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      The old songs warned of the Last Dragon Lord. They never warned what would happen when he found his mate.
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Prologue

The Fall of the Dragon Lords

Britannia, One Thousand Years Ago

The sky burned.

Not with the gentle glow of sunset, but with dragonfire.

Across the darkened heavens, great winged beasts battled among thunderclouds stained crimson by blood and flame. Their roars shook the mountains. Their shadows swallowed entire valleys.

For centuries, the Dragon Lords had ruled the hidden realms of the world.

They were kings among immortals.

Guardians of ancient magic.

Masters of fire.

Their cities of black stone and silver crystal stood untouched by time, concealed from human eyes behind powerful enchantments woven by the oldest sorcerers.

But even empires blessed by magic could fall.

And on this night, the Dragon Lords faced extinction.

King Aerion Drakhar stood atop the highest tower of Caer Ignis, the Citadel of Flame.

The wind whipped through his silver hair as he stared across the battlefield below.

His kingdom was dying.

Thousands of warriors fought beneath him.

Dragons crashed into one another in the sky.

Fire rained upon the ancient city.

The scent of smoke and blood filled the air.

Yet none of it compared to the agony tearing through his soul.

Behind him, within the sanctuary chamber, his queen lay dying.

Aerion clenched his fists.

The mating bond pulsed through him like a wound.

Every breath she took echoed inside his own chest.

Every heartbeat grew weaker.

A dragon could survive battle.

He could survive betrayal.

But no Dragon Lord could survive losing his mate.

The chamber doors opened.

A healer emerged.

Her face was pale.

Her eyes carried the answer before her lips ever moved.

“My king…”

Aerion closed his eyes.

The bond shattered.

A scream erupted from his throat.

Not a human sound.

Not even a dragon’s roar.

Something far older.

Far more terrible.

The tower trembled beneath the force of his grief.

Every dragon within miles answered his cry.

The kingdom itself seemed to mourn.

When he opened his eyes again, molten gold burned within them.

Pure dragon.

Pure fury.

“The queen is gone,” the healer whispered.

Silence followed.

Then came the prophecy.

An ancient voice echoed through the chamber.

Not spoken by any living soul.

The words seemed to rise from the stones themselves.

A voice older than kingdoms.

Older than dragons.

Older than time.

“When the final Dragon Lord walks alone…”

Aerion froze.

Every dragon present bowed their heads.

They knew that voice.

The Oracle Flame.

The sacred magic of the First Dragons.

The prophecy continued.

“The bloodlines shall fall.”

“The kingdoms shall burn.”

“The dragon race shall fade into shadow.”

“But from ash and sorrow…”

“A mate shall rise.”

“She who bears the forgotten fire.”

“She who awakens the sleeping crown.”

“And through love…”

“The Last Dragon Lord shall return.”

The chamber fell silent.

A chill swept through the room.

Aerion’s heart pounded.

The Last Dragon Lord.

The prophecy had never spoken of one before.

Only endings.

Never salvation.

Before he could speak, the castle shook violently.

An explosion shattered the eastern wall.

Stone rained from above.

The enemy had breached the citadel.

The Shadow Order.

Dragon hunters.

Human kings united by fear.

For generations they had hunted dragonkind.

Tonight they had finally succeeded.

A captain rushed into the chamber.

“My king! The gates have fallen!”

Aerion turned toward the burning city beyond the tower.

Children fled through the streets.

Warriors died protecting them.

The age of dragons was ending.

He understood it now.

The prophecy was not for him.

It was for the future.

For a dragon not yet born.

For the final heir of House Drakhar.

The last Dragon Lord.

With grim determination, Aerion removed the Crown of Embers from his brow.

A relic forged by the First Dragons.

A symbol of their bloodline.

A symbol of their power.

He handed it to the captain.

“Take it beyond the mountains.”

“My king—”

“Go.”

The captain bowed.

Tears filled his eyes.

“You ask me to abandon you.”

“I ask you to save our future.”

The old warrior fell to one knee.

“I swear it.”

Aerion nodded.

Then he turned toward the sky.

Massive black wings burst from his back.

The tower exploded outward.

Stone and fire scattered in every direction.

In a heartbeat, the Dragon King transformed.

Scales darker than midnight covered his enormous body.

Golden fire poured from his jaws.

His wings blotted out the moon itself.

The last true king of dragonkind rose into the heavens.

The enemy army looked up in terror.

Aerion Drakhar released one final roar.

A promise.

A warning.

A vow carried across the centuries.

Dragonkind would not vanish forever.

One day, the Last Dragon Lord would rise.

And when he found his fated mate, the world would burn once more.

With fire.

With destiny.

And with love.

Then the Dragon King plunged into battle.

And the Age of Dragons came to an end.
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The Girl Beneath the Broken Sky
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The sky had never been kind to Elira Vale.

It did not behave like the stories said it should. It did not stay still, or predictable, or distant the way a proper sky belonged.

Some mornings it burned gold like molten metal poured across the heavens. Other days it bruised into deep violet, heavy clouds dragging low over the valley of Caelthorne as if the world itself were being pressed beneath an unseen hand. The elders called it omen-weather. The priests called it divine correction.

Elira called it something else entirely.

Unstable.

Alive, in a way that made no sense.

She stood at the edge of the cliff above the valley, where the wind never learned to rest. Her cloak pulled tight around her shoulders, though the cold seemed less important than the pull she always felt when she came here—an invisible tension in her chest, as though something beyond the horizon was quietly waiting for her to notice it.

Below, Caelthorne lay folded into the land like a forgotten secret. Crooked rooftops of stone and timber, narrow paths winding between homes, smoke rising from chimneys in slow, fragile threads. It looked peaceful from above.

It was not peaceful.

Nothing in this world truly was.

“Elira Vale!”

Her mother’s voice carried faintly up the hill, sharp with warning and something older—fear disguised as discipline.

“You promised you would not climb so high after sunrise!”

Elira did not turn.

“I’m not climbing,” she replied softly, though the words were carried away almost immediately by the wind. “I’m standing.”

“That is exactly the problem!”

A pause. Footsteps on stone. Her mother would not come all the way up the cliff path—not anymore. Not since the accident three winters ago. Since the sky had changed and the world had begun to feel… thinner.

Elira’s gaze drifted back to the horizon.

Mist rolled over the distant mountains, thick and unnatural, like a veil drawn across something the world was not meant to see. It had always been there. Always just out of reach. The villagers said nothing lived beyond it anymore. That the lands past the mist had been swallowed by time, war, or divine silence.

But Elira had always felt it watching.

Not with eyes.

With presence.

A pressure behind thought.

A waiting.

She pressed her hand against her chest, where that familiar tightening had begun again. It came often now when she stood here, as if the cliff itself awakened something in her bones.

“You’re imagining things,” she told herself quietly.

The wind did not agree.

It shifted sharply.

Not a natural gust, but a sudden stillness that felt wrong in its perfection. The birds that usually circled the valley’s edge fell silent all at once. Even the distant sound of livestock below seemed to fade, as if the world were holding its breath.

Elira’s fingers slowly loosened from her cloak.

Then she heard it.

A sound far beyond thunder.

Deep.

Rolling.

Not above the sky—

through it.

Her breath caught.

The mist on the horizon began to move.

Not drift.

Not scatter.

Tear.

As though something enormous had pressed through it from the other side.

Elira took a step forward before she realized she had moved at all.

The mist split wider.

And the sky broke open.

A shape emerged.

Massive.

Impossible.

Wings stretched across the heavens like living night, each movement shifting the air itself. The creature did not simply fly—it commanded the wind as if it were an extension of its will.

A dragon.

The word struck her mind like a memory she had never lived.

Her heartbeat faltered.

No one in Caelthorne spoke of dragons except in half-forgotten stories told by firelight—stories meant to keep children obedient and adults unconcerned. Creatures of legend. Creatures of an age that had ended long before Elira was born.

Dead things.

Myths.

Yet the sky above her was not myth.

It was real.

The dragon descended slowly, cutting through the broken clouds as though they were nothing more than fabric. Its scales were dark—blackened silver, like forged steel under moonlight. Every movement carried weight, as if the world itself adjusted around it.

Elira could not look away.

Her body refused.

Her breath refused.

Even fear felt distant, swallowed by something deeper and far more dangerous.

Recognition.

The dragon turned its head.

And its eyes met hers.

Gold.

Not simply yellow, but molten, living gold—like fire contained within a gaze too old for language.

The valley below seemed to vanish.

There was only her.

And it.

Elira stumbled back a step without realizing it.

Her mother’s voice called faintly from somewhere far behind her, but it felt wrong now—like it belonged to a different version of the world that no longer existed.

The dragon did not move closer.

It did not need to.

The air around Elira tightened, pressure rising like an unseen storm forming around her body alone.

Her fingers curled into her cloak.

“No,” she whispered, though she did not know what she was denying.

The dragon tilted its head slightly.

Curious.

Measuring.

Not animal instinct.

Intelligence.

Ancient intelligence.

A sound like thunder rolled softly through the sky again, but this time it was not distant. It was intentional.

And then—

Something entered her mind.

Not a voice exactly.

Not words as she understood them.

But meaning, pressed directly into thought.

You stand at the edge of what you are.

Elira froze.

Her breath caught painfully in her throat.

“What…?” she whispered, but the word felt meaningless as soon as it left her lips.

The dragon’s gaze did not waver.

The pressure in her mind returned.

And you do not yet remember what you were meant to become.

A chill ran through her.

Her hand lifted slightly, as if she might touch the air between them and prove the creature was not truly there.

But it was.

Every instinct in her body knew it.

Below, Caelthorne continued to exist—tiny, unaware, fragile.

Above, the sky trembled.

The dragon shifted its wings.

The movement cracked the air like distant lightning.

Elira’s heart began to race now—not with simple fear, but with something far more confusing.

Pull.

Like gravity had changed direction.

Like something in her chest was answering something in the sky.

The wind rose again.

But instead of pushing her back…

It circled her.

Slowly.

Deliberately.

As if the world itself had begun to recognize her presence.

The dragon lowered slightly through the broken mist.

Closer.

Not threatening.

Not attacking.

Approaching.

And in that moment, Elira Vale understood something she could not possibly have understood.

This was not the first time she had been seen.

And it would not be the last.

Far above the valley of Caelthorne, the last Dragon Lord descended through a broken sky that had already begun to remember her name.
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