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The world did not announce her.

It shifted instead, subtly and without ceremony, the way stone shifts when a buried fault remembers itself, the way air thickens before a storm ever admits its name, and the way a city’s breath can tighten in the dark even when every window remains shuttered and every bell is meant to stay whole.

On the night Aurelia Vaelthorne was born, fire rose in places that had not burned in generations, blooming across rooftops and market squares and temple steps with a restraint that unsettled more than any blaze. The flames burned bright enough to stain the smoke gold, yet disciplined enough to leave wood uncharred and skin unmarked, and people ran through heat that should have torn their lungs apart and instead tasted like warmed metal, as if the fire had come not to destroy, but to witness.

In one quiet room where midwives braced for screams, the child did not cry. Her small chest rose and fell with a steady rhythm that did not match the chaos beyond the walls, and the fire gathered around her cradle like a watchful ring, holding close without consuming, turning the air heavy and soft with a warmth that felt older than any hearth the city remembered.

The court heard of those flames, and the response was immediate and practiced. Miracles that could not be commanded were rarely allowed to remain unnamed, and fear was easier to legislate than wonder. A prophecy was read aloud in a hall designed to echo obedience, its words pared down until only their sharpest edges remained, while the silences between them were left unspoken. Interpretation followed with careful precision, chosen and wielded with the confidence of someone certain the blade would not slip as long as her hand remained steady.

Aurelia was sent away before she could learn the sound of her own name in her mother’s mouth, placed into the arms of strangers who smelled of soil, wool, and ordinary morning cold. She grew in a village that measured life by harvest and illness rather than by omen, her power surfacing not as spectacle, but as small betrayals of emotion: a flicker of warmth when she cried, a gentle light when fear tightened her chest, a fire that refused to burn even when panic demanded it become a weapon.

She learned early that miracles did not always make people kinder, that healing could draw hunger as easily as gratitude, and that the body carried its own truths long before words could make them safe.

When Eldric Veyron arrived with ink-stained fingers and a book that smelled of old paper and unfinished history, he gave her a name the legends used only in fragments. The name did not feel like belonging. It felt like a mechanism engaging, something long dormant finding purchase at last.

The journey that followed drew her toward kingdoms built on element and sovereignty, toward stone that carried memory and water that held emotion, toward cities whose rulers were bound to living anchors buried beneath ritual and politics alike. Each place she touched shifted in response, not through conquest or decree, but through balance—the quiet, unforgiving kind that demanded endurance rather than glory.

And as the world adjusted around her, it did not bow.

It leaned.

Something old had begun to move, not toward dominion, but toward alignment, and the space Aurelia occupied within it grew heavier with each step forward, as if the world itself were learning how to measure weight again.

No crown was placed upon her.

Yet somewhere beyond sight and proclamation, something took shape all the same, unfinished and waiting, its presence felt more than seen, as the world held its breath—not in reverence, but in recognition.
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Warmth arrived before air, seeping through the thin wet layers wrapped around Aurelia’s skin as if the night had been pressed close to her on purpose, not with the sharp heat that made a body recoil but with a steady, patient pressure that held her small ribs in place and kept her breath from breaking into panic, while beyond the soft wall of cloth there was movement that shifted the heat in slow waves, hands sliding beneath her shoulders and lifting her with practiced care that still trembled, the tremor traveling through her bones like a second pulse that did not match her own.

The world around her held sound in pieces rather than a whole, a wet scrape of fabric, the drag of feet over stone, a voice breaking into syllables and then choking back into the throat, and beneath those human noises there was something harsher that did not belong to a room meant for birth, a crackling insistence that pressed against the edges of hearing like sparks against closed eyelids, followed by a deeper note that swelled and then snapped, a bell’s voice splitting wrong, the fracture ringing longer than the metal should have allowed until it turned thin and brittle and fell away into the same crackle that kept creeping closer.

Smoke found her before she could turn her face from it, sliding into her mouth with a taste that was not yet bitterness but something mineral and dry that scraped the tongue and made her swallow reflexively, her throat tightening around air that came in short and shallow because the cloth around her chest held warmth too well, and the swallow did not clear it so much as spread it, the strange flavor coating the inside of her mouth as her lips parted without sound, her body making space for a cry that never climbed high enough to become one.

A hand cupped the back of her skull, thumb pressing gently beneath her ear where her skin was thin, and that single point of contact anchored everything else, the pressure steady and sure in a room that shifted too fast, and when the hand adjusted to pull her closer against a chest the fabric there smelled of salt and iron and old lavender crushed into sweat, the scent thick enough to become its own kind of blanket over the smoke, and the steady rise and fall beneath her cheek taught her lungs a rhythm before they could decide how to keep it.

Heat changed shape as they moved, no longer only the safe warmth trapped by cloth but a wider, less personal warmth that pushed against her face in pulses, the air itself carrying heat that had learned how to travel, and when it brushed the damp skin along her temple it did not sting, it only lingered as if it belonged there, as if the night had offered itself up and expected her to accept it, and the acceptance happened first in the small loosening at the base of her throat where the reflex to protest softened into quiet.

Another bell cried out beyond the walls, the sound arriving warped, not clean and rounded the way bells were meant to be, but dragged through distance and smoke until it became a strained metal wail, and the note broke halfway through itself with a hard snap that made the hand at her skull jerk, fingers tightening and then easing as if the person holding her feared the gesture might hurt her, while a different voice rose sharp with command, words pushing through the room in clipped bursts that carried urgency rather than comfort, and the urgency made the air feel thinner even as the heat grew thicker.

The person carrying her moved faster, the sway becoming a jarring rhythm that slapped Aurelia’s stomach into the cloth and made milk and blood and breath churn together, and even then no cry rose, only a thin wet sound as her mouth opened and closed against the smoke-tainted air, her tongue pressing instinctively to her palate as if to seal herself inside, because each jolt of movement brought the crackle closer, brought the rough heat that did not burn yet still demanded attention, and attention gathered along her skin in gooseflesh that prickled under the damp wrap.

A door swung open and cold struck in from outside, not clean cold but night cold mixed with ash, and the sudden contrast tightened Aurelia’s tiny muscles all at once, legs drawing in without instruction as the cloth shifted and let a knife-edge of air touch her thigh, and then the cold vanished under warmth again because the world beyond the door was not truly cold at all, it was lit, it was moving, it was alive with heat that had no place being alive at this hour, the open night carrying a bright roar that pushed into her ears like wind.

Light pressed through her eyelids, not gentle dawn but a restless orange that pulsed, brightening and dimming in uneven beats, and each pulse lifted the warmth on her skin and then let it fall again, as if the air itself breathed with a throat made of fire, and the pulsing light made the soft dark behind her lids feel crowded, making her flinch without opening her eyes, the flinch traveling along her spine and settling at the back of her neck where the supporting hand responded by tightening, then rocking her closer as if rocking could persuade the world to become ordinary.

Voices multiplied outside, overlapping until they became a single mass of sound, men shouting orders with the rough edges of fear hidden under duty, women calling names as if names could pull bodies out of flame, and above them all the bells that should have organized the city’s heartbeat kept failing one by one, their notes fracturing into jagged halves that cut off too soon, leaving the air littered with broken resonance that made Aurelia’s ears thrum and her small jaw clench, because the world was trying to speak in the old language of warning and finding that language cracking in its mouth.

The person holding her ran, feet striking stone in a pattern that hammered through Aurelia’s body, and the vibration climbed from her belly to her chest until each breath arrived as a small startled lift, her lungs filling unevenly because the motion never paused long enough to let air settle, and yet the heat that surrounded them remained strangely gentle at her skin, refusing the sharp sting that should have come with the brightness and roar ahead, as though the fire knew where her body began and refused to cross that line, even while it crossed every other boundary without hesitation.

When they turned a corner, the heat swelled close enough to feel like a hand held near her face, warming the damp curls at her forehead and drying them at the tips, and the light behind her eyelids intensified into a living glow that made her eyelashes twitch, and in the same moment the cloth around her shifted, slipping just enough to let air touch her cheek directly, and the air carried smoke and heat and something else that sat under it all, a faint clean scent like struck stone after rain, out of place in the burning night, and that clean scent settled in her mouth like a promise she did not yet have words for.

A shout cut through the street, followed by a slap of water hitting fire and turning instantly into steam, and the steam rolled toward them, wet heat kissing Aurelia’s lips and nose, and still the burn never arrived, only the pressure of warmth and dampness that made her swallow again, her throat working with slow determination as if the body had decided the world would be taken in on its own terms, and the hand at her skull shifted to cover more, palm spanning her head as if to shield her from the sound of another bell snapping apart somewhere to the left.

They reached an open space where wind should have had room to move, yet the air there pressed thick, full of ash and heat, and Aurelia’s skin registered the change as a heavy blanket laid over her, warmth pooling at the hollows behind her knees and at the soft bend of her elbow, gathering in the places where heat liked to stay, and the pooling made her limbs feel less like separate pieces and more like a single weight suspended against another body, while above the voices rose again with a new edge, the sound of people seeing something they could not turn away from.

Aurelia’s eyes slit open to a smear of orange and black, shapes refusing to resolve into edges because the light kept moving, and in that smeared view she caught motion that was not human, a wall of flame licking upward as if it sought height for its own sake, and within that wall sparks lifted and spun like insects, bright, restless, endless, and the sight should have forced her lungs into a scream, yet what rose instead was a quiet, low exhale that fogged the air a fraction before the heat stole it, her mouth softening as her gaze locked on the moving brightness.

Someone stumbled near, boots scraping stone, and the jolt of impact against the runner’s shoulder bounced Aurelia in the wrap, making her head tip back far enough that the world rushed into her eyes in a stronger flood, and she saw flames spilling from the windows of a building that should have been dark, saw fire crawling along roof tiles like liquid that clung and then leapt, and she heard a man’s voice shout, “It started in the west and the south at the same time,” the words ripped short by breath as if speaking them stole air, while another voice answered, “That’s not possible,” and the answer sounded less like denial and more like a prayer that failed.

A new sound entered, not bell, not shout, not crackle, but a low rushing hum that traveled under everything, steady and deep, as if the ground itself had begun to breathe, and the hum vibrated through Aurelia’s small bones with a familiarity that did not come from memory but from something older than memory, a rhythm that matched the rise of her chest against the cloth and then gently overtook it, coaxing her breath to lengthen, to soften, to slide in and out without catching, until the harsh smoke taste dulled at the back of her tongue.

The runner stopped, and the sudden stillness made Aurelia’s body sway forward and then settle, her cheek pressing harder to the chest beneath her, and in that pause the air around them shifted again, warmth drawing closer as if something bright had moved nearer, and with it came a sharp intake of breath from the person holding her, a sound pulled through clenched teeth, followed by a whisper that trembled against Aurelia’s hair, “Saints,” and the word carried no comfort, only awe edged with dread.

Flame rose in front of them, not from a wall or window but from the very air, igniting in a ring that formed too quickly for hands to intervene, and the heat of it surged toward Aurelia’s face, bright and immediate, close enough that the lashes at the edges of her eyes should have curled, close enough that her skin should have tightened in pain, yet the heat that touched her came soft, like bathwater warmed just past body temperature, wrapping her in gentleness so intimate it felt like a second layer of skin, and the softness made the hair at her scalp dry without discomfort, made the damp cloth around her chest warm and loosen in a slow exhale.

The ring of flame widened, curling upward into an arc that closed around her in a perfect circle, and the crowd’s noise faltered, voices cutting off mid-syllable as if the sight had pressed the air out of their lungs, and in that sudden hush Aurelia’s small breathing became the loudest thing close to her, a quiet wet rhythm that never turned into crying, while the flame leaned in toward her like a curious animal, its edges wavering but never breaking, its light steady enough to paint the inside of her eyelids even when she blinked.

Hands reached toward the fire and stopped short, fingers splayed and trembling in the orange light, and someone hissed, “Don’t,” with panic sharpened into command, while another voice, lower and rougher, muttered, “It isn’t touching her,” and the statement landed heavily, because the truth of it could be seen in the way Aurelia’s skin stayed unmarked, in the way her tiny fists remained loose instead of clenched, in the way her breath continued to move in slow even pulls as if the heat around her belonged to her more than the air beyond it did.

The flame drew closer until it hovered just above the cloth, licking at the edge of the wrap without consuming it, and Aurelia’s senses narrowed to that single point where warmth met fabric, where the boundary between her and the world should have burned away and did not, and the closeness made her toes uncurl, made her belly soften, made her mouth part in a silent shape that might have been the start of a cry if the air had hurt her, yet what left her was only breath, a slow exhale that fluttered the cloth at her chin and made the flame’s surface ripple as if answering.

The person holding her shifted their stance, weight adjusting on stone, and the movement jostled Aurelia enough to pull a thin sound from her throat, not a wail but a small strained note like air moving over something tight, and the fire responded by dimming for a heartbeat, lowering its brightness as if to soothe, as if to make room for her breath, and that dimming made the crowd’s fear surge again because it revealed choice, not accident, a living reaction in something that should have been mindless destruction.

Aurelia’s eyes opened wider, the orange light reflecting wetly in them, and for the first time the shapes held still long enough to become clearer, the flame’s edge like a clean line that bent and shifted yet kept its circle, the faces beyond it pale and streaked with soot, mouths open without sound, and above those faces smoke drifted in heavy ribbons that should have choked the space, yet the smoke did not settle into Aurelia’s lungs, because each time it tried to curl inward the flame’s gentle heat lifted it away, clearing a small pocket of air around her as if the world had decided she would not breathe ash.

A man’s voice broke the hush, shaking as it spoke, “This is blasphemy,” and the word did not land as accusation so much as fear trying to armor itself, and another voice answered immediately, “No,” the syllable hard, protective, and then, softer, “Look at her,” the softness carrying the weight of someone witnessing the impossible and refusing to let it be named wrong, while Aurelia remained suspended in warmth, her tiny chest rising and falling in slow compliance with the deeper hum beneath the ground, the sound that made even the fire seem to listen.

The ring of flame shifted again, widening without losing its shape, and the heat that brushed Aurelia’s skin remained constant, never sharpening, never biting, only holding, and in that holding her body’s earlier tension drained, the tightness at her throat easing until her tongue rested flat and her jaw slackened, her limbs heavy and calm inside the wrap, and the calm did not resemble sleep so much as a quiet agreement between her small body and the vast heat surrounding it, an agreement made without language, made only through breath.

Far off, beyond the circle of stunned faces, the city continued to burn, crackles and shouts rising again as people remembered there were roofs collapsing and children trapped and water lines failing, and the bells kept breaking as they tried to speak over the fire, each attempt ending in a sharp snap that rang like metal bones splitting, yet around Aurelia the air stayed clean, the smoke lifting, the flame maintaining its boundary with an intelligence that pressed more heavily than any human hand, and the imbalance became undeniable, because here the world made a pocket of order while everywhere else it spilled into chaos.

The person holding her took a single careful step forward, and the flame moved with them, sliding across stone without leaving scorch marks, its light gliding like it had been tethered to Aurelia’s breath, and the crowd parted instinctively, bodies retreating with small shuffling steps that scraped ash into thin gray streaks, faces turning away and then snapping back as curiosity fought terror, and in that corridor of cleared space Aurelia’s gaze stayed fixed on the flame nearest her, eyes wide and unblinking, absorbing the brightness as if it were the first thing that had ever been meant for her.

Aurelia’s small fingers twitched against the cloth, not reaching in deliberate intent but opening slowly as warmth pooled in her palm, and the movement drew a stifled sob from someone beyond the ring, a sound swallowed quickly as if grief would invite punishment, while the flame leaned in closer to Aurelia’s hand, hovering just above her skin, and the heat at that point became almost tender, concentrated but still harmless, until Aurelia’s fingers fully unfurled and her palm faced the light like an offering, and the air around her hand shimmered as if the world had inhaled and held its breath.

The flame touched her palm, and nothing burned, nothing blackened, nothing recoiled, because the contact was not pain but recognition, warmth settling into her skin like it had always belonged there, and the sensation traveled up her arm in a slow wave that made her shoulder loosen against the wrap, made her breath deepen again, and that deeper breath carried a faint sound with it, a tiny sigh that softened the space, and the flame’s brightness steadied in response, neither flaring nor fading, simply holding a calm that did not belong to a burning night.

People stared at the unmarked skin, at the intact cloth, at the ring of fire that protected rather than consumed, and their silence thickened into something heavier than any shout, because the absence of explanation pressed harder than explanation ever could, and the person holding Aurelia stood unmoving, arms locked in careful support, posture rigid as if one wrong shift might shatter the moment, while Aurelia remained quiet in the heat, eyes open, breath slow, the smoke kept at bay by a power that made every human gesture look small.

Somewhere beyond the square a roof collapsed with a roar, sparks rising in a violent fountain that made the crowd flinch, and the flame around Aurelia flickered in brief sympathy, not with hunger but with awareness, and the flicker sent a ripple of warmth across Aurelia’s face that dried the damp at the corners of her eyes, leaving her lashes clumped but her skin uninjured, and the steadiness after the flicker felt like a decision, as if the world acknowledged the larger fire and still chose to cradle her within gentleness.

The deeper hum beneath the ground swelled, the vibration growing stronger until it could be felt in the soles of the feet around her, and people shifted uneasily, hands pressing to their own chests as if to check their hearts were still obeying them, and in that swelling Aurelia’s calm held, her breath matching the hum without strain, her small mouth relaxed, her tongue resting softly, and the flame’s edge shimmered again with a clean clarity that cut through smoke and ash, making the scene look momentarily carved out of the burning night rather than swallowed by it.

A voice near the back whispered, “What is she,” and the question carried the sharpness of fear searching for a target, and another voice answered, “A child,” with a force that dared the world to contradict, and the reply did not stop the question’s weight from hanging in the air, because the fire around Aurelia made it impossible to pretend she was only ordinary, impossible to deny that the night had changed shape around her birth, and yet the word that would have named the phenomenon remained unspoken, held back by instinct, by taboo, by the simple understanding that some names invited consequences.

The person holding Aurelia turned slowly, not fleeing but moving with deliberate care, and the ring of fire flowed with them as if it had been poured, keeping its circle, keeping its distance from skin, protecting the small pocket of clean air around her, and as they moved toward a darker street where smoke thickened, the flame did not dim in reluctance, it followed without hesitation, cutting a path through ash-laden air, and in the wake of that path the crowd remained frozen, caught between chasing, praying, and running, because the sight had rearranged the world’s hierarchy in a single breath.

Aurelia’s head shifted against the chest that held her, cheek sliding over fabric damp with sweat, and the salt taste reached her lips when her mouth brushed it, grounding her in something human and close even as the fire remained impossibly controlled, and the combination settled into her body as a quiet fullness, warmth and salt and clean air in one place, the earlier emptiness replaced not by understanding but by a steady physical peace, her limbs heavy, her breath smooth, her eyes half-lidded against the brightness that no longer startled.

Behind them, the last bell in the nearest tower tried to ring, its note rising thin and strained as if the metal itself fought to obey old duty, and the sound cracked mid-cry, splitting into a sharp brittle snap that scattered into silence, and the silence that followed did not feel like relief, it felt like a pause taken by a watching world, while Aurelia’s breath continued, calm and even, and the ring of flame held its circle as they disappeared into the smoke-dark street, leaving the square full of people who did not move yet could not look away, because the night had offered a first miracle and refused to explain the cost.
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Cold lived in the stone before any voice dared to rise, pressed into the ribs of the hall the way winter pressed into marrow, and Queen Morwen Valecrest entered it with a measured pace that let her soles register every shallow seam between flagstones, the faint grit that had been ground down by centuries of kneeling and verdicts, the damp that never quite left despite braziers burning in distant corridors, while the air around her carried the dry perfume of old parchment and sealing wax warmed too many times, a scent that sat low and persistent in the back of the throat and made each breath feel accounted for.

The court had gathered in a shape that pretended to be orderly, ranks of nobles and priests and captains arranged by custom rather than peace, their weight held in layered cloth that whispered when they shifted, and the whispers traveled across the chamber like small insects crossing a pond, never loud enough to be named conversation yet sharp enough to prickle at the skin along Morwen’s neck, because every murmur carried the same three flavors—fear, opportunity, and the sweet edge of blame—and the stone amplified all of it into a restrained hum that refused to die.

Morwen’s crown sat heavier today, not because it had changed but because the cold made metal contract against her hairline, pressing a rigid line into her skin as if to remind her where duty began, and when she lowered herself onto the throne the carved back did not cradle so much as hold her upright, the chill seeping through velvet and into her shoulder blades until her posture became a disciplined response rather than a preference, while a servant’s hand placed a folded cloth at her elbow as though softness could be offered without being believed.

Across the hall, the Royal Astrologer waited with a scroll case held against his chest like a shield, his fingers pale and strained where they gripped the lacquered wood, and the tremor in those fingers drew Morwen’s attention more than his title did, because tremor meant uncertainty and uncertainty meant a crack someone else would wedge open, and the room was full of men who wore their hunger politely but carried it the way a blade is carried—quietly, always within reach.

The scent of soot still clung to a few cloaks in the front row, smoke ingrained in wool and fur from the night the fires rose across the realm, and that scent made Morwen’s throat tighten on an inhale, the dryness returning as if her body had stored the taste of ash and chose now to release it, and with that dryness came the memory of bells breaking mid-ring, metal voices snapping into jagged silence, a sound she had heard even through palace walls as though the city itself had tried to warn her and failed at the act of warning.

A courtier stepped forward to announce the reading, his voice polished to a thin brightness that would have suited a festival, and the mismatch scraped the air, prompting a faint shifting ripple through the gathered ranks as people adjusted their weight to listen harder, while Morwen held still enough that the cold behind her spine became an anchor, because movement in this hall always read as concession, and concession—however small—never returned unchanged.

When the astrologer unsealed the case, the crack of wax broke too loudly in the hush, and the sound spread outward with a brittle satisfaction, heads angling closer, shoulders leaning without permission, while Morwen felt the line of her crown bite again at her brow as she lowered her chin the fraction required by ceremony, the metal’s pressure steadying the pulse in her temples until her face remained composed, an expression carved as carefully as the throne itself.

The scroll emerged with the reluctance of something dragged from burial, parchment thick and yellowed, edges softened by time and handling, and as the astrologer unfurled it the air released a deeper scent of age—dust trapped between fibers, ink that had faded into brown ghosts, oil from long-dead hands that had once smoothed the surface in reverence—and that smell made the chamber feel smaller, because it carried the weight of recorded inevitability, the kind that did not care how many living bodies stood ready to object.

A priest’s chain of office clinked once as he shifted, a small sharp sound that landed like an omen precisely because it was ordinary, and Morwen let her gaze rest on that chain, silver links catching torchlight with a cold gleam, before allowing it to return to the scroll, because even in stillness the court needed reminders that her attention traveled where she permitted, not where they pulled.

The astrologer’s voice began low, forced to push through a throat tightened by fear, and the first line emerged as a cadence more than a meaning, an old language shaped to sound inevitable, while Morwen listened with the discipline of someone who had learned the difference between prophecy and performance, between what the words claimed to command and what the room would choose to obey, and in that listening her fingers pressed lightly into the cloth at her elbow, testing softness against stone cold until sensation sharpened her patience.

Beyond the palace, cities still smoldered, and the fact of it existed here only in the soot scent and the stiff grief held behind certain eyes, because the hall had no windows, no direct sight of ruins, only the echo of decisions made in safety, and the absence of smoke in the air made every mention of flame feel like an intrusion, a foreign element being forced into a room built for control.

The astrologer reached the passage the court had demanded, the one that had been pulled from dust and locked boxes after the fires, and when his voice tried to rise the sound snagged, a hitch that drew a quiet intake from several throats, because weakness from an official mouth was contagious, and Morwen felt it as a small tightening beneath her ribs, a subtle pressure that did not require explanation to be understood.

He spoke of a birth in ash and of heat that did not consume, of a crown answered by an older crown, and each phrase carried images the hall did not want yet could not stop forming, the words rolling through the chamber and settling into the spaces between people like cold fog, while Morwen’s skin registered a faint prickling at her forearms beneath her sleeves, not from temperature but from the sensation of the court leaning toward panic, and panic always tried to become policy.

A captain’s gauntlet creaked as he curled his fist, leather and metal complaining softly, and the sound drew Morwen’s eyes for the briefest beat, because it was the body’s honest response to fear—prepare to strike, prepare to restrain, prepare to prove usefulness—and she let the captain feel her attention without offering him anything else, allowing the awareness to land on him like a weight and hold him still.

The reading continued, and the astrologer’s mouth shaped the warning that had circulated in whispers since the night of the fires, the claim that the realm’s foundations would be tested by something born in flame, that cities would burn as if the world itself had exhaled, and Morwen watched the faces of her council as those lines unfurled, watching the subtle shifts—nostrils flaring at the memory of smoke, fingers rubbing rings as if to confirm wealth still existed, lips tightening around prayers that sounded too desperate to be holy.

When the astrologer reached the line about a child who did not cry, a hush deepened into a silence that tasted of iron, because the rumor had traveled faster than official messengers, carried by servants and guards and men who had seen a ring of fire hold its shape, and in that silence Morwen felt her own breath cool as it entered and warmed as it left, the simple cycle suddenly too loud in her chest, a reminder that she was made of the same fragile matter as everyone else in the room, and yet expected to stand above them.

The priest nearest the throne leaned forward, the movement small but deliberate, his voice slipping out in a whisper that still managed to cut, “An abomination,” and the word landed in the chamber like a stone dropped into water, ripples of agreement and dissent spreading outward, while Morwen let the word exist without flinching, because outrage always offered itself as certainty, and certainty could be used.

The astrologer hesitated, his gaze flicking toward Morwen as if seeking permission to continue, and Morwen’s response came not in speech but in stillness, a quiet grant that forced him to proceed, because any pause too long would invite the court to fill the space with its own version of the prophecy, and the court’s versions always ended in blood.

He read of fate that could not be broken but could be delayed, of a path that could be obscured but not erased, and the phrasing drew a restless shift through the council benches, because delay sounded like agency, and agency was the narcotic the powerful craved most, while Morwen’s fingers pressed again into the folded cloth, the fabric yielding under her nails and returning, a small lesson in control that did not bruise.

The stone floor kept its cold, indifferent to human tension, and as Morwen sat with her back straight the chill at her spine became a line of discipline, reminding her that fear was a luxury she could not afford to display, because the throne did not permit trembling, it only permitted action, and action had to arrive wearing inevitability, like the prophecy itself.

When the astrologer finished the section the court had demanded, he lowered the scroll slightly, hands shaking now that the most dangerous words had been spoken, and the hall exhaled as one body, not relief but release, the way a crowd releases breath after a blade has passed too close, while Morwen let the exhale wash around her without joining it, holding her lungs steady so her composure remained the only constant in a chamber hungry for direction.

A noblewoman in gray spoke first, her voice carrying the practiced softness of someone accustomed to being obeyed in private, “The fires rose in three cities at once, Your Majesty,” and the sentence was shaped as information while offering itself as accusation, as if Morwen had failed to prevent the world’s lungs from exhaling flame, while another voice followed immediately, sharper, “If the child is the cause, then the child is the threat,” and the bluntness made several heads nod as if simplicity were the same as truth.

Morwen allowed the words to hang in the air long enough that their eagerness became visible, a cluster of men and women leaning into the idea of a scapegoat because it felt like something that could be grasped, and she watched the movement the way one watches a line of ants find a crack in stone, noting the direction, noting the appetite, noting the speed with which hunger organized itself when fear provided a scent trail.

The priest who had spoken earlier raised his hands, rings flashing as he turned his palms outward in a gesture meant to look like supplication, and his voice slid into the hall with righteous warmth that did not match the cold stones, “The text is clear,” he insisted, “a flame that does not burn is deception, and deception is the oldest enemy of the faithful,” and the words were crafted to make dissent feel like heresy, while Morwen’s gaze held him with the calm of someone who had seen men use gods as tools, letting him spend his fervor openly where it could be measured.

A captain countered, voice rough, “If it doesn’t burn, it doesn’t kill,” and the simplicity of that argument made the priest’s mouth tighten, because common sense threatened doctrine in ways doctrine could not easily punish, while the nobles murmured again, their whispers scraping the air like paper edges, and Morwen felt the pressure in the chamber shift toward a tipping point, fear trying to become mandate without her permission.

She rose, and the movement drew every eye with a reflexive snap, because the throne’s occupant changing position altered the room’s gravity, and as Morwen stood the cold that had been pressing into her back slid away, replaced by the warmer air higher in the chamber, torch heat touching her cheeks and softening the stiffness at her shoulders, and that slight relief sharpened her awareness of how easily bodies could be swayed by environment, how quickly discomfort could be turned into compliance.

Morwen’s voice did not begin loud, because loudness belonged to men who feared not being heard, and she had never needed to compete with the room, so her words entered the hall with controlled precision, each syllable shaped to travel cleanly through stone air, “The text is never clear,” she said, and the statement landed with a quiet authority that forced the whispers to pause, “it is only read by mouths that wish it to be.”

The astrologer’s hands tightened on the scroll as if her words might tear it, and Morwen stepped closer, the hem of her gown brushing the cold stone, the sound barely there yet present enough to mark distance closing, and as she approached the parchment’s scent thickened, dust and ink and the faint sweetness of age, while her fingers lifted to the lower edge of the scroll without taking it yet, allowing the court to witness the proximity as a claim.

The priest tried again, “Your Majesty—” and the interruption came wrapped in polite urgency, but Morwen lifted her hand once, palm angled slightly downward, and the gesture cut him off more effectively than any raised voice, because it reminded the hall that she controlled not only law but breath, the permission to speak and the permission to stop.

Morwen’s fingertips touched the parchment, and the texture surprised even her skin with its dryness, fibers stiffened by time, edges rough enough to catch against the pad of her finger, and the sensation grounded her in the physical reality beneath the mysticism, because prophecy was ink and hide and human preservation, an artifact that could be folded, hidden, burned, rewritten, and that knowledge settled behind her sternum like a cold coin, heavy and useful.

She leaned in just enough to read the lines the astrologer’s voice had softened, and the ink’s faded strokes forced her eyes to work, the effort drawing a faint tension along her brow that her crown answered with steady pressure, while the hall held its breath in anticipation of her reaction, hungry for either condemnation or sanctification.

Morwen did not grant them either, because certainty belonged to the world outside, where fires rose without permission, and within these walls certainty had to be manufactured, so she traced one line with her finger—not enough to smudge, only enough to claim—and she spoke as if she were clarifying rather than inventing, “The passage names a flame,” she said, and her voice remained level, “but it does not name destruction as its purpose.”

Murmurs returned immediately, the court’s whispers quickening, because the pivot she offered felt like a door opening onto a safer corridor, and Morwen watched how quickly they rushed toward safety, how eagerly they accepted a framing that preserved their sense of control, while the priest stiffened, his chain clinking again with restrained anger, the sound sharp in the renewed hum.

Morwen’s gaze lifted to the council benches, meeting faces one by one, and as she looked she let her presence settle into the room as a measured weight, pressing down on the restless energy until people still their hands, still their feet, because power worked best when it made others do the work of restraint themselves, and she kept her posture calm enough that her heartbeat remained hidden, her lungs moving without hurry even as the hall’s tension pulsed like a live wire.

“The realm burned,” she continued, and she did not soften the statement, letting the memory of soot and snapped bells hang behind the words, “and the realm will burn again if we chase the first explanation that offers itself like mercy,” and the court flinched subtly at the implication that their instincts were lazy, that their fear was a temptation rather than a guide.

A nobleman with a hawk-like nose leaned forward, voice slick with calculation, “If the child can ignite cities, Your Majesty, then the child must be controlled,” and the word controlled tasted like iron in the air, the same flavor as chains and cages and decrees delivered at dawn, while Morwen felt a faint tightening at her jaw, not from anger but from recognition, because there were men who had been waiting their whole lives for an excuse to bind something extraordinary and call it protection.

She turned her head slightly toward him, letting the motion be slow enough that everyone saw the deliberate choice in it, and when she spoke her words stayed cool, “Control is a dream men use to sleep through history,” and the sentence cut the space cleanly, leaving the nobleman’s mouth half-open, because it named his desire without praising it.

The astrologer cleared his throat, a small wet sound, and lifted the scroll as if to offer it to her fully, hands shaking with relief at having his burden taken, and Morwen accepted it, the parchment’s weight surprisingly dense in her grip, a physical heft that made the prophecy feel less like sky and more like weapon, and the cold dryness of it against her palm made her fingers curl tighter until the edges pressed lightly into her skin.

She held the scroll up, not high like a banner but at a practical level, and the gesture forced the front rows to tilt their heads, to look at the artifact rather than at one another, shifting the court’s focus the way one shifts a blade’s angle so it catches light, and in that moment the hall’s whispers thinned, because attention had been redirected into reverence.

“The text,” Morwen said, and she let the word text strip away some of its sacred costume, “speaks of what cannot be undone, and it also speaks of what can be delayed,” and as she spoke she moved her thumb along the margin where an older hand had annotated, small marks in the ink like cautious footsteps, “we will not break what the world has written, but we will decide when the world is permitted to collect.”

A priest hissed softly through his teeth, not quite a word, and the sound held the same shape as outrage, because Morwen had taken a claim the faith considered its own and placed it into the hands of governance, while the nobles leaned in, faces sharpening with interest, because delay sounded like strategy, and strategy sounded like survival.

Morwen stepped back toward the throne, the hem of her gown whispering over stone, and the cold returned to her spine as she settled into the seat again, the chill reasserting itself like a pact, while she laid the scroll across her lap with controlled care, palms flattening the parchment as if smoothing a restless animal, and the court watched her hands with an intensity that bordered on hunger, because hands were where decrees became real.

A counselor in dark green spoke cautiously, voice kept low as if volume might offend the walls, “The child was seen surrounded by flame,” and the phrasing tried to remain neutral while still feeding the room’s fear, “and yet unharmed,” and that final detail drew the murmurs again, because it remained the most unsettling part, the miracle that refused to behave like a disaster.

Morwen’s fingers tightened on the parchment’s edge, the dryness biting into her skin, and the small sting grounded her in a clean sensation, allowing her to answer without revealing the deeper disturbance the miracle carried, because a flame that chose not to burn implied discernment, and discernment implied a will older than any council’s.

“The realm’s fires were not selective,” she said, and her voice carried the chill of stone, “houses burned, granaries burned, the poor and the rich alike,” and she let that truth smear the room’s attempts at tidy blame, “if a child truly commanded the blaze, then the blaze would have knelt.”

Silence pressed in, heavy as wool, because the image she offered was too large to handle comfortably, a world forced into obedience, and discomfort made people shift, their bodies betraying the mind’s need to flee from scale.

Morwen leaned forward slightly, elbows close, posture contained, and the movement brought the court’s focus back into the size of a person, back into the manageable realm of human policy, while her eyes swept the hall again, and she felt the faint warmth of torchlight on her cheek, the contrast with the cold behind her spine creating a narrow band of sensation that sharpened her attention into a blade.

“We will speak of the child,” Morwen said, and the phrase landed like the closing of a door, “as a sign,” and the choice of word mattered, because sign could be interpreted, sign could be redirected, sign could be used, “and we will speak of the fires as warning,” and warning allowed for punishment, allowed for decrees, allowed for armies on the move.

The priest opened his mouth to protest, and Morwen lifted the scroll slightly, the parchment catching torchlight, ink lines gleaming faintly like old scars, and the priest stopped, because even his righteousness understood artifacts carried authority when held by a crown.

“The prophecy will be read to the realm,” Morwen continued, “in the portion that preserves order,” and her thumb pressed into the margin where the darkest lines lay, the ones that spoke too plainly of rebirth and return, of an ancient force answering a human birth as if the world itself had been waiting, “and the rest will remain here,” and the phrase here did more than locate the text, it claimed it, made it property.

A few nobles exchanged glances, quick and sharp, because censorship was not new, but being named openly felt like a thrill, a permission to reshape reality through official mouth, and Morwen let them feel that thrill without feeding it too much, because a hungry court needed to be kept hungry, not satisfied.

The astrologer’s breath hitched, a small sound he tried to hide, and Morwen’s gaze slid to him long enough to register the sweat shining at his temples despite the cold, the body’s betrayal of fear, and she spoke with controlled softness that carried threat precisely because it did not need to raise itself, “You will copy what I mark,” she said, “and you will seal the original in the vault beneath my chambers,” and her voice did not ask if he could endure the act, it assumed he would.

He nodded, throat working, and the movement sent the scroll’s edge trembling slightly where it rested on her lap, the parchment fluttering like a trapped wing, and the flutter made the hall’s whispers surge again, because the court’s imagination loved any sign of fragility in the instruments of fate.

Morwen lifted a hand, and a guard stepped forward with a knife used for wax and thread, its blade thin, not meant for war yet sharp enough to cut, and as the guard offered it the metal gleamed coldly, catching the torchlight in a line that looked clean and merciless, and Morwen took it with the ease of someone accustomed to tools, the handle fitting her grip as if it belonged.

The court’s breathing shifted, a collective tightening, because blades in a hall signaled violence even when used for paper, and Morwen let that association settle, because fear kept people attentive, while she placed the knife’s tip against the scroll where a particular passage began, the one that spoke too directly of a crown of ash and a song of flame, and the parchment resisted slightly before yielding, fibers parting with a soft tearing sound that made the room wince as if a living thing had been cut.

Morwen’s hand did not shake, because her body understood the necessity before any explanation could be offered, and as she drew the blade carefully along the ink lines, excising a section cleanly, the torn edge curled upward like a dried leaf, and the scent of aged paper rose again, sharper now, newly wounded, while the court watched the act with a hunger that turned their silence thick, because they were witnessing not merely editing but the assertion that fate could be curated.

She set the removed strip aside on the stone arm of the throne, and the paper lay there pale against dark stone, a severed vein of ink, and the contrast satisfied something in the room, because it looked like control made visible, like chaos reduced to a manageable fragment.

“The realm will hear,” Morwen said, and she did not look at the strip as she spoke, because acknowledging it too directly would grant it power, “that the fires were punishment for complacency,” and the phrase slid into place easily, a familiar political tool dressed in spiritual language, “and that vigilance is demanded,” and vigilance meant taxes, patrols, arrests, and all the levers a crown could pull without apologizing.

A noblewoman murmured, “And the child,” her voice soft with a feigned compassion that still carried a sharpened edge, and the question hung as a test, because the court wanted blood or exile or spectacle, something to relieve their fear through action.

Morwen let her fingertips rest on the scroll’s torn edge, feeling the roughness against her skin, the small abrasion it created, and the sensation made her answer with the same calm she used when issuing death warrants, “The child will be found,” she said, “and brought to the capital under protection,” and protection was a word that could hide chains behind velvet.

The captain’s gauntlet creaked again as he shifted, and Morwen felt the movement like a ripple through the room, because soldiers understood what “brought” often meant, yet they also understood orders, and order was the only warmth the state offered them in a cold world.

A priest asked, voice cautious now, “To be blessed,” and the attempt to frame the act as holy carried desperation, because holiness softened cruelty, while Morwen’s gaze remained steady, “To be secured,” she answered, and the correction landed with a crisp finality that chilled the hall, because it stripped away the pretense and left only policy.

The council began to speak over itself, arguments swelling, some insisting the child must be killed to prevent further catastrophe, others insisting execution might provoke whatever force had wrapped the child in harmless flame, and the debate thickened the air until it tasted stale, while Morwen sat at the center of it like the still point of a storm, her hand resting on the scroll, her fingers occasionally brushing the torn edge to remind herself of texture, of paper yielding, of the simplicity of cutting, because that simplicity was the only comfort in a world that had ignited without permission.

When the noise rose toward chaos, Morwen stood again, and the motion cut through the voices like a blade through cloth, silence snapping into place with startled obedience, because the court’s fear of disorder outweighed its pleasure in argument, and Morwen used that fear the way she used stone and ink, shaping it into structure.

“You will not speak the rest of the text,” she said, and the command carried no softness, “you will not whisper the parts removed,” and her gaze held the priest, then the nobles, then the captains, measuring which mouths were most likely to leak, “and if you do, you will find how quickly a tongue can be made to regret its own freedom.”

The threat did not need embellishment, because the palace had dungeons, and everyone in the hall knew where they were, knew the damp smell of them, knew the cold that seeped into bone and made people confess to crimes they had not committed just to be moved into warmth, and the shared knowledge tightened their faces into compliance.

Morwen gathered the severed strip of prophecy with two fingers, careful not to crumple it, and the paper’s dryness scratched lightly at her skin, a small sting that traveled up her nerves like a reminder, while she folded it once, then again, making it smaller, making it easier to hide, and the act felt intimate in a way that had nothing to do with affection, because secrecy was a kind of closeness between a ruler and the truth, one that always carried danger.

She handed the folded strip to a guard whose eyes remained forward, whose expression remained blank, and as the guard took it the paper disappeared into the shadow of a gauntlet, swallowed by metal and duty, while Morwen’s voice returned to the hall, calm again, “The realm will be told what it can survive,” and the phrase settled like frost, not comforting but clarifying.

The astrologer stepped closer, hands out, waiting for the scroll, and Morwen placed it into his palms with a slight downward pressure, making him feel the weight, making him carry the responsibility physically, while she watched his fingers curl around the parchment as if it might bite, the tremor returning, and she allowed herself a brief awareness of how easily fragile men became instruments when fear pressed them hard enough.

The hall began to disperse in controlled streams, nobles drifting in clusters that would become gossip by evening, priests retreating with tightened mouths that would become sermons, captains moving with purposeful strides that would become patrol routes, and through it all the stone remained cold, indifferent, holding the echoes of decisions the way it held the echoes of bells that had snapped, preserving sound even after its source had broken.

Morwen remained standing at the foot of the throne for a moment longer than ceremony required, letting the last footsteps fade, letting the room’s emptiness settle, and in that emptiness the scent of parchment and wax sharpened again, the air no longer masked by bodies, while a faint draft slid through the hall and lifted the edge of the cloth on her sleeve, cold against her wrist, and the cold made her pulse feel exposed, a small living beat in a chamber built to outlast hearts.

A servant approached quietly, offering a cup of warmed wine, and Morwen took it not for comfort but for sensation, the heat of the cup seeping into her palm, anchoring her in something immediate, while the wine’s steam carried a faint sweetness that briefly displaced the taste of ash still lingering in memory, and she held the cup without drinking, watching the surface tremble with each controlled breath.

The astrologer paused at the doors, turning as if compelled to look back, and his eyes met Morwen’s for a heartbeat, fear shining there like sweat under torchlight, and in that gaze Morwen saw the question he did not dare voice—the question of whether the world could be delayed at all, whether her cuts and edits were anything but a child’s attempt to dam a river—and the pressure of that unspoken doubt tightened the skin beneath her crown until she welcomed the pain, because pain was honest.

Morwen’s mouth remained still, her face offering him no reassurance, and when the astrologer finally bowed and left, the door’s heavy wood closed with a soft thud that sealed the hall in colder silence, while Morwen stood alone with the warmth of the cup in her hand and the chill of stone at her back, and in the space where prophecy had been trimmed into something palatable, the untouched remainder waited in a vault that did not forgive human hands.

She lifted the cup to her lips at last, letting the wine’s heat touch her mouth without fully tasting it, and the sensation settled along her tongue like a promise that could turn bitter at any moment, while her gaze remained fixed on the place where the severed strip had rested on the throne arm, the pale shape now gone yet still present in the mind as an absence with edges, and the absence held its own kind of threat, because what was removed did not stop existing, it simply learned how to return in silence.
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Chapter 3: The Child Given Away
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Morning cold crept into the palace corridors long before the sun showed itself, a slow pale seep through stone that made even torchlight feel thin, and Aurelia’s small body registered it as a tightening along her arms and legs beneath the blanket wrapped too tightly around her, the fabric holding yesterday’s warmth in stubborn patches while the air around it turned sharp enough to sting the inside of her nostrils, and the sting pulled her breath short as she was lifted from a cradle that smelled faintly of linen and boiled herbs into arms that carried leather and metal and a tired human scent, sweat dried into cloth from hours of standing still.

The corridor ceiling blurred overhead as the carrier moved with quiet speed, the sway making the blanket rub against Aurelia’s cheek in a repetitive drag that warmed her skin and then cooled it again, because the air kept finding the same edge and slipping in, and each slip made her mouth tighten and her tongue press upward as if to keep the cold out, while boots struck stone in measured beats that never hurried enough to sound like panic yet never eased into the softness of routine, and the sound threaded into her body as a rhythm that kept warning her to stay small.

When they passed a doorway left ajar, wind from an outer passage touched her face like a wet knife and brought with it the smell of damp earth that did not belong inside a palace, soil stirred by hooves and wheels outside the walls, and that smell landed in her mouth with a dark taste that made her swallow without knowing why, because the scent carried weight and openness and distance, and distance in a child’s body felt like being unhooked from the only steadiness she had learned, the regular rise and fall of familiar chests, the predictable warmth of rooms where servants moved in practiced silence.

A voice murmured close to her, low enough that it vibrated through the carrier’s ribs into Aurelia’s cheek, a few words shaped like instruction rather than comfort, and the sound pushed along the blanket’s edge into her ear as a steady pressure, while a second set of footsteps matched the first, two bodies moving in agreement, and the agreement kept the air around Aurelia tight, crowded with adult intention that she could not name, yet she felt it in the way hands held her differently now, firmer at her back, more protective of her face, as if the world beyond the corridor wanted her skin for itself.

Cold intensified as a door opened, the hinge complaining softly, and the sudden widening of space outside changed the texture of the air, ash faintly lingering in it even days after the fires, the dryness scraping her throat and making her lips part, and when her mouth opened the cold rushed in, filling her with a sting that tightened her chest until her breath stalled, while above her the sky remained unseen but present in the brightness pressing through cloth, pale winter light that felt too exposed for a body this small.

They stepped into a courtyard where stone held frost in the shadows, and Aurelia’s blanket did not stop the chill from sliding into her bones when wind found the gap near her neck, the cold tracing down her spine in a thin line that made her shoulders curl inward, and the movement shifted the blanket enough that she felt the carrier’s thumb press beneath her ear again, a steadying pressure that might have been kind if it had not been so careful, so controlled, like a hand placed on a fragile object rather than on a child.

Horses breathed nearby, their exhalations loud in the cold, clouds of warm wet air rising and dissolving too quickly, and the sound made Aurelia’s own breath feel thinner, her lungs struggling to hold warmth the way the horses did without effort, while leather creaked and harnesses clinked, and the metallic sounds struck her nerves with a brightness that made her fingers twitch inside the blanket, because metal meant constraint even when it meant safety, and her body already knew the difference between being held and being secured.

Aurelia was lowered into a carriage lined with rough wool, the fabric scratching faintly through her blanket when she settled, and the change in surface made her skin tighten with discomfort, her legs drawing in reflexively, while the carriage smelled of old straw and travel—dust, animal heat, and the faint sourness of leather that had absorbed too many long journeys, and the scent did not soothe her because it carried movement, and movement meant separation.

The door shut, and the small enclosed space filled with the sound of her breathing, soft and uneven, while outside the carriage someone spoke in clipped tones that held urgency under obedience, and then the wheels began to turn, the first jolt sending a sharp vibration through the floor into Aurelia’s back, making her breath catch again as the blanket shifted and rubbed along her chin, and she tried to pull her face deeper into the fabric even as the fabric held the chill like a second skin.

As the carriage rolled forward, the palace sounds faded into a distant muffled hush, replaced by the steady crunch of wheels over gravel and the rhythmic thud of hooves, and the new rhythm did not match anything her body recognized as safe, each bump lifting her stomach slightly and dropping it again, and with each drop a thin ache formed beneath her ribs, not pain sharp enough to cry from but pressure that built in small increments, like water slowly rising behind a dam.

Light through the small window shifted as the carriage turned, and the motion made shadows move across Aurelia’s eyelids in slow sweeps, the world painting itself onto her closed eyes even when she did not look, and those shifting shadows unsettled her more than the cold did, because they suggested space too wide to measure, and a child’s body preferred walls, preferred edges, preferred the certainty of being contained.

When the carriage passed through the gates, air changed again, losing the polished scent of stone corridors and taking on the damp truth of the world outside, soil and leaf rot and the faint bite of smoke still clinging to the distant horizon, and that smell made Aurelia’s throat tighten and her breath go thin, her mouth opening as if to protest the intrusion, while her tongue tasted ash that was not present, a remembered bitterness that her body carried as warning.

Aurelia’s first sound emerged as a small strained whimper caught halfway between breath and voice, a thin thread that trembled out of her mouth and then snapped off when the carriage jolted, and the silence after it felt heavier than the sound itself, because no one answered from inside the carriage, no hand reached in to press warmth into her cheek, and the absence landed in her body as a hollowing under her sternum, a space that seemed to widen with every mile.

She shifted, seeking the pressure of something steady, but the carriage offered only wool and vibration, and the effort made the blanket loosen at her shoulder, letting cold air touch her damp skin directly, the chill biting enough to pull a sharper sound from her throat, the beginning of a cry that rose higher than before, while her lungs expanded too quickly and then stuttered, because crying asked the body to spend warmth it could not afford to lose.

The cry strengthened as the road grew rougher, the sound breaking into a wet, desperate rhythm, and with it her small chest began to heave, breath coming in gulping pulls that scraped her throat raw, and the rawness made her cry again, louder, as if volume might fill the hollow that had opened inside her, while outside the carriage a horse snorted and a voice muttered, “Quiet her,” the words tight with nerves, not anger but the fear of being heard.

Aurelia’s cry sharpened, and in the same moment the air beside her warmed as if a hidden ember had been placed near her skin, a soft bloom of heat that spread across the blanket without burning through it, and the warmth startled her body into a pause, her cry hitching mid-breath, because heat arriving suddenly in cold space felt like a hand that did not belong, and when she inhaled again the air carried a faint clean scent like struck stone after rain, delicate and out of place inside the carriage’s dusty leather smell.

A small flame appeared near the edge of the blanket where it had bunched against the carriage wall, no larger than a candle’s tongue, wavering gently as if it moved with Aurelia’s breath rather than with the carriage
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