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​Trigger Warning

––––––––

This book contains dark erotic content, including but not limited to:

• Violence, blood, and battlefield imagery

• Graphic sexual content with elements of dominance and submission

• Imprisonment, restraint, and intense emotional power exchange

• Themes of betrayal, vengeance, and obsession

Reader discretion is advised. This story is intended for mature audiences only.
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    For the ones who love like ruin—

who would burn the world just to be touched.

You are not too much.

You are exactly enough.



    



  	
        
            
            "You are my heart, my life, my one and only thought."

—Arthur Conan Doyle, The White Company
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TITLES & NAMES

The Vowkeeper: Toren’s former title as the King’s Blade. A name of loyalty and legend, now spoken only in mourning—or mockery.

The Oathbreaker: The name given to Toren after the rebellion. A title of betrayal, yet one he wears like armor.

The Burned Banner: Toren’s elite guard. Fanatically loyal, fire-branded, and deadly. They follow no king—only him.
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PEOPLE

Toren Darrow: The former Vowkeeper turned warlord. Once sworn to protect the royal family, now feared as the Oathbreaker. Scarred, brutal, and bound by a vow he refuses to sever.

Elowen Kendal: The last surviving heir to the fallen crown. Hidden under a false name, haunted by her past, and more powerful than anyone knows.

Prince Remington: Elowen’s older brother, presumed dead. His loss haunts her—and fuels her resistance.

Alois Lawlor: A bastard knight and reluctant seer. Loyal to Elowen, but burdened by visions and a dark inheritance.

Malin: The blind prophet. Speaks in riddles, bleeds when the truth is too sharp, and sees further than any soul should.
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MAGIC & MYTH

The Mark: A magical seal that binds two souls through passion, power, or pain. Awakens under emotional or physical extremes. Cannot be faked. Cannot be undone.

The Catacombs Beast: A monster of blood and myth. Said to dwell beneath the palace ruins. Some say it cursed Toren. Others say it is him.
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PLACES

The Crownlands: The royal heart of the kingdom. Now fallen, overrun, and bleeding history.

The Citadel of Ash: Toren’s fortress. Built on ruin. Ruled by fire. A place where pain becomes law.

The Hollow Temple: A sacred ruin where the prophet Malin dwells. Truth lives here—but always asks a price.
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"Even broken vows bind tighter than chains."

––––––––

[image: ]



●  Control – Halsey  




●  The Devil Within – Digital Daggers  




●  You Should See Me in a Crown – Billie Eilish  




●  Where’s My Love (Alternate) – SYML  




●  Castle – Halsey  




●  Control (Acoustic) – Zoe Wees  




●  No Witnesses – Keaton Henson  




●  Take Me to Church – Hozier  




●  Paint It Black – Hidden Citizens  




●  Hunger – Florence + The Machine  




●  Wicked Game – Ursine Vulpine  




●  The End of Love – Florence + The Machine  




●  My Name – Ashes Remain  
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​Prologue
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Toren Darrow

––––––––
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The king bled out with his crown still on.

Toren knelt in it. Not to grieve. Not to pray.

To keep a promise.

His sword dripped red onto the marble—blood that wasn’t his, not yet. Around him, the throne room burned. Drapes hissed where fire licked up their golden hems, smoke curling like serpents through the shattered stained glass. The banners above the dais—the old oaths, the lion, the light—crackled as they blackened, turning to ash before his eyes.

He didn’t move. Didn’t tremble. Even as boots thundered up the steps behind him. Even as men who once drank beside him raised blades like executioners.

He stared at the girl behind the throne.

Elowen.

She was pressed against the wall, fingers blood-slick, mouth open in a soundless cry. Her crown had fallen. Her gown torn. Her breath was shaking like leaves in a storm.

He had one chance left.

Toren rose. Slowly. Deliberately.

The other knights barked at him to drop his weapon. Some flinched. They’d seen what he did. How fast he could cut when he stopped pretending to be merciful.

But he didn’t lift his sword.

He turned it. And laid it at Elowen’s feet.

“I swore to guard her with my last breath,” he said, voice low and raw. “And they took it from me.”

The first blow hit his shoulder. Another smashed his knee. He fell to the stone as hands seized him, metal biting into his flesh as shackles locked shut. Still he didn’t scream.

Not even when the chains cut through flesh.

Elowen watched them drag him away.

She couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. Couldn’t stop the scream clawing up her throat.

They called him traitor. King-killer. Oathbreaker.

But she remembered—

The way he stood between her and every arrow.

The way his eyes always found her first when danger struck.

The way he never touched her, even when she begged him to stay.

He didn’t look back as they hauled him toward the catacombs. Just walked, blood trailing behind him like a banner, jaw clenched, shoulders square. As if he’d made peace with death.

As if losing her had already killed him.

He disappeared into the dark without a sound.

And still, somehow, Elowen swore she heard it—that last vow. Unspoken. Unyielding.

The kind of promise that doesn’t die.

The kind that waits.
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​1 Ash Beneath Her Name
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Elowen

––––––––
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Elowen woke to the sound of breathing that wasn’t hers.

A flicker. A shift in the silence. That was all it took—she was up, knife drawn from beneath the straw mattress, barefoot and bare-throated in the dark.

No one there.

Just shadows, thick as oil, pressing against the edges of the thatchwork walls. The fire had long since burned low. Ash rimmed the hearth like frostbite, and the wind outside howled through the cracks in the stone as if mourning something ancient.

Still, her pulse wouldn’t calm.

She moved without thought—habit, now. Check the window slits. Count the blades. Three—one beneath the cot, one strapped to the bedpost, one buried in the flour barrel. She checked the door last, fingers brushing the old iron ring. It hadn’t been opened. No footprints in the dirt. No signs of forced entry.

But something had changed.

The air felt... watched.

“Elowen,” whispered the dark.

She spun, blade raised—but the voice had come from inside her head. A ghost of memory. One she never buried deep enough.

He never said her name gently, not even then. It was a weapon in his mouth, a vow and a wound at once.

Toren.

Gods, not now.

She pressed her back to the door and slid to the ground, sweat cold on her spine. The dream was already fading—his face in chains, the sound of his boots dragging against stone—but her body remembered it too well.

The way he didn’t scream.

The way she didn’t run to stop it.

She curled her legs to her chest, the thorn-ring on her finger biting into her skin. She never took it off. Couldn’t. It was the last thing he gave her before the crown fell.
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