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    This is for those that have faith in themselves and in the good people in the world. Even when those that should have faith in you don't. Remain strong, because those people you can't be around, they are dream killers.

Have faith in your dreams, have goals, and work hard every day towards your best life, best self, and live your life on your own terms. 

Because when all is said and done, the people that dragged you down and clawed at your dreams don't matter, and they will be sifted from the wheat, and removed into a place and a fitting resolution due to their own actions.

So take accountability of your own life, and don't ever let anyone tell you who you are, what you can do and what you are going to do with your life. Their opinions are worthless.

      

    



  	
        
            
            This book was for helping the black sheep, the white spirit bear, the white or black wolf, the ones singled out by the rest of there family or friends because they are just too bright in the world, they shine to much for the blind to ever accept their presence. If you irritate their demons, than just know it is because your Angels are stronger, and will always be victorious. At the end of the day, Light always Prevails over the slime, and filth of the world. It's just a matter of time. So just know that you are filled with light and life and you are saved by Eternal Everlasting Grace. Faith is all it takes. Faith will carry you when you cannot carry yourself.

That is why when the faithless fall, they continue to fall into the Abyss. There is nothing to catch them. So be faithful and be saved.
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Chapter 1: The Sky Below Me
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“THE SKY HAD ALWAYS looked like freedom. I never thought I’d fall through it.”

I don’t remember the moment we crossed the threshold.

One second, Bolt and I were chasing Shohklan through the burning shards of the portal he tore open — and the next, we were no longer falling.

We were floating.

Or maybe the world itself had forgotten gravity. I couldn’t tell.

The sky stretched in every direction, layered in twilight, with enormous floating islands drifting like forgotten thoughts. There was no ground. Only clouds. And silence so vast it rang in my ears.

Bolt was beside me — or something becoming Bolt.

He had grown. Midair.

His limbs lengthened and thickened with bone and sinew I didn’t recognize. His golden fur bristled into armor-like scales, arcing with light. His eyes no longer blinked — they glowed. Wings unfurled from his shoulders like a memory resurrected from ancient blood. He wasn’t a wolf anymore.

He was a dragon.

“William,” his voice thundered inside my skull. “Don’t let go.”

“I’m not—”

But my grip slipped. The air whipped around me, cold and fast. I was falling again — only this time, I was falling through sky that had no end.

Then I felt it.

A surge of light. A crack of thunder inside my ribs.

And Bolt caught me.

He didn’t just fly. He surged — riding wind currents that whispered like language, weaving between floating peaks with breathtaking speed. His tail, long and segmented, crackled with electricity and lashed toward a nearby rock spire, gripping it like a whip, anchoring us, then releasing.

It wasn’t just flying.

It was dancing through gravity.

We landed on a small island — flat, covered in glowing moss, and ringed with crystals that pulsed to the beat of our breathing. Bolt dropped me gently, folding his wings.

Then something strange happened.

His body shrunk — not back to a wolf, but into a form between. A draconic-humanoid blend: sleek, armored in blue-black scales, with lightning running in veins under the skin. He looked at me.

“You’re not dreaming,” he said.

“No,” I whispered. “You’re... You’re you. Just more.”

“We both are.” His voice was calm, but his tail flicked restlessly.

I stared at my own hands. They trembled — but not with fear.

With power.

Tiny sparks danced across my fingertips. My runes — the ones etched by the Elves in Book One — were glowing again. But now they hummed with a new tone. A deeper one. They responded to the air here like it recognized me.

“Where are we?” I asked.

“The Skyrealm,” Bolt said. “I remember... pieces. From dreams. From blood.”

He looked up at the distant storm clouds, each one streaked with dragon shapes made of wind and flame.

“This is where the dragons came from.”

“And Shohklan?” I asked, still scanning the skies.

“He’s here too.” Bolt growled low. “And he brought the corruption with him.”

We stood in silence. The wind whispered across the moss, pulling a scent of scorched stone and distant lightning.

“Bolt... what are we supposed to do now?” I asked quietly.

He looked at me — really looked at me.

“We do what we’ve always done, William,” he said. “We run toward the storm.”
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A hand-drawn parchment of floating isles, swirling storms, and ancient ruins. The Cradle of Wings glows at the center, like a sun surrounded by dragonfire.

As we climbed the path toward the glowing cliffs, I realized something else.

Back in Aeloria, we were the strangers. The outliers. The mistake.

Here... we were called.

This realm had been waiting for us.

And something told me — it wouldn’t wait long.
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Chapter 2: Aetherhold Falls
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Chapter 2: Aetherhold Falls
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“THE SKY REMEMBERS. Even when we forget.”

Aetherhold was beautiful once. You could feel it in the stone.

We saw it first from a cliffside ledge — a wide, shattered isle floating low in the clouds. Great towers made of pale skyrock jutted at crooked angles, their foundations broken and only barely held together by glowing rune-chains of blue fire. Bridges hovered mid-air, snapped in the middle, refusing to fall, suspended by ancient memory or pure defiance.

It was like looking at the ruins of a floating cathedral — one struck by lightning and still breathing.

“This was the capital of the Skybinders,” Bolt said, his eyes glowing as we descended. “The oath-born riders. Protectors of the storms.”

“They lost,” I murmured, stepping over a broken skybridge with cracked sigils still pulsing faintly underfoot.

“They forgot,” Bolt corrected. “And the sky forgets nothing.”
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