—but because he could not keep it.

Everything he touched was temporary.

Everything he cared for eventually turned to dust.

That was the true curse of immortality. Not the hunger. Not the endless nights.

But the inevitability of loss.

A faint sound broke through the stillness of the apartment—a distant hum, almost imperceptible.

Adrian stilled.

For a moment, he thought it was nothing. Just another noise carried up from the street below. But then it came again—subtle, insistent.

A feeling.

He frowned slightly, his senses sharpening as he turned back toward the window. Something had shifted. Not in the room, not in the building—but somewhere beyond.

Something... familiar.

It was a sensation he had not experienced in decades. Not since—

No.

That was impossible.

And yet, the feeling persisted. A quiet pull, deep in his chest, like a thread being tugged from across an impossible distance.

Adrian crossed the room in an instant, the movement so swift it blurred into nothingness. He reached the window and looked down, scanning the street below with unnatural precision.

People moved along the sidewalk, their lives unfolding in mundane, predictable patterns. A couple arguing softly near a parked car. A man scrolling through his phone as he walked. A group of friends laughing too loudly as they disappeared around the corner.

Ordinary.

All of it ordinary.

And then—

Adrian’s breath caught.

It wasn’t dramatic. There was no sudden shift in the air, no visible sign that anything had changed. Just a single figure stepping into the pool of light cast by a streetlamp.

A man.

Mid-twenties, perhaps. Dark hair, slightly tousled by the night breeze. His posture relaxed, his expression distant—as though lost in thought.

There was nothing remarkable about him.

Nothing, except—

Adrian felt it then, unmistakable and undeniable.

That pull.

Stronger now.

His fingers pressed lightly against the glass, as though that thin barrier was the only thing keeping him anchored in place. His gaze locked onto the man below, searching—no, recognizing—something he could not explain.

It wasn’t possible.

It couldn’t be.

And yet, every instinct within him screamed otherwise.

The man paused beneath the streetlight, glancing briefly over his shoulder. For a fraction of a second, his face tilted upward—just enough for their eyes to meet.

Even from this distance, Adrian saw it.

That flicker.

Confusion. Recognition. Something unspoken, lingering in the space between them.

The man’s brows furrowed slightly, as if trying to place a memory just out of reach. Then, just as quickly, he shook his head and looked away, continuing down the street as though nothing had happened.

As though he hadn’t just felt it too.

Adrian didn’t move.

He couldn’t.

His entire world—carefully constructed, meticulously controlled—had just shifted in a way he had not thought possible.

For centuries, he had lived with certainty.

Certainty that the past was gone.

Certainty that what he had lost could never be found again.

Certainty that he was, and would always be, alone.

But now—

His gaze remained fixed on the empty stretch of street where the man had disappeared.

That certainty was gone.

Replaced by something far more dangerous.

Hope.

Adrian closed his eyes briefly, steadying himself. He knew better than to trust it. Hope had betrayed him before. It had led him into heartbreak, into loss, into centuries of regret.

And yet, despite everything—

He could still feel it.

That thread.

That connection.

Unbroken.

When he opened his eyes again, they were sharper, more focused. Determined.

For the first time in a very long time, Adrian Vale had something he could not ignore.

Something he could not walk away from.

He turned from the window, already moving, already deciding.

Because if there was even the slightest chance—

Even the smallest possibility—

That the man he had just seen was more than a stranger...

Then Adrian would follow that thread wherever it led.

Even if it meant unraveling everything he had spent centuries trying to forget.
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Chapter 2 – A Familiar Stranger
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The night had shifted.

Adrian felt it long before he stepped outside.

For centuries, the world had been predictable in its chaos—human lives flickering in and out of existence, emotions burning bright and fading just as quickly. He had learned to observe it all from a distance, untouched, unmoved.

But now, something had disturbed that careful detachment.

Something had found him.

The street below was quieter when Adrian emerged from the building, the hum of the city softened by the late hour. A cool breeze brushed against his skin, though he barely registered the sensation. His focus was elsewhere—fixed on the direction the stranger had gone.

No.

Not a stranger.

He refused to call him that.

Not yet.

Adrian moved through the night with unnatural grace, his pace unhurried but precise. To anyone watching, he would appear calm, composed—just another man walking alone beneath dim streetlights. But beneath that stillness, something restless stirred.

That pull again.

Faint, but unmistakable.

It guided him.

He followed it without hesitation.



Elias Rowan had always trusted his instincts.

It wasn’t something he talked about—wasn’t even something he fully understood—but there had always been moments in his life where he felt... out of place. As though he were remembering something he had never actually lived.

Tonight was one of those moments.

He shoved his hands into the pockets of his coat, walking a little faster than usual. The city stretched around him, familiar and comforting, but there was a strange tension sitting just beneath his skin.

Like he was being watched.

He glanced over his shoulder again.

Nothing.

Just the empty stretch of sidewalk and the distant glow of headlights.

Elias exhaled softly, shaking his head at himself. “You’re imagining things,” he muttered under his breath.

And yet, the feeling didn’t fade.

If anything, it grew stronger.

Not fear.

Not quite.

It was something else—something deeper, more unsettling. A sense of anticipation, coiled tight in his chest.

Like something was about to happen.



Adrian spotted him two blocks later.

Standing at the corner, waiting for the light to change.

Still. Quiet. Completely unaware of the storm he had just awakened.

Adrian stopped.

For the first time in longer than he could remember, he hesitated.

From a distance, it was easier. From a distance, he could almost convince himself that he was wrong—that this was nothing more than a trick of memory, a cruel illusion conjured by loneliness.

But up close—

Up close, there would be no denying it.

He studied the man carefully.

The angle of his jaw. The line of his shoulders. The way he shifted his weight slightly from one foot to the other, as though restless even in stillness.

Different.

And yet—

Adrian’s chest tightened.

The resemblance wasn’t physical. Not exactly. It was something far more elusive than that. A presence. An energy. Something woven into the very way he existed in the world.

Something Adrian knew.

Something he had lost.

The light changed.

Elias stepped off the curb.

Adrian moved without thinking.



It happened in a moment that should have been insignificant.

A passing glance. Two strangers crossing paths in the middle of a city that would forget them both in seconds.

But the second their shoulders brushed—

Everything stopped.

Elias inhaled sharply, the breath catching in his throat as something cold and electric shot through him. He stumbled slightly, his hand instinctively reaching out—

And closing around Adrian’s wrist.

The contact was brief.

Barely there.

But it was enough.

Adrian froze.

The world around them faded into nothing, the noise of the city dissolving into silence. There was only this—this single point of connection, fragile and impossible and undeniable.

Elias’s fingers tightened just slightly, as though he didn’t even realize he was holding on.

Their eyes met.

And in that instant—

Recognition.

Not logical. Not explainable.

But real.

Elias felt it like a shock to his system, something ancient and buried rising to the surface all at once. His heart pounded against his ribs, too fast, too hard, like it was trying to catch up to something his mind couldn’t comprehend.

“I—” He stopped, his voice faltering.

He didn’t know what he was about to say.

Didn’t know why he had reached out in the first place.

But something in him refused to let go.

Adrian didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

He stared at Elias like he was seeing a ghost.

Or worse—

Like he was seeing something he had spent centuries mourning.

For a fleeting moment, something raw flickered in his expression. Not the calm, controlled mask he had perfected over time—but something deeper. Something dangerously close to breaking.

“...No,” Adrian whispered, the word so quiet it was almost lost to the night.

Elias blinked, confused. “What?”

Adrian’s gaze sharpened, as though he had just realized where he was—what was happening. The moment fractured, reality rushing back in all at once.

This wasn’t possible.

This couldn’t be him.

And yet—

Adrian gently pulled his wrist free.

The loss of contact was immediate.

Elias felt it like something slipping through his fingers, something he hadn’t even realized he was holding onto until it was gone.

“I’m sorry,” Elias said quickly, stepping back. “I didn’t mean to—”

His words faltered again as he really looked at the man in front of him.

There was something about him.

Something... familiar.

Elias frowned slightly, studying his face. He was sure—absolutely sure—he had never seen him before. And yet, there was this strange sense of déjà vu, like trying to remember a dream that had already begun to fade.

“Do I know you?” he asked, the question slipping out before he could stop it.

Adrian’s expression didn’t change.

But something in his eyes did.

A flicker of something unreadable. Something heavy.

“No,” he said.

The answer came too quickly.

Too clean.
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