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CHAPTER ONE: THE DAY THE SKY BLED
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The first time the sky answered Amara Kade, it did not whisper.

It screamed.

The morning had begun like every other in the outer settlements, dust curling through the air like restless spirits, the sun already harsh against the backs of those who had long stopped expecting mercy from it. Amara stood ankle-deep in the red earth, her fingers raw from pulling stubborn roots that refused to yield.

Work kept you invisible.

Invisible meant safe.

Or so she had always believed.

“Faster, girl!” the overseer barked from the ridge above, his voice cracking like a whip even before the lash followed. “The storm caravans arrive before dusk, and we’re not feeding them excuses.”

Storm caravans.

The words alone made the others stiffen. Even the wind seemed to hesitate, as though it, too, feared what rode with those who commanded the skies.

Amara kept her head down.

Always down.

Her dark braids clung to her neck with sweat, her breath measured, careful—because control was everything. Control was survival.

Especially for someone like her.

Especially for someone cursed.

She pressed her fingers deeper into the soil, ignoring the sting of blood where her nails had torn. Pain helped. Pain grounded her. Pain reminded her that she was still here, still human.

Still hidden.

A sudden crack split the air.

Not thunder.

Not yet.

Amara froze.

The ground beneath her palms trembled faintly, as though something deep below had stirred in its sleep. Around her, the other workers exchanged uneasy glances. Even the overseer paused, scanning the sky.

But the sky was clear.

Too clear.

No clouds. No warning.

Just an endless stretch of burning blue.

“Keep working!” the overseer snapped again, though his voice had lost its certainty.

Amara swallowed.

Something was wrong.

She felt it the way one feels a storm before it breaks—not with the eyes, but with something deeper. Something ancient.

Something in her.

No, she told herself firmly. Not now. Not here.

But the feeling didn’t fade.

It grew.

A pulse.

A whisper turning into a roar beneath her skin.

Her heartbeat stumbled.

Then quickened.

Then

A scream tore across the field.

Amara’s head snapped up.

A young boy, no older than ten—had collapsed near the water trough, his small body convulsing. His mother dropped beside him instantly, her cries slicing through the heavy air.

“Help him! Please, someone help him!”

No one moved.

No one ever did.

Help was not something the outer settlements could afford.

Amara’s chest tightened.

Don’t look. Don’t move. Don’t care.

That was how you survived.

But the boy’s shaking worsened. His breaths came in ragged, choking gasps. His mother clutched him, rocking desperately, her voice breaking with each plea.

“Please! He can’t breathe!”

Amara’s fingers curled into fists.

Walk away.

She tried.

She truly tried.

But her feet would not obey.

Before she could stop herself, she was moving.

“Amara” someone hissed behind her. “Don’t”

Too late.

She dropped to her knees beside the boy, ignoring the terrified look his mother gave her.

“He’s burning,” the woman whispered. “Something’s wrong, something’s”

“I know,” Amara said quietly.

And she did.

Because she could feel it.

Not sickness.

Not exactly.

Energy.

Wild. Uncontrolled.

Like a storm trapped inside a body too small to contain it.

Amara hesitated.

This was dangerous.

This was how it started.

This was how people noticed.

But the boy’s hand twitched weakly in hers, his pulse erratic and fading.

And something inside her broke.

“Hold him still,” Amara murmured.

The woman obeyed without question—because desperation leaves no room for doubt.

Amara closed her eyes.

Just a little, she told herself. Just enough.

She reached inward—to that forbidden place she had spent her entire life burying.

The storm answered instantly.

It always did.

Power surged through her veins like lightning, sharp and alive. It burned, demanded, hungered. Her breath caught as she tried to contain it, to shape it, to force it into something small.

Something harmless.

Her palm hovered over the boy’s chest.

“Breathe,” she whispered, not to him, but to the storm.

For a moment, nothing happened.

Then

The air shifted.

A low hum vibrated through the ground.

The boy’s body arched suddenly as a pulse of unseen force rippled through him. His chest heaved once

Twice

And then he sucked in a sharp, desperate breath.

The mother sobbed in relief, clutching him tightly.

“He’s breathing, he’s breathing!”

Amara exhaled shakily, the power retreating just as quickly as it had come.

Too quickly.

Because she knew.

She had felt it.

She had lost control.

A single drop of something warm slid from her nose.

She wiped it away instinctively

And froze.

Blood.

But not ordinary blood.

It shimmered.

Faintly.

Like crimson lightning caught in liquid form.

“No...” she whispered.

Above them, the sky darkened.

Gasps rippled through the field.

Clouds gathered out of nowhere—thick, swirling, unnatural. The wind rose sharply, whipping dust into spirals.

The overseer stumbled backward. “What is this—?”

Thunder cracked.

Loud.

Violent.

Wrong.

Amara’s heart slammed against her ribs.

Run.

But her legs refused.

Because she knew.

This wasn’t a storm.

Not entirely.

It was her.

A streak of red lightning tore across the sky.

Not white.

Not blue.

Red.

The color of blood.

The color of ruin.

The color of death.

“Tempest-Bound...” someone whispered in horror.

“No,” another voice trembled. “Not Tempest—something else...”

Amara slowly rose to her feet, her entire body shaking.

Every eye in the field was on her now.

Watching.

Fearful. 

Accusing.

The boy’s mother pulled her child away, as though Amara herself had become the danger.

And maybe she had.

Hooves thundered in the distance.

The storm caravans had arrived.

Too soon.

Far too soon.

Through the rising dust, they emerged—riders cloaked in dark armor, their presence cutting through the chaos like blades. At their center rode a figure who did not slow, did not hesitate.

He simply watched.

And when his gaze found Amara

Everything inside her went still.

Even the storm seemed to pause.

His eyes were cold.

Sharp.

Unforgiving.

Like a man who had been forged by war and had never once broken under it.

He dismounted in one fluid motion, boots hitting the ground with quiet authority.

No one spoke.

No one dared.

He walked toward her slowly, deliberately, each step echoing louder than the thunder above.

Amara couldn’t breathe.

Because she knew, with terrifying certainty

He had seen everything.

He stopped just a few feet away.

Close enough for her to feel the weight of him.

Close enough to destroy her.

“What,” he said, his voice low and lethal, “are you?”

The wind howled.

The sky bled.

And for the first time in her life

Amara Kade had no way to hide
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​CHAPTER TWO: THE CHAIN AND THE CROWN
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The storm did not end.

It followed.

Amara felt it in every step as the soldiers dragged her from the fields, an invisible tether pulling at her spine, whispering her name in a language older than fear. The sky above remained bruised, streaked with veins of red lightning that refused to fade.

People stared as she passed.

Not with curiosity.

With terror.

They pressed themselves into doorways, pulled children behind them, whispered prayers that broke before they were finished.

“Don’t look at her,” someone murmured. “She called the blood sky...” another said. “She’s cursed.”

Amara kept her eyes forward.

If she let those words in, she would shatter.

The iron around her wrists bit deep, cold and unyielding. Not ordinary chains, she could feel that much. They hummed faintly, suppressing something inside her, dulling the storm to a distant ache.

Still there.

Still waiting.

But quieter now.

“Keep moving,” one of the soldiers snapped, shoving her forward.

She stumbled but did not fall.

She would not give them that satisfaction.

Ahead, the caravan loomed—massive, dark, carved with symbols that seemed to shift if she looked too long. The Tempest-Bound soldiers moved with practiced precision, their presence heavy with authority.

And at the center of it all Him.

The man from the field.

He stood beside a black warhorse, speaking in low tones to another officer. Even in stillness, there was something dangerous about him. Controlled. Calculated. Like a blade that had never once struck the wrong target.

Amara tried not to look.

Failed.

His gaze lifted.

Locked onto hers.

And held.

It wasn’t curiosity she saw there.

It was recognition.

Not of who she was, but of what she might be.

Her pulse faltered.

He said something to the officer beside him, then turned fully toward her.

“Bring her.”

The words were quiet.

But they carried.

The soldiers tightened their grip on her arms and forced her forward until she stood just a few steps away from him.

Closer than before.

Close enough to see the faint scar cutting across his jaw. Close enough to notice the storm-mark etched into his collarbone a symbol of the Tempest-Bound.

Close enough to feel... something else.

Not fear.

Not exactly.

Something sharper.

Something dangerous.

“What is your name?” he asked.

His voice was steady. Controlled. But there was an edge beneath it, like distant thunder.

Amara lifted her chin.

If she was going to die, she would not do it trembling.

“Amara,” she said. Her voice surprised her firm, even now. “Amara Kade.”

A flicker of something crossed his expression.

Not softness.

Never that.

But something that lingered just a moment too long.

“Kade,” he repeated, as if testing the weight of it.

Then, quieter almost to himself 

“That name should not exist anymore.”

Amara’s breath caught.

“What does that mean?” she demanded.

His gaze snapped back to her, sharp again. Guarded.

“It means,” he said coolly, “you will answer questions when asked. Not the other way around.”

Anger flared hot in her chest.

“Then maybe you shouldn’t ask me anything at all.”

The soldiers beside her stiffened, clearly expecting a blow.

It didn’t come.

Instead, something far more unsettling happened.

He almost smiled.

Not kindly.

Not warmly.

But like a man who had just discovered something unexpectedly interesting.

“Careful,” he said softly. “Defiance tends to end badly for people in your position.”

“Then perhaps you shouldn’t have brought me here,” Amara shot back.

Silence fell.

Heavy.

Charged.

The storm above cracked loudly, as if echoing the tension between them.

For a long moment, he simply watched her.

Studied her.

As though peeling back layers she didn’t even know she had.

Then he stepped closer.

Too close.

Amara’s breath hitched despite herself.

“You summoned a blood storm,” he said, his voice low enough that only she could hear. “Do you understand what that makes you?”

She swallowed.

“No.”

A lie.

But she needed to hear him say it.

His eyes darkened.

“It makes you a threat to the empire.”

The words landed like a blade.

“And threats,” he continued, “are usually eliminated.”

Amara’s heart pounded—but she refused to look away.

“Usually?” she pressed.

Something shifted in his gaze.

“Usually,” he repeated.

Before she could respond, he stepped back and turned to the soldiers.

“Remove the chains.”

They hesitated.

“Commander”

“I gave an order.”

Reluctantly, they obeyed.

The moment the iron loosened, Amara gasped.

The storm surged.

Not fully.

Not wildly.

But enough.

Enough to remind her what lived inside her.

The wind picked up instantly, swirling around her feet.

The soldiers tensed, hands moving toward their weapons.

But he

He didn’t move at all.

He simply watched.

“Again,” he said.

Amara blinked.

“What?”

“The storm,” he said. “Call it.”

A sharp laugh escaped her before she could stop it.

“You think I control it?” she asked bitterly. “You think I can just summon something like that on command?”

“I think,” he said calmly, “that you’ve been hiding far more than you should.”

Her chest tightened.

He stepped closer again, his presence pressing in on her like gravity.

“Do it.”

“I can’t.”

“Try.”

“I said I”

The storm cracked violently above them.

Red lightning split the sky.

Amara flinched.

Not from fear.

From recognition.

It was already coming.

He saw it.

Of course he did.

“Interesting,” he murmured.

“Stop it,” she said, panic rising now. “Put the chains back on”

Too late.

The wind roared.

Dust spiraled upward in a violent column around her.

The air turned thick,charged.

Alive.

Amara’s breath came fast, uneven.

“I don’t know how to control it!” she shouted.

“Then learn,” he said.

Something in his voice cut through the chaos.

Not cruel.

Not mocking.

Commanding.

Grounding.

Her gaze snapped to his.

And for a split second

The storm stilled.

Just enough.

Just long enough.

For her to feel it.

Control.

Not complete.

Not perfect.

But possible.

Her hands trembled as she lowered them slowly.

The wind eased.

The lightning faded.

The sky reluctantly began to clear.

Silence fell over the camp.

No one moved.

No one spoke.

Because they had all seen it.

What she was.

What she could become.

Amara’s knees nearly gave out, but she forced herself to remain standing.

He watched her for a long moment.

Then turned away.

“Prepare her for transport,” he ordered.

Relief and dread collided in her chest.

She wasn’t being killed.

Not yet.

“Where are you taking me?” she asked.

He paused.

Just slightly.

Then glanced back over his shoulder.

“To the capital,” he said.

“To be trained... or destroyed.”

The words were calm.

Certain.

Final.

Amara’s pulse thundered.

“By who?”

This time

He didn’t hesitate.

“By me.”

And just like that

Her fate was sealed.
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