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​CHAPTER 1 — The Shadow Over the Righteous
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Dawn arrived with an eerie silence, a heavy silence, as if the world were holding its breath. Jacob awoke before the sound of his alarm, drenched in sweat, breathing rapidly, his heart pounding in his chest like a desperate drum. The room was dark, but he could feel the presence of the dream he had just left, a cold echo that still stirred within him.

In the vision, a deep voice had spoken from a mountain engulfed in fire:

“The test returns, son of Job.”

It wasn't the first time Jacob had dreamed of that voice. But this time it had beenDifferent. Stronger. More real. Closer. As if the earth itself had spoken it.

Sarah stirred beside him. Still asleep, she murmured something inaudible. For a moment, Jacob felt the urge to wake his wife and tell her what he had seen, but something stopped him. A feeling that if he spoke the words aloud, the prophecy would hasten to be fulfilled.

The sun was beginning to filter through the edges of the curtain, but the light had a sickly, reddish hue. Jacob sat up, trying to ignore the unease that was creeping over him.She dressed in silence and went down to the kitchen. The smell of coffee always brought her back a sense of normalcy. But today the aroma seemed weak, almost absent, as if reality itself were losing its substance.

As he poured the cup, a faint whisper drifted through the room, as if the wind had passed through the walls. Jacob turned immediately, alert, uneasy. NoThere was no one there. The sound disappeared as quickly as it had arrived.

"Not today, Lord," he murmured. "Please, not today." But the sky did not answer.

Daniel went downstairs first, yawning and dragging his feet. Rebekah followed him soon after, with her usual energy, although Jacob noticed that her eyes had a strange gleam, as ifI would have cried during the night.

"Dad, did something happen?" the little girl asked, frowning. Jacob forced a smile.

—Nothing, little one. Just a bad dream.

Rebeca watched him for a few more seconds, with that intuition that only children possess, capable of detecting the silences that adults try to hide.

Sara finally descended the stairs, beautiful even in the simplicity of dawn.Their eyes softened when they saw him sitting at the table.

—Jacob... you look pale. Dreaming again?

He did not respond immediately.

"It was different," he admitted. "More real."

Sara sat down next to him and took his hand.

—God will protect you as always.

Jacob wanted to believe it. He had lived his entire life under the shadow of an impossible legacy: being a descendant of Job, the man who faced the greatest trial ever bestowed upon a mortal. His family repeated it generation after generation, as if it were an honor. ButJacob perceived it as a sword hanging over his head. And today, that sword seemed to be beginning to descend.
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The journey to work was through a thick fog that seemed to rise from thepavement. People walked briskly, as if they sensed something they couldn't explain. A dog howled in the distance, a prolonged, desperate sound that made Jacob tremble.

Upon arriving at his office, he noticed something unusual: the lights were flickering as if they were about to go out, and the air was cold, too cold for a modern building.

Rick, his best friend, appeared from his cubicle, raising his hand in a distracted greeting.

—Brother, did you also feel that strange atmosphere? It seems like the world wantstell us something.

Jacob let out a nervous laugh.

—Did you feel it too?

"Me, and everyone here. There's something... heavy going on." Rick lowered his voice. "And I don't want to worry you."But I've been dreaming things. Shadows. A face without eyes. And I always hear the same name in my dreams: Robert.

Jacob felt a chill.

"My brother," he whispered.

Rick nodded.

—I know I told you to be careful with him, but now I mean it. There are

Something... dark about him. As if he were being watched, or guided.

Jacob's jaw tightened. His brother had never been a simple man. A millionaire, arrogant, always thinking himself superior. But dark? Possessed by shadows? Demonic influences?

It was a ridiculous idea. Or maybe not?
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Around mid-morning, the sky suddenly darkened. There were no clouds, but the sunIt went dark as if something gigantic had passed in front of it. People rushed to the windows, murmuring with concern.

Jacob was the first to see them.

Crows. Hundreds. Thousands. A black swarm crossing the sky, covering the light like a veil of death. They flew in circles, as if waiting for something. Something that hadn't happened yet.

“This isn’t normal,” Rick murmured. “I haven’t even seen anything like this in horror movies.” Before Jacob could reply, his phone rang. It was a message from Sara:

“Jacob, come home. Something’s going on with Rebecca.”

His heart froze.
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When she arrived, she found her daughter on the floor, trembling, her eyes rolled back. SaraHe was crying, trying to hold her up.

—Rebecca! My love! Breathe!

The girl suddenly stopped convulsing. Her body went still. The silence was terrible.Jacob almost stopped breathing.

Suddenly, Rebecca slowly opened her eyes... and spoke in a voice that wasn't her own.

—He's coming for you, Jacob...

—The test returns... as it returned for our ancestor...

—And if you fall... the world will fall with your hands...

Sara screamed and backed away. Jacob felt his soul being torn apart. But the voice didn't stop.

—The Adversary has requested your name before the Throne...

—And it has been granted...

Rebecca closed her eyes and fainted.Jacob fell to his knees.

The same phrase he heard in his dream. The test returns.
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That night, Jacob sat motionless in the living room, his hands trembling. Outside, the crows continued circling the city like harbingers of doom. Rick called several times to check if everything was alright, but Jacob didn't answer. He didn't know what to say. He didn't know if anyone, except his family, could bear to hear what had happened.

Sara sat down next to him.

"Do you think... this is the beginning?" she asked in a whisper.

Jacob didn't answer. His eyes were fixed on the window, on the shadow that was slowly...It was forming at the end of the street. A human figure, motionless, watching them from a distance. It didn't move. It didn't breathe. It was just there.

And Jacob felt, with indescribable terror, that this figure knew him.That he had come for him.

That the test had begun.
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​CHAPTER 2 — The Cold-Eyed Brother
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The figure remained there, motionless, as if it had sprung from the darkness itself. Jacob did notShe could make out his face, just the silhouette outlined by the flickering streetlights. Something about his posture, rigid and expectant, sent a shiver down her spine like ancient ice.

"Jacob," Sara whispered, clinging to his arm. "Do you see?" He nodded without looking away.

"Don't go near the windows," he said in a tone I didn't recognize as my own.

But before he could process what was happening, the figure took a step forward. It was a slow, almost graceful movement, and so silent that Jacob didn't even hear the pavement crunch. A lamppost illuminated its face for a fleeting moment.

Jacob froze.It was Robert.

His own brother.

However, something was off. His expression was empty, too empty. There was no mockery, no arrogance, none of that sharp glint of superiority that usually characterized him. Onlya dark emptiness, as if her soul had departed and her body had been left like an empty vessel.

Robert raised his hand in a stiff salute.

"What's he doing here?" Sara asked, terrified. "It's not normal... it's not him."

"I don't know," Jacob murmured, "but I'm going to find out." Sara held him tightly.

—Don't go out! Jacob, don't go out! Something's wrong with him... something terrible!

But Jacob was already walking toward the door. His breathing was becoming faster.With each step, the air around him seemed to thicken. It was his brother, his blood, the only family he had left besides his wife and children. And although their relationship had always been strained, Jacob had never seen it that way.

He opened the door.

An icy wind hit him, even though the night was mild. Robert was still there, aboutmeters, smiling with an expression that did not belong to him.

—Hello, Jacob—she said in a voice that was too calm, almost a whisper.

—Robert... what are you doing here at this hour?

Robert bowed his head, as if reflecting.

—I just wanted to see you. It's funny... I've been thinking about you all day.

Jacob felt a pang of alarm. Robert never thought about him, not like that. He had always lived in his world of luxury, parties, and shady dealings disguised ashonest success.

Are you okay, Robert? Is something wrong?

Robert's smile widened, but his eyes remained dead, without any shine.

—I'm... better than ever.

Jacob took a step back. That smile wasn't human. It was a forced, rigid grimace, as if someone had drawn it on his face without fully understanding how men smile.

—Listen, come back tomorrow. It's late now. The children are asleep.

"The children...?" Robert blinked slowly. "Oh, yes. Daniel and Rebecca. Your precious

Family. How much you love them.

Jacob felt a knot in his stomach.

—What do you mean by that?

Robert stared at him. Too intently.

—Nothing. Just... enjoy them while you can.

Jacob took another step back.

—Robert, are you threatening my family?

A heavy silence fell between them. Robert seemed to be analyzing the question, as ifIt will take time to understand the words.

Finally he said:

—Not me.

And in the blink of an eye, the expression on her face changed. The smile vanished. Her eyesThey recovered, for a moment, a glimmer of humanity.

A desperate glimmer.

"Jacob..." she whispered, her voice no longer icy. "Help me..."

—Robert! What's happening to you?

But the flash faded as quickly as it had appeared. Robert brought his hand to his forehead, as if feeling an indescribable pain. Then he took a step back... and another... andAnother, walking backwards without turning around, without losing eye contact, like an inverted puppet.

"We'll see each other soon," he said, his voice hollow again. "Very soon." And he walked into the darkness until he disappeared completely.

It took Jacob several seconds to catch his breath. He entered the house still trembling.locking the door.

Sara waited for him with tears in her eyes.

"What did he say? What did he want?" Jacob slumped down on the couch.

"I don't know..." she whispered, "but something is using my brother."
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The next morning, Rebecca seemed physically recovered, but she remained strangely silent. She simply observed everything around her with a seriousnessunbecoming of a twelve-year-old girl. Sara insisted on taking her to the doctor, but the tests showed nothing abnormal.

"She's physically fine," the doctor said. "Perhaps it was an isolated neurological episode."

Jacob knew it wasn't true. The voice that spoke through his daughter was neither human nor medical.

It was something older.More powerful.

In the afternoon, Rick arrived unannounced. He practically ran into the house.

"Jacob," she said, her breath ragged. "I need to talk to you. Something's happening."in the city.

"What now?" Rick swallowed.

—Last night... many people saw figures in front of their houses. Not just you. And in several places, they describe that these figures... resembled family members, but didn't act like them.

Sara covered her mouth with her hand.

—How... do you copy?

“I don’t know,” Rick replied. “But they all describe the same thing: empty eyes, strange movements, rigid smiles. Some even said the figures repeated nonsensical phrases, as if they were learning to speak. Others heard their names whispered from the darkness.”

Jacob felt a chill.

—And my brother? Have you heard anything from him?

“Yes,” Rick said quietly. “There’s a rumor... they say he was seen in a building...”offices this morning. He was walking aimlessly, saying incoherent things. That he was talking to someone who wasn't there. That he was responding to invisible voices.

Sara shuddered.

"This isn't normal," Rick murmured. "It's not human. I feel... I feel like he's..."

Opening a door. And whatever is on the other side has already begun to cross.

Jacob stood up slowly. His heart was pounding, but now there was moreclarity that fear in her gaze.

"My brother is trapped," he said. "I can't abandon him." Rick took him by the shoulders.

—Jacob... last night I saw something. Something I didn't tell you. When I dreamt about your brother... I heard

A name. An old name.

-Which?

Rick took a deep breath.

—The Adversary.

A chilling silence fell over the room.

Sara brought Rebecca closer, who was observing everything with large, dark eyes.

"Dad..." the girl whispered for the first time since her episode, "the faceless man is near."

Jacob felt like the world was stopping.

And he knew that the test had only just begun.
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​CHAPTER 3 — The Covenant in Heaven
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While the city remained shrouded in that somber atmosphere, in a kingdom that theMortals could not see; the heavens trembled. It was a place without time, without light or shadow, a space where only eternity existed. There, a circle of fire burned without consuming anything, a divine boundary that no fallen creature could cross without permission.

And facing that unattainable radiance, a dark figure awaited.The Adversary.

Its form was ever-changing, like smoke twisting in an invisible wind. Sometimes it resembled a man, other times a beast with gleaming claws, and still other times simply emptiness.The absolute that devoured the light. Its presence would break any human being in an instant. But there it remained, steadfast, observing the limits of eternal fire.

A deep sound resonated from the heights. It was not a human or angelic voice, butan echo that vibrated in the very substance of the cosmos, as if the stars were speaking.

—Why have you come?

The Adversary smiled, a smile so cold it would make the sun itself tremble.

"I've come for the man," he replied. "For Jacob, the last son of Job." The flames flickered as if the universe itself trembled at that name.

—You know the rules.

"Of course," said the Adversary with feigned humility. "That's why I'm here. I don't take anything without permission."

A silence thousands of years long fell over space. A gigantic shadow crossed the skies, like the wing of a colossal creature.

—You speak of a righteous person.

“I know,” whispered the Adversary. “But the righteous of this time are weak. I need to prove it. The lineage of Job must fall, so that men may understand that there is no true faithfulness. That there is no faith that can withstand the fire.”

The darkness that was him stirred.

—Let me try it.

The flames within the circle seemed to rise, as if a decision were being deliberated on a plane no creature could comprehend. Finally, the infinite voice spoke:

—Jacob has been protected for generations.

“And so has humanity,” replied the Adversary. “But that has created an illusion. Their blessings have not been the fruit of their faith, but of your mercy. Let me touch the righteous one... and you will see their true nature.”

The word "touch" echoed like thunder.

—If it falls, it won't fall alone.

"Exactly," said the Adversary with a hideous smile. "That is the goal." The eternal kingdom fell silent once more. Finally, the verdict was delivered.

—It is granted.

The Adversary bowed mockingly.

—As always, your justice is perfect.

The flames opened like a portal, and the creature descended to earth, dragging with it an ancient chill. As it descended, its voices—for there were many within it—murmured in dark harmony:

“The test returns.

Faith will be broken.

The last righteous person will fall.”

Jacob didn't know that the fate of the world had just been sealed in the sky. He could only feel an indescribable weight on his shoulders, a pressure that seemed to come from both inside and outside at the same time.

After Robert's unsettling visit, the house became silent, too silent. Even the wind seemed to avoid passing nearby. Daniel had locked himself in his room, trying to ignore what he had seen the night before, while Sara watched over Rebecca as if she feared the child might have another seizure.

Jacob went out into the small backyard, looking for a moment alone. The air smelled damp and metallic, as if a thunderstorm were about to break, even though the sky was clear.

"Lord..." she whispered, her voice breaking, "what's happening? Why now?" It was a question she had kept in her heart for years.

Job's descendants had lived with a constant whisper in their minds:

Some day, the proofwill return.

But Jacob had never imagined that it would happen in his life. Much less in aa world that already seemed to be collapsing without the need for divine intervention.

The sound of footsteps made him turn around. Rick had come out the back door, his face tense.

"We need to talk," he said bluntly. Jacob nodded.

—I know. Something's going on with Robert... and Rebecca... and the whole city.

“No,” Rick interrupted. “Something bigger. Deeper. This morning I went to the temple to talk to Father Samuel. I told him about last night. His reaction... Jacob, I’ve never seen a priest tremble like that.”

"What did he say to you?" Rick swallowed.

He asked me to leave before explaining anything. He said that “something was released” and that the church wasn’t ready to deal with it. He said it was a matter... of heaven.

Jacob felt the ground seem to tilt.

—From heaven?

“Yes,” Rick replied. “And when I pressed him, he said something that chilled me to the bone: ‘The"The adversary walks among men again."

Jacob closed his eyes for a moment, as if the world were spinning too fast.

"Rick..." he whispered, "last night... Rebecca spoke of 'the Adversary.' With that voice that didn't

It was his.

Rick took a step back, pale.

—So it's real.

A clap of thunder rumbled in the clear sky.

Jacob and Rick stared up, bewildered. It was impossible. There was nothing.clouds. The sound echoed again, as if something immense had struck the sky.

Sara ran out into the yard.

"Jacob! Look!" He pointed to the sky.

A red glow, like an open wound in the atmosphere, pierced the celestial vault. It wasn't lightning. It wasn't a meteorological phenomenon. It was a fissure of bloody light.

And from that crack, a dark smoke descended slowly, expanding like gigantic wings.

Rick fell to his knees.

—My God... it’s a sign...

Jacob felt a tremor in the ground beneath his feet. It was minimal, almost imperceptible, butenough to make the neighborhood dogs start howling in unison.

Suddenly, the air turned icy. A voice echoed in Jacob's mind, so clearas if someone were speaking right next to his ear.

“Jacob, sonof Job...”

He jumped, startled, searching for the source. But the voice wasn't coming from the yard, or the house, orfrom the sky.

It came from within.

“...the trial has been granted.”

The courtyard seemed to darken. Sara hugged Rebecca, who began to cry for no apparent reason.

Rick stood up trembling.

—What... what was that?

Jacob's gaze was fixed on the sky, where the red crack was slowly beginning to close.

"A sentence," he whispered. "Someone... spoke."

"Anyone?" Sara looked at her husband in terror. "Who?"Jacob felt like the words weighed tons on his tongue.

"The one who gives permission to test the righteous." Rick stepped back.

—So... what you saw last night... what Rebecca saw...

Jacob clenched his fists.

—This is just the beginning.

A freezing wind swept through the yard, extinguishing all the lights in the house at once.Time. From the darkness emerged a whisper that twisted the hearts of those present.

"I'm here..."

The Adversary's presence had just entered the world.And he was looking for Jacob.
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CHAPTER 4 — Rick Feels the Darkness

The day dawned with a deceptive calm. People walked through the city as if nothing had happened the night before; some spoke of the strange crack in the sky with nervous smiles, others mentioned it in hushed tones as if uttering its name might summon it back. But for Jacob and his family, the calm was merely the prelude to something greater. The house smelled of stale coffee and nameless fears; Rebecca was still asleep, and Daniel avoided looking out the window at the street as if he feared his uncle's empty figure might appear again.

Rick entered the kitchen with the newspaper rolled up, his eyes puffy from lack of sleep. This man, usually so used to practical courage and jokes that relieved any tension, now wore an expression that brooked no laughter. There was an inner tension in his face, like someone who had stared too long into an abyss.

"You haven't slept," Jacob said without greeting, his gaze fixed on his friend.Rick left the newspaper on the table and poured himself some coffee, taking large gulps.

"I couldn't," he replied. "I've had dreams... and they're not the usual ones."

Jacob took the cup they offered him and held it in his hands as if the heatcould repair something inside him.

"What did you see?" he asked. Rick hesitated for a moment.

—Silhouettes on the walls. Voices reciting names like broken prayers. And then... your name. Always your name. I saw you walking, and beside me there was a shadow smiling at me with the mouth of a dead man. —He paused—. And Robert. I saw him with empty eyes, as if he had given his soul back to someone. He was... sad. And proud at the same time. And there was a phrase that kept repeating: “envy opens the door.” I didn’t understand it, Jacob. Not until now.

Jacob placed the cup on the table with a dry thud.

“My father used to tell us about it when we were children,” he said softly. “About the pact. That if the test returned, it wouldn’t come alone. And that the first crack always appears between those who think they own everything. Robert always wanted everything.”

Rick dried his face with the back of his hand.

“I went to the temple this morning,” he said. “I spoke with Father Samuel. I wanted him to tell me...”He said it was all superstition. That they were dreams born of collective fear. But when I told him about Robert, his hands closed around the missal and for the first time I saw him sweat.

"What did he say to you?" Jacob asked.

“He said he’d noticed strange movements in the city, and that in the sacristy they’d found broken glass, as if ripped from an ancient altar. That someone had left marks on the chapel floor, symbols he didn’t recognize. And that... that it wasn’t a good idea to ring the bells now.” Rick shook his head. “He asked me not to say anything to anyone without preparing myself. He said that spirits test as much through the visible as through the invisible. That evil prefers to disguise itself as family.”

Jacob clenched his fists. Beside him, Sara listened with her jaw tight.

"Do you think Robert...?" Sara began, and didn't finish.

“I believe it,” Rick said. “And the worst part is this: last night, before I woke up, I had the feeling that something touched my house. Not with hands, but with intention. Like someone who appreciates a piece of art before deciding to break it.”

"Did he go in?" Jacob asked.

“I don’t know,” Rick replied. “When I opened my eyes, everything was in its place. My wife was sleeping peacefully. My children, too. But in the kitchen, I found a wet footprint in the dust, as if someone had walked by with bare, wet feet. There was no forced entry, no broken window. Just... a footprint.”

A sharp bang echoed on the door, rattling the glasses on the shelf. Jacob and SaraThey looked. Daniel peeked into the hallway, looking sleepy. Rebecca, who had been asleep, sat up suddenly and said in a small voice:

—I see him. He's here.

Sara hugged her tightly.

—Don't say that, love. Don't repeat it.

Rebecca rested her head on her mother's shoulder and murmured:

—He's hungry.

Silence became a blanket covering the house. Jacob closed his eyes, remembering thea voice he had heard in his mind the night before: “The test has been

granted.”

That afternoon Jacob went to the office. It was a necessary routine: reviewing documents, talking to clients, appearing firm so the company wouldn't see its leader falter. But the routine was soon broken. An email arrived bearing his sealEmployer: URGENT: Audit and temporary suspension of contract.

The text was a succession of cold, technical terms: suspected fraud in a project, frozen accounts, internal investigation. The company needed to protect itself. Jacob read the words and felt his walls crumble one by one. Not because the accusations had any basis: they didn't. The evidence appeared out of nowhere: altered
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“I need to see you. It’s important.”



“I can’t take it anymore. Come. Please.”
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