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Chapter 1: The First Element Awakens

The land of MarBryn had always hummed with a quiet, ancient magic — a vibration felt deep in the roots of its crystal-veined mountains, along the banks of its luminescent rivers, and through the sprawling bioluminescent forests that glowed soft gold and violet at dusk. It was a world where old alchemy scrolls lined the shelves of crumbling tower libraries, where alchemists and enchanters worked side by side, and where the boundary between science and sorcery had long since dissolved into something altogether more wonderful.

And on the tallest ridge of the Verdant Spine Mountains, where the wind smelled of pine resin and electrical charge, lived Hildy.

She was unmistakable. A compact, powerfully built dragon whose scales blazed in a green so vivid it seemed almost aggressive — like someone had captured the very soul of a summer forest and pressed it into living armor. Her belly and the sweeping undersides of her broad wings faded to a pale, luminous yellow-green, catching the morning light like polished jade held up to a candle. A wild, flowing mane of deep amber and fiery orange cascaded from the crown of her head, tumbling down her neck in loose, flame-like waves. And her tail — long, sinuous, and elegantly curved — ended in an eruption of orange-red fronds that flickered and sparked whenever magic moved through her.

That tail was no mere appendage. It was her wand.

Hildy was a Hydrogen Dragon, the rarest and most primordially powerful of all the Elemental Dragons in MarBryn. Hydrogen — Element One — was the first thing the universe had ever made. The fuel of stars. The seed of water. The breath of life itself. And it answered to Hildy alone.

“First doesn't mean simple,” she often reminded herself. “It means foundational.”

On this particular morning, she was practicing near the ridge's edge, her tail scribing glowing runes in the cold mountain air. Each rune ignited briefly in pale blue-white plasma fire before dissolving into harmless wisps of steam. It was meticulous work. Hydrogen magic was volatile — brilliant and powerful, but demanding respect. One careless flick and she could level a hillside. She had done it once, accidentally, when she was very young. The scorched crater north of Greenhollow was still called "Hildy's Sneeze" by locals, which she found both embarrassing and mildly amusing.

"You missed the third resonance point again."

The voice came from below and to the left — precise, a little dry, and entirely unbothered by the crackling plasma runes floating overhead. Hildy curled her tail back and looked down.

Perched on a flat boulder with a battered leather satchel across his shoulder and a pair of brass-framed magnifying spectacles pushed up on his forehead was Oswin Crale. He was a young human of about twenty-two, lean and sharp-featured, with ink-stained fingers, a perpetually rumpled dark coat, and the particular confidence of someone who had read every important book twice and remembered all of it. He was an alchemical scholar — no magic in his blood whatsoever — but his knowledge of elemental chemistry was extraordinary. He had attached himself to Hildy six months ago after correctly predicting the resonance frequency of one of her plasma bursts to within three decimal points, and she had grudgingly admitted she found him useful.

"I did not miss it," Hildy said. "I deliberately adjusted the arc."

"You missed it," Oswin said pleasantly, opening his notebook.

From a nearby pine branch, a second figure stirred — a small, silver-feathered creature with wide amber eyes and delicate crystalline antennae that chimed faintly in the breeze. This was Pip, a Luminary Sprite, no larger than a crow, with a personality considerably larger than that. Pip could generate focused beams of concentrated light and navigate by starfield instinct, making her an invaluable scout. She had found Hildy two years prior, half-frozen on a winter ridge, and had simply never left.

"He's right," Pip chimed. "The third rune fizzled."

Hildy exhaled a small puff of steam. "I am surrounded by critics."

But before any further debate could begin, a deep, resonant tremor rolled through the mountain beneath their feet — and far to the south, over the rooftops of the ancient city of Caldenmoor, the sky turned an ugly, chemical yellow.


Chapter 2: The Yellow Sky Over Caldenmoor

Caldenmoor was the oldest city in MarBryn, and it wore its age with a kind of stubborn, magnificent pride. Its streets were cobbled with dark basalt, its buildings constructed from layered limestone and iron-veined granite, stacked and arched in the old architectural style that predated even the Great Elemental Accords. Copper pipes ran along the outsides of buildings like exposed veins, carrying heated water and alchemical gases between workshops, foundries, and laboratories. Lanterns burned with controlled elemental flames — some blue, some green, some the steady warm orange of purified combustion gas. It was a city that ran on chemistry as much as commerce.

Hildy banked low over the city's outer wall, her wings cutting cleanly through the sour-smelling air. The yellow tinge was worse up close — a dense, acrid haze that hung over the rooftops like a stained curtain, catching the light in an oily, unpleasant way.

"Sulfur compounds," Oswin said from the harness strapped across Hildy's back, his spectacles now down over his eyes as he peered through a small analytical scope he'd produced from his satchel. "Possibly mixed with heavy nitrogen oxides. This isn't natural atmospheric chemistry."

"Obviously," Pip muttered, hovering close to Hildy's left ear, her crystalline antennae pressed flat against her head in discomfort. "It smells like burned ambition and bad decisions."

“Someone has done this deliberately,” Hildy thought, her tail twitching with agitation as she scanned the skyline. She could feel it in the hydrogen currents that she was always, on some level, reading — the way a sailor reads wind. The molecular fabric of the air above Caldenmoor had been disrupted. Violently. Intentionally.

She landed on the broad stone parapet of the city's upper district, near the Hall of Elemental Sciences — a grand, colonnaded building whose bronze doors were engraved with the periodic arrangements first catalogued by the ancient alchemist-scholars of MarBryn. A small crowd of citizens had gathered in the square below, many holding cloth to their faces. City wardens in copper-buttoned coats moved through the crowd with calming gestures that didn't appear to be calming anyone.

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg
Copyrighted 2026





OEBPS/image/image-0-3.jpg
This book contains material protected under
International and Federal Copyright Laws and Treaties.
Any unauthorized reprint use of this material is
prohibited.

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical,
including photocopying, recording, or by any
information storage and retrieval system without
written permission from Sybrina Publishing and
Distribution Company.

Contact Sybrina@sybrina.com.





OEBPS/image/image-0-5.jpg
The Dragon with
the Hydrogen Tipped Tail






OEBPS/image/image-0-4.jpg





OEBPS/image/image-0-1.jpg
BISAC Codes:

JUV036000 - JUVENILE FICTION / Science & Technology
JUV037000 - JUVENILE FICTION / Science Fiction, Fantasy,
Magic

JUV002270 JUVENILE FICTION / Fantasy / Dragons,
Unicorns & Mythical Creatures





OEBPS/image/image-0-2.jpg
All rights reserved by Sybrina Publishing and
Distribution Company.

League City, Texas, United States of America





OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Hildy The Elemental Dragon With Hydrogen Magic





		

Element 1 – Magical Elementals Chemistry Fantasy





		

Element 1 – Magical Elementals Chemistry Fantasy





		

Chapter 1: The First Element Awakens





		

Chapter 2: The Yellow Sky Over Caldenmoor





		

Chapter 3: The Signature of Malgrew Voss





		

Chapter 5: Allies From the Ashfen





		

Chapter 6: The Cinderplain





		

Chapter 7: Below the Cinderplain





		

Chapter 8: The Weight of Hydrogen





		

Chapter 9: The Reduction Syndicate





		

Chapter 10: First Element, Lasting Foundation













