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​Disclaimer


Throne of Embers and Forgotten Vows is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

The themes explored in this novel—including political betrayal, psychological trauma, and the corrupting nature of power—are fictionalized for dramatic effect. While the emotions and struggles depicted are universal, the specific events and outcomes are not historical records.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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To the broken who rise. To the silent who scream. To those who have been betrayed by the very hands that promised to hold them.

May you find the fire within your ashes. And may your vengeance be the dawn.
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To the friends who listened to me ramble about plot points at 3 AM and asked, "But what does the villain feel?"—your questions shaped the depth of this world.

And to the memory of those who taught me that trust is a fragile thing, and that sometimes, the strongest love is the one that survives the fire of betrayal.
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​Prologue: The First Lie
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Before the throne of embers, there was the throne of gold. Before the silence, there was the song.

The history of Aethelgard began not with a king, but with a promise.

Long ago, when the world was young and the magic was still wild, the first ruler, King Theron the Unbroken, stood upon the highest peak of the Iron Spire. He looked down upon the lands that would become his kingdom, a vast expanse of green valleys and silver rivers, teeming with life. But he also saw the shadows gathering at the edges of the map, the dark forces that sought to consume the light.

He did not raise an army. He did not forge a sword. Instead, he raised his hands to the sky and made a vow.

"I will protect this land," he swore to the winds, to the earth, to the very stars above. "I will be the shield that never breaks, the sword that never dulls, the light that never fades. And in return, I ask only for the loyalty of my people. As long as they stand with me, no darkness shall take this home."

The magic of the world answered. A golden light descended from the heavens, wrapping around Theron, binding him to the land. He became the heart of Aethelgard. As long as he lived, the kingdom flourished. Crops grew tall, children were born healthy, and the people lived in peace.

But a promise is only as strong as the memory of those who keep it.

Generations passed. The golden light faded into memory, becoming a story told by the fire. The people forgot the cost of their safety. They forgot the vow. They began to crave power more than peace, gold more than loyalty.

And in the shadows, a new kind of darkness began to stir. Not the monsters of old, but something far more dangerous: the rot of the heart.

It began in the court of King Theron’s great-grandson. A whisper here, a bribe there. A brother betrayed by a sister. A friend sold for a bag of coins. The corruption spread like a disease, infecting the very foundation of the kingdom.

The magic of the land grew weak. The crops failed. The rivers ran dry. But the King, blinded by his own greed, refused to see the rot. He believed the light was eternal. He believed the vow was unbreakable.

Until the night the sky turned black.

It was a night of silence. No wind, no rain, no stars. Just a heavy, suffocating darkness that pressed down on the palace. The King stood on his balcony, looking out at the void.

"What is happening?" he whispered.

A voice answered from the shadows. "The promise is broken, Your Majesty. The people have forgotten you. And in their forgetting, they have awakened the thing you tried to bury."

The King turned, his eyes wide with fear. "Who are you?"

The figure stepped into the light. It was a man, but his face was a mask of shifting shadows. His eyes were hollow, filled with the void of the abyss.

"I am the consequence," the figure said. "I am the price of your broken vow. And I am here to take what is mine."

The King reached for his sword, but it crumbled to dust in his hand. He reached for his crown, but it fell from his head, shattering on the stone floor.

"No," he screamed. "I am the King! I am the protector!"

"You were," the figure said, stepping closer. "But you are no longer. You are just a man. And men... are so easily broken."

The darkness surged forward, swallowing the King, the palace, the kingdom. And as the light faded, a new promise was made in the dark.

"Let the throne be built on lies," the figure whispered. "Let the crown be forged in betrayal. And let the blood of the innocent be the fuel for the fire that will consume them all."

The darkness receded, leaving behind a kingdom scarred and broken. But the seed of the new era had been planted. The age of the golden light was over. The age of the embers had begun.

And in the ashes of the old world, a child was born. A child with eyes the color of storm clouds and a heart full of fire.

Her name was Elara.

And she would be the end of the lie.
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​Chapter One: The Crown of Lies
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The silence in the Hall of Whispers was not empty; it was heavy, suffocating, a physical weight that pressed against the eardrums like the deep water of the ocean. It was the kind of silence that preceded a storm, or a slaughter.

Princess Elara stood at the center of the obsidian dais, her hands clasped tightly behind her back to hide the trembling that had begun in her fingers hours ago. The great hall, usually a cacophony of courtly gossip, clinking goblets, and the rustle of silk, was still. The only sound was the crackling of the thousand candles that lined the walls, their flames dancing in a draft that should not have existed in a sealed room.

She wore the ceremonial robes of the Heir Apparent, a garment of midnight blue velvet embroidered with silver thread that depicted the rising sun of House Vaelen. The fabric felt heavy, a second skin of duty and expectation. But beneath the velvet, her skin burned with a cold sweat.

"Your Highness," a voice cut through the stillness. It was smooth, melodic, and deadly familiar.

Elara turned her head slowly. Standing to her left was Lord Kaelen, her uncle, the High Chancellor, and the man who had held her hand when her mother died. His face was a mask of benevolent concern, his silver beard trimmed to perfection, his eyes the same deep amber as the royal family's. But today, the amber looked like trapped fire. Waiting to burn.

"Uncle Kaelen," Elara said, her voice steady despite the roar of panic in her chest. "The court is assembled. The King is... unwell. Why have I not been summoned to his bedside?"

Kaelen took a step forward, his boots making no sound on the polished black stone. "The King is resting, Elara. As are we all. But there are matters of state that cannot wait for his recovery. Matters of succession."

Elara's heart hammered against her ribs. Succession? Her father was forty years old. He had only just survived the winter fever. The idea of succession was a ghost story told to frighten children, not a topic for the midday council.

"My father is alive," she said, the words sharper than she intended. "And I am his heir. There is no matter of succession to discuss."

"Is there?"

The voice came from the shadows behind the dais. Elara turned, her breath catching in her throat.

Prince Darian, her younger brother, stepped into the light. He was not wearing his ceremonial armor, but a simple tunic of dark gray, the color of a storm cloud. His face, usually open and boyish, was set in a grim line Elara had never seen before. In his hand, he held a scroll sealed with the royal signet ring—the ring that belonged to their father.

"Darian," Elara whispered. "What is that?"

Darian did not look at her. His eyes were fixed on the floor, as if the stone burned him. "It is the King's decree, Sister. Signed three hours ago."

Elara felt the blood drain from her face. "Signed? He is unconscious. The physicians said he cannot speak."

"The physicians were mistaken," Kaelen said softly, moving to stand beside Darian. They formed a wall of betrayal, two figures standing between Elara and the throne. "Or perhaps they were silenced. The decree states that the King, in his right mind but fearing a plague of madness that has taken hold of the court, has named a new protector of the realm."

Elara stepped forward, her instinct to fight warring with the paralyzing fear that gripped her. "I am the protector. I am the Heir. Show me the decree."

Darian finally looked up. His eyes were wet, glistening with unshed tears, but his voice was steel. "I cannot show it to you, Elara. Because you are not the Heir anymore."

The words hung in the air, brittle and sharp as shattered glass.

"Explain," Elara commanded, though her voice cracked. "Explain this madness."

Kaelen sighed, a sound of genuine sorrow that felt like a knife twisting in her gut. "Elara, you have always been... passionate. Impulsive. The King feared that your temper would lead the kingdom to ruin. He saw the signs. The way you spoke against the trade agreements with the Iron Isles. The way you favored the rebels in the north. He feared you were being influenced by dark forces."

"I am being influenced by the truth!" Elara snapped, her composure fracturing. "The trade agreements are a death sentence for our people! The rebels are starving children! And there are no dark forces, only your greed and your thirst for power!"

"Careful, child," Kaelen warned, his voice dropping an octave. "Slander against the Crown is a capital offense."

"The Crown is my father!" Elara screamed, the sound echoing off the vaulted ceiling. "And you are lying to me!"

"Am I?" Darian stepped forward, holding the scroll out. "Read it yourself."

Elara snatched the scroll from his hand. Her fingers shook so violently she could barely break the wax seal. She unrolled the parchment, her eyes scanning the familiar handwriting of her father.

To my beloved people of Aethelgard, the script read. In my wisdom, and with the heavy heart of a father, I find that my eldest daughter, Elara, has been consumed by a sickness of the mind. She has spoken against the divine order, conspired with traitors, and sought to undermine the stability of our realm. Therefore, I, King Thaddeus Vaelen, hereby strip my daughter of her title, her birthright, and her name. She is no longer the Heir Apparent.

The ink seemed to blur before her eyes.

Instead, I name my son, Prince Darian, as the Protector of the Realm, with the full authority to rule until my health is restored. Should I not recover, he shall ascend to the throne. Let it be known that any who defy this decree shall be deemed traitors.

Signed, Thaddeus Vaelen.

Elara lowered the scroll. The world seemed to tilt on its axis. The candles flickered violently, casting long, dancing shadows that looked like grasping hands.

"This is a forgery," she whispered. "Father would never sign this. He loves me. He trusts me."

"Trust is a fragile thing, Elara," Kaelen said, his voice dripping with pity. "And it was broken long ago. The King has seen the corruption in your heart. He has seen the way you plot against your own blood."

"My blood?" Elara laughed, a harsh, broken sound. "You are my blood! Darian is my brother! And you stand here, telling me my father has condemned me to nothingness?"

"He has condemned you to exile," Darian said, his voice trembling. "You are to leave the capital within the hour. You are to take nothing but the clothes on your back. If you return, you will be executed for treason."

Elara stared at her brother. The boy who used to hide behind her skirts when the thunder rolled. The boy who had sworn to her, just last week, that they would rule together, that they would fix the kingdom.

"You," she said, pointing a shaking finger at Darian. "You signed this. You helped him forge this."

"I did what was best for Aethelgard," Darian said, his chin lifting. "You would have burned it all down. You always wanted to tear it apart to build your own vision. I am saving us from you."

"Saving us?" Elara's voice rose, rising to a crescendo of rage and heartbreak. "You are saving your own skin! You are saving Kaelen's power! You are a liar, Darian. You are a traitor to your own blood!"

"Enough," Kaelen barked, his patience gone. "Guards!"

The heavy oak doors at the far end of the hall burst open. Dozens of royal guards, clad in the silver and black of the King's personal legion, marched in. Their armor gleamed in the candlelight, their faces hidden behind visors. They moved with a synchronized precision that made Elara's stomach churn.

They did not look at her with loyalty. They looked at her as if she were a piece of meat to be discarded.

"Take her," Kaelen ordered. "Escort her from the palace. If she resists, remove her hands."

Elara backed away, her heels clicking loudly on the stone. "You cannot do this. I am the Princess of Aethelgard. I am the Heir. You will answer for this treason."

"There is no Heir," Darian said, his voice cold. "There is only the Protector. And the Protector orders your exile."
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