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There are kingdoms that fall to iron, and kingdoms that fall to time, but Elyndor has always fallen to its own fear. For centuries the realm survived beneath a sky woven from prophecy, a sky that warned of a fire born inside a prince and a light carried by a girl who would either save him... or end him. Those who remembered the old stories called it destiny. Those who feared it called it a curse. Neither word ever captured the truth: that the heart destined to burn had never asked to burn at all.

Aiden of House Cross grew beneath that sky, a child who laughed too softly, who hid the heat in his veins behind a smile too careful for someone so young. The realm watched him from the corners of its eyes, whispering prayers not for his safety but for their own, as if a boy could choose the monster the world insisted he held inside. And Elara, the girl who once feared flames more than shadows, found herself pulled toward him by something quieter than fate—a bond that trembled at the edges of her heartbeat long before she understood it.

They should have lived simple lives. They should have grown in the ordinary ways that ordinary hearts are allowed to. But kingdoms built on fear do not permit such endings. And when the prophecy sharpened into truth—when the fire in his blood surged with a will older than Elyndor itself—the world answered not with mercy, but with chains, with rituals, with the delicate cruelty of people who would rather see their prince broken than their sky burn red.

Now the prophecy hovers at its final breath.

Aiden, torn between the man he is and the beast he refuses to become, balances on the thinning thread of his humanity. Every pulse of the dragon within him threatens to erase another memory, another promise, another piece of the life he built with hands that never wanted to harm. The world calls for his death. The council calls for his sacrifice. And the fire in him calls for freedom at any cost.

But Elara stands where every path converges—at the lip of a fate she never asked for, carrying a light she never wished to wield. She alone hears the truth beneath his roaring heart. She alone feels the tremor in the bond that insists he is still there, still fighting, still choosing her even as the flames strip him away. And she alone will walk the final steps toward the summit where love meets its sharpest test.

For prophecy never spoke of the quiet moments: the breath shared in the dark, the laugh he only let her hear, the way her name steadied the inferno inside him. Prophecy forgot to mention that some fires do not destroy. Some fires kneel.

And some must be killed gently.

This is the story of a heart that burned, a light that stayed, and a choice that would end one life to save the memory of it.

A love story written in fire—

and finished in the hand that refused to let him become anything less than himself.
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Chapter 1: The Silence After the Fire
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The fire had gone out hours ago, but the castle still held its shape as if the flames were crouched just beyond the edge of sight, waiting for one wrong breath.

Stone that usually hummed with quiet movement lay under a weight that pressed from the rafters down to the lowest flag, a stillness that pulled sound out of the corridors the way the tide drags foam off sand. Tapestries along the walls hung without the slightest sway, their woven dragons and suns frozen mid-curve, and the torches in their brackets burned with thin, obedient tongues of light that refused to crackle. Even the guards at the main hall doors stood with a stiffness that had nothing to do with drilled discipline, hands closed too tight on spear-shafts that carried the faint smell of smoke soaked into the wood.

The throne room doors had been shut since the council dragged the chains out.

Their iron had screamed when the links tightened around Aiden’s wrists, a wild protest that bounced from pillar to pillar before collapsing under the smooth, calm tone of the High Magister reciting the binding words, and somewhere in that echo something in the castle had gone quiet as if an invisible hand had closed around its throat. The black scorch mark that spread from the center of the floor to the first step of the dais had cooled to a dull stain now; servants who crossed the hall kept their eyes away from it, adjusting carpets and collecting shattered glass with quick, efficient motions that skirted the darkened stone in a careful curve.

Elara moved along the edge of the upper corridor overlooking the great hall, soft soles silent against polished stone, fingers resting lightly on the cold curve of the balustrade. The hall below lay spread like an emptied lung, vast and hollow, the usual murmur of courtiers and servants replaced by scattered footsteps that never grew into a pattern. The air carried the faint metallic tang of expended magic under the sharper bite of quenched fire, a smell that clung to the back of the tongue.

Her heart kept searching for a rhythm that no longer answered.

The quiet under her ribs did not belong to illness; the body moved as it should, breath entering and leaving, blood tracing its paths through veins, yet each beat landed with a drag, as if waiting for a second answering thud that refused to arrive. The absence left a space between pulses where another sound had once fit, invisible and constant, like a drum hidden behind a wall.

Down in the throne room, the last of the council scribes gathered scrolls from the side tables, their wax seals stacked neatly in a tray that glinted slick red in the torchlight. The decree on top carried the fresh mark of the queen’s signet, the gold lines of the seal still catching a faint shimmer: the dragon-marked prince confined beneath the castle, bound in spell-forged chains, until the Heartbound Prophecy fully declared its price. Words that turned an entire life into a problem to be contained.

The whisper of that prophecy churned through the stone now, passed from lip to lip in half-sentences that died when her shadow drew near. The heart of the dragon will loose its flames when it loves the light beyond bearing. A phrase once buried in old vellum, brought out and spoken aloud until the syllables stripped themselves of mystery and turned into a sentence.

Love too much, and burn the world.

Servants carrying basins of grey water passed her with lowered heads, the steam sliding around her as thin as breath on a winter morning. One flinched when his elbow brushed her sleeve, eyes flickering up to her face with a flash of recognition that he smoothed over in an instant, the way people handled blades they were not meant to touch. Her light had calmed his fire in the hall three nights ago, when flames roared up from the floor and reached for the rafters, when his skin blaze-bright under the dragon’s mark and the council shrank back from the heat; her hand had met his chest and the inferno had bowed under her palm.

The world had seized that moment and coiled it into a chain.

“Lady Elara.” The voice reached her without warmth, carrying the crisp, precise edges of someone who had not slept. General Draven stood at the far end of the corridor, shoulders squared in armor that sat on him like a second spine, the lines of his face cut deeper than they had been before the binding. The silver in his dark hair caught the low light, the streak at his temple sharper against the drawn pallor of his skin.

Her fingers left the balustrade and fell to her sides, sleeves whispering against each other. “General.”

His gaze traced her quickly, as if counting visible injuries and finding none, before shifting back toward the sealed hall doors. “You should rest. The council will call for you again soon enough.”

Rest sat somewhere past the point where breath came easily. She let her attention fall instead on the way dust hung in the air where the torches met stone, each speck drifting through light as if the castle slowly shed the remnants of a burned-out breath. The faint stir along the back of her neck came from neither torch nor draft; air slid there with careful persistence, circling the base of her skull in a pattern that had followed her since the first day the wind spoke her name in Aurelien.

“The binding holds?” The words left her mouth steadier than the flex of her fingers allowed, because the council had spoken of split stone and shattered bones, of a dragon that would tear down its own house to escape.

General Draven’s jaw set for a heartbeat, a muscle in his cheek jumping under skin. “The chains withstand flame. The wards are doubled. The prince cannot harm anyone from where he lies.”

The halls of Varynth had been built over veins of old fire; the stories painted those foundations as a shield, warmth drawn from the earth to protect the kingdom from long winters and darker enemies. Tonight those veins felt more like a net tightening around a single, contained blaze. Under her feet, the faintest tremor traced through the stone, not the violent shudder of an eruption, only a slow, deep pulse that once would have answered his presence like a second heartbeat in the bones of the castle.

Nothing followed it now.

Elara’s breath left in a measured stream, thin and even, the sound swallowed at once by the thick air. “He is not a storm the chains can forget,” she said, the sentence landing more quietly than the image that rose with it, of Aiden standing in the Hall of Bright Vows far from here, light coiled under his skin like heat under ash.

“Nor are we.” Draven’s reply carried no comfort, only a tired bluntness. His gaze softened by the smallest degree, a shift at the corners of his eyes that did not ripple the rest of his face. “The wards respond when his fire does. At present, they are quiet.” He paused, and his next words carried the weight of unspoken years. “Too quiet, if you ask those of us who remember the last one who bore that mark.”

The last bearer of the dragonheart had torn a city street wide open when the fire turned fully inward; Aurelien’s archives had carried one version of that account, Varynth’s another. Either way, the stone had needed decades to forget. Aiden’s mark had glowed brighter than any story when he stood in the council’s circle and chose to stay instead of letting his fire burst through these walls.

“Her Majesty has forbidden anyone to enter the lower cells without her order.” Draven glanced at the stairwell leading down from the far landing, where a pair of guards stood like statues carved from the same rock as the walls, the sigils on their breastplates dampened to a dull blue. “You will be summoned when she deems it necessary.”

The corridor stretched between them like a held breath.

The wind that had hovered at Elara’s back tightened, the pressure along her shoulders shifting from gentle presence to insistent line. It traced the edge of her collar, slipped under the fabric in a cool path that drew the skin into gooseflesh, then pulled toward the dark mouth of the stair as if someone had hooked it there.

Her heart answered the tug with a slow, heavy thud that landed one beat late.

“The council decided he is too dangerous to stand anywhere near you.” Draven’s eyes returned to her face, steady and worn. “They speak of your safety when they speak of chains. Remember that, if you can.”

Safety had been a word of lanterns and familiar hills once, of wheat fields and easy laughter and festival lights reflected in river water. In Varynth’s halls it tasted like locked doors and spells that bit into skin, like the image of his shoulders bowed under iron that glowed red before cooling. Light will end flame. The old phrase had meant sacrifice when Ira first spoke it over polished stone in Aurelien; here it had turned into justification.

The wind brushed the inside of her wrist, where pulse and skin sat close, then slid away, leaving the spot strangely bare. The empty space in her chest stretched a little wider.

Her fingers curled against her palms, nails pushing faint crescent marks into the line where callus softened into skin. “The last time the flames rose this high,” she said, gaze drifting back toward the throne room doors, “the castle chose him.” The fire had bent toward her hand that night, but it had risen first for him, for the body that carried it, for the heart at its core.

“It chose survival,” Draven answered. “It always does.” A breath, shallow but deliberate. “I will see you escorted back to your chambers.”

He turned toward the main stairway, armor whispering against leather, cloak falling into its usual severe folds. She watched the broad line of his back for a moment, the way strength there bore the slow sag of exhaustion, and knew he would not look over his shoulder to check if she followed; trust and duty stood in the space where concern might have lived.

The torches along the corridor hummed softly as their flames stretched, thin and pale, against the stone. The air moved with them in a gentler rhythm, no longer the wild thing that had whipped around her in the Hall of Bright Vows when the light burst from her and met his fire in a single shaking breath. Somewhere below, beneath layers of rock and spell, lay the answer to the missing beat in her chest.

The stair to the lower cells waited in the opposite direction.

Her first step away from the great stairway felt small enough to disappear into the stone, yet the air at her side surged, a quiet rush that warmed the edge of her cheek a fraction before cooling again. The guards posted by the jail stair straightened when she approached, hands tightening on their spear shafts, their faces composed into the polite blankness reserved for royalty and dangerous things.

“Lady Elara.” The older of the two inclined his head, not enough to be called a bow. The sigil on his chest plate flickered faintly, threads of sigil-light shifting between grey and muted blue. “The queen has not—”

“She will summon me when she wishes to speak,” Elara said, allowing the weight of the royal hall’s earlier silence to rest under her words. “I am not going to speak.”

The younger guard’s gaze darted to the charms pinned along the wall behind her, sigils etched into small iron disks that monitored the wards below, then back to her face. Sweat clung to the hair at his temple despite the chill along the stones; heat had brushed the air more than once that night. “The bindings are newly laid, my lady. If the prince stirs—”

“If the prince stirs,” she answered, “the wards will scream loud enough to wake the dead, and you will be too busy holding this stair to wonder whether I am above or below.” The sentence dropped between them like a small stone into deep water, and in its ripples something in his shoulders eased, because fear did not like to be named.

The older guard’s mouth compressed, the trace of a line pulling where beard stubble shadowed his jaw. His gaze moved over her, searching for a reason to deny what the queen had not explicitly forbidden, and found none he could speak without calling her light less necessary than the council claimed. Finally, he stepped to the side, spear butt scraping once against the floor. “Do not touch the chains,” he said, as if the warning could reach through walls. “They answer to her hand alone.”

Elara inclined her head and passed between them.

The stairwell swallowed light as she descended, torch glow narrowing into strips against the stone, each step taking her farther from the thin murmur of the upper halls. Damp clung to the air in a way that had nothing to do with mildew; water seeped into rock and stayed there, carrying the ghost of ancient heat turned cold long before her birth. Her fingers skimmed the wall for balance, the chill of the surface tracing a line into her bones. The wind that had wrapped itself around her shoulders at the top of the stair retreated to a respectful distance, falling in behind her like a cautious companion who knew when the air itself listened.

Each level she passed carried its own smell: the stale, old-sweat tang of long-unused guardrooms, the sour bite of iron tools left to rust, the copper shadow of dried blood that had never fully left the thresholds of certain doors. The torches here burned with a slightly different hue, their flames tinged faintly red as if the stone fed on old embers. Voices, when they broke the quiet, came only in short exchanges between wardens, the syllables clipped and low.

The lower gate sat at the end of a narrow corridor, its bars thicker than those above, sigils carved deep into each metal line so that faint light gathered in the grooves like dull stars. A single warden sat on a bench near the heavy lock, his head tipped back against the wall, hands resting loosely on his knees. His eyes opened at the sound of her steps, lids rising from a gaze that had seen more midnights than dawns.

“My lady.” His hand went automatically to the charm at his belt, fingers brushing over the smooth disc. The sigils etched there gleamed soft blue against the roughness of his skin. “If you’ve come for news—he has not moved since they brought him down.”

The words sank into the hollow behind her ribs and settled there. Her breath shortened once, enough to ache, then lengthened again by deliberate choice. “The wards?” Her eyes dropped briefly to the strip of metal embedded in the wall beside the gate, its surface marked by interlocking circles that tracked any surge of power below.

The warden’s thumb rubbed across his charm, a small, unconscious circle. “Quiet as stone since the last flare during the binding. Never seen it sit this still with a heart like his below.” He weighed something in his mind, lines between his brows deepening. “Sometimes, when a fire goes silent that fast, it’s because it’s gone out for good.”

“His does not go out.” The answer arrived before the picture could fully form—the image of red light leaving skin, of a mark fading to nothing—and stood there, simple and unadorned. “It withdraws. There is a difference.”

The warden studied her for a heartbeat, as if testing the shape of her certainty, then nodded once toward the gate. “The chains answer to the queen,” he said, echoing the guard above. “But the door answers to the sigils. If they do not flare, you may pass. If they do...” His mouth twisted, not quite into a smile. “Pray the stone holds.”

He pressed his charm to the plate beside the lock. The sigils shivered, briefly brightening to a clear, cold blue that washed over the metal, then calmed. No flare of hostile red, no sudden rush of heat. The gate groaned open, its hinges protesting the weight, the sound swallowed almost at once by the heavy air.

Beyond the threshold, the corridor narrowed further, the ceiling pressing low enough that even she felt its presence as something that crowded the top of her skull. Cells lined either side, doors thick and studded, hatch-slots closed. Torches burned at measured intervals, their flames barely more than fists of light, casting puddles of illumination that left the corners fully to darkness. Her footsteps fell soft on the slightly uneven floor, the echo returning to her ears a shade slower than above.

The wind hesitated at the open gate, then slipped in after her in a thin, almost hesitant thread, as if crossing some unseen boundary that did not welcome its kind.

Aiden’s cell waited at the very end.

The door there bore more sigils than any other, the carvings cut so deep the grooves looked almost like wounds. Light pulsed faintly within them, the slow, steady throb of magic that held and measured and reported. No sound came from beyond the iron; no scrape of chain, no shift of weight, no ragged breath breaking the rhythm of her own. The emptiness pressed against her ears until the tiny sounds—the brushed rustle of her sleeve against her hip, the slight hitch when she drew her next inhale—grew too loud.

Her hand hovered over the latch.

The metal radiated a low chill, the kind that crept into fingers and sat there, stubborn and heavy. The last time her skin had met his in a place like this, warmth had surged through her palm so fiercely it bit almost as sharp as frost, fire answering contact with a wild, startled leap. Now the cold drifted through the crack under the door with a slow, indifferent seep.

Her knuckles touched the iron.

The latch lifted with reluctant weight, sigils along its length flaring in a brief heartbeat of light before falling back to their previous dimness. The door shifted inward on creaking hinges, and the smell within the cell reached her in a quiet wave: iron, and old stone, and the faintest trace of smoke thinned almost past recognition, like a memory scraped raw.

He sat in the farthest corner, where the darkness pooled deepest.

Chains ran from the iron rings bolted into the floor to his wrists and ankles, the links dull rather than gleaming, spell-wrought metal that refused to catch light in any forgiving way. The usual ember-glow beneath his skin—those subtle lines along his throat, the mark under his ribs she had learned by accident through the heated weight of his hand guiding hers—lay dormant. His head angled down, chin nearly touching chest, dark hair falling forward to hide most of his face, strands clinging where sweat had dried and left them.

The first breath that saw him lodged somewhere high in her lungs and scraped on its way out.

His shoulders, once the steady point her gaze found in crowded halls, hung with a slack tension that spoke of strength held back rather than spent. The iron cuffs sat snug against his skin, no blistered edges, no scorched metal, only the dull mark of pressure. Heat usually rippled from him even when he stood perfectly still; here the air a few steps from his body lay at the same temperature as the stone, neither warmer nor colder, as if the space around him had forgotten how to respond.

Elara crossed the cell with steps measured enough that each heel-fall touched stone and settled before the next, the sound of her movement swallowed by the walls. The wind did not follow her in; it curled instead just inside the door, pushing once against the threshold as if testing an invisible barrier and finding no welcome, before sinking into a low, restless pattern along the crack.

The closer she came, the more obvious the wrongness grew.

His breath came shallow, chest rising and falling in a tight range that left little room for anything larger than survival. The flame-mark beneath his ribs—visible here only in memory, in the way it had once glowed through a torn shirt when the fire surged—had retreated so far even that echo dimmed. Skin that had burned under her hand now held the pallor of someone who had spent too long under stone.

She lowered herself to the floor in front of him, the roughness of the stone biting through the thin layers of her skirt, and waited.

For a heartbeat, nothing changed.

The chains did not rattle; his fingers did not twitch; even his lashes remained still, the shadows they cast faint but unbroken along his cheeks. Silence pooled between them, thick enough to touch, filled with all the sounds that should have lived there: the low hum his fire made at rest, the small, involuntary shifts of muscle and cloth, the soft scuff of his boots when he adjusted his weight.

Her hand lifted before any word.

The movement came from something older than language, from the first time flames had surged toward the ceiling and then bent down under her palm, from the countless moments after when his heartbeat steadied once her fingers met his chest. Her fingertips hovered a breath away from his, closer to the cuff than the skin, the cold radiating from the iron into the air.

Contact landed softly.

His knuckles were colder than the chain.

The shock of that chill jolted up her arm, a quick, hard line that bit into the muscles of her forearm and curled into her chest. Her heart stumbled, skipping once, and then slammed back into rhythm with a force that shook air into her lungs. The missing second beat did not return; instead, the space where it should have been filled with a raw ache that had nothing to do with fire.

His shoulders tightened.

It was a small movement, almost imperceptible, but in the heavy quiet it rang louder than a shout. The chain at his wrist shifted, links whispering against each other in a short, strained clink. His head did not lift, yet the angle of his jaw changed, a fraction more turned toward her.

When his voice finally came, it threaded through the silence like a frayed line of smoke.

“Don’t.” The word barely crossed the space between them, scraped thin and rough, a sound dragged over stone. Another breath, short and halting. “Every time you’re close, it hurts you.”

His fingers twitched under hers, not enough to dislodge her touch, only a flinch against the cold. Her skin remembered heat in that shape—the way his hand had wrapped around her wrist in the Hall, the way his grip had steadied her on the road into Varynth, the way his palm had burned against her back when he pulled her from falling stone—and the absence of that warmth opened a deeper chill.

Her eyes burned.

Tears gathered without asking permission, a slow, stinging swell that blurred the hard lines of iron and bone. The walls of the cell did not shift; the chains did not soften; only the space inside her ribcage pulled tighter, ribs pressing inward as if trying to cage something that refused to be contained. Her thumb traced a small, instinctive circle against the back of his hand, the motion gentle and useless against the metal.

“Then what about you?” The question left her in a low, raw tone, the words carrying more air than sound. “Who is supposed to keep you from breaking apart in here?”

The chains gave another quiet rattle as he drew breath.

His head lifted slowly, as if the movement cost more than muscle, hair dragging over his cheek before falling back. The torchlight caught the hollow beneath his eyes, the shadows there deeper than bruises, carved out by nights of fire and years of restraint. His gaze found her hand on his first, lashes lowering for a heartbeat as if that point of contact weighed more than he had expected, then lifted to her face.

The light in his eyes had never been gentle; even at rest it carried a sharpness, an intensity that cut through crowded rooms and heavy halls. Tonight it lay buried under layers of exhaustion and the lingering echo of pain, yet it remained, a thin, steady ember in the dark. No glow bled from his skin, no flame answered the slight rise of his chest, but the look he turned on her held the same fierce care that had thrown his body between hers and the dragonfire in the throne room.

The castle around them stayed very, very still.

Far above, stone passageways held their breath and torches burned with quiet, disciplined flames, the memory of his last outburst still etched into the floors and ceilings. Down here, in the narrow cell where fire had been ordered to quiet, another kind of heat waited, banked beneath skin and bone, watching her with eyes that refused to close.
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Chapter 2: The Door He Once Kept Closed
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He never dreamed of his own death as a child; the tower had given him that habit later, one vision at a time.

The dragon fell again.

Sky split along an old wound, clouds tearing in a jagged line as a body too vast for the air came crashing through, scales catching a color that lived somewhere between molten metal and fresh blood. Wings that had once carried cities in their shadow buckled under the weight of something driven straight through the breastbone, a shaft of light anchored where a heart belonged, and every beat that tried to rise met a barrier that refused to yield. The sound of it—bone giving way, sinew parting, the wet crack of something central breaking—rolled through the air heavier than thunder.

Blood followed.

It came in a hot torrent against his hands, soaking skin and cuff and the leather of a grip that would not open, each pulse slower than the last, the scent thick and metallic enough to coat his tongue. The dragon’s chest heaved once, twice, then shuddered into a stuttering rhythm that staggered beneath the spear pinned there. The world dimmed at the edges as the light fixed in that wound began to fade, the surrounding scales losing their furious glow.

He hung there with it, caught between body and sky.

The impact never reached his feet; there was no ground in this place, only that endless fall and the drag of the weapon through flesh, yet the pain in his own chest did not wait for stone. It drove inward from sternum to spine, a pressure that crushed breath and sound together until nothing emerged, his lungs straining around a point of agony that refused to soften. Fingers that had once wrapped so easily around sword and bridle shook on the haft of the spear, knuckles whitening against the slick of blood.

Something shifted at the edge of vision.

Not the dragon—its wings hung limp now, their membranes torn, the enormous head lolling as the last of its heat bled into the air—but a smaller shape above, at the furthest reach of the light. Cloth darkened where it caught the spray; hair clung in damp strands to a face that should never have worn that much anguish. Hands held the weapon that passed through his ribs, slender fingers locked so tight around the hilt that the knuckles showed stark even under blood.

Elara stood over him in that suspended sky.

Tears blurred the lines of her face, but they did not soften them; nothing gentle lived in the set of her mouth, only the rigid control of someone holding herself together by the edges. Her shoulders shook once with a breath that did not find its way fully into her chest, then steadied as she bore down, the blade angled toward the exact point where heart and prophecy had always met. Blood smeared her wrists, bright and fresh against skin that carried the memory of light.

The next beat tried to rise and met steel.

His own chest lurched, flesh attempting one more rhythm against the obstruction, and the dragon’s vast body mirrored the motion, a last convulsion that sent a fresh gout of heat across the scales. The spear drove deeper, the shaft pushing through with slow, implacable force, and something inside him tore wide open. Breath, sound, and fire all rushed out through that single point, leaving behind a cavity where there had never been space before.

The dragon’s eye dimmed.

Pupil and iris lost their sharp edges, the bright, intelligent burn behind them smearing into dull color as lids sagged. The last exhale that left that massive throat rumbled through him as well, a sigh that rattled bone and chain and lingering pride. Scales dulled in a spreading wave, bright red sinking to a dead, flat rust, and where flames once licked and coiled, only smoke drifted upward in thin, reluctant strands.

His heart finally stopped.

The world did not go black, not fully; it thinned instead, color leached from sky and blood until everything hovered in a washed-out echo of itself. Elara’s face wavered, her features stretched by tears she no longer bothered to wipe away, her mouth open on a broken sound that had no strength left to climb through the air. Her grip on the weapon remained iron-hard even as the light within it guttered and died, keyed to a ritual that demanded completion and took nothing less.

Behind her, at the farthest fold of that fading sky, a door hung in the air.

It had no hinges and no wall, only an outline of dark metal suspended in the emptiness, its surface studded with sigils that glowed with the deep, steady light of old spells. The crack between its edges shimmered, narrow and blinding, a seam between two worlds pressed so close together the pressure groaned. Every beat his heart had ever given seemed to sit on the threshold, trapped there, waiting for release that would never come now that the core that drove them had been pierced.

The door swung inward without a sound.

Blackness yawned beyond, not the soft dark of sleep but a depth that promised nothing on the other side. The pull of it dragged at him, at the dragon, at the last threads of flame that clung stubbornly to fractured bone, a tide that cared nothing for whether a body consented. Elara’s silhouette stood between him and that open space for a breath longer, haloed in the last glow of dying magic, and in that brief pause her gaze found his.

She knew.

The knowledge cut deeper than the spear, not because the image accused but because it did not; there was no blame in the set of her eyes, only grief and a terrible understanding. Her lips shaped a word he could not hear, something swallowed by the distance and the rush of the closing door, yet the shape of it carried across the emptiness and lodged in him with quiet certainty.

Then the dark took everything.

Chains dragged him back.

Metal bit into bone as his body jerked against the pull, wrists wrenching in cuffs that had no give. The fall collapsed into stone under his shoulders, the cold of the floor smashing against the lingering phantom heat of the dream. Air tore into his lungs in a ragged, scraping rush, chest heaving as if he had run for miles, each inhale snagging on the memory of the spear lodged beneath his ribs.

The cell returned in jolts.

The ceiling loomed close, blackened in patches where old scorch-marks had never fully faded, the stone there matte and thirsty. Torchlight seeped under the edge of the door and painted a smeared strip along the opposite wall, its flicker carving bars of shadow out of the chains that stretched from floor rings to his limbs. Damp clung to every surface, a cold, patient presence that seeped through cloth and skin until it found bone.

His hand shook.

The tremor started at the fingers and traveled up his arm in small, relentless increments, muscles tightening without his consent along the forearm that had clung to the spear in that suspended sky. The phantom slickness of blood still traced his palm, the dream refusing to let go even as the roughness of stone under his knuckles argued for another reality. A breath scraped its way out between his teeth, unsteady and sharper than he allowed himself in front of guards or council.

The ache in his chest did not match the fear that dragged it open; the soreness there belonged less to nightmare and more to the magic layered into the chains, wards that had flared and hammered against muscle when the binding settled. Each beat now landed under a thin crust of numbness, as if the organ took care not to disturb something sleeping too close to it. Beneath that measured rhythm, deeper and older, another pulse answered with a slow, resentful throb.

Seraphael did not sleep easy.

The dragon’s presence pressed against the inside of his ribs, a weight shaped like a heartbeat that no longer belonged entirely to the body containing it. It lingered on the image the dream had carved—its own vast body broken, her hands on the weapon—and the resentment that rolled through his chest did not distinguish cleanly between the spear and the girl who held it.

The image from the dream had not been new—every ritual, every scrap of prophecy, every warning whispered over his childhood bed had pointed to the same door—but the vision had dragged that knowledge out of texts and council chambers and nailed it directly through the center of his chest. The shape of Elara’s hands around the weapon lodged there with the same stubbornness as any curse.

Heat pricked the corners of his eyes, the burn refusing to spill over.

The chains rattled once as he shifted his shoulders against the wall, pressing his spine harder into the cold. Stone at his back anchored him where sky had not, its rough surface digging through the thin fabric of his shirt until skin protested. Holding still took more effort than tearing free would have, if tearing free were possible; muscles locked down one by one, from jaw to chest to thighs, as if bracing against another impact.

Sleep did not come back.

The dream’s edges lingered with too much clarity, the smear of blood on Elara’s wrists, the set of her mouth as she drove the spear home, the way the door in the sky had opened with such quiet inevitability. Years of discipline tried to fold those images and push them into the same corner where every other horror lived, alongside the memory of flames consuming men in armor and the sound a city makes when its foundations crack, yet this one refused to compress. It stayed at the center, stubborn as a stone that would not dissolve in water.

Footsteps approached.

They came muffled at first, swallowed by the curve of the corridor beyond the cell, then sharpened when the sound struck the heavy metal of the outer gate. Each step carried a rhythm he knew as intimately as his own heartbeat; the weight of it was lighter than a soldier’s, more careful than a guard’s, the pace chosen rather than dictated. A small pause near the ward plate, a murmur of a guard’s voice, then the metallic scrape of a bolt withdrawing.

The cell door did not open at once.

The pause between the gate and the lock stretched, a narrow space filled with the thin hiss of the torches outside and the faint rasp of breath on the other side of the iron. Chains lay heavy around his wrists and ankles, their weight suddenly too present, each link a reminder of how close his body sat to the ground now, how little stood between his heart and the stone that would drink whatever left it.

He eased his head back until the back of his skull met the wall.

The contact grounded him, blunt and unpleasant, a small pain that belonged entirely to this moment. Stone dug into the ridge of bone, sending a minor throb radiating forward, and the simple, physical discomfort gave his muscles something concrete to obey. His shoulders settled against the cold, blades pressed flat, the posture of a man who understood that bracing against a blow sometimes mattered more than dodging it.

The lock turned.

Iron grated on iron in a short, rough line, sigils along the edge of the door flaring with a quick, blue pulse that ran the length of the frame. The smell of the corridor air slipped in first—smoke, and damp, and a faint thread of something cleaner that did not belong to stone or chain. The door swung inward a fraction, heavy hinges complaining, then wider, the movement slow enough to show courtesy to the wards.

Elara stepped inside.

The bond under his ribs gave a small, reluctant pull, as if some dim, buried part of him had recognized her presence before his eyes finished doing the work.

The torchlight from the corridor followed her in a narrow band, catching the edge of her hair where it escaped its tie, the hollow beneath her eyes, the small furrow between her brows that had deepened since Aurelien. Shadows clung to her more readily in Varynth; the stone here stole light faster than the amber walls of her first kingdom. Her hands held nothing, yet he could still see them wrapped around the dream-spear, the imprint refusing to lift.

His grip tightened around the chain at his wrist.

The movement drew a short clink from the links, a soft protest that bounced off the small space of the cell. His chest compressed around the sight of her in this room, each breath smaller than the last for a stretch of heartbeats, the air suddenly too thick to move easily. Her presence always shifted the temperature around him; fire reacted to her without asking permission, but tonight the flame lay buried under layers of damp and spellmetal, leaving only a faint stir under the sternum.

She crossed the few steps between them with a care that had nothing to do with fear.

Her skirt brushed against the floor, fabric whispering a low rhythm that filled the space the chains left, each movement precise despite the uneven stone. The air she carried with her smelled faintly of cold corridors and the waxy tang of council candles, layered over the softer trace of whatever herbs the healers burned in the upper halls to scrub out blood. Distance shrank until only the length of his outstretched legs lay between them.

“Aiden.” His name left her in a murmur, the syllables set gently into the heavy air, as if too much force might make the walls listen harder.

He kept his gaze on a point just past her shoulder, where the light from the corridor thinned into the cell’s own dimness, because her eyes in that dream had already held too much and meeting them here risked more. The ache along his chest tightened, ribs pressing inward as if the bone sought to shield what lay beneath, though any true barrier had been stripped away long before chains and prophecies. Silence sat between them for a handful of slow breaths, longer than courtesy allowed, shorter than avoidance desired.

Her bare hand reached for his.

Fingers hovered above the iron around his wrist for a moment, knuckles pale against the dark metal, then settled lightly on the strip of skin between cuff and sleeve. The touch barely skimmed the surface, a soft weight that should not have carried any pain, yet something under his ribs flinched as if struck. Heat answered in a faint, stubborn rise, a thin line of warmth pushing against the numb barrier the wards had laid down.

Fear moved in his chest first, not the sharp surge of battle but a low, cold roll that tightened muscle and breath alike.

It was not the simple terror of dying; any boy raised under Varynth’s towers learned to share his bed with that shadow early, lulled into uneasy familiarity by the lullabies of war and prophecy. The fright that tightened his lungs now carried three distinct edges, each honed on a different truth: the image of the spear in his own heart, the memory of dragonfire roaring toward the council as stone cracked, and the sight of her hands around the weapon that stopped both. Each edge cut along a different part of him.

The words scraped their way up his throat.

“I saw it again.” 

This time the admission tasted worse, as if speaking it aloud dragged the dream one step closer to the waking world. 

The sentence came out low and rough, the consonants dragging, each one pulled through the sore dryness lining his mouth. “The fall. The heart. The door.” His gaze dropped to her hand on his wrist; the sight of her skin against his put the dream’s blood back on those fingers. “It does not change. Only sharpens.”

Her thumb shifted, a tiny, unconscious adjustment that pressed a fraction more of her warmth into his pulse.

The physical contact cracked something loose; the nightmare pushed forward with more insistence, details clawing at the front of his skull, unwilling to sink back. Breath shortened further for a moment, chest refusing to expand fully until he forced it to, the drag of air over throat rough enough to sting. The dragon within pressed harder against the inside of his ribs, anger flaring at the memory of that spear, a wounded animal discovering the shape of its cage.

He turned his head toward her at last.

The movement cost, muscles in his neck protesting the slow drag, but the angle let him see her face without tilting his chin up, a concession to pride even here. Her features held a tension that did not belong to fear of him; lines had carved themselves around her mouth in the hours since the binding, drawn by whatever the council had dumped into her hands. Her eyes already glistened, the moisture there controlled but present, ready to brim over the instant something pushed too hard.

His own hand tightened under hers.

“I saw you,” he said, the sentence landing with a weight that almost bent his mouth around it. “Standing over me. Over it.” His chest rose once on a deeper inhale, the breath spreading pain along the old bruises where magic had struck. “The dragon on its back, heart pierced, wings torn. My heart with it. One wound.” A pause, brief and raw. “You held the weapon.”

Her breath hitched.

The sound lived more in the small jump of her shoulders than in her throat, a slight break in the even rise and fall that had steadied since she entered the cell. Color drained from her face, not in a dramatic rush but in a slow, creeping withdrawal, as if the blood there decided it had better places to be. Her hand on his wrist stiffened for a heartbeat, fingers going rigid, then loosened again by sheer force.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
To Save the World She Must Kill the
Man She Loves:

. ‘ ~ Seraphe Lynwood,

‘
- __N _L.hh—l—_.u_—.ih. -c T LA





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





