

    
        
          Crimson Eclipse: The Serpent's Kiss

        

        
        
          Crimson Eclipse

        

        
        
          Adam H.S. Stone

        

        
          Published by Adam H.S. Stone, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      CRIMSON ECLIPSE: THE SERPENT'S KISS

    

    
      First edition. May 12, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Adam H.S. Stone.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231505579

    

    
    
      Written by Adam H.S. Stone.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Adam H.S. Stone

	    

      
	    
          
	      Borrowed Crown

          
        
          
	          The Glass Crowned Decoy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Children of the Algorithm

          
        
          
	          The Boy With Two Futures

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Crimson Eclipse

          
        
          
	          Crimson Eclipse: The Serpent's Kiss

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Dear Mr. Monster

          
        
          
	          A Map of Bones in Blue Ink

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Moon Queen

          
        
          
	          The Queen Who Woke in a Stranger's Body

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Sunless

          
        
          
	          The Last Stair to Morning

          
        
          
	          The City That Kept The Dark

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Academy of Last Heirs

          
        
          
	          The Last Heirs

          
        
          
	          The Kingdom Beneath The Mountain

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Archive Of Borrowed Lives

          
        
          
	          The Life That Died Twice

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Atlas of Vanishing Worlds

          
        
          
	          The Map That Ate The Sea

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Blood Moon Treaty

          
        
          
	          The Human Bride

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Buried Angels Saga

          
        
          
	          The Seven Buried Angels

          
        
          
	          The Black Lantern

          
        
          
	          The Seraphim Tide

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Children of the First Dragon

          
        
          
	          The Desert Egg

          
        
          
	          The Blacksmith's Flame

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The City Where Night is Sold

          
        
          
	          The Murder In Her Dream

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Crownless Games

          
        
          
	          The Eighth Champion

          
        
          
	          The Trial Of Crowns

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Crown of Seven Lies

          
        
          
	          The First Lie

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Days Between

          
        
          
	          The Girl Who Inherited Tomorrow

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Ghost Ledger

          
        
          
	          The Seventh Room

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Gilded Legacy

          
        
          
	          The Gilded Debt

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Girl Who Sold Her Shadow

          
        
          
	          The Shadow Market

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Heirs of the Fallen Star

          
        
          
	          The First Starborn

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The House of Seven Masks

          
        
          
	          The Bastard in the Mask

          
        
          
	          The Dead House

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The House That Eats Time

          
        
          
	          The Room From Yesterday

          
        
          
	          The Bride From 1926

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Kingdom Beneath the Skin

          
        
          
	          The City in his Blood

          
        
          
	          The Bone Tower Plague

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Kingdom of Lost Names

          
        
          
	          The Girl Without A Name

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Last Shelter

          
        
          
	          The Last House On Earth

          
        
          
	          The House That Asked Permission

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Library of Living Villains

          
        
          
	          The Wolf King's Book

          
        
          
	          The Witch in the Burning Tower

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Memory Tax

          
        
          
	          The Things We Paid To Forget

          
        
          
	          The Exported Dead

          
        
          
	          The Living Archive

          
        
          
	          The Memory Without A Witness

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Museum of Impossible Things

          
        
          
	          The Mirror That Remembered Her

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Orchard of Immortal Hearts

          
        
          
	          The Golden Fruit

          
        
          
	          The Winter Harvest

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Saints of Blackwater

          
        
          
	          The Healing Daughter

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The School for Future Villains

          
        
          
	          The Boy Who Was Born To Burn

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Seven Brides of the Deathless King

          
        
          
	          The Bride Who Returned

          
        
          
	          The Court Beyond The Black Mountains

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Train at the End of the World

          
        
          
	          The Station Beneath The Sea

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Cannibal of Curtis Bay : The True Story of Joe Metheny

          
        
          
	          River of Bones: The Gruesome True Story of Gary Ridgway's Reign of Terror

          
        
          
	          America's Deadliest: The Chilling True Story of the 93 Victims of Samuel Little

          
        
          
	          The White Hunger

          
        
          
	          Bind, Torture, Kill: The Demon in Plain Sight

          
        
          
	          The Moneytron Machine: Rise and Fall of the Man Who Conned Europe's Elite

          
        
          
	          The Sundered Throne

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Adam H.S. Stone

Crimson Eclipse: The Serpent's Kiss | By Adam H.S. Stone | Part One: The Serpent's Lair | Chapter 1: The Golden Cage

Part One: The Serpent's Lair | Chapter 2: Echoes of the Past

Part One: The Serpent's Lair | Chapter 3: The Unforeseen Collision

Part One: The Serpent's Lair | Chapter 4: A Dangerous Proposition

Part One: The Serpent's Lair | Chapter 5: Whispers of Magic

Part One: The Serpent's Lair | Chapter 6: The Shadow Lengthens

Part One: The Serpent's Lair | Chapter 7: Unveiling the Prophecy

Part One: The Serpent's Lair | Chapter 8: The Weight of Legacy

Part One: The Serpent's Lair | Chapter 9: A Dangerous Dance

Part One: The Serpent's Lair | Chapter 10: The First Strike

Part Two: The Serpent's Embrace | Chapter 11: Descent into the Underworld

Part Two: The Serpent's Embrace | Chapter 12: The Labyrinth's Embrace

Part Two: The Serpent's Embrace | Chapter 13: The Heart of the Labyrinth

Part Two: The Serpent's Embrace | Chapter 14: The Training Ground

Part Two: The Serpent's Embrace | Chapter 15: Kaelen's Gambit

Part Two: The Serpent's Embrace | Chapter 16: The Serpent's Ascent

Part Two: The Serpent's Embrace | Chapter 17: Whispers in the Network

Part Two: The Serpent's Embrace | Chapter 18: The Shadow Broker

Part Two: The Serpent's Embrace | Chapter 19: The Eye of Veridia

Part Two: The Serpent's Embrace | Chapter 20: The Desert Heart's Call

Part Three: The Serpent's Fury | Chapter 21: Gathering Storms

Part Three: The Serpent's Fury | Chapter 22: Sands of Treachery

Part Three: The Serpent's Fury | Chapter 23: Clash of Kin

Part Three: The Serpent's Fury | Chapter 24: The Nexus of Souls

Part Three: The Serpent's Fury | Chapter 25: The Heart of the Ritual

Part Three: The Serpent's Fury | Chapter 26: The Aftermath and the Reckoning

Part Three: The Serpent's Fury | Chapter 27: Seeds of Renewal

Part Three: The Serpent's Fury | Chapter 28: The Obsidian Watch

Part Three: The Serpent's Fury | Chapter 29: The Whispering Archive

Part Three: The Serpent's Fury | Chapter 30: Echoes of the Void

Part Four: The Serpent's Legacy | Chapter 31: Whispers of a New Threat

Part Four: The Serpent's Legacy | Chapter 32: The Frozen Frontier

Part Four: The Serpent's Legacy | Chapter 33: Beneath the Ice

Part Four: The Serpent's Legacy | Chapter 34: Echoes of Oblivion

Part Four: The Serpent's Legacy | Chapter 35: The Void's Embrace

Part Four: The Serpent's Legacy | Chapter 36: Echoes of the Deep

Part Four: The Serpent's Legacy | Chapter 37: The New Dawn

Part Four: The Serpent's Legacy | Chapter 38: The Shifting Veil

Part Four: The Serpent's Legacy | Chapter 39: The Bridge Between Worlds

Part Four: The Serpent's Legacy | Chapter 40: The Ever-Shifting Balance

Epilogue: The Eternal Dance

Further Reading: The Sundered Throne

Also By Adam H.S. Stone

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Crimson Eclipse: The Serpent's Kiss

By Adam H.S. Stone

Part One: The Serpent's Lair

Chapter 1: The Golden Cage
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The city of Veridia glittered beneath Julian Thorne’s penthouse, a sprawling tapestry of neon and steel that stretched to the horizon. From his vantage point, seventy stories above the bustling streets, the world seemed to shrink, becoming a mere plaything in his hands. He stood before the floor-to-ceiling windows, a silhouette against the urban sprawl, a tumbler of amber liquid cradled in his long, elegant fingers. The ice clinked softly, a solitary sound in the vast, minimalist expanse of his living space.

Julian Thorne. The name itself was a brand, synonymous with ruthless ambition, unparalleled wealth, and a hedonistic lifestyle that made tabloids salivate. At thirty-two, he commanded an empire that spanned continents, dabbling in everything from cutting-edge AI to illicit antiquities. His face, a chiseled masterpiece of sharp angles and brooding intensity, graced the covers of business magazines and gossip rags alike. Dark hair, perpetually artfully disheveled, framed eyes the color of a stormy sea – eyes that held a dangerous glint, a predatory intelligence that missed nothing.

Tonight, however, the usual thrill of conquest felt... muted. A dull thrum beneath his skin, a restless energy that even the finest single malt couldn't quell. He was hosting a private soirée, a gathering of Veridia’s elite, ostensibly to celebrate the successful acquisition of a rival tech firm. In reality, it was a carefully orchestrated display of power, a subtle reminder to his competitors that Julian Thorne always won.

He turned from the window, his gaze sweeping over the room. Laughter, the clinking of crystal, the murmur of hushed conversations – it was all a symphony of superficiality. Beautiful people, draped in designer clothes, their smiles practiced, their eyes calculating. He knew each one of them, their desires, their weaknesses, their price. He had built his empire on understanding human nature, on exploiting its flaws, and on never showing his own.

“Julian, darling, you’re neglecting your guests.”

The voice, syrupy sweet and laced with a hint of entitlement, belonged to Seraphina Dubois, a socialite whose family fortune was as old as it was dwindling. She glided towards him, a vision in emerald silk, her hand already reaching for his arm. Julian offered a tight, practiced smile, a mask he wore with effortless grace.

“Just admiring my kingdom, Seraphina. A king must survey his domain, mustn’t he?” His voice was a low rumble, smooth as aged whiskey, capable of charming and intimidating in equal measure. He subtly shifted, preventing her touch.

Seraphina giggled, a sound like wind chimes in a hurricane. “Always the poet, Julian. But come, everyone is eager to congratulate you.”

He allowed himself to be led, a puppet master playing the part of the puppet. As he moved through the crowd, he exchanged pleasantries, accepted accolades, and parried veiled questions about his latest ventures. His mind, however, was elsewhere. It drifted to the secure vault beneath his penthouse, to the ancient, obsidian-like dagger he had acquired last week. Its hilt, intricately carved with serpentine motifs, seemed to pulse with a faint, almost imperceptible energy. He had felt it the moment his fingers brushed against it – a cold, dark power that resonated with something deep within him.

He had always been different. Since childhood, fleeting moments of inexplicable phenomena had punctuated his life. Objects moving without touch, whispers in his mind that weren't his own, a chilling sense of foresight that often bordered on precognition. He had learned to suppress it, to rationalize it away, to bury it beneath layers of logic and ambition. But the dagger... the dagger had stirred something dormant.

Suddenly, a sharp, almost painful jolt shot through his left hand, the one holding the tumbler. The ice in his glass vibrated, and for a split second, the vibrant city lights outside seemed to dim, replaced by a fleeting image of swirling crimson and shadow. It was gone as quickly as it came, leaving behind a faint metallic taste in his mouth and a cold dread coiling in his gut.

He blinked, forcing himself back to the present. Seraphina was still chattering, oblivious. He excused himself, feigning a need to refresh his drink, and retreated to a quieter corner. He stared at his hand, flexing his fingers. Nothing. Just the faint tremor that always accompanied these episodes. He had to get it under control. He always did.

Julian Thorne was a man who controlled everything. His empire, his reputation, his desires. And especially, his secrets. But as he looked out at the glittering city, a chilling premonition settled over him. The golden cage he had built for himself, a fortress of wealth and power, felt suddenly fragile. And the serpent within, the dark power he had so carefully contained, was stirring. It was hungry. And it was about to be fed.
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Part One: The Serpent's Lair

Chapter 2: Echoes of the Past
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While Julian Thorne surveyed his gilded cage from seventy stories high, Elara Vance was lost in a different kind of labyrinth – one constructed of ancient parchment, forgotten languages, and the hushed whispers of history. The air in the restricted archives of the Veridian University Library was thick with the scent of aged paper and dust, a perfume far more intoxicating to Elara than any designer fragrance. Her fingers, stained with ink and graphite, traced the faded script of a medieval codex, her brow furrowed in concentration.

Elara was an anomaly in a city obsessed with the future. While others chased the next technological marvel or the latest market trend, she delved into the past, convinced that the answers to humanity’s most pressing questions lay buried in the annals of forgotten civilizations. Her office, a cramped space overflowing with books, maps, and half-translated texts, was her sanctuary. Unlike Julian’s sterile opulence, Elara’s world was vibrant with the chaos of discovery.

Today, her focus was on a collection of obscure alchemical texts, recently unearthed from a dig site in the Carpathian Mountains. The university had deemed them largely insignificant, a curious footnote in the history of pseudoscience. But Elara, with her uncanny knack for spotting patterns where others saw only randomness, felt a prickle of intuition. There was something more here, something hidden beneath the layers of arcane symbols and cryptic diagrams.

She leaned closer, her long, dark hair falling over her shoulders as she meticulously compared a passage from the Carpathian codex with a fragment of an ancient Sumerian tablet she had been studying for months. The Sumerian text spoke of a 
‘Crimson Eclipse,’ a celestial event linked to the awakening of a ‘Serpent’s Kiss’ – a power both destructive and transformative. The Carpathian text, in a startling parallel, described a similar phenomenon, referring to it as the ‘Shadow Bloom’ and the ‘Dragon’s Breath.’

“Impossible,” she murmured, her voice barely a whisper in the silent archive. The linguistic and cultural chasm between ancient Sumeria and medieval Carpathians was immense. Yet, the thematic and symbolic similarities were too striking to be mere coincidence. It suggested a shared, perhaps even universal, understanding of a profound, hidden truth.

Her eyes scanned the Carpathian codex again, searching for any further connections. Then, a small, almost imperceptible symbol caught her attention. It was subtly woven into the intricate border of a diagram depicting celestial alignments. A stylized serpent, its body forming an infinity loop, its head crowned with a single, dark jewel. It was a symbol she had seen before, not in any academic text, but in a grainy, illicit photograph sent to her by an anonymous source months ago. The photograph had depicted a fragment of an ancient artifact, recently surfaced on the black market, its provenance shrouded in secrecy. The artifact, a dagger, bore the exact same serpentine motif.

A shiver, not of cold but of profound realization, ran down her spine. This wasn't just academic curiosity anymore. This was real. The texts weren't just describing myths; they were describing a prophecy, a looming event, and a power that was about to awaken. And the dagger, the one in the photograph, was somehow central to it all.

Her mind raced, connecting disparate pieces of information. The ‘Crimson Eclipse’ wasn't just an astronomical event; it was a harbinger. The ‘Serpent’s Kiss’ or ‘Dragon’s Breath’ wasn't just a metaphor; it was a power, a force. And the symbol... the symbol was a key. A key to understanding, and perhaps, a key to stopping whatever was coming.

Elara closed the codex, her heart pounding with a mixture of excitement and trepidation. She had stumbled upon something far greater than a mere academic discovery. She had found a thread, a fragile connection between ancient prophecies and the modern world, a thread that felt dangerously close to snapping. She knew, with a certainty that chilled her to the bone, that her quiet life of research was about to be irrevocably changed. The echoes of the past were growing louder, and they were calling her towards an unknown, perilous future.
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Part One: The Serpent's Lair

Chapter 3: The Unforeseen Collision
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The air in the exclusive auction house, 'Aethelred's Antiquities,' crackled with an almost palpable tension. Tonight's main event was the unveiling of a collection of artifacts recently recovered from a sunken galleon off the coast of Sicily. For Julian Thorne, it was another opportunity to expand his private collection of the rare and the arcane, a hobby that often blurred the lines between legitimate acquisition and less-than-legal procurement. For Elara Vance, it was a desperate last-ditch effort to glimpse an item she believed held the key to her burgeoning research.

Julian, flanked by two imposing bodyguards, surveyed the room with his usual detached amusement. The wealthy patrons, adorned in their finest, buzzed with anticipation. He was here for one item: a small, intricately carved wooden box, rumored to contain a map to a forgotten temple. His sources had indicated it was more than just a map; it was a key to a nexus of ancient power. He had already outbid several rivals on lesser items, his presence alone often enough to deter serious competition.

Elara, on the other hand, felt like a fish out of water. Dressed in a simple, elegant black dress that was more practical than ostentatious, she clutched a worn leather satchel to her side. She had used every academic connection, pulled every favor, just to secure an invitation. Her target was not the wooden box, but a seemingly innocuous bronze amulet, listed as 'Lot 27: Etruscan Fertility Charm.' Her Sumerian texts, combined with the Carpathian codex, had hinted at a specific symbol, a unique arrangement of constellations, that would be present on an artifact linked to the 'Crimson Eclipse.' The auction catalog's blurry image of Lot 27 had shown a faint etching that matched.

The auctioneer, a man with a voice like polished mahogany, began the bidding for Lot 27. Elara's heart hammered against her ribs. She had a modest research grant, a pittance compared to the fortunes being thrown around. She raised her paddle, her hand trembling slightly. The bidding escalated quickly, far beyond her means. Despair began to settle in.

Suddenly, a deep, resonant voice cut through the clamor. 
"One million credits." The voice was smooth, authoritative, and utterly dismissive of the current bids. All heads turned. Julian Thorne, a smirk playing on his lips, held up his paddle. He hadn't even looked at the item; he was simply asserting his dominance, a common tactic to demoralize other bidders.

Elara's gaze snapped to him. She recognized him instantly from the endless tabloids and business journals. The notorious Julian Thorne. Her stomach clenched. He was everything she despised – arrogant, ostentatious, and clearly buying an artifact he had no genuine interest in, simply because he could. Her research, her life's work, was about to be snatched away by a man who probably wouldn't even remember he owned it by morning.

“Two million,” Elara blurted out, her voice surprisingly steady despite the tremor in her hands. It was a bluff, a desperate, foolish gamble. She didn’t have two million credits. She barely had two thousand.

Julian’s head tilted slightly, his stormy eyes finally landing on her. A flicker of surprise, then amusement, crossed his face. He hadn’t expected a challenge, especially not from someone so unassuming. His gaze lingered, taking in her fierce determination, the intelligence in her eyes, the subtle defiance in her posture. He found himself intrigued.

“Two million, five hundred thousand,” he countered, his voice a low purr that sent a shiver down Elara’s spine. It wasn’t just a bid; it was a challenge, a declaration.

Elara’s jaw tightened. She knew she was outmatched, but something primal urged her on. “Three million!” she practically shouted, her voice cracking slightly. Several heads turned, whispering. Who was this woman daring to challenge Julian Thorne?

Julian’s amusement deepened. He found her spirit... captivating. Most people either cowered or fawned. She did neither. He could simply crush her, but where was the fun in that? He lowered his paddle, a slow, deliberate movement that drew gasps from the crowd.

“Sold! To the lady in black, for three million credits!” the auctioneer announced, his voice booming. Elara stared, dumbfounded. She had won. But at what cost?

As the crowd dispersed, Julian approached her, a predatory smile playing on his lips. “A bold move, Professor Vance,” he said, his voice closer now, richer, more dangerous. “Though I suspect your research grant doesn’t quite cover that sum.”

Elara met his gaze, refusing to flinch. “My research is important, Mr. Thorne. More important than your... collection of trinkets.”

He chuckled, a low, rumbling sound. “Trinkets? Perhaps. But I have a feeling this particular ‘trinket’ is more than it appears. Tell me, Professor, what makes a simple Etruscan fertility charm worth three million credits to a woman of science?”

She hesitated, weighing her options. He was sharp, too sharp. And he had just let her win, a gesture that was both condescending and, she grudgingly admitted, intriguing. “It’s not the charm itself, Mr. Thorne. It’s what it represents. A symbol. A connection.”

“A connection to what?” he pressed, stepping closer, invading her personal space. She could smell his expensive cologne, a subtle blend of sandalwood and something else, something wild and untamed. Her heart rate quickened, a confusing mix of fear and an undeniable, unwelcome attraction.

“To a prophecy,” she finally admitted, her voice barely audible. “An ancient prophecy about a Crimson Eclipse and a Serpent’s Kiss.”

Julian’s eyes, those stormy, dangerous eyes, narrowed. The amusement vanished, replaced by a sudden, intense focus that made her breath catch. “A Serpent’s Kiss,” he repeated, the words a low whisper. A shiver ran through him, a familiar cold dread, but this time, it was accompanied by a strange sense of recognition. The dagger. The symbol. The unsettling vision from last night. It was all connected.

He extended a hand, not in greeting, but in a gesture of possessive curiosity. “I believe we
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