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The Village by the Sea

In an age when whispers of magic still rode the wind, a small village named Ironhaven clung to a forgotten shore. Its name spoke of the blacksmiths who, for generations, had forged stubborn metal mined from the depths of the earth into tools and trinkets that sang with each hammer’s kiss.

Ironhaven was a modest cluster of dwellings, their thatched roofs golden as summer wheat, huddled against the sea’s capricious moods. Narrow dirt paths wound between the cottages, eventually leading to the heart of the village—a small square where life unfolded daily.
The village square hosted a handful of wooden stalls where, on Market Tuesdays, vendors hawked their wares. The scent of fresh bread mingled with the salt air, while children’s laughter punctuated the backdrop of crashing waves. Always present was the rhythmic song of hammer on anvil, a steady heartbeat underlying the daily babble.
Yet it was the sea that truly defined Ironhaven. Its presence was inescapable, a constant companion to the villagers’ lives. In fair weather, it sparkled invitingly, offering up its bounty to the fishermen who ventured out in their sturdy boats. When the mood struck, however, it could transform into a roiling beast, lashing the shore with foamy tentacles and howling its fury to the louring skies.
On this particular evening, as our tale begins, the sea was in a pensive mood. Gentle waves lapped at the pebbled shore, whispering age-old lullabies to the village as it settled in for the night. The sky above was a dome of fading light, streaked with hues of rose and gold that melted into deepening shades of purple.
In the village square, the day’s bustle had dwindled to a gentle murmur. Old Tobias, the village elder, sat on his customary bench, pipe smoke curling around his head like a thoughtful halo. His rheumy eyes gazed out towards the horizon, where the last sliver of sun was slipping beneath the waves.
“Aye, there’s a change in the wind,” he muttered, more to himself than to young Lily, who was sweeping the steps of her father’s tavern nearby.
Lily paused in her work, leaning on her broom as she regarded the old man. Her chestnut hair, escaping from its sensible braid, danced in the sea breeze. “What sort of change, Uncle Tobias?” she asked, knowing full well he wasn’t her uncle, but everyone called him that.
Tobias took a long draw on his pipe, the ember glowing like a tiny forge in the gathering dusk. He exhaled slowly, the smoke forming shapes that seemed, for a moment, to resemble twining garlands of flowers, before dissipating on the wind.
“Can’t rightly say, lass,” he replied, his voice as gravelly as the beach stones. “But there’s something in the air tonight. Something... expectant.”
Lily’s brow furrowed as she contemplated the old man’s words. She was about to ask him to explain further when the tavern door swung open, spilling warm light and the scent of ale onto the square.
“Lily! Stop your dawdling and come help with the evening rush!” her father’s voice boomed good-naturedly.
With an apologetic smile to Tobias, Lily gathered her skirts and hurried inside, the broom leaning forgotten against the wall.
As night embraced Ironhaven, the village settled into its evening routine. Shutters were latched, doors barred against the chill sea air. Candles flickered in windows, creating constellations to rival the ones emerging overhead. The tavern buzzed with the day’s final burst of energy—men gathering to share a pint and tales of their labors, gossiping over steaming mugs of spiced cider.
Yet even as most of Ironhaven turned its thoughts to hearth and home, one soul remained restless. In a modest cottage on the village’s edge, closest to where the wild meadows met the sea cliffs, a candle burned late into the night. It illuminated the face of a young man, his strong hands, calloused from years at the forge, now gentle as they held a piece of chalk.
This was Aedan Wright, the youngest of Ironhaven’s blacksmiths, and unbeknownst to him, the unwitting hero of our tale. His dark hair fell in unruly waves, occasionally obscuring eyes that reflected the candlelight like chips of the sea on a sunny day. A shadow of stubble darkened his jaw, evidence of long hours lost in thought and work.
Aedan sat at a small wooden table, a slate propped before him. The chalk moved across its dark surface, leaving behind ghostly lines that gradually formed the delicate features of a woman’s face. High cheekbones, almond-shaped eyes, and lips curved in a gentle smile emerged from the slate’s dark facets. From time to time, he would pause, smile slightly at his work, then reach for a scrap of cloth to erase a line or soften a shadow.
As he worked, Aedan hummed softly, an old tune his mother used to sing about love and loss and the turning of the seasons. Outside his window, a nightingale took up the melody, embellishing it with trills that spoke of moonlight and mystery.
Finally, as the candle guttered in its pool of wax, Aedan set down his chalk. He gazed at the image of the woman’s face on the slate, a wistful expression softening his features. With a sigh, he whispered, “Who are you? Why do you haunt my dreams?” Then, reluctantly, he wiped away the drawing, leaving only smudges of white dust as evidence of his night’s work.
Aedan got to his feet, stretching muscles stiff from hours of sitting. He moved to the window, pushing open the shutters to let in the night air. The scent of the roses in his garden accosted his nostrils, as heady as wine. Next, the sea’s breath filled his lungs, carrying the scent of salt and secrets. In the distance, waves murmured in their ceaseless conversation between shore and sea.
His gaze swept over the sleeping village, past the meadows silvered by moonlight, to the orchards that lay beyond. There, in the shadows between the trees, he thought he saw a flicker of movement—a dance of fireflies, perhaps, or something more elusive.
Aedan shook his head, dismissing the fancy. “My brain is addled from lack of sleep,” he murmured, running a hand through his tousled hair. 
With one last look at the majestic night, he closed the shutter and prepared for bed. As he extinguished the candle, plunging the room into darkness, the slate on his desk seemed to glow faintly, as if lit from within by its own magic.
And so, as Ironhaven slumbered, the stage was set; a small village by the sea, where the ordinary and the extraordinary danced a delicate minuet. A young blacksmith with a heart full of longing and hands that could shape both iron and dreams. The story that was about to unfold would become a legend, but for now, it remained hidden in the realms of possibility, waiting for the right moment to bloom.
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The Dreamer

The first rays of dawn crept over the horizon, laving the heavens in shades of pink and topaz. As light spilled across Ironhaven, the village stirred. Roosters crowed, announcing the new day, and the scent of woodsmoke began to drift from chimneys as hearths were rekindled.
In his small cottage, Aedan rolled over on his palliasse, yawning as consciousness slowly returned. His lids fluttered open, then immediately squeezed shut against the brightness filtering through the cracks in the shutters. For a moment, he lay still, clinging to the remnants of his dream—a pair of eyes, green as spring leaves, gazing at him with an expression that made his heart ache.
With a sigh, the young blacksmith pushed himself into a sitting position, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. He ran a hand through his disheveled hair, his fingers catching on knots formed during his restless slumber. The dream woman’s face lingered in his mind, as vivid and tantalizing as it had looked on his slate the night before.
“Who are you?” he murmured, not for the first time. The only answer was the distant cry of a seagull.
Shaking off the last cobwebs of sleep, Aedan rose and went about his morning routine. He splashed cold water on his face from the basin by his couch, the shock helping to chase away the lingering tendrils of his dream. As he dried his face with a rough cloth, he caught sight of his reflection in the small tarnished looking-glass hanging on the wall.
Dark circles shadowed his eyes, a mark of too many nights spent sketching and ruminating instead of sleeping. His cheeks seemed a touch hollower than he remembered, his skin a shade paler. Aedan frowned at his reflection, then turned away. There was work to be done, dreams or no dreams.
He quickly dressed in his work clothes—sturdy trousers, a simple linen shirt, and a leather apron that bore the scars of countless sparks and scrapes. As he laced up his boots, his stomach growled, reminding him that he’d skipped supper the night before in favor of his artistic endeavors.
Aedan’s cottage was a simple affair—one room that served as bedroom, living area, and kitchen. He moved to the small hearth, where embers still glowed faintly from the night before. With practiced movements, he built up the fire and set a pot of porridge to cook.
As he waited for his breakfast, Aedan’s eyes were drawn to the slate propped against the wall, beside a jar of pink roses from his garden. In the growing light of day, it seemed impossible that it had held such a captivating image just hours ago. Now it was merely a blank surface, smudged with chalk dust—much like his memory of the dream, already fading around the edges.
The porridge bubbled, demanding his attention. Aedan gave it a stir, then poured it into a rough wooden bowl. He ate quickly, barely tasting the food, his mind already racing ahead to the day’s tasks.
––––––––
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ONCE HE’D WASHED HIS bowl and spoon, Aedan stepped out into the crisp morning air. The village was fully awake now, the narrow paths bustling with activity. A flock of geese passed by, driven by a young boy wielding a hazel switch. Aedan nodded greetings to his neighbors as he made his way towards the forge, exchange pleasantries, but never lingering long enough for real conversation.
Old Tobias sat on his usual bench in the square, pipe already lit. As Aedan passed, the elder’s eyes narrowed, taking in the young blacksmith’s appearance.
“You’re looking whey-faced this morning, lad,” Tobias called out. “Are you hale?”
Aedan forced a grin and shook his head. “Just a late night, Uncle Tobias. Nothing to worry about.”
Tobias harrumphed, clearly unconvinced, but Aedan hurried on before the old man could press further.
The forge stood at the edge of the village square, a sturdy stone building with a high, peaked roof. Smoke already curled from its chimney—Aedan’s master, Brennan, was an early riser and would have stoked the fires at first light.
As Aedan pushed open the heavy wooden door, the familiar scents of coal, hot metal, and sweat enveloped him. The heat hit him like a wall, and for a moment, he closed his eyes, letting it seep into his bones and chase away the last of the morning’s chill.
“There you are
[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The
Flower-Forged
~ Maiden

~'Sydney Acorn





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/image005.png





d2d_images/image006.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





