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    For my grandson Oliver,

You are a bright light in our family and a reminder that curiosity, wonder, and imagination are some of the greatest gifts a person can carry through life. Your love of reading is something I treasure, because books have a way of opening doors to worlds we have never seen and ideas we have never imagined.

My hope is that the stories you read will always inspire you to ask questions, explore boldly, and see the beauty and possibility in the world around you. Never lose that sense of wonder that makes every page worth turning.

With love, always.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Every flame begins with a spark,but the rarest fires are the ones that refuse to fade."

      

    


Forward

I am Oliver of Windmere. At least, that is the name I have carried since childhood the boy who once walked lantern-lit streets, who thought his world would be no larger than snowbound fields and winter nights. Yet sometimes, when I close my eyes, I wonder if that boy was only the beginning of something far greater. For in my dreams, I see a life that feels more real than the waking hours I leave behind.

The dream always begins with fire. A single flame, fragile yet unyielding, burning in the hollow silence of a cavern carved from ice. That light calls to me, and when I draw near, I see him Ember. His scales shimmer like living embers, each breath he takes bending the shadows away, each movement crackling with a power that feels ancient as the mountains themselves. In his eyes I see not only strength, but a sorrow deeper than any wound of the flesh, and a hope that refuses to die even when the world itself seems ready to freeze over.

Around him, the dream unfolds in fragments both terrible and beautiful. I see storms raging across blackened skies, frost that creeps over stone and steel alike, and the roar of enemies who would see us broken. I see battles where fire meets ice, where every strike feels like the world itself hangs in the balance. Yet within that storm, Ember’s flame never falters. His presence is more than fire it is defiance, it is healing, it is the bond that held me when all else threatened to fall away.

Sometimes in the dream I feel the weight of my own choices pressing upon me, sharper than any blade. I hear the voices of those I could not save, and the laughter of those who stood by me even when hope seemed lost. And always, at the center, I feel Ember beside me. Together we rise when the frost bears down, together we kindle the light when darkness swallows the sky. It is in that fire I learn who I am not just Oliver of Windmere, but a bearer of something larger than myself.

And then, I wake.

But the dream does not leave me. The faces linger. The scars burn as though they were carved into my very soul. I carry the weight of victories and losses I should not remember yet cannot forget. Was it truly only a dream? Or was it a life once lived, etched into me so deeply that no waking world could erase it?

I may never know. But I believe this: whether dream or memory, the flame is real. It is not bound to Ember alone, nor to me, but to anyone willing to carry it forward. To hold the light, even when winter rises against it. To believe that one spark can still defy the endless frost.

I am Oliver, and this is the life I dreamed or was it the life I lived?
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​Chapter One: The Lonely Flame
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High in the jagged reaches of the Frostspire Mountains where the wind carved icy runes into stone and the sun rarely pierced the clouds lived a dragon named Ember.

His cave was vast and ancient, carved by fire and time, filled with glowing crystals and the quiet hum of solitude. The walls shimmered with heat-born minerals, and the floor was etched with the marks of his claws silent records of years spent alone. Ember had lived there for over a century, yet he had never known companionship. His days were spent watching the world below, and his nights were filled with dreams of voices he had never heard.

Ember was unlike the dragons of legend.

His scales shimmered with hues of gold and copper, catching the light like a living forge. His eyes, deep and amber, held a quiet sadness. He had never stolen livestock, never scorched a village, never roared in anger. He was a creature of warmth, not wrath but the world didn’t know that.

He remembered the stories carved into the stone of the old temple near his cave tales of dragons who once lived among humans, protectors and guides. But those stories had faded, buried beneath fear and myth. Now, dragons were spoken of only in hushed tones and warnings, their names twisted into curses.

Below the mountains lay the village of Windmere, nestled in a valley of frost and pine. Ember often watched the villagers from afar, perched on a cliff where the wind couldn’t carry his scent. He saw their festivals, their laughter, their fires glowing in the dark. He heard their songs drifting up the slopes, and sometimes, he imagined himself among them sharing stories, warming homes, protecting them instead of hiding.

He watched the seasons change. He saw children grow, elders pass, and new homes rise from the snow. He learned their rhythms, their rituals, their fears. He memorized the way they danced during the solstice, the way they mourned with lanterns during the frostfall. He knew their lives better than they knew their own.

But the villagers feared dragons.

Their stories were filled with fire and ruin. They spoke of beasts that devoured sheep and burned forests, of claws that tore through stone and wings that blotted out the sun. Ember knew these tales well. He had heard them whispered by travelers who passed near his cave, and he had seen the fear in their eyes when they glimpsed his shadow. So, he stayed hidden.

He lit his own fires, cooked his own meals, and spoke only to the wind. He carved stories into the cave walls, hoping one day someone might read them. But the loneliness grew heavier with each passing year, like snow piling on a roof. He longed for connection not just to be seen, but to be understood.

Sometimes, he would shape small figures from molten rock dragons, humans, animals and place them around his cave like companions. He gave them names. He imagined their voices. He created scenes of friendship and adventure, of laughter and loyalty. But they never answered.

He tried to write messages in the snow near the village, symbols of peace and warmth. But the wind erased them before anyone could see. He once left a gift a glowing ember stone at the edge of the forest. It was found but feared. The villagers buried it, whispering of curses and omens.

Then came the winter that changed everything.

The storm arrived without warning a monstrous blizzard that swallowed the mountains and buried Windmere in ice. Trees snapped under the weight of snow, and the river froze solid. The villagers struggled to keep warm, their fires sputtering against the cold. Roofs collapsed. Crops withered. The wind howled like a mourning spirit.

Ember watched from his cliff, his heart aching.

He saw children shivering, elders collapsing, homes dark and silent. He could help. He knew he could. His fire could melt the snow, warm the hearts, save lives. But fear held him back.

What if they screamed? What if they attacked? What if he made things worse?

Still, something stirred inside him a flicker of courage, a spark of hope. A memory of the old stories, of dragons who chose kindness over conquest. He couldn’t watch them suffer. Not again. Not this time.

Ember stepped out of his cave, wings tucked close, flame glowing softly in his chest. The snow melted beneath his feet as he descended the mountain, each step a promise. The wind hissed around him, trying to push him back, but he pressed forward.

He didn’t know what he would find. He didn’t know if they would accept him. But he knew this: he would try.

As he neared the village, the frost thickened. The trees were skeletal, the houses buried. He saw a child curled beside a dying fire, their breath shallow. Ember knelt beside them, letting his warmth flow gently outward. The fire reignited. The child stirred.

A scream did not come. Instead, a whisper: “Warmth.”

Others emerged from their homes, eyes wide with fear and wonder. Ember did not roar. He did not fly. He simply stood, glowing like a beacon in the snow. Slowly, the villagers approached. One by one, they felt the heat, saw the kindness in his eyes, and understood.

He was not the monster from their stories. He was the answer to their prayers.

That night, Ember lit every hearth in Windmere. He melted the ice from the river, cleared paths through the snow, and curled around the village square like a living flame. Children laughed. Elders wept. Songs were sung again.

And for the first time in a century, Ember was not alone.
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​Chapter Two: The First Spark
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The descent from Frostspire was unlike anything Ember had ever done.

The mountain had always been his sanctuary a place of silence, solitude, and safety. Its jagged peaks pierced the sky like frozen spears, and its slopes shimmered with untouched snow, glistening under the pale light of the moon. Here, Ember had found peace. The cold never bothered him; it dulled the ache of memory and quieted the roar of the world below. But now, each step down the icy slope felt like shedding a layer of armor, exposing him to a world he had only seen from afar.

Snow hissed beneath his feet, melting in his wake. His wings, vast and powerful, were folded tightly against his back, and his flame usually a roaring furnace was dimmed to a soft, golden glow. He didn’t want to frighten them. Not yet.

Below, Windmere lay blanketed in snow and silence.

The storm had buried the village in ice, and the usual hum of life was gone. No laughter. No music. Just the creak of frozen wood and the distant howl of wind. Smoke no longer curled from chimneys. The river that once sang through the valley was now a frozen ribbon. Ember’s heart pounded not from exertion, but from uncertainty. He had watched these people for years, perched high on the cliffs, hidden in the mist. He knew their routines, their festivals, their sorrows. But he had never dared to approach.

What if they ran? What if they attacked? What if he made things worse?
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