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    To those of us that fight battles, in our own lives, that no one knows of, that we keep to ourselves, and that we march through to make ourselves healthier, happier, and stronger, to provide for our families, to pull ourselves up and together. This work, is a fantastical depiction of the depths of our souls and the battle as long as time, that shows that we have to into the depths of our minds, hearts, and souls, so as to make sure that we can be our best selves. Any work on ourselves, any time we help others through their battles, is never wasted. Be your own Hero, and if others request or need it, be their Hero as well, helping others when we can is what gives us the Humanity that is sometimes seemingly missing from this modern world, and even though we may go unnoticed, we do this form of saving grace, so that we may feel a sense of pride and joy in doing even just a little bit of good in this sometimes dark world, be the light, carry the light and shine it brightly because you may never know how dark it can be for another.
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CHAPTER ONE — Through the Fracture Gate


THE WORLD SPLIT OPEN with a sound like shattering bone.

Lightning burst around William as he and Bolt hurtled through the collapsing portal. The familiar blue-white of their stormfire magic twisted into a sickly violet haze, dragging streaks of shadow in its wake. Bolt’s wings fought the spiraling pull, but the portal was wild—raw, unanchored, ripping itself apart behind them.

“Hold steady!” William shouted over the roar of tearing stone and thunder.

I am trying, Bolt growled inside his mind, voice strained. This gate is broken—Shókhlan twisted it on purpose.

The dragon’s wings snapped outward, catching the thinning air just as the last fragments of the portal imploded behind them. A concussion of heat and pressure slammed them downward—

—and then they were falling.

The sky was wrong.

No sun hung above. No clouds. No horizon.

Instead, they plummeted through the ceiling of a colossal cavern, a vast dome of black stone veined with red-glowing cracks like wounds that refused to heal. The air tasted of ash and metal. The wind screamed past them, carrying the scent of rot.

Bolt recovered in a single powerful snap of his wings, talons scraping against an outcropping of shattered stone as he arrested their fall. Dust rained around them.

They had arrived.

The Corruption Realm.

A distant thunder shook the cavern—not from the sky, but from the stone itself. Deep, groaning fractures awakened like living things. The entire world seemed to breathe... and the breath was poisoned.

Bolt lowered William to a ledge of broken obsidian. “This place smells wrong,” the dragon rumbled. His lightning-veined scales shimmered faintly in the dim red light. “It feels... angry.”

William scanned the cavern floor below. Twisted pillars of stone rose like the ribs of some long-dead titan. Pools of glowing black liquid bubbled between them, stretching like veins across the ground. The liquid pulsed as if alive.

At the far edge of the cavern, a ruined city sprawled—massive stone gates cracked open, walls dented by explosions, forge-rivers extinguished. Towers stood broken like snapped bones. Banners of dwarven clans lay torn across the ground, stained with soot.

A dwarven city. Or what remained of one.

“Shohklan came through here,” William whispered. “Not long ago.”

Bolt’s wings twitched. I feel his corruption. It’s in the rock. In the air. Everywhere.

A sudden clang echoed from the ruins—metal striking metal.

They both stiffened.

Another sound followed. Low. Inhuman. A dragging scrape, like bone against stone.

William raised a hand and summoned a sphere of lightning. It flared to life, casting harsh blue-white light across the cavern wall and revealing—

A massive serpent of stone slithered between the ruins, its eyes hollow pits dripping with purple-black void fluid. Cracks split its body from head to tail, pulsing with the same rhythm as the pools below. When it opened its jaws, a roar of corrupted energy burst forth.

“A Stone Serpent,” William breathed. “Dwarven tunnel guardians—twisted by the Rot.”

Bolt lowered his body, wings half-spread. Let it come.

The creature lunged.

Bolt struck first, lightning erupting from his throat in a blinding cone. The blast smashed into the serpent’s face, sending shards of corrupted stone flying. But the serpent didn’t fall—it reknit itself instantly, pieces of stone crawling back into place like living insects.

William leapt forward, lightning blade forming in his hand. He slid under the serpent’s strike, sliced upward, and severed its lower jaw in a crackling explosion.

For a moment, the creature staggered.

Then it screamed—a horrible, broken sound—and lunged again.

Bolt slammed into it, claws sinking into the serpent’s corrupted torso. Lightning burst from Bolt’s body, channeling down his limbs, crackling through his scales. The cavern lit up in blue-white fire.

William thrust both hands forward. Lightning roared out, not as an attack but as a purifying surge—a cleansing force that burned away corruption.

The serpent convulsed. Its void veins shriveled. Its stone body cracked into dust.

The echo faded.

Only silence remained—then the distant groan of shifting stone.

Bolt exhaled, smoke curling from his nostrils. They are guarding the ruins. Shohklan left them behind for us.

“Or to keep anyone from following him,” William said.

He turned toward the fallen forge-city below. Dark smoke drifted upward from smoldering halls. The air shimmered with heat—heat that didn’t come from flame, but from something far worse.

A faint chanting drifted from deeper within the city, carried by the stone.

Dwarven voices.

Bolt’s eyes narrowed. They are alive.

William felt his chest tighten—hope and dread entwined. “Then we need to reach them.”

But before they could descend further, a deep thrum vibrated through the cavern floor—followed by a sound like a mountain inhaling.

The stone beneath their feet shifted.

Then split.

A fissure ripped open directly beneath them, black light shooting upward like a pillar of living shadow.

William leapt, but the edge crumbled under his boots. Bolt lunged, wings flaring—caught him by the arm—

—but the shockwave blasted them both sideways.

The world tumbled.

Stone shattered around them.

William hit the ground, rolled, felt heat sear his side. Bolt crashed down beside him, wings snapping open to shield them both.

Then came the whisper.

A voice in the darkness. A voice William hadn’t heard since the final battle of the Skyrealm.

“Welcome, Herald...”

The shadows in the chasm swirled, forming crude shapes—eyes, claws, a stretched grin.

“...I’ve been waiting.”

William froze.

Shohklan’s voice echoed through the deep, no longer human, no longer sane—layered with whispers of the Rot.

Bolt snarled, lightning sparking from his jaws. He is here. In the stone. He speaks through it.

The cavern trembled under their feet.

Then the voice faded as suddenly as it had come.

Silence returned.

But nothing felt silent.

William rose slowly. “He wants us to follow.”

Bolt growled. It’s a trap.

“Of course,” William said. “But Shohklan won’t stop. Not until he breaks this realm, like he tried to break the Skyrealm.”

He looked toward the distant dwarven city—still smoldering, still calling.

“We need allies. Answers. Anything to understand what we’re fighting.”

Bolt lowered his wing so William could climb onto his back.

Then let us start with Kharduum.

William nodded, gripping the dragon’s spines. “And pray we’re not too late.”

Bolt kicked off the ledge, diving into the ruined city as the cavern lights flickered—

—and the Corruption Realm watched them enter with hungry, patient eyes.

⭐ END OF CHAPTER ONE
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CHAPTER TWO — The Last Light of Kharduum


THE DESCENT INTO THE fallen forge-city felt like walking into the ribs of a colossal beast. Every massive stone arch was cracked, every rune carving dimmed, every echo a reminder of how vibrant Kharduum must once have been. What remained now was a hollow world of dying embers.

Bolt landed at the outskirts, claws skidding against blackened stone. William slid from his back, boots crunching over ash that glittered faintly with purple motes.

Voidsparks, Bolt muttered. Dead remnants of corruption. They cling to magic like hungry insects.

William knelt, letting the ash sift through his fingers. The sparks flickered toward his skin but recoiled—hissing—as if burned.

“Good,” he murmured. “They’re afraid of the storm.”

Or waiting for it to fail, Bolt warned.

William rose, gaze sweeping across the ruined plaza. A once-grand fountain of polished granite lay split open, water long gone, replaced by a pit of shimmering black fluid. Above it, banners hung in tatters—emblems of the Stone-Clans scorched beyond recognition.

But through all the ruin... the faint chanting returned.

Dwarven voices. Chanting a survival hymn.

“Someone’s still alive,” William said. “Follow the voices.”

Bolt padded beside him, wings half-folded, lightning veins pulsing faintly through his scales. The cavern’s crimson glow reflected off his hide as if he were carved from storm-lit metal.

They moved into the main thoroughfare. Broken forges lined the walls, their chimneys collapsed. Tools lay scattered across the ground—abandoned in panic. The smell of scorched iron hung heavy, mingling with the stench of void corruption.

A metal clang echoed suddenly from deeper within.

William instinctively raised his hand, lightning gathering.

Bolt’s nostrils flared. Something is coming. More than one. And heavy.

A rusted gate shuddered open. From the shadows stepped—

Dwarves.

Five of them, armored in soot-streaked breastplates and rune-etched pauldrons. Their helms bore the sigil of Kharduum—a radiant hammer within a sunburst. They held heavy rune-pikes leveled toward William and Bolt.

The lead dwarf stepped forward, grizzled beard braided with metal clasps.

“Hold fast!” he barked. “Identify yourself!”

William raised his hands slowly, letting the lightning fade.

“I’m not your enemy. My name is—”

“A sorcerer,” the dwarf interrupted, eyes narrowing. “Human, by the look. This realm has no place for mortal spell-slingers.”

Another dwarf spat. “Or dragons. We’ve had enough beasts for a lifetime.”

Bolt growled—a low rumble that vibrated the stone. William touched his forearm lightly and Bolt relented... barely.

“I’m William,” he tried again. “I’m here to help. Your city is falling.”

The dwarves exchanged glances. The lead dwarf’s expression hardened.

“We know,” he said gruffly. “And we know who caused it.”

Their pikes lifted—points aimed directly at William’s chest.

“The corrupted one who passed through the breach. The one who twisted our guardians. He called himself by a name.”

Bolt’s wings flared, the cavern shaking under the force of the motion.

Shókhlan.

The dwarves recoiled, two stumbling back in fear.

“So you know him,” the leader growled. “Then you will answer for what he has done. Bind the sorcerer!”

William didn’t move. His voice dropped to a cold, calm edge.

“I’m not here to answer for Shókhlan. I’m here to stop him.”

The dwarves hesitated.

And then, from behind the pike line, another dwarf emerged—older, wrapped in a cloak of tattered blue-grey fabric, runes sewn into the hem. His eyes shone with intelligence, burden, and something older.

Eldrun Stonesinger.

The archivist of Clan Runebloom.

“I know that name,” Eldrun whispered, stepping closer, studying William’s face with unnerving focus. “Storm-Herald...”

The murmuring dwarves stiffened.

Eldrun reached forward—hesitant—then brushed his fingers against William’s wrist.

A spark leapt between them.

The runes on Eldrun’s cloak ignited with golden light.

The cavern echoed with a deep, resonant hum—the Song of Stone.

Every dwarf froze.

Eldrun’s breath caught in awe. “By the Deepforge... it is you.”

William stepped back. “What do you mean? What am I?”

Eldrun bowed his head.

“You are the one the stone foretold. The Herald of Stormfire. The lightning exile. The child sent through realms for safety until his ancient blood awakened.”

The air grew thick with silence.

Bolt’s eyes narrowed. They know of your lineage.
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