
PREFACE

There is a particular magic in writing that transcends the simple act of putting words on paper. 

It's the ability to create worlds, bring characters to life and, above all, connect hearts and minds. 

This book, which you are now holding in your hands, is the result of one of those magical 

journeys, permeated by a dream that refused to die. 

From an early age, Guto Fernandes showed an undeniable inclination for letters. At the age of 

nine, while other children dreamed of toys, he asked his parents for something extraordinary: a 

typewriter. This surprisingly precocious gesture revealed a passion that accompanied him 

throughout his adolescence, filling notebooks and booklets with novels, poetry and curious 

stories, titles that, although forgotten in time, echo like the first notes of a symphony that was just 

beginning. 

However, as with any great story, Guto Fernandes' journey was not without its challenges. In a 

cruel and discouraging setback, when he asked his maternal aunt, who was studying for a degree 

in Literature at the time, to correct his titles, which he had been writing for several years; a few 

days later, he received terrible news: his aunt had told him that she had asked her professor to 

help her correct the texts and that the professor had lost his entire oeuvre, the work of years of 

dedication and sleepless nights. The weight of this loss was so great that silence settled over his 

writing for a long and painful period. 

But the fire of passion, once lit, is never completely extinguished. This book is living proof that 

Guto Fernandes' dream has survived time, sadness and loss. It is the fulfillment of a promise he 

made to himself: that his words would finally find their way to readers. 

As you dive into these pages, you will be taken on an experience that goes far beyond reading. 

The author's ambition is that you don't just read each chapter, but that you live it. Let the 

emotions of the characters become your own, let the scenarios form vividly in your mind, and let 

the journey you are about to embark on become an unforgettable memory. 

This is not just a book. It is the reunion of a writer with his vocation, the materialization of a life 

dedicated to the art of writing and an invitation for you to experience a world created by the 

author's mind especially for you, the reader, to immerse yourself in this interesting mystery story 

by John Culler. 

Prepare yourself. The adventure is about to begin. 

The Secret Life of John Culler  

Part I: The Mask of John Culler  




Chapter 1: The Gentleman from London

The smoke of London was a perpetual shroud, gray and dense, clinging to the blackened brick 

facades and the hearts of its inhabitants. In the year 1785, the city was a vibrant paradox: the 

cradle of opulence and the most abject misery, where the glow of the candles in the salons of 

high society could barely overshadow the stench of the open sewers and the cries of the 

destitute in the alleys. John Culler, at the age of twenty-five, navigated this labyrinth of 

contrasts with the ease of one who was born to it, but with the soul of one who longed to 

escape. 

That autumn evening, the Dukes of Northumberland Ballroom was buzzing with the  

effervescence of London's elite. Crystal chandeliers cast a golden glow over shimmering silks, 

velvet coats and powdered wigs. The air was charged with the sweet scent of jasmine, the 

spiciness of snuff and the unmistakable smell of status. John Culler, heir to one of the oldest 

and most respected fortunes in the city, was the epitome of the perfect gentleman. His dark 

hair, carefully arranged, framed a face of fine features, framed by eyes of such a deep blue that 

they seemed to hold ancient secrets. His smile was cordial, his posture impeccable, and his 

every movement exuded an innate grace, learned from years of tutoring and salons. 

He greeted ladies with elegant curtsies, exchanged witticisms with gentlemen of equal rank 

and smiled at the young debutantes who looked at him with veiled admiration. John was the 

dream of many mothers: rich, well-born, charming and, apparently, without vices. However, 

behind that façade of perfection, a subtle melancholy hung in his eyes, a shadow that not even 

the blinding glare of the ballroom could dispel. He felt like an impostor, an actor in a play he 

hadn't chosen, playing a role that suffocated him. 

"John, my dear! What a pleasure to see you!" The voice rang out, a little louder than decorum 

allowed, and John turned to find Lord Ashworth, a burly man with a ruddy face and a jovial 

smile. "I haven't seen the beautiful Lady Eleanor yet this evening. Don't tell me you left her 

alone to flirt with the young debutantes?" 

John laughed, a light and pleasant sound. "Lord Ashworth, always so perceptive. Lady Eleanor is in 

a corner, discussing the latest fashions with the old ladies. I thought it prudent to give her space for 

her important deliberations." 

Ashworth patted John on the back. "Wise, my boy, very wise. The female mind is a labyrinth, 

and fashion a minotaur that devours them. But tell me, I've heard rumors about your new 

venture. Is it true that you're investing in cotton mills in Manchester?" 

The conversation extended to business, politics and the latest court scandals. John answered 

with the precision and knowledge expected of a man of his position, but his mind wandered. He 

watched the glitter of the cutlery on the snack table, the reflection of the candles in the crystal 

glasses and the mesmerizing dance of the flames. 

Suddenly, a small silver fork lying forgotten on the edge of a cheese tray began to vibrate. 

Imperceptibly at first, then more intensely. John felt a shiver run down the back of his neck, a 

familiar tingle spreading down his arms. His eyes fixed on the object, and he felt a strange 

pressure in his mind, as if an invisible force was manifesting itself through him. The fork then 

rose slightly, floating a few centimeters from the tray, before moving slowly and deliberately 

towards him. 

John's heart raced. Cold sweat trickled down his temples. He tried to control his breathing, his 

mind, the force that seemed to emanate from his very being. With a monumental effort, he 

forced the image of the fork from his mind, concentrating on Lord Ashworth's voice, the distant 

laughter, the music of the orchestra. The fork shuddered, hesitated in the air for a moment and, 

with a slight clink, fell back onto the tray. 

No one seemed to notice. Ashworth continued his ramblings about the price of wool, and the 

ladies laughed at some joke. John forced a smile, his facial muscles tense. He felt nauseous. 

That "incident", as he called it, was a constant reminder of his curse, a shadow that had 

haunted him since childhood. He hated that power, feared it and, above all, wished it would 

disappear forever. But he knew, deep down in his soul, that it would never disappear. And that, 

one day, it would betray him. 




Chapter 2: The Inheritance of Blood

John Culler's childhood was not marked by the carefree games and innocent antics of other 

children in his class. Instead of riding ponies or playing lead soldiers, his early years were filled 

with the whisper of secrets and the shadow of a power he barely understood. The central figure 

in this strange upbringing was his paternal grandmother, Lady Beatrice Culler, a woman with 

piercing eyes and snow-white hair, who 

lived in a secluded wing of the mansion, surrounded by dusty books and a herb garden that exuded 

a peculiar aroma. 

Lady Beatrice was an eccentric, even by the standards of the time. While other grandmothers 

taught embroidery or etiquette, she taught John about the language of trees, the whisper of the 

wind and the power hidden in stones. Her lessons were whispered, almost like conjuring, and 

always ended with a warning: "Power is a chain, John. It can lift you or drown you, 

depending on how you hold it." 

John vividly remembered his grandmother's small room, always with the curtains closed, lit only by 

the flickering light of beeswax candles. There, on a polished oak table, she spread dried herbs, 

polished bones and small metal objects. She spoke in a language that John didn't  

understand, but which resounded in his ears like an ancient, forbidden melody. It was a ritual, a 

silent dance between her and the invisible forces that seemed to obey her. 

"Feel the metal, my little one," she whispered, placing a small copper medallion in John's palm. "It has a soul. It responds. It is part of you, just as you are part of it." 

John felt a strange warmth emanating from the metal, a gentle pulse that seemed to  

synchronize with his own. Sometimes the locket seemed to vibrate, or float slightly in his hand, and 

h i s  grandmother would smile, an enigmatic smile that left him both fascinated and  

terrified. 

His mother, Lady Anne Culler, a practical woman devoted to social etiquette, tried in vain to keep 

John away from his grandmother's influence. "Beatrice, please," she begged, her voice tense, "don't 

fill the boy's head with these fantasies. He needs to learn about the real world, about his duties as a 

Culler." 

But Lady Beatrice only smiled, a defiant glint in her eyes. "The real world, my dear Anne, is  

much vaster than the halls of London. And John's duties are older than any title." 

Little by little, John began to understand. The "power" was not a fantasy. It was real. And he 

possessed it. It manifested itself in moments of anger, fear and despair. A glass that shattered 

without being touched, a door that opened by itself, a knife that slipped out of an attacker's hand 

and fell at his feet. Small incidents, easily attributed to chance, but which John knew  

were his own doing. 

He hated it. He hated the feeling of being different, of carrying a burden that no one else  

understood. He strove to be "normal", to repress that uncontrollable force. 

He  spent  hours  training  his  mind,  visualizing  barriers,  building  mental  walls  to  contain  the 

power.  He  wanted  to  be  just  John  Culler,  the  gentleman,  the  heir,  the  man  who  fitted 

perfectly into the world around him. 

But power was stubborn. Like a weed that sprouted in the cracks of the sidewalk, it stubbornly 

manifested itself, especially in moments of stress or intense emotion. It was a constant  

reminder of his lineage, of a past he couldn't erase, of a future he didn't want to face. He felt like 

a prisoner in his own skin, chained to a heritage that condemned him. 




Chapter 3: The Grand Garden Diary

The attic of Culler Manor was a realm of shadows and dust, a labyrinth of furniture covered in 

white sheets, dusty boxes and the sweet, musty smell of time. It was there, in the silent heart of 

the house, that John Culler found his refuge and his curse. Night after night, in the dim light of an 

oil lamp, he bent over a volume bound in faded leather, the pages yellowed and brittle with time. 

It was the diary of his ancestor, Grand Garden Culler, a man who had lived centuries before, but 

whose voice still echoed through the pages. 

The diary was not an easy read. Written in elaborate handwriting and archaic language, it 

required patience and concentration. But for John, every word was a fragment of a puzzle, a clue 

to the mystery of his family and, more importantly, to the nature of his own power. Grand 

Garden had been a "user" like him, but in a much more conscious and apparently controlled way. 

The first diary entries were poetic descriptions of nature, observations on the seasons and 

wildlife. But as John progressed, the narrative became darker, more urgent. Grand Garden 

described the awakening of his own power, an ability to manipulate metal that, in his day, was 

considered either a divine gift or a demonic curse. He spoke of the dangers, the persecution, the 

need to hide his true nature. 

"Power," Grand Garden wrote in one passage, "is not a gift to be displayed, but a burden
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