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    To those of you whom are my Heroes and you know who you are, I wanted to show you how much I would do for you if given the opportunity.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Corruption spreads in silence, 

but freedom always answers with thunder." 
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​Chapter 1: Through the Rift
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The Portal of Embers – Book One.

I don’t remember exactly when the air started humming.

At first, I thought it was just the wind. A low vibration in the trees. Something hidden in the summer heat of late August. The kind of day where everything’s too quiet, like the world’s holding its breath.

Bolt padded ahead of me, tail high, ears twitching. His silver coat shimmered under the filtered sunlight. We’d walked this trail a hundred times before. The forest just west of my family’s cabin was supposed to be familiar. Safe.

But that day... it wasn’t.

“C’mon, Bolt,” I called. He paused, glanced back at me with those intelligent eyes of his, then darted into the undergrowth. I cursed under my breath and jogged after him, pushing through the brush, the air somehow thicker the deeper I went.

Then the trees changed.

Not all at once. Subtle at first—shapes warping, edges softening. The birch bark bled into something darker, older. Moss shimmered on the trunks like it had its own light source. I blinked, rubbed my eyes.

The forest had moved. Or I had.

Bolt stood in the clearing ahead, frozen, growling at nothing. Or maybe something I couldn’t see.

And then I saw it.

A ripple. Hanging in the air like melted glass. A distortion, vertical and wide, humming with a resonance that hit something deep in my chest. It looked like the heat shimmer above pavement in summer—but alive. Shifting. Breathing.

Bolt whimpered once, but didn’t back away. I moved to grab him, to pull him back—but the ground beneath us pulsed.

And the world snapped.

We weren’t in Ontario anymore.

The air hit me first. Clean but heavy, charged with a smell I couldn’t name—like burnt herbs and thunderclouds. My knees slammed into grass so green it seemed fake. I rolled, gasping, and Bolt barked a warning behind me.

I pushed up slowly.

The sky above me wasn’t the same.

It was too wide. Too... sharp. The clouds were wrong—like oil swirled in water. In the distance, peaks knifed up into the sky with impossible sharpness. Mountains taller than any I’d seen in pictures, veined with glowing red cracks like the earth had a heartbeat.

Bolt growled beside me, his fur standing up. He was staring at something behind me.

I turned—and stopped breathing.

There, at the edge of the meadow, stood three figures.

Tall. Towering. Eyes like starlight and hair that shimmered like night dew. They wore cloaks the color of dying leaves and bore staffs taller than I was.

Elves.

Real elves.

The tallest one stepped forward, raising a hand glowing faintly with blue light. His voice was deep, calm, and carried in my head more than my ears.

“You do not belong here, flameborn.”

Flameborn?

I opened my mouth to speak—but the moment I did, pain shot through my chest like fire.

The elf narrowed his eyes, and something in the air cracked. A circle of light formed beneath me—lines and symbols I couldn’t recognize—but felt ancient, like they remembered something even the earth had forgotten.

Bolt growled and stepped between us. But something strange was happening to him, too. His body shimmered, bones shifting. I cried out, reaching for him as his growl deepened into something almost human.

The elf raised his staff.

But before anything else could happen, the world twisted again—and everything went dark.

I woke up in a different place.

A cave, lit by flickering firelight. Warmth pressed against my side—Bolt, curled against me, breathing slow. His eyes met mine—and for the first time, I heard his voice. Not barking. Not growling.

A voice. Words.

“You’re alive, Will.”
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