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Rain fell slowly and relentlessly, cleaning nothing, like penance. The monastery walls drank it in with its dark stone glistening under the fractured light of the lanterns that lined the courtyard.

Father Damian Vale stood beneath the archway, his robes clinging to him, watching as the gates creaked open.

Through the downpour stepped her.

Sister Seraphine.

Her veil was soaked and plastered to her hair, and the hem of her habit dragged mud across the cobbled path. But it was her eyes that stilled him—those pale, haunted eyes that looked less like they belonged to a woman of God and more to someone who had already seen the Devil.

He didn't breathe for a moment.

A bolt of lightning split the sky, throwing her face into a sharp relief. She didn't flinch. She only lifted her gaze toward the chapel tower, as though measuring the distance between sanctuary and sin.

Damian's hands tightened around the rosary at his side. He instructed himself to turn away and greet her before withdrawing to prayer. However, that ancient snake of curiosity coiled inside him.

Later on, The chapel was dim, heavy with incense and the damp scent of storm. Candles guttered in their holders, their flames bowing to the wind that slipped through the cracks in the old walls.

Seraphine knelt at the altar, motionless. Her soaked garments steamed faintly near the candles, her shoulders were shaking, but it wasn't from cold.

Damian watched from the back pew, his breath uneven.

He ought to have been gone and was supposed to be praying in his quarters.

But gravity, however, was her presence that lingered with a soft tug.

Her lips moved soundlessly, and he tried not to wonder what name she whispered. When she finally rose, she turned slightly—as if she'd known he was there all along.

"Father Vale," she said softly. Her voice was music wrapped in weariness. "Forgive me... I did not mean to disturb your evening prayers."

"You have not," he answered too quickly. His throat tightened. "You are welcome here. Saint Brigit's is... a place for renewal."

Her eyes lifted to the crucifix above the altar. "Renewal." She smiled faintly, though it wasn't with joy—it was with disbelief. "I've prayed for that. For years. But the past doesn't fade when the soul refuses to forget."

Her words fell heavy in the silence.

He stepped closer, the echo of his boots low against the stone. "Whatever burdens you, Sister, leave it at the altar. Confession can unbind even the deepest sorrow."

She turned to him then, slowly. "Can it?"

Something flickered in her gaze that looked like grief or defiance, he couldn't tell. The air seemed to thicken between them, and the rain outside grew harsher, hammering the stained glass as though the heavens themselves pressed against the walls.

A candle sputtered out and another followed.

In the dimming light, her face looked almost spectral—beautiful and frightening all at once.

"I came here," she whispered, "because they said Saint Brigit would silence the voices."

Damian's pulse faltered. "Voices?"

Her hand rose to her throat, trembling slightly. "They say it's madness. That I hear what others cannot. But I know what I hear. It calls me in the night, Father. It knows my name."

The last candle near her flared, then snapped out, drowning them in near-darkness.

Damian's voice was a rasp now. "You mustn't speak of such things in jest."

"Do I look as though I jest?"

Her voice had changed to something lower. And then, for a fleeting heartbeat, her eyes caught the faint glint of red from the reflection of a candle behind him.

He crossed himself, the rosary cold in his fingers. "Perhaps rest will bring clarity. The Lord grants peace to those who seek Him earnestly."

Seraphine stepped closer, her shadow mingling with his. "And if peace is not what He offers me?"

The rain roared as the air trembled. Somewhere, deep within the monastery, a door slammed by itself.

Damian looked into her eyes and saw the fracture between devotion and danger.

He had come here to bury his past, to atone for the sin of curiosity. And yet tonight, beneath the storm's unrelenting hymn, curiosity felt like a prayer was answered.

The bells tolled signaling midnight. And for the first time in years, Father Damian Vale did not bow his head in prayer. He simply watched her, this woman who walked like a ghost through the sacred altar, leaving questions that no scripture could absolve.

The night felt long, and full of something neither holy nor human.
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The storm had not quieted that night—it lingered, whispering against the monastery's walls like something restless and alive. Rain tapped the chapel windows in uneven rhythm, as though keeping time with Father Damian's heartbeat while his sleep came late and uneasy.

And when it came, it brought her.

In the dream, Sister Seraphine knelt at the altar, her figure outlined by the flickering candlelight. Her lips moved in prayer, soft and trembling, her voice rising like a fragile hymn that stirred the stillness of the sacred hall. The sound was faint, yet it echoed through him as though he had known it before, like a song half-remembered from another life.

Her words blurred, and they became murmurs and breath. The candles swayed though no wind moved. Her veil slipped, revealing the curve of her neck as she tilted her head upward, pleading, surrendering—to something unseen.

Damian reached out in the dream, not to touch her, but to stop her and call her name before the prayer turned into something else. But the moment he spoke, the light extinguished.

He awoke in darkness, his throat dry while his pulse was a frantic drumbeat.

The rain had stopped, but the silence it left behind was worse. His chest ached with the weight of what he'd seen and what he'd felt. Shame pressed into him like the cold. He rose from his bed and went to the basin, splashing water over his face again and again until his reflection blurred.

It wasn't her beauty that haunted him, it was the feeling that her presence was not coincidence, that something had brought her here, something that now wound through his prayers.

By morning, the corridors were still damp from the storm and the scent of incense and rain mixed in the air as Father Damian made his way toward the cloister garden, where he found her.

Sister Seraphine stood by the old stone well, her veil undone, the morning light threading through her hair. She did not turn when she heard his steps; she only said quietly, "I wondered when you'd come."

He stopped a few paces away. "You knew I would?"

A faint smile curved her lips, but there was no mockery in it—only exhaustion. "Your eyes gave you away last night."

Damian's fingers brushed the edge of his rosary, his voice tight. "Sister, I cannot help but ask what brings you here. Truly. You speak of voices, of shadows. This monastery is not meant to hold secrets. If you seek confession, I will listen—but I must understand what it is you carry."

She finally turned, and in her gaze was something unguarded—fear, guilt, and a kind of sorrow that looked too old for her face. "You think I came by choice?" she said softly. "They sent me away, Father. Said I was... tainted. That I invited things into my prayers."

The wind stirred between them, cool and thin.

Damian's throat tightened. "Things?"

Her voice dropped to a near whisper. "It comes when I sleep. When I pray. A shadow that calls my name. It tells me I will never be forgiven. That I belong to it."

He took a step closer before he realized it. "And what do you believe?"

"I believe I am damned," she said, eyes glistening. "I believe I came here because I thought the silence might save me but silence can be cruel, Father."

Her words sank into him like thorns. There was no madness in her tone, only conviction, the kind that made someone's faith tremble.

He wanted to tell her she was wrong, that redemption was not beyond her. But as she spoke, something inside him shifted that felt like a dangerous pull, an ache that did not belong to mercy.

It was not the shadow she described that frightened him.

It was her voice that was low and tremulous, carrying a kind of broken beauty that felt like temptation made flesh.

And it was the way every word she spoke drew him nearer to the edge where devotion ended... and desire began.

He looked at her, and for one unbearable instant, he forgot the vows that bound him with a holy, weighty, trembling air that constricted between them.

Then the church bell rang for midday prayer, shattering the stillness.

Both of them turned away, the moment breaking like fragile glass.

But Damian knew, as her footsteps faded down the corridor, that something had already begun. Something he could not resist.

—-
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The monastery was quiet that evening, too quiet with a silence that made every breath sound like a trespass. Candles burned low in the chapel, their flames bending toward the dark, and the air hung thick with incense and damp stone.

Father Damian sat inside the narrow confessional, his hands clasped, his heart heavy with a familiar unease. The world beyond the lattice was dim, a veil of shadow and gold where the penitent's voice would soon emerge.

Then came the sound of the door that was soft and hesitant with the rustle of a fabric.

Sister Seraphine.

She knelt on the other side, her movements careful like someone entering a sacred ground already broken by sin. For a long moment, she didn't speak. Only the rain returned, tapping faintly at the distant windows as if to remind them both that the world still turned outside these walls.

"Father," she began at last, her voice a breath more than a sound. "Forgive me, for I am not certain what is dream and what is real anymore."

Damian closed his eyes. "Speak freely, my child. Whatever torments you, bring it into the light."

But her next words came like a slow unraveling.

"I see fire," she whispered. "Every night. It burns behind my eyes even when I wake. The flames do not hurt, but they consume everything around me, like the walls, my prayers
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