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Introduction
Long before the flames, Lira Cael’s world was measured by the rise and fall of the sun
over barley fields and the gentle laughter of her family around the hearth. Her village
of Greyholt, nestled at the edge of forgotten woods, seemed immune to the wariness
and whispers that echoed through greater Emberfall—shielded, perhaps, by its
insignificance. For Lira, destiny was something that happened to others: princes,
mages, or the children of legend, not to the daughter of a humble farmer.

But prophecy is a patient predator, and it comes for all it hungers after. One smoke-
choked night, wraith-fire rained from the sky, consuming all Lira loved in unnatural
blue flame. In the ruin’s silence, as ash drifted like snow, she heard a voice ancient as
the roots beneath the earth—a promise, a warning, and a summons: seek the Ember
Crown and save what is left. It was a myth, half-remembered from childhood stories,
whispered to keep children from the forest’s edge. Yet in the darkness, Lira felt its
pull—a calling that eclipsed fear.

Thus begins not only Lira’s quest, but also her reckoning with a world fracturing under
the toll of fading magic and old betrayals. Emberfall is a land bound by elemental
shards—foci of power that once nurtured and protected. Now, wielders pay for their
gifts in pain and memory, and secret cults burn away the last wild embers of wonder
in a desperate bid to erase the past. The balance once kept by the Crown is gone, and
something hungrier stirs beneath the land: the Wraith Queen, whose return threatens
to swallow light and hope alike.

Lira’s journey is not a solitary one. By her side, grudgingly at first, travels Rowan—a
fugitive prince hiding as much from himself as from vengeance. With them, a mage
named Myr who fears what his oath compels him to do, and Silas, a shapeshifting
trickster with loyalties as shifting as smoke. Each carries secrets that burn as fiercely
as the magic they pursue, and each choice deepens the cracks between them, even as
danger binds them closer.

As Lira steps toward an uncertain future, each turn of the path will force her to reckon
with trust, loss, and the heavy cost of hope. Ancient ruins, haunted forests, and mazes
grown wild with memory await, tangled with riddles both magical and mortal. Every
victory will come with a price; every betrayal will leave its scar.

In these pages, you will find the echoes of Emberfall—stories of what has been lost,
and what may yet be restored. Lira’s journey, like all great quests, is as much an
unraveling as it is a forging, and the choices made in darkness will decide the fate of
not only Emberfall, but of the hearts that dare to reclaim it.
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CHAPTER ONE: Ashes on the Wind
The biting wind, usually a familiar companion across Greyholt’s open fields, now
carried the acrid scent of char. Lira coughed, a dry, ragged sound that scraped at her
throat, and pulled the tattered remains of her shawl tighter. Her eyes, still stinging
from smoke, scanned the desolate landscape. Where once sturdy oak beams stood,
only skeletal shadows clawed at the dawn sky. Where vibrant gardens bloomed, now
lay a wasteland of blackened earth. This wasn't Greyholt. Not anymore.

She had run, instinctively, when the first blue flames had licked at the sky, a strange,
ethereal fire that ate through wood and stone with equal hunger. She’d been outside,
checking the late harvest, a minor grumble about her father’s perfectionism saving
her. When she returned, the world was a pyre. Her family, her home, her entire
existence – consumed. The silence that followed the inferno was worse than the roar
of the flames, a heavy, suffocating blanket of absence.

A flicker of movement caught her eye near what used to be the village well. Hope, a
fragile, desperate thing, surged in her chest. A survivor? Another lost soul like herself?
She scrambled over a collapsed wall, her boots crunching on brittle ash. It was a man,
slumped against the charred stone, his face obscured by grime and singed hair. He
wore the roughspun tunic of a merchant, not a farmer. And in his hand, clutched even
in unconsciousness, was a dagger sheathed in dark, unpolished leather.

Lira hesitated. Strangers were rare in Greyholt, rarer still in such a state. Her instincts,
honed by a lifetime of practical farm work, urged caution. But her heart, raw and
bleeding, demanded action. She knelt beside him, her fingers brushing against his
wrist. A pulse, faint but steady. He was alive.

As she gently rolled him onto his back, a groan escaped his lips, and his eyes fluttered
open. They were the color of storm clouds, startlingly intense against his ash-streaked
face. He flinched, his hand instinctively reaching for the dagger. Lira froze, her own
hands raised in a gesture of peace.

“Who… what happened?” His voice was a rasp, raw with smoke.

“Wraith-fire,” Lira whispered, the word tasting like bile. “It came from the sky. There’s
nothing left.” Her gaze swept across the devastation. “Are you… are you from
Greyholt?”

He shook his head, wincing. “No. Merchant. Passed through, camped just outside the
woods. Saw the glow… thought it was a forest fire.” His eyes, now more lucid, darted
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to her. “You survived?”

Lira nodded, a hollow ache in her chest. “By chance.” She helped him sit up, offering
her water skin. He drank deeply, his throat bobbing. “My name’s Lira. Lira Cael.”

“Rowan,” he replied, his voice gaining strength. He looked around again, his gaze
lingering on the unnatural blue charring that stained the ruins. “This isn’t natural. I’ve
seen fires. This… this is something else.”

Lira shivered. “I know.” She didn’t know how to explain the ancient voice, the
impossible summons. Not yet. Her gaze fell on the dagger in his hand. “You travel
armed, merchant.”

A shadow passed over Rowan’s face. “A prudent measure in these times, Lira. The
roads aren’t safe. Especially now.” He gestured to the ruins. “Whatever did this… it
won’t stop here.” He pushed himself to his feet, swaying slightly. “I need to get to the
King’s Road. Are there any other survivors?”

Lira shook her head, a lump forming in her throat. “I’ve looked. For hours.” Her voice
cracked. “They’re all gone.” The finality of it hung in the air, heavy and suffocating.

Rowan looked at her, a flicker of something unreadable in his storm-grey eyes – pity?
Calculation? “Then you shouldn’t stay here. It’s too dangerous. Come with me. The
King’s Road leads to the town of Oakhaven. There’ll be safety there, and perhaps
answers.”

The offer, though practical, felt jarring. Answers? What answers could Oakhaven
provide for a mythical fire and an ancient voice? But the thought of remaining alone in
the ashes of her life was unbearable. She had nothing left here but ghosts.

“The King’s Road,” Lira repeated, her voice lacking conviction. Her eyes drifted to the
distant, shimmering haze on the horizon – the direction the voice had pointed her. The
Ember Crown. A children’s fable. Yet it called to her with an undeniable pull, a whisper
against the silence of her grief.

“It’s the only way, Lira,” Rowan urged, misinterpreting her hesitation. “Unless you
fancy staying here for whatever comes next.” His words, though blunt, held a note of
urgency that cut through her daze.

Lira knew he was right about the danger. Something terrible had swept through
Greyholt, and it could return. But the King’s Road felt like a retreat, a surrender to the
inevitable. The voice, however, felt like a command. It spoke of destiny, of a fight, of
something beyond mere survival.
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She looked at Rowan, a stranger who had simply stumbled into her nightmare. He
seemed capable, if a bit rough around the edges. A companion, however accidental,
might be better than wandering alone into the unknown. But her true quest lay
elsewhere.

“The King’s Road is not where I’m going,” Lira said, her voice firmer than she
expected. Rowan raised an eyebrow, a hint of impatience in his expression. “There’s…
something I have to find. Something that might stop this from happening again.”

Rowan scoffed, a dry, humorless sound. “And what might that be, pray tell? A magic
shield? A dragon?”

Lira swallowed, her gaze meeting his. “The Ember Crown.”

Silence hung between them, broken only by the mournful sigh of the wind. Rowan’s
expression shifted, becoming guarded, almost wary. The merchant’s facade seemed
to crack, revealing something harder, colder beneath.

“You’re mad,” he finally said, his voice flat. “That’s a children’s tale, a myth used to
scare folk from wandering too far.”

“Is it?” Lira challenged, her chin rising. “Because if Greyholt can burn with a fire like
that, then perhaps myths aren’t just stories.” She remembered the voice, its ancient
power thrumming through her bones. “It called to me. Told me to find it.”

Rowan stared at her for a long moment, his gaze piercing, as if trying to discern
whether she was genuinely delusional or something more. He took a slow breath.
“Even if such a thing existed, which I doubt, do you know what you’re up against? Do
you even know where to begin looking?”

“No,” Lira admitted, her voice faltering slightly. “But I have to try. My family…
everything… I have to make sure this doesn’t happen to anyone else.” Her gaze
hardened, reflecting the resolve that had begun to solidify within her. “I won’t just
run.”

Rowan’s expression remained unreadable. He looked from her determined face to the
smoldering ruins. A strange calculation seemed to play out in his eyes. He sighed, a
sound of reluctant concession. “Fine. You want to chase phantoms, that’s your folly.
But a madwoman alone is a dead madwoman. I know these lands better than you. I’ll
go with you. For a while. Until you come to your senses, or until we find a real road.
And only because,” he added, a hint of something unsaid in his tone, “I need to know
what kind of world this is becoming.”
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Lira looked at him, surprised. His sudden agreement was unexpected, almost too easy.
He was no farmer, that much was clear. But she had no other options. And perhaps,
just perhaps, his knowledge of the world beyond Greyholt might prove invaluable.

“Thank you,” she said, the words feeling inadequate for the sudden, fragile sense of
not being entirely alone.

“Don’t thank me yet,” Rowan muttered, pushing himself fully upright. He took one last
look at the devastation of Greyholt, his storm-grey eyes narrowed. “This ‘Wraith
Queen’ and her fire… if the Ember Crown is real, then she’ll be looking for it too. You
just painted a target on your back, Lira Cael. And now, by the gods, so have I.” He
turned, his movements stiff but purposeful, and began to walk, not towards the King’s
Road, but towards the distant, shimmering haze that Lira now knew was her true
north. Lira followed, her heart a tangled knot of grief and a strange, burgeoning hope,
stepping into a world far larger, and far more dangerous, than she could have ever
imagined.
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