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​Chapter 1: The Missing Woman
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New York, 1974. The rain falls slowly on the sidewalks, neon lights echo on the wet asphalt. The streets stink of garbage, cigarette smoke and rainwater had covered the night.

Isaac Rothman is a tall (about 1.85 m), broad-shouldered and solidly built man in his early 40s. His face has hard features; sharp cheekbones and a prominent jawline give him a rigid, authoritative air. His fair skin has faded over time and his tired eyes reflect the gaze of a man who has borne the burden of years.

His hair is dark brown, but the gray strands that appear at his temples at an early age show how hard he has been through. His blue-gray eyes are sharp and questioning. He scrutinizes his surroundings like someone who is always on the alert. He usually keeps his beard clean-shaven, but in times of stress he may go around with a few days of stubble.

His clothing style is classic and practical. He usually wears a dark trench coat and a gray or black suit underneath. He always carries an old but sturdy pistol. He is identified with the leather gloves he has been wearing for years and his worn fedora hat that smells of cigarettes.

Isaac Rothman was born in New York City in the 1930s. His childhood was spent in the shadow of the Great Depression, learning to survive on the streets. His father, a former police officer, was fired for his shady connections and Isaac was forced to leave his family at a young age. Faced with the harsh reality of the streets, Isaac learned to use both his wits and his fists to survive.

As a teenager, he joined the army and fought in the Korean War. The horrors he saw there changed his life irrevocably. When he returned from the war, he was a man unable to adapt to his old identity. He wanted to join the police force but was rejected because of his father's past. Instead, he began working as a private detective.

Throughout his detective career, he solved both ordinary cases and cases linked to the supernatural. Initially an ordinary private detective who only investigated missing persons and cases of deception, a series of unexplained murders led him to become interested in the supernatural and the occult. At some point, he began to investigate mysterious and supernatural cases instead of classic crimes.

Isaac is a man totally focused on his work. He never stops pursuing the truth, even at the cost of sacrificing his own life. He is good with alcohol, but he never drinks so much that he loses control. He loved a woman in the past, but ended the relationship to protect her from harm. Since then he has been a lonely man.

For him there is no absolute good or absolute evil in the world. There is only darkness and darker darkness. And he knows that sometimes, to hunt the greatest monsters, he must become a monster within himself.

Isaac Rothman lit a cigarette from the pocket of his dirty coat and blew the gray smoke into the darkness. When the phone on his desk rang, he felt for the first time in a long time that he was going to get a job.

"Rothman."

The voice on the other end was that of an agitated woman. "Mr. Rothman, my name is Eleanor Hayes. I was told to contact you. My sister Sarah has disappeared."

Isaac sighed. Finding a missing person was often a matter of finding a runaway lover or a man hiding from debts. But the woman's voice was different. It was broken, strained... full of fear.

"Where can I find you?"

"Harper's Bar. Eleven o'clock."

Isaac hung up the phone, finished the whiskey in his glass, grabbed his jacket and went outside. The streets were muddy, his shoes soaking with every step. He thought about taking a taxi, but the change in his pocket was only enough for a few cigarettes.

When he arrived at Harper's Bar, it was filled with smoke. He immediately recognized the woman sitting in the corner of the bar, wearing a red leather jacket. Her hair was wavy, her eyes dark and worried.

"Mr. Rothman?"

Isaac sat down next to him. "So. How long has your sister been missing?"

Eleanor pressed her cigarette into the ashtray. "Three days. Sarah never disappeared. I called, I asked her friends. I found nothing. The police aren't interested. 'She's a young girl, she'll be back,' they said. But there's no sign of her yet.

Isaac thought for a moment. "Maybe it really is..."

The woman shook her head. "No. This is different. Sarah seemed scared lately. She wanted to talk about something but never got the chance."

Isaac took a sip of his whiskey. "About what?"

Eleanor hesitated for a moment. Then she spoke in a whisper. "From a man. A tall, pale-faced man. He followed you like a shadow."

Isaac cursed inwardly. "Do you have an address? Where he's staying, where he works?"

The woman handed me a piece of paper. "He was staying at an old hotel. Grand Bell Hotel, 23rd Street."

Isaac put the paper in his pocket and looked at her. Her eyes were desperate. "I will find her," he said.

By the time he got outside, it was raining heavily. The Grand Bell Hotel had long ago lost its splendor. Isaac climbed the stairs and approached the man in the lobby.

"Was Sarah Hayes staying here?"

The old receptionist nodded. "Yes, but he left two days ago. He didn't come back."

Isaac took the key, feeling bored as he climbed the stairs. When he opened the door and walked in, he had a bad feeling.

When Isaac Rothman entered the crime scene, there was a heavy silence in the room. The room was in disarray. There were muffled red stains on the floor. In the mirror on the table was a single word written in blood:

"STARTED."

It was written in blood. The letters seemed to have been scratched in haste, by a shaky hand, but deliberate nonetheless. Isaac took a step closer, looked at his own tired face reflected in the mirror. The ambiguity of the sentence made his hair stand on end. What started? Who started it?

He took a deep breath. Had they left this as a message? Or was it a warning that the dying victim was trying to give in his last moments? If so, this was just the beginning and there would be more to come.

He put his hand in his jacket pocket and took out a cigarette, but did not light it. Questions were swirling in his mind. Maybe this was not just an ordinary murder. Maybe it was the continuation of a cycle, of a story that had begun years ago but had not been completed.

The words in the mirror reminded him not only of the case but also of his past. For a moment he thought of the old days - the first time he saw a corpse, the death of his father, the old unsolved cases... It was as if they were all locked in that word: BEGIN.

And Isaac Rothman knew instinctively: This was not just a murder case, but the first step into a darkness into which he would be drawn. Isaac also called Alan Marsh to the scene.

––––––––
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Isaac Rothman and Alan Marsh met through an old murder case.

On a cold winter evening in 1971, a series of mysterious murders were taking place in the backstreets of New York City. The victims were all former journalists and each of their bodies bore the same symbol: A sign carved in the shape of an eye. 

When Isaac joined the case as a private detective, he realized that these murders were not ordinary. One of the victims had left a letter before he died. The letter bore only one name: Alan Marsh.

Alan Marsh was a veteran investigative reporter for the New York Times. When Isaac found Alan, he realized that someone was after him too. Alan explained that the murdered journalists were working on a joint story: It's about an ancient cult called the Eternal Eye. The cult operated secretly in the city and selected its victims for rituals.

––––––––
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Isaac and Alan were unwillingly drawn into this investigation. Alan shared his knowledge with Isaac, dragging him deeper into this deadly case. Working together, they uncovered some secrets, but it led them into even greater darkness. In the end, an assassination attempt nearly killed Alan and Isaac saved him at the last moment.

From that day on, Alan was grateful to Isaac and continued to support him in his research.

Alan Marsh was not just a journalist. He was a man who knew the terrible truths hidden in the shadows of the past. And for Isaac Rothman, this friendship would be as much a curse as a blessing.

Isaac wanted to call Alan Marsh and get his help. He was interested in his ideas and views on the subject.
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