
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Gentleman’s Sin

CHAPTER ONE — A Sin Awakens

The night tasted of rain and quiet danger. Adrian stood at the balcony of Lucien’s hidden manor, the wind whispering through his hair like the soft breath of another world. Below him, Prague lay shrouded in silver fog, the city dreaming in shadows.

Yet Adrian felt no comfort in its beauty.

Not tonight.

Ever since the kiss that bound him to Lucien—the kiss that burned through skin and soul alike—the world had begun to shift. Colors were sharper. Sounds deeper. His heart beat as though in two rhythms: one human... and one not.

Behind him, the air stirred. The unmistakable hum of power. Of presence.

Lucien stepped out of the darkness, dressed in midnight-black, every movement smooth, elegant, dangerous. His golden eyes glowed softly, like dying stars.

He looked almost peaceful.

Almost.

“You’re awake early,” Lucien murmured, voice dark velvet.

Adrian didn’t turn. “I dreamed again.”

Lucien’s steps stopped behind him. “The one with the fire?”

Adrian swallowed. “And the wings. Always the wings.”

A quiet tension filled the air—sharp as the edge of a blade.

Lucien exhaled softly. “It seems my past has begun to stir.”

Adrian finally turned. Shadows carved Lucien’s face into something achingly beautiful and infinitely tragic. “What does it mean?”

Lucien’s gaze drifted toward the horizon, as if he could see through fog and stone into realms beyond mortal sight.

“It means,” he whispered, “that sin does not sleep forever. Not even mine.”

Before Adrian could speak, a sudden, violent shiver ripped through the night—a sound like a distant choir breaking apart, a crack of light tearing open somewhere above the clouds.

Lucien’s eyes widened.

Fear—real fear—flashed across them.

“He’s coming.”

“Who?” Adrian asked, breath catching.

Lucien’s voice dropped to a tremor of thunder.

“Seraphiel.”

The name tasted like broken holiness and unforgiven wounds.

Adrian felt the night fold tighter around them, thick with foreboding. “Who is he?”

Lucien’s gaze locked with Adrian’s, burning with centuries of regret.

“My greatest sin,” he whispered.

“My first love.”

And the sky above them split with a single streak of blinding, furious light.
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Chapter Two — Winged Wrath
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The strike of light did not fade.

It hung in the sky—white, searing, trembling like a barely contained scream—before it cracked open into a wound of radiance.

Adrian shielded his eyes, but Lucien did not move.

He stood still as stone, face carved with a grief Adrian had never seen before.

From the tear in the heavens, wings emerged.

Not the soft, pale feathers of dreamlike angels.

These were vast, blazing, formed from pure judgment—each feather burning with white fire, too bright to look at, too terrible to ignore.

Then the figure stepped through.

He descended with the silent grace of a falling star. The air rippled, warping under the weight of celestial power. The temperature dropped. Frost bloomed on the balcony railing, spiderwebbing outward in delicate patterns that belied the violence behind them.
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