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Prologue

The Stone Without Fire

 

The desert had been dead for centuries.

 

Wind dragged thin streams of sand across the broken stone arches that jutted from the earth like the bones of something long forgotten. Beneath the shifting dunes, ruins of a lost civilization slept in silence.

 

A group of excavators worked carefully around a newly exposed chamber entrance. Their torches flickered against ancient walls scarred by time and erosion. No runes marked the stone. No protective glyphs guarded the ruins.

 

That alone was unsettling.

 

Every ancient structure discovered across the known world carried the marks of rune magic. Every temple, fortress, or archive bore the symbols of flame or power.

 

But this place held none.

 

“Clear the sand,” one of the scholars ordered quietly.

 

The workers brushed away the last layer of ash-colored dust from the chamber floor.

 

Slowly, something emerged.

 

A single stone tablet, half buried beneath centuries of sand.

 

The tablet was smooth and dark, untouched by cracks or erosion despite its impossible age.

 

And most disturbing of all—

 

It carried no runes.

 

---

 

The scholars gathered around the tablet.

 

One of them knelt, brushing away the remaining sand from its surface. Strange symbols covered the stone, carved in shallow lines that twisted across its face like flowing water.

 

“They’re not runes,” the scholar whispered.

 

Another leaned closer.

 

“Then what are they?”

 

The markings shifted under their gaze.

 

Not physically—but the shapes seemed to rearrange themselves in the mind, changing as each scholar attempted to read them.

 

Languages they knew flickered across their thoughts.

 

Fragments of meaning began to surface.

 

One scholar slowly spoke the translation aloud, his voice trembling.

 

“When the last flame delays the dawn,

the world will wait in dying fire.”

 

Silence fell over the chamber.

 

Those words should not exist.

 

They were not written in the language of runes, flame, or any known magic.

 

This message came from something older.

 

Something from before the Age of Flame.

 

---

 

As the excavators searched the chamber further, one worker uncovered something buried beside the tablet.

 

A burned leather satchel, half buried beneath collapsed stone.

 

The leather cracked as it was opened, weakened by decades of heat and sand.

 

Inside lay a single sheet of preserved journal paper.

 

The writing was faded, but one symbol at the bottom of the page remained unmistakable.

 

A sigil recognized across every scholarly archive.

 

The mark of Thiri.

 

The scholars exchanged uneasy glances.

 

Thiri had been one of the greatest rune scholars of the Age of Flame.

 

And he had died years ago.

 

Which meant only one thing.

 

He had found this place long before them.

 

One of the scholars turned the page over carefully.

 

A short note had been written beneath the sigil.

 

Only four words remained legible.

 

“The prophecy must sleep.”

 

The torches flickered.

 

And suddenly the ancient chamber felt far colder than the desert night outside.

 

---
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Chapter 1

The Ashen Discovery

 

The discovery spread faster than any official report.

 

Within days, whispers of the strange tablet reached scholars, nobles, and rune archivists across the kingdoms. Messengers carried sealed letters describing the artifact uncovered in the desert ruins.

 

At first, many believed the reports were exaggerated.

 

Ancient stones were discovered all the time.

 

But one detail changed everything.

 

The tablet contained no runes.

 

That alone made the discovery impossible to ignore. Across libraries and research halls, scholars debated the claim. Some believed it was a mistake in translation. Others insisted the excavators had overlooked hidden glyphs.

 

But the original report was clear.

 

The stone held writing older than rune magic itself.

 

And now the artifact had been sent to the central archive for examination.

 

---

 

Seraya entered the archive chamber just before sunset.

 

The stone tablet rested at the center of the long research table, surrounded by scattered parchment notes and dim lanterns. Several scholars stood nearby, quietly debating the markings carved across its surface.

 

When Seraya approached, the room slowly fell silent.

 

She had studied ancient runes longer than most of them had been alive.

 

If anyone could understand the strange writing, it would be her.

 

She removed her gloves and placed her hand gently against the edge of the table, studying the artifact.

 

Her eyes narrowed.

 

“They’re right,” she murmured.

 

“These are not runes.”

 

---

 

The scholars gathered around her as she studied the markings.

 

Seraya traced one of the symbols with her eyes, following the shallow grooves carved into the dark stone.

 

Rune languages always followed certain patterns—balanced shapes designed to channel magical energy.

 

These symbols did not.

 

They flowed differently.

 

Freely.

 

“They’re not built to hold magic,” Seraya explained quietly.

 

“Then what are they for?” one of the scholars asked.

 

Seraya looked at the tablet again.

 

“They’re meant to hold meaning, not power.”

 

A silence spread across the chamber.

 

If that was true, then the language carved into the tablet belonged to a civilization that existed before rune magic was ever discovered.

 

---

 

Kael entered the archive later that evening.

 

The scholars stepped aside as he approached the research table. Even after everything he had faced, the presence of the First Flame still commanded quiet respect.

 

Seraya glanced up as he approached.

 

“You should see this,” she said.

 

Kael stepped closer to the tablet.

 

At first, nothing happened.

 

Then something shifted inside him.

 

A faint tremor moved through his chest, like a sudden chill passing through fire.

 

The First Flame within him flickered.

 

Kael frowned.

 

“That’s… strange.”

 

---

 

Kael placed his hand near the stone.

 

The reaction was immediate.

 

A faint glow from the First Flame shimmered along his skin—but instead of strengthening, the fire dimmed.

 

For a brief moment, the flame weakened.

 

Seraya noticed the change instantly.

 

“What is it?” she asked.

 

Kael slowly pulled his hand away from the tablet.

 

“The flame doesn’t like this stone.”

 

He looked at the carved symbols again.

 

“It feels like the tablet is… pushing it away.”

 

---

 

Seraya stared at the artifact with growing unease.

 

Every magical object ever discovered reacted to the First Flame with resonance or amplification.

 

But this stone did the opposite.

 

It rejected it.

 

Not violently.

 

But completely.

 

As if flame magic had no place near it.

 

Seraya slowly spoke the thought forming in her mind.

 

“If this artifact truly predates rune magic…”

 

Her voice lowered.

 

“Then it may come from a time before flame ruled the world.”

 

---

 

The scholars slowly left the chamber, leaving the tablet resting beneath the lantern light.

 

Seraya remained behind, staring at the strange symbols carved across the ancient stone.

 

Something about them felt wrong.

 

Or perhaps… unfamiliar.

 

Kael lingered near the doorway.

 

He could still feel the strange weakness in the First Flame within him.

 

For the first time since he awakened its power, the flame had hesitated.

 

And it had done so in the presence of a single stone.

 

Kael looked back at the tablet one last time.

 

Whatever civilization had carved those symbols…

 

It had known a world where fire did not rule.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2

The Language Before Magic

 

The stone tablet arrived at the archive wrapped in thick cloth and iron bindings.

 

Even covered, it made the scholars uneasy.

 

Seraya stood beside the long stone table as the excavators carefully lowered the artifact into place. Lamps were lit around the chamber, their warm glow reflecting faintly against the dark surface of the tablet.

 

The symbols carved into it seemed shallow and simple at first glance. Yet the longer one looked, the more unsettling they became.

 

They did not resemble runes.

 

They did not resemble any known language.

 

“Is it a cipher?” one of the junior scholars asked.

 

Seraya leaned closer.

 

“No,” she said quietly. “It’s older than that.”

 

---

 

Seraya spent hours studying the markings.

 

She traced the symbols with charcoal, copying them onto parchment. Yet every time she looked back at the tablet, the shapes seemed slightly different.

 

Not physically changed.

 

But their meaning refused to stay still.

 

It was as if the language was trying to translate itself into whatever mind observed it.

 

She compared the markings to known rune dialects.

 

None matched.

 

She compared them to ancient tribal scripts.

 

Still nothing.

 

Finally, she whispered the only conclusion that made sense.

 

“This language existed before runes.”

 

The room fell silent.

 

---

 

Late into the night, Seraya searched the deepest sections of the archive.

 

Dust covered the oldest scrolls—records dating back to the earliest days of written history.

 

Every civilization known to scholars had eventually adopted rune magic.

 

Yet none described a time before magic itself.

 

Until Seraya found a fragmented historical theory buried in a forgotten text.

 

A civilization once existed long before the Age of Flame.

 

A people who lived in a world without elemental magic.

 

Seraya slowly looked back toward the chamber where the tablet rested.

 

“This… might be their language.”

 

---

 

With careful patience, Seraya began piecing together the symbols.

 

Unlike runes, the language did not follow magical structures. It followed something far more ancient—pure meaning and pattern.

 

Hours passed.

 

Slowly, fragments of translation appeared on her parchment.

 

Two words appeared again and again throughout the text.

 

Silent Age.

 

Seraya spoke the phrase aloud, testing its sound.

 

“The Silent Age…”

 

The words carried a strange weight.

 

As if they described something inevitable.

 

---

 

More lines of translation emerged.

 

The prophecy described a distant future where the world would change in ways no one expected.

 

Seraya read the fragments slowly.

 

A time when:

 

Flame would fade.

 

Rune magic would weaken.

 

And the world would move beyond the need for elemental power.

 

She leaned back from the parchment.

 

For centuries, flame magic had defined civilization.

 

Cities were built with it.

 

Wars were fought with it.

 

Entire kingdoms depended on it.

 

Yet this prophecy spoke of a world where it would no longer exist.

 

---

 

Seraya returned to the stone tablet.

 

The lamps flickered as she reread the translated lines.

 

The prophecy did not describe the Silent Age as a disaster.

 

It described it as evolution.

 

A natural step in the world’s history.

 

Her thoughts drifted to only one person.

 

Kael.

 

The bearer of the First Flame.

 

If the Silent Age required flame to fade…

 

Then what did that mean for him?

 

---

 

Seraya set down her quill.

 

Outside the archive windows, the night winds moved through the city streets.

 

For the first time, the possibility formed clearly in her mind.

 

The prophecy was not predicting destruction.

 

It was predicting transformation.

 

A world beyond flame.

 

A world beyond rune magic.

 

And if that future was truly coming…

 

Then the Age of Flame might already be nearing its end.

---

Chapter 3

A Dangerous Interpretation

 

News of the ancient tablet and its unsettling message reached the capitals faster than anyone could contain it.

 

Scholars debated in libraries and taverns alike, whispering in corridors, “The prophecy… it predicts the Silent Age.”

 

Among the nobility, murmurs grew louder. If the world was meant to evolve beyond fire, what did that mean for Kael, the Flameborn?

 

Some argued it was impossible. Others feared it might be true.

 

For the first time, the Age of Flame seemed fragile.

 

---

 

Seraya convened a small council of trusted scholars to discuss the implications.

 

“Listen carefully,” she said, tracing the lines of the tablet with her fingers. “This prophecy does not merely describe a future. It implies that the First Flame itself may be preventing the Silent Age from arriving.”

 

A senior archivist’s face paled. “Are you saying… Kael is standing in the way of the world’s evolution?”

 

The room went silent. The possibility hung in the air like smoke from a dying fire.

 

---

 

Seraya stepped away from the table, pacing the chamber.

 

“Imagine a world where flame does not dominate,” she whispered. “Cities will no longer burn with magic, kingdoms will rely on wisdom, not fire. Life may thrive in ways we cannot yet understand. But if the First Flame continues… it delays that future.”

 

Even Kael, standing near the doorway, could feel the implication.

 

The burden of possibility pressed on him like a shadow heavier than any battle he had ever faced.

 

---

 

Beyond the archives, the political world stirred.

 

Messengers and spies carried fragments of the prophecy to kings and lords. Quiet conversations took place in candlelit chambers:

 

> “If the Flameborn delays the Silent Age… what if he
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