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  For the rememberers.

For those who listen to the wind and hear a forgotten song.

For those who look at the stars and see a different story.

And for those who keep the flame of hope alive, even in the deepest silence.

This one is for you.







  
    
      “The greatest magic is not to forget who you are, when the world has written you a different story.”


    

    
      -The Codex of the Flame Bearers
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  Foreword



It is a strange and wonderful thing to find a book that feels less like something you are reading for the first time, and more like something you are remembering. 




Perhaps you picked up this volume because you are drawn to dragons, to the allure of epic fantasy, to the age-old clash of light and shadow. And you will find all of that within these pages. But you may also find something else—something quieter and more personal. A sense of recognition. 




You might read of Kaelen, an orphan who hears a music no one else can, and feel a kinship. You might recognize the ache of the Long Silence not as a fantastical element, but as a metaphor for our own world, which can often feel stripped of wonder, of connection, of magic. This story is, on its surface, a tale of reclaiming a kingdom from a dark lord. But at its heart, it is about reclaiming something far more precious: our own sense of awe, our own inner truth, our own name. 




The journey you are about to begin is an ancient one. It is the journey back to yourself. It is the Sacred Call of Remembrance, and it is sounding now, for all of us. 




Turn the page, and listen. You might just hear the echo of your own song. 




— A Fellow Rememberer







  Preface



Every story has already been told in the stars. Every song has already been sung in the depths of the heart. The task of a storyteller is not to invent, but to remember; to listen for the echoes of older, greater tales and hum along until the melody becomes clear again.




Dragon Heart is one such echo. It is a story about stories—about the names we are given, the names we are denied, and the names we choose for ourselves. It is about the profound power of remembrance in a world that often asks us to forget who we are.




This tale was written for anyone who has ever felt a longing for a world more magical, more meaningful, and more alive than the one we see. It is an invitation to believe that the music you faintly hear on the edge of your hearing is real, that the memory that feels like a dream is true, and that you, too, have a part to play in the great, eternal song.




Listen closely.

Your verse is about to begin.
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The Last Echo

The air over the Skyclaw Peaks tasted of ozone and ash. Emperor Kaelon, his scales the color of a star-strewn night, roared not in challenge, but in defiance. Beneath him, the great Aerie of the Emberweavers burned. The symphony of draconic song, a magic that had woven the very fabric of the world for millennia, was being silenced, note by agonizing note.




His mate, Lyra, her scales like molten gold, fought beside him, her fire a brilliant sun against the encroaching shadow. But their enemy was not one of tooth and claw. It was a silence. A nullity. The Void-Touched, creatures of shimmering, unnatural blackness, drank the sound and the magic, leaving only a chilling hollow in their wake.




“They are breaking the Song, Kaelon!” Lyra’s voice, once a melody that could calm storms, was strained with desperation. “The Weave unravels!”




Kaelon knew she was right. He could feel the world groaning, the ancient magic that bound stone, sky, and soul together fraying at the edges. The Dragon Song, the source of all life and power on the continent of Aerathos, was being severed at its source.




There was only one path left. A desperate, terrible gamble.




“The Heart must survive,” he boomed, his voice shaking the mountain. “The Echo must be preserved.”




Lyra’s great amber eyes met his, filled with a sorrow deeper than the oceans. She understood the cost. To save the memory of their kind, to keep the Eternal Flame of creation from being extinguished forever, they would have to sacrifice their physical forms to become pure magic, a seed of hope for an age yet to come.




As the Void-Touched swarm descended, blotting out the stars, Kaelon and Lyra did not roar. They began to sing. A final, devastatingly beautiful duet. Their bodies dissolved not into death, but into a concentrated orb of blinding, multi-hued light—the Dragon Heart. It pulsed once, a wave of pure, ancient power that vaporized the immediate swarm, and then shot like a falling star across the sky, away from the peaks, seeking a place to hide and wait.




The last great dragons fell. The Song faded to a whisper. And across Aerathos, the world grew quieter, dimmer, and infinitely more lonely. The Age of Dragons ended. And the Long Silence began.
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