
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Last Dawn
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Chapter 1 – The Man Who Doesn’t Sleep
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Adrian Vale had not slept in six hundred and twelve years.

He still kept a bed.

It was an old habit, one he had never managed to discard. The bed stood against the far wall of his penthouse apartment, draped in charcoal linen, immaculate and untouched. The city glittered beyond the glass windows—thirty floors below, headlights smeared into silver ribbons and neon signs hummed in restless pulses. The world never truly slept anymore. It flickered. It buzzed. It scrolled.

But it did not rest.

Neither did he.

Adrian stood barefoot on cool marble, a crystal glass of untouched wine in his hand. He did not drink wine. He liked the color. It resembled diluted blood under low light—civilized, tamed, less incriminating.

The hunger stirred anyway.

It was never absent. Only quiet.

He closed his eyes and listened to the city. The distant rush of traffic. Music drifting from a rooftop bar three buildings away. The uneven heartbeat of a man arguing on the sidewalk below—fast, irritated. The slow, steady pulse of a woman reading alone in her apartment across the street.

Human hearts were symphonies.

And to him, they were temptations.

He set the wine aside.

Tonight, he would feed. Carefully. Discreetly. As always.

Adrian did not hunt like the old ones used to. He did not stalk alleyways with fangs bared or tear into throats under moonlight. That era had ended in fire and screaming centuries ago. The reckless immortals had perished first—burned, exposed, hunted.

The survivors adapted.

He was very good at adapting.

A knock would come later at his private entrance downstairs. A willing donor. Anonymous. Compensated generously. Memory softened afterward, just enough to blur details. He never took too much. Never lost control.

Control was the only reason he was still alive.

He moved toward the window and pressed his palm against the glass. His reflection stared back—unchanged for centuries. Dark hair falling carelessly over his forehead. Sharp cheekbones. Lips too pale without borrowed color. Eyes that seemed black until light struck them and revealed something older than night itself.

He remembered when mirrors had frightened him.

When he was newly turned, and his reflection felt like a stranger wearing his face.

Now it felt like a prison.

Six hundred years. Wars had risen and fallen. Empires collapsed. Lovers aged and died. Languages shifted. Fashion changed. Humanity multiplied like wildfire.

And Adrian remained.

Untouched.

Unfinished.

Alone.

The hunger sharpened suddenly.

He inhaled.

There.

Not the donor scheduled for later. Not the distant pulses scattered across the city.

Closer.

Fresh.

Alive.

He tilted his head slightly.

A heartbeat unlike the others—steady, curious, unhurried. It carried a rhythm he did not often hear in this city anymore. Not frantic. Not dulled by exhaustion. It beat like someone who still believed in tomorrow.

It was coming from three blocks east.

From the museum district.

Adrian frowned faintly.

Museums did not usually interest him. He had lived through most of what they displayed. He found it vaguely insulting when artifacts from his childhood were placed behind glass with placards describing them as “late medieval.”

But tonight...

The heartbeat pulled at him.

He moved before he could justify it.

The elevator ride down was silent. The doorman nodded respectfully. Adrian stepped into the cool night air, coat settling perfectly over his shoulders.

He walked. He could move faster—far faster—but speed attracted attention. Cameras were everywhere now. Eyes without souls, recording everything.

He preferred subtlety.

The museum stood illuminated in soft golden light, its grand columns casting long shadows across the pavement. Most of the building was dark. Closed hours ago.

Except for a single wing.

A faint glow spilled from upper windows.

Adrian paused at the steps.

Ridiculous.

He did not chase heartbeats.

He did not indulge curiosity.

And yet.

He climbed the steps and entered through the side entrance reserved for staff and private researchers. The security guard at the desk glanced up briefly—and then didn’t. Adrian did not need to speak. A gentle brush against the man’s mind was enough. Permission granted. No memory retained.

He moved through quiet corridors lined with glass cases and ancient relics.

Stone. Steel. Dust.

History always smelled like dust.

The heartbeat grew clearer as he approached the archival wing.

Steady.

Focused.

He stopped outside a partially open door.

Inside, a man stood over a wide wooden table covered in parchment and bound manuscripts. He wore rolled-up sleeves and thin-framed glasses, dark hair falling into his eyes as he leaned forward, completely absorbed.

Young.

Not a boy. A man in his mid-to-late twenties.

Warm skin. Living breath.

The heartbeat matched the man’s movements—slightly faster when he turned a page, slowing when he paused to read carefully.

Adrian felt something shift in his chest.

Annoyance, perhaps.

He stepped inside.

The floor did not creak beneath him.

Still, the man looked up.

Their eyes met.

For a fraction of a second, the world narrowed.

Curious brown eyes. Not frightened. Not startled.

Assessing.

“Can I help you?” the man asked.

His voice was warm. A little rough from disuse. He had been quiet for hours.

Adrian realized he had not prepared an excuse.

“I hope so,” he replied smoothly. “I was told the archival department allows private access for... specific research.”

The man blinked, pushing his glasses up slightly. “At midnight?”

Adrian allowed the faintest smile. “History does not keep convenient hours.”

A pause.

The man studied him longer than most humans did. As if sensing something unusual—but unable to define it.

“I’m Luka,” he said finally. “Night cataloguing. What are you researching?”

Luka.

The name settled strangely inside Adrian.

“I’m looking for records,” Adrian said, stepping closer to the table. “Late fifteenth century. Eastern Europe. Monastic accounts, perhaps.”

Luka’s eyebrows lifted with interest. “That’s... specific.”

“I have specific tastes.”

A flicker of amusement crossed Luka’s face.

Adrian became aware of the hunger again.

Closer now.

The scent of blood beneath skin. The warmth radiating from Luka’s throat. The subtle pulse at the base of his neck.

He could end it in seconds.

One step. One breath.

No one would know.

The thought repulsed him.

He stepped back instead.

Luka noticed.

“Are you alright?” he asked.

“I am,” Adrian said quietly. “Forgive me. I haven’t... been around people much lately.”

That, at least, was true.

Luka’s expression softened. “Well. You picked a good century. We just received a restoration shipment. Some untranslated texts, actually.” He gestured toward the open manuscript. “This one references something called ‘The Last Dawn.’ I haven’t figured out if it’s allegorical or literal.”

The words struck Adrian like cold water.

“The Last Dawn,” he repeated carefully.

“Yes.” Luka smiled faintly. “Apocalyptic poetry, probably. Medieval writers loved dramatic endings.”

Adrian stared at the manuscript.

He had seen that phrase before.

Centuries ago.

Whispered.

Feared.

He stepped closer despite himself.

“May I?”

Luka hesitated only briefly before nodding.

Their fingers brushed as Adrian leaned in to examine the parchment.

Electric.

Not magical.

Not supernatural.

Just... alive.

Adrian pulled his hand back almost immediately.

He had touched countless humans before. Fed from them. Held them. Kissed them.

But this felt—

Dangerous.

Not because of hunters.

Not because of exposure.

Because for the first time in decades, the hunger was not the only thing he felt.

“Most of it’s fragmented,” Luka said, unaware of the storm building inches away from him. “But there’s a recurring line: ‘When the last immortal walks into the dawn, the world will change.’ Dramatic, right?”

Adrian’s throat tightened.

He had walked through centuries of night.

He had never walked into dawn.

He forced composure back into place.

“Yes,” he said softly. “Very dramatic.”

Luka smiled again.

And Adrian understood, with sudden terrifying clarity, that he would return.

Not for the manuscript.

For the heartbeat.

For the warmth.

For the man who looked at him without fear.

The hunger receded—not satisfied, but quieter.

For the first time in a very long while, Adrian felt something unfamiliar stir beneath the endless weight of immortality.

Curiosity.

Hope.

He stepped back toward the door.

“I will come again,” he said.

Luka tilted his head slightly. “I’ll be here.”

Of course you will, Adrian thought.

You still belong to time.

He left the archive room and moved through the silent corridors, out into the cold air of the city night.

The sky above was deep velvet, stars barely visible through urban glow.

Somewhere in the east, beyond towers and smoke and glass, dawn would come in a few hours.

It always did.

Adrian had watched thousands of them from the shadows.

Tonight, for the first time in centuries—

He wondered what it might feel like not to fear it.

And far above the museum, unnoticed by both men, a small black camera mounted beneath a decorative gargoyle blinked red.

Recording.
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Chapter 2 – Dust and Ancient Paper

[image: ]




The museum changed after midnight.

During the day, it was full of voices—school groups echoing through marble halls, tour guides reciting memorized wonder, shoes scuffing polished floors. Light poured through the high windows and made everything feel curated, controlled.

But at night, it breathed.

The air grew thicker. Dust settled like memory. Shadows softened sharp edges of glass cases and turned armor displays into silent sentinels. The building no longer felt like a public space. It felt like a vault.

Luka preferred it this way.

He sat alone in the archival wing, a desk lamp casting a circle of gold over parchment that had survived five hundred years. His sleeves were rolled up again, dark ink smudged faintly along the side of his hand. A half-empty mug of cold coffee sat forgotten near his elbow.

The manuscript lay open before him.

Calfskin vellum. Iron gall ink browned by time. Margins crowded with cramped annotations written by different hands across centuries.

He traced the faded lettering carefully.

“...and when the night devours its own children, the last immortal shall walk toward the breaking light. In blood or in love, the dawn will answer.”

Luka leaned back in his chair, exhaling slowly.

“Dramatic,” he murmured to the empty room.

He had spent the past three hours cross-referencing the phrase with other texts from the same region—late fifteenth century, Eastern Europe. Monastic records. Fragmented sermons. Obscure apocalyptic poetry that never made it into mainstream religious canon.
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