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Chapter 1 – The Candle in the Rain
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The rain began just after midnight.

It came down over the city in sheets, turning the narrow streets into black rivers beneath the weak glow of antique streetlamps. Wind moved between the old buildings with a mournful sound, rattling shutters and forcing loose signs against brick walls.

Lowrenc stood beside the window of his apartment, watching the storm.

He had always liked rain.

Rain made the city quieter.

It covered footsteps. It blurred faces. It gave lonely people an excuse to stay inside and pretend they were not lonely at all.

Tonight, however, something about the storm felt wrong.

Lowrenc could not explain it.

He simply knew.

He stepped away from the window and checked the clock.

12:17 a.m.

He should have been asleep.

Instead, he had spent the last hour sitting in the dark with a glass of wine untouched beside him, listening to thunder roll across the city.

His apartment was on the third floor of an old building that had once belonged to a wealthy merchant family. The ceilings were too high, the corridors too narrow, and the pipes complained whenever the weather changed.

Lowrenc had rented it because he liked old buildings.

They had memories.

Sometimes, he thought, memories were safer than people.

He turned away from the window.

Then he heard it.

A faint scratching sound.

Lowrenc froze.

It came from outside.

Three slow scratches against the glass.

He stared at the window.

Nothing.

Only rain.

He approached cautiously.

Another sound.

Scratch.

Scratch.

Scratch.

His pulse quickened.

He pulled the curtain aside.

The window was covered with rainwater, but through the distorted glass he could see the narrow street below.

Empty.

No pedestrians.

No cars.

No movement.

Lowrenc frowned.

He opened the window.

Cold air rushed into the room.

Rain immediately struck his face.

He leaned forward and looked down.

Then he saw it.

A candle.

It stood on the stone ledge directly beneath his window.

Lowrenc stared.

For several seconds, he couldn't understand what he was seeing.

The candle was completely black.

Not dark red.

Not deep brown.

Black.

Its wax was smooth and unnaturally clean despite the rain pouring around it.

And the flame—

The flame was still burning.

Lowrenc slowly reached down.

The rain struck his hand.

The candle continued burning.

"That's impossible."

He should have closed the window.

Instead, curiosity overcame caution.

He touched the candle.

The world disappeared.

Lowrenc gasped.

Suddenly he was standing somewhere else.

A corridor stretched before him.

It was enormous, lined with dark wooden panels and portraits of men and women dressed in clothing from another century.

Candles burned along the walls.

Hundreds of them.

Their flames flickered despite the absence of wind.

Lowrenc looked down.

He was barefoot.

He wore the same clothes he had been wearing in his apartment.

"Where am I?"

His voice echoed.

No answer.

Then he heard footsteps.

Slow.

Measured.

Coming from somewhere beyond the darkness.

Lowrenc turned.

A man emerged from the shadows.

He was tall.

Beautiful in a severe, almost frightening way.

His dark hair fell loosely around his face, and his clothing looked strangely old-fashioned—a black shirt beneath a long charcoal coat.

But it was his eyes that frightened Lowrenc.

They were dark.

Not simply brown.

Dark as if there were centuries hidden behind them.

The man stopped several feet away.

He looked at Lowrenc with an expression that was impossible to understand.

Pain.

Recognition.

And something dangerously close to longing.

"Lowrenc."

The sound of his name made Lowrenc step backward.

"Who are you?"

The stranger did not answer.

Instead, he slowly lifted one hand.

In it was a blade.

The weapon was long and narrow, its handle wrapped in black leather. Strange silver markings ran along the metal.

Blood dripped from its tip.

Lowrenc stared.

"Who are you?"

The man finally spoke.

"Dragomir."

The name seemed to echo through the corridor.

Dragomir.

Lowrenc had heard it before.

Everyone who knew anything about the city's darker history had heard that name.

The Dragomir family.

Old aristocrats.

Old money.

Old rumors.

A family that had disappeared from public life generations ago.

Some said they had died out.

Others said they had never truly been human.

Lowrenc had never believed those stories.

Until now.

Dragomir took a step toward him.

Lowrenc felt the strange sensation of being pulled forward.

The blade in Dragomir's hand began to tremble.

Then every candle in the corridor went out.

Darkness swallowed them.

Lowrenc heard a whisper.

Not from Dragomir.

From somewhere behind him.

"Come back."

Lowrenc spun around.

A second figure stood at the end of the corridor.

He could not see the face.

Only a silhouette.

The figure raised one hand.

The black candles suddenly reignited.

But the flames were no longer yellow.

They were blue.

Lowrenc looked back at Dragomir.

The man's expression had changed.

Fear.

Real fear.

"Run."

The corridor shook.

A terrible sound rose from somewhere beneath the floor.

Lowrenc stumbled backward.

The walls seemed to breathe.

The portraits began turning their heads.

One by one.

Watching him.

Watching Dragomir.

Watching something approaching from beneath the manor.

"Dragomir!"

The man's name escaped Lowrenc's lips before he understood why he had shouted it.

Dragomir reached toward him.

Their fingers almost touched.

Then—

Everything shattered.

Lowrenc woke on the floor of his apartment.

He gasped for air.

For several seconds, he couldn't move.

His heart hammered against his ribs.

The storm still raged outside.

The clock still showed 12:17.

The room looked exactly as it had before.

But the candle was gone from the window.

Lowrenc slowly climbed to his feet.

His hands were shaking.

He looked toward the window.

The glass was open.

Rain had soaked the floor.

And on the wooden windowsill was a single black mark.

A fingerprint.

Lowrenc stared at it.

Then he noticed something else.

His right palm hurt.

He turned his hand over.

A thin red line crossed the center of his palm.

Blood.

He touched it.

The wound immediately began to burn.

Lowrenc hissed.

Then he heard something.

A whisper.

Very faint.

Almost lost beneath the thunder.

"Lowrenc."

He looked toward the door.

Nobody was there.

The whisper came again.

"Lowrenc."

This time, it sounded closer.

He backed away.

"Who's there?"

Silence.

Then three knocks came from the hallway.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Knock.

Knock.

Knock.

Lowrenc stared at the door.

His first instinct was not to open it.

His second was to pretend he had heard nothing.

But something inside him demanded that he investigate.

He walked toward the door.

Each step felt heavier than the last.

He reached for the handle.

Stopped.

The strange wound in his palm began burning again.

Lowrenc looked down.

The thin cut had changed.

The blood was no longer red.

It had turned black.

He recoiled.

At that exact moment, lightning flashed outside.

For one brief second, the apartment was illuminated.

And in the reflection of the hallway mirror, Lowrenc saw someone standing behind him.

A tall man.

Dark hair.

Black coat.

A blade in his hand.

Lowrenc turned.

Nobody.

He looked back at the mirror.

Nothing.

Only his own pale reflection.

His breathing became shallow.

Then the candle appeared again.

Not outside.

Inside.

It stood on the small table beside the door.

Black wax.

Blue flame.

Lowrenc stared at it.

He hadn't seen anyone enter.

He hadn't heard a lock turn.

Yet the candle was there.

Burning silently.

A strange symbol had appeared in the wax.

Lowrenc leaned closer.

It looked like a sword crossed with a flame.

He knew that symbol.

He had seen it in the vision.

The candle flickered.

A voice whispered from inside the flame.

"Find me."

Lowrenc stepped backward.

The flame grew taller.

"Before the blade finds you."

The candle suddenly went out.

Darkness filled the apartment.

And from somewhere far beyond the city, beneath the thunder and rain, came the sound of a single metallic scream.

A blade being drawn.

Lowrenc stood frozen.

He knew then that whatever had happened tonight was not a dream.

Someone named Dragomir had called to him.

Something ancient had awakened.

And somehow, impossibly, the two were connected.

Outside, the storm continued.

But far away, inside an abandoned manor surrounded by dead trees, a man stood alone in a candlelit room.

Dragomir looked down at the ancient blade in his hand.

For the first time in centuries, blood was running along its edge.

His blood.

He closed his eyes.

And whispered the name he had feared he would never speak again.

"Lowrenc."
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Chapter 2 – The Gentleman with the Blade
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By morning, Lowrenc had convinced himself that he had not slept at all.

That was the easiest explanation.

It was easier than admitting that he had dreamed of a man named Dragomir who had somehow known his name before they had ever met.

It was easier than explaining the wound in his palm.

And it was infinitely easier than accepting that the black candle had appeared inside his apartment without anyone opening the door.

Yet the evidence remained.

The thin cut across his palm had not disappeared.

If anything, it had become darker.

Lowrenc sat at his kitchen table, staring at it.

He had washed his hand several times.

He had wrapped it in a clean cloth.

Still, the mark remained.

A thin black line.

Almost like ink beneath the skin.

He lifted his coffee and took a sip.

Cold.

He put it down.

"This is ridiculous."

The words sounded weak in the empty apartment.

He stood and walked toward the window.

The storm had passed.

The city looked ordinary again.

That was what frightened him most.

Cars moved along the wet streets. People hurried toward work. A woman walked a dog beneath an umbrella. A delivery truck stopped outside a bakery.

Normal life.

As if nothing had happened.

Lowrenc looked at his reflection in the glass.

For a moment, he saw another man standing behind him.

Dark hair.

Black coat.

A blade.

He spun around.

Nothing.

His heart began racing.

"Enough."

He closed his eyes.

When he opened them again, the reflection showed only himself.

He needed answers.

And there was only one person who could give them to him.

Dragomir.

The name itself made his stomach tighten.

Lowrenc had searched for information about the man during the early hours of the morning.

There was almost nothing.

A few old records.

A family name appearing in property documents dating back more than two hundred years.

A ruined estate outside the city.

And, strangely, references to a Dragomir family chapel that had been abandoned decades ago.

The chapel had once belonged to an old church.

St. Aurelia.

The building had been closed after a fire.

According to the records, nobody had lived there for nearly fifty years.

Lowrenc had no idea why Dragomir would choose such a place to meet him.

But at 11:00 that morning, a message appeared on his phone.

No number.

No name.

Only four words.

St. Aurelia. Come alone.

Lowrenc stared at the screen.

He should have deleted it.

Instead, he put on his coat.



St. Aurelia stood at the edge of the oldest district of the city.

The church was almost completely hidden behind dead trees and overgrown ivy.

Its stone walls were blackened from decades of weather and neglect.

The bell tower leaned slightly to one side.

Several windows were broken.

The enormous wooden doors were covered in carvings that had been damaged almost beyond recognition.

Lowrenc stopped outside.

He suddenly wished he had ignored the message.

The place felt wrong.

Not frightening in the
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