
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Ashes Between Us

Chapter 1 – The Night Ash Fell Like Snow

The night Elowen Vale’s life changed, the world seemed quieter than it had any right to be. The village of Thornreach was covered in ash, falling like snow from the darkened sky. The air smelled of smoke, burned wood, and fear. Elowen clutched her basket of herbs and froze at the edge of the forest.

She felt it before she saw it: a tug beneath her skin, a pulse that shouldn’t exist. Her fingers went numb. Her chest tightened. Magic...

Pain surged through her veins, sharp and alive. A mark burned itself onto her wrist — silver against the night. She fell to her knees, gasping, her basket of herbs spilling across the cold, ash-dusted ground.

“No... not me,” she whispered, tears pricking her eyes.

A sound behind her made her turn. Footsteps. Heavy, measured, deliberate. A shadow detached itself from the trees.

Tall, armored, a sword at his side, he stepped into the pale light. His eyes were dark, sharp... tired. Recognition flashed across them when he saw the mark.

“Found you,” he said softly. Not with triumph, not with anger, but with a hint of dread.

Elowen’s heart pounded. She knew who he was. Kael Ravaryn — Ashborne Knight, the King’s enforcer.

Her stomach dropped. “Please... I didn’t ask for this,” she said.

“I know,” he said.

The silence stretched. His gaze lingered on the glowing mark. Then he knelt slightly. The air seemed to thrum with tension. Up close, she saw his scars: old burns, cuts, the history of a life filled with orders and blood.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Elowen,” she said, voice trembling.

The mark pulsed. His glove came off slowly, revealing the same rune etched into his palm.

Her breath caught. “No... that’s impossible.”

“A soul-binding,” he said quietly. “Forbidden. Ancient. If one of us dies... so does the other.”

Elowen stared at him. Her legs shook. “Then... then kill me.”

“I can’t,” he said. His voice broke. “Not because I won’t... because I would die too.”

Ash fell harder around them as the wind carried the distant screams of villagers fleeing the fires. Thornreach was being burned — not by magic, not by accident, but by those who hunted it.

Kael extended his hand. “Come. We have to leave. Now.”

Elowen hesitated, fear and disbelief warring in her chest. Finally, she took it. As their fingers brushed, the bond flared — bright, alive, undeniable.

And in that moment, the world as she knew it ended.

Chapter 2 – The Knight Who Should Have Killed Her

Elowen stumbled backward, clutching the glowing mark on her wrist. The forest around her seemed to close in, shadows twisting unnaturally in the pale ash light.
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