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	Preface 

	 

	In Ringmar, the sky—a vast, unreachable layer of water—took a long time to be explored. Dragons, sovereigns of the clouds and wind, would attack with violent hatred any being that dared to trespass into their domain. No one had ever succeeded in slaying such beasts. And yet, despite facing enemies thirty times more intelligent than any mammal, armored in impenetrable scales and capable of striking from any direction while spewing fire, there were always those who dreamed of becoming daring adventurers and conquering the skies.

	A crew of sailors was the first to brave the storm-laden pillars, reaching places where even the most advanced ships could not go. The journey was anything but easy. With sails hoisted, the crew fought relentlessly to protect their vessel. They rowed when there was no wind and used their own bodies to seal the gaps that threatened to sink the ship.

	When at last they reached the calm skies—the sovereignty and peace they had long yearned for—a ruthless dragon emerged from the depths and struck. The ship was hurled into the abyss, cast back to the earth in a fall that lasted three days and two nights. Many died of hunger; others, overcome with despair, chose to end their lives. But the captain decided to leave behind a record of his knowledge in a journal.

	The boat crashed into the mountains with the force of a fallen titan, transforming tragedy into a roar of splintered wood and twisted metal. It was then that the fearless protagonist of this novel, Gina, daughter of Heliúk, heard the call of the blood coursing through her veins. Assembling a crew made up of the vilest criminals and guided by the journal's instructions, Gina declared her resolve to redeem the deadly hatred dragons bore—and to take to the skies in search of what no one had ever dared to uncover.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 1: Far from Home

	 

	She was a woman with chestnut-colored eyes and reddish-violet hair that waved in the wind, lifted by the force of the air. She stood about one meter seventy tall, arms crossed, with a sturdy build and a chest bare and marked with scars. Her skin, just past the bloom of youth, had begun to toughen under the sun and the salt of sweat. Her body bore the signs of old wounds: two scars started from opposite ends of her neck, crossed over her chest, and descended toward her abdomen. She had no breasts. She was missing her right eye, three fingers on her right hand, and where there were no battle marks or clothing, delicate tattoos of red roses traced lines up to her jaw.

	When she smiled—brilliant as a lightning strike—her wide-brimmed hat stood out, a symbol of her command, casting an aura that was both ominous and powerful: the world was meant to fear her.

	“Crew, I ask for your attention. Listen to my words,” she said. Her name was Gina, and with commanding presence, she addressed those who followed her. “This is the moment our real journey begins. And it won’t be like any other, I promise you! Today is the day dragons lose the sky we call sea. The day humankind stops living bound to the ground, at the mercy of those abominable beasts. From now on, follow my orders and you’ll live—to tell the tale, to claim victory, to get revenge, to make a name for yourselves. Understood!?”

	The Beastmark was a warship, two hundred sixty-five meters long and thirty-six meters wide. Beneath the sun lord’s light, over the vast lands of the planet, it stood in its prime—radiating power, resolve, and arrogance. At Captain Gina’s words, the cannons fired, and along the deck of the colossal vessel rang a cry of unmistakable determination that made the metal tremble. The voices of six hundred ghosts, joined by those of eighteen living crew members, merged into one spirit—one that soared higher than the bullets fired, reaching the skies as a warning of how resolved they were.

	Gina cast her gaze down at Luz, the only elf on the crew. She too had her chest exposed, but unlike the captain, the green-haired creature—despite her short stature—had two prominent features and a skin tone that gave her a majestic aura. She was promiscuous and possessed the skills of a dangerous demon—one capable of navigating the hearts of those who crossed her path. With her green eyes, like her hair that waved in the breeze, Luz nodded with determination. To Gina, the elf was a key figure in maintaining control over the most unruly crew members.

	Gina then shifted her gaze to Grave Lands, alias Raven, who, after shouting, adjusted his sword. His expression was calm, but behind it burned a fierce desire to prove himself to the world. In contrast, Theodore, the Mist Thief, checked the edge of his knives with the kind of finesse that only someone with over a hundred kills to their name could possess. Magpie Yoz, known as Lightning or the Lance, inspected sails and cannons with military efficiency while stretching his arms to loosen the tension in his muscles and, like the ship, prepare for action. Saion Dio, the Sword, stood at the prow, eyes fixed on the horizon, as if he could already see the enemy awaiting them.

	Gina noticed that the rest of the surviving crew looked uninterested, frightened, or even bored by the event. But this didn’t bother her in the slightest, for she knew they didn’t care about conquering the sky or slaying dragons.

	With unwavering resolve, Gina ordered all six hundred and eighteen crew members to take their positions. As she dismissed those who lacked interest to their quarters, she surrounded herself with the ones who supported her with a clear purpose: to conquer the sky and prove to humanity what they were capable of, surviving against all odds. Her speech stirred emotion in the hearts of those listening aboard the massive ship known as the Beastmark, especially when she declared:

	"Forward, sailors!" she commanded, her voice thundering like a storm. "Raise the sails and fire up the engines! New adventures await us in the vast sea they call the sky..."

	At the edge of the massive metal beast, the wind sighed in relief, like an exhausted singer realizing it no longer had to push the titanic Beastmark with its strength. But the earth did not feel the same.

	The ghost sailors’ job was to stoke the boilers until they roared like the burning heart of a beast. The propellers began to spin with overwhelming force, making the surrounding trees and mountains tremble. Gradually, the power of the machinery revealed itself—a mechanical crescendo that climaxed in a devastating impact: the ground giving way, torn open with a roar that sounded like the earth itself screaming.

	To outside eyes, the spectacle was astonishing: an impossible contradiction brought to life. The colossal warship, a floating fortress built to conquer seas, now defied logic as it carved a path across solid ground. Its massive propellers—never meant for such a feat—roared like a chorus of thunder, kicking up clouds of dust and debris in its wake. The hull, forged to withstand waves, now dominated the terrestrial landscape with an overwhelming presence, crushing everything beneath it as if the earth were wax under its weight.

	Trees fell like toys before its advance, and the ground quaked, unable to withstand the titanic machinery that marched forward with relentless determination. The scene seemed torn from a fever dream: a reminder of human ambition breaking boundaries and defying nature’s limits.

	At the helm, Gina stood firm, though she had yet to reach the sea. The Beastmark rolled across the land, cutting through meadows and grasslands, retreating from the sun lord’s rays that tried to catch it with light on the horizon. And although its speed left onlookers frozen between awe and terror, this steel monster claiming dominion beyond the oceans still had not taken flight.

	The path from the ground to the sky—beyond the clouds—seemed endless. But the real problem wasn’t the distance; it was the beasts and dangers that inhabited the journey. Creatures that brought a smile to Gina’s face as she fixed her gaze far ahead, on a swirling vortex of water, clouds, and storm winds connecting the earth to the heavens.

	As they slid into perilous territory, the countdown to their first encounter with a dragon was nearing its end. Even so, the non-ghost crew divided into their respective tasks. The deck buzzed with activity, every member performing their role with meticulous precision.

	Luz, the elf, climbed up to the crow’s nest for a better view of the horizon; her eyes scanned every cloud for signs of danger. Grave Lands made his way to the armory, where he began inspecting and preparing the heavy artillery. Every bullet had to be perfectly balanced, sharpened at the tip, and engraved with a name. Although the modern world had laser cannons and flying mechanical suits, Grave believed in achieving valorous feats using the simplest means available.

	Theodore, meanwhile, moved stealthily through the ship’s lower compartments, making sure the rest of the crew returned to their cabins without tampering with the munitions or provisions. His ability to move unnoticed was invaluable, especially on infiltration and espionage missions. He had always been a man of few words unless he trusted someone, and his actions against those apathetic toward the fight against dragons spoke louder than words.

	Magpie Yoz, with a stern gaze and commanding stance, oversaw the operation of the cannons. Every movement of the ship was a precise dance, and he—being the spear—had to be in exactly the right place with no room for error when the moment came. Each second watching the elf’s expressions as she scoured the horizon only heightened his anxiety for what was to come.

	At the prow, Saion Dio stood motionless, a solitary figure facing the vast sky. Though he rarely spoke, his presence was a beacon of strength and resolve.

	The atmosphere was calm, almost solemn. The calm before the storm.

	“Something troubling you, Captain?” asked Gong Dun, offering Gina a glass of wine.

	Known as the Angel of Death, he had never been part of the regular crew. He always stood behind the captain, attuned to the needs of his old and loyal friend. He knew it was madness for a ship designed to sail the seas to now be crossing rocks and mountains with the intent of taking to the air. Even more impossible was the idea of facing a dragon—and surviving. Still, he chose to serve under Gina’s command. Not out of duty, obligation, hatred of dragons, fame, or a need to escape justice. He did it for friendship.

	“There are always worries, Gong Dun,” Gina replied, taking a sip from her glass while steering the vessel with her other hand. “I feel like we’re ready for what’s coming. The crew is ready… and so am I. But I’m not strong enough to save them all… at least, not from themselves.”

	Gong Dun nodded, understanding the weight behind her words. He knew that, despite the unshakable facade she projected, his captain carried the burden of every decision and every life under her command.

	“I trust you, Gina. And I know everyone here does too. You’ve led this ship and its crew through countless storms. This one won’t be any different…”

	Gina smiled, grateful for the constant support of her old comrade.

	“Thank you, Gong Dun. Your trust means a lot to me. And with allies like you, I know we can face anything… Even if I’m on the brink of death, I ask you—don’t hesitate to use my body as a shield.”

	Gong nodded solemnly and chose silence, praying inwardly that the worst would never come to pass. He fixed his gaze on the horizon, where a storm rose, linking the earth with the sky.

	From her high vantage point, Luz scanned the sky.

	“Captain, I see something in the distance,” she called, pointing westward.

	As soon as her expression shifted, dark clouds gathered above, and the wind turned hot and strong. The elf didn’t need to say a word—Gina already felt it. A scaled beast was approaching. She downed the rest of her wine in a single gulp and barked a firm command:

	“Down!” she shouted, throwing the cup aside and gripping the helm with both hands. “Humans—douse yourselves in water and keep away from metal!”

	Just as Luz’s feet touched the non-slip surface of the deck, a fearsome roar ripped through the air.

	The crew dropped to the floor, and the Beastmark paid dearly for its clamor. Green turned to red, and life became hell when, from the black clouds, not one but three dragons emerged. Massive creatures unleashed their fiery breath straight at the vessel.

	With the limited maneuverability of a metal colossus, Gina displayed her mastery, steering through the firestorm conjured by the wrath of three furious dragons. The crew vulnerable to flame managed to seal the hatch just in time, while the others assumed strategic positions, enduring the infernal heat as though the skies had declared war on erupting volcanoes.

	Scaled roars, cannon blasts, and Gina’s fearless shouts composed the war symphony that thundered across the plains: three dragons against a beast of steel.

	“Cannons—unleash hell!” Gina commanded from the helm, arms crossed, bearing a smile fierce as a thousand suns.

	The roar of the cannons, spitting lead with the cadence of war drums, overpowered even the dragons’ explosive fury. The creatures swooped like ravenous eagles but were forced to shut their jaws after swallowing the lead projectiles—a poisonous metal for all living things.

	Even with mouths closed, their shimmering scales remained unscathed, defying the Beastmark’s assault as it pressed forward like an unstoppable titan. The beasts, enraged, continued their assault in waves against the vessel’s protective barrier. Their armor-like scales, gleaming like diamond plates, refused to yield, defending their domain with ancestral wrath.

	“Aim for the open mouths!” Gina ordered.

	The ghost crew rose to their feet and rushed to the turrets, still glowing red-hot from the heat. Cannons were reloaded, personal weapons prepared. Everyone waited for the moment when one of the beasts would open its jaws. Gina remained at the helm, her eyes locked on the dragon approaching.

	In a desperate attempt to halt their advance, the Earth King raised a colossal wall. So tall it darkened the horizon. Nautically speaking, it resembled a tsunami.

	“Your name will be Chadwick…” Gina shouted, pointing at the dragon known as the King of the Earth. Facing the wave of stone that blotted out the sky, she grew serious, gripped the helm tightly, and turned the ship to ascend the avalanche.

	The scaled beast understood human languages—it could even infer meaning from context, expressions, and screams. It had heard pleas, curses, and moans of agony. But never—never—had anyone dared point a finger at it and name it. And far from amusing him, the gesture ignited a visceral rage. An intolerable insolence from an inferior creature.

	“New entity registered in the database,” announced the robotic voice of a chained doll mounted at the ship’s prow.

	The ship’s figurehead wasn’t mere decoration. She had purpose, a name, and belonged to a line of mass-produced automatons. Her name was Luna, and although she resembled a ceremonial statue, she was as tough as a war shield. She was also wirelessly connected to the ship’s technological core—a vital function for any explorer hoping to immortalize their name in the world’s records.

	From the rear of the ship, another dragon—enraged—exhaled a breath of rot. A twisting, lethal cloud, so dense it became fog. Any living being who touched it would perish instantly. But before launching the attack, the creature roared in its ancestral tongue, summoning its scattered kin.

	“I’ll name you Molar…” Gina shouted, one hand on the helm, turning her body to gauge how close the wave of death was.

	To the shock of the three scaled beasts, the Beastmark emerged through waves of earth and decay, defying the elements with a courage that made even death tremble. With its prow pointed toward the vortex of water that linked sky and ground, it declared its destiny. And that defiance only enraged the dragons further.

	The third one—the smallest and least agile—failed to escape the tsunami of rock and soil. It was swallowed by its own destruction.

	“This isn’t over yet!” Gina roared to her crew. “Increase speed! Redirect the cannons! I want a smoke curtain covering our path!”

	“Damn humans! Isn’t what you have enough?” Molar snarled, emerging from the wave of debris and poison that nearly consumed him. “If you’ve escaped death, the wise choice would be to go back where you came from…”

	“There’s still time to do it alive!” Chadwick bellowed, tearing through the land as his furious gaze swept the horizon.

	In the thick cloud of gunpowder, sounds bounced chaotically. Gina knew they had escaped their pursuers’ line of sight. The beasts, confused, communicated with each other in hopes of locating the enemy.

	As her crew held dead silence, the rumble of the terrain was louder than any noise from the ship.

	“Trying to negotiate?” Gina asked, rising above the mast into the black cloud. Arms crossed, she locked eyes with Chadwick’s right one. “I’ll consider your words… when you prove you have nothing, and I am the one who conquers the sky. My name is Gina. Remember it.”

	No sooner had she said her name than she leapt into the void, narrowly dodging the beast’s vicious bite. The Beastmark activated its defensive shield. Not a single rope fiber was harmed by flame or claw.

	“Drop the anchor!” the captain roared, her voice iron-clad.

	The crew activated the mechanism, and the massive anchor fell, halting the ship abruptly. The dragon, unable to stop, was carried forward by its own momentum, spun one hundred eighty degrees, and crashed, disoriented.

	Chadwick felt the tug around his neck—a thick rope had him ensnared. Were it not for his armored scales, he might’ve been strangled.

	With the force of the sudden halt and the momentum of his immense body, the ship lifted over the beast and burst through the smoke curtain, sowing discord among the other attackers. Like a supreme hero, the Beastmark danced atop the chaos of the storm.

	There was no greater insult to a king than to be used as a ramp by a subject. Chadwick, staring up at the belly of the ship, narrowed his eyes and exhaled his most powerful breath. But he knew he was still bound. With a whip of his tail, he tried to break the rope.

	Above, the other dragons opened their jaws and unleashed breaths so powerful that, if not for the momentum Chadwick had generated, the ship’s shield would’ve given way.

	Losing sight of the ship’s hull and unsure if his attack had landed, Chadwick emerged from the smoke, spitting fire. But as soon as his head broke through, he was hit directly by the combined breath of his own allies.

	The explosion dispersed the cloud. Chadwick, enraged, hurled curses at the other dragons for striking him. The scaled beasts retaliated with even more fury—they knew it had been Chadwick’s fire that had launched the ship skyward.

	Gina’s laughter rang out through the chaos, drawing all three dragons’ attention to the true threat.

	“It wasn’t your fault! I’m the one who used you!” Gina shouted. “But admitting that would mean accepting I’m superior. I wonder... will the Storm King be smarter than you? He is an old dragon, after all…”

	The dragons’ pride began to fracture. Enraged and ablaze, they roared across the skies with the wrath of the ancients. They were determined to silence the presumptuous human who had dared challenge them with such gall. Their wings thundered as they launched in pursuit, resolved to crush her arrogance beneath their claws.

	The wind howled around them, and the forces of earth, fire, and air battered the ship’s hull with unrelenting fury. But Gina stood firm. The sky—vast and filled with peril—was also rich with promise… and opportunity.

	“…such a beast will follow me like a castaway follows a star…” Gina said, timing her words perfectly. “You’re welcome to stay behind… unless, of course, you’re curious to see the treasures hoarded by the water dragons. Who wouldn’t find that a convenient excuse?”

	The Beastmark reached the midpoint of the vortex—an immense beach where golden sand gleamed under the reflection of dragonfire, while being dampened by the turbulent waters that bridged earth and sky.

	What had once been solid rock now turned into a storm-tossed sea. The Beastmark crashed onto the watery surface—its natural habitat. But just as the dragons attempted to leave the ground and rise into the sea, they were intercepted by a breath of water.

	The surface shattered with a deafening roar, as if the ocean itself cried out in ancient fury. From the depths, a colossal form emerged, darkening the horizon with its overwhelming silhouette. The Sea King ascended—majestic and terrible.

	His scaled body shimmered like sapphire and obsidian armor, reflecting light in blinding flashes. Each scale seemed to contain the very essence of the waters he ruled, vibrating with a primordial energy. His colossal wings, made of translucent membranes like salt crystal, unfolded with a crackling echo that resembled waves crashing against cliffs, releasing torrents of water with each movement.

	From his long neck hung algae and coral—marks of his eternal reign beneath the sea. And his eyes, twin orbs as deep as the abyss, glowed with the wisdom and wrath of a thousand storms.

	When he opened his jaws, the sea breeze filled with a roar so vast it shook both sky and earth. His tail, long as a river, lashed the water, lifting titanic waves—a reminder that no ocean lay beyond his dominion.

	“Hold it right there! This is our territory!” he bellowed, addressing the earthbound dragons with sovereign authority.

	“Don’t you see?! She’s escaping!” Chadwick shouted, his voice cracking with a desperation that shamed him.

	“From you?” the sea dragon replied coldly. “The King of the Earth may know we cannot die… but if you enter my waters, there’s no guarantee you won’t try to steal what I possess. Step back, unless you wish to start a war.”

	“So impressive… so intimidating! Perfect entrance. And for that… your name shall be Braxton!” Gina called out from afar, her voice clear and provocative.

	That simple proclamation sowed discord. The name Braxton sounded far more imposing than Chadwick—and he knew it. Jealousy and anger bubbled within him.

	“My boys will take care of her…” said the Sea King, unable to entirely hide the subtle pride in the name he had just been given.

	With a tilt of his head, he sent two of his subordinates after the ship. He himself, puffing out his scaly chest, turned to face the land dragons.

	The dragons of the land didn’t wish to start an open war against the sea clan, but they were forced to bare their teeth with restrained fury. The sky tensed, thick with omens, while wings beat violently and roars mingled with the crashing of waves.

	Chadwick, motionless for a moment, watched helplessly as Gina’s defiant figure faded into the foam and smoke aboard the Beastmark, heading straight into the heart of the vortex. His jaw clenched. The muscles in his neck trembled with rage.

	The human who had humiliated him—who had named him like a mere creature from a fable—was escaping. And not just escaping: she had ridiculed him before his peers and an ancient rival, the Sea King himself.

	His pride, as old as the rock from which he was born, burned like magma. But his claws couldn’t reach, and his fury wasn’t enough.

	Chadwick roared—a sound more like the wail of shattered stone than a threat. Deep down, he knew: the battle wasn’t over… it had only just begun.

	 

	 

	Chapter 2: Defying the Storm

	 

	The Beastmark roared over the waves like an unleashed creature, a steel colossus that seemed to defy the very laws of nature. Its hull, armored like the hide of a leviathan, cut through the waters with lethal precision, raising gigantic plumes of white foam that rose like liquid walls on either side. The engines, forged with near-mythical engineering, emitted a deep roar that echoed both in the ocean’s depths and in the hearts of all who witnessed it.

	As it reached maximum speed, the titanic vessel no longer sailed—it flew over the water. The propellers spun with such fury they turned the sea into an untamable whirlpool, spraying jets in all directions. Each wave crashing against the hull reverberated like a war drum, in perfect rhythm with the frantic heartbeat of its internal machinery.

	From afar, the Beastmark resembled a titan crossing a liquid battlefield, leaving in its wake a trail that declared its might. Aboard, the crew felt the relentless wind, so fierce it threatened to tear the hair from their scalps—a constant reminder of the immense force beneath their feet. The speed they’d reached didn’t just defy logic; it mocked the lesser sea dragons, shouting to the world
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