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The Oath of Shadows

Chapter 1 – The Forgotten Covenant
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The monastery had been abandoned for nearly a century.

Its crumbling stone walls stood upon a lonely cliff overlooking a violent sea, battered endlessly by wind and rain. Most people in the nearby village avoided the place. They whispered stories about strange lights appearing in broken windows and shadowy figures wandering the ruined halls after midnight.

Emil Laurent had never paid much attention to superstition.

As a historian specializing in forgotten folklore, he had spent years chasing legends that others dismissed as nonsense. Most turned out to be exaggerated tales born from fear and imagination. Yet occasionally he discovered fragments of truth hidden beneath centuries of myth.

That possibility was what brought him to Saint Verena Monastery on a cold autumn afternoon.

Dark clouds stretched across the sky like bruises, threatening rain. The sea below crashed violently against jagged rocks while gulls circled overhead, their cries echoing through the emptiness.

Emil adjusted the strap of his satchel and climbed the final stone steps leading toward the monastery entrance.

The heavy wooden doors had long ago collapsed inward.

He stepped carefully into the vast chapel beyond.

Dust floated through shafts of gray light.

Broken pews lay scattered across the floor. Ancient religious murals had faded into ghostly shapes upon cracked walls. Somewhere deeper inside the structure, water dripped steadily.

Despite the decay, Emil felt a strange pull.

As though something had been waiting.

He shook away the thought.

"You've spent too much time reading old legends," he muttered to himself.

His voice sounded unusually loud in the silence.

The local authorities had recently begun documenting historical sites in the region. During preliminary surveys, workers had discovered references to a hidden archive beneath the monastery.

The records remained unexplored.

That alone made the journey worthwhile.

Emil switched on his flashlight and followed a narrow corridor leading toward the lower levels.

The deeper he traveled, the colder the air became.

After several minutes, he found a spiral staircase descending into darkness.

Stone steps groaned beneath his boots.

At the bottom, he entered what had once been a library.

Rows of rotting shelves filled the chamber.

Most books had been destroyed by moisture and neglect. Their pages crumbled at the slightest touch.

Still, Emil felt excitement stirring inside him.

Even a damaged manuscript could reveal valuable information.

He began examining the surviving volumes.

Hours passed unnoticed.

Outside, rain finally began falling.

The distant thunder only heightened the atmosphere surrounding him.

Eventually, while searching a collapsed section of shelving, Emil noticed something unusual.

A small iron chest.

Unlike everything else in the room, it appeared untouched by time.

No rust covered its surface.

No dust lingered upon it.

The chest seemed strangely preserved.

His pulse quickened.

Carefully, he knelt beside it.

The lock had already broken centuries ago.

When he lifted the lid, stale air escaped.

Inside rested a bundle wrapped in black cloth.

The material felt surprisingly soft beneath his fingers.

Almost new.

Emil frowned.

That made no sense.

Slowly, he unfolded the cloth.

A single manuscript lay within.

Its leather cover was dark as midnight.

No title appeared on the front.

Only a silver symbol.

A circle surrounded by countless shadows stretching outward like claws.

The instant Emil touched the manuscript, a strange chill traveled through his body.

Not painful.

Just unsettling.

He quickly pulled his hand away.

For a moment, he could have sworn the symbol had moved.

The shadows seemed alive.

Watching him.

Then the sensation vanished.

Emil laughed nervously.

"Definitely too much imagination."

He opened the manuscript.

The pages were written in elegant handwriting unlike anything he had seen before.

Ancient, yet remarkably preserved.

The first page contained only a single sentence.

To break the oath is to awaken the darkness beneath eternity.

Emil stared at the words.

A faint shiver ran down his spine.

He turned the page.

What followed appeared to be a mixture of historical records, personal observations, and warnings.

Many passages referenced an individual known only as the Keeper of Shadows.

The name appeared repeatedly.

Every mention carried the same tone of fear and reverence.

The Keeper was described as immortal.

Powerful.

Bound by an ancient covenant older than kingdoms.

One passage particularly captured Emil's attention.

The Keeper dwells where night refuses to surrender to dawn. He guards the relic hidden beyond mortal sight. Should the relic awaken, blood and darkness shall consume the world once more.

Emil read the paragraph twice.

A vampire legend.

Or perhaps the origin of one.

Either way, fascinating.

He continued reading.

Names appeared throughout the manuscript.

Forgotten nobles.

Lost monasteries.

Destroyed cities.

Most belonged to real historical records.

That fact alone made the document extraordinary.

The author clearly possessed extensive knowledge of events spanning several centuries.

Impossible knowledge.

Unless multiple writers had contributed.

Yet the handwriting never changed.

The realization made Emil pause.

Thunder rumbled overhead.

The library suddenly felt colder.

He turned another page.

Near the center of the manuscript, a detailed illustration appeared.

The image depicted a large gothic estate standing atop coastal cliffs.

Dark towers rose toward storm-filled skies.

Countless windows overlooked a black sea.

Beneath the drawing, several words had been carefully written.

Blackstone Manor.

The name meant nothing to Emil.

Still, he instinctively reached for his notebook.

He copied every detail.

Location references.

Descriptions.

Dates.

Anything that might help future research.

As he worked, a folded sheet slipped from between the manuscript pages.

The paper landed softly upon the floor.

Emil picked it up.

Unlike the rest of the document, this page appeared newer.

Almost recent.

The handwriting remained identical.

That should have been impossible.

His heartbeat quickened.

Slowly, he unfolded the sheet.

Only a few lines had been written.

If these words are found, the covenant weakens.

If the covenant weakens, the shadows will stir.

Seek not the Keeper.

For he has already suffered more than death.

Beneath the warning stood a signature.

For a long moment, Emil simply stared.

The ink appeared fresh.

As though written yesterday.

At the bottom of the page was a single name.

Roman Vasiliev.

A sudden gust of freezing air swept through the chamber.

The lantern beside him flickered.

Every candle stand in the room rattled simultaneously.

Emil rose to his feet.

His pulse hammered inside his chest.

The atmosphere had changed.

The silence no longer felt empty.

It felt occupied.

Watching.

Waiting.

Then, from somewhere deep within the monastery, he heard footsteps.

Slow.

Measured.

Impossible.

No one else should have been there.

The sound echoed through distant corridors.

One step.

Then another.

And another.

Emil's flashlight trembled slightly in his hand.

"Hello?" he called.

No answer came.

The footsteps stopped.

A terrible stillness followed.

For several seconds, nothing happened.

Then a whisper drifted through the darkness.

Soft.

Ancient.

Almost impossible to hear.

Yet the words reached him clearly.

"You should not have opened it."

Emil spun around.

The library stood empty.

No figure emerged.

No explanation appeared.

Only silence remained.

But somehow, deep within his bones, Emil knew one thing with absolute certainty.

The legend of the Keeper of Shadows was not a myth.

And somewhere beyond the storm, a man named Roman Vasiliev already knew he had been found.
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Chapter 2 – The Lord of Blackstone Manor
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For three nights after leaving Saint Verena Monastery, Emil Laurent barely slept.

The manuscript occupied every waking thought.

He had spent countless hours studying its pages, cross-referencing names, dates, and locations with historical records. The more research he conducted, the more impossible the document became.

Several events described within its pages had occurred centuries apart.

Yet the handwriting remained identical.

The same elegant script.

The same careful observations.

The same mysterious author.

Roman Vasiliev.

The name haunted him.

Even stranger was the warning.

Seek not the Keeper.

Most historians would have dismissed such words as dramatic embellishment.

Emil couldn't.

Not after hearing the voice inside the monastery.

He still couldn't explain what had happened that night.

Logic insisted there had to be an answer.

A trick of acoustics.

Exhaustion.

Stress.

Anything but the supernatural explanation lingering in the back of his mind.

Yet every time he remembered the whisper, a chill traveled through him.

And despite the warning, his curiosity only grew stronger.

Which was precisely why he now found himself driving along a narrow coastal road beneath a sky filled with dark clouds.

The directions had been difficult to uncover.

Blackstone Manor did not appear on modern maps.

It was absent from tourism records.

Even local residents seemed reluctant to discuss it.

Most claimed the estate had been abandoned decades ago.

Others insisted nobody lived there.

A few simply crossed themselves and changed the subject.

That reaction only deepened Emil's determination.

The sea stretched endlessly beside him.

Towering cliffs rose from crashing waves below.

Mist rolled across the landscape in thick silver curtains.

The entire coastline felt detached from the modern world.

Like a forgotten place trapped between centuries.

Eventually, the road ended.

Emil parked his car near an old iron gate partially hidden by overgrown ivy.

Rain began to fall.

A light drizzle at first.

Then steadier.

Pulling his coat tighter, he stepped outside.

The gate stood open.

Beyond it stretched a long stone pathway winding through twisted trees.

The forest seemed unnaturally quiet.

No birds sang.

No animals moved.

Only the wind whispered through ancient branches.

Emil adjusted his satchel and began walking.

The further he traveled, the thicker the mist became.

Minutes passed.

Then suddenly the trees opened.

Emil stopped.

Blackstone Manor stood before him.

For a moment, he forgot to breathe.

The illustration from the manuscript had not done it justice.

The estate was enormous.

Dark towers pierced the storm-filled sky.

Gothic arches lined the exterior walls.

Hundreds of windows overlooked the sea beyond.

Black stone formed the structure, weathered by centuries of storms yet somehow untouched by decay.

It resembled less a home and more a fortress built to endure eternity.

Lightning flashed overhead.

The manor briefly appeared illuminated in silver light.

Beautiful.

Terrifying.

Ancient.

Emil felt as though he were standing before a living creature rather than a building.

Something old.

Something watchful.

The sensation passed quickly.

Taking a deep breath, he approached the entrance.

Massive wooden doors stood before him.

Their surfaces were carved with elaborate symbols.

Some resembled flowers.

Others looked disturbingly like shadows reaching upward.

Emil raised his hand.

Before he could knock, the door slowly opened.

By itself.

He stared.

The entrance hall beyond stretched into darkness.

Candlelight flickered somewhere deeper inside.

For several seconds, he remained frozen.

Then common sense finally caught up with him.

Someone must have opened it.

The person simply hadn't revealed themselves.

"Hello?" he called.

His voice echoed through the vast space.

No answer came.

After a moment's hesitation, Emil stepped inside.

The door closed behind him with a heavy thud.

The sound made him jump.

A long crimson carpet extended across polished stone floors.

Ancient paintings decorated the walls.

Crystal chandeliers hung overhead.

The air smelled faintly of old books and burning candles.

Unlike the monastery, nothing here appeared neglected.

Everything was meticulously maintained.

As though the estate had never aged.

Footsteps echoed somewhere nearby.

Emil turned.

A tall figure emerged from the shadows.

The man's appearance stole every prepared word from Emil's mind.

He was strikingly handsome.

Dark hair framed a pale face possessing sharp, aristocratic features.

His black coat appeared expensive despite its old-fashioned design.

His posture radiated confidence.

Authority.

Power.

The stranger moved with unusual grace.

Almost too graceful.

Then Emil noticed the eyes.

Silver-gray.

Cold enough to freeze oceans.

Those eyes settled upon him.

Instantly, the atmosphere changed.

The room seemed colder.

Heavier.

Dangerous.

For a long moment, neither man spoke.

The stranger's expression remained unreadable.

Then his gaze hardened.

"Leave."

The command was calm.

Simple.

Absolute.

Emil blinked.

"I beg your pardon?"

"You should not be here."

The man's voice was deep and controlled.

Every word carried quiet authority.

Emil straightened slightly.

"I've come a long way to speak with you."

The stranger's expression darkened.

"I did not invite you."

"No."

Emil reached into his satchel.

"But I believe you may be interested in why I'm here."

The moment he produced the manuscript, everything changed.

The stranger froze.

His eyes locked onto the leather-bound volume.

For the first time, genuine emotion appeared upon his face.

Shock.

It lasted only an instant.

Then it vanished behind a familiar mask of control.

"Where did you find that?"

The question emerged dangerously soft.

"Saint Verena Monastery."

Silence.

The man's gaze remained fixed upon the manuscript.

When he finally looked up, his expression had become even colder.

"Who else has seen it?"

"No one."

The answer appeared to satisfy him slightly.

At least the tension in his shoulders eased.

A little.

Emil studied him carefully.

"You know what this is."

"Of course I do."

The stranger stepped forward.

Candlelight illuminated his face more clearly.

He appeared perhaps thirty years old.

Yet something about him felt much older.

Ancient.

The sensation was impossible to explain.

Emil swallowed.

"You're Roman Vasiliev."

Another silence.

Longer this time.

Then the stranger laughed softly.

The sound contained no humor whatsoever.

"It seems the manuscript failed to remain hidden."

"So it belongs to you?"

Roman's eyes narrowed.

"That
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