
Author’s Note

Dear Reader,

Thank you from the bottom of my heart for diving into the world of Oak Haven and joining Aurelia on her journey from the dusty corners of the archives to the blinding light of her true power.

Writing The Alchemist's Glow has been an incredible adventure. As someone who has always believed that the quietest people in the room often harbour the most magnificent storms, creating a heroine like Aurelia was deeply personal to me. We have all had moments where we felt invisible, overlooked, or bound by expectations that weren't meant for us. Seeing her break out of her shell, embrace her forgotten heritage, and claim her place alongside a warrior who finally learned to see her has been an absolute joy.

A huge thank you to my alpha readers and critique partners who helped me polish this magic system and ensured that the slow-burn romance between Aurelia and Cassian had just the right amount of spark. And, of course, to my friends who listened to me ramble about ancient alchemists and shadow-beasts over endless cups of coffee.

This is only the beginning of Aurelia's reign. The Shadow King has fled, but his deep legions are gathering in the dark, and Tahlia's final prophecy hints at a journey that will test our heroes to their absolute limits. The crucible has overflowed, and there is no turning back.

If you loved this book, please consider leaving an honest review on Amazon or Goodreads. Indie authors rely entirely on word-of-mouth, and every single review helps other readers discover this magical world.

Turn the page for an exclusive sneak peek at Book Two: The Deep Legions, coming very soon!

With infinite gratitude and starlight,

Andrea Morgan
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Chapter 1: Ink and Iron
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The scent of dried lavender, crumbling vellum, and ozone always filled the Grand Archives of Oakhaven. For nineteen-year-old Aurelia and her two best friends, this suffocating dust was their sanctuary.

Safe inside a hidden, sunlit alcove behind a towering wall of leather-bound grimoires, the three girls sat shoulder-to-shoulder. All three shared the same slight, delicate stature, looking entirely swallowed up by their oversized, ink-stained scholar's robes.

Aurelia adjusted her glasses, nervously tucking a stray lock of frizzy, mouse-brown hair behind her ear. Her eyes wandered past her paperwork, drifting out the high, arched window to the training grounds below. Her heart flatter at the thought of him, the very sight of him makes it difficult for her to breathe or speak.  

Her nerves betray her at the sound of his voice, he was more that a crush to Aurelia he is the dream of all dreams the one that sends her into a frenzy when he gets close, her one prince of prince.  The one she fears will never see her, let alone want to be with her, but nevertheless a girl is entitled to her fantasies. 

Down in the courtyard, iron clashed against iron.

Commander Cassian, the kingdom’s golden boy and Aurelia’s unrequited secret crush, parried a fierce strike. His silver armor caught the afternoon sun, gleaming like a beacon. He moved with an effortless, predatory grace that made Aurelia’s breath catch in her throat. He was a high-tier Vanguard, possessing a rare fire-affinity magic that made his veins glow crimson when he fought.

To Cassian, Aurelia was just the quiet, bookish girl from the archives who occasionally delivered translated strategy maps. She was completely invisible.

"If you stare any harder, Aurelia, your eyes are going to catch fire like his sword," a sharp voice teased.

Aurelia jumped, nearly knocking over her inkwell.

Sitting across from her was Evelyn. She wore thick, round reading glasses that were currently sliding down her nose. With a lazy flick of her ink-stained fingers, Evelyn used her minor Script-Weaving magic. A string of glowing black letters lifted off a nearby parchment, swirling in the air like a tiny, mocking ribbon before settling back onto the page. Evelyn was the boldest of the trio, always armed with a quick wit.

"I wasn't staring," Aurelia lied, her cheeks burning pink. "I was... tracking the guards' defensive formations for the monthly report."

"Right. And I’m the Queen of Oakhaven," Evelyn snorted, leaning back in her chair.

"Shh! Keep your voices down!" whispered Tahlia, the third member of their small circle. Tahlia was clutching a massive stack of scrolls to her chest like a shield, her two messy braided pigtails twitching with anxiety. "If the Head Archivist catches us slacking, we’ll be scrubbing the lower vaults for a month!"

To soothe her nerves, Tahlia ran a finger along the edge of the wooden desk. Her minor magic flared softly, and a patch of velvet-green, glowing moss blossomed on the wood, providing a faint, comforting light in their shaded corner.

Unlike most in the kingdom who possessed a single, pure magical affinity, Tahlia was a rare, quiet anomaly. She was a Dual-Affinity caster, a direct result of her parents’ unusual union. Her father was a humble royal botanist from the lowlands who possessed Flora-Sprouting magic—the gentle ability to coax life from the soil. Her mother, however, came from a forgotten line of Seers from the northern mountains, inheriting a minor form of psychic Empathic Clairvoyance.

When they married, their magics intertwined uniquely within Tahlia. Her parents always told her that her two gifts were like roots and leaves: her father’s magic kept her grounded to the earth, while her mother’s psychic gifts reached into the invisible air, catching fleeting, fuzzy glimpses of immediate danger and intense spikes of emotion. Unfortunately, because her magical reserves were small, the two powers often conflicted. The psychic flashes left her with splitting headaches and severe anxiety, forcing her to constantly sprout calming, glowing flora just to anchor her mind back to reality.

"Relax, Tahlia," Evelyn sighed, though she lowered her voice. "We've done a week's worth of archiving in two days. We deserve to watch the pretty soldiers."

"Still staring at the sun, Aurelia? Careful, you'll go blind," a sharp, condescending voice sneered.

The warmth vanished from the alcove. Lady Lyra, a beautiful high-born courtier with flawless golden curls and glittering wind-magic, stood at the entrance of their hidden nook. She wore a silk gown that accentuated every curve, flanked by two smirk-wearing noblewomen.

Aurelia immediately looked down, crossing her arms to hide her fraying sleeves.

Evelyn, however, sat up straight. She narrowed her eyes behind her thick glasses. "Can we help you, Lady Lyra? Or did you just get lost looking for someone who cares about your presence?"

Lyra’s smile curdled. "Watch your tongue, script-weaver. You and your little rodent friends are only here because the academy needs servants to dust the histories." She looked past Evelyn, locking her cruel eyes on Aurelia. "Keep tracking those guards from your little window, scholar. That is the closest you will ever get to a warrior like Cassian. Men like him require fire, beauty, and status. Not ink-smudges and oversized potato sacks."

Tahlia whimpered slightly, pulling her robes over her face. As Lyra’s malicious intent spiked, a sharp twitch shot through Tahlia's temples. A tiny, pale wildflower rapidly sprouted from the desk, its petals trembling in sync with her sudden spike of anxiety. Evelyn opened her mouth to snap back, but Lyra swiftly swept away with a dramatic swirl of her silk skirts, her laughter echoing down the corridor.

A familiar, burning sting settled deep in Aurelia’s chest. She looked back out the window. Cassian had just finished his spar, wiping sweat from his brow. He looked up toward the archives, and for a fleeting second, his piercing blue eyes met hers.

Aurelia froze, her heart hammering against her ribs.

But then, Cassian gave a polite, distant nod—the kind of nod one gives to a stranger or a familiar piece of furniture—and turned away to speak to a fellow guard.

Aurelia slumped into her seat, a deep ache in her chest. She possessed magic, but it was deemed "useless" by the academy. It was a faint, erratic spark that only served to heat her tea or light a candle. Along with Evelyn and Tahlia, she was a nobody in a kingdom that worshipped power and beauty.

"Don't listen to her," Evelyn said softly, her bold facade dropping to reveal genuine warmth. She reached across the table, squeezing Aurelia's hand. "Lyra is a snake."

"She's right, though," Aurelia whispered.

With trembling fingers, she reached into the hidden cavity beneath her desk. Her hand bypassed her spare inkwells and blank parchment, settling onto a heavy, rectangular object wrapped in a faded piece of black canvas.

She had smuggled it from the Forbidden Deep Vaults only two nights ago. She hadn't been looking for it. In fact, she had been assigned to file boring tax logs from the previous century. But as she had walked past the locked, iron-grated doors of the restricted wing, her usually weak, erratic spark of magic had gone completely wild. It hadn't just warmed her chest; it had clawed at her ribs, a violent, desperate pulling sensation that dragged her body toward the shadows.

A faint, melodic hum—audible only to her—had vibrated through the stones of the floor. It felt like a voice calling her name from the bottom of an ocean, a long-lost piece of her own soul screaming to be reunited. Terrified but utterly entranced, she had used her tiny spark of heat to melt the old brass padlock on the vault door, slipping inside like a thief in the night. The book had practically leaped into her hands, its presence instantly silencing the painful tugging in her chest.

Aurelia pulled the canvas away, placing the manuscript on the wooden table. Its pages were brittle and yellowed, bound in a dark, pulsing leather that felt disturbingly warm to the touch. The title was faded, but she could just make out the words: The Legacy of the Prima Alchemists.

The moment the bare cover touched the air, Tahlia violently gasped.

She slammed both hands flat onto the desk, her chair screeching backward against the stone floor. Her small, delicate frame went entirely rigid. The messy braided pigtails on either side of her head shook as her dual-affinity magic flared in pure panic.

"A-Aurelia..." Tahlia choked out, her voice dropping to a terrified whisper.

A strange, suffocating feeling washed over the psychic girl. Her Empathic Clairvoyance didn't just tingle—it felt as though an invisible, icy hand had reached out from the binding of the book and gripped her mind by the throat. A heavy, ancient static flooded her consciousness, blurring her vision with a sudden, dizzying haze.

Beneath her palms, her Flora-Sprouting magic reacted to her skyrocketing adrenaline. Thick, thorny briars and pale, glowing nightshades burst violently from the grains of the wooden desk, wrapping tightly around the table legs and creeping up toward the book as if trying to shield them from a monster.

"Tahlia! Control your roots!" Evelyn hissed, quickly using her Script-Weaving magic to yank their homework papers into the air before the vines could crush them. "What is wrong with you?"

Tahlia ignored Evelyn, her wide, fearful eyes locked entirely on the pulsing leather cover. She pulled her hands back against her chest, curling into herself as if trying to shrink away from the table. She was trembling so hard her teeth chattered.

"There is... there is deep magic surrounding that book, Aurelia," Tahlia stammered, her voice cracking with pure dread. She rubbed her throbbing temples, tears of anxiety pricking the corners of her eyes. "It’s so heavy. It feels so strange, like an anchor dropping straight into my skull. My mind is trying to read it, to unlock whatever echo is trapped inside, but it’s completely unreadable. It's too ancient."

She shook her head rapidly, a whimpering sound slipping past her lips as she stared at the glowing geometric runes. Being a naturally timid, gentle girl who preferred the quiet predictability of her plants and scrolls, the raw, suffocating magnitude of the artifact terrified her to her core.

"Please put it away," Tahlia begged, her hands shaking as she clutched the fabric of her oversized scholar robes. "I'm afraid
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