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    To my friends—for encouraging me.To my family—for not asking too many questions.And to my readers—For surviving the cults, the chaos, the cosmic horror, and the cafeteria lasagna.You've earned this.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Sometimes the greatest act of rebellion isn't to burn the world down—it's to walk away from the match.
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PART I: THE BIRTHRIGHT NOBODY ASKED FOR
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Chapter 1: Smoke and Blood
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The sky turned black long before night fell.

Thunder rolled across the plains like a god in chains, snarling behind clouds the color of dried blood. Far below the storm, an abandoned church gasped its last wooden breath. Vines twisted up the broken steeple like veins around bone, and the ground beneath its rotting foundation pulsed faintly—like it was breathing.

Below it, in a chamber carved from time and sin, candles burned with black flame. Twelve stood in a circle, hooded and still. The thirteenth lay on a stone slab, arms outstretched, her body painted in ash and ritual ink. Eyes rolled back white. Veins black with possession.

“His will be done,” the leader rasped, voice gravel soaked in bile. “His seed delivered.”

The air was wet with incense and sweat, laced with iron and something older. The floor pulsed underfoot. A low hum rose from the walls—stone that wasn’t quite stone, vibrating with language never written. Ancient machinery had been awakened. A dark echo answered from somewhere deeper.

The man who stepped forward was naked except for the inverted pentagram carved into his chest. He said nothing. He didn’t need to. The girl on the slab grinned with a mouth full of teeth not her own. Her voice—when it came—wasn’t human.

“I accept him. I accept the prince.”

The coupling was mechanical. Possessed. Grotesquely reverent. Around them, the cult chanted in tongues that should’ve died in Babylon. Thunder cracked overhead like the sky itself was breaking open.

The moment of conception arrived like a scream through the soul of the Earth.

A tremor rattled six states. A blood moon eclipsed the sun. Somewhere, whales beached themselves and dogs howled without cause. In a hospital three towns over, every infant born that night screamed at once. One was stillborn. Its mother swore it whispered before going silent.

Back in the chamber, the woman arched, convulsed, and collapsed. The man fell beside her, unconscious. The black candles flared. Then snuffed themselves out.

And somewhere in the darkness, something smiled.



Eight months of madness followed.

The woman—her name long since lost to devotion—carried the child like a relic. Her body changed. Not just round with pregnancy, but... wrong. Joints twisted in ways they shouldn’t. Her blood ran cold, her heartbeat arrhythmic. Her eyes never blinked. She sleepwalked through weeks, often found speaking in dead languages or laughing at things no one else could see.

Lightning struck the same hill behind the church for nine nights straight. Birds circled overhead, refusing to land. The air never warmed. The town nearby lost its color; everything faded slightly, as if painted in grayscale.

Locals whispered about the church again. Some disappeared trying to explore it. Others saw things from the road—figures in windows, shadows on the roof. A traveling preacher tried to confront the cult. He was found a week later, blind and smiling, teeth missing, still muttering “he’s coming.”

By the ninth month, the woman no longer spoke. She floated between sleep and something deeper, cradling her swollen belly like it held a god.



The birth came on the summer solstice.

Midnight, beneath a sky choked with unnatural cloud.

They gathered again in the hollow beneath the church, now soaked with time and rot. Candles returned, but this time, they flickered green. Symbols bled on the walls. The floor breathed harder now—eager.

The child emerged not with a scream, but with silence. He blinked once. Looked around. And sneezed.

The room froze.

Then came the noise—the wailing of unseen mouths, the shriek of crows falling dead from the sky, the groan of the Earth as if something ancient had shifted. Thunder clapped again, not in the clouds, but below the Earth.

The leader held up the child. “Kelvin. Son of Flame. Harbinger. Born of fire and blood.”

Kelvin yawned.



The years that followed were a slow descent into disappointment.

His parents—now considered High Bearers of the Flame—built their life around rituals, initiations, and dark schooling. On his first birthday, they sacrificed a goat and fed him blood mixed with ash. He vomited on the altar.

By age two, he’d learned to walk—but refused to do it backwards in the ceremonial halls.

By three, he was supposed to begin “dream scribing”—a technique to trap his nightmares in bone scrolls. Instead, he colored them in crayon and taped them to the fridge.

By four, he was immune to most dark influence. Possessions didn’t stick. Sacrifices bored him. He preferred cartoons. Especially ones with talking animals.

By five, the cult was divided.

“He will awaken in time,” his father insisted, now gray with stress and over-devotion.

“He is soft,” the High Priestess muttered. “He is flesh, not flame.”

Kelvin didn’t care.

He sat on the back steps of the creaking old church, drinking chocolate milk from a skull-shaped cup, legs swinging, watching the clouds roll by like they weren’t threatening anything at all.

He scratched his nose.

And somewhere, deep beneath the church, the ground gave a nervous tremor. Just a little one.

Like Hell itself wasn’t sure what it had just made.
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Chapter 2: Devil’s Honor Roll
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The smell of incense was always there.

Not the pleasant kind—no sandalwood or myrrh. This was the stench of sulfur, burnt hair, and something coppery that clung to the back of the throat. To Kelvin, it was just home.

“Verbis tenebris exsisto vinco,” his mother hissed, slamming her staff against the hardwood. The black chalk circle on the floor pulsed, emitting a thin curl of crimson smoke. “Again.”

Kelvin stood in the center, bare feet planted on a smudged pentagram—ruined earlier when the cat had sauntered through it like it owned the place. His arms were raised in what was supposed to be a menacing invocation pose. Instead, he looked like a kid waiting for a high-five that would never come.

“Verbis tenebris... exsisto... ugh, can’t I just do algebra instead?” He dropped his arms. “I’ve got a test tomorrow.”

His mother’s eyes darkened, the pupils narrowing to slits. “Algebra won’t usher in the apocalypse.”

“Yeah, but at least it’s got, like, real-world applications.”

From the corner, his father grunted without looking up from his crumbling grimoire. “At your age, I was flaying the unworthy with my bare hands.”

Kelvin rolled his eyes. “At my age, most kids are just trying to survive gym class without getting a wedgie.”

He stepped out of the circle, dusting chalk off his jeans, and made for the stairs. His mother’s voice chased him. “You have a destiny!”
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