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  Preface



A Tale from “The Lost Verses of Love”




“Some loves are not written in the stars, but carved in the ashes of out wounds - burning, fleeting, eternal.”




In every land untouched by time, in every tale whispered under starlit skies, there exists a story not of heroes or villains, but of hearts—fragile, flawed, and fiercely human. This is one such tale. It begins not with a prophecy or a sword, but with laughter echoing through broken corridors, and two children chasing fireflies in a valley ruled by shadows.

In a forgotten town nestled between silent mountains and weeping rivers, the rule of the mighty crushes the innocent like brittle leaves underfoot. Here, in a world where the warmth of sunlight barely reaches the cold stones of its alleys, an orphan boy with quiet eyes and an orphan girl with a smile brighter than dawn are born into the void.

Kael Ashthrone—shy, unnoticed, a soul painted in patience and pain.

Elira Skye—gentle, curious, the kind of girl who believed that the stars knew her name.

They knew nothing of war. Nothing of betrayal. Nothing of how love, when left unguarded, could bloom in one lifetime and burn down an entire world in another.

This is the story of how innocence turns to ash, of how love becomes a weapon, and of how even in ruin, something beautiful still dares to bloom.

Some stories are told to give hope.

This one is told so we never forget the cost of losing it.
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“I tried… God knows I tried to be good. 

But you… you dragged me into a nightmare I can’t wake from, into the monster I swore I’d never become.”







The Town Beneath the Silver Peaks

Nestled within the cradle of the Silver Peaks—mountains that stood like silent gods watching over men—the town of Velmire slept beneath a shroud of injustice. From a distance, it looked like something out of a dream: cobbled streets winding through terraced houses, fields of violet wildflowers brushing the feet of stone walls, and a crystal river singing lullabies beneath arched bridges.

But beauty often lies. And Velmire’s beauty was a veil.

Its heart belonged to the elite—ruthless families who carved the laws in their favor and etched fear into the marrow of its people. The Council of Chains, as they were bitterly called in whispered rebellion, ruled with poisoned smiles and blood-soaked parchment. Taxes bled the poor, the hungry were silenced, and every law, every decree, served as a shield for the powerful and a dagger for the weak.

In Velmire, might was more than power—it was law. Paladins once sworn to justice bowed to coin. Warriors served not honor, but orders. And mages? Their spells lit the banquet halls of the elite while the slums went dark with hunger.

Beneath this suffocating sky, hidden behind crumbling walls and iron gates long since rusted, sat an old orphanage—the Sanctum of Sunshade. A place forgotten by nobles and feared by the townsfolk, not for the children within, but for the reminder it carried: that in Velmire, even beginnings were born in loss.

Yet within those weary halls, a different kind of power stirred—not of steel or sorcery, but of laughter, wide eyes, and the unbreakable bonds of innocence.

Six children played under the golden rays of a dying afternoon—feet bare, hearts free, dreams painted in every color the world had yet to steal. They built castles from mud, chased each other through dandelion fields, and invented kingdoms where kindness ruled and sorrow was never allowed past the gates.

Among them was Kael Ashthrone, a quiet boy with midnight hair and a gaze that lingered too long on sunsets, as if trying to memorize peace. And there was Elira Skye, whose laughter could chase away thunderclouds, her golden curls like threads of light tangled in the wind.

They did not know what awaited them. They did not see the fractures in the world growing wider by the day.

They were just children.

And children believe in forever.

But Velmire does not let dreams live long.

And love, when born in a world like this, must either learn to survive… or burn.
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The wind danced gently across the cobbled streets of Velmire, carrying with it the scent of earth and old stone. Above, the golden sun cast its warmth across the valley, softening the rough edges of a town hardened by generations of cruelty. Velmire was beautiful, undeniably so—but behind its picturesque façade, power festered like rot beneath polished wood. The elite ruled with iron smiles and velvet-gloved corruption, their word law, their whims unchallenged. The poor, the broken, the forgotten—they survived in the cracks of society, where dreams were luxuries and freedom was a myth.

At the heart of a crumbling district known as the Hollow Quarter, nestled between leaning buildings and weatherworn walls, stood the Thornfield Orphanage. It was a place forgotten by most and remembered only when convenient—a cracked husk of a building that leaned with age, yet somehow still stood.

But within those faded walls, life sparkled with the untainted joy only children could possess.

In the sunlit courtyard, laughter echoed like music through the trees.

Kael Ashthrone, a small, quiet boy of barely seven, sat cross-legged in the grass, his dark eyes fixed on a delicate feather caught in the breeze. He was thin, with ash-brown hair that always seemed to fall into his eyes, and a soul too gentle for the world he’d been born into. 

He was the quietest among them, he was the boy who always trailed a few steps behind, not out of weakness but gentleness. He watched more than he spoke. Felt more than he showed. His hands were always the first to help when someone fell, his silence louder than words when the world felt heavy. He had a soul made for music, though he never sang. A heart made for love, though he rarely spoke of it.

Beside him danced Elira Skye, she was his sunlight. She had hair the color of chestnut leaves in autumn, and eyes that held stories not yet told. She ran like the wind, sang to the stars at night, and believed every hurt could be healed with a smile. Her laugh made flowers bloom a little brighter. Where Kael was shadow, she was light. And wherever she went, he followed—not just with steps, but with heart. She would grab his hand mid-run, tugging him into her whirlwind world of make-believe, and he would go willingly, every time. She twirled in circles, giggling as she chased a butterfly, barefoot and free.

The two were never far apart—Kael watched, Elira danced. A balance that came naturally, as if written in the stars.




Around them, four more children played with wild abandon:

Mirae – The dreamer. A girl with curls and eyes full of wonder. She collected shiny rocks and believed each one had magic inside it. She spoke of castles in the clouds and dragons sleeping beneath the hills.

Torren – The mischief-maker. Loud and bold, with a mop of black curls and a missing front tooth that made his grin lopsided. He loved to race, to climb, to pretend he was a warrior defeating invisible foes.

Lyra – The caretaker. Soft-spoken and kind, always making sure the others were fed, warm, and unhurt. Her eyes were always scanning, watching over them with the tenderness of someone twice her age.

Finn – The silent one. He spoke rarely, if at all. But he listened to everything. With tousled blond hair and a solemn gaze, he often sat beside Kael, watching the world in thoughtful silence.

Together, they were a little world unto themselves. Unaware of the chains waiting beyond the orphanage gates. Unaware of the cruelty that ruled Velmire. Unaware of the roles fate had written in shadows.

They played sword fights with sticks, imagined dragons in the clouds, and built castles out of stones. They were kings and queens of a world only they could see. They crowned each other with dandelions and danced in puddles like royalty unbothered by mud or judgment. For now, no war touched their doorstep. No sorrow clung to their names. The world beyond the orphanage was a storm they had yet to feel, and in their games, they built a shelter that no wind could breach.

They were still free. Still whole. Still untouched by the ashes that would one day fall. They didn’t know the weight of betrayal, or the cost of dreams. Not yet.

But the wind always carries change.

And even in laughter, the first embers of fate began to stir. Some embers burn slowly. Others, like the ones that would follow these children, would become wildfires.
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