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"Inhale with caution, for the pages ahead are filled with shadows, secrets, and smoke that clouds the mind. The path is dark, the danger is real, and once you light that fire, there’s no turning back. Beware the fog of deception, for even the strongest might lose their way. Proceed if you dare, but know this—truth burns, and the flames will leave you marked forever."
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​Chapter 1: A Rift in Time 
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“Them Changes, by Thundercat” song plays as scene sets in with Dr Kane coming through portal.....

Dr. Vincent Kane’s head spun as he crashed onto the cold, damp cobblestones of an unfamiliar street. The portal that had ripped him from his reality was gone, leaving him to gather his bearings in what appeared to be a small, ancient town. As he picked himself up, the sign across the street read "Drogheda – County Louth".

Kane scoffed, wiping the blood from his lip. Ireland. Of all places. The last thing he remembered was Blackwell’s confused face as the portal swallowed him whole, flinging him into this mist-shrouded town. His body ached, his demon side stirred restlessly, but there was no time to indulge the hunger for chaos lurking inside him. For now, he needed answers.

The distant sounds of chatter and clinking glasses led him toward the only sign of life he could see—a modest alehouse tucked into a corner of the narrow street. It wasn’t much, but the warmth of the hearth and the low hum of conversation drew him in. Inside, the fire crackled, filling the room with a soft glow as locals huddled around wooden tables, nursing drinks and quiet conversations.

Kane took a seat in a shadowed corner, his eyes scanning the room. His instincts told him to lay low. He needed to gather information about where he had landed and how the hell to get back. The barkeep approached, sliding a glass of whiskey toward him. Kane took it without a word, downing it in one gulp, feeling the familiar burn soothe his frayed nerves.

Before he could order another, the door creaked open behind him. A new figure stepped inside, and immediately, Kane’s attention snapped to the man. He was tall, broad-shouldered, dressed in a long black coat with the collar pulled high. His entrance was measured, deliberate, as if he controlled not just his movements but the very air around him. The lively chatter of the alehouse quieted as the man walked toward the bar, each step steady and calculated.

Kane watched him closely. There was something off about him. His presence sucked the warmth out of the room, leaving behind a tense chill that settled into Kane’s bones.

The man sat a few stools down from Kane, his face partially shadowed by his collar. Without making eye contact, he spoke, his voice low and gravelly. "Whiskey."

The barkeep poured the drink, his hands trembling slightly as he slid the glass across the bar. The man took the glass but didn’t drink. Instead, he stared into the amber liquid, as though searching for something deeper within.

Kane, ever the curious mind, couldn’t shake the feeling that this man wasn’t here by chance. There was a subtle energy between them, like two predators circling each other in the dark.

"Not from around here, are you?" Kane’s voice cut through the quiet, his tone as cold and sharp as the air outside.

The man didn’t look up at first, but after a beat, he smirked faintly. "Neither are you," he replied, his words deliberate, carrying a weight that lingered in the air between them.

Kane’s eyes narrowed slightly, intrigued by the man’s calm composure. "I suppose not." He took a slow sip from his glass, considering his next words carefully. "I go by Kane."

The man turned his head just enough for Kane to catch a glimpse of his pale eyes, calculating and cold, as if he were dissecting Kane with a single glance.

"Rodney," the man said, the name falling from his lips with a practiced indifference. "Rodney Gray."

Silence stretched between them, thick with unspoken thoughts. The hum of the room faded into the background, leaving the two men locked in a quiet, almost predatory stillness.

"You don’t strike me as the type to get lost in a place like this," Kane said, breaking the silence. There was no small talk here, no pleasantries. He could feel the undercurrent of something ancient, something dark, lingering just beneath Rodney’s calm exterior.

Rodney’s eyes flicked to Kane’s for a split second, then back to his glass. "I could say the same about you."

Kane leaned back in his seat, his posture relaxed, but his mind was already running through possibilities. This man wasn’t ordinary. His presence felt...off. Like Kane himself, Rodney didn’t seem to belong in this world. There was a quiet danger about him, a subtle intensity that made Kane’s demon side stir uneasily.

"So, what brings you to Drogheda, Rodney?" Kane asked, his voice steady but curious.

Rodney smirked again, this time with a hint of something darker in his expression. "Let’s just say... I'm looking for something that was taken from me." He swirled the whiskey in his glass, his eyes narrowing as he spoke.

Kane raised an eyebrow, intrigued by the cryptic response. "And what might that be?"

Rodney’s jaw tightened for a moment, as though he was weighing his words carefully. "Something I lost a long time ago... something I intend to get back."

The air between them grew heavier, more charged. Kane’s instincts flared—Rodney was playing a game, but what was his endgame? There was something almost haunting in the way he spoke, as if his words carried the weight of centuries.

"Funny thing about loss," Kane mused, his voice low, almost reflective. "It has a way of shaping us into something we never thought we’d become."

Rodney’s eyes flicked to Kane again, this time with more intensity. "And what have you become, Dr. Kane?" His tone was flat, but there was a challenge beneath the question, as though he already knew the answer and was daring Kane to admit it.

Kane’s lips curled into a faint smile, but it didn’t reach his eyes. "A man who’s learned how to control his demons." The words were laced with a dark humor that only someone like Rodney could appreciate.

Rodney chuckled softly, a sound that sent a shiver down Kane’s spine. "Control? Or suppress?"

Kane’s gaze sharpened, the question hitting closer to home than he cared to admit. He leaned forward slightly, his eyes locking onto Rodney’s. "Depends on the day."

For the first time, Rodney looked directly at Kane, his expression inscrutable but his eyes full of a strange understanding. "Maybe we’re more alike than you think."

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image012.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image011.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.png





