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Prologue – The Crown of Embers

Rain fell like shards of glass upon the battlefield.

The moors of Southwark had been turned to a mire of mud and blood, a vast plain where once stood the outlying fields of London. The air stank of smoke, steel, and something older — the scent of sorcery spent and dying. Torches guttered in the wind, their light swallowed by the mist that rolled from the river like the breath of a corpse.

Beneath a torn banner of silver and ash, the last knight of the Silver Order knelt.

His name was Sir Edran Vale, sworn protector of the Crown of Embers — a relic of flame and shadow said to hold the heart of a fallen star. His armour was cracked, his sword little more than a ruin of steel, and behind him lay the bodies of his brothers, strewn like broken prayers across the earth.

Across the field, the creature waited.

It was not of flesh or faith. It had no name men could speak. A being wrought of smoke and starlight, it rose tall as a tower, its form shifting — first a serpent, then a man, then a crown of horns and flame. Its eyes burned white as the void.

“Yield the Crown,” the creature said. Its voice was not sound but pressure, vibrating through Edran’s bones.

Edran clutched the circlet to his chest. It was a crown forged of dark metal, veins of molten fire pulsing within — the last embers of Elarion’s heart, a world already dying beyond the Veil.

“No,” he rasped. “It must sleep. Until the worlds are ready.”

The creature advanced. Every step it took dimmed the stars above. “You think you can deny me, mortal? I am the hollow between the worlds.”

“And I,” Edran whispered, rising on shaking legs, “am their guardian.”

He drove his sword into the earth. A tremor rippled outward, silver light flaring beneath the mud, forming a circle of runes older than any kingdom. The creature roared, but the circle held.

From the river, voices rose — whispers of the dead, of lost realms. Water surged upward, swallowing the field, the fallen, the monster. The light seared Edran’s sight until all became white flame.

When the world returned, there was silence.

Only the knight remained, half-buried in the mire. His hair had gone white; his eyes dimmed. In his hands, the Crown of Embers throbbed faintly, its glow fading to embers. He stumbled toward the river, clutching it close.

At the edge of the Thames, he knelt once more. The city beyond flickered — for a heartbeat, the towers of London shimmered with another image: a castle of glass and shadow. Two worlds, overlapping. A scar between them.

Edran whispered to the night, his voice breaking.

“One day, a child of two worlds will awaken you. May they have the strength I lacked.”

Then he hurled the Crown into the depths.

The river swallowed it whole.

As he fell beside it, the mist closed over him. The last knight’s breath faded, leaving only ripples upon the black water — and the faintest glimmer beneath the surface, like a heart still beating.

The Crown of Embers slept.

And so did the promise that one day, it would rise again.

Act I – The Hidden Spark
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Chapter 1 – Whispers Beneath the Thames
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London never truly slept.

Even at midnight, when the buses sighed along the bridges and the glow of the skyline reflected in the black ribbon of the Thames, there was a hum — a vibration that seemed to come from the stones themselves.

Aiden Vale had always felt it.

He told himself it was just the city’s rhythm: traffic, trains, the pulse of a place that had stood for two thousand years. But sometimes, when the wind shifted just right, he could have sworn he heard voices in it — whispers beneath the rush of the tide, the echo of words that made his skin prickle.

He hunched against the drizzle and crossed the Millennium Bridge, a battered satchel over his shoulder, hood drawn low. The river below was dark as ink. Somewhere beneath those waters, legend said, lay a thousand secrets — Roman coins, Viking swords, the bones of kings.

And, though he didn’t know it yet, something far older.

He was on his way home from King’s College Library, where he’d been lost in manuscripts for hours. His postgraduate thesis — “Folkloric Continuity and Mythic Recurrence in Medieval Britain” — was the kind of topic only a handful of people on earth would find fascinating. Aiden had chosen it because it let him escape the modern world, sink into stories of knights, sorcery, and long-forgotten gods.

Stories, he told himself. Nothing more.

But lately, those stories had begun to bleed into his dreams.

A forest of silver leaves. A woman standing in moonlight. A crown burning in her hands.

He blinked hard, shaking off the thought.

Dreams were just dreams. And besides, Professor Thorne always said his imagination was “both his greatest gift and his greatest curse.”

The rain quickened, peppering the bridge in silver specks.

That was when the streetlights flickered.

Just once — a quick pulse, as though something had passed over the world like a shadow. The Thames glimmered oddly, light rippling beneath its surface.

And then, faintly, Aiden heard it:

A whisper. A name.

His name.

He froze. “...Hello?”

Only the rain answered.

He shook his head, half-laughing. “God, I need sleep.”

But as he turned away, a figure stood at the far end of the bridge — cloaked in grey, hood up, unmoving. A woman, perhaps. Or a shadow pretending to be one.

Aiden blinked, and she was gone.

—-
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Chapter 2 – The Thirteenth Chime
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The next morning, Aiden sat hunched over a pile of manuscripts in the King’s College reading room. Dust motes drifted through the golden light that poured from the high windows. Around him, other students typed or whispered, but he barely noticed.

He was tracing the margin of a tattered vellum folio — a medieval transcription of The Ballad of the Silver Order, an obscure 13th-century text describing “a crown of embers cast into the river to bind the worlds.”

He’d found the passage by accident. But what caught his attention wasn’t the story — it was the symbol in the corner.

A strange sigil, inked faintly in silver. A circle intersected by a vertical line and three small dots — one above, two below. He rubbed his thumb across it.

The ink glowed.

Just faintly — a pulse, like the heartbeat of something sleeping beneath the parchment. Aiden jerked his hand back, eyes wide.

The clock above the door chimed.

One. Two. Three.

...Thirteen.

Everyone in the room looked up. The clock had no thirteen. But for one impossible second, its hands were both vertical, the air thick and humming.

Aiden blinked. The room shifted.

Fluorescent lights dimmed; the hum of computers vanished. For a heartbeat, the reading room wasn’t the reading room at all — it was an old hall lit by gaslamps, shelves of leather-bound tomes, shadows long and heavy.

And then — as quickly as it came — the moment was gone.

The clock ticked quietly. Students murmured again. The modern world had returned.

Aiden sat frozen, his heart pounding.

He could still feel warmth in his palm where he’d touched the glowing mark.
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Chapter 3 – Professor Thorne’s Warning
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“Strange, isn’t it,” came a voice behind him.

Aiden nearly jumped. Professor Thorne was standing there — tall, silver-haired, eyes bright with that peculiar mix of kindness and mischief that made every student half-afraid of him.

“I— I didn’t see you there,” Aiden stammered.

Thorne smiled. “No one ever does. That’s how I know I’m getting old.”

He leaned over the table, peering at the manuscript. When his gaze fell upon the faint silver sigil, the professor’s expression changed — just slightly.

He knew it.

“You’ve stumbled on something interesting,” Thorne said softly. “That symbol... it’s older than the text itself.”

Aiden frowned. “Older?”

“Much. You might call it... a family crest. Though the family it belongs to hasn’t walked this world for quite some time.”

A chill prickled Aiden’s skin. “Whose family?”

Thorne’s eyes met his — too sharply, too knowingly.

“One that once kept very close watch over the boundary between our world and another.”

“The Veil?” Aiden blurted before he could stop himself. The word had been in his dreams.

The professor studied him for a long, unreadable moment. Then, softly:

“You should be careful what names you speak, Mr. Vale. Some words remember being true.”

Before Aiden could reply, Thorne turned and walked away — his coat whispering across the floor like a shadow. When Aiden glanced back at the manuscript, the sigil had faded.
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Chapter 4 – The Thing by the River
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That night, Aiden dreamt of water.

In the dream he stood beneath the arches of Blackfriars Bridge, mist curling through the air. The Thames whispered below — and from the fog came a growl.

Two burning eyes opened in the dark.

The creature that stepped forth was like a dog, but wrong — too large, too thin, its ribs showing through fur that shimmered with smoke. Its muzzle dripped black liquid that hissed on the stones.

Aiden stumbled back. “Stay— stay away!”

It lunged.

He threw up his hands, and light exploded from his palms — white and blinding. The creature yelped, thrown back into the shadows.

When the light faded, a woman stood between him and the river.

She was tall, cloaked in deep blue, her eyes silver as moonlight. Her voice was calm but urgent.

“Run, Aiden Vale.”

He froze. “How— how do you know my—”

“Run!”

The hound lunged again, but the woman drew a blade of light from thin air, cleaving the air with a sound like thunder. The creature dissolved into mist.

When Aiden blinked, she was gone.

Only the Thames remained, its surface calm, reflecting the city lights — and in its depths, for just an instant, he thought he saw something glow.

A crown of fire, sinking into darkness.

—-
[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
\
A MODERN FANTASY ADVENTURE
7]

s dl

-
™

| T





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





