
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Devil’s Kiss
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Chapter One — Whispers in the Chapel
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The rain had been falling for hours—thin and cold as needles, tracing silver scars across the windows of Saint Vojtěch’s Chapel. Inside, the air was dense with the scent of extinguished candles and old paper, the sweetness of decay that clings to places forgotten by both God and man.

Adrian moved through the dark like a shadow uncertain of its own form. The great library beneath the chapel was closed to the public, sealed decades ago when the Church had deemed its contents dangerous. He had bribed a watchman to let him in; scholars had always been sinners in their own quiet ways.

His fingers, ink-stained and trembling, brushed along the spines of forbidden tomes. Titles whispered in dead languages—De Luxuria Daemonum, Corpus Obscurum, Litaniae Exilis. All spoke of the same myth: the angel who loved too much, and fell for it.

He had read fragments before, hints that this “fallen one” had taken human form, had kissed mortal lips, had made men tremble not with fear, but longing. And somewhere deep within Adrian’s chest, that story felt less like legend and more like memory.

A low sound stirred behind him.

Not footsteps—something softer. A sigh, perhaps, or a breath that did not belong to him.

“Searching for salvation in dust and lies?”

The voice was velvet and smoke, uncoiling from the shadows between the pillars. Adrian turned, every nerve alive. The candles flickered once, though he had not lit them. In that momentary shimmer, he saw him—tall, precise, his presence cutting through the gloom like the edge of a blade.

Lucien.

He stood beside a broken altar, dressed in black that gleamed faintly where the light dared touch it. His face was beautiful in the way old paintings of saints were—too perfect, too still, with eyes that knew the ruin of centuries.

“I didn’t hear you enter,” Adrian said, his voice low, uncertain.

“That’s because I never did,” Lucien replied, stepping forward. His movements were soundless, like silk sliding against silk. “But I’ve been here... waiting for you.”

“For me?”

Lucien’s smile was a tragedy dressed as charm. “You read my name. You called me. Scholars do that, more often than they think.”

Adrian’s pulse quickened. He clutched the worn book against his chest, the Latin script burning in the candlelight. “You’re saying you’re—”

“What you fear,” Lucien interrupted gently. “What you’ve dreamed of.”

The room seemed to lean closer, the air pressing in. The rain outside slowed, almost listening.

Adrian swallowed hard, feeling the weight of that gaze, the way Lucien’s voice wrapped around his thoughts like a promise and a threat all at once.

“I don’t believe in devils,” Adrian whispered.

Lucien’s eyes glowed faintly gold. “Then believe in gentlemen.”

He reached out a hand—pale, elegant, impossibly real—and for an instant, Adrian felt warmth, like sunlight remembered from another life.

The candles guttered out.

Only their breathing remained.

And in that breathless dark, Adrian thought he heard the faintest sound—

a kiss pressed against his soul.
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Chapter Two — The Gentleman in the Mirror
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Morning never quite reached the old chapel.

Even when the sun rose over Prague, its light seemed to falter at the threshold, as if uncertain whether it was welcome. The stone corridors clung to shadows like secrets, and Adrian—having woken at his desk with the candle burned to a pool of wax—was not entirely sure the night had ended at all.
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