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It began without warning.

No storm.

No omen.

Only silence.

The city of Vale do Ferro woke as it always had.

Workers filled the streets.
Forges burned.
Steel rang against steel.

Life moved.

Unaware.

Above them—

the sky darkened.

Not with clouds.

With something else.

At first—

no one noticed.

Then—

a shadow passed.

One man stopped.

Looked up.

And froze.

“Do you see that...?” he whispered.

Others followed.

The noise of the city faded.

Slowly.

Until—

nothing remained.

The dragon descended.

Azrakhal.

Not in fury.

Not in rage.

In certainty.

Its wings spread across the sky, vast beyond reason, cutting the light from the world below.

The green glow pulsed along its body—

alive.

Watching.

No one moved.

Because instinct understood what the mind could not.

This was not something to fight.

This was something to survive.

Azrakhal circled once above the city.

Slow.

Deliberate.

Observing.

Judging.

Then—

it stopped.

Mid-air.

And for a single moment—

its gaze fixed on one point below.

The central forge.

Where iron fed the kingdom’s war.

Where weapons were born.

The glow intensified.

The air trembled.

And then—

it chose.

Fire fell.

Not wild.

Not spreading.

Focused.

Precise.

The forge erupted in green flame.

Metal melted instantly.
Stone cracked.
Men vanished in light.

But the fire did not spread.

It did not touch the homes.
It did not chase the fleeing.

Only the forge burned.

Only the source.

Only the purpose.

Within moments—

it was over.

The flames died.

The city remained.

Broken—

but standing.

Azrakhal rose again.

Without a sound.

Without haste.

And disappeared into the sky.

Leaving behind—

silence.

And understanding.

This was not destruction.

This was a message.

It did not burn the city.

It burned what the city had become.

For a moment—

the world did not react.

Because it did not understand.

Vale do Ferro still stood.

The people still lived.

But something had changed.

The message began to spread.

At first—

as whispers.

“A dragon...”
“It burned the forge...”
“It chose...”

Then—

as fear.

Because it did not stop.

Far to the east—

another city woke.

A place of banners and marching men.

Where soldiers trained day and night.

Where war was prepared—

not questioned.

They saw it too late.

The shadow.

The silence.

The sky breaking.

Azrakhal did not circle this time.

It descended.

Faster.

More certain.

The training grounds erupted in flame.

Not the walls.

Not the towers.

Only the men.

Only the weapons.

Steel turned liquid in seconds.

Armor burned into skin.

And then—

nothing.

Gone.

The city remained.

But its army—

did not.

Further north—

a port.

Ships lined the harbor.

Trade flowing.

Power growing.

Gold.

Movement.

Influence.

Azrakhal appeared above the sea.

And for the first time—

the water moved violently beneath it.

The ships began to turn.

Too late.

The dragon did not attack the docks.

It struck the fleet.

Fire met wood.

And the ocean burned.

Not spreading—

Containing.

Every ship marked.

Every vessel tied to power.

Destroyed.

But the port—

remained untouched.

Across the land—

it continued.

A fortress lost its armory.
A city lost its council hall.
A road lost its supply lines.

Never everything.

Always something.

Precise.

Intentional.

Back in Sintra—

they understood first.

“It’s not random,” the Lady said.

Morgana stood beside her.

Watching.

“No,” Morgana replied.

A pause.

“It’s correction.”

In Braga—

fear replaced faith.

Prayers filled empty halls.

But no answer came.

In Guimarães—

silence replaced pride.

Victory had lost its meaning.

In Porto—

Tinto da Rocha did not smile.

Not this time.

Because trade could not control this.

Gold could not buy this.

And for the first time—

he did not know where to look.

At sea—

Dinis watched the horizon.

Waiting.

Understanding.

Because now—

it was clear.

This was not war.

This was judgment.

And no one—

was beyond it.

Far above—

hidden by clouds—

Azrakhal moved once more.

Not in anger.

Not in hunger.

But with purpose.

Because it was not destroying the world.

It was reshaping it.

It did not attack the strongest.
It did not spare the weakest.
It chose only one thing—

what should no longer exist.

For a moment—

the world did not react.

Because it did not understand.

Vale do Ferro still stood.

The people still lived.

But something had changed.

The message began to spread.

At first—
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“A dragon...”
“It burned the forge...”
“It chose...”

Then—

as fear.

Because it did not stop.

Far to the east—

another city woke.

A place of banners and marching men.

Where soldiers trained day and night.

Where war was prepared—

not questioned.

They saw it too late.

The shadow.

The silence.

The sky breaking.

Azrakhal did not circle this time.

It descended.

Faster.

More certain.

The training grounds erupted in flame.

Not the walls.

Not the towers.

Only the men.

Only the weapons.

Steel turned liquid in seconds.

Armor burned into skin.

And then—

nothing.

Gone.

The city remained.

But its army—

did not.

Further north—

a port.

Ships lined the harbor.

Trade flowing.

Power growing.

Gold.

Movement.

Influence.

Azrakhal appeared above the sea.

And for the first time—

the water moved violently beneath it.

The ships began to turn.

Too late.

The dragon did not attack the docks.

It struck the fleet.

Fire met wood.

And the ocean burned.

Not spreading—

Containing.

Every ship marked.

Every vessel tied to power.

Destroyed.

But the port—

remained untouched.

Across the land—

it continued.

A fortress lost its armory.
A city lost its council hall.
A road lost its supply lines.

Never everything.

Always something.

Precise.

Intentional.

Back in Sintra—

they understood first.

“It’s not random,” the Lady said.

Morgana stood beside her.

Watching.

“No,” Morgana replied.

A pause.

“It’s correction.”

In Braga—

fear replaced faith.

Prayers filled empty halls.

But no answer came.

In Guimarães—

silence replaced pride.

Victory had lost its meaning.

In Porto—

Tinto da Rocha did not smile.

Not this time.

Because trade could not control this.

Gold could not buy this.

And for the first time—

he did not know where to look.

At sea—

Dinis watched the horizon.

Waiting.

Understanding.

Because now—

it was clear.

This was not war.

This was judgment.

And no one—

was beyond it.

Far above—

hidden by clouds—

Azrakhal moved once more.

Not in anger.

Not in hunger.

But with purpose.

Because it was not destroying the world.

It was reshaping it.

It did not attack the strongest.
It did not spare the weakest.
It chose only one thing—

what should no longer exist.

At first—

they tried to understand it.

Then—

they tried to survive it.

But soon—

they realized something far worse.

They could do neither.

Across the land—

fear took form.

Not as screams.

But as silence.

People began to hide.

Doors were sealed.
Windows covered.
Fires extinguished.

Entire families gathered in darkness—

holding their breath...

as if that alone could save them.

Children stopped asking questions.

Because the answers—

were written in the sky.

In one village—

a mother covered her son’s mouth as the shadow passed above.

“Don’t make a sound...” she whispered.

The boy nodded.

But his eyes—

were already filled with something deeper than fear.

Understanding.

In another town—

men abandoned their posts.

Not out of cowardice.

But because courage had no meaning.

What do you fight—

when fighting changes nothing?

Armies were called.

Lines were formed.

Orders were given.

And for the first time—

they meant nothing.

Arrows were released.

They never reached him.

Some burned mid-air.
Some turned to ash before touching scale.

Ballistae fired.

The bolts struck.

And broke.

Like wood against stone.

Commanders shouted.

“Hold formation!”
“Stand your ground!”

But the ground itself—

felt irrelevant.

Because the enemy did not stand on it.

Azrakhal did not fight.

It did not defend.

It did not react.

It simply acted.

And every action—

was final.

In one desperate attempt—

an entire battalion advanced.

Shields raised.

Spears forward.

A wall of men.

For a moment—

it looked like resistance.

Then—

the dragon looked at them.

Just looked.

And the fire came.

Not wide.

Not wild.

A line.

Perfectly drawn across their formation.

Half the men stood.

The other half—

were gone.

No bodies.

No remains.

Only absence.

The survivors dropped their weapons.

Not ordered.

Not decided.

Instinct.

Because something inside them understood:

This was not a battle.

This was selection.

Cities dimmed.

Markets emptied.

Temples filled—

not with faith—

but with desperation.

“Why us?”
“What have we done?”
“Who decides this?”

But no answer came.

Because the answer—

was already happening.

Even the powerful began to break.

Messengers rode day and night.

Warnings spread faster than truth.

“He is coming.”
“He sees everything.”
“He chooses.”

And the worst part—

They were right.

At sea—

ships no longer sailed freely.

Some remained in harbor.

Others fled—

with no destination.

Because distance meant nothing...

to something that owned the sky.

In hidden places—

whispers began to change.

Not of resistance.

But of adaptation.

“How do we avoid it?”
“What does it want?”
“What does it see?”

And slowly—

a terrible idea began to form.

Maybe...

it was not random.

Maybe...

it was watching.

Judging.

Choosing.

And if that was true—

Then survival...

was not about strength.

It was about being...

something it would not destroy.

Far above—

Azrakhal continued.

Unstoppable.

Untouched.

Unchallenged.

And below—

humanity did something it had never done before.

It stopped trying to win.

And started trying—

not to be chosen.

They did not fear death.

They feared being seen.
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The world did not stop.

It fractured.

Messengers rode without rest.
Kings gathered without answers.
Armies moved without purpose.

Every ruler believed the same thing:

This can be controlled.

They were wrong.

In Portigalis—

Afonso stood before a war table covered in maps.

Cities marked.
Routes crossed.
Reports scattered like broken thoughts.

“He chooses targets,” one advisor said.

“Then we predict them,” another replied.

Afonso did not look at them.

“Predict?” he said quietly.

A pause.

“Or beg not to be next?”

No one answered.

Because no one knew the difference anymore.

In Castile—

they prepared for war.

Thousands armed.
Thousands ready.

Faith burning in their eyes.

“If it bleeds, it dies,” their commander declared.

But none of them had seen it.

Not truly.

In Sintra—

they did not prepare armies.

They observed.

“It is not attacking randomly,” the Lady said.

Morgana stood beside her.

“No,” she replied.

A pause.

“It is removing something.”

In Olicipo—

trade had slowed.

Ships delayed.
Routes uncertain.

Whispers spreading faster than goods.

And in Porto—

Tinto da Rocha was furious.

“This is bad for business,” he snapped.

Gold flowed through his fingers—

but now—

it meant nothing.

“No ports are safe.”
“No fleets remain.”

“Then we rebuild,” he said.

Always the same answer.

Always control.

Always profit.

Until—

the room went silent.

One of his men looked toward the window.

“Sir...”

Tinto turned.

Annoyed.

“What now?”

The sky outside—

darkened.

Not with clouds.

With something vast.

For the first time—

Tinto da Rocha did not speak.

He stepped outside.

Slowly.

People in the streets had already stopped moving.

Some ran.

Most froze.

Because they knew.

Azrakhal descended.

Not fast.

Not violent.

Certain.

Tinto stood in the open square.

Gold chains across his chest.
Power in his posture.

“This is my city,” he muttered.

As if the words mattered.

As if ownership meant anything.

The dragon landed.

The ground cracked beneath its weight.

The green glow pulsed.

Alive.

Watching.

And then—

it looked at him.

Not the city.

Not the port.

Him.

For the first time—

Tinto felt it.

Not fear.

Recognition.

As if something ancient had already decided.

He tried to speak.

To command.

To negotiate.

Nothing came out.

Azrakhal moved closer.

Slow.

Deliberate.

The air burned around him.

People screamed.

But not for long.

Because no one moved to help.

No one could.

Tinto fell to his knees.

Not in submission.

In collapse.

“This... can be bought...” he whispered.

The dragon lowered its head.

Closer.

Closer.

And for a brief moment—

everything stopped.

Time.

Sound.

Breath.

Then—

the fire came.

Not wide.

Not explosive.

A single stream.

Focused.

Precise.

It hit him directly.

No scream.

No struggle.

Only light.

And then—

nothing.

Gone.

Where he stood—

only ash remained.

The dragon did not move.

It simply turned.

And left.

The city—

untouched.

The port—

standing.

Only one thing removed.

Power.

Back in Portigalis—

the news arrived at night.

Afonso read the report in silence.

Then—

slowly—

folded it.

“They are not cities,” he
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