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Ashes of the First Flame
“When the fire awakens, so too does everything buried in ash.”
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Prologue: Before the Flame

 

The sky was burning.

 

Above the mountains of Ardan-Fyr, fire fell like rain — not wild, but called.

 

A thousand voices chanted in a forgotten tongue as the temple atop the cliffs lit with runes older than kings.

 

At the heart of it, five stood.

 

They were the last Rune Bearers of Flame — bound not by blood, but by oath.

 

One stepped forward — her cloak red as a bleeding sun, her hand etched with living fire.

 

> “We sacrifice the flame,” she whispered.

> “So that the world may live.”

 

The others nodded.

 

Together, they reached into the great brazier.

 

Their flames surged, rose, and spiraled into the sky.

 

And from the sky — something answered.

 

 

But the fire turned black.

 

The flame betrayed them.

 

The mountain cracked in half.

 

The five were consumed — or so the world believed.

 

Only one escaped.

A monk, barely breathing, carried a child from the ashes.

 

A boy, no older than five.

 

His right hand glowed with a rune no one had ever seen.

 

> “Your fire will either save us…” the monk whispered,

> “…or finish what they began.”

 

 

Only wind and a

Then silence.

 

Somewhere across the world, the Hollow Queen opened her eyes.

 

> “It has begun.
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Chapter 1: Ashes Over the Hills

The hills still smoked behind him.

Kael didn’t look back.

Ash clung to his cloak like guilt, flakes drifting from his hair like memories he didn’t want. Somewhere in the valley below, the wind whispered of screams. He gripped his burned right hand tighter — the one now marked with a faintly glowing rune that hadn’t existed yesterday.

He didn’t know what it meant.

He didn’t care.

 

All he knew was that it had appeared when he tried to stop the bandits. And instead of saving anyone, he burned everything.

The Ember Vale stretched endlessly ahead, dry and golden, but Kael saw only smoke. The sun hung low, hazy behind gray clouds. Each step felt heavier, as if the fire in him was sinking into his bones. The further he walked, the more alone he felt.

 

They called him cursed. They screamed. Even the healer who raised him had turned away.

"Run," she had said. 

"Don’t let them kill you too."

Kael hadn’t stopped running until the flames did.

He camped by a blackened tree, the sky darkening with storm. The winds here whispered differently. Not angry, but curious. He watched them twist the grass into spirals, just like the mark on his hand.

What are you? he thought.

The rune pulsed softly, as if answering.

He saw a flicker in the fire — not the one he lit, but in his mind. A woman dancing in flames. A city turned to ash. And a boy screaming with two voices, one his own, one... ancient.

Kael grabbed his head. The visions were stronger tonight.

He didn’t notice the bandits until a knife grazed his neck.

"Nice cloak," one said, grinning. Three of them. Dirty armor. Crooked teeth. Rusted blades.

"And look what he’s got there," said another, nodding at Kael’s rune-marked hand. "Some pretty magic ink."

Kael stood slowly. "I don’t want trouble."

"Too late for that."

The first one lunged.

Kael raised his hand. The rune flared.

Flames burst from his palm.

Screams. One fell back, his cloak on fire. 

Another tried to swing — but Kael was already moving. 

Not thinking. The fire moved with him. 

Around him. Through him.

The third ran.

Kael stood alone, heart pounding. His cloak singed, eyes glowing faintly.

 

What am I becoming?

Then he heard footsteps.

Soft. Careful.

A figure stepped from the mist. A girl, no older than him. 

She moved with quiet certainty, her silhouette shifting through the haze like memory.

She had long dark hair streaked faintly with ember-red strands, caught by the wind like the last threads of flame.

Her skin was olive-toned, and under the moon’s light, it shimmered with a faint ethereal glow.

Silver-blue eyes met his- not cold, but piercing, and flecked with ember-gold.

She wore light battle robes, patterned with ancient rune motifs, and a crystal pendant at her throat pulsed faintly- in rhythm with Kael’s glowing hand. 

"I saw the fire," she said.

Kael didn’t reply.

She stopped a few steps away. Studied him.

"You shouldn’t be alone," she said finally. 

"Not with that fire."

Kael's hand still glowed faintly. The girl held up a pendant. 

It pulsed in time with his rune.

He blinked. "Who are you?"

She smiled — not warmly. 

"Someone who’s supposed to find you."

The wind shifted. The smoke parted. 

And for the first time in days, Kael didn’t feel completely lost.

 

🌑 Chapter 1 Ends With:

>A stranger with silver eyes found him in the smoke.

>But something darker still watched from the hills he left behind.

.

 

 

Chapter 2: Whispers in Ember

“The fire speaks. But not everyone should listen.”

The morning mist rolled like silk over the golden grasses of Ember Vale. Kael followed Seraya in silence, his cloak still smelling of soot. The rune on his hand had dimmed to a faint red glow, but its heat hadn't left.

They hadn’t spoken much since the flames. Since the bandits. Since the look in her eyes.

She knew something.

“We’re close,” Seraya said, her voice low.

Kael glanced up. Ahead, nestled between hills, stood the crumbling bones of a stone watchtower. Trees arched over it like shields, their roots coiled around the ancient stones.

“What is this place?” he asked.

“An old outpost. Forgotten. But not dead.”

Inside the ruins, shadows clung to the corners like cobwebs. Seraya moved like she belonged there, tracing faded runes carved into the walls. Kael stayed near the broken window, one hand resting on the hilt of Emberfang — the only thing that felt solid.

“Why did you follow me?” Kael asked.

“Because the flame called you.”

“I didn’t ask for it.”

“The flame doesn’t care what you ask.”

Her words stung more than they should have. Kael looked at his hand — the rune pulsed, once. Like a heartbeat.

That night, the whispers returned.

Not voices. Not exactly.

More like a memory made of sound.

Flamebearer... Forgotten blood... Bound to burn...

Kael sat up, breath sharp. Across the ruined hall, Seraya still slept, one hand on her dagger.

He wasn’t alone.

A shadow moved. Fast.

A flicker of motion, silent as wind.

Then the glint of a blade.

Kael rolled aside just in time.

A figure leapt from the dark — lean, hooded, face hidden behind a cracked white mask. The only thing visible: one eye, glowing faint violet.

Whisper.

Her blades curved like fangs, striking in silence.

Kael dodged, barely. The rune in his hand burned awake.

“Seraya!” he shouted.

She sprang up, blade in hand, hurling a flash-glass toward the attacker. It shattered in a burst of white light.

Whisper hissed and vanished into shadow.

Kael gritted his teeth and followed the sound — toward the stairs, toward the echo.

At the top of the tower, Whisper struck again.

Kael caught the blade with his flame. His rune surged, brighter than ever before. Fire twisted around his arm like a serpent.

“Enough!” Kael roared.

The flames exploded outward, knocking Whisper off balance. The assassin vanished into mist, retreating beyond the ruin walls.

Kael collapsed to his knees, gasping. His skin smoked, but he was unburned.

Seraya knelt beside him.

“You controlled it,” she whispered.

“I didn’t mean to.”

“But you did. That matters.”

Outside, the first light of dawn bled over the horizon.

But Kael felt no warmth.

Only the echo of the whispers — and the knowledge that someone… or something… had found him first.

🌑 Chapter 2 Ends With:

>The fire had awakened something inside him.

>But so had the shadows.
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