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"Crown of Ash and Echoes" 

When Shadows Start to Whisper 

Author Huntley blends this book with romantasy allure (“Crown”), a sense of loss and 

mystery (“Ash”), and a psychological layer with memory and suspense (“Echoes”). It 

echoes great books like Fourth Wing, Throne of Glass, and A Court of Thorns and Roses, 

while standing on its own. 
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~~~~~~~~~<*>~~~~~~~~~  

CROWN OF ASH AND ECHOES 

The Night I Burned Redridge 

The night I burned my village to the ground, the stars blinked once—like they, too, forgot who I 

was. 

Redridge screamed behind me, rooftops collapsing in on stories I no longer remembered living. I 

didn’t look back. I couldn’t. The fire had come from my hands. Or maybe my heart. Or maybe—

gods help me—it had come from somewhere I didn’t even know existed. 

Ash drifted through the trees like snow as I stumbled into the Wildwood with nothing but a name 

I didn’t trust and blood on my tongue. 

Aeris. 

That’s what they called me. What I’d always answered to. But tonight, even my name felt wrong 

in my mouth—too sharp around the edges, too soft in the center. Like something broken that had 

been glued back together with lies. 

Behind me, Redridge was dying. And somewhere in that blaze, so was the version of me that had 

lived there laughing in the bakery’s back room, skipping stones by the river, pretending she 

wasn’t dreaming of something more. 

I didn’t remember setting the fire. 
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I remembered screams. I remembered my hands shaking. I remembered Mother’s voice, 

screaming my name as something inside me cracked open like a second spine. 

And I remembered the boy with fire in his eyes. 

He had seen me. All of me. 

And he hadn’t run. 

Not then. 

But I had. 

My boots caught on a twisted root, and I fell hard against the frozen earth, the wind knocked 

from my lungs. For a second, I lay there, face pressed to the forest floor, the silence of the 

Wildwood surrounding me. No voices. No flames. Just breath and cold and the terrible weight of 

not knowing who I was anymore. 

They say I was born cursed. But that’s not true. 

I was made cursed—by someone who said they loved me. 

The memory hit me like a slap in the dark: a hand brushing my cheek, lips whispering my name, 

and then— 

Pain. Light. Silence. 
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Something had been taken from me. Or hidden. I could feel it pressing against the back of my 

mind, like a door I wasn’t allowed to open. Every time I reached for it, the pain returned—

splintering behind my eyes until I choked on it. 

I sat up slowly, wrapping my arms around myself. My skin still glowed faintly, golden cracks 

running down my wrists like molten veins. They were fading now, but earlier—when the fire had 

come—they’d burned bright as a forge. 

And they had sung. 

Not with words, but with something older, deeper. 

Magic. 

Real magic. 

The kind they taught us to fear in Redridge. The kind that was said to belong to monsters and 

witches and blood-marked traitors. The kind that could make trees bleed and turn men to ash. 

The kind I wasn’t supposed to have. 

But the fire hadn’t cared what I was supposed to be. 

It had chosen me. 

There’s a girl in the mirror with my face, my scars, my voice. 

But I don’t know who she is. 
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I crawled to the stream, dipped my fingers into the water, and winced at the chill. The flames 

hadn’t burned my skin, but something inside me had scorched—charred and cracked and still 

smoldering. 

I looked at my reflection. For a moment, the girl staring back looked like me—mud in her curls, 

blood on her cheek, a wild fear in her wide, dark eyes. 

And then she smiled. 

I didn’t. 

I scrambled back, heart hammering. The surface of the stream had stilled. My face had returned 

to normal—or what felt like normal, though I no longer trusted what that meant. 

Behind me, the wind shifted. 

Someone was watching. 

“Don’t run,” a voice said, soft as smoke. “You’ll only draw them faster.” 

I turned, and there he was. 

The boy with fire in his eyes. 

Kael. 

That name hit something inside me like a dropped stone. A name I shouldn’t have known. But I 

did. I remembered the shape of it. The taste of it. The way it sounded when I said it too softly, 

too close. 
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“Kael,” I breathed. 

His jaw clenched. He stepped closer, the torch in his hand casting his sharp cheekbones in 

flickering orange. “You’re not supposed to remember that.” 

“What happened to me?” I asked. 

He didn’t answer right away. Instead, he reached into his coat and pulled something out—small, 

metallic, delicate. 

A crown. 

Blackened. Twisted. Ashen. 

The moment I saw it, my chest caved inward like something had punched through me from the 

inside. My hands trembled. 

“I don’t want it,” I whispered. 

“You already wore it,” he replied. “Before they made you forget.” 

The crown remembers what I cannot. 

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe. Images came—sharp, half-formed: 

Me, standing in a hall of mirrors, blood dripping from my fingertips. 

Kael, kneeling before me, eyes full of something between hatred and grief. 
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A woman screaming my name, not in fear—but reverence. Queen. 

The pieces didn’t fit. But they were mine. They had weight. 

“I remember fire,” I said finally. “But not why it started.” 

He nodded, his voice low. “You’ll remember more. The deeper into the Wildwood you go, the 

more it will come back.” 

“And when it does?” I asked. 

Kael stepped closer. “You’ll wish it hadn’t.” 

He left the crown at my feet and turned away, vanishing into the dark. 

I stared at it—black metal rimmed with thorns, still warm from wherever he’d carried it. 

I didn’t touch it. 

Not yet. 

But I would. 

Because the forest was closing around me, and I had a feeling I’d need it before this was over. 
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Heir of the Hollow Mark 

“She forgot who she was. Now the world will remember.” 

Aeris Elara Thorne was born of fire and forged in silence. 

The girl they buried should have stayed gone. But fate, cruel and curious, pulled her back from 

the brink—stripped of her memories, cloaked in strange magic, and cursed with a hollow mark 

that pulses like a second heartbeat beneath her skin. 

The world remembers her as a villain. A usurper’s daughter. A cursed heir to a broken crown. 

But Aeris remembers... nothing. 

Until the day she stumbles into the ruins of Virelia’s fallen court. Until the day she meets Kael, 

the rebel who calls her name like a ghost returning, his voice both sword and song. 

And the mirror. The cursed mirror. 

It shows her not who she is—but who she was. 

“Her crown is cursed. Her past is a lie. Her power is real.” 

They called her “Elara” then. The last child of the Hollow King. The witch-born heir who 

brought a kingdom to ruin. Aeris has lived in shadow, hunted for sins she can’t recall, haunted by 
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fire she can’t explain. Her power is unpredictable, violent tied to memory, grief, and something 

older than blood. 

The Hollow Mark on her wrist burns when she dreams—of castles turned to ash, of voices 

screaming her name, of Kael standing at her side in battle... then turning away. 

In the wastelands beyond the shattered veil, Aeris finds what remains of the world she once 

ruled: rebels scraping by in underground tunnels, strange ruins that hum with ancient energy, and 

whispers of the Vireian Prophecy—of a girl born of fire, death, and betrayal who will either end 

the world or save it. 

They say that girl is her. 

“What if the monster in the mirror was you?” 

Kael once vowed to kill the heir of the Hollow Mark. The boy prince of a rival house, he 

watched Aeris burn his world to cinders. Or so he believed. 

Now, he finds her broken, unremembering, and real in a way she never was before. And as they 

journey through the lost lands of Virelia, hunted by those who would crown or kill her, Kael 

begins to question everything he once knew. 

Aeris is not the girl he hated. 

But is she the girl he loved? 

Their bond is ancient. Twisted. Fate-bound. There’s a story behind every scar on Kael’s skin—

and Aeris’s touch feels like a memory half-remembered, half-feared. But with every step toward 

the truth, the mirror shows her more. Not just the fire. Not just the pain. But the choice. 
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Aeris chose to forget—for a reason. 

The monster wasn’t just in the mirror. 

It was her. 

Now, she must remember. 

To reclaim her power. 

To unravel the truth. 

To save Kael. 

To survive. 

The Hollow Court is rising once more. 

Enemies wear familiar faces. Ghosts walk beside her in daylight. A war forgotten by most still 

rages in the shadows—and Aeris stands at the heart of it, the cursed queen whose mind was 

wiped by the very magic she wields. 

Every spell she casts pulls her deeper into the past. Every step forward is a descent into 

memories that don’t match the girl she is now. 

But she can’t run from who she was forever. Not when the price of forgetting is the destruction 

of everything that remains. 

Kael is her anchor—and her undoing. 
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He keeps her grounded. Challenges her when she falters. Trusts her when even she cannot trust 

herself. 

But the closer they get to the truth, the more the lies unravel. 

Kael’s family played a role in the fall of the Hollow Court. His blade has drawn her blood 

before. And in her deepest, darkest visions, she sees herself choosing power over love—again 

and again. 

Will she do it again? 

Will she have to? 

At the edge of the world stands the last gate of magic. Beyond it lies the forgotten heart of 

Virelia—the Mirror Keep, where her story began and where it must end. 

Aeris must journey there to uncover what really happened the night the Hollow Court fell. To 

unlock the truth about the mark on her skin, the magic in her bones, and the curse that binds her 

to a crown she never wanted. 

Because power comes with a cost. 

And remembering... may be the greatest price of all. 

In the end, she will either become the queen they fear—or the weapon they need. 

And Kael? He will have to choose: 
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Protect her. 

Or stop her. 

Because love alone cannot save them. 

Only the truth can. 

And the truth is... she burned the world once before. 

She might do it again. 

Understand that ‘Heir of the Hollow Mark is a tale of memory and magic, of shattered legacies 

and dangerous love. With echoes of Throne of Glass, Shadow and Bone, and The Cruel Prince, it 

weaves a dark romantic fantasy where identity is fragile, power is deadly, and the line between 

monster and hero blurs with every heartbeat. 
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~~~~~~~~~<*>~~~~~~~~~ 

Thorns for a Crown 

Aeris. Magic. Memory. A cursed legacy she never asked for—and a boy with fire in his eyes she 

can’t stop thinking about. 

They say the night Redridge burned, the stars turned red. 

Aeris remembers the smoke before the fire. 

The silence before the screams. 

She was just a girl then—simple, kind, quiet. A healer’s apprentice in a forgotten village nestled 

in the fold of the mountains. She had no reason to suspect her blood ran thick with cursed magic, 

no hint that she was anything but ordinary. 

Until they came. 

And she answered. 

The Night I Burned Redridge 

It wasn’t her fault. Not truly. 
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The men who came wore black steel and crimson crests. Raiders—or something worse. They 

came for her. 

But they didn’t know why. Neither did she. 

The fire bloomed in her hands like instinct. The memories came sharp and broken—glimpses of 

a castle, a crown of twisted iron, blood spilled on stone. Her eyes glowed. The earth cracked. 

Flames danced around her, alive and uncontrolled. 

Redridge fell. 

And Aeris fled. 

She ran until her feet bled, until the screams were only echoes, until her power burned down to 

embers. She didn’t know where she was going—only that something ancient inside her had 

awakened. 

And it terrified her. 

Heir of the Hollow Mark 

That’s when he found her. 

Kael. 

A stranger cloaked in night and shadow, steel at his hip, fire in his eyes. He called her Elara, like 

he’d known her before. Like she should have known him. 
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But she didn’t. She barely knew herself. 

When he saw the mark on her wrist—glowing faint and violet, shaped like a crown half-

broken—he went still. Whispered words she didn’t understand. Called it the Hollow Mark. 

“You’re supposed to be dead,” he said. 

“So are you,” she answered. 

Kael didn’t smile. 

He didn’t tell her everything. Just that people were hunting her. That power like hers hadn’t been 

seen since the fall of Virelia. That the sigil burning on her skin wasn’t a curse—it was a claim. 

Aeris tried to deny it. She wasn’t a queen. She wasn’t anyone. But the dreams had begun. And 

the whispers. And the ache in her chest every time she looked at him. 

Something deep inside her knew him. 

And that terrified her even more than the magic. 

Thorns for a Crown 

They hid in the Wildwood, where no roads led and old gods still stirred. The trees there grew too 

close, and the wind carried voices. Aeris learned to move silently. To sleep with one eye open. 

Kael kept watch by the fire, his blade always near—but she noticed the way he watched her, too. 
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He thought she didn’t see it. 

The way his hand twitched when she cried out in her sleep. 

The way he said her name like it hurt to speak it. 

Sometimes he called her Elara. 

Sometimes he didn’t call her anything at all. 

At night, the dreams came clearer. 

A castle made of ash. 

A throne wrapped in thorns. 

Crowds shouting. Magic crackling from her fingertips. A crown descending onto her brow—and 

a voice, hissing: Traitor queen. 

She’d wake gasping, her wrist burning where the Hollow Mark pulsed beneath her skin. 

The whispers were worse. They came from the trees, the roots, the earth itself. 

“You were power,” they said. 

“You were fire. You chose to forget.” 

But why? 
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Kael started telling her pieces of the truth. Reluctantly. Carefully. 

Yes, this guy spoke of Virelia, the fallen kingdom once ruled by the Hollow Court. 

He told her of a girl with unmatched magic who turned on her people. 

The man spoke of a war. Of betrayal. Of a crown cursed by its last queen—Elara Thorne. 

And Aeris realized something chilling: that name, Elara, sparked something in her bones. That 

magic bloomed in her chest when she touched it. That Kael’s voice saying it made her heart twist 

with equal parts pain and yearning. 

He didn’t treat her like a queen. He didn’t worship her or bow. 

He remembered her as something else. 

A weapon. 

A girl who made a choice. 

And now that she was remembering... she feared what she’d find. 

Aeris and Her Magic 

The curse in her blood wasn’t just wild—it was alive. 
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When she felt too much—fear, grief, even love—it surged. Fire spilled from her hands. Wind 

bent to her will. She tried to suppress it, to bury it deep. 

But magic didn’t like to be buried. 

Kael trained her when he could, but he wasn’t a mage. Still, he never flinched. Not when flames 

danced at her fingertips. Not when lightning cracked around her. 

He said, “You’re stronger than you know.” 

She said, “I’m afraid I’ll hurt you.” 

And he looked at her—just looked—and said, “You already have.” 

She didn’t ask what he meant. 

She was afraid to know. 

Aeris and Kael 

She didn’t want to fall for him. She shouldn’t. 

But love isn’t born from logic. It’s born in the quiet moments—in the way he handed her his 

cloak without asking. The way he stood guard while she screamed into the earth. The way he 

never demanded she be more than she was. 

Sometimes he touched her like he remembered her. 
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Sometimes he kissed her like he didn’t. 

The fire in his eyes mirrored the one growing in her soul. 

But love wasn’t safe. Not here. Not now. 

What She’s Becoming 

Each day, she remembers more. Not in full—but in shards. 

Her magic is changing. Sharpening. Tied to memory, it grows stronger as the truth creeps in. 

The Hollow Mark now pulses when she speaks her name. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
. &
CROWN OF ASH
AND ECHOES -

WHEN SHADOWS STAR TO WHISPER ‘ z

NICK HUNTLEY





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





