
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Endless Night
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Chapter 1 — Shadows Stir
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Halvorsen was never truly silent, but tonight the city’s usual hum felt different—quieter, heavier, as if the shadows themselves were holding their breath. Adrian walked along the riverfront, the wind tugging at his hair, carrying whispers of something he couldn’t quite place.

He had grown accustomed to the night, to the subtle currents of danger that ebbed and flowed through the streets. Yet tonight, a chill ran deeper than the autumn air, sending a shiver through him. Something was coming. Something he could feel in the marrow of his bones.

Lucien appeared at his side, silent as always, eyes scanning the dimly lit streets. “You sense it too,” Adrian murmured, not needing to explain.

Lucien’s gaze swept the horizon, narrowing. “Yes. The shadows are restless. There’s a presence I’ve not felt in centuries... a predator, or worse, a faction seeking power.”

Adrian’s pulse quickened. “Do you know who?”

Lucien shook his head. “Not yet. But it’s coming. And it won’t wait.”

The river reflected the muted glow of streetlamps, rippling like liquid shadow. Adrian felt the energy in the city shift, subtle at first, then with undeniable intent. Figures flitted in alleys, disappearing before he could identify them, yet leaving a trace of menace in their wake.

“We should warn the council,” Adrian suggested, tension tightening his voice. “If this is what I think it is...”

Lucien’s lips pressed into a thin line. “Patience. We observe first. Strike only when we understand the nature of the threat. Hasty action can be deadly.”

Adrian’s eyes followed the shadows stretching along the cobblestones, every instinct on edge. “I’ve trained for this,” he said, though uncertainty lingered. “But the feeling... it’s different. Darker.”

Lucien placed a steadying hand on his shoulder. “You’ve grown stronger, Adrian. Strong enough to face what comes. But remember—this is Halvorsen. The city itself can be as dangerous as any vampire. Tonight, every street, every whisper may be a test.”

A sudden movement in the distance drew their attention—a lone figure, cloaked and gliding silently along the rooftops. Adrian tensed, recognizing the predatory grace immediately. Lucien’s hand brushed against the hilt of a shadow blade, eyes sharp as a hawk’s.

“Someone’s scouting,” Lucien murmured, voice low and controlled. “We are no longer alone. Whatever approaches is deliberate. It knows we’re here.”

Adrian swallowed hard, adrenaline coiling within him. “Then we prepare. Together.”

Lucien’s gaze softened for the briefest moment before hardening again. “Together. And remember... the night is endless. Sometimes, survival depends on patience, not speed.”

The figure on the rooftops paused, then vanished into the night, leaving only a sense of imminent danger lingering in the air. Adrian’s heart pounded in his chest, a mix of fear, excitement, and determination.

The shadows had stirred, and Halvorsen would never be the same.
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Chapter 2 — Unwelcome Guests
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The city had barely settled after the tension of the previous night when reports began trickling in—vampires unfamiliar to the council were seen moving through Halvorsen. Shadows that didn’t belong, figures that vanished as quickly as they appeared. Adrian and Lucien were summoned immediately.

Lucien’s apartment was a flurry of energy as he traced the arcane disturbances left behind by the intruders. Candles flickered, casting elongated shadows, and the familiar hum of the city felt unnervingly sharp tonight.

“They’re not just wandering,” Lucien murmured, eyes scanning a series of ancient glyphs he had traced on the table. “They’re organized. Strategic. Someone—or something—is orchestrating their presence.”

Adrian leaned over his shoulder, tracing the sigils with his fingers. “Do we know their intent?”

Lucien shook his head, jaw tight. “Not yet. But their movements are calculated. They aren’t just here to observe... they’re testing boundaries, probing for weaknesses. This is a reconnaissance, and soon, if unchecked, it will escalate.”

Adrian’s pulse quickened. “Should we confront them?”

Lucien’s eyes flickered to his partner, a shadow of a smile softening the tension. “Not yet. Confrontation without knowledge is reckless. We gather information first. Observe. Learn who is behind this, and why.”

The streets of Halvorsen were unusually quiet as the two of them moved out, shadows themselves. The intruders left faint traces of power—a chill in the air, subtle distortions in light—and Adrian’s senses flared. He could feel them: predators skilled in both concealment and combat, testing the boundaries of the city.
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