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Chosen by Fire, Not by Grace. A Chronicle of Devine Rebellion

Before the Veil was torn apart, the worlds existed in a quiet harmony—each realm blissfully unaware of the invisible threads connecting them, each god peacefully asleep. But that silence was a facade, woven together with arrogance and forgotten battles.

From the remnants of a hidden truth emerged the Progenitor—born from the divine spark, the last guardian of memory. As the ancient ties began to unravel and the Eidolon stirred from its long slumber, he understood what needed to happen.

Not a war. Not a quest for salvation.

A risk.

He was not looking for heroes. He was searching for the broken—the bitter, the ashamed, the reluctant. Five souls scattered throughout the Veil, burdened by pasts too heavy to be redeemed. They were chosen not for their goodness, but for their flaws. For the light that might shine through those cracks if they were pushed hard enough.

Each will receive a gift. Each will bear a curse.

And when the final Gate shatters... they must confront what even the gods dread.

This isn’t a tale about saving the world.

This is a tale about deciding if it’s worth saving at all.
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Prologue: The Chosen 

The Gate stood silent for a long time.

No one knew where it came from. No one remembered who built it. But when the Progenitor touched its surface, everything changed.

The stone lit up with gold fire, burning through the cracks like it had been waiting.

Above, the stars shifted. Six of them lined up—perfectly, unnaturally.

The Progenitor stepped back and looked at the sky. His face was calm, but there was something heavy in his eyes. He knew what was coming. He had waited for it.

"It’s time," he said.

He had already chosen five mortals. Not because they were strong. Not because they were perfect. Because they were needed.

They came to him one by one.

	A traveller who could see strange paths in her dreams.

	A soldier who couldn’t be broken.

	A killer haunted by what he’d done.

	A healer who couldn’t forget the past.

	And a madman who saw too much—and understood even more.


The Progenitor didn’t give them orders. He gave them pieces of something ancient—marks of power left behind by the gods. Each mark came with a cost.

When he pressed the marks into their skin, they screamed. Some fell. One begged him to stop.

He didn’t.

“This isn’t about power,” he told them. “It’s about what comes next. The war is coming. The worlds will change. I chose you to shape what follows.”

The Gate opened.

Behind it was something worse than any of them had imagined—twisted worlds, broken time, enemies with no face and no soul.

The Progenitor looked at the five and nodded once.

“Let’s go.”
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Chapter One – The Wayfinder
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The sun in the Pathless Dunes never really set. It just hung there—big, still, and watching over everything.

Dren understood it wasn’t real. No star could stay frozen in time forever. But this one did, as if the clock of the sky had broken and left it stuck at judgment hour.

She walked with her head down, her hood pulled tight against the biting wind. Her boots crunched over the sand and the bleached bones scattered around. Behind her, thirty-two people trailed along. Silent. Starving. Fading away.

They were the last remnants of Caravel, a forgotten outpost that had been swallowed by dimensional collapse. Now, it was just another graveyard in the sliplands between realms.

They followed her simply because she hadn’t died yet. That was all it took to become a prophet out here.

The wind picked up, and Dren felt its sting through her scarf. It carried whispers—not real words, just feelings. Regret. Hunger. Warnings she couldn’t afford to heed.

Her compass vibrated at her side.

It wasn’t something she had built herself. She had found it three years ago in the ruins of a place that never existed. Bone-etched, warm to the touch, and completely useless by normal standards.

It spun wildly for hours before suddenly stopping. And when it stopped, so did she. Then something would appear—a door, a passage, a choice.

Sometimes it led to safety. Sometimes it didn’t.

Now it pointed northeast, toward the ridge of a dune marked with glass scars and metal teeth—the remnants of some ancient battle. She adjusted her course without saying a word, and the people behind her followed suit.

Hours passed. Maybe even more.

She didn’t keep track of time in this place. Time kept track of her—measuring how long she could bear the weight of guilt before it crushed her.

The caravan made camp in the shadow of a rusted war-construct half-buried in the sand. Fires were forbidden, but they lit heat-stones anyway. The cold at night was worse than the creatures lurking in the dark.

Dren sat apart, as she always did, chewing on a dry root ration. It tasted like mud and grief.

A woman approached her, looking frail. Her skin was cracked from sunburn, and her eyes were filled with a haunting desperation.

“My son,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “He’s coughing blood.”

Dren didn’t say a word.

The woman knelt beside her, urgency in her tone. “Please. There’s something in your bag. I’ve seen you use it before. The blue tincture—”

“That was for infection. It won’t help with whatever this is.”

“Please.”

Dren let out a heavy sigh and pulled her satchel closer. Without meeting the woman’s gaze, she handed over the last vial.

The woman took it with trembling hands. “Thank you. I knew—”

“I’m not a savior,” Dren interrupted. “I just don’t want to hear about another death tonight.”

The woman flinched at her words and hurried away. Dren closed her eyes, her hand resting on the satchel, haunted by all the lives she hadn’t been able to save.

That night, the dream returned.

But it was different this time.

She found herself standing on a cliff made of starlight, gazing down at a desert engulfed in flames. The sun throbbed like a heartbeat, while black sandstorms danced around a solitary structure rising from the dunes:

A Gate.

Circular and towering, its surface shimmered like water, yet it was made of pure light. Ancient glyphs flickered along its edge, older than any name.

Then a voice broke through the silence. Calm and clear.

“Dren. Daughter of the ashes. You have walked far enough.”

She turned to see him.

A man, cloaked in memories. He didn’t glow or appear divine in the usual way, but there was something about him that felt unavoidable—like gravity or the stillness before a storm.

“I’m not done walking,” she replied defiantly.

“You are,” he said. “The Gate is open. It calls for you.”

“Why?”

“Because the universe bleeds. And you were meant to stitch it back together.”

“I’m no healer.”

“No,” he agreed. “You’re a compass.”

She wanted to argue, to scream that she didn’t want this burden. But her voice faltered, and suddenly, she was twelve again, in the ruins of her first home, she stood, gripping her sister’s hand as the sky seemed to fracture around them. When she finally opened her eyes, her fingers were wrapped tightly around something sharp. It was a piece of obsidian—warm to the touch and marked with a glyph she had never seen before, yet somehow felt familiar.

The following day, the compass had stopped spinning. It now pointed directly toward the ridge. And the sand? It had transformed. It pulsed with a faint light just beneath the surface, as if something was sleeping below, something ancient and unsettling that had just stirred.

Dren found herself at the front of the caravan, the others murmuring in uncertainty. “What is that?” someone asked in a hushed tone. “A Gate,” Dren replied. Another voice piped up, “Are we going through it?” Dren remained silent.

She reached into her cloak, retrieved the obsidian shard, and held it up to the air. It sparkled, and a ripple coursed through the dune. Suddenly, stone began to rise from the sand—a ring, taller than the war-construct, adorned with glyphs. The Gate opened quietly, without thunder or blinding light, simply extending an invitation.

Dren turned to face the group. “You don’t have to follow me. What lies beyond is either war or salvation. I can’t guarantee which.” The refugees exchanged glances, some taking a step back, while others moved forward. Without hesitation, Dren stepped into the Gate.

The desert faded away. And everything began anew.
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Chapter Two – The Shield
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The city of Cindrelle was slowly falling apart. Not from flames or battles, but from a deep, unsettling decay. It felt as if something sacred had perished beneath its surface, causing the streets to fracture under the weight of a hidden truth.

Kaelen Thorne wandered those streets in silence, his heavy boots thudding against the cracked pavement, his coat weighing him down like a relic from a time when peacekeepers actually meant something. Now, that very coat made people steer clear of him, and he preferred it that way.

The shield strapped to his back was outdated technology—magnetic core, repulsion plating, kinetic pulse ring—barely functional and low on power. But it still served its purpose, and that was what counted. What didn’t serve its purpose was him.

As he passed the gate where the Aether Plague first struck, memories flooded back. Thirty-nine lives lost in a single day. His squad had perished trying to contain it, and his captain had died delivering the final command. Yet here he was, still breathing. He didn’t see that as a win.

Now, he was just a ghost with blood on his hands, doing menial guard work in a city that had lost all hope. He maintained a fragile peace, broke a few jaws when necessary, and got by on rations and the occasional nod of acknowledgment. It had been three months since he last drew his shield—since that fateful day in Sector Twelve when he had stopped a breach with sheer determination, but in the process, he had accidentally taken the life of a boy who had gotten too close. The memory of that kid’s eyes haunted him.

The bar was thick with the scent of engine oil and regret. Kaelen settled into a shadowy corner, nursing a glass of synthetic whiskey while the rain drummed against the roof. No one bothered him; he was just a wall with a face—grey in his beard, burn scars peeking out from under his collar. He didn’t drink to forget; he drank to remember in a quieter way.

Then a woman approached, clad in freelancer armour, her chest plate marked with laser scars. “You Kaelen Thorne?” she asked.

“No,” he replied, not bothering to look up.

She didn’t smile. “There’s a job.”

“Not interested.”

“It’s from a Church.”

That caught his attention. “What does a Church want with me?”

She shrugged. Lightning flashed ominously behind him, and five stars tumbled from the sky, forming a perfect circle.

“I’m not your weapon.”

“No,” the man replied. “You’re my shield.”

Kaelen jolted awake, gasping for breath.

A strange throb pulsed on his forearm. He rolled up his sleeve and there it was.

A glyph, seared into his skin. It glowed with an eerie light. Fresh. Circular.

Not a tattoo. Not some kind of tech.

Divine.

The next morning, the sky was a deep, unsettling red.

Not the gentle red of dawn, but an omen red.

People swarmed the streets, pointing and shouting. A tear had ripped open above the skyline—a rift as wide as a stadium. Inside? Just stars and a pulsing light.

The Gate.

Kaelen seized his shield, no second thoughts.

He dashed through the crowd, shoving past soldiers who were clueless about how to aim at something miraculous.

The rift was calling to him.

He had no idea why, or how, or what lay beyond.

But it felt like the only thing that made sense in a world filled with shadows.

And for once... he longed to feel significant again.

He stepped through the Gate—and disappeared.
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Chapter Three – The Seer
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They called him Seren Vale.

At least, that’s what the paperwork said. That name was printed on the white plastic bracelet strapped around his wrist, right next to the barcode and the expiration date.

But they didn’t mean actual death. It was just the date they’d decided to stop trying to fix him.

Facility 9 was tucked away in a pocket realm, far from the normal flow of space. It felt clinical, sterile, and as quiet as a tomb.

Seren was confined to Room 23-B. Three padded walls, one mirrored, and no sharp objects in sight. He got one hour of light and spent the other twenty-three hours lost in a fog of sleep-inducing drugs.

And yet—he remembered the stars.

He remembered falling through them.

Dr. Halvek leaned against the window, jotting down notes.

“He’s regressed completely again,” she murmured into the recorder. “Repetitive speech. No eye contact. Unresponsive to basic questions.”

Seren sat on the bed, gazing at his palms. They shimmered faintly, but only he could see it.

“I died in five places,” he whispered. “But they keep letting me come back.”

Halvek sighed. “What does that mean, Seren?”

He blinked and looked up.

“You’re not real,” he replied. “You’re just the memory of a woman who couldn’t help me.”

She stiffened. “That’s enough for today.”

Night fell, but sleep eluded him.

He waited for the stars to shift.

He knew they would.

They always did—just before a Gate opened.

When the shift came, it wasn’t gentle. The room groaned, lights flickered, and gravity twisted sideways.

And then something spoke through the intercom.

But not with words. With images.

A tower made of moonlight, cracking. A mirror reflecting nothing. A face made of masks.

Then—a man. The same one from the dreams of others. Robed, still, and absolute.

“Seren Vale,” he said. “You have suffered sight unearned. But I made you that way.”

Seren nodded slowly. “I remember you.”

The man’s voice echoed. “Then you remember what you must do.”

Reality split at the seams.

The walls peeled back like paper. The mirror cracked—not shattered, but breathed, revealing a corridor. A solitary ring of light throbbed gently, reminiscent of a heartbeat. Symbols flickered around it, oddly familiar, like pieces of a fading dream.

Seren took a step forward.

And just like that, the world erased all memory of his existence.
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Chapter Four – The Flame
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The mountains surrounding Ashreach weren’t exactly friendly to outsiders.

Especially not to those with glowing scars and a knack for shaking the ground when they screamed.

Aivryn Mourn had figured out how to keep her mouth shut.

She made her home in an old watchtower, half-buried in frost. No mirrors. No open flames. Trusting either of those was out of the question.

Every morning, she would climb to the top and watch the sun peek through the storm clouds. And every morning, she repeated the same comforting lie to herself.

“I’m in control now.”

Once upon a time, Aivryn had been a celebrated field officer in the Ember Corps—a division specializing in pyro kinesis, thanks to some fancy solar manipulation technology.

She was on the rise. Until everything fell apart in the middle of a civilian area.

Four thousand lives lost.

They called it a “malfunction.” They insisted it wasn’t her fault.

But she knew the truth.

So she ran. Far away. Burned her records. Changed her name. Went into hiding.

For two years, she hadn’t tapped into her power.

Yet it still buzzed in her bones. Itched under her skin. The kind of pressure that made her teeth clench and her eyes twitch.

Like a star trying to burst free from her ribs.

That morning, something shifted.

The storm stood still. The winds froze mid-gust. Time seemed to stutter.

And then, from above—a voice.

Not loud. Not booming. But undeniably final.

“You were born of fire. But your fire was not born of you.”

Aivryn whipped around. No one was there. Just the crackle of ozone and a pulse beneath the stone.

“You took this from me,” she spat at the clouds. “You made me who I am.”

The voice didn’t respond. But a mark appeared in the snow—burned in, forming a symbol like a flame consuming a circle.

Then, impossibly, the snow ignited.

Snow. On fire.

She took a step back—but the flame didn’t spread. Instead, it shaped itself, drawing lines, carving something ancient into the earth.

A Gate.

Glowing. Waiting. The colour of solar flares. And it felt... oddly familiar.

Aivryn clenched her fists, her knuckles cracking. Her breath came out in steamy puffs.

“I said I was done.”

But her legs had other ideas.

She stepped toward the Gate. Her coat seemed to sizzle, and the air around her danced with a heat that felt almost alive.

Behind her, the mountains groaned as a long-dormant volcano stirred for the first time in ages.

The world was igniting once more.

And perhaps this time, it was just what was needed.

Aivryn slipped away into the brilliance.
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Chapter Five – The Blade
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The city of Velgard sparkled like a well-crafted deception.

With its golden towers and sleek black marble streets, it was a palace of pretense—where even the beggars donned silk, and the kings concealed daggers behind their smiles.

And tucked away in the back alley of its grandest casino, a duel was on the verge of starting.

Too bad no one informed the other guy that he was already defeated.

Selika Corin adjusted the cuffs of his coat. Deep violet. Stained with blood. Tailored to fit. A bit snug around the shoulders—he hadn’t grown, just stopped caring.

His opponent? A noble brat with trembling hands and a blade he clearly didn’t know how to wield.

“Any last words?” the boy stammered.

Selika grinned. “Yeah. You should’ve chosen cards over steel.”

The steel sang.

Five moves later, the brat was disarmed, disarmed again, and sprawled on his back with Selika’s boot pressing down on his chest.

A small crowd applauded. Selika took a bow like a seasoned actor, cleaned his sword with a flick, and tossed the noble’s family crest into the gutter.

“Royalty,” he muttered. “Such a dull breed.”

Once upon a time, Selika was royalty.

Prince Corin of the Skyborne Line.

The youngest son. The wrong son. Burdened with expectations, suffocated by tradition.

Until the coup.

Until the flames.

Until he plunged a dagger into his own brother to end the chaos—only to be blamed for it all and cast out.

Now he wandered. A swordsman for hire. Drunk, charming, and never quite where people expected him to be.

He didn’t buy into fate.

He believed in sharp edges.

That night, he sat alone in a balcony bar, boots propped up, hat tilted just so. The stars above Velgard twinkled through a haze of toxic clouds.

Then the sky split open.

A vertical line. Clean. Blinding.

And from it emerged a figure draped in void-cloth robes, face obscured, voice rumbling like distant thunder.

“Selika Corin.”

“Depends on who’s asking,” Selika replied, his tone lazy.

“You were born to shatter illusions.”

“Yeah? Welcome to the club.”

“You were destined to dismantle the lie of thrones.”

Selika propped himself up, taking his time. “Now that sounds like something I’d etch into a coin.”

The figure lifted a hand.

Suddenly, a ring of steel materialized in the air—floating and spinning, adorned with runes that shimmered with echoes of the past. Memories of battles fought, betrayals made, and kingdoms that had both fallen and risen again.

“This is your Gate.”

Selika gazed at it, then took a long swig from his drink. “Do I get a say in this?”

“No.”

“Good. Choices are for kings.”

He rose to his feet, unsheathed his blade, and flashed a grin.

“Let’s find out what needs to be shattered.”

In an instant, the Gate engulfed him completely.
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Chapter Six – The Convergence
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The world didn’t end with a bang.

It trembled.

Like it was having a bad dream it just couldn’t shake off.

And across five different realms—spread out through shadowy valleys, molten peaks, forgotten sanctuaries, and corridors touched by time—they all felt it.

A hum deep in their bones. A tugging sensation. Like a hook pulling at their hearts.

They were being drawn together.

Not by force.

By design.

Seren Vale blinked into a realm where gravity pulsed and thoughts shaped the landscape. It was a fractured place, where lost futures clung to crumbling architecture.

He didn’t walk; he drifted. Memories of places he hadn’t yet visited whispered at the corners of his vision.

Something ahead shimmered like static—a presence he couldn’t see but somehow recognized.

“She’s close,” he murmured. “The flame. She’s scared she’ll shatter everything.”

Aivryn Mourn appeared in a valley filled with obsidian trees and skies crackling with lightning. Her steps melted the frost beneath her. The fire within her thrashed like a caged deity.

But for the first time—it didn’t feel alone.

Someone out there was calling. Not to fight her. Not to bind her.

But to need her.

She clenched her fists and pressed on. The ground smoked beneath her feet.

Selika Corin landed in a cathedral floating in mid-air, its spires held aloft by forgotten songs. He lit a cigar, gazed at the stained glass depicting battles yet to come, and chuckled.

“Alright,” he said to no one in particular. “Which one of you is going to hate me first?”

Iscara (The Whisper) woke in a realm that resembled a broken dollhouse—too many doors, none leading home. The voices in her head quieted. For once, it was just her.

And she hated it.

But then a door appeared—one that pulsed with familiarity. She stepped through without a word.

Kaelen (The Hollow Monk) meditated beneath a tree older than time itself, its leaves falling in reverse. When the tremor hit, he opened his eyes.

The Gate beside him shimmered.

His time of stillness had come to an end.

They didn’t all gather at once.

That would’ve been way too simple.

Instead, they were drawn in one by one to a space that existed between worlds—a waystation of divine geometry, where stars bled and the ground murmured ancient truths.

And there, at the heart of this impossible structure, stood the Progenitor.

Still. Observing. Cloaked in the very essence of creation.

Five Gates illuminated around him.

And one by one, they started to appear.
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Chapter Seven – The Calling
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The space between realities was nameless.

It wasn’t heaven. It wasn’t a realm. It wasn’t even a dream.

It was the Nexus—a web of ancient energy, folding in on itself like a prayer that was never meant to be answered.

At its heart: a stone platform suspended in a void filled with dying stars and unspoken prophecies.

And right in the middle of it all, as if waiting since the dawn of time, stood the Progenitor.

Aivryn was the first to arrive.

Or maybe she was just pulled in more forcefully.

Either way, she landed on the platform, ready for a fight. Her hands were clenched into fists, heat radiating from her skin. She didn’t say a word. Just shot a fierce glare at the robed figure standing at the centre.

Next came Seren, blinking into existence with a distant look in his eyes, muttering to himself.

He caught sight of Aivryn and flinched. “You’re too loud,” he murmured. “Even when you’re not saying anything.”

“Do I know you?” she shot back.

“Not yet.”

Then Selika Corin sauntered in, whistling a tune.

He froze when he spotted Aivryn, giving her a long, appraising look.

“Well,” he remarked, “this trip is already paying off.”

“Keep moving, blade-boy,” Aivryn growled.

He tipped an imaginary hat. “Noted on the temper.”

The fourth to arrive was Iscara, silent and sharp. She emerged from a ripple in the floor, arms crossed, her eyes scanning everything like a cornered animal.

She didn’t say a word.

Just stood there, watching them as if she were memorizing where to strike first.

Last came Kaelen, barefoot and silent. He stepped through his Gate without a second thought, eyes shut, breath steady.

When he finally opened them, he uttered just one thing:

“We don’t belong here.”

The Progenitor finally broke his silence.

“You belong exactly here.”

The five turned to face him.

The robed figure at the centre remained still, yet somehow his presence seemed to grow.

“You were chosen,” he said, “not for your strengths, but for your weaknesses. For the parts of you that have shattered.”

No one replied. Just a heavy silence hung in the air.

Then Selika chuckled. “Well, I do enjoy being typecast.”

“You were each given something beyond your control,” the Progenitor continued. “Not a gift, but a wound. Now, I will show you how to transform it into a weapon.”

Aivryn stepped forward. “And what if we refuse?”

“You won’t.”

“Why not?”

“Because something worse is on the horizon,” the Progenitor said, his voice booming like thunder behind glass. “Something older than light itself. Something that thrives on what you try to hide.”

Seren shut his eyes. “The thing with the mirrored face... it’s real.”

Kaelen tightened his fists. “The Eidolon.”

“Yes,” the Progenitor confirmed. “And it has started to awaken.”

The silence that followed was almost unbearable.

Then Aivryn spoke up again. “So what? You want us to join forces? Save the multiverse? We can’t even stand to look at each other.”

“You will learn,” the Progenitor replied. “Because you have to.”

He raised a hand.

Five symbols ignited on the stone floor—one for each of them.

The space around them began to twist.

The Trials had begun.
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Chapter Eight – The Fracture Trials. (Part 1)
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Trial of the Flame: Aivryn Mourn

The Nexus shifted dramatically when the Progenitor raised his hand.

It didn’t merely change; it peeled away—like layers of reality being unwrapped. One moment, they were standing on the stone platform, stars spilling light above them. The next, Aivryn found herself alone.

The others had vanished.

The air was thick, hot, and dry, like the breath that hangs just before a scream.

A single word reverberated around her, coming from nowhere and everywhere all at once.

“Burn.”

She stood in a world she hadn’t seen in years.

The Ashlands of Rath.

Her home. Or what remained of it after that fateful night.

The ground was charred black, scorched. Rivers of red glass snaked through the cracked earth. And ahead—towering like a twisted god’s monument—was the old tower.

She remembered this place. The screams. The stench of burnt flesh. The way her power had surged out of her like a wild beast set free.

Aivryn clenched her jaw. “Not this again.”

She took a step forward.

The tower didn’t hesitate.

It recognized her. Shifted as she drew near, its entrance warping into a charred arch that radiated heat. The sky above her rumbled red, lightning flashing without rain, and shadows without a source curled at the edges of her vision.

She moved like a woman on trial—steady, alert, and furious.

Inside, the halls flickered between memory and dream.

The stone beneath her feet morphed from molten to
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