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​📚TITLE: “CROWN OF ASHES AND REBIRTH”

​📖CHAPTER 1 — THE DAY THE QUEEN DIED TWICE

The kingdom of Eryndor was never quiet.

Even at dawn, when the sun barely touched the marble towers of the royal capital, the city breathed like a living beast—markets opening, guards marching, nobles whispering behind gilded balconies.

But on the day Queen Seraphina Vale died, the kingdom held its breath.

She stood in the highest chamber of the Obsidian Palace, staring out at a world that no longer belonged to her.

Rain tapped softly against the glass like impatient fingers.

Behind her, the royal court celebrated something she was not invited to witness. Her own execution.

Or at least, that was what it felt like.

“Your Majesty,” a voice called gently from behind.

Seraphina did not turn immediately. She already knew who it was.

Lady Mirabel Thorne. Her closest friend.

Her most trusted advisor. Her greatest mistake.

Seraphina finally turned.

Mirabel stood in a deep crimson dress, her golden hair perfectly arranged, her expression calm—almost sorrowful.

Almost.

“You shouldn’t be here,” Seraphina said quietly. Mirabel smiled faintly. “And yet... I am.”

A pause.

Heavy. Thick. Final.

Below them, trumpets sounded. The coronation had begun.

Not for Seraphina. For him.

King Alaric. Her husband.

The man she once believed would die before betraying her. Seraphina stepped closer to the balcony window. “So it’s happening.” “Yes,” Mirabel said softly. “It is.”

A silence stretched between them.

Then Seraphina asked the question she already knew the answer to.

“Was it worth it?”

Mirabel tilted her head slightly. “Was what worth it?”

“The lies,” Seraphina said. “The years of pretending to be my friend.” For the first time, something flickered in Mirabel’s eyes.

Not guilt. Not regret.

Something sharper. Possession.

“I never pretended,” Mirabel replied. “I have always been exactly who I am.” Seraphina exhaled slowly.

Below, the crowd roared. The new king had appeared.

Alaric stood at the center of the courtyard, dressed in black and gold armor, the crown already resting on his head.

He did not look up at her window. He did not search for her.

That was the part that hurt the most. Not betrayal.

Not death. Indifference.

Seraphina’s fingers tightened against the stone railing. “So this is how it ends,” she whispered.

Mirabel stepped closer. “It doesn’t have to.” Seraphina turned slightly.

A soft laugh escaped her lips.

“You think I would survive this?” Mirabel hesitated.

That hesitation told Seraphina everything.

“You already poisoned me,” Seraphina said calmly. Mirabel didn’t deny it.

A cold silence filled the room.

Seraphina’s breath slowed.

Her body already knew. The weakness in her limbs.

The faint burning in her chest. The slow unraveling of life.

“You were always too smart,” Mirabel said quietly.

Seraphina looked at her. Not with anger.

Not with fear.

With understanding.

“That’s why you needed me gone early,” she said.

Below, the bells rang louder. The coronation reached its peak.

And Seraphina Vale, Queen of Eryndor, felt her knees weaken. The world tilted slightly.

But she did not fall. Not yet.

Instead, she walked toward Mirabel. Step by step.

Calm.

Controlled.

Almost regal.

Mirabel’s eyes narrowed slightly. “Don’t make this dramatic.” Seraphina stopped just in front of her.

For a moment, they were almost close enough to be sisters again. Almost.

“You know what I find interesting?” Seraphina asked softly. Mirabel didn’t answer.

“I never asked to be queen,” Seraphina continued. “I never wanted the throne. I never wanted him.” A pause.

“But you still took everything from me.”

Mirabel’s expression hardened. “Because you would have ruined it. You always stand in the way of what this kingdom needs.”

Seraphina tilted her head.

“How poetic,” she whispered.

Then she smiled.

A small, strange smile. Not sadness.

Not anger. Something else. Acceptance.

And beneath that—Something deeper.

Mirabel frowned. “What are you smiling at?” Seraphina took a slow breath.

“I was just thinking...” she said. “If I had one more chance...” The air in the room shifted.

The candles flickered violently. The windows shook.

Mirabel stepped back slightly. “What did you say?” Seraphina’s eyes slowly lifted.

And for the first time—

They were not the eyes of a dying woman. They were the eyes of someone remembering.

“Ah,” Seraphina whispered. “So that’s how it works.” A pulse of light erupted from her chest.

Mirabel’s eyes widened. “No—wait—” But it was too late.

The world cracked.

Like glass under pressure.

The coronation bells below shattered into silence. The palace froze.

Time itself hesitated. And Seraphina Vale died.
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But death did not take her. It rejected her.
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Seraphina gasped.

Cold air filled her lungs violently. Her eyes shot open.

She was not in the palace. She was not dying.

She was—Running.

Bare feet hitting wet stone. Rain slamming against her skin.

Her heart racing like a hunted animal.

“Move faster, Lady Seraphina!”

A guard’s voice shouted behind her.

Lady?

She stumbled slightly, looking down at her hands. Smaller.

Younger. Unscarred.

She was not a queen. She was sixteen.

The memory struck her like lightning.

This was the night before her engagement announcement. The night everything had begun.

Seraphina stopped running.

The guards behind her slowed in confusion.

“Why did she stop?” one of them asked.

Seraphina slowly turned her head. Rain dripped from her eyelashes. Her breath steadied.

Something inside her clicked into place. Not panic.

Not confusion. Recognition.

“I see,” she whispered.

The guards approached cautiously.

“Lady Seraphina, return to the palace immediately—” But she didn’t listen.

She looked at the sky. At the rain.

At the living world that had once been her prison. Then she smiled.

Not softly. Not kindly.

But like someone who had already died once... and decided not to stay dead again. “So I came back,” she said quietly.

The guards froze.

Something about her voice had changed. Deeper.

Colder. Older.

Seraphina took one step forward. Then another.

“I remember everything,” she said. The guards drew their weapons. “Seize her—!”

But Seraphina didn’t run. She didn’t fight.

She simply whispered:

“This time... I won’t lose anything.”

And somewhere far away, deep within the palace that had not yet betrayed her—A crown waited.

And a war had already begun.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER 2 — THE GIRL WHO REMEMBERED DEATH
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The rain had not stopped.

It never truly did in the capital of Eryndor, but tonight it felt different—heavier, almost intentional, as if the sky itself was trying to wash away something it could no longer forgive.

Seraphina stood still in the middle of the abandoned courtyard. The guards had stopped advancing.

Not because they were ordered to.

But because something about her had changed in a way they could not name.

She was supposed to be a frightened noble girl caught outside the palace grounds.

But the way she stood—perfectly still, head slightly tilted, eyes calm beneath the storm—made her feel like something else entirely.

Something wrong.

Something ancient.

“Lady Seraphina,” one of the guards repeated, lowering his sword slightly. “You are to return at once. The Duke’s orders—”

“The Duke,” she repeated softly.

The word felt foreign on her tongue, like a memory that did not belong to this body. Her lips curved faintly.

Not in amusement. In recognition.

So it had already started. Even here.

Even before everything had properly begun. She slowly lifted her hands in front of her face. Small hands.

Unbroken. Alive.

Not the hands that had gripped marble as she died screaming in a palace that applauded her downfall.

Not the hands that had clawed at Mirabel’s dress as betrayal became reality.

Not the hands of a queen. The wind shifted.

Seraphina exhaled slowly.

“I really did go back,” she whispered. The words should have felt impossible. But they didn’t.

They felt... factual.

Like waking up after a long nightmare and realizing the nightmare had not ended—it had simply rewound itself.

One of the guards stepped forward again, more aggressively this time.

“Enough nonsense. Move.” Seraphina’s gaze shifted toward him.

And for the first time, she looked directly at them. Really looked.

Not as a frightened girl. Not as a noble daughter.

But as someone who had already witnessed their future deaths. The guard hesitated.

A strange pressure filled the air. Seraphina’s heartbeat slowed. Not because she was calm.

But because something inside her mind had begun to reorganize itself. Fragments of memory surfaced.

Not just the betrayal. Not just the crown. But everything after.

The collapse of the northern provinces. The war that burned for seven years.

The plague that followed.

The throne that became a graveyard of kings. And Mirabel... always standing behind it all. Always surviving.

Always smiling. Seraphina blinked once.

“So that’s what you were building,” she murmured.

The guards exchanged confused looks.

“She’s mad,” one said.

But Seraphina shook her head slowly. “No,” she replied. “I was just blind before.” The rain thickened.

The sound of it filled the silence like applause from the sky. Seraphina took a step forward.

The guards tensed. Another step.

Then another.

She walked directly between them. No resistance.

No fear. Just motion.

One of the guards finally raised his weapon fully.

“Stop!” Seraphina didn’t.

The sword swung—And stopped mid-air. Not because he missed. Not because she dodged.

But because Seraphina had already moved past him. Too fast.

Impossible.

The guard turned sharply.

“What—?”

But Seraphina was already walking away. Not running.

Walking.

Calmly.

Like the courtyard belonged to her.

Behind her, the guards stood frozen, unable to understand what had just happened. Seraphina did not look back.

She already knew where she needed to go. Not the palace.

Not her family estate.

Not the Duke’s residence.

There was only one place that mattered now.

The place where everything had first been decided. The Archive Tower.

A place forbidden to most nobles.

A place that stored royal records, ancient bloodline documents, and sealed histories the crown never spoke about.

In her previous life, she had never questioned why she was kept away from it. Now she understood.

Knowledge was dangerous.

Especially the kind that could change destiny.
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The streets of Eryndor blurred around her as she moved. People passed by, unaware of what had just been undone. Merchants shouted.

Carriages rolled.

Laughter echoed from taverns. A normal world.

A world that had not yet learned it was standing on the edge of collapse. Seraphina stopped once at a fountain in the center of the noble district.

She looked at her reflection.

A sixteen-year-old girl stared back. Wet hair clinging to her face.

Eyes too old for her body. Too deep.

Too empty.

She touched the surface of the water. Ripples distorted her reflection.

For a moment, she almost laughed.

“It’s ironic,” she whispered. “I died as a queen... and came back as nothing.” A faint pulse stirred inside her chest.

Warm.

Unfamiliar.

Seraphina placed a hand over it. The sensation was not physical. It was deeper.

Like something sleeping inside her had noticed she was alive again. Her breath slowed.

“What are you?” she whispered.

The answer did not come. But something responded. A flicker.

A pressure in the air.

The world around her seemed to pause for half a second. Then it was gone.

Seraphina narrowed her eyes. Interesting.

So she was not alone in this second life. Good.

That would make things easier.
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By the time she reached the Archive Tower, the rain had begun to fade. The structure rose above the city like a black spine carved into the sky. Tall.

Cold. Unwelcoming.

Two royal guards stood at the entrance. They blocked her immediately.

“This area is restricted,” one said. Seraphina stopped in front of them. She studied them for a moment.

Different from the palace guards. Better trained.

More loyal. Less flexible.

She smiled politely.

“I need access,” she said.

The guards exchanged a glance. One of them scoffed.

“You? A noble girl? Leave before I report this.” Seraphina tilted her head slightly.

“I won’t leave.” A pause.

The guards tensed again.

This was the part where fear should have appeared. Where hesitation should have formed.

But Seraphina only felt clarity.

Because she already knew how this interaction ended.

In her previous life, she had tried to enter this tower once. She had been rejected.

She had walked away.

And that decision had cost her everything. This time would be different.

The guard reached for her arm. A mistake.

Seraphina moved. Not violently.

Not dramatically. Just precisely.

Her hand touched his wrist. A single point of pressure. The guard froze.

His body stiffened. “What did you—” He collapsed.

Silently.

The second guard stepped back immediately.

“What is this—?”

Seraphina looked at him calmly.

“I don’t have time to be stopped,” she said.

The guard drew his weapon fully now. But hesitation lingered in his eyes.

Because the girl in front of him should not have been capable of that.

She should not have known how to disable a trained soldier in a single motion. And yet she had.

Seraphina sighed softly.

“I really hoped this would be easier,” she said.

Then she walked past him. He did not stop her.

Not because he was defeated.

But because something inside him screamed that stopping her would be worse than failure.
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Inside the Archive Tower, the air was colder. Ancient.

Heavy with dust and forgotten knowledge.

Seraphina walked through rows of towering shelves filled with sealed scrolls and iron-bound books. Her footsteps echoed softly.

She knew exactly what she was looking for. The Royal Blood Records.

A section hidden beneath layers of restricted archives. A section that did not officially exist.

Because it contained truths the monarchy had erased. Truths about lineage.

About inheritance.

About the curse of the throne itself. Seraphina reached the sealed door.

A magical lock pulsed faintly across its surface. Anyone else would have needed authorization. A key.

A royal seal.

A command from the king.

But Seraphina simply placed her hand on it. And closed her eyes.

For a moment, nothing happened. Then—

The lock responded. Not to authority.

Not to permission. But to recognition.

The seal cracked open slightly. Seraphina opened her eyes slowly. “So it’s real,” she whispered.

The door unlocked fully. She stepped inside.

And in that moment—

Somewhere deep within the palace... Mirabel Thorne paused mid-step.

She frowned slightly.

A strange feeling had passed through her chest.

Like something important had just changed direction. She looked toward the distant Archive Tower.

And for the first time in a very long time... She felt uncertainty.

Seraphina entered the forbidden chamber. And smiled.

Because now she knew.

This life...

Would not follow the same ending.
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​CHAPTER 3 — THE TRUTH WRITTEN IN BLOOD
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The moment Seraphina stepped into the forbidden archive chamber, the air changed. It was not just colder.

It was denser—like reality itself had thickened, pressing against her skin in silent warning. The walls were carved from black stone veined with faint silver lines that pulsed like veins in a living body. No torches burned here. Instead, floating orbs of pale light hovered near the ceiling, trembling slightly as if afraid to fully illuminate what they guarded.

This place did not feel built. It felt buried.

Seraphina stood still just inside the threshold.

The door behind her sealed itself shut with a deep, resonant click. Not locking her in.

Confirming her arrival.

Her eyes narrowed slightly.

“So this is where you hid it,” she whispered.

The Royal Blood Records.

A place that did not officially exist in any public registry, royal map, or noble instruction. In her previous life, she had heard rumors of it only once—spoken by a dying court historian who had been declared insane before he could finish his confession.

Back then, she had dismissed it.

Now, she understood that dismissal had been part of the plan.

Because ignorance was not accidental in Eryndor. It was engineered.

She moved forward.

Each step echoed differently here, as though the sound itself was being recorded and judged.

Rows of obsidian shelves stretched endlessly into darkness, each one holding sealed scrolls bound in iron, crystal, or bone-white wax. Some of them were marked with royal sigils she recognized.

Others... were not.

Those unfamiliar symbols made something in her chest tighten. Memory—fragmented, unstable—flickered again.

A throne room.

A burning sky.

A name she could not quite hear. Seraphina stopped walking.

Her breath slowed.

“No,” she muttered softly. “Not now.” The sensation passed.

But it left a trace behind, like a scar forming under invisible skin. She continued deeper into the chamber.

And then she saw it.

A circular dais at the center of the archive. On it rested a single object.

A book.

Not sealed.

Not locked.

Waiting.

Seraphina approached carefully.

The air around the book felt wrong. Warped. Heavy with pressure that made her instincts scream.

This was not just a record. It was a boundary.

She reached out.

The moment her fingers touched the cover—The world shattered.
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She was no longer in the archive.

She was standing in a vast, endless hall of mirrors. Each reflection showed her—but not as she was now. Queen Seraphina.

Dying. Crowned. Laughing. Bleeding. Breaking.

Every version of her life repeated infinitely in fractured reflections stretching beyond sight. A voice echoed through the space.

Not loud. Not soft. Absolute.
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“YOU HAVE RETURNED WITHOUT PERMISSION.”
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Seraphina turned slowly.

“No,” she said calmly. “I returned because I was killed.” Silence.

Then the mirrors trembled. The voice spoke again.
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“DEATH WAS YOUR TERMINATION POINT.”
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Seraphina’s eyes narrowed.

“My termination was a betrayal,” she corrected.

A ripple moved through the mirrored space.

Something... reacted.
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“IDENTITY CORRUPTION DETECTED.”
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Seraphina exhaled slowly. So it was not a hallucination. Not madness.

Not divine punishment. Something else entirely. She stepped forward.

“If you’re the system behind this,” she said, “then explain something to me.” The mirrors shifted.

The voice waited.

Seraphina’s gaze sharpened.

“Why did I remember everything?” A pause.

A longer silence than before. Then—
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“YOU WERE NOT SUPPOSED TO.”
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A cold smile formed on her lips. “That much I already figured out.” The mirrors suddenly cracked.

Not physically. But conceptually.

As if reality itself had been stressed by her presence.

The voice became unstable.
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“WARNING: ANOMALY DETECTED—SOUL INTEGRITY NON-STANDARD—TIMELINE BREACH PROBABILITY INCREASING—”
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Seraphina tilted her head.

“So I’m a mistake,” she said softly.

The mirrors began to distort faster.

Images flickered now—not just her life, but fragments of other lives. Other queens.

Other kingdoms.

Other deaths.

Different worlds.

Different endings.

Seraphina’s expression shifted slightly.

Not fear. Curiosity.

“What is this place really?” she asked.

The voice answered, but weaker now.
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“THE CROWN EXISTS TO MAINTAIN THE CYCLE.”
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Seraphina frowned.

“The cycle of what?”

The mirrors trembled violently. Then one image locked into focus. A throne made of black crystal.

And above it—

A shadow-like figure wearing a crown made of broken light.

Seraphina’s breath stopped for half a second.

That presence.

She had never seen it before.

But something inside her reacted to it. Like recognition without memory.

The voice spoke again, slower now.
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“REPETITION OF SOVEREIGN DEATH IS REQUIRED FOR STABILITY.”
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Seraphina’s eyes darkened.

“So every queen dies,” she whispered, “and the kingdom resets?” The mirrors flickered in agreement.
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“YES.”
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A slow silence followed.

Seraphina let the truth settle inside her. Then she smiled.

Not in disbelief. Not in horror.

But in understanding.

“So I wasn’t betrayed randomly,” she said quietly. “It was scheduled.” The mirrors cracked further.

The system struggled to respond.
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