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  This book is dedicated to the mothers, creators, and protectors whose stories were stolen.

To the chaotic, the fierce, and the wise who were forced into smaller, safer boxes.

May we all remember the Queens we descend from.







  
    
      “Beware the stories you are told, for the monster is often the mother, the witch is often the wise woman, and the villain is the one who dared to protect what was sacred.”


    

    
      — Oral tradition of the Keepers of the Rose
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  Foreword



We stand at a pivotal point in Kaelen’s journey. He has remembered his own power and uncovered a hidden history of the sacred feminine. But what happens when you realize that the very myths your world is built upon are a lie? What do you do when you discover that the “monsters” of legend were, in fact, the original creators?




Dragon Queens is the bravest kind of story: one that dares to look the monsters in the eye and see the goddesses trapped within. It is a journey into the heart of patriarchal storytelling itself, a quest to rescue not people, but the very essence of the feminine divine from the prisons of slander and fear.




Prepare to have your understanding of myth, power, and creation challenged. The most dangerous magic is not fire or ice, but a story waiting to be reclaimed.




— A Fellow Myth-Weaver







  Preface



The idea for this book did not emerge from a vacuum. It grew from a lifetime of reading ancient myths and feeling a deep, unsettling dissonance. Why were the oldest goddesses of creation: Tiamat of Mesopotamia, Isis of Egypt, Medusa of Greece… consistently recast as villains, monsters, or secondary figures in the very cultures that once revered them?




Dragon Queens is a work of fictional archaeology. It is an attempt to dig through the layers of propaganda to reach the bedrock of a more authentic, powerful truth. This volume is an act of re-remembering: of putting back together the scattered and maligned pieces of the sacred feminine and restoring her to her rightful place as a co-creator of reality.




It is my hope that this story serves as a key, unlocking not just a plot point in a fantasy series, but a door in the reader’s own mind, encouraging them to question the stories they’ve been told and listen for the older, truer song humming beneath them.
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  Prologue

  
  




The First Lie




Before the Silence, there was the Slander.




The Umbra King understood a fundamental truth: to conquer a people, you destroy their heroes. To conquer a universe, you destroy its gods. But the great creator beings could not be killed, for their essence was woven into the fabric of reality itself.




And so, he became the First Editor. The Father of Lies.




He took the Mother of All, Tiamat, she whose body was the stuff of galaxies, and he recast her joyful, chaotic creation as monstrous, mindless rage. He took Isis, the great magician whose love reassembled what was broken, and he whispered that her power was manipulation, her devotion witchcraft. He took Medusa, the fierce protector whose gaze could reveal the true intent of any heart, and he painted her as a vain, petrifying monster.




Their true names were stripped from the world’s memory, replaced with caricatures of fear. Their temples were toppled, their priestesses silenced, their stories rewritten. The masculine principle of order was elevated as sole and supreme; the feminine principle of creative chaos was shackled and buried.




This was the foundation of the Long Silence. Not an absence of sound, but the presence of a single, sanctioned story: a story that made the world smaller, colder, and infinitely less magical.




The Dragon Queens were not slain. They were imprisoned in the one cage from which there seemed no escape: a lie.








  
  
  Introduction

  
  




The truth of the Code Keeper has been won at a great cost. Kaelen and Elara are now bearers of a secret that makes them enemies of the very fabric of their world. But the Dragon Heart within Kaelen is restless, sensing it is only half-whole.




The world’s history is a palimpsest: a parchment scraped clean and written over. The story of the Dragon Queens: Tiamat, Isis, Medusa… is the original text bleeding through the lies. They were not monsters. They were the foundational powers of creation, magic, and protection, systematically demonized by the Umbra King to establish his reign of sterile, masculine silence.




To truly balance the Flame, Kaelen must do more than learn a new song. He must descend into the Well of Stories: the collective subconscious of the world, and confront the living, breathing lies that hold the Queens captive. He must face Tiamat not as a beast to be slain, but as a grieving mother to be honored. He must see past the caricature of the witch to find Isis’s magic of love and reassembly. He must meet Medusa’s petrifying gaze not with a sword, but with empathy for the protector she truly was.




This is the greatest battle yet: a war for the soul of history itself. The weapons are not notes of power, but acts of remembrance. The prize is not a throne, but the other half of creation.
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  The Echo of a Deeper Song

  
  




The sanctuary of the Keepers of the Rose was a haven of soft light and the scent of old parchment. Kaelen ran his fingers over the Codex of Miriam, the geometric script glowing faintly under his touch. He had learned the truth of the Magdalene, but the Dragon Heart in his chest hummed with a restless, deeper frequency, as if her story had been merely the key to a much larger, older lock.


“It’s not enough,” he murmured to Elara, who was meticulously copying a map of ley lines. “Understanding the Code Keeper… it feels like we’ve only read the introduction to a book whose first chapters are missing.”


Elara looked up. “The Codex speaks of a flame that was ‘split in twain at the dawn of all things.’ The sacred masculine and the sacred feminine. You carry the masculine half: Kaelon and Lyra’s fire. But the feminine half…”


“…was systematically erased,” Lyra’s voice finished in his mind, a note of profound sorrow in her tone. “The Umbra King’s first victory was not over the dragons, but over our mothers. The Dragon Queens.”


A searing pain shot through Kaelen’s chest. The world dissolved into a vortex of terrifying, ancient visions:


A cosmic serpent, her body a tapestry of swirling nebulae, roaring in agony as shining, younger gods tore her apart, carving her body into the world.

A radiant queen with wings of night, weeping over the dismembered body of her beloved, using her magic
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