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Chapter 1: The Thames Awakens

Sunday, October 19, 2025 - 2:45 PM

London - Tower Bridge

The Thames was black with ash. Not smoke. Not fog. Blood. The polluted water, usually a slick, oily grey, now reflected the bleeding sky in a sickening, crimson sheen. The rot wasn't just in the air; it was seeping from the very heart of the city. 

Charles Hyman staggered across Tower Bridge, the iconic blue paint scorched black in places, his massive, dark wings shredded and dragging along the pavement, leaving trails of soot and feather. The Memory Blade—a weapon of obsidian and history—felt heavy and dull, its flickering edge barely visible in Charles's white-knuckled grip. Every breath Charles took sent a tearing fire through his chest, a constant reminder of the Entropy Curse threatening to dissolve him from the inside out. 

Tyrese limped twenty feet behind, his shoulders slumped with exhaustion and guilt. His machete was still dripping, not with London's rain, but with the blood from their last, brutal stand in Brooklyn. They had crossed the ocean, but the war had already arrived to meet them on this alien, yet eerily familiar ground. 

London was too quiet. It wasn't the peace of a resting city, but the strained silence of a predator waiting in the dark. 

​From the shadows beneath the bridge’s massive Victorian supports, figures began to twitch into existence. They were feral, unnaturally pale, their eyes glowing a predatory crimson. They wore tattered versions of the Union Jack jacket, a mockery of national pride, and their teeth were filed into jagged, cruel points. 

"Oi, bruv," one hissed, his voice thick with the unmistakable snarl of South London slang. 

He was lean, coiled, and smelled of cheap beer and decay. "You lot look proper knackered. 

Easy pickings, innit?" 

These were the Brixton Blades. Not mere vampires, but human-vampire hybrids, mutated from the city's roughest street gangs, now fanatically sworn to the Blood Reign. They carried weapons tailored for urban carnage: cricket bats wrapped in barbed wire, machetes dipped in holy water, and they moved with the bold, swaggering confidence of men who truly believed they were untouchable. 

Charles managed to raise his hand, weakly, a gesture more of exhaustion than challenge. 

"We didn't come for you," he rasped. 

The leader, whose gold tooth flashed wickedly in the faint light, grinned. "Nah, mate. But you'll bleed for us anyway." 

The Blades surged forward, a wave of feral, twitching aggression. 

Tyrese, driven by instinct, swung his machete wide, catching one hybrid across the jaw. 

Blood sprayed onto the pavement, but the attacker didn't fall. Instead, he laughed, spitting a handful of teeth onto the wet concrete. 

"Safe, fam," he snarled, wiping his mouth. "That all you got?" 

Simone, focused and grim, fired her revolver. The shot cracked like a whip, echoing across the desolate river. One Blade dropped into ash, but immediately, two more leapt from the shadows, their movements twitching and unnatural. 

Charles staggered again, his consciousness blurring. The Entropy Curse dragged him under, flooding his mind with violent, fragmented visions: Brooklyn burning, Harlem screaming, the endless desert of Kandahar soaked in the blood of comrades. He blinked, forcing himself back to the present, and the majestic Tower Bridge became a chaotic, personal battlefield. 

The hybrids circled, their broken slang rising into a taunting, hungry chant:

• "Bruv, man's hungry." 

• "Oi, slice him up." 

• "Blood for the crown." 

With a guttural roar, Charles forced the Memory Blade to ignite. Its obsidian edge pulsed with a faint, internal glow, momentarily disrupting the corrupted air around them. He swung, and the nearest Blade didn't just fall—he dissolved completely into ash, his scream silenced by instant oblivion. 

The others momentarily faltered, recognizing the danger of the weapon. Their leader 

​stepped forward, his voice cutting and sharp. "You ain't ready for London, mate. This city eats men like you," he warned. 

Charles raised the blade one last time, the crimson light of the Entropy Curse blazing in a jagged crack across his chest. "Then let the city choke," he challenged. 

The battle erupted in full, final force. Blood sprayed across the Thames. The ancient bridge shook violently beneath their combined weight. Above them, the sky flickered, a deep, pervasive red. The war had definitively begun. 




Chapter 2: The Hollow Crown

Sunday, October 19, 2025 - 3:17 PM

Westminster Abbey - Crypts

The Abbey was silent. Too silent. Charles limped through the nave, every step a monumental effort. Simone walked beside him, holding the Memory Blade close, its obsidian edge wrapped in thick cloth to hide its light and conserve Charles's waning strength. Outside, the bleeding sky cast a terrifying red glow through the centuries-old stained glass windows, splashing the stone floor with fractured, crimson light. Tyrese muttered under his breath, a stream of curses and tactical warnings, his machete raised, every metallic scrape of his boot on the stone amplifying the tension. 

The oppressive silence finally snapped with a sharp, metallic scrape. 

From the deep crypts below the nave, armored figures rose. They were encased in armor of rough, black iron, etched with runes older than the city itself—symbols of forgotten, foundational power. Their crowns were not of gold, but of the same black, cold iron, stark and intimidating. Their eyes glowed faintly, not with the simple hunger of a vampire, but with a terrifying, absolute purpose. 

"We are the Hollow Crown," the leader intoned, his voice deep and resonant, echoing like a grim, inescapable sermon. "True heirs of Britain's throne. You trespass in our dominion." 

Simone steadied her revolver, her voice razor-sharp and defiant, cutting through the crypt's oppressive atmosphere. "Dominion? Bruv, this whole city's burning. You think you're kings of rubble?" 

The knight's laughter rang out—not a sound of mirth, but a cold, grating noise like broken bells. "We are not kings of rubble. We are kings of memory. And memory is eternal." 

Simone pressed the Memory Blade into Charles’s hand. "Here," she rasped. "Your turn, King." 

Charles staggered forward, his chest now burning with agonizing intensity from the Entropy Curse. The curse tore through his defenses, forcing upon him twisted flashbacks: the faces of soldiers he had fought beside in Kandahar, British comrades who bled and died in the desert. Now, their spectral faces twisted into ghoulish reflections within the polished, black-iron visors of the Hollow Crown. 

"You fought with us once," the leader said, the tone chillingly gentle, a horrifying mix of 

​recognition and condemnation. "And now you fight against us. That is betrayal." 

Charles gripped the Memory Blade tighter, ignoring the pain. "The Child is coming. If you fight us, you die with it." 

The knights raised their ritual blades in unison, each strike against the stone floor ringing like a church bell. The sound violently reverberated through the Abbey, shaking dust and fine debris from the ancient rafters. 

Tyrese cursed, a raw sound of disbelief, swinging his machete wildly. "Bloody hell, they move like ghosts!" 

Simone fired, the revolver echoing in the vast space. One knight stumbled and fell, but another rose instantly, replacing him. This one chanted, a terrifying, dissonant fusion: archaic Latin phrases of coronation mixed seamlessly with aggressive, modern Cockney slang. It was aristocracy fused with street violence. 

The clash was brutal, immediate. Blood sprayed across the cold crypt stones. Charles roared, forcing the Memory Blade to flare white-hot, its obsidian edge briefly visible as it visibly rewrote the air itself, disrupting the enemy's corrupted reality. The Hollow Crown staggered, but their leader pressed onward, his iron crown blazing with internal light. "You cannot kill memory. You cannot kill us." 

Simone spat, her sharp slang full of fierce defiance. "Watch me." 

The Abbey shook violently as the two forces clashed. Blood drenched the floor. The Hollow Crown had officially entered the war. 




Chapter 3: Bedlam Breed

Sunday, October 19, 2025 - 4:01 PM

Bethlem Royal Hospital - Ruins

The asylum breathed. 

Even in ruins, the old Bethlem Royal Hospital—the infamous "Bedlam"—pulsed with a sickly, malevolent life. Its walls were fractured, its windows shattered, yet the stones themselves felt animated. The air was thick, humid, and smelled overpoweringly of mildew, stale iron, and something worse—as if centuries of tormented screams had been chemically absorbed into the very structure of the place. 

Charles leaned heavily against a broken pillar, his strength near-spent, the Entropy Curse a constant, agonizing fire in his chest. Simone coolly scanned the deep, erratic shadows, her revolver steady, poised for attack. Tyrese muttered a prayer or a curse under his breath, machete raised, eyes wide with instinctive alarm. 

"Bruv," Tyrese whispered, the location terrifying even the hardened street fighter. "This place ain't right. You feel it? Like the walls are watching." 

Charles nodded weakly, his throat too dry for a full answer. "Bedlam never sleeps." 

From the oppressive darkness, figures began to twitch and jerk into view. They were the epitome of tormented madness: their eyes rolled back in their sockets, their mouths 

​muttered fractured, unsettling nursery rhymes, and they wore hospital gowns stained sickeningly with blood. Their movements were jerky, unnatural, like marionettes being pulled by invisible, frantic strings. 

"Ring-a-ring o' roses," one sang, his voice broken and high-pitched. "Pocket full o' blood." 

The Bedlam Breed had arrived. They were the twisted legacy of the asylum: patients corrupted into vampire thralls, and the hospital's former guards mutated into their merciless generals. They were armed with blades carved crudely from bed frames and wore armor stitched together from rigid, blood-stiffened straightjackets. 

Simone tightened her grip. "Nutters. Proper nutters," she muttered, aiming. 

The Breed lunged. Tyrese reacted first, swinging his machete in a desperate arc, catching one across the chest. The thrall laughed, a hollow, twitching sound, as blood sprayed the wall behind him. 

Another, faster one leapt at Simone, muttering the second line of the rhyme like a death sentence: "Ashes, ashes, we all fall down." She fired, the bullet tearing through its skull, but the body didn't stop—it kept twitching, dragging itself forward on sheer, inhuman will. 

Charles roared, channeling the last of his strength to force the Memory Blade to flare. Its obsidian edge glowed fiercely, briefly rewriting the corrupted reality of the asylum. He swung, and the nearest Breed instantly dissolved into fine ash, its final scream echoing like a child's mournful lullaby. 

The Breed paused, momentarily confused by the oblivion of the blade. Their leader stepped forward, his face completely hidden behind a cracked, unsettling porcelain mask. 

His voice was horrifyingly calm, almost soothing, cutting through the chaos. 

"Welcome to Bedlam," he said. "Here, memory is madness. And madness is eternal." 

Charles staggered, the Memory Blade's power triggering another violent surge of the curse. His mind was flooded with visions of Kandahar soldiers, their faces now horribly twisted into reflections of the Breed's porcelain masks. He blinked, and the ruins of the asylum had transformed completely into a manic, eternal battlefield. 

Simone cursed, firing again, a battle cry in her voice. "Come on then, you nutters! You want war? You'll get war!" 

The Bedlam Breed screamed, their fractured nursery rhymes escalating into a terrifying, unified chorus. The asylum shook violently, dust and plaster falling from the rafters. 

Blood drenched the floor. Bedlam had irrevocably joined the war. 



