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Prologue: The Dragon's Roar

The Battle at Blackthorn Pass

The sky above Blackthorn Pass burned crimson as Sir Aldric, the kingdom’s most feared dragon knight, urged his mount, Ignis, into a steep dive. The wind howled past his armor, the scent of charred earth and molten rock thick in the air. Below, the sorcerer Malakar’s forces swarmed like locusts, their dark banners flapping against the storm. Aldric tightened his grip on his lance, the enchanted steel humming with suppressed power. He had faced countless battles, but this one felt different—a premonition gnawed at him, a whisper of fate he couldn’t ignore. Ignis roared, a sound that shook the mountains, and unleashed a torrent of fire upon the enemy lines. Soldiers scattered, their screams lost in the inferno. Yet Malakar stood unmoved at the heart of the chaos, his skeletal fingers weaving shadows into a spell that pulsed with malevolence. Aldric knew the sorcerer’s reputation: a man who traded in souls and whispered to the dead. The knight’s jaw clenched. This fight wasn’t just for the kingdom; it was for every life Malakar had ever stolen.

As the dragon and knight closed in, Malakar raised his hands, and the ground beneath them split open. Jagged tendrils of darkness lashed upward, snaking around Ignis’s wings. The dragon bellowed in pain, thrashing against the bindings. Aldric leapt from the saddle, landing in a roll before surging forward, his lance aimed at the sorcerer’s heart. But Malakar only smiled—a cold, knowing grin—and with a flick of his wrist, the shadows swallowed Aldric whole. For a breathless moment, there was nothing but suffocating blackness. Then, a child’s laughter echoed, high and bright, cutting through the dark like a blade. The sound was so out of place that Aldric staggered, his focus shattered. Malakar’s spell faltered, and the knight seized the opening, driving his lance deep into the sorcerer’s chest. The sorcerer gasped, his eyes widening in disbelief before he dissolved into smoke. The battlefield fell silent.

Aldric dropped to one knee, gasping. The laughter still rang in his ears. It hadn’t been an illusion. Something—someone—had disrupted Malakar’s magic. But how? And why? Ignis nudged him with a concerned growl, and Aldric patted the dragon’s snout absently. "We’re not done yet," he muttered. Somewhere out there, a child’s life was tangled in this war, and he would find them.

The Enchantress and the Lost Child

Far from the battlefield, in a forgotten glade where moonlight dripped like silver through the enchantress Liora moved with quiet precision. Her fingers brushed the petals of a night-blooming sylphflower, its glow faint but steady. She had come here seeking ingredients for a potion, something to ease the nightmares that plagued the villagers of Eldermere. But the forest had other plans. A rustle in the undergrowth made her freeze. Bandits? Wolves? Her hand drifted to the dagger at her hip. Then she heard it—a giggle, soft and mischievous.

Liora pushed through the ferns and stopped dead. A child, no older than three, sat cross-legged in a circle of mushrooms, their tiny hands cupped around a flickering orb of light. The air around them shimmered, alive with unspoken magic. Liora’s breath caught. This was no ordinary child. The orb pulsed, casting shifting patterns over the toddler’s round cheeks and wild curls. They looked up, eyes wide and knowing, and grinned. "Boo!"

Liora exhaled sharply. "Where are your parents?" she asked, though the answer was obvious. The child was alone. Abandoned? Stolen? The thought sent a chill down her spine. She knelt, keeping her voice gentle. "What’s your name, little one?" The toddler only giggled again and tossed the orb into the air. It exploded into a shower of sparks, and the ground trembled. Liora’s pulse spiked. Raw, untamed magic. Dangerous. Beautiful. And utterly unpredictable.

She reached out, but the child scrambled backward, their laughter turning into a whimper as the magic around them flared wildly. Trees groaned, their roots twisting unnaturally. Liora cursed under her breath. If she didn’t stabilize the child’s power, the entire glade could unravel. She began a soothing incantation, her words weaving a net of calm. Slowly, the tremors ceased. The toddler hiccuped, tears glistening, and Liora gathered them into her arms. "Shhh," she murmured. "You’re safe now." But the words felt hollow. Whoever—whatever—this child was, their magic was a beacon. And beacons drew attention.
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A Fateful Convergence
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The disturbance in the magical currents didn’t go unnoticed. In his tower of obsidian and bone, Malakar’s surviving disciples felt the ripple. They whispered of a power pure enough to undo curses, to heal the unhealable. And they wanted it. Meanwhile, Aldric, guided by that inexplicable laughter, tracked the residual magic to the glade. He arrived at dawn, his armor scarred from battle, his expression grim. Ignis circled above, wary.

Liora sensed them before she saw them—the weight of a dragon’s shadow, the metallic tang of blood and steel. She tightened her grip on the sleeping child in her arms and stepped into the clearing. The knight and the enchantress locked eyes, tension crackling between them. Aldric’s hand hovered near his sword. "You have something that doesn’t belong to you," he said, his voice rough.

Liora arched a brow. "Do I? And here I thought children weren’t property."

A muscle twitched in Aldric’s jaw. "That’s not what I—" The child stirred, blinking sleepily up at him, and the knight froze. Those eyes. He’d seen them before, in the heart of Malakar’s darkness. The laughter. The power. This child had saved him. His stance shifted, confusion replacing hostility. "Who are they?"

Liora hesitated. She didn’t trust knights, especially ones who rode dragons and carried the stench of recent slaughter. But something in Aldric’s gaze gave her pause. "I don’t know," she admitted. "But they’re powerful. And they’re in danger."

Aldric exhaled, his shoulders sagging. "Then we have a problem. Because whatever’s after them won’t stop."
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The First Night
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They made camp at the edge of the glade, an uneasy truce between them. The child—who had yet to give a name—chattered happily, oblivious to the tension. They tugged at Aldric’s cloak, demanding a story, and the knight, bewildered, obliged with a halting tale of dragons and stars. Liora watched, her suspicion giving way to reluctant amusement. The fearsome dragon knight, reduced to a stammering storyteller by a toddler.

As night deepened, the child finally slept, curled between them. Aldric poked the fire with a stick. "You’re they’re a mage’s offspring?"

Liora shook her head. "Their magic is different. Older. It’s like they’re... channeling the world itself."

Aldric frowned. "That’s not possible."

"Neither is a child disrupting Malakar’s spells, yet here we are."

The knight fell silent. After a moment, he said, "We can’t keep calling them ‘the child.’"

Liora smirked. "Got any suggestions?"

Aldric opened his mouth, then closed it. The child sighed in their sleep, their tiny fingers clutching a fistful of his cloak. Something in his chest tightened. "How about... Ember?"

Liora tested the name. "Ember." It fit—small but fierce, with a spark that could ignite the world. She nodded. "Ember it is."
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The Storm Approaches
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Dawn brought no respite. The wind carried whispers of pursuit. Malakar’s disciples were closing in, and the trio had no choice but to flee. Aldric lifted Ember onto Ignis’s back, the child squealing with delight at the dragon. Liora mounted behind them, her arms circling Aldric’s waist more out of necessity than trust.

As they took to the skies, Ember’s laughter rang out again, bright and fearless. Aldric glanced back at Liora, and for the first time, he smiled. "Ready for an adventure?"

She rolled her eyes but couldn’t suppress her own grin. "Just fly, knight."

And with that, the three of them soared into the unknown, bound by fate, a child’s magic, and the beginnings of something neither dared name.

"The greatest treasures are never gold or jewels, but the lives we choose to protect." —Old Dragon Proverb


Chapter 1: The Tiny Intruder

The Fortress Unsettled

Sir Aldric of the Obsidian Flame had spent years perfecting the art of solitude. His fortress, carved into the side of the Blackfire Mountains, was a sanctuary of order—every sword polished, every book shelved, every ember in the hearth precisely where it should be. But when he returned from his latest campaign, the scent of lavender and burnt sugar hit him before he even crossed the threshold. His nostrils flared. Lavender? He never burned lavender. The moment he pushed open the heavy oak doors, the chaos unfolded before him like a poorly rehearsed play.

A child—no older than three—was perched atop his
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The Clash of Instincts









The Unlikely Protector







The Chaos of Parenthood
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