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The Forgotten Prophecy
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A sacred record sealed by fire and almost erased.

“The Seventh will not kneel.
For all the vows were not meant to bind her —
but to set her free.”
— Fragment from the Sealed Scroll of Selivara
Buried beneath the Mirror Vault, Year 0 of Binding

The fire that forged the empire was not kind.

It did not flicker to warm children.
It did not dance for stories.
It burned to silence.
Burned to bind.

Seven stood around a stone table — robed, masked, voiceless.

They had names once. But they gave them up to take vows.

Each cut their palm and bled into the centre:
Fire.
Pain.
Silence.
Loyalty.
Ice.
Truth.
Death.
The blood did not mix.

It sealed.

A sacred architecture written not in ink, but control.

“Let the heirs of the empire be born to one vow alone,” one voice declared.

“So they may be pure.”

“So they may be predictable.”

“So they may be ruled.”

But one among them — the youngest — hesitated.

She did not cut her hand.
She placed it flat on the stone.
And whispered:
“What if one child could hold all seven — and still choose?”

The others turned on her.
She was exiled.
Erased from the records.
Her name was Selivara.

And the prophecy she left behind?

“There will come a girl with no assigned vow.
No lineage. No crown.
But the fire will know her.
The silence will serve her.
The pain will not break her.
She will be called dangerous...
Because she will be free.”

That prophecy was sealed in a scrollcase of bone and hidden beneath the city.

For centuries, it was forgotten.

Until a girl with burnless hands
and too many vows
walked through fire...
...and didn’t scream.
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Chapter 1: The Ember in Her Veins
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The kitchens stank of boiled onions, scorched fat, and sweat. A dozen fires roared in iron hearths, and Seren moved through them like smoke — unseen, unbothered, and utterly replaceable.

She was just another servant girl in greying linen. Another back bent over copper pots and bloodied fowl. No one noticed the way her hands never blistered when she brushed too close to the flames. No one saw the way the coals breathed when she passed.

She didn’t notice either. Not really.

All she knew was that the heat never hurt her.

She’d been found, nameless, in the ash of a ruined village eighteen years ago. No parents. No memories. Just a birthmark on her wrist — a jagged shape like a cracked crown. The Sisters of Mercy called it a burn scar. Seren knew better. It shimmered sometimes, when the moons were full.

Now, she scrubbed floors and peeled roots and slept beneath the wine cellars where the mice never dared scurry.

Because even vermin knew she wasn’t quite right.

“Seren!” barked Mistress Drenna, slapping a wooden spoon on the table. “Stop stirring and start hauling! The Queen’s feast waits for no one.”

Seren flinched and nodded, lifting the basket of fire-roasted meats. Her arms ached, but her fingers held the hot iron with ease.

She didn’t realise the metal had begun to glow faintly red where she touched it.

The Vowed Court was gathering above — all seven lines of nobility present for the Feast of Inheritance. Tonight, a new heir would be Vowbound. The entire empire would watch as the child was given their trait by flame, oath, and blood.

Seren didn’t care. She’d never be one of them. She didn’t even know her real name. Just the one the Sisters gave her: Seren, meaning stillness.

Still as a dying fire.

But as she stepped into the grand hall, something shifted.

The chandeliers flickered. The torches along the stone pillars hissed, flaring and snapping. For a moment, she thought the whole world had gone quiet — as if someone had sucked the air out of the room.

Then the heat hit her.

Not from the hearths. Not from the feast.

From within.

It started in her stomach. A spark. Then a burn. Then a roar. Her vision blurred. The basket dropped from her hands. Hot oil splattered the marble.

And the flames leapt up — unnaturally high.

People screamed. Nobles scattered. Guards lunged forward. Someone shouted “Arsonist!”

But Seren didn’t run.

She couldn’t.

The fire curled toward her like a lover returning home.

And then...

The mark on her wrist split open — not bleeding, but glowing. Seven lines, branching like cracks across her skin.

The Vow of Fire had awakened.

And with it... something more.

Above her, on the Vowbinders’ balcony, Prince Kael watched.
And for the first time in years, he felt something stir beneath his cursed skin.
Not pain.

Not fear.

But fate.
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Chapter 2: The Trial of Flame
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They dragged her in chains.

Her feet were bare, blackened with soot. Her wrists bore iron cuffs too tight for her skin, etched with runes that hissed where they touched her — containment sigils meant to suppress Vow-magic. But the cuffs glowed now, not with suppression, but resistance.

As if the fire inside her refused to be quieted.

The guards whispered. The nobles stared. From her left, a priest crossed himself with the sign of the Seven. From her right, a child peeked from behind his mother’s gown and whispered, “Is that the monster?”

She kept her head down.

The throne room of Caerith felt too bright, too white — all silver pillars and sunlit glass, a place meant to dazzle, not comfort. And at the centre, seated on a throne of mirrored obsidian, sat the Queen Regent Maeryn.

She looked like ice wrapped in silk.

“Name,” the Queen commanded.

“Seren,” she whispered.

“That is not your name,” said one of the Vowbinders to the right. “It is a title given to orphans. Who are you?”

Seren didn’t answer.

The silence rang loud.

Prince Kael stood beside the throne, arms folded, wrapped in black like a shadow had grown flesh.

He was taller than she remembered from the balcony. Gaunt, but striking — pale skin marked with a single black line running down his temple like an inked tear. The Vow of Pain. He carried it like a weapon. Still, it was his eyes that unsettled her most — not cruel, but dead. Like nothing had reached them in years.

Until now.

He watched her like a puzzle half-solved.

“She summoned flame without flint,” hissed a noble.
“She bears no lineage, no House!”
“It was sorcery—chaos magic!”
“She bears the Vow of Fire unbound — and something else!”
“She’s a danger.”

The Queen stood. Her presence silenced the room like frost crushing breath.

“Then let her be tested,” Maeryn said coldly. “By the fire itself.”

Gasps. Even Kael flinched slightly.

“My lady,” the high priest began. “The Pyra Crucible is reserved for the Chosen—”

“She was not chosen,” the Queen snapped. “She was born wrong. Let the fire decide if she lives.”

They chained her at the centre of the Crucible: a circular pit, sunken below the throne room floor. Runes lined its rim. Seven golden braziers burned around it — each flame representing a Vow.

“Step forward,” commanded the priest. “Face the Flame of Origin.”

Seren raised her head.

Her cuffs hissed. The runes glowed red-hot. Her heart beat like a war drum.

The first flame burst taller.

It didn’t consume her.

It welcomed her.

Fire twisted into shapes around her — symbols. Not one. Not two.

Seven.

The Queen stood, face pale.
The nobles screamed.
The braziers exploded in sparks — all seven reacting at once.
And Kael stepped forward, voice cold and clear.

“I claim her.”

The room went still.

“You what?” the Queen whispered.

“She is not to be executed,” Kael said. “She is mine now. My blade. My servant. My risk.”

“You would chain her?”

“No,” Kael said. “I would watch her.”

He looked at Seren. Their eyes locked.

“And if the fire devours her, I’ll be the first to burn.”
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Chapter 3: The Prince of Pain
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The doors slammed behind her.

The moment they did, Seren’s knees buckled — not from fear, but from the weight of being seen. Not as a servant, not as a shadow. But as something dangerous.

And now... claimed.

Kael’s chambers were nothing like the throne room. Dark walls, high ceilings, and silence so thick it felt alive. No attendants. No courtiers. Just obsidian columns, weapons mounted like trophies, and a single flickering flame suspended in a glass orb near the centre.

Seren sat chained to the post near the hearth, her skin still smouldering from the Crucible. The Vow-marks had retreated under her skin, pulsing faintly — as if afraid.

She wasn’t sure if they were hiding... or waiting.

Kael watched her from across the room, arms crossed, expression unreadable.

“You’re not what they think,” he said.

Seren didn’t answer.

“Most who touch the Crucible burn. You lit it.”

Still nothing.

He walked closer, stopping just beyond reach. The air around him pulsed strangely — heatless, like static. Pain magic. It shimmered faintly when he spoke.

“They’ll try to break you. The Queen. The Houses. The Vowbinders. You upset a system older than our gods.”

Seren lifted her head. “Then why did you claim me?”

Kael’s lips curled. Not into a smile. Something colder.

“Because I’d rather the weapon be in my hands.”

He moved toward her. She tensed, expecting pain.

But he didn’t strike. He crouched.

“Tell me,” he murmured. “How many do
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