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Chapter 1 – The Mark of Fire 
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​Chapter 1 – The Mark of Fire

The rain didn’t fall in Dante’s village—it burned.

It had always been like that. Ash instead of snow. Fire instead of water. The skies forever stained with the bruised purple of storm clouds that never truly broke. The elders said it was a curse, punishment from the gods for forgotten sins. But Dante had never believed in gods—only monsters.

He lived on the edge of the village, in a crooked shack built from blackened stone and ironwood, where he spent his days scavenging relics from the old ruins and his nights fighting off the whispers that slithered through the cracks in the walls.

On his eighteenth birthday, the whispering stopped.

And something far worse took its place.

He woke with a scream, clutching his arm. The pain was unlike anything he’d felt before—like molten metal being poured directly into his veins. When he pulled back his sleeve, he saw it. A red, glowing sigil burned into his skin. A swirling pattern of flames, jagged runes, and a central eye that blinked once... then vanished.

His breath caught. The air around him shifted. The shadows in the room seemed to lean closer, listening.

And then—he heard it.

A voice.


“Dante...”


It didn’t come from outside. It came from inside his skull, deep and ancient, like the creak of rusted gates opening after centuries sealed shut.

He stumbled from his shack, sweat running cold down his spine. The village was still asleep, the sky a dim gray sheet above him. But at the edge of the woods, something waited.

A figure. Cloaked. Hooded. Unmoving.

Dante froze.

The figure raised a pale hand, and the mark on Dante’s arm seared in response.

“Who are you?” he shouted, the pain bringing him to his knees.

The figure didn’t answer. Instead, it turned and began to walk into the forest. Slowly. Silently.

As if expecting him to follow.

And against all reason—he did.

Branches scraped at him like claws. The trees grew taller and darker with every step, until the light from the village vanished behind him entirely.

After what felt like hours, the trees parted to reveal a massive wrought-iron gate. Beyond it stood a towering fortress carved into the side of a black mountain. Fires flickered in its windows. Statues of horned creatures lined the path. The air reeked of brimstone and secrets.

“Where... where am I?” Dante whispered.

The hooded figure finally turned.

“You’ve been summoned, Dante. By blood. By curse. By fate.”

“Summoned? To where?”

The gate creaked open.

“To Blackthorn Academy,” the figure said. “The school where demons are born... and where the damned learn to control their power.”



End of Chapter 1

Here we go—continuing with Chapter 2: The Gates of Blackthorn.
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​Chapter 2 – The Gates of Blackthorn

[image: ]


The gates groaned open, heavy with age and something older—something alive. Dante hesitated at the threshold, but the hooded figure was already gone, swallowed by the shadows ahead.

He stepped forward.

The moment his foot crossed the boundary, the air changed. It thickened, humming with arcane energy. His mark throbbed, reacting to whatever invisible current flowed through the school grounds. The gravel path beneath him twisted with veins of glowing ember. Statues of demonic beasts lined the walk, eyes glowing faintly as if watching his every move.

Welcome, Dante, a voice echoed in his mind again. Your trial has already begun.

He walked through a courtyard of black glass and dead trees, their roots coiling like serpents in the soil. In the distance, spires pierced the sky like obsidian knives. Lightning cracked overhead—white, but tinged with red.

The academy loomed before him. A fortress made of scorched stone, riddled with archways and towers that bent impossibly. There were no banners, no symbols of pride—only runes etched in blood and bone.

The massive front doors opened with a hiss.

Inside, the school was worse.

The floor was a shifting mosaic of bone and lava glass. Torches flickered along the walls, casting dancing shadows shaped like clawed hands. Students moved in silence, each one cloaked in deep crimson, faces partially hidden behind masks or hoods.

And every one of them had a mark—glowing somewhere on their skin, just like Dante.

“Name?” a voice snapped.

Dante turned. A tall woman in silver and black stood before him. Her skin was pale gray, her eyes two glowing slits like burning coals. Behind her, long spikes extended from her back like a crown of knives.

“Dante,” he answered, trying to sound steady.

She tilted her head, sniffing.

“New blood. Cursed lineage. Fire-marked.” She licked her lips. “You’ll either burn bright—or burn out.”

“Who are you?”

“I am Headmistress Veyra. You will address me as such, or you’ll be cleaning the soul pits with your teeth.”

Charming.

She turned and walked, expecting him to follow. They passed halls lined with cells instead of lockers. Strange growls echoed from behind steel bars. In one room, a group of students were levitating over a pit of fire, screaming incantations while demons snapped at them from below.

“Each student here is bound by one of the Nine Pillars,” Veyra explained. “Wrath. Greed. Lust. Envy. Pride. Gluttony. Sloth. Deceit. Despair. You’ll be tested. Chosen.”

“Chosen by what?”

“Not what.” She stopped before a wide iron door pulsing with runes. “Who.”

The door slammed open.

Inside was a circular chamber. Black stone. A blazing pentagram in the center. Chains hanging from the ceiling.

“Step inside.”

Dante hesitated. “What is this?”

“Your Binding. Every student must forge a pact with a demon from their bloodline—or die trying.”

“And if I don’t want to?”

Veyra smiled, all teeth and hunger.

“Then you’ll die. Trying.”

Dante stepped into the circle. The mark on his arm burst into flame.

Chains slithered down, wrapping around his limbs. The room grew cold. Shadows coalesced into a form before him—a massive figure with horns like scythes and a mouth filled with rows of teeth.


“So,” the creature hissed. “You are the cursed child they’ve brought me. Let’s see if you’re worth the blood you carry...”





End of Chapter 2

Alright, here's Chapter 3 – Blood Lessons, where things start to get darker for Dante.
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​Chapter 3 – Blood Lessons
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The demon towered over Dante, its body shifting like smoke and molten stone. Its eyes glowed with ancient malice—yet somewhere in them, recognition stirred. The chains binding Dante pulsed, reacting to the tension in the air.

“You reek of potential,” the demon growled. “And of fear.”

“I didn’t choose this,” Dante said through clenched teeth.

The demon’s mouth widened into a grin. “No one chooses the fire. They either burn with it—or are consumed.”

The mark on Dante’s arm flared, and the chains snapped.

The demon lunged.

Not to kill—but to enter.

A howl tore through the chamber as the creature dissolved into smoke and flame, flooding into Dante’s mouth, his nose, his soul. He screamed, body convulsing as the binding took hold. His mind spiraled. Visions of war. Fire. Blood. Wings made of shadow. He saw cities fall. He saw himself leading them to ruin.

Then—darkness.

When he awoke, he was lying on cold stone. Veyra stood above him, arms crossed.

“Welcome back,” she said. “You’re still breathing. That’s more than I expected.”

Dante sat up, head pounding. The mark on his arm had changed. It was no longer just a flame—it was a horned sigil, surrounded by spiraling infernal glyphs. It pulsed with something... alive.

“You are now bound to Ashkar, Demon of the Burning Veil. Your lineage must have truly pissed someone off to end up with him,” Veyra muttered.

“Who is he?”

“Ancient. Dangerous. Impossible to fully control. Like all of us, really.” She handed him a small iron ring inscribed with runes. “This will help channel your powers. Until you learn control, it will also suppress... urges.”

“Urges?”

She smirked. “You’ll see.”

—
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DANTE’S DAYS AT BLACKTHORN were anything but normal.

Classes weren’t about reading and writing. They were about survival.

In Blood Lessons, he was taught how to extract memories from corpses. In Binding Arts, he learned to speak the true tongue of demons—each word a blade. Shadowcraft taught him how to vanish into darkness and shape nightmares into weapons.

But it wasn’t the teachers he feared. It was the students.

They were all monsters in training. Some were half-demons. Others, descendants of cursed bloodlines like Dante. Betrayal was part of the curriculum. Power was everything.

He met a few names that stuck out—
Kael, a pale boy with void-black eyes and a voice like silk who claimed he could raise the dead.
Nyssa, a girl with horns and silver hair who laughed during pain lessons.
And Fenn, who had no mark at all but walked like someone who didn’t need one.
They were all dangerous. But Dante could feel it: so was he.
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ONE NIGHT, AFTER A brutal dueling session where he nearly scorched Kael to ash, Dante found himself alone in the old cathedral wing of the academy—a place sealed off to students.

His mark began to glow.

The walls whispered. The floor beneath his
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