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📖 Prologue – Ashes in the Dark

 

The battlefield was silent.

Not the silence of peace, but the silence after screaming.

Shattered helms lay cracked in the dirt. Swords blackened with soot jutted from broken shields. The ground itself was charred, scarred with runes long dead, their power bled dry.

 

The Forgotten War had ended here once.

But war has a way of waiting.

 

A figure walked alone through the ruin. His cloak dragged through ash, leaving trails like scars. Every step echoed with embers that refused to die. He stopped where the earth split — a scarred chasm filled with bones that still smoldered.

 

The figure lowered his hood.

His face was worn, scarred, but familiar. Too familiar.

Eyes that should have been green burned red instead — molten, hollow, endless. His hands glowed with coiling flame, but it was not gold, not fire as the world remembered. It was black. Hungry. Alive.

A whisper rose from the ruin, like the battlefield itself remembered him.

“General…”

He did not answer. He only closed his eyes and let the voices of the dead coil around him like smoke.

They spoke in fragments, in broken tongues, but he listened as if they were an old song he had never forgotten.

 

The Black Flame Bearer opened his hand.

Within his palm, fire writhed — not light, but shadow aflame. It did not warm. It devoured.

 

“The world has forgotten us,” he murmured, his voice soft, steady, and cold.

He looked to the horizon, where faint lights still flickered, where a new age pretended to thrive.

 

His hand clenched into a fist.

“I will remind them.”

The ash stirred, as if the battlefield itself obeyed. Bones cracked. Shadows shifted. And somewhere, far away, the First Flame trembled.

---

🔥 End of Prologue
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Chapter 1: The Road Beyond the Vale

“The fire’s greatest test is not in battle… it’s in silence.”

 

 

The path was long.

The storm had passed, but the land remembered.

Ash still clung to broken stones where villages once stood. Charred timbers jutted from the earth like bones, and smoke hung in thin veils across the ridges.

 

Kael led the way, his hand resting on Emberfang’s hilt.

 

The blade pulsed faintly, its golden fire flickering in rhythm with his heartbeat.

 

But the flame felt different now. Alive. Watching him.

Every time it flared, he felt something tug back.

 

“Too quiet,” Thiri muttered, breaking the silence.

The freckled skirmisher’s golden eyes swept the horizon. His moss-green cloak fluttered in the wind, one hand never far from the satchel of scrolls at his side.

“Villages don’t burn themselves.”

 

“They didn’t burn,” Kael replied, voice steady.

He knelt beside a blackened stone. The ground wasn’t scorched — it was drained.

The soil crumbled between his fingers, lifeless.

Seraya stopped behind him, the faint ember-strands in her long dark hair catching the dull light.

Her silver-blue eyes narrowed. “Rune-plague.”

 

Kael looked at her. She wasn’t guessing. She knew.

 

“How many nights now?” he asked quietly.

Her hand brushed the pendant at her chest, the crystal glowing faintly as if echoing his flame.

“Every night,” she whispered. “Her voice.”

 

The Hollow Queen.

 

Thiri snorted, kicking a stone aside. “Well, that explains the fun atmosphere.”

 

Rakka padded up behind them, the wolf’s ghostly blue-white fur leaving vapor trails in the air. His moonlit eyes glowed, fixed on the valley below. He growled — low, rumbling, warning.

 

Kael rose, hand tightening on Emberfang.

The fire inside him flickered gold.

And in that silence, carried on the ash-thick wind… came the sound.

 

Not footsteps.

Not drums.

A humming. Low. Endless. Like voices singing without breath.

 

Kael’s chest burned with heat. His flame wanted to answer.

 

He clenched his fist instead.

 

“Stay sharp,” he said, voice firm. “The road beyond the vale isn’t empty. It’s waiting.”

 

---

 

🔥 Chapter 1 Ends Hook:

The group sees distant shadows moving at the edge of the valley — not men, not beasts, but something in between, cloaked in rune-fire that flickers wrong.

The war is already ahead of them.

 

Chapter 2: Whispers of the Forgotten War

“What the world forgets, the flame remembers.”

 

The valley narrowed into jagged cliffs, where the air itself felt heavier.

Runes carved into the stone walls pulsed faintly — not with fire, but with something colder, older.

 

Kael slowed his steps. Emberfang vibrated faintly at his side, its golden light dimming as if subdued.

 

“This place doesn’t like us,” Thiri muttered.

The boy traced one of the carvings with his fingertips — a looping symbol that seemed to twist away the longer you looked.

“Feels like the stone’s staring back.”

 

Seraya’s eyes stayed fixed ahead. Her pendant glowed, and the ember strands in her hair shimmered faintly.

“This isn’t Hollow Queen’s work. It’s older.”

 

A soft voice answered:

“Much older.”

 

They turned.

 

A figure stepped from the shadow of a broken archway — robed in deep gray, eyes glowing faint moonlight. His hair fell long and silver-white against his skin the color of pale dusk.

 

Ilari.

 

Kael exhaled slowly. “I thought you left.”

“I did,” Ilari said, his voice calm as always. “But not far. I felt the stones hum. They wanted someone to listen.”

 

Thiri frowned. “Stones don’t talk.”

Ilari’s faint smile didn’t reach his eyes. “No. But they remember.”

 

He gestured toward the cliffs. The runes shimmered, shifting into faint murals etched by forgotten hands.

Figures in flame-etched armor stood locked in battle. Flames clashed against flames. Not fire and shadow — but fire against fire.

 

Kael’s breath caught. One of the warriors on the mural — his face, his stance — it was him. Or someone who looked exactly like him.

 

“What is this?” he asked.

 

“The war before the Hollow Queen,” Ilari said softly. “A war erased from memory. Flame turned upon itself. Brothers burned brothers. Bearers shattered the world with their pride.”

 

Seraya stepped closer, her pendant pulsing. “Then why don’t we know of it?”

“Because the victors chose silence.” Ilari’s voice darkened. “They buried it. They buried us.”

 

Kael’s hand clenched on Emberfang.

His flame burned hot, wild, like it wanted to leap into the mural itself.

But for the first time, he felt fear.

If the fire once burned against itself… then what was he carrying now?

---

🔥 Chapter 2 Ends Hook:

As the murals glow brighter, Kael hears whispers inside his mind — a voice not the Queen’s, not Ilari’s… but his own.

A voice from long ago, filled with rage:

“We will not be forgotten.

 

 

Chapter 3: Runes That Bite

“Power written in haste will always demand its price.”

 

Thiri sat cross-legged by the campfire, his satchel sprawled open, scraps of parchment and carved stones scattered like a gambler’s dice.

His golden eyes gleamed with reckless excitement as he etched a new symbol into a flat shard of bone.

 

Kael watched him with unease. Emberfang rested across his knees, its golden flame faintly alive.

“You should slow down. Not every rune wants to be written.”

 

Thiri smirked. “Not every fire wants to stay in its cage, either.”

He finished the last stroke. The rune pulsed.

The ground trembled.

 

From the shadows of the vale, something moved.

 

 

A creature crawled out — not flesh, not spirit, but woven entirely of warped symbols. Twisted glyphs burned across its body like scars, its limbs cracking like broken ink. Its face had no eyes, only runes glowing red-black.

Rakka growled low, hackles raised, his ghostly fur flickering like mist torn by wind.

 

“Uh…” Thiri swallowed. “That’s… new.”

 

The rune beast shrieked — a sound like tearing parchment mixed with a human scream — and lunged.

 

Kael was already moving. Emberfang roared to life in golden arcs, searing the symbols off the creature’s limbs. But every stroke of fire only split it into more fragments — each piece writhing into smaller beasts.

“Thiri!” Kael shouted. “Shut it down!”

 

Thiri scrambled through his parchments, panic twisting his face. His fingers bled from etched cuts, ink mixing with blood. He sketched a counter-glyph, trembling.

 

Seraya darted past Kael, blades flashing silver. She cut through two beasts, their forms unraveling in smoke — but for every one that died, two more sparked to life.

 

Rakka pounced, jaws snapping around a beast’s throat. His form flickered — for an instant, Kael saw straight through him. A ghost-shape. A memory, not a body.

 

“Rakka—!”

 

The wolf held, growling, but his glowing runes pulsed erratically.

At last, Thiri slammed his bloody palm over his bone rune. The beast shrieked, collapsing inward as the corrupted symbols burned out one by one.

 

Silence. Only smoke remained.

 

Thiri sat shaking, his satchel scattered, his arm bleeding where the symbols had scorched him.

“That wasn’t supposed to happen.”

 

Kael knelt, eyes burning sharp. “You nearly killed us.”

 

Thiri’s voice was small but defiant:

“Or saved us. If I can master it, we can use it. Not everything the Queen touches has to belong to her.”

 

Kael looked to Rakka — still standing, but his body shimmering faintly, fading in and out like a dying flame.

Something was wrong.

 

---

 

🔥 Chapter 3 Ends With:

Kael notices Rakka watching the horizon, silent, as if he hears something no one else can.

His glowing runes flicker — and for a moment, Kael swears he sees a second shadow moving inside
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