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Heart of Cold Iron 

The Iron Snow

The first time Aerin saw iron snow, he thought the world had finally gone mad.

It wasn’t snow at all. It was ash—fine, gray, and cold enough to bite through cloth. But it fell from the sky the same way snow did, drifting down in slow spirals and covering everything in a thin layer of silence. The fields, the roads, the roofs of abandoned houses—all were coated in a dull, metallic sheen.

The villagers had called it the Iron Snow for generations, long before the war. Old stories said it came from the north, where the mountain called Kharaz rose like a broken tooth. The mountain had always been dangerous, but after the Crown shattered, it became more than a hazard. It became a warning.

Aerin had never believed in warnings.

He believed in hard work, in the rhythm of the road, in the steady exchange of goods and coin. He believed in the sound of hooves and the smell of bread. He believed in things that could be touched and traded.

But now the world was changing, and he could feel it in his bones.

He rode his mule along the old trade road, carrying a sack of supplies and a sealed letter bound with wax. The letter was for Master Rolan, a scholar in the city of Galenfall, who had paid well for a message that no one else wanted to deliver.

Aerin did not know what the letter said. No one did. That was part of the job.

He had been told only one thing: Do not open it.

The road was quiet. Too quiet. Even the birds had stopped singing. The only sound was the mule’s hooves and the soft crunch of ash beneath them.

Aerin stopped at the edge of a ruined bridge and looked down into the river. The water was dark, almost black, and it moved with a sluggishness that made him uneasy. The river had been clear yesterday.

“Something’s wrong,” he whispered, more to himself than to the mule.

He should have turned back. He should have returned to the village and warned someone. But he had a job, and jobs were rare now. The war had taken the best men and the strongest horses. The kingdom was broken into pieces, and the roads were full of thieves, soldiers, and worse.

Aerin had learned to keep moving.

He tightened the strap on his satchel and continued.

A few miles ahead, the road narrowed into a passage between two cliffs. The cliffs were old stone, carved by time and weather into jagged shapes that looked like the teeth of a giant. At the narrowest point stood a gate, half-collapsed and rusted. A guard tower leaned to one side like a tired old man.

Aerin slowed his mule.

He saw the figure first: a man standing in the middle of the road, dressed in a dark cloak. The cloak was heavy and worn, and it was the only thing moving in the still air. The man’s face was hidden beneath a hood, but Aerin could feel his gaze like a blade.

The man raised one hand.

Aerin stopped.

The man spoke without moving his lips.

“Traveler,” the voice said, deep and calm. “You carry a message that is not meant to reach its destination.”

Aerin’s heart beat faster. “Who are you?”

The hooded man stepped forward, and Aerin saw the glint of metal beneath his sleeve. Not a weapon—something else. A strip of cold, dark iron wrapped around his forearm like a bracelet.

Aerin’s stomach dropped.

He had heard stories of iron magic, but he had always dismissed them as tales told to scare children. The Iron Kingdom was known for its steel, not for sorcery.

But this... this was different.

The iron on the man’s arm seemed to absorb light. It was not shiny like steel. It was dull, like it had been cooled in blood.

The man spoke again. “You have been chosen.”

Aerin’s hand moved toward his dagger, but the man raised his other hand, and Aerin felt the air change. The ash in the air shifted, forming a thin veil that wrapped around his face. He gasped.

The world tilted.

For a moment, Aerin saw something else. A mountain, black and vast. A heart of iron beating in its core. A throne made of cold metal. A crown that shone with blue fire.

A voice echoed in his mind.

The heart is waking. The seal is broken. You are the key.

Aerin fell to his knees.

The hooded man lowered his hand, and the veil of ash vanished.

Aerin looked up, shaking.

“What did you do to me?” he asked.

The man’s voice was gentle now, almost sad.

“I showed you what you already are,” he said. “You are not a simple courier. You are the last of a bloodline that was sworn to guard the Heart of Cold Iron.”

Aerin’s mouth went dry. “I don’t know what that means.”

The man stepped closer, and Aerin saw his eyes. They were pale blue, almost white, and they glowed faintly in the ash. He looked like someone who had seen too much.

“It means,” the man said, “that the Cold Iron is awake again.”

Aerin stood slowly, trying to steady himself. “Why me?”

The man’s gaze hardened. “Because the iron seeks a heart. It wants a living vessel. And your blood can resist it.”

Aerin shook his head. “I don’t want this. I don’t want to be part of a legend.”

The man’s voice grew colder. “You already are. Legends do not ask for permission.”

Aerin’s fingers tightened on the strap of his satchel.

The man pointed toward the north.

“The seal is in Kharaz,” he said. “In the heart of the mountain. The Iron Crown was built to contain it. But someone broke it. Someone is using the Cold Iron to build an army.”

Aerin swallowed.

“Who?” he asked.

The man’s expression darkened.

“An iron king,” he said. “A man who believes the world should be ruled by metal and fear. His name is Khalor.”

Aerin felt the word like a punch.

Khalor was a name that had been whispered in taverns and markets. A warlord. A tyrant. A man who was said to wear armor made of living iron and command soldiers forged from the bones of his enemies.

Aerin’s heart hammered in his chest.

“I don’t know how to fight him,” Aerin said.

The man’s eyes softened.

“Then you will learn,” he said. “Because if you do not stop him, the world will be turned into a cold kingdom of iron and ash.”

Aerin looked down at his hands.

He was still a courier. Still a simple man with a mule and a satchel.

But now the road ahead was not just a road.

It was a path into a war he had never wanted.

The hooded man stepped aside, revealing the narrow passage.

“Go,” he said. “Before the Iron Knights find you.”

Aerin mounted his mule.

As he rode through the gate, he looked back once.

The man was gone.

Only the iron snow remained, falling silently from the sky, as if the world itself was mourning what was coming.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

[image: ]


The Iron Warden

Aerin rode for most of the day without stopping. The road north was a ribbon of gray cutting through a landscape that looked like it had been drained of color. The ash lay thick on the ground, and every step of his mule sounded like a sigh.

He tried to shake the memory of the hooded man’s eyes—pale blue, glowing faintly in the ash. The words “You are the last of a bloodline...” kept repeating in his head. He had never felt important in his life. He had never been told he was special.

He had simply survived.

Now survival felt like a lie.

The letter in his satchel was still sealed, but it felt heavier than before. Aerin had no idea what it contained, but he suddenly feared that it might be connected to the Cold Iron. The thought made his stomach turn.

He stopped at a small camp by the side of the road. A thin stream ran nearby, dark and slow. He dismounted and tied his mule to a broken tree.

He needed water. He needed rest. He needed to think.

As he bent down to drink, he heard a sound behind him—a low, metallic scrape.

He stood quickly, dagger in hand.

From the trees emerged a figure dressed in iron armor. Not shiny steel, but a dull, dark metal that seemed to drink the light. The armor was not smooth. It was rough, like it had been forged in a fire that burned

















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
EART OF

CQLD IRON






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





