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Chapter One — The Castle That Breathes Shadows
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Night clung to Château de Mourlac like a lover who refused to let go.

High on a lonely cliff in southern France, the ancient castle rose against a bruised sky, its spires jagged as broken teeth, its stone walls blackened by centuries of storms. The wind carried the scent of rain, cold marrow, and old secrets. Lanterns flickered in the windows—dim golden eyes watching the road that twisted up from the valley below.

Elias Beaumont tightened his coat against the chill as he approached the iron gates. He had never seen a place so alive with silence, so heavy with the weight of something unseen. The castle seemed to breathe. It seemed to watch him.

And he had no choice but to enter.

The storm had forced him from the road hours earlier. His carriage wheel splintered. His driver vanished into the woods to fetch help and never returned. Elias had walked through the storm until the castle emerged from the darkness like an omen.

He touched the gate. It swung open on its own.

A shiver slid down his spine.

“Is anyone there?” Elias called into the courtyard. His breath fogged in the air, even though the night was not cold enough for frost.

He stepped forward.

And that was when he felt it—the unmistakable sensation of being observed.

A presence. Watching. Waiting.



Elias found the great hall lit by tall candles and a roaring fire. Shadows crawled over the stone walls like restless spirits. He removed his wet coat, running a hand through his dark curls, but the sensation of being watched only intensified.

“Welcome.”

The voice poured through the hall like velvet and winter.

Elias turned.

A man stood at the top of the sweeping staircase, dressed in black, elegant as a sin whispered in a chapel. His hair was ink-dark, falling just above his sharp jawline. His eyes—God, his eyes—glowed like garnet embers, ancient and unreadable. His skin was pale as candle wax, carved by moonlight.

He descended the steps with impossible grace.

“I am Lucien Marcellus,” the man said, stopping before Elias with a slow, devastating smile. “Master of this estate.”

Elias swallowed. “Elias Beaumont. My carriage broke down. I didn’t mean to intrude—”

“You didn’t,” Lucien murmured. “This castle rarely receives visitors. When it does... it is never by accident.”

Elias’s heart thumped hard.

Something about Lucien’s presence—dangerous, magnetic, beautiful—pulled at him with a gravity he could not understand. It was as if the castle itself had summoned him.

Lucien moved closer, the firelight catching the faint, sharp edge of fangs when he spoke again.

“You are cold,” Lucien whispered. “And afraid.”

“I’m not afraid,” Elias lied.

Lucien’s smile deepened, dark and knowing. “You should be.”



Lucien led him into a smaller chamber—a library scented with old leather and forgotten centuries. Elias stood by the fire as warmth slowly returned to his fingers.

“You live here alone?” Elias asked.

Lucien’s gaze lingered on him in a way that felt intimate. “For a very long time.”

Elias tried to smile, though his pulse raced. “You don’t look old.”

Lucien’s expression shifted—amusement, hunger, something unspoken that made Elias’s breath stutter.

“I am older than you can imagine.”

Elias felt that pull again—powerful, forbidden. He shouldn’t want to stare into those impossible eyes. He shouldn’t want Lucien to move closer. But he did.

God help him, he did.

Lucien took one step toward him. The flicker of the fire danced over them both.

“I must be honest with you, Elias,” he murmured, voice low, almost tender. “I sensed you the moment you entered my gates. Your heartbeat... your warmth... every mortal pulse pulling at me like a song.”

Elias’s breath caught.

“Why are you telling me this?”

Lucien’s eyes darkened, gleaming with hunger and something softer beneath it.

“Because you are not merely a guest,” Lucien whispered. “You are a temptation.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE LAST

MMORTAL

Thomas Anderson





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





