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PREFACE




Shrouded in mist and hidden beyond mortal reach, Avalon lingers between the waking world and the dreamscape—a sanctuary of untouched wonder. Its shores rise from the waters like whispers of forgotten magic, where time moves in ripples, slow and deliberate, unchained from the restless march of the ages. 

A land of eternal bloom, where twilight and dawn embrace in an unbroken dance, Avalon is a place where wisdom flows like the river’s tide, and secrets nestle deep within the ancient groves. The air hums with the quiet song of enchantment, carrying voices of those who came before, guardians of mysteries never meant for ordinary hands.

To those who seek it, Avalon is a promise, elusive yet ever-present in the whispers of the wind and the shimmer of the lake’s surface. It is a refuge for those with hearts unburdened by the weight of the world, a realm of renewal, where the past does not die but folds into the eternal now.

Beyond the veil, beyond the reach of those who chase it blindly, Avalon endures—a beacon of magic and myth, awaiting only those who truly understand its call.








  
  
PROLOGUE




The wind howled through the empty plains, carrying the scent of damp earth and distant decay. The setting sun bathed the horizon in hues of deep crimson, as if warning of the blood yet to be spilled. Tristan and Raven walked in silence, their exhaustion settling deep in their bones, when the figures appeared on the ridge ahead. 

Four horses stood at the crest, their riders silhouetted against the dying light.

At first, Tristan’s heart clenched in cautious anticipation, but then—he saw them.

Dorian.

Lilith.

Raven let out a sharp breath, half disbelief, half relief. Tristan barely managed a word before his feet hit the ground, in a faster stride. Lilith was already moving, arms flung around Raven as they clung to one another, the kind of reunion neither had dared hope for.

Dorian faced Tristan, searching his face. The weight of time and hardship was evident in both of them, but there was something else—a sense that fate had pulled them together once more.

“You’re alive,” Tristan murmured, the words barely carrying through the winds.

“And so are you,” Dorian replied, his voice thick with emotion.

For a moment, the world outside this reunion didn’t exist. The four of them—pieces of a fractured past—stood there, breathing, hearts racing, the fragile grip of familiarity slipping into place.

Then, Tristan’s gaze darkened, his thoughts returning to the reality waiting just beyond this fleeting moment of solace.

“What’s Avalon dealing with?” He asked, his voice steadier now.

Dorian hesitated, running a hand down the neck of his horse, eyes shifting to the horizon as if the answer was written in the smoke rising from the east.

“A sickness,” he said at last. “Something we don’t understand. It swept through the city—fast, relentless. The people are afraid.” His jaw tightened, the grief evident in the way his fingers curled into a fist. “The order that once was…it’s broken. There’s no law. No control. Just fear.”

Lilith turned, meeting Raven’s gaze. “We barely got out,” she added. “Some stayed behind, hoping it would pass. But it’s only getting worse.”

Tristan breathed deep, letting the weight of it settle over him. He had feared the world had changed. Now, he knew for certain.

“Then we don’t have much time,” he said, looking at each of them. “We ride. Now.”

No one argued.

The horses snorted as they gripped the reins, the familiar rhythm of urgency returning. With a final glance toward the burning sky, Tristan pulled himself into the saddle, the ghosts of Avalon rising in the distance.

The city they once knew was gone.

What awaited them now—was a fight for survival. 








  
  

CHAPTER 1


(AN)





The four riders press on through the dwindling light, Avalon looming on the horizon like a ghost of the past. The closer they get, the more unnatural the world around them feels—quiet, drained of warmth, as though something has reached into the land and stolen its essence. 

Upon entering Avalon, they find a city that barely breathes. The once-bustling streets are abandoned, buildings stand in eerie silence, and the few figures they do see shuffle like specters, avoiding their gazes. No fires burn in hearths. No laughter lingers in the air.

Dorian leads them through the labyrinthine streets with practiced ease, his movements mechanical, as if haunted by memories he dares not speak of. Raven and Tristan exchange glances, their unease growing with every step deeper into the city's decayed heart.

At last, they arrive at the library—a towering structure, its windows cloaked in dust, its grand doors barely holding onto their hinges. Inside, the scent of old books and solitude permeates the air. This is where Dorian has lived, where he has searched for answers.

Tristan and Raven explore the library, taking in the remnants of what was. The books remain untouched, their spines coated in time’s dust. The gloom outside seeps into the walls. Lilith watches Dorian carefully, understanding all too well what this place has become—a refuge, but also a prison.

A discovery among Dorian’s collections unsettles them—a worn journal filled with frantic notes about the sickness that destroyed Avalon. The virus wasn’t just a disease. It was something far worse. Something unnatural.

As night falls, they realize they are not alone. The city may be silent, but Avalon is watching. And something lurks beyond the library walls, waiting for them to make their next move.

The library was quiet save for the crackling embers in the hearth. Lilith leaned against a worn armchair, her gaze drifting toward Raven, who sat motionless, eyes distant.

"You were somewhere else just now," Lilith observed, voice gentle but curious.

Raven blinked back into reality, offering a small, wistful smile. "Venice," she murmured. "I was thinking about Venice."

Lilith shifted forward, intrigued. "Tell me.

Raven's expression softened as she began. "Venice is unlike anywhere else. The waters breathe with history, and the streets twist and turn like secrets waiting to be unraveled. Tristan and I... we lived in that world as if it were untouched by anything outside of it."

Lilith listened intently as Raven described the canals, the warm glow of lanterns swaying in the midnight breeze, the way music drifted through the air from unseen corners, as if the city itself was alive.

"Tristan thrived there," Raven continued, a hint of admiration in her voice. "He studied maps, he was part of the King’s guard, traced every path with precision, convinced each turn led somewhere fate had intended for us. Every evening, we stood atop rooftops, watching the sunrise 

stain the water in gold. When we weren’t working in his Tavern."

Lilith smiled, watching Raven’s face light up with the memories. "It sounds perfect."

"For a time, it was."

Raven’s tone shifted, laced with something heavier. "We knew the prophecy was nearing completion. When the ceremony began, it felt as if the world itself held its breath. Magic surged around us, binding Tristan and me in ways I still don’t fully understand."

Lilith's brows furrowed. "How did it feel?"

"Like stepping into something ancient, inevitable," Raven said softly. "Like fate wasn't asking—it was telling."

"But then," Raven exhaled, shaking her head slightly. "Myrddin came. His presence—powerful, commanding—changed everything. He told Tristan our part of the prophecy was done, but our journey wasn’t over. Avalon was waiting."

Lilith leaned back, letting the weight of Raven’s words settle. "So you had to leave?"

"We didn’t have a choice," Raven murmured, eyes darkening. "It felt sudden. Like Venice had been a dream, and waking up meant stepping into something much more dangerous."

Lilith hesitated before asking, "Did you want to stay?"

Raven closed her eyes for a brief moment. "A part of me did. But Tristan knew—we couldn't. And when I saw the certainty in his eyes, I realized I had already chosen to follow him. To follow fate."

Silence stretched between them, comfortable yet weighted with understanding.

"Venice was beautiful," Raven admitted, her voice softer now. "But it was never meant to be our 

ending. Avalon is where the real story begins."

Lilith glanced toward the library walls, the gloom pressing against the windows, as if listening. "Then I suppose we should be ready for whatever comes next."

Raven nodded, a quiet certainty settling in her chest. "We will be."

Lilith’s eyes widened as Raven explained Tristan’s hidden tavern. “He owned a tavern?” she exclaimed, shaking her head. “That’s not at all what I expected.”

Raven smirked. “Neither did anyone else. It was tucked away near the canals, a quiet place for travelers, spies, and lost souls. But it wasn’t just a place for drinking—it was a hub for information.”

Lilith laughed softly. “Of course. Tristan, the strategist. And what about you? What did you do there?”

Raven hesitated, then exhaled. “I was more than just Tristan’s partner in the tavern. I also held a place in court.”

Lilith raised an eyebrow. “Court? You never told me you were involved in politics.”

“I was the Queen’s Secretario Personale,” Raven admitted. “I managed her communications, arranged meetings, handled affairs beyond the public eye. My position granted me access to whispers that most people never heard.”

Lilith sat back, absorbing the revelation. “So you had power. Influence.”

Raven nodded. “But it wasn’t just about power. It was about knowledge—knowing what was coming before it did.”

Lilith considered this. “And Tristan? Did he know?”

“He knew everything,” Raven said quietly. “It’s why we fit so well together. I kept my ear to the ground, and he understood how to use what I learned.”

Lilith smirked. “You two were a dangerous pair.”

Raven shrugged. “We had to be.”

Lilith leaned forward. “And then you soul tied. Everything changed.”

Raven nodded, her expression unreadable. “Once the bond was completed, the path was set. Myrddin arrived, warning us that Avalon needed us. So we left Venice. We left everything.”

Lilith hesitated before speaking. “I never realized how much you gave up.”

Raven glanced at Lilith, sensing hesitation in her voice. “You and Dorian haven’t soul tied yet, have you?”

Lilith sighed, running a hand through her hair. “No. He’s been consumed—trying to figure out how Avalon shifted so fast. How the plague unraveled the city.”

Raven studied her carefully. “You sound like you already know the answer.”

The dying embers in the library’s hearth cast flickering shadows against the stone walls, wrapping the room in dim orange light. Lilith’s voice was steady, but Raven could hear the unease beneath it.

“It wasn’t natural,” Lilith murmured, staring into the fire. “The way Avalon changed—it was too fast. Almost overnight.”

Raven folded her arms, studying her carefully. “What do you mean?”

Lilith exhaled, frustration curling in her breath. “Plagues spread. Slowly. Methodically. Even the worst diseases have patterns. But this? It was like something amplified it’s natural course. Like the city was fine one moment—and the next, it was drowning in fear.”

Raven narrowed her eyes. “You think someone caused it deliberately?”

Lilith clenched her fists. “I know something set this into motion. I just don’t know who or why.”

Raven leaned forward. “What changed? What was the first sign that Avalon was slipping?”

Lilith hesitated, searching for the right words. “It wasn’t the sickness itself—it was the silence. The night before the plague was discovered, the city felt… hollow. The streets had emptied. The air itself felt too thick, like Avalon was holding its breath.”

Raven shivered at the thought. “And then, the morning came, and it was already too late.”

Lilith ran a hand through her hair, frustration laced in her movements. “Dorian has spent every waking moment trying to trace it back, trying to find the moment the infection started. But there’s no logical explanation.”

Raven raised an eyebrow. “That’s because it wasn’t logical.”

Lilith looked up at her.

Raven’s voice was measured. “What if it wasn’t a disease at all? What if it was something else?”

Lilith exhaled slowly, shaking her head. “I keep going over it. Trying to remember something—anything—that felt off before it happened.”

Raven waited, watching Lilith’s expression shift as she searched her memories.

Then, Lilith’s brows furrowed. “There was… a tremor.”

Raven straightened. “A tremor?”

Lilith nodded slowly. “Not an earthquake. It wasn’t violent. Just a deep, pulsing sensation. Almost like the ground itself exhaled.”

Raven’s heart began to pound. “And then, the next morning, people were sick.”

Lilith swallowed. “It wasn’t a plague. It was something else. A force, a shift. Something unnatural moved through Avalon that night.”

Raven turned to her, eyes sharp. “Then we need to start looking for answers. If this wasn’t a sickness, then something wanted Avalon to fall.”

Lilith exhaled, weary. “That’s what Dorian is trying to figure out. But every time he gets close, the answers slip through his fingers.”

Raven’s mind raced. “If Avalon changed overnight, whatever did this is still here. It hasn’t left. It’s waiting.”

Lilith stared into the fire, her voice barely above a whisper. “Then we need to find it—before it finds us.”

Raven nodded. “We can’t just sit here and wonder. We need to unravel this. We need to figure out who—or what—has taken hold of Avalon.”

Lilith finally looked at her, a grim determination settling in her features. “Then let’s begin.”








  
  

CHAPTER 2


(TWEGEN)





Dorian leaned against a towering bookshelf, exhaustion shadowing his features. Tristan stood across from him, arms crossed, waiting. 

“You’ve been chasing this since the beginning,” Tristan said evenly. “What do you actually think happened?”

Dorian exhaled, shaking his head. “That’s the problem. Nothing about this makes sense.”

Tristan narrowed his eyes. “Start from the beginning.”

Dorian rubbed his temples. “The city was fine. Flourishing, even. Then, one evening, everything felt... off. And by dawn, Avalon was unrecognizable. You don’t get a plague overnight, Tristan.”

Tristan’s jaw tightened. “Then it wasn’t a plague.”

Dorian paced, his mind racing through fragmented details. “This wasn’t an illness in the traditional sense. It felt like Avalon itself shifted. Like the city was tampered with at its foundation.”

Tristan watched him carefully. “Magic?”

Dorian shook his head. “If it was magic, it wasn’t any kind we’ve encountered before. It was something deeper—something woven into the city’s very bones.”

Tristan considered this. “Then whoever did this didn’t just attack people. They attacked Avalon itself.”

Dorian nodded, frustration bleeding into his voice. “Exactly. It’s as if the city was rewritten. There was no progression—just immediate devastation.”

Tristan’s expression darkened. “Lilith thinks something unnatural was involved. That Avalon didn’t just fall—it was taken.”

Dorian paused, eyes flashing. “That would explain the tremor.”

Tristan straightened. “Tremor?”

Dorian frowned, as if he hadn’t realized he’d spoken aloud. “The night before it happened—there was a pulse. A shift in the air, deep enough that it felt like the city was breathing differently.”

Tristan moved toward the desk where Dorian’s research lay scattered. “And you haven’t found any answers?”

Dorian clenched his fists. “Every thread I pull unravels into nothing. Someone covered their tracks too well.”

Tristan exhaled. “Then we’re not looking in the right place.”

Dorian ran a hand through his hair, frustration radiating from him. “If this was an attack, then Avalon isn’t sick—it’s conquered.”

Tristan’s jaw tightened. “Then whoever did this isn’t just trying to destroy the city. They’re using it for something else.”

Silence stretched between them, heavy with understanding.

“We need to act fast,” Dorian murmured.

Tristan nodded. “Before we have nothing left to save.”

Dorian leaned against the ancient wooden desk, staring at the scattered research before him. “In reality, we have nothing but time,” he muttered. “Avalon isn’t going anywhere. Whatever’s happening—it’s already happened. The damage is done.”

Tristan exhaled, arms crossed. “That’s where you’re wrong.”

Dorian raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

Tristan’s gaze was sharp. “You think time is on our side. But time is the first thing that disappears when you don’t use it correctly.”

Dorian rubbed his temples, frustration evident. “So where do we start?”

Tristan leaned against a nearby bookshelf, his mind drifting. “These are just tests, Dorian. Every step, every challenge—it’s leading to something bigger.”

Dorian narrowed his eyes. “You really believe that?”

Tristan smirked. “I know that. Raven and I went through the same thing in Venice. The prophecy, the soul tie, the trials—it wasn’t random. It was preparation for something much, much worse.”

Dorian scoffed, shaking his head. “You sound like Myrddin.”

Tristan’s expression darkened. “That’s because I’m following his path.”

Dorian’s posture shifted. “What do you mean?”

Tristan inhaled deeply, his voice steady. “Myrddin sent me on a quest. One tied to Avalon’s fate.”

Dorian straightened, suddenly focused. “A quest? What kind of quest?”

Tristan locked eyes with him. “To find a weapon. One that will change the course of the cataclysmic event we’re about to face. Whenever that will be.”

Dorian’s mind raced. “A weapon? Myrddin sent you to find something that will help fight whatever’s coming?”

“Yes,” Tristan answered. “Something hidden. Something few know exists.”

Dorian paced. “Do you have any idea what it is?”

Tristan shook his head. “Only that it’s old. And only that it can alter the fate of everything.”

Dorian studied Tristan carefully. “And he didn’t tell you where to find it?”

Tristan scoffed. “You think Myrddin ever makes things easy?”

Dorian exhaled sharply. “So we have nothing but vague riddles and a collapsing city?”

Tristan’s voice was firm. “No. We have a mission. We have a place to start.”

Dorian sighed, rubbing his face. “And where exactly do we begin?”

Tristan smirked. “Where do you think?”

Dorian followed his gaze, realizing the answer before Tristan even spoke.

“The library,” Dorian murmured.

Tristan nodded. “If Avalon holds secrets, they’re buried in these books.”

Dorian breathed out slowly. “Then I guess we start digging.”

Tristan grinned. “Now we’re thinking like Myrddin.”

The library was vast, stretching into the shadows, rows of forgotten books towering like silent witnesses to Avalon’s decline. Dorian and Tristan stood at the center, voices low, their conversation thick with urgency.

Then—footsteps.

Raven and Lilith emerged from the far side of the room, their expressions mirroring the weight of the discussion.

“We heard everything,” Raven said, glancing between the two men. “You need help.”

Lilith crossed her arms. “And lucky for you—we’re not terrible at solving impossible problems.”

Dorian exhaled, rubbing his temples. “I don’t even know where to begin. A plague that isn’t a plague, a tremor that wasn’t natural, and a weapon hidden somewhere in Avalon.”

Raven moved toward the nearest bookshelf, trailing her fingers over its spine. “Start with what you know,” she murmured.

Lilith tilted her head. “Myrddin sent Tristan to find the weapon. That means it’s ancient. Older than Avalon itself, maybe.”

Tristan nodded. “Which means it’s recorded somewhere.”

Raven pulled a book from the shelf, flipping through brittle pages. “I worked in court. I saw records that were meant to stay hidden. I can help sort through the information quickly.”

Lilith leaned against the desk. “And I understand Avalon’s foundation better than most. If something shifted, then that means something underneath the city reacted to whatever caused it.”

Dorian’s expression tightened. “Then we need historical records—something that connects Avalon’s past to its present.”

Tristan scanned the bookshelves. “There’s something we’re missing—something Myrddin knew would take time to uncover.”

Dorian sighed. “We don’t even know what kind of weapon we’re looking for.”

Raven frowned, flipping through an old volume. “Weapons aren’t always swords and steel. Sometimes they’re ideas. Forces.”

Lilith suddenly stiffened. “Wait.”

Tristan turned to her. “What?”

Lilith’s eyes darkened. “There’s a legend about Avalon. One that speaks of a binding force buried beneath the city—a source of protection that was never meant to be disturbed.”

Dorian straightened. “Protection?”

Lilith nodded. “Some believed it was magic. Others thought it was a piece of something greater—a relic from before Avalon even existed.”

Tristan exhaled. “What if the tremor wasn’t just Avalon shifting?”

Raven’s gaze sharpened. “What if something was waking up?”

Dorian ran a hand down his face. “Then whoever caused this plague wasn’t just trying to hurt Avalon.”

Lilith’s voice was steady. “They were trying to unearth something.”

Silence stretched, each of them absorbing the weight of realization.

Then Tristan nodded. “We start searching. We find the weapon. We figure out who wants it—and why.”

Raven closed the book, determination flickering in her gaze. “Then let’s get to work.”

Raven stood with a book in hand, flipping through its ancient pages, her brow furrowed. The others were deep in thought, combing through texts and theories, but something about the records gnawed at her.

She closed the book. “We’re making a mistake.”

Lilith glanced at her. “What do you mean?”

Raven’s gaze was sharp. “We’re treating history like it’s separate from the present. But time isn’t linear—not really. What if what we’re looking for isn’t buried in the past? What if it’s happening now?”

Dorian leaned back, processing her words. “You’re saying the weapon may not be some lost relic?”

Tristan’s eyes darkened. “It may not be buried at all.”

Raven nodded. “Think about it. Avalon was thrown into chaos overnight. Too fast for normal decay, too calculated for chance. What if the weapon isn’t waiting to be found? What if it’s already here?”

Lilith exhaled. “That means someone has it.”

Tristan rubbed his chin. “Myrddin wasn’t clear on what the weapon was. He spoke in riddles, which means it could be something symbolic—something tied to Avalon itself.”

Raven shook her head. “No. I think it’s steel.”

Dorian narrowed his eyes. “You mean an actual weapon?”

Raven nodded. “We’ve been chasing abstract concepts, magic, forces beyond comprehension. But Myrddin knew what kind of battle was coming. And battles—true battles—are fought with steel.”

Lilith shivered slightly. “Then whoever caused Avalon’s fall may already have it.”

Dorian straightened. “Which means we’re not just searching for something hidden. We’re searching for something wielded.”

Tristan smirked. “That’s a much more direct hunt.”

Raven flipped the book back open. “Then let’s stop looking for myth. Let’s start looking for who carries the blade, or who has one hell of a hiding place.”

Dorian breathed out slowly. “If Avalon was attacked from the inside, then whoever has the weapon may still be here.”

Lilith nodded. “And if they’re still here, they’re watching us.”

Tristan tightened his grip on the edge of the desk. “Then we need to move quickly.”

Raven’s voice was firm. “We stop searching in the past. We start investigating the present.”

Dorian smirked slightly. “Finally, a plan I can work with.”

Lilith breathed deeply, glancing toward the towering library shelves. “Then let’s find Avalon’s lost blade—before it finds us.”

Silence stretched. Then, Tristan said as he placed his hands on the table in front of him. “We start in the morning.”

The weight of the day still lingered, but for the first time since arriving in Avalon, the four allowed themselves to pause. The library’s flickering firelight bathed the room in a soft glow, casting shadows against the towering shelves.

Raven curled into Tristan’s lap, his arm draped lazily around her, tracing absent-minded patterns against the fabric of her sleeve. Lilith sat on the edge of a nearby couch, legs tucked beneath her, 

while Dorian leaned back with a rare, weary smirk.

“It was simpler then,” Lilith murmured, staring into the flames.

Dorian hummed in agreement. “Reykjavik had a way of making everything feel… lighter.”

Raven tilted her head against Tristan’s shoulder. “Everything was crisp—the air, the sky. It felt untouched, as if the city existed outside time.”

Tristan’s lips curled into a faint smirk. “And yet, I spent half the time convincing you to stay inside.”

Raven rolled her eyes. “Because you were terrified of the cold.”

Dorian let out a chuckle. “Tristan? Afraid of something?”

Tristan scoffed but didn’t argue. Lilith grinned. “I bet he bundled up like an old scholar.”

Raven smiled softly. “Do you remember those evenings by the bay?”

Lilith nodded, eyes half-lidded in nostalgia. “The lights on the water, the way the city never truly slept.”

Dorian exhaled. “People were different there. Less afraid. Less… lost.”

Tristan traced his fingertips along Raven’s arm, his expression unreadable. “Because nothing had happened yet.”

Raven tilted her head. “Oh of course not!” she said sarcastically, “Just Lyconis, our men getting bit, a Frost Giant, the Soothsayer separating us all into different places. Nothing happened at all.”

Lilith shook her head. “Okay, a few bumps along the way. But compared to this, it felt like another lifetime.”

Dorian rubbed his temples. “Another world, even.”

Tristan tightened his grip on Raven slightly. “I used to think that leaving Reykjavik meant walking into something better.”

Raven’s voice was quiet. “And now?”

His gaze flickered toward the windows, toward Avalon’s broken streets beyond them. “Now I think we walked straight into the storm.”

Lilith sighed, stretching her legs. “For once, I wish we could go back—just for a little while.”

Dorian smirked. “Not forever, though.”

Lilith grinned. “No, not forever. But for a moment? I wouldn’t mind feeling like the world isn’t falling apart.”

Raven shifted against Tristan, warmth settling between them. “Then let’s pretend. Just for tonight.”

Tristan exhaled slowly, pressing a soft kiss against her temple. “Just for tonight.”

And in the dim light of the library, surrounded by history and the weight of the unknown, the four let themselves slip into memories—if only for a little while.

Dorian exhaled, stretching his arms as the fire flickered lower in the grand library. The weight of the evening pressed heavily on them all, exhaustion settling deep into their bones. He turned to Tristan, who still had Raven curled against him, her breathing slow and steady, lost to sleep.

“You two will stay in one of the side chambers,” Dorian murmured, voice softer now. “It’s quiet. Books line every wall—should be enough to make you feel at home.”

Tristan offered a small, tired smirk. “That’ll do.”

Dorian glanced at Lilith, who had drifted into sleep beside him, her head resting against his shoulder. He adjusted slightly, careful not to wake her.

Without another word, Dorian carefully slid his arm beneath Lilith’s knees and lifted her into his arms. She stirred slightly, murmuring something incoherent before sinking deeper into sleep.

Tristan watched with amusement but said nothing, standing to scoop Raven gently into his own grasp.

“She’ll be furious in the morning if she wakes up in my arms instead of walking herself,” Tristan mused.

Dorian smirked. “Lilith will say the same thing. That’s why we don’t tell them.”

The corridors of the library stretched into dim silence as Dorian walked toward his chamber, the weight of Lilith familiar in his arms. He had carried her before—on far worse nights, in far darker moments—but tonight, it was different. Tonight, it was simply necessary.

Tristan stepped into the side chamber Dorian had offered, carefully placing Raven onto the old couch before settling beside her.

Dorian did the same with Lilith, laying her beneath the heavy blankets before sitting at the edge of the bed, rubbing his temples.

For the first time since arriving, the world was quiet. No planning. No searching. No unraveling riddles or chasing myths. Just silence—a rare, fleeting peace.

Tristan leaned back into the couch, Raven curled beside him, lost to sleep. His fingers traced absent-minded patterns against the fabric of the blanket, his thoughts distant.

Dorian watched Lilith breathe, steady and warm, her presence grounding him in ways he didn’t fully understand.

Avalon still lay in the shadows, unraveling around them. Their mission was far from over. But tonight, they rested.

Tomorrow, they would start the hunt.








  
  

CHAPTER 3


(PRI)





Morning crept into the library slowly, light filtering through the high windows, casting fractured gold against the stone floor. The fire had burned low in the night, leaving only embers, and the quiet hum of Avalon beyond the walls called to them with unseen promises. 

Tristan stretched, rolling his shoulders with a quiet groan. Raven stirred beside him, her own movements slow, stiff.

“We should’ve chosen the floor,” she muttered.

Tristan smirked. “And lost the illusion of comfort?”

Raven gave him a half-hearted glare before sitting up, rubbing her neck.

Dorian and Lilith appeared soon after, looking far more rested.

“You two look miserable,” Lilith noted, grabbing a piece of dried fruit from the table where breakfast had been set.

“We feel miserable,” Raven muttered.

The four sat in relative quiet, their meal simple—bread, fruit, and weak tea.

“We should see the city today,” Tristan announced between bites. “I need to get a feel for Avalon. How the streets move, how the people react.”

Dorian nodded. “Smart. We’ve been caught in theories and texts—we need real information.”

Raven leaned forward. “What exactly are you looking for?”

Tristan exhaled. “Anything that stands out. Anomalies. Patterns. The way people speak, the way they avoid certain areas.”

Lilith tilted her head. “You think the city will tell us something we haven’t figured out yet?”

Tristan’s gaze was steady. “Cities always do.”

After gathering their things, the four made their way through the winding paths beyond the library.

Avalon was silent in ways it never should have been. Even in the daylight, the streets held an unnatural hush, as if the people who walked them were afraid to breathe too deeply.

Shutters were drawn. Steps were hurried. No voices carried above a whisper.

Tristan watched carefully, absorbing every detail.

“There’s no life here,” Raven murmured.

Dorian gestured toward a vendor selling bread, the man’s movements stiff, avoiding eye contact with his customers. “They don’t trust anything anymore.”

Lilith exhaled slowly. “Which means they know more than they’re saying.”

The deeper they moved into Avalon, the more unsettling the patterns became.

Tristan took note of the way people avoided certain streets, the way they hesitated before crossing intersections, as if something unseen dictated invisible boundaries.

“They’re afraid of something,” Raven whispered.

Dorian’s expression darkened. “They know we don’t belong.”

Lilith scanned the buildings ahead. “Then we need to figure out why.”

Raven exhaled, watching the streets of Avalon unfold before them, eerily silent, thick with unspoken fear.

“This isn’t the first time I’ve seen a city behave like this,” she murmured.

Tristan glanced at her, catching the distant look in her eyes. “Venice.”

She nodded. “At least for me.”

“Tristan fit in perfectly,” Raven continued, tilting her head. “He walked among the King’s Guard like he’d belonged there his entire life. No one questioned him.”

Tristan smirked slightly. “That’s because I made sure they didn’t.”

Lilith raised an eyebrow. “And you?”

Raven’s expression darkened. “I wasn’t so lucky.”

“I was an outsider,” Raven admitted. “Venice was beautiful, but its people? They were careful. Wary. They watched me the same way Avalon watches us now.”

Dorian hummed. “You mean they feared you.”

Raven’s lips curled in something that wasn’t quite amusement. “Not me, necessarily. What I represented.”

Lilith glanced toward Avalon’s shuttered windows. “I understand that feeling all too well.”

Raven met her gaze knowingly. “Of course you do. You and Dorian aren’t accepted here. Not really.”

Dorian scoffed. “Understandable. We weren’t exactly welcoming figures.”

Lilith smirked. “More like figures of unstoppable destruction.”

Raven nodded. “People fear what they can’t control. In Venice, they saw Tristan as structure, as power that belonged to them. He was an extension of the King’s rule.”

Tristan’s smirk faded slightly, considering that truth.

“And me?” Raven continued, “I was something else. Something unknown. Something they weren’t sure they wanted.”

Dorian inhaled sharply. “Now Avalon does the same thing to us.”

Raven nodded. “People whisper behind shutters. They avoid speaking directly. They follow invisible rules just like in Venice.”

Lilith exhaled. “Cities change. But fear stays the same.”

Tristan tightened his grip around the hilt of his belt. “Then we need to figure out who they’re afraid of.”

Dorian straightened. “And whether that fear is misplaced—or justified.”

Raven smirked. “Something tells me it’s both.”

Raven glanced around at the cautious faces that peeked from shuttered windows, their eyes darting toward the four of them before quickly turning away. The air in Avalon was thick with distrust, as if the city itself was holding its breath, unsure whether to welcome them or run from them.

“They’re afraid,” she murmured.

Lilith crossed her arms. “Obviously. But of what exactly? The plague?”

Raven exhaled. “Yes—and no. It’s both misplaced and justified at the same time.”

Dorian frowned. “How?”

“The plague makes them afraid—rightfully so,” Raven continued. “It tore through Avalon overnight. Their lives collapsed in a single moment.”

Tristan nodded slowly, absorbing the truth of her words.

“But at the same time,” Raven added, “it’s misplaced because the very same fear keeps them from seeing what’s actually happening.”

Dorian studied the streets carefully. “You mean they think we are a threat?”

“Look at us,” Raven gestured to them. “We don’t belong in their world. They see four people walking freely through their streets, while they’ve spent weeks surviving under whatever new order has taken hold.”

Lilith narrowed her eyes. “They’re not sure if we’re here to help or to hinder.”

Tristan glanced at the stiff movements of pedestrians nearby. “They’re waiting to see what we do.”

“Their fear is justified because their city fell apart overnight,” Raven continued, “but it’s misplaced because they still don’t know who or what caused it. Until they do, they’ll suspect everyone—including us.”

Dorian exhaled, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. “Then that means we have one advantage—they don’t know what we are.”

Lilith tilted her head. “Which means we can shape their perception before someone else does.”

Tristan smirked. “Now that’s an opportunity.”

Raven crossed her arms. “But that also means we need to tread carefully. If we make the wrong move, they’ll assume the worst.”

Lilith nodded. “And if they turn against us, whoever is behind all of this might use them to stop us.”

Dorian considered this carefully. “Then we need to earn trust, not demand it.”

Tristan straightened. “We start small. We walk these streets, we see how people react, and we figure out where their whispers lead.”

Raven smirked. “And maybe, just maybe—we’ll uncover who’s really pulling the strings.”

Lilith glanced at the city beyond them, tension thick in the air. “Then let’s begin.”

Lilith’s voice was quiet, almost hesitant. “No one in Avalon knows I’m a healer.”

The words hung in the air, carrying a weight that felt heavier than it should.

Raven turned to her, studying the tension in Lilith’s shoulders, the way her fingers curled slightly as if holding onto something unseen.

“You’re afraid,” Raven murmured.

Lilith exhaled. “I am.”

Tristan’s gaze softened, though his posture remained steady. “Because you don’t know if you can help them?”

Lilith clenched her jaw, nodding. “I’ve seen wounds, sickness, afflictions of the body and mind. I’ve fixed them. But this—this isn’t like any illness I’ve ever encountered.”

Dorian sighed, rubbing his temple. “Because it’s not an illness. It’s something else.”

Lilith looked down at her hands, the fingers that had steadied so many lives before. “What if I try—and fail?”

Raven placed a hand on Lilith’s arm, grounding her. “Then you’ll know what we’re dealing with.”

Lilith shook her head. “But what if it’s beyond healing altogether?”

Tristan’s expression darkened. “Then we find another way.”

Dorian’s voice was measured. “People fear healers as much as they respect them. If Avalon knows you can heal, they’ll expect miracles.”

Lilith swallowed hard. “And if I can’t give them that?”

Raven’s grip tightened slightly. “Then we keep going. We keep searching. We don’t let fear stop us.”

Lilith exhaled, steadying herself. “I’ll try. But something tells me—this isn’t just sickness. It’s something deeper.”

Tristan nodded. “That means we need more than medicine. We need answers.”

Dorian straightened, resolution flickering in his gaze. “Then we find them.”

Lilith looked toward the shadowed city beyond them. “I’ll need to see them—to try.”

Raven offered a rare smile. “Then let’s get started.”

The tension in the room didn’t fade, but the decision had been made. Lilith would heal where she could. But all of them knew the truth—this plague wasn’t meant to be cured. It was meant to change Avalon forever.

Now, they had to stop it.

The four stepped through the towering doors of the library, the scent of old paper and dust greeting them like a familiar embrace. The warmth of the fire had long faded, leaving only embers glowing faintly in the hearth.

Lilith ran a tired hand down her face. “That was exhausting.”

Dorian sighed, rolling his shoulders. “More futile than productive.”

Raven, already making her way toward the endless shelves, muttered, “Not entirely futile. We learned something.”

Tristan followed after her, settling by one of the chairs. “Yeah? And what’s that?”

“They aren’t just afraid,” Raven murmured, tracing her fingers along the spines of books as she skimmed the titles. “They’re conditioned. You saw how they avoided certain streets—how they hesitated before speaking, even to each other.”

Lilith crossed her arms, her gaze distant. “Which means someone has set rules in place—ones they don’t dare break.”

Dorian exhaled sharply. “Then whoever is behind this is still here. Still watching.”

Tristan leaned back in his chair. “If they won’t speak, then we need to observe. See what they avoid, see what patterns form.”

Raven pulled a book from the shelf, flipping through pages. “Or I keep searching for something useful in here.”

Dorian smirked slightly. “Getting anywhere?”

Raven sighed, scanning another section. “Not yet. But Tristan’s quest is tied to Avalon’s fall, so 

there has to be something recorded.”

Lilith leaned against the desk, watching Raven scan through the heavy texts. “If Avalon’s fate was written before it collapsed, someone knew this was going to happen.”

Tristan’s voice was low. “Myrddin.”

Raven nodded. “And he sent us here for a reason.”

Dorian began pulling books from the shelves himself. “Fine. We work through this like any other mystery. We find connections, we figure out who or what is missing.”

Lilith exhaled. “Because someone erased the answers, and we need to put them back together.”

The fire crackled as Raven settled onto the couch beside Tristan, scanning the brittle pages with steady determination. Lilith curled up near Dorian, flipping through a faded journal.

Tristan smirked slightly, watching Raven work. “You enjoy this too much.”

Raven didn’t even look up. “I enjoy winning.”

The library was silent, save for the rustling of pages and the quiet hum of thought. This time, they weren’t wandering streets in the dark—this time, they were hunting answers.

And something told Raven they were close.

The fire crackled softly in the grand library, casting golden light across the aged pages Raven sifted through. Her fingers traced the worn text, eyes scanning each line with quiet intensity.

Behind her, Tristan shifted, his hands finding her shoulders, his touch firm yet careful. The tension in her muscles melted slightly as he kneaded gently, drawing a slow breath from her lips.

“You’re carrying too much weight,” Tristan murmured, voice barely above a whisper.

Raven smirked without looking up. “If I stop carrying it, nothing gets done.”

Tristan chuckled lightly, his voice dropping lower, meant only for her.

“And what about Dorian and Lilith?”

Raven paused for a fraction of a second, fingers hovering over the parchment.

“What about them?” she murmured, tone neutral.

Tristan leaned down slightly, his breath warm against her ear. “Have they coupled yet? According to the prophecy?”

Raven exhaled slowly, glancing toward the far side of the library where Lilith and Dorian sat across from each other, deep in thought, books open between them.

“No,” she whispered back. “Not yet.”

Tristan hummed thoughtfully. “Strange. It should’ve happened by now.”

Raven tilted her head slightly, resting against Tristan’s touch. “Dorian’s too consumed with finding answers. Lilith is afraid.”

Tristan’s fingers paused for a beat, then continued. “Afraid of what?”

Raven sighed. “That she won’t be able to heal this city. That whatever’s happening here is already too far gone.”

Tristan’s grip softened, his hands shifting to rest against her back. “That’s dangerous thinking.”

Raven smirked. “Tell me about it.”

Tristan’s voice was quieter now. “It’s rare that fate hesitates for anyone. But when it does—it 

means someone isn’t ready.”

Raven finally closed the book in her lap, turning her gaze to meet his. “Then they’ll have to get ready. Soon.”

Tristan pressed a kiss to the top of her head, smirking slightly. “That’s the only way we win this.”

And with that, Raven opened another book, the conversation lingering between them like an unanswered riddle.

Lilith shifted in her seat, gaze flickering briefly toward Tristan and Raven, who were engrossed in their hushed conversation. She hadn’t heard the words, but somehow—she knew.

She exhaled, turning her attention back to Dorian, who had been meticulously scanning old records, brows furrowed in frustration.

“Dorian.”

He glanced up, distracted. “Hmm?”

She hesitated for only a moment. “When are we going to fulfill the prophecy?”

Dorian’s fingers stilled over the parchment, his expression unreadable.

“Lilith…” He sighed, rubbing his temple. “Now?”

Lilith narrowed her eyes. “Not now. But soon.”

Dorian leaned back, studying her carefully. “You’re thinking about it because they’re talking about it.”

Lilith exhaled. “They’ve already fulfilled theirs, Dorian. And we—”

“We’ve been busy.”

Lilith frowned. “That’s not the real reason.”

Dorian sighed again, voice quieter. “I don’t know if I can focus on something as permanent as a soul tie when Avalon is unraveling around us.”

Lilith’s expression softened. “But that’s exactly why we need to fulfill it.”

Dorian stared at her, something uncertain flickering behind his eyes. “You think it will make a difference?”

Lilith nodded firmly. “Of course I do. You said it yourself—the prophecy is fate. And if fate is calling us, we can’t keep ignoring it.”

Dorian exhaled, running a hand through his hair. “It’s not the right time.”

Lilith tilted her head. “Or you’re afraid.”

Silence stretched.

“I’m not afraid of us,” Dorian murmured. “I’m afraid that once it’s done—we won’t have any control over what comes next.”

Lilith’s voice was steady. “Then maybe that’s the point.”

Dorian leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees. “We’ll do it. Soon. But not until Avalon gives us the answers we need.”

Lilith exhaled slowly, nodding. “Then let’s find them.”

And with that, the conversation ended—not because it wasn’t important, but because its answer was waiting just ahead.
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