
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Ashes of Our Vows
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Chapter 1 — A Forgotten City
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The rain fell in thin, cold sheets over the cobblestone streets of Halvorsen, a town that had long been forgotten by maps and men alike. Adrian crossed the narrow bridge spanning the river, his boots splashing in puddles. The city seemed suspended in time, its gothic spires clawing at a sky the color of iron. He had come chasing history—a series of cryptic references in ancient texts—but something about the place felt... alive. Watching.

His breath fogged in the damp night air as he adjusted the strap of his satchel. Inside, parchment and journals jostled together, documenting centuries of people long dead. He had always been drawn to the stories of the past, but tonight, he was about to stumble into a history he had never imagined.

From the corner of his eye, a flicker of movement caught him. Shadows pooled unnaturally under the flickering street lamps. He froze. The streets were supposed to be empty. A low hum—a rhythm almost like a heartbeat—seemed to echo from the alleyways.

“Hello?” he called softly, trying to mask the tremor in his voice. Only the rain answered him.

Then, suddenly, the air shifted. Cold. Impossible cold that seeped into his bones, making his teeth chatter despite the heavy coat he wore. A figure emerged from the mist, tall, impossibly graceful, and silent. The man’s eyes were the color of night itself—deep, consuming, and strangely compelling. Adrian felt a pull, a strange awareness that this was no ordinary stranger.

“You shouldn’t be here,” the man said, his voice smooth and low, like velvet sliding over stone.

Adrian swallowed hard. “I—I’m just visiting. I’m... a historian.”

The man’s lips quirked into something almost like amusement. “Visitors are rare in Halvorsen. And historians... curious little mortals, aren’t you?”

Adrian’s heart raced, partly from fear, partly from the unexpected intensity in the man’s gaze. “I’m... looking for something. Something about the old families, their secrets...”

The stranger tilted his head, eyes narrowing. “Some secrets are better left buried.”

A shiver ran down Adrian’s spine. There was danger in the air, but also... something intoxicating. He wanted to step closer, to learn more, but his instincts screamed caution.

Before he could decide, the stranger’s expression softened, and he took a single step toward Adrian. “I’m Lucien,” he said simply. The name lingered in the fog like an incantation, unfamiliar yet heavy with weight.

“I’m... Adrian,” he replied, his voice barely more than a whisper.

Lucien studied him for a long moment, and then, without warning, turned and disappeared into the mist, leaving only a faint trace of cologne and a whisper of something else—something ancient and eternal.

Adrian blinked, gripping the strap of his satchel. Something deep in his chest told him that this encounter would change everything. That beneath the rain-soaked streets and forgotten ruins, a world of shadows, desire, and danger awaited him—and that Lucien was at the heart of it.

As he continued down the deserted streets, Adrian could not shake the feeling of being watched. The city seemed alive now, aware of his presence, whispering secrets he could not yet understand. And somewhere, in the darkness beyond the lamp’s glow, Lucien watched him, a faint smile on his lips, waiting for the moment when their paths would truly collide.

Rain soaked through Adrian’s coat, but he barely noticed. His heart, unaccustomed to this kind of thrill, beat faster than it had in years. The past had brought him here—but it was the present, and Lucien, that would change his future forever.
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Chapter 2 — First Encounter
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Adrian didn’t sleep that night. The rain had stopped, but the memory of Lucien’s piercing gaze lingered, sharp as a blade against the soft fabric of his thoughts. By morning, curiosity had taken hold. He wandered deeper into Halvorsen, letting the fog swallow him as he traced the outlines of the ancient buildings. Each doorway, each spire seemed to whisper promises and warnings alike.

He found himself in the town’s central square, a broad circle of worn stone with a fountain that no longer ran. The air smelled faintly of damp earth and old stone, the scent of a city abandoned by time yet stubbornly alive. And there, leaning casually against the fountain, was Lucien.
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