
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Vampire’s Apartment
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Chapter 1 — The Apartment Awaits
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The city lights of Halvorsen stretched beneath them, a glittering tapestry of life and shadows. Adrian stood at the tall, arched window of Lucien’s apartment, the velvet curtains brushing against his shoulders. The view was intoxicating—streets winding through centuries-old buildings, glowing lamplights reflecting on rain-slicked cobblestones—but the real fascination lay behind him.

Lucien moved through the room with a quiet, almost predatory grace, unpacking a few of Adrian’s belongings with meticulous care. The apartment was vast, with ceilings high enough to touch the shadows, walls lined with books and artifacts that seemed older than time itself. Every corner carried a story, every shadow whispered secrets.

“This is... incredible,” Adrian said, voice barely above a whisper. He ran his fingers along the polished edge of a dark mahogany table, feeling the weight of history beneath his touch. “I... I can’t believe I’m really here. With you.”

Lucien’s gaze softened, a rare vulnerability flashing across his features. “It’s not just my home,” he murmured, moving closer. “It is... a sanctuary, a place where the world beyond these walls cannot reach you—or me. But it is also a place of lessons, of boundaries, and of truths you will need to understand if you are to survive this life.”

Adrian swallowed hard, glancing around the apartment. “Survive?”

Lucien’s eyes darkened, though not with anger—more with the weight of centuries. “Immortality is a gift, yes. But it is also a responsibility. Every step you take in this world must be measured, every choice deliberate. The streets of Halvorsen are not as empty as they appear, and some of those who walk them will wish you harm.”

Adrian felt the thrill of danger prickling at the edges of his mind, mingling with a warmth he could not resist. “I... I don’t mind. I want to be here. With you. Even if it’s... dangerous.”

Lucien’s lips curved into the faintest smile. “Good. That is the beginning of what you must learn. Trust, courage... and restraint. But also desire. Do not mistake these for weakness, Adrian. They are the essence of survival, and of living fully—even in a world of shadows.”

The vampire moved behind Adrian, his presence enveloping him. The warmth of Lucien’s breath brushed the back of his neck, the subtle scent of him—something sweet, ancient, and compelling—making Adrian shiver. “We have much to explore,” Lucien whispered. “The apartment... the city... your new life. And I will guide you through it, as you learn what it truly means to be immortal.”

Adrian turned, meeting Lucien’s gaze. “I... I trust you.”

Lucien’s hand brushed lightly over Adrian’s, fingers entwining. “Then we begin,” he murmured. “Together.”

As the city slept beneath them, Adrian felt the weight of his new life, heavy yet exhilarating. The apartment was more than walls and furniture—it was the threshold of eternity. And with Lucien by his side, he knew he was ready to step fully into the darkness, the passion, and the eternal night that awaited.
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Chapter 2 — City of Shadows
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The streets of Halvorsen at night were a different world entirely—one Adrian had only glimpsed from the heights of Lucien’s apartment. Shadows stretched like living things along cobblestones slick with rain, and the soft glow of gas lamps barely pierced the fog that clung to the alleys.

Lucien moved beside him, fluid and silent, a predator in his natural element. Adrian followed, heart pounding, partly from fear, partly from the thrill of walking through a city that seemed alive with secrets he could barely imagine.

“Welcome to the city after dark,” Lucien murmured, his voice low, intimate, drawing Adrian’s gaze. “It is beautiful... and dangerous. Most who walk these streets have secrets—some harmless, some lethal. And all of them watch for weakness.”

Adrian swallowed hard. “Even you?”

Lucien’s lips curved into a faint, knowing smile. “Even me,” he said. “Every immortal has enemies, some who wait centuries for a chance to strike. And now... you are part of my world. That makes you... a target.”
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