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Chapter 1 – The Scar and the Scholar
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“Every secret demands a sacrifice. I just didn’t know it would be mine.”

Dust clung to the air like memory as Lyra Valen brushed aside the brittle vines covering the entrance to the ancient Veil Temple. The ruins had been sealed for over a century — outlawed by royal decree — yet here she stood, guided by a hunger for truth that no law could quiet.

Her lantern’s golden light flickered against the temple’s massive obsidian doors, carved with unfamiliar runes that shimmered faintly, as though remembering fire. Scholars called them “echo glyphs” — relics from before The Sundering, the event that split the Veillands and the Mortal Realm apart. But Lyra knew better. These weren’t echoes; they were warnings.

She pressed her palm against the cold stone. The symbols pulsed under her touch — once, twice

— then flared bright enough to burn. Pain shot up her arm, and before she could pull away, fire shaped like a serpent erupted from the glyphs and coiled around her wrist. The flame didn’t scorch her. It sank into her skin.

When the light faded, a mark remained — an ember-shaped scar, glowing faintly beneath her pulse.

Lyra fell to her knees, gasping, visions flooding her mind: silver skies, cities made of glass and stormlight, a man with eyes of burning gold whispering her name as the world cracked in two.

And then — silence.

When she rose, the Veil Temple no longer seemed dead. The walls breathed with warmth, and whispers crawled along the stone. A single voice — ancient and mournful — murmured in her head:

“The Veil remembers you, Embermarked one.”

Her lantern shattered, plunging the chamber into darkness.

Outside, in the forest beyond, something answered her awakening — a flicker of silver fire moving through the trees. Unseen by Lyra, a tall figure cloaked in starlight watched from afar. His eyes narrowed as he felt the pulse of forbidden magic cross the worlds.

The Veil had been breached.

And the girl who carried the flame would soon change everything. [image: ] Chapter Highlights:

Setting tone: Ancient, mysterious, and emotionally charged — blending discovery with danger.

Character development: Lyra’s curiosity and defiance show her strength and foreshadow her destiny.

Inciting incident: The awakening of the Embermark — the catalyst that connects her to Kael and the Veil.

World hint: The existence of a divided realm and ancient prophecies tied to fire magic.

Ending hook: Foreshadows Kael’s first awareness of her — the connection begins before they ever meet.
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Chapter 2 – The Tear in the Sky
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“When the Veil trembles, even immortals remember fear.”

The first crack appeared above the Azure Plains — a trembling scar of silver fire stretching across the night sky. To mortal eyes, it was a storm. To the Veilborn, it was blasphemy.

Far beyond the mortal world, within the luminous realm of Vael’Thir, Kael Arion stood on the balcony of the Citadel of Glass. Below him, the crystal spires of the city rippled with reflected starlight. The air tasted of metal and lightning — the unmistakable scent of a wound in the Veil.

He’d fought in a hundred wars, seen empires fall, but this... this was different. The Veil wasn’t supposed to bleed.

“General Arion.”

The voice of Queen Seraphyne echoed through the hall — serene, melodic, and heavy with unspoken command. She descended the marble steps, robes glimmering like liquid gold. Her beauty was divine, her eyes ageless — and yet, behind them flickered something cold.

“You felt it too,” she said softly. “A mortal hand has stirred the Veil’s core.”

Kael bowed his head, concealing the unease burning in his chest.

“It could be a surge from the Rift wars’ remnants, Majesty. The barrier’s integrity—”

“Do not excuse it.” Her tone sharpened like glass. “I sealed that temple myself. No mortal was meant to enter it.” She stepped closer, her fingers brushing the side of his face — gentle, possessive. “Find the source. End it. Before the Veil unravels.”

The ancient oath coiled through him — a binding forged centuries ago when he swore to serve the Queen’s will until the end of time. Disobedience meant dissolution.
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Bound by magic. Divided by fate.
Forged in flame.
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