The Last Millionaire

In the shadowed heart of his sprawling mansion, atop a secluded hill overlooking
what was once the glittering skyline of New York, billionaire tech mogul Damien

Blackwood made his final stand against time itself.

For twenty-three years he had poured his fortune—every last cent he could
squeeze from his empire—into the project he called Project Elysium. It was not the
crude cryonics of the early twenty-first century, with their frozen corpses and false
promises. No, Damien had funded a revolution: a proprietary system of suspended
animation fused with advanced cellular regeneration. Nanites that repaired DNA
strand by strand. Artificial stem-cell matrices that could roll back biological age like
rewinding a clock. The chamber itself was a masterpiece of obsidian-black alloy
and humming quantum processors, buried deep beneath the reinforced sub-

basement of Blackwood Manor.

At ninety-three, Damien was a ghost of the man who had once dominated
boardrooms and stock exchanges. His spine curved like a question mark. His
hands, once steady enough to sign billion-dollar deals with a flourish, now trembled
as he gripped the silver cane that had become his constant companion. Cataracts
clouded his vision, and his once-photographic memory faltered on the names of his
own grandchildren—children he had barely known, sacrificed on the altar of

ambition. Yet his will remained forged in titanium.

“l refuse to die like the rest of you,” he rasped to the small team of scientists
gathered around the chamber on that final night. The air smelled of antiseptic and

ozone. Fluorescent lights buzzed overhead. “When | wake up, | will be young again.
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Strong. And the world... the world will be mine to reshape. Whatever it has

become.”

Dr. Sophia Laurent, the lead neurologist who had devoted her career to his
obsession, met his gaze without flinching. “The system is flawless, Mr. Blackwood.
It will not wake you after a fixed number of years. It will keep you in perfect stasis
while the regeneration protocols run their course. Every cell will be repaired. Your
body will reach the biological age of thirty—prime physical condition, peak
cognitive function. Only then will the revival sequence begin. It could take fifty
years. It could take two hundred. The world above may change beyond recognition,

but you... you will not.”

Damien’s lips curled into a skeletal smile. “Good. Let it burn if it must. I'll rebuild it

better.”

He shuffled forward, shedding the silk robe that had once cost more than most
people’s annual salaries. Naked, frail, liver-spotted skin hanging from bones, he
climbed into the chamber. The gel was colder than he expected—icy tendrils that
wrapped around his withered limbs, his sunken chest, his bald scalp. As the lid
descended with a soft hydraulic hiss, he caught one last glimpse of the vaulted
ceiling, the emergency generators humming in the corners, the reinforced door

that sealed the sub-basement from the rest of the mansion.

The last thing he remembered was the metallic taste on his tongue and the faint,

almost gentle pressure of the preservative fluid filling his lungs.

Then darkness. Perfect, dreamless darkness.

Above him, the world did not wait.
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The mansion’s automated systems kept the grounds pristine for the first decade.
Robotic gardeners trimmed the hedges. Solar arrays on the roof powered the
hidden generators. But the outside world was already fracturing. Stock markets
crashed in cascading waves. Resource wars ignited across continents. An
engineered virus—some whispered it was released by accident, others by
design—swept the globe, mutating faster than any vaccine could catch it. Cities
emptied. Skyscrapers became tombs. By the time Damien’s body had begun its
slow, invisible journey back toward youth, the lights of New York had gone dark

forever.

Decades blurred into centuries in the silence of the chamber. The nanites worked
tirelessly. They mended arteries hardened by decades of stress and scotch. They
smoothed the wrinkles etched into his face by ruthless negotiations and sleepless
nights. Muscle fibers regrew, dense and powerful. Hair follicles stirred back to life,
dark and thick as they had been in his thirties. Bones lengthened slightly, posture
straightened, organs renewed themselves with the vigor of a man half his age. The
process was mercilessly efficient. No pain. No dreams. Only the quiet mathematics

of reversal.

Outside, humanity tore itself apart. Nuclear exchanges scorched the Midwest.
Rising seas swallowed coastal megacities. A second plague, born from the melting
permafrost, finished what the first had started. By the time the regeneration
protocols neared completion, the planet was a scarred, silent ruin. Forests of
mutated vines choked the ruins. Packs of feral dogs—descendants of pampered
pets—roamed the overgrown highways. The sky itself seemed bruised, a perpetual

haze of dust and radiation.
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No one remembered Damien Blackwood. His empire, once valued at over four
hundred billion dollars, had collapsed into footnotes in digital archives that no one
could access anymore. His children, his grandchildren, his great-grandchildren—all

dust.

Then, one unremarkable day in a calendar no longer kept, the chamber’s quantum
core detected completion. Biological age: thirty years and four months. Optimal.
The blue emergency lights flickered to life. Pumps reversed. The gel drained with a

wet, sucking sound. The lid unsealed with a long, pneumatic sigh.

Damien Blackwood drew his first conscious breath in what felt like an eternity.

The air tasted metallic and strange, laced with the faint tang of ozone and
something earthy, like turned soil after rain. His eyes—sharp now, hawk-
like—fluttered open. He sat up slowly, testing limbs that responded with fluid
power he had not felt since his college boxing days. Naked, flawless, the body of a
man in his prime: broad shoulders, corded arms, a flat stomach ridged with muscle.

No tremor. No ache. Only strength.

He swung his legs over the edge of the chamber and stood. The concrete floor was
cold beneath his bare feet, but his skin no longer minded. Emergency lights cast
long shadows across the sub-basement. Cracks spiderwebbed the walls. Thick dust
coated every surface like gray velvet. A small monitor on the far wall, its screen

cracked but still glowing faintly, displayed a single line of green text:

REGENERATION COMPLETE. REVIVAL SUCCESSFUL. EXTERNAL SENSORS:
CIVILIZATION COLLAPSE DETECTED.

Damien smiled. It was not a kind smile.
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He crossed to a sealed locker built into the wall and punched in the override code
he had memorized a lifetime ago. The door clicked open. Inside: a black tactical
jumpsuit, boots, a utility belt stocked with emergency rations, a compact medical
kit, and a sleek pistol—antique by now, but loaded with caseless ammunition that
would never degrade. He dressed quickly, the fabric feeling luxurious against
rejuvenated skin. The pistol nestled comfortably in his hand, heavier than memory

suggested, yet perfectly balanced.

The emergency staircase was still intact, though vines had forced their way
through hairline fractures in the concrete. He climbed steadily, heart pounding not
with fear but with anticipation. At the top, the heavy steel door resisted for a
moment—rusted hinges groaning—then swung open with a screech that echoed

like a dying animal.

He stepped into the private garden.

Or what remained of it.

The once-manicured lawns were a jungle of twisted, thorny vines that glowed
faintly under the bruised twilight sky. Marble statues of Greek gods lay toppled and
moss-covered, their faces eaten away by acid rain. The grand fountain, where he
had once hosted midnight parties for senators and CEOs, was a stagnhant pool
choked with algae and the bleached bones of small animals. The air smelled of rot,

wet earth, and something sharper—charred wood and distant ozone.

Blackwood Manor itself stood like a corpse. The east wing had collapsed entirely,
rubble spilling across what had been the tennis courts. Windows were shattered,
frames blackened by old fires. Ivy and something darker—bioluminescent

fungi—crawled up the stone facade. The roof sagged where solar panels had long
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since shattered.

Damien walked forward, boots crunching on broken glass and fallen branches. He
reached the main terrace, the one that had commanded a panoramic view of
Manhattan. The skyline he had once owned was gone. The glittering spires of glass
and steel were now jagged silhouettes, half-swallowed by a forest that should not
exist this far north. The Empire State Building leaned drunkenly, its top third
missing. The Hudson River, visible in the distance, gleamed unnaturally green

under a sky streaked with perpetual chem-clouds.

No lights. No sirens. No distant hum of traffic or helicopters. Only the low, mournful
howl of wind threading through the ruins and the occasional rustle of something

large moving in the undergrowth.

He stood there for a long time, staring at the broken horizon. Horror flickered in his
chest—brief, almost academic. Then something else rose: a fierce, electric

exhilaration that made his new heart race.

The world had ended.

And he was alive. Young. Rich beyond measure in the only currency that still

mattered—knowledge, technology, and an unbreakable will.

He turned back toward the ruined mansion. Somewhere inside, if the old server
vaults had survived, there would be archives: maps, supply caches, perhaps even
dormant satellites he could reactivate. The chamber below still held spare nanite
reservoirs and portable regeneration kits. He could rebuild. Not just a house—a
kingdom. He could find survivors, bend them to his vision, or start from nothing if

he had to. The future had not asked his permission.
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It had simply waited.

Damien Blackwood holstered the pistol and began walking toward the collapsed

main doors. His steps were sure, unhurried. For the first time in over a century, he

felt truly alive.

The dead world stretched out before him, silent and vast.

And it was his to claim.
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