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Dedicated to my loving family whose imaginations spark my flame to entertain.
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The Flameborne Prophecy

Book 1: The Flamebond
Prologue – The Whispering Flame

BEFORE THE KINGDOMS, before the Veil was sealed and the gods turned to stone, the dragons ruled the skies—not as beasts, but as immortals of breath and memory.

Among them, one bore the spark of the First Flame.

Kylissa, Queen of the Veil.

Crowned in silence. Cloaked in fire. Bound to a prophecy older than names.

The prophecy told of a dragon born hidden in flesh, one whose awakening would reshape the realms. He would come to her not as a beast, but as a man—blind to his blood, yet drawn to her soul.

Their bond would either seal the world’s salvation...

Or ignite its ruin.

And far beneath the surface of stone and smoke, something darker waited. Watching.
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CHAPTER ONE – EMBERS BENEATH SKIN
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Caelan had the eyes of someone who remembered too much for someone who had lived too little.

His fingers, always warm. His breath, just slightly off the wind’s direction. And his dreams—full of fire and her.

He didn’t know her name. But he saw her every night.

A woman wrapped in red. Not cloth—flame. Her hair spilled down her back like molten wine. Her eyes caught him between pain and worship. Every time he reached her, the world burned away.

He woke hard and aching, every time.

Outside the barn, snow clung to the ground like it didn’t belong. Inside, his skin steamed in the cold.

He looked at his hand.

“You’re dreaming again,” Aunt Miri said behind him.

He turned. She handed him a worn blanket. Her eyes narrowed, reading his face as only she could.

“Same one?”

He nodded.

She didn’t ask more. She never did.

But she muttered under her breath as she walked off: “Gods help the boy if he ever finds what he’s dreaming of.”

He already had.

He just didn’t know where she waited.

Or what she was.

He left before sunrise, before the sky could accuse him of hesitation.

The path he followed twisted through frostbitten woods and forgotten roads. He told Miri he was heading east, toward the markets at Lowmere, but that was only half true.

He had a map tucked in his satchel, but he barely used it.

What he followed instead was a feeling. A pull in his chest, soft and steady, like gravity pointed elsewhere. As if the dreams had left fingerprints on the world—and he was chasing them.

The old woods grew thicker the farther he went. No lanterns. No markers. Just trees that leaned too close and a hush that felt watchful.

By nightfall, he found a clearing beneath the ruins of some ancient stone arch. Half a tower jutted crooked through the mist. He set up a small fire and lay on his bedroll, staring at the sky.

The dreams would find him again. They always did.

But this time... something else found him first.

She stood among the trees like a shadow in moonlight, unseen by mortal eyes, her breath shallow against the chill. The wind stirred the edges of her cloak, and beneath it, her skin shimmered faintly with the memory of scales.

Kylissa, Dragon Queen of the High Flame, Warden of the Ash-Bound Throne, and Keeper of Names Long Forgotten... watched a mortal sleep.

Or so she thought.

The man stirred again, brow furrowed, fingers twitching as if gripping something invisible. He had shouted once in his sleep—a name that wasn’t hers, and yet felt like it should have been. She had heard that cry echo through the valley like prophecy, and she hadn’t moved since.

He dreamed of me, she whispered to the trees. Or of something I once was.

It wasn’t the first time she had walked the world in human guise. But this was different.

There was something in him—not just the broad shoulders or the jagged scar at his jawline. It was the way the fire obeyed him, how the embers curved toward his presence, like hounds greeting an absent master. Even in sleep, he carried a weight... or a wound.

She felt it in her bones. In the old parts of her blood where dragon memory lived.

He doesn’t know what he is.

Neither had she, once.

A child raised in the high citadel, taught to speak with dragons before she could ride a horse. Taught to fear humans, to rule them from afar—but never to understand them.

Until now.

He murmured something, barely audible.

She stepped closer, boots silent on the forest floor.

“You should not be here alone,” she said softly, though he could not hear.

But part of her wished he would open his eyes—and see her. Not the disguise. Not the queen.

Just the woman she barely remembered how to be.

A twig cracked beneath her foot.

Not loud. But enough.

Caelan stirred again, this time with more than a dream’s haze. His hand went instinctively to the hilt of the blade resting beside his bedroll, but he didn’t draw it—not yet. He turned his head slowly, eyes scanning the tree line.

And then he saw her.

She stood at the edge of the clearing, haloed in moonlight, half-shadow and half-flame. Her cloak fluttered gently behind her, and the firelight caught in her hair—long, red, and impossibly vivid, as if each strand had been spun from molten copper. It moved like it had a life of its own, catching the wind and glowing like embers.

His breath caught. Not from fear.

But from something else.

Wonder, maybe. Or recognition he couldn’t explain.

“Who’s there?” he asked, his voice rough from sleep, yet steady.

She didn’t answer right away. Just tilted her head, studying him with unreadable eyes. They were dark in the low light, but there was depth in them. Something old. Something tired. Something endlessly alive.

Say nothing yet, she told herself. Let him see you—but not everything.

“I didn’t mean to wake you,” she said at last, voice low, lilting like wind through old stone.

“You didn’t,” he lied. “I was already awake.”

He sat up fully now, the blanket falling from his shoulders. He was painfully aware of how disheveled he must look—scruffy, road-worn, half-dreaming still. And yet, for reasons he couldn’t explain, he wanted to look composed. Strong. Seen.

“Are you lost?” he asked, cautious. “There’s not much out this way.”

She stepped closer, not quite into the firelight. Just enough for him to see the curve of her cheek, the graceful line of her jaw, the subtle strength in the way she carried herself.

“I’m searching,” she said.

“For what?”

Her smile was faint, a flicker more than a thing.

“I’ll know when I find it.”

Caelan studied her in silence, unsure if he should reach for his blade or his words. He chose the latter.

“You’re far from any road,” he said. “And too calm for someone traveling alone.”

Her eyes flicked to the fire, reflecting the flame like pools of black glass. “Alone doesn’t always mean unguarded.”

There was something in the way she said it—not pride, not threat, just truth.

“I suppose not,” he said carefully. “Still... it’s a strange place to be searching.”

A breeze stirred the clearing, and her red hair shifted like flame breaking apart in wind. She stepped closer—still not into the firelight, but near enough that he could smell the faintest hint of wildflowers and smoke.

Caelan frowned. “Have we met before?”

Her smile returned, softer now. “Would you remember me if we had?”

“I... maybe.” He swallowed. “There’s something familiar about you.”

“Then perhaps we have,” she said, turning her gaze skyward. “Or perhaps your memory is older than you think.”

That made him pause.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

She hesitated—just for a breath, but he caught it.

“You can call me... Cerise.”

“Cerise,” he repeated. The name curled strangely on his tongue. Like it didn’t fit her at all. Too simple for something that stirred the air like thunder behind a closed door.

“And you?”

“Caelan.”

At that, something flickered in her expression. Almost nothing. A tightening of the jaw, a flick of the lashes. But it was there.

“You’ve been dreaming,” she said, not asking—stating.

His spine stiffened. “How do you know that?”

“I heard you call out.” She tilted her head. “Whose name were you trying to remember?”

He opened his mouth, then closed it. He didn’t know. Or maybe he didn’t want to say it aloud.

“You shouldn’t be out here alone,” he deflected.

“And yet,” she said, stepping lightly over a fallen branch, “here I am. And so are you.”

He stood now, slow and cautious, watching her the way one watches lightning gathering far off—awe mixed with the instinct to run.

“You didn’t tell me what you’re searching for,” he said.

“I did,” she murmured. “I just don’t know the name of it yet.”

A silence fell between them, heavy and strange.

Then she turned, just as silently as she had arrived. “Sleep, Caelan,” she said without looking back. “You’ll need your strength. Something’s coming.”

“What is?”

But she was already gone—Brushing against him ever so slightly as she melted into the woods like a dream dissolving with dawn.
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Chapter Two – Embers in the Morning

[image: ]


Caelan woke with the scent of smoke still clinging to his thoughts.

He sat up slowly, blinking at the pale morning light bleeding through the trees. The fire had burned down to cold ash. Birds chirped somewhere beyond the clearing, indifferent to the weight in his chest.

His skin felt too tight, too warm beneath the chill. There was a pressure in his chest he couldn’t name—like a scream held behind his ribs.

He scanned the forest edge.

Empty.

Of course it was.

The place where she had stood—the woman with the red hair and moonlit eyes—was undisturbed. No tracks. No broken branches. Not even the lingering warmth of her presence.

A dream, he told himself. Just another dream.

But it hadn’t felt like the others.

The dreams always left him shaken, breathless, confused. But this time, he hadn’t just seen her. He had felt her. Like a memory buried deep in his bones, like fire licking beneath his skin.

And her. Cerise.

That name didn’t belong to her—not really. It was a mask, like the cloak she wore. A name shaped for his world, not hers. He remembered her eyes most of all—how they held centuries, as if he were a child standing at the edge of something vast.

He stood and kicked dirt over the last embers. The sword at his hip felt heavier today. As did the questions.

Why would a stranger know my name?
How did she
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