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For those who burn quietly,

unseen and unthanked 

This fire is yours.

For every innocent souls who can,t adjust themselves in this cruel world.
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The Song of Twelve Flames

Before men dared name the stars, twelve flames ruled the world.

Long, long ago before sound had form, before thought grew teeth, when beasts still bowed to the sky the gods walked the earth.

They did not speak. They had no need for words.

Their thoughts shaped rivers.

Their breath stirred mountains.

Their hearts pulsed with galaxies.

They rode upon four horses of judgment one for each of the great forces:


	Creation

	Destruction

	Memory

	Time



Each horse bore three flames pure beings, made not of flesh, but of fire, wind, and soul.

These were the Twelve Flames, later called by men the djinn.

They were neither male nor female, neither good nor evil.

They were truth too pure, too terrible for any mortal to command.

But these flames needed vessels human hosts to walk the earth.

And so, in those silent ages, twelve chosen mortals were touched by the flames.

Their bodies were consumed.

Their spirits transformed.

The Twelve Hosts of Flame burned as living gods, keepers of the balance between will and power.

But then the gods vanished.

No reason. No prophecy. No war. They simply left.

And the Twelve remained.

Their hosts aged, fell, died.

The flames wandered still alive, still seeking purpose.

But men had changed.

They were no longer humble watchers of starlight.

They carved kingdoms. Built towers of bone and steel.

They forgot the gods.

They feared what they could not own.

And so they tricked the flames.

Through betrayal, sacred blood, and cursed glass, the Twelve were captured each sealed into an object of power: a ring, a sword, a mirror, a scroll... and one into a lamp.

Each object was given to a kingdom. Not to use but to hide.

To keep forgotten.

To protect the world from ever awakening them again.

And time passed.

Thousands of years.

Wars came and went.

Kings rose and crumbled.

The names of the gods faded.

And the people of earth began to think themselves divine.

Magic was hoarded by empires.

Brute force became law.

Entire cities burned for pride.

And among the worst atrocities was the Razing of Elysha a green kingdom, full of music, women, and children, a land that had known peace for generations.

Invaders came with fire and hunger.

They destroyed everything.

The rivers ran red.

The skies turned black.

And the last of the kingdom’s people its High Priestesses fled to the Temple of the Dying Dawn, buried in the earth.

It was an old place. A place none truly remembered.

But below its sanctum, the lamp was hidden.

They did not know its true nature.

Only that it hummed with an ancient wrongness.

That night, the priestesses wept.

Their spells were weak. The armies were near.

They decided they would burn themselves in sacred fire so their souls could not be enslaved.

Among them was a young priestess with wild hair, a fearless tongue, and the fire of courage in her bones.

Her name was Jinnia.

She had always been different.

Where the others chanted, she danced.

Where they whispered prayers, she laughed at thunder.

As the fire was lit, and the chants of the dying rose, Jinnia felt it.

The hum in the earth.

A voice not in words, but in feeling.

The presence of something vast. Endless. Watching.

The old gods had left.

But one flame remained.

The lamp was near.

And it stirred.

Jinnia stepped forward not to run, not to flee but to answer.

And she asked not with voice, but with soul:

“Will you save them?”

The reply was pain.

Power at a cost.

She would not be spared.

She would not be reborn.

She would be bound not as a human, but as a djinn.

Her essence fused with the flame inside the lamp.

And with it, she would become a weapon.

The last weapon.

Jinnia accepted.

She walked into the fire before the others could stop her.

And the dance began.

Not a scream.

Not a cry.

But a dance of fire that shook the stones, bent the skies, and shattered the invading army before they even reached the temple.

It is said her fire rose so high it carved a scar in the stars.

And when the dawn came...

Jinnia was no longer there.

Only the lamp remained.

Warm.

Glowing.

Waiting.

And so the tale of Jinnia began 

Not as a genie born,

But as a girl who chose to burn.

For justice.

For vengeance.

For something greater than fate.

But the world would forget her sacrifice.

They would call her servant.

They would twist her name into stories of wishes and chains.

And somewhere in the dust, the flame still waits to choose again.

She burned for a world that would forget her.

But the fire did not.

She became a weapon 

But never a servant.

༺✦༻  End of Chapter  ༺✦༻
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Chapter 1: A Boy Among Thieves
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The Golden City and the Empty Stomach

In the golden city of Zafirah, where spice merchants argued like poets and minarets pierced the blue silk of the sky, there lived a boy who owned nothing but his shadow.

His name was Aladdin.

For the world he had no family, no bed, no sandals, and no memory of a time when hunger didn’t sing to him. But he did have a smile sharp, lopsided, and far too charming for a street rat. That, and fingers quick enough to lift figs from baskets without bruising the fruit or his pride.

The city never slept. Neither did the poor.

Each morning, the scent of cinnamon bread and roasted lamb teased the alleys, wafting from the polished balconies of nobles and the charcoal ovens of bakers. Aladdin often woke beneath the wooden cart of an old spice vendor, curled beside a stray cat who tolerated his warmth. By the time the sun crowned the city’s eastern walls, Aladdin would already be prowling the winding streets with the other lost children dodging donkeys, palace guards, and grumbling shopkeepers who knew his face too well.

“Try the boy with the broken sandal,” one vendor hissed to a stranger, clutching his coin pouch tighter.

“Like a lizard,” muttered another. “Slips in, slips out. Always grinning.”

But Aladdin didn’t mind. He took pride in the fact that no one could catch him.

Today, he prowled the southern bazaar the richer quarter, where velvet was sold by the fistful and water dripped from marble fountains like it had never heard of drought. A heavyset man in silk robes was arguing with his jeweler. A perfect moment.

Aladdin slid past a cart of grapes, pretending to trip. His hand shot out one fig, one coin pouch, and a smile tossed at the bewildered guard. Gone before suspicion caught its breath.

He ducked into a narrow alley, laughing softly. “Thank you, Great Sultan of Idiots,” he whispered to the purse. “You’ve just paid for dinner.”

But just as he bit into the fig, he saw her.

A hunched woman, face weathered like an old sandal, sat by the fountain, a wooden bowl in her lap. Her eyes were nearly shut from the sun. A single fly danced on her cheek. No one looked her way. No one ever did.

Aladdin paused.

He had enough for a meal. Maybe two.

With a sigh, he turned, walked to the fountain, and dropped the fig and a silver coin into her bowl. She opened her eyes slowly and met his gaze not with thanks, but with something deeper. A knowing. As if she had been waiting for him.

She reached out and brushed his arm. Her fingers were cold. “You will lose everything,” she whispered in a voice like wind over stone. “But you will be loved more than any prince.”

Aladdin blinked. “That’s... very specific.”

The old woman said nothing more. When he glanced back after walking a few steps, she was gone.

Strange. But not the strangest thing that would happen to him that day.

The sun dropped lower, and Aladdin wandered further than usual, through an archway he rarely dared cross: The Street of Brass, home to sorcerers, philosophers, and rich fools who thought they could buy peace of mind with talismans and prayers in a bottle.
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