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Prologue

The First Gatekeeper

 

Before kingdoms carved their names into stone… before rune temples crowned the mountains of the world… there existed a civilization whose name had been erased from every surviving archive.

 

Beneath silver towers and endless lantern-lit streets, the people of that forgotten empire lived without war. No armies marched through their gates. No rulers fought for power. Hunger vanished. Violence disappeared. Even grief itself seemed to fade from memory.

 

At first, the peace was celebrated.

 

The people spoke softly to one another, smiling with calm certainty. Families abandoned arguments. Soldiers laid down their weapons willingly. Artists stopped painting scenes of passion or sorrow, replacing them with empty circles of pale light. Entire districts gathered in silence beneath the moon, standing motionless for hours as though listening to something hidden beneath the world itself.

 

And slowly… individuality began disappearing.

 

Children spoke identical thoughts before words were exchanged. Lovers no longer argued because desire itself weakened. Citizens stopped dreaming of the future. Ambition vanished. Fear dissolved. Even mourning became unnecessary.

 

The empire was not dying.

 

It was surrendering.

 

Deep within the capital, an unnamed scholar descended beneath the ancient foundations after hearing whispers of a “voice beneath silence.” Guided only by forbidden rune fragments and growing dread, he entered catacombs untouched for thousands of years.

 

There, far beneath reality itself, he discovered the Hollow.

 

Not as plague.

 

Not as monsters.

 

But as a vast presence stretching through consciousness like an endless ocean beneath mortal thought.

 

And for the first time in human history…

 

the Hollow noticed him.

 

---

 

The scholar returned to the surface forever changed.

 

Though his mind remained intact, he carried visions no mortal was meant to witness — cities dissolving into emotional stillness, civilizations merging into one collective consciousness, humanity surrendering itself willingly in exchange for eternal peace.

 

He warned the empire’s rulers, but it was already too late.

 

The Hollow had spread through thought itself.

 

Entire provinces abandoned identity overnight. Parents forgot their children’s names. Priests ceased worship. Crowds gathered in silence across temple courtyards, their eyes empty yet peaceful beneath pale lanternlight.

 

The scholar soon became known as the First Gatekeeper, for he alone understood the truth:

 

The Hollow could not conquer humanity through force.

 

Humanity would invite it willingly.

 

Desperate to stop the spreading convergence, the earliest Flame Bearers united beneath the burning skies of the old world. Unlike later generations, these ancient bearers understood Flame not as power, but as separation — the force that preserved individuality, emotion, desire, and suffering itself.

 

Together, they forged the Veil.

 

A metaphysical barrier woven between mortal consciousness and the Hollow beneath reality.

 

For a brief moment, the spreading silence stopped.

 

The people awoke from their emotional surrender as though emerging from a dream. Fear returned. Grief returned. Conflict returned.

 

Humanity survived.

 

But the Hollow endured.

 

The Flame Bearers soon realized the terrible truth:

 

The Hollow could not be destroyed because it already existed inside human consciousness.

 

As long as humanity feared suffering, the Hollow would always remain.

 

Waiting.

 

---

 

Years after the Veil’s creation, the First Gatekeeper uncovered another terrifying discovery.

 

Fragments of the Hollow still seeped through weakened parts of reality. Entire villages vanished into emotional synchronization overnight. Even Flame Bearers began hearing whispers beneath their thoughts.

 

The Veil alone would never hold forever.

 

Humanity needed containment.

 

Deep within a forgotten sanctum beneath the black mountains of the ancient world, the Gatekeeper and the surviving Flame Bearers performed a forbidden rite using both runecraft and Flame. They gathered fragments of Hollow consciousness and sealed them inside a living human vessel — a young woman chosen not for power, but for her unmatched emotional resilience.

 

The process nearly destroyed her mind.

 

She screamed for three days beneath burning rune circles while shadows moved beneath her skin like living smoke. Yet somehow… she survived.

 

The Hollow stabilized within her.

 

For the first time, the convergence ceased.

 

The Gatekeeper looked upon the trembling woman and understood what she had become:

 

Not queen.

 

Not goddess.

 

A gate.

 

The first vessel between humanity and the Hollow.

 

The being history would one day remember only as the Hollow Queen.

 

Horrified by what the future might become, the First Gatekeeper scattered forbidden warnings across hidden rune archives before vanishing from history entirely. His final prophecy was sealed beneath the Veil itself:

 

“When humanity desires peace more than freedom… the Gate will open once more.”

 

---

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Table of Contents

 

Prologue: The First Gatekeeper

Chapter 1: The Silent City

Chapter 2: Ashes Beneath The Temple

Chapter 3: The Synod Speaks

Chapter 4: Fragments of Thiri

Chapter 5: The Veil Weakens

Chapter 6: The Forgotten Sanctum

Chapter 7: The Queen’s Memory

Chapter 8: Fire that Cannot Burn

Chapter 9: The World Without Conflict

Chapter 10: The Truth of the First Flame

Chapter 11: The Gate Awakens

Chapter 12: The Choice Beyond Flame

Epilogue: Lanterns Beneath the Veil

Dramatic Personae

Glossary 

Author’s Note

Special Thank

About the Author

Back Cover Author Bio

Teaser for Book 17

Chapter 1

The Silent City

 

Cold winds swept across the northern plains as Kael and Seraya approached the city of Vaelor beneath a sky drowned in pale gray clouds. Weeks earlier, scattered reports had reached nearby kingdoms claiming that Vaelor had surrendered itself to a growing movement known as the Hollowbound Synod. Entire military garrisons had vanished without resistance. Trade routes remained open. No refugees fled the city. No signs of war appeared anywhere.

 

That was what disturbed Kael most.

 

Cities did not surrender peacefully.

 

Not after everything the world had survived.

 

As they crossed the final ridge overlooking Vaelor, Seraya slowed her horse. The city below stood untouched — silver towers gleaming beside quiet canals, banners swaying gently above pristine stone streets. No smoke rose from burning districts. No soldiers guarded the gates.

 

Only silence.

 

Kael felt the Eternal Pyre flicker uneasily within his chest.

 

“Something’s wrong,” he muttered.

 

Seraya’s eyes remained fixed on the city below.

 

“Yes,” she whispered.

 

“It’s too calm.”

 

---

 

The gates of Vaelor stood completely open.

 

No guards questioned them as they entered the city. Merchants walked calmly through crowded marketplaces where arguments never rose above conversation. Street vendors exchanged goods without bargaining. Even the animals seemed strangely subdued, moving without fear or aggression.

 

People noticed Kael and Seraya immediately.

 

Not with suspicion.

 

Not with curiosity.

 

But with quiet acknowledgment, as though they had already expected them.

 

Kael’s hand remained near the hilt of his blade while they traveled deeper into the city. Yet everywhere he looked, he found no signs of corruption. No Hollow rot stained the walls. No plague spread through the streets.

 

Children played beside fountains in eerie synchronization, laughing at the exact same moment before falling silent together.

 

An old man accidentally dropped a basket of fruit near the marketplace steps. Before Kael could react, several strangers calmly helped gather the scattered pieces without speaking a single unnecessary word.

 

No frustration.

 

No anger.

 

No selfishness.

 

It should have looked beautiful.

 

Instead, Kael felt the hairs rise along his neck.

 

---

 

Near the center of the city, bells echoed softly across the streets.

 

Citizens gathered beside a white stone shrine overlooking the river canals. Drawn by curiosity, Kael and Seraya stopped near the crowd as attendants carried the body of a young woman wrapped in pale ceremonial cloth toward the water.

 

A funeral.

 

Yet no one cried.

 

No family members collapsed in grief. No prayers were spoken through tears. The woman’s parents stood motionless beside the shrine with calm expressions that never changed.

 

One by one, citizens placed silver lanterns into the river.

 

Silent.

 

Peaceful.

 

Empty.

 

Kael stared at the dead woman’s mother, waiting for some sign of pain.

 

Nothing came.

 

Not sorrow.

 

Not anger.

 

Not denial.

 

Only acceptance.

 

The mother noticed Kael watching her.

 

“She no longer suffers,” the woman said softly.

 

Her voice contained neither sadness nor relief.

 

Only stillness.

 

As the lanterns drifted into the river’s darkness, Kael suddenly felt the Eternal Pyre weaken inside him.

 

The flame flickered.

 

For the first time in years…

 

it almost went out.

 

---

 

That evening, Kael and Seraya walked the upper districts searching for signs of Hollow influence. Yet every answer only deepened their unease.

 

Crime had vanished from Vaelor months earlier.

 

Violence disappeared completely.

 

No murders.

 

No theft.

 

No riots.

 

No war.

 

Citizens claimed the Hollowbound Synod had freed them from fear and suffering through “shared harmony.” According to them, conflict itself had become unnecessary.

 

Seraya noticed Hollow symbols carved discreetly into archways and beneath bridges — not forced upon the people, but displayed willingly.

 

“This isn’t corruption,” she whispered.

 

Kael clenched his jaw.

 

“No,” he replied.

 

“That’s what scares me.”

 

As night settled across the city, hundreds of pale lanterns illuminated the streets in synchronized waves of silver light. Entire crowds stopped walking at the exact same moment before continuing together seconds later.

 

Like a single mind guiding thousands of bodies.

 

---

 

Inside an old council hall converted into a sanctuary, Kael and Seraya finally met representatives of the Hollowbound Synod.

 

Kael expected zealots.

 

Instead he found scholars, physicians, teachers, and former soldiers seated calmly beneath Hollow lanterns.

 

At their center stood a gray-haired woman dressed in simple white robes.

 

“We’ve been expecting you,” she said gently.

 

Kael immediately stepped forward.

 

“What have you done to this city?”

 

The woman smiled faintly.

 

“We ended its suffering.”

 

Kael demanded answers, accusing the Synod of manipulation and hidden corruption. Yet the woman remained calm through every accusation.

 

“No one here was forced,” she replied.

 

“We merely showed them another way.”

 

Seraya studied the gathered citizens carefully.

 

None appeared controlled.

 

None appeared enslaved.

 

That realization frightened her more than anything else.

 

The woman’s eyes shifted toward Kael.

 

“The Flame taught humanity how to survive,” she said softly.

 

“But survival is not the same as peace.”

 

---

 

Late that night, Kael stood alone atop Vaelor’s western wall overlooking the silent city below.

 

The streets glowed beneath thousands of pale Hollow lanterns. No drunken arguments echoed through the night. No desperate prayers rose from the poor districts. No fear lingered anywhere in the city.

 

Only stillness.

 

Seraya approached quietly beside him.

 

“You feel it too,” she said.

 

Kael nodded slowly.

 

“The Pyre is reacting.”

 

He pressed a hand against his chest as the Eternal Flame flickered painfully beneath his skin.

 

The fire felt distant.

 

Weak.

 

As though the city itself smothered it.

 

Far below, the citizens of Vaelor slowly emerged from their homes together, gathering silently across the streets beneath the silver glow of the lanterns.

 

Thousands of voices began whispering the same words in perfect unison.

 

“No more suffering.”

 

Kael stared at the city in horror.

 

Because for the first time since becoming the Flamebearer…

 

he could not tell if the world before him was being saved—

 

or erased.

 

---

 

As midnight bells echoed across Vaelor, the pale lanterns suddenly dimmed together.

 

For one brief moment, every citizen in the city turned their eyes toward the distant northern horizon.

 

Toward something unseen beyond the mountains.

 

Then, deep beneath reality itself…

 

Kael felt it.

 

A presence.

 

Ancient.

 

Patient.

 

Waiting.

 

And somewhere inside the darkness beneath the Veil—

 

something stirred.

---

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2

Ashes Beneath The Temple

 

The old Flame temple of Vaelor stood at the city’s forgotten edge, far from the lantern-lit streets where the Hollowbound Synod preached its calm philosophy. Unlike the rest of the city, this place had not been preserved — it had been neglected.

 

Its towering spires were cracked. Flame sigils had been scraped away and replaced with faint Hollow markings that seemed almost reluctant, as though carved by uncertain hands. The entrance doors hung half-open, no longer guarded by faith or fear.

 

Kael stopped at the threshold.

 

The Eternal Pyre within him pulsed faintly, as if resisting the place itself.

 

“This is where they stopped worshipping Flame,” Seraya said quietly.

 

Kael didn’t answer.

 

He was already feeling something wrong beneath the stone.

 

---

 

Inside the temple, silence was not peaceful — it was heavy.

 

Ash coated the floors in layers so old it had turned gray-white, as though time itself had burned here and never fully recovered. Broken altars stood in rows, their surfaces etched with overlapping symbols: Flame runes half-erased beneath Hollow inscriptions.

 

Seraya knelt near one of the shattered pillars.

 

“This wasn’t destroyed,” she whispered.

 

“It was rewritten.”

 

Kael walked deeper, his footsteps echoing unnaturally loud. Every sound felt swallowed too quickly, as if the temple refused to acknowledge noise.

 

The further they went, the weaker Kael’s Flame became.

 

Not extinguished.

 

Suppressed.

 

---

 

Behind a collapsed altar, Seraya discovered a narrow stairway descending into darkness.

 

No light came from above or below.

 

Only memory remained.

 

They descended carefully into a sealed chamber buried beneath centuries of ash and rune sealing. The walls here were not broken — they were deliberately hidden. Entire sections had been carved over multiple

























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpeg
Q
<
i «"‘- FLAMEBORN y&RONICLES
: AN
A\ 5/ .BOOK 16 . ,
‘r‘\‘ /“J;,‘ N,
o B
b 2

FLAMEBORN





