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The train hissed to a stop, steam curling into the cold night air as the doors slid open. A handful of passengers stepped onto the platform, their hurried footsteps swallowed by the vast emptiness of York Station at this late hour. Outside, the city lay drenched in rain, its cobbled streets glistening under the dim glow of streetlamps.

A man stepped off the train last. He moved with purpose but without urgency, his long black coat hanging damp and heavy around him. He carried no luggage, no umbrella, nothing but the weight of his presence. His dark hair, already slick from the humidity inside the train, now caught the rain, dripping onto his collar. He didn’t seem to notice.

York had changed since the last time he was here. But some things never did. The station still smelled of oil and damp iron, of old journeys and forgotten farewells. The city, older than memory itself, stood quiet beyond the glass doors, waiting.

He stepped forward, his boots striking the platform with slow, deliberate steps. As he passed under the yellow glow of a flickering overhead lamp, his face was briefly illuminated—sharp cheekbones, a faint scar tracing the edge of his jaw, and eyes that held something unreadable.

No one noticed him. No one ever did, not until it was too late.

Outside the station, the rain had driven most of the late-night wanderers indoors. A few taxis idled near the curb, their drivers half-asleep behind the wheel, radios humming softly. The man ignored them, turning instead onto the wet pavement, moving through the city like a shadow slipping between the cracks of history.

The air smelled of damp stone and something older—something hidden beneath the surface of the city. York was a place of ghosts, its past layered thick over the present. People walked these streets unaware of the bones beneath their feet, the secrets buried beneath centuries of silence.

A few streets away, in the shadow of York Minster, an elderly man was locking up his bookshop for the night. The shop was small, nestled between two taller buildings, its windows fogged from the warmth inside. He turned the key in the lock, pausing for a moment as a shiver ran through him.

Something felt wrong tonight.

He glanced over his shoulder. The street was empty, save for the steady drizzle of rain and the occasional flicker of a streetlamp. He shook his head, muttering to himself. He was too old for this—too old to be jumping at shadows.

Tucking his keys into his coat pocket, he stepped onto the pavement, his boots splashing through shallow puddles. The sound of his footsteps echoed in the narrow alley as he took his usual route home.

Then he heard it.

A whisper.

So soft, so close.

He stopped, turning sharply. Nothing. Just the rain tapping against stone.

His heartbeat quickened. He forced a laugh under his breath, shaking his head. "Foolish old man," he muttered, pulling his coat tighter around him.

He moved faster now, his boots clicking against the pavement. He could see the light from his flat just ahead, just beyond the alley. A few more steps and he would be home.

A shadow moved.

He barely had time to react before a hand shot out from the darkness, clamping over his mouth. A sudden flash of cold steel pressed against his throat. Panic surged through him as he struggled, but the grip was unyielding.

Then, pain.

A warm rush of blood. A sharp gasp that never fully escaped his lips.

The bookshop owner crumpled onto the pavement, his breath misting in the cold air for a few fleeting seconds before fading altogether.

Above him, York Minster loomed, its ancient spires piercing the storm-heavy sky.

The stranger had arrived in York that night.

And the killing had begun.
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The city of York awoke slowly, its streets shrouded in mist, the remnants of last night’s storm clinging to the air like a damp blanket. By the time the first rays of sunlight pierced the clouds, York’s ancient walls had already started to pulse with the steady rhythm of a new day. But for Detective Inspector Evelyn Carter, the day had begun hours ago.

Her phone had rung at 3:15 AM, the shrill tone tearing through her dreams, a nightmare made flesh. She had known it was bad. No one ever called at that hour unless something terrible had happened. By the time she reached the crime scene, the rain had stopped, but the chill had remained.

She stood now, watching the small crowd of officers milling around the body. The victim was a man in his early sixties, dressed in a frayed overcoat. His face, pale and slack, stared up at the sky, eyes frozen in terror, his throat slashed so deeply the blood had pooled around his head in a dark halo. There were no signs of a struggle. It was as if he had simply been caught off guard, a victim of someone who knew how to move silently, without leaving a trace.

Evelyn’s sharp eyes scanned the area. The alley was narrow, tucked between two old buildings, just a stone’s throw from the entrance to York Minster. A place most people would pass without a second thought. It was quiet here, even in the day. The only sound was the distant murmur of traffic and the occasional creak of the ancient stone buildings.

"What do we know so far?" Evelyn asked, her voice cutting through the murmurs of her team. She was tall, with short, dark hair and a presence that demanded attention. Her sharp gaze never wavered, even as the wind kicked up a swirl of rainwater and dirt.

Her partner, Detective Sergeant Thomas "Tom" Hayes, looked up from the body, his face grim. He was younger, a bit too eager at times, but he had a sharp mind, and Evelyn had learned to trust him.

"Not much yet," Tom said, running a hand through his dark hair, making it even messier. "The victim’s name is Arthur Finch. He was the owner of a small bookshop on Lendal Bridge, near the river. No family, as far as we can tell. No recent enemies that we know of. He wasn’t rich—just a quiet old man. He locked up his shop for the night and was heading home when it happened."

Evelyn knelt beside the body, examining the victim’s expression. There was something unnerving about the way he looked—frozen in fear, as if he had known his time was up. The killer had been deliberate. Surgical, almost.

"Any witnesses?" Evelyn asked, her voice low.

Tom shook his head. "Not a soul. It's strange. This area is usually bustling with tourists, especially this time of year. But last night? Not a single person saw anything." He paused, glancing at the surrounding buildings. "It’s like he was picked off in the dark. Like no one would notice."

Evelyn straightened, her eyes narrowing. She scanned the ground, her gaze sharp as a hawk’s. The area was eerily clean. Too clean. There was no sign of struggle, no scuffle, no blood leading anywhere else. Just the body. And that chilling silence.

"Look for anything unusual," she said, her voice sharp. "Anything at all."

Tom nodded and moved off to speak with the forensics team. Evelyn stepped away from the body, her mind racing. She couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t right. This wasn’t a random killing. This was planned. The killer had chosen this location carefully—close to York Minster, yet hidden away.

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out, glancing at the screen. It was a message from the forensics team.

The victim’s throat was cut with a sharp, precise instrument. No defensive wounds. No signs of a struggle. No witnesses. The body was moved after death—judging by the lack of any fresh blood spatter.

Moved after death.

That small detail made Evelyn’s stomach tighten. It was as if the killer had wanted to make sure the body was found exactly where it needed to be, at exactly the right time.

She turned to Tom, who was speaking with the forensics officers. She motioned for him to come over.

"We need to expand the search," Evelyn said, her voice tight. "Look for any cameras, any surveillance footage—anything that might tell us where the killer went after the murder. This is too clean. They knew what they were doing."

Tom nodded, his brow furrowing. "I’ll get on it."

As Tom moved off, Evelyn stood still for a moment, taking in the quiet of the alley. She hated these moments—when she knew something was wrong but couldn’t quite put her finger on it. When the pieces didn’t fit yet.

The city of York had many secrets, but she had a feeling this one was going to be darker than anything she had encountered before.

Suddenly, a soft cough behind her broke the silence.

Evelyn turned, her hand instinctively moving toward the gun holstered at her side.

A man stood at the edge of the alley, watching her. He was tall, with dark hair that fell messily over his forehead. He looked out of place, like he didn’t belong here.

He wore a dark coat, the collar turned up against the rain. There was something about him that sent a chill crawling up her spine, something too calm, too controlled. He wasn’t supposed to be here. But he was.

He raised a hand, almost as if in greeting. "Detective Carter," he said, his voice low, almost too smooth.

Evelyn’s heart skipped a beat. She didn’t recognize him. She wasn’t sure if she should be relieved or alarmed by that.

"Can I help you?" she asked, her voice measured.

The man smiled faintly, his eyes dark and unreadable. "I think you can," he said, stepping closer. "I know who did this."

Evelyn felt a jolt of surprise, her instincts on high alert. Who was this man? And how did he know about the case?

But before she could speak, he was already turning away, disappearing into the fog of the early morning.

"Wait!" she called, but he didn’t stop.

And just like that, he was gone, swallowed by the mist.

Evelyn stood frozen for a moment, her mind racing.

Who was he? And why had he come here, now?

As the rain began to fall again, she couldn’t shake the feeling that York’s secrets were starting to unravel—and someone was watching from the shadows, waiting for the right moment to strike again.
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Evelyn Carter’s pulse hammered in her ears as she sprinted down the alley, her boots splashing through shallow puddles. The mysterious man had vanished into the early morning mist, his dark coat swallowed by the winding streets of York. She reached the alley’s mouth and whipped her head left, then right. Nothing. The city stretched before her, still waking from the night, the damp cobbled roads slick with rain.

She clenched her jaw. Whoever he was, he knew something. And he wanted her to know it.

“Damn it.”

A familiar voice behind her made her turn. Tom Hayes approached at a jog, his breath fogging in the cold air. “Who the hell was that?”

Evelyn shook her head, frustration gnawing at her. “I don’t know. He just showed up, said he knew who the killer was, then disappeared before I could stop him.”

Tom frowned, his eyes scanning the empty streets. “Could be a crank.”

Evelyn’s gut told her otherwise. There had been something about the way the man had spoken—measured, deliberate, like he was revealing just enough to get her attention but not enough to give himself away.

She took a slow breath, forcing herself to refocus. The body in the alley, Arthur Finch, was their priority. The man in the coat could wait. For now.

“Come on,” she said, turning back toward the crime scene.

They walked in silence, the weight of the city pressing in on them. York had always had a way of keeping its secrets buried, but Evelyn had spent too many years in homicide to believe they stayed hidden forever. Everything came to light eventually.

By the time they returned, the forensics team was finishing their initial sweep. The alley was still cordoned off with police tape, the crime scene bathed in the harsh glow of portable lights. A few uniformed officers lingered, speaking in hushed voices.

Dr. Emily Graves, the forensic pathologist, straightened as Evelyn approached. She was a small woman, sharp-eyed and clinical, with the kind of detached professionalism that came from years of staring at death.

“I was just about to call you,” Emily said. “You’re going to want to hear this.”

Evelyn gestured for her to continue.

“The cut to the throat was clean, precise. The killer knew exactly what they were doing—no hesitation, no second attempt. This wasn’t a crime of passion. It was calculated.”

“Any defensive wounds?” Evelyn asked.

Emily shook her head. “None. He never saw it coming.”

Evelyn felt her stomach tighten. “So he was either caught completely off guard, or he trusted the person who killed him.”

“Possibly,” Emily said. “But here’s the part that’s really strange.” She held up a small evidence bag. Inside was a scrap of yellowed paper, its edges frayed with age. “We found this tucked inside the victim’s coat pocket. It wasn’t his. It was placed there after the murder.”

Evelyn took the bag, studying the brittle piece of parchment. There was writing on it, old and faded. Latin.

“Venit tempus oblivionis.”

Tom leaned over her shoulder. “I don’t suppose you took Latin in school?”

Evelyn gave him a dry look. “Not exactly.”

Emily cleared her throat. “It means, ‘The time of forgetting has come.’”

A chill ran through Evelyn. “Forgetting what?”

“That’s the question, isn’t it?” Emily said.

Evelyn turned the bag over in her hands. The paper was old—very old. It didn’t belong in a modern crime scene. And yet, here it was. Placed deliberately. A message.

“This isn’t just a murder,” she murmured, more to herself than anyone else. “This is a statement.”

Tom sighed. “I was hoping for a simple robbery gone wrong.”

Evelyn barely heard him. Her mind was already racing. Someone had gone to great lengths to make this look like an execution. And now, there was an unknown man claiming to have answers.

She looked up, her expression set.

“We need to find out what Arthur Finch was working on before he died,” she said. “If this is about something buried in the past, then we need to start digging.”

Tom nodded. “Where do we start?”

Evelyn turned her gaze toward the mist-covered skyline, where the towering spires of York Minster loomed above them.

“His bookshop,” she said. “Whatever got him killed, I have a feeling we’ll find the first clue there.”

The rain started again, a slow, steady drizzle.

Somewhere in the city, the killer was watching.

And they were waiting for Evelyn to make her next move.
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The bookshop was silent when Evelyn and Tom arrived, its windows dark, the "Closed" sign still hanging on the door. Arthur Finch’s little shop sat nestled between two taller buildings on Lendal Bridge, its façade worn with age. The old wooden sign above the entrance read Finch’s Rare & Antiquarian Books, the letters faded from years of weathering.

Evelyn pulled her coat tighter against the damp morning air as she unlocked the door with a key retrieved from the evidence department. As she pushed it open, the scent of old paper and ink flooded her senses. Dust motes floated in the dim light filtering through the rain-streaked windows.

The place was small but packed with history. Floor-to-ceiling bookshelves lined every wall, crammed with worn leather-bound volumes. A narrow spiral staircase led to an upper level, where more books crowded onto old wooden shelves. A cluttered desk sat near the back, papers and books stacked haphazardly on its surface.

Tom whistled low. “Not exactly Waterstones, is it?”

Evelyn ignored him, stepping deeper into the shop, her eyes scanning the space. The place had a peculiar energy, as if the past was whispering from the pages of the books lining the walls. She had the distinct feeling that Finch had been searching for something—something someone had killed him for.

She moved toward the desk, running her fingers over the worn leather cover of an open book. Latin text covered the pages, the edges yellowed with age.

“Looks like he was reading something right before he left that night,” she murmured.

Tom peered over her shoulder. “What is it?”

Evelyn flipped the book toward her. “Historia Arcana Britanniae,” she read aloud. “The Secret History of Britain.”

Tom raised an eyebrow. “Secret history?”

Evelyn scanned the pages, her fingers tracing the brittle paper. “It’s a collection of historical accounts that never made it into the official records—stories of hidden conspiracies, lost artifacts, forgotten murders. Stuff historians either dismissed or deliberately covered up.”

Tom sighed. “Great. So, we’re chasing a ghost story now?”

Evelyn turned another page and froze. There, in the margin, Finch had scribbled something in his precise handwriting:

"Venit tempus oblivionis."

The same Latin phrase found in his pocket at the crime scene.

Evelyn and Tom exchanged a look.

“Well,” Tom muttered, “that’s not a coincidence.”

Evelyn pulled out her phone and snapped a picture of the page before continuing to scan Finch’s notes. Several passages had been underlined, names circled, but one section stood out. It mentioned an old secret society known as The Order of St. Romanus, a group that had supposedly operated in York centuries ago, dedicated to “preserving dangerous knowledge.”

“What the hell was Finch into?” Tom murmured, reading over her shoulder.

“Something he wasn’t supposed to find,” Evelyn said, her pulse quickening. She flipped another page when suddenly—

A thud came from above.

Both detectives froze.

Tom’s hand went instinctively to his holster. “Someone’s here,” he whispered.

Evelyn motioned for him to move toward the staircase while she circled around the desk, positioning herself at the bottom of the spiral steps. The old iron railing creaked under Tom’s grip as he ascended, his movements slow, controlled. Evelyn followed, her heartbeat thudding in her ears.

Another sound—a shuffle, like someone moving between bookshelves.

Tom reached the upper level first, sweeping his gun left, then right. Evelyn stepped up beside him. The second floor was just as packed with books as the first, but the air was different. Heavy. Charged.

A shadow flickered at the far end of the room.

“Police!” Evelyn called. “Come out now!”

Silence.

Then, in a blur of movement, someone bolted.

“Hey!” Tom shouted.

The figure darted between the shelves, knocking books to the floor as they sprinted toward the back. Evelyn took off after them, her boots pounding against the wooden floor. The suspect was fast, weaving through the narrow rows of books like they knew the place well.

They reached a small back door, barely visible behind a towering shelf. The suspect shoved it open, bursting out into a rain-soaked alley behind the shop.

Evelyn was right behind them. She launched herself forward, grabbing for the fleeing figure’s coat. Her fingers grazed fabric—but then the person twisted, shoving her hard.

Evelyn stumbled back, catching herself against the brick wall just as Tom crashed through the door behind her.

The suspect was already gone, disappearing into the foggy streets.

Tom swore under his breath. “They knew exactly where they were going.”

Evelyn took a deep breath, steadying herself. The encounter had lasted mere seconds, but it told her something important.

Someone else had been searching for something in Finch’s bookshop. And whatever it was, they weren’t done looking.

She turned back toward the shop, her mind racing.

Finch had uncovered something buried deep in York’s past. And now, someone was willing to kill to keep it hidden.

Whoever had just run from them wasn’t the killer.

But they were connected.

And they knew more than they wanted the police to find out.
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The rain had started again, a fine, misty drizzle that blurred the streetlights and softened the edges of the city. Evelyn stood in the doorway of the bookshop, her pulse still hammering from the chase. The alley stretched ahead of her, empty now, but the figure’s presence lingered like a shadow in her mind.

Tom paced beside her, his hands on his hips. "Damn it," he muttered, shaking his head. "They were right there."

Evelyn exhaled slowly, forcing herself to focus. The figure had known their way around the bookshop too well. That wasn’t a random burglar or some local kid looking for a place to hide. Whoever they were, they had come looking for something.

And they were willing to fight for it.

She turned back toward the shop. "We’re missing something."

Tom followed her inside, closing the door behind him. The bookshop felt different now, like an intruder’s presence still clung to the air. Books lay scattered where the figure had knocked them over in their escape. The spiral staircase groaned under Evelyn’s weight as she climbed back to the upper level, retracing the path of the chase.

Tom picked up a fallen book. "Think they found what they were looking for?"

Evelyn scanned the bookshelves. "No. If they had, they wouldn’t have been in such a rush to leave."

She ran her fingers along the spines of the books, stopping when she noticed something odd. A gap.

A book was missing.

Her stomach tightened. "Something was here."

Tom frowned. "How can you tell?"

Evelyn pointed at the faint dust outline on the wooden shelf—rectangular, slightly smaller than the other books. Someone had taken it, and recently.

Tom exhaled. "So they were after something specific."

Evelyn nodded. "We need to figure out what it was."

She turned back to the desk downstairs, flipping through Finch’s papers again. Notes, invoices, old maps of York, historical references. But then, something caught her eye. A crumpled piece of paper wedged beneath a pile of books.

She pulled it free, smoothing it out.

It was a receipt.

Finch’s Rare & Antiquarian Books

March 14th – 2:17 PM

Purchase: 1 x Manuscript (17th Century, Handwritten, Latin)

Buyer: No Name Given

Evelyn’s pulse quickened.

A 17th-century manuscript. Latin.

The same language found in Finch’s pocket at the crime scene.

She turned the receipt over, finding a single word scribbled on the back in Finch’s careful handwriting.

“Sanctum.”

Tom peered over her shoulder. "What the hell does that mean?"

Evelyn wasn’t sure. But Finch had written it down for a reason.

She pulled out her phone and did a quick search. The word "sanctum" had religious connotations—Latin for "holy place" or "sanctuary." But why would Finch be looking into something like that?

She thought about the missing book. If the person who had just broken in was after the same thing Finch had been researching, then they weren’t just looking for information.

They were looking for answers.

She turned to Tom. "We need to know who Finch sold that manuscript to."

Tom nodded. "I’ll check with local auction houses, private collectors, anyone who might deal in rare books."

Evelyn glanced toward the rain-speckled windows. "And I’ll find out what ‘Sanctum’ meant to him."

She folded the receipt, slipping it into her pocket.

Whoever had taken that book knew what it contained.

And they were willing to kill for it.

York had always been a city of secrets.

But this one was starting to rise from the past.
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The night was thick with mist as Evelyn Carter walked along the nearly deserted streets of York. The city, with its winding alleys and ancient buildings, seemed to whisper around her. The word Sanctum weighed heavily on her mind. Whatever Arthur Finch had stumbled upon, it had gotten him killed. And now, someone else was trying to cover their tracks.

The bookshop had been a dead end for the night, so she had decided to follow a different lead. If Sanctum meant "holy place" or "sanctuary," then there was only one place in York that immediately came to mind—York Minster.

The cathedral loomed in the distance, its towering gothic spires disappearing into the fog. It had stood for centuries, watching over the city, its foundations older than even the history books acknowledged. If Finch had been searching for something, maybe he had looked there.

Evelyn pulled her coat tighter against the chill and picked up her pace. The Minster was closed to visitors at this hour, but she knew someone who could get her inside.

She reached a side entrance, where a heavy wooden door sat in the shadows of the stone façade. She knocked twice, then waited.

After a moment, she heard footsteps on the other side. A small panel in the door slid open, revealing a pair of weary blue eyes.

"Evelyn Carter," came a hushed voice.

She nodded. "Evening, Father Morgan. I need a favor."

The panel closed, and a second later, the door creaked open. Father Samuel Morgan was a short, thin man in his sixties, dressed in a plain black cassock. He had the look of a man who had seen too much but spoke of little.

"You do realize it's nearly midnight, Detective?" he said, stepping aside to let her in.

"Late nights seem to be a theme lately," she replied, brushing past him into the dimly lit corridor. The scent of aged wood, candle wax, and stone filled the air.

Morgan studied her face. "This is about the murder, isn’t it?"

She gave him a sharp look. "How do you know about that?"

His expression was grim. "Because I knew Arthur Finch. And I know he came here a week ago, asking questions about something buried in our archives."

Evelyn's pulse quickened. "What was he looking for?"

Morgan motioned for her to follow. "Come."

She walked with him through the silent corridors, their footsteps echoing off the stone walls. He led her through a heavy wooden door and down a spiral staircase that twisted deep beneath the cathedral. The further they went, the colder it became, the air damp with centuries of history.

At the bottom, they entered a small room lined with old wooden cabinets and shelves filled with brittle scrolls and leather-bound manuscripts. A single flickering lamp illuminated the space.

Morgan crossed to a locked cabinet and pulled a key from around his neck. He unlocked the door and carefully retrieved a large, worn book, setting it down on a heavy oak table.

Evelyn leaned in as he opened it, revealing pages covered in elegant Latin script. The ink had faded, but the words were still legible.

"This," Morgan said, his voice low, "is what Arthur was searching for."

Evelyn’s eyes skimmed the pages. The title at the top read:

“Sanctum Romanus: The Lost Order.”

She looked up. "The Order of St. Romanus. I saw that name in Finch’s bookshop."

Morgan nodded. "It was a secretive brotherhood that existed here in York centuries ago. Their mission was to guard knowledge—dangerous knowledge. Things the Church, the monarchy, and others wanted buried."

Evelyn frowned. "Buried like what?"

Morgan hesitated before turning to a page filled with intricate symbols and diagrams.

"Legends," he said. "Whispers of lost artifacts, hidden crypts beneath the city, forbidden texts that were erased from history. Things that could change everything we think we know."

Evelyn traced a finger along the page, feeling a deep unease settle in her stomach. "And Finch found something tied to this?"

Morgan exhaled. "He was convinced that there was something hidden beneath York, something the Order protected. He believed a specific manuscript held the key to its location."

"A 17th-century manuscript written in Latin," she murmured. "He sold it to someone just before he died."

Morgan’s expression darkened. "Then he signed his own death warrant."

A sudden noise echoed down the stone corridor outside.

A faint shuffle. A whisper of movement.

Evelyn tensed, her hand instinctively moving toward the gun at her hip. She exchanged a quick look with Morgan, who had gone pale.

They weren’t alone down here.

She stepped away from the table, listening. The flickering lamp cast long shadows across the room. The ancient walls seemed to close in.

Another sound—a quiet creak of wood from beyond the doorway.

Someone was watching them.

Evelyn’s pulse hammered. "Father, do you lock this place at night?"

Morgan swallowed hard. "Yes. Always."

She pulled her gun free and moved toward the door, her senses on high alert. She pressed herself against the cold stone wall beside the entrance and peered into the hallway.

Nothing.

But the air had changed.

The hairs on the back of her neck prickled. Someone was there, just beyond the reach of the dim light.

"Who’s there?" she called out, her voice steady.

Silence.

Then—

A sudden burst of movement.

A shadow bolted down the corridor.

Evelyn lunged after them, her boots pounding against the stone floor. The figure was fast, slipping through the darkness like they knew these tunnels well.

She pursued them up the winding stairs, her breath sharp and quick.

By the time she reached the main level of the cathedral, the doors leading outside were swinging shut.

She burst through them, stepping out into the misty night—

But the figure was gone.

Only the sound of the rain remained.

Evelyn stood in the empty street, the weight of the night pressing down on her.

Someone else was hunting for the same answers Finch had died for.

And they had just been listening in the dark.
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Evelyn stood outside the York Minster, her breath fogging in the cold night air, the mist swirling around her like a thick veil. The figure she had chased had disappeared into the shadows, slipping away with unsettling speed. She could feel the adrenaline still surging through her veins, the pulse of her pursuit still echoing in her chest. Whoever had been down there in the cathedral’s depths, they knew more than they were willing to show.

She turned to Morgan, who had emerged slowly from the Minster’s side door, his face pale and tense. He didn’t look like the man who had been so confident moments before, the one who had unlocked the secrets of York’s dark past.

“Father, we can’t let this go on like this,” Evelyn said, her voice low but firm. “You need to tell me everything you know about this Order of St. Romanus.”

Morgan hesitated. He wiped his brow, his hand trembling slightly. “I’ve told you what I know, Detective. But there are things that have been buried for a reason.”

Evelyn didn’t back down. “A man is dead. And someone else just tried to kill me. If this Order is involved in any of this, I need to know what they were hiding.”

Morgan’s lips pressed together in a thin line. “You don’t understand. Some things are better left buried, even if it costs us our lives.”

Evelyn’s patience was wearing thin. “I understand that someone is willing to kill to keep these secrets hidden. We’re not talking about dusty old manuscripts anymore, Father. We’re talking about a murder, a cover-up, and a city that’s slowly unraveling. I need to know what Finch was after. I need to know what this Sanctum means.”

Morgan closed his eyes, a slow, painful exhale escaping his lips. “The Sanctum is the heart of the Order. It’s not just a place, Detective. It’s an object—an artifact, a key to something that could shatter everything we know about York’s history. And Finch... Finch was close to finding it.”

Evelyn’s heart skipped a beat. “A key to what?”

Morgan’s gaze shifted, and he lowered his voice to a whisper. “To the secret vault. Beneath the city.”

The words hit Evelyn like a punch to the gut. Beneath the city.

She struggled to steady her breathing. “A vault? What’s in it?”

Morgan looked around, as if checking to make sure no one was listening. “The Order of St. Romanus guarded certain knowledge—things that could alter the course of history. They hid them away in a vault, deep below York. It’s not just a historical treasure trove—it’s much worse than that.”

Evelyn’s mind raced, the weight of his words crashing down on her. “What’s so dangerous about it?”

Morgan’s voice dropped lower. “The vault contains the remnants of a lost civilization, one that existed long before the Romans. Some say it’s where the Order’s power came from. Others claim it holds artifacts with... powers.” He swallowed, his voice trembling now. “If those things were to fall into the wrong hands, the consequences could be catastrophic.”

Evelyn’s eyes narrowed. “Who’s after it now?”

Morgan’s gaze darted toward the cathedral, the distant spires looming in the mist. “The ones who are willing to do anything to find it. The same people who killed Finch. And now, they’re coming for you.”

Evelyn clenched her fists, trying to push down the wave of unease that threatened to overtake her. This was bigger than a murder investigation. This was a race against time—a race to uncover something ancient, something powerful, and something deadly.

She glanced back toward the Minster, her mind working at lightning speed. “If Finch was close to finding it, where did he leave off?”

Morgan hesitated again. “He was focused on the underground crypts beneath the cathedral. There’s an old passageway, blocked off for centuries, that’s rumored to lead to the vault. It’s been sealed by the Church, but Finch... he thought he’d uncovered a way in.”

Evelyn stepped forward, determination setting her jaw. “Then that’s where we start.”

Morgan’s eyes widened. “You can’t just—”

“I’m not asking for permission, Father,” Evelyn cut him off. “You can either help me, or you can stay out of my way.”

He opened his mouth to protest, but then closed it, his shoulders slumping. “Fine,” he muttered. “But you have to understand the risks. You’ll be walking into something that hasn’t been touched for over a thousand years. You’re not just chasing a murderer anymore—you’re digging into something far darker.”

Evelyn met his gaze, her resolve solidifying. “I’ve been chasing the dark for years, Father. I think I can handle whatever’s down there.”

Morgan nodded, defeated. “Then come with me.”

They moved quickly, stepping back into the shadowed streets of York. The mist clung to everything, giving the city a ghostly, oppressive feel. As they approached the cathedral’s side entrance, Evelyn’s mind raced. Every piece of the puzzle was starting to fit together, but the more she uncovered, the more dangerous it became. Finch had uncovered something massive, something with the power to tear the city—and maybe even the world—apart.

Morgan led her to a small, nondescript door at the base of the cathedral’s wall. He hesitated before unlocking it, his hand shaking. “No one’s been down here in years. It’s an old crypt, a place long abandoned by the Church.”

The door creaked open, and Evelyn stepped into the darkness, her flashlight cutting through the blackness. The air was thick, heavy with age, with secrets that had been buried for centuries.

Morgan led her down a narrow staircase, each step echoing through the silent chamber beneath. The walls were lined with tombs—old, crumbling stone—each one holding the bones of the forgotten. It was the kind of place where the past never quite let go, where the weight of history pressed in on every corner.

They reached the bottom, where a stone archway loomed before them. A thick, iron door was embedded in the wall, its surface covered in intricate, weathered engravings.

“Here,” Morgan whispered. “This is where Finch believed the entrance was hidden. But the door... it’s sealed shut, and only the key to the Sanctum can open it.”

Evelyn’s heart skipped a beat. “And you think Finch found it?”

Morgan nodded, his face grim. “He was close. Very close.”

She turned to him, her eyes hard. “Then let’s find out just how close.”

As she stepped forward, her mind buzzed with the weight of the unknown. Whoever was hunting for the secrets of the Sanctum would stop at nothing to get their hands on it. Finch had been killed for it. And now, it was her turn to follow the trail.

But something deep inside told her the real danger wasn’t just what lay behind the door—it was who would be waiting for her when she opened it.
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