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    Dedication

To you, dear reader, who believes in the beauty of unlikely love and the power of unity across worlds. This story is for those who dare to dream beyond boundaries, who see magic in the meeting of hearts, and who find wonder in the bonds that endure through time and trial.

May Esvorir and Alena's journey remind you that love knows no limits, that true connection transcends all differences, and that, sometimes, the most enduring legacies are those built together.

With gratitude and hope,dragon and queen

      

    



  	
        
            
            May love be the language that unites us all, bridging every heart and healing every corner of the world.
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The soul of the dragon and queen

Introduction 
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For nearly eight centuries, a dragon named Vaelthar soared alone across the heavens. His wings cut through the thick clouds of forgotten lands, and his fiery breath painted the night sky with vibrant hues of crimson and gold. His scales, once gleaming with the brilliance of youth, had aged into a deep, ancient jade, their beauty marked by the passage of time. His eyes, fierce and wise, reflected the years of solitude he had endured, and the mountains and rivers beneath him had become little more than shadows in his memory.

Vaelthar, the dragon of the Dawn Isles, had lived for 795 years without a companion, without a soul to share his flight or his heart. His life had been one of power, knowledge, and a fierce independence forged in the heart of untamed lands. He was feared by many, revered by others, yet all remained distant, for who could truly understand the solitude of a creature so mighty, so ancient, that his very existence seemed beyond the reach of time itself? He had witnessed the rise and fall of empires, the birth of new worlds, and the slow decay of those he had once known. All were fleeting in comparison to the eternity he had lived, and so he had learned to accept the silence that surrounded him.

But one fateful day, the wind changed. It brought with it a scent unlike any other, a fragrance of blooming flowers and fresh rain. It was a scent carried on the breeze from a distant kingdom, and as Vaelthar soared high above the earth, the source of that fragrance emerged—Elara, the Queen of Istra. She was everything he had never expected, and yet everything he had longed for. Beautiful beyond measure, with dark, flowing hair like the midnight sky and eyes that sparkled with the mysteries of the world. Her grace was like that of a swan, her voice soft as the lapping of waves against the shore, yet every word carried with it the strength of a ruler who commanded the hearts of her people.

Elara was a queen in a land untouched by the ravages of war, a kingdom where peace and prosperity reigned under her reign. She had always lived among humans, aware of the creatures that lived in the distant mountains and the mythical beasts that roamed the lands. But she had never known the true presence of Vaelthar, nor had she ever imagined that a dragon, ancient and mighty, would seek her out. For Vaelthar, the sight of her was like the dawn of a new era, a light that pierced the dark void of his solitary existence. He was drawn to her, not just by her beauty, but by something deeper, something that spoke to him in ways he could not understand.
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The Long Solitude of Esvorir
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For nearly eight centuries, Esvorir, the dragon of the Eternal Peaks, had lived a solitary existence that stretched across the vast, untamed lands of ancient forests and towering mountains. His name was whispered only in legends, tales passed down through generations of villagers who spoke of him with awe and trepidation. But Esvorir did not concern himself with legends or the fleeting memory of humankind. He was a creature of the wild, a beast bound to the earth and sky, and it was there—among the high winds and deep valleys—that he had come to understand the true nature of solitude.

His scales, once gleaming with the brilliance of youth, had faded to a somber shade of silver, worn and polished by the harsh winds of countless years. His wings, vast as the sky itself, had borne him through every corner of the world, and though the clouds he passed through changed with the seasons, his heart remained anchored in a place of eternal stillness. Esvorir had seen the rise and fall of kingdoms, the birth and death of countless creatures, but he had never stayed long enough to form connections. The world, in his eyes, was a fleeting thing, always changing, and so, he had chosen to remain apart.

For 795 years, he had wandered the forests of the north, soared above the snow-capped mountains of the east, and roamed the endless wilderness in search of nothing but the horizon. His existence was one of endless motion, a journey that stretched into eternity, and with each passing year, the weight of his solitude grew heavier. The trees whispered secrets he could never fully understand, the rivers sang songs of ancient times he could not recall, and the winds carried the voices of those long gone. Yet, despite the world around him teeming with life, Esvorir remained alone.

He had once known companionship, long ago, before the darkness of time had claimed his closest kin. But that was a lifetime away, a memory lost in the shadows of forgotten centuries. In his youth, Esvorir had been part of a grand kinship of dragons, creatures whose strength and wisdom were unmatched. They had soared together across the sky, their roars shaking the heavens, their laughter echoing through the valleys below. But with time, they had scattered, some vanishing into the mists of myth, others falling prey to the forces of greed, war, and betrayal. Esvorir had been one of the last to remain, but in the end, even he had been forced to turn away from the bonds of his kind.

The silence of his life had become a familiar companion, and with it, a deep understanding of the world’s impermanence. No matter how magnificent a mountain might be, it would eventually crumble into the earth. No matter how beautiful the forest, its trees would one day fall. And so, Esvorir had come to accept that all things—no matter how grand—were destined to fade away. His wings had carried him through the ages, but they had also carried him through the pain of loss, and over the years, that pain had hardened into something akin to acceptance.

It was not that Esvorir feared companionship, or that he was incapable of love—no, it was simply that he had grown accustomed to the comfort of his own company. The world had become a landscape of fleeting connections and temporary moments, and he had learned to view it with a detachment that came with living far longer than any mortal could fathom. The soft whispers of the forest, the laughter of the wind, and the distant roar of waterfalls had been his companions. They filled the silence, but they were never truly enough. Still, he had never ventured far enough from his realm to seek something more. Perhaps, he thought, he was meant to be alone. After all, what could a dragon like him possibly seek in a world so transient, so fragile?

But the world had a way of surprising even the oldest of souls.

One fateful evening, as the sun began to set behind the distant mountains and the sky was bathed in shades of violet and gold, Esvorir’s keen eyes caught sight of something strange—a flicker of movement in the distance, something that stirred the air in a way he had not felt in centuries. At first, it was no more than a speck on the horizon, just a passing shadow among the trees. But then, as the wind shifted, he caught a glimpse of something more—a presence that was at once familiar and foreign, something that tugged at the deepest corners of his ancient heart.

It was the faintest trace of a figure, a silhouette against the setting sun, and for the first time in centuries, Esvorir found himself drawn not to the endless horizon, but to something—or someone—standing in the midst of it. His heart, long hardened by the solitude of his existence, stirred with an unfamiliar emotion, a feeling he could not name but recognized instantly: curiosity.

The dragon, who had wandered alone for so long, now found himself on the cusp of something new, something he had long since abandoned hope of ever experiencing. It was a feeling as delicate as a fleeting breeze but as profound as the mountains themselves—a promise that something was waiting for him, something worth seeking. In the distance, the figure of that presence moved again, drawing Esvorir forward, breaking the silence that had bound him for so long.

And so, after 795 years of wandering the earth alone, Esvorir, the dragon of the Eternal Peaks, found himself at the edge of his solitude. The winds had shifted, and for the first time in ages, he wondered if there might be more to his long existence than the endless flight through a world that had long passed him by.
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The Beauty of the Queen
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Esvorir had roamed the skies for centuries, a solitary dragon untouched by the passage of time. His wings, vast as the heavens themselves, had borne him across the world, from the jagged peaks of the northern mountains to the dense, whispering forests of the east. Yet in all his travels, he had never encountered a presence quite like the one that stirred the air before him now.

It began with a whisper—soft at first, like a delicate breeze carrying a scent he had never known. It was the fragrance of blooming night-blooms, delicate and elusive, carrying with it the promise of something ancient and untold. He followed it without thinking, drawn by an instinct he could no longer ignore. The winds of the forest beckoned, and with a swiftness that matched his age-old grace, Esvorir moved through the sky, his wings cutting through the clouds until the land below spread wide before him.

And there, standing on the edge of the Lunaris kingdom, amidst the glow of twilight, he saw her.

Alena. The queen.

She was unlike anything Esvorir had ever witnessed in his long life. Her beauty seemed otherworldly, as if the very moonlight had woven itself into her essence. She stood tall and regal, a vision of grace, clothed in robes of silken white and silver that shimmered with an ethereal glow, as though the stars themselves had lent her their radiance. Her long, dark hair cascaded like a waterfall of night, framing a face that seemed carved from the finest marble, her features delicate yet strong, her eyes an endless ocean of silver and violet, reflecting the very mysteries of the cosmos.

She was the embodiment of the moonlit kingdom she ruled—a land bathed in the soft glow of the night, where time seemed to slow beneath the serene sway of the stars. Her presence seemed to command the very air, and yet, there was an undeniable warmth about her, an energy that made the world around her feel alive. Her gaze, both gentle and piercing, met Esvorir’s from across the courtyard, as though she had known he would come.

For a moment, Esvorir stood still, transfixed. His heart, long encased in the cold silence of solitude, fluttered in a way he had never known. His ancient soul, so accustomed to the eternal, found itself inexplicably drawn to her—this queen, this vision of light and beauty. There was something in her gaze, in the way she moved, that awakened something long dormant within him. It was as though the very essence of his being recognized her, as though the heavens themselves had conspired to bring them together.

For 795 years, Esvorir had known only the wilderness, the mountains, the forests, and the open sky. He had learned to cherish his solitude, to find peace in the endless journey. But now, standing on the precipice of the Lunaris kingdom, he felt something stir within him that he had long forgotten—longing.

Alena’s voice, soft as the whisper of the wind through the trees, reached him from across the courtyard. “Who comes to my kingdom, hidden in shadow?” she asked, her words carrying the weight of royalty, but there was a hint of curiosity in her tone—a curiosity that only deepened when she caught sight of the dragon who hovered in the sky, his immense wings stretching wide, casting a shadow over the land.

Her eyes met his once more, and in that fleeting glance, Esvorir felt something shift within him—a pull, an unspoken connection that transcended the boundaries of time and species. He had never known a gaze so penetrating, so filled with a quiet strength. There was no fear in her eyes, no hesitation, only an understanding that reached out to him like the soft glow of the moon on a still night.

For the first time in his long life, Esvorir descended from the heavens not as a force of nature to be feared, but as a creature seeking something he had not realized he needed. His mighty wings beat once, then twice, before he landed before her with the elegance of an ancient predator. The ground trembled slightly beneath his claws, but he made no sound as he stood tall before the queen of Lunaris, his vast body towering over her. His gaze, once distant and cold, was now filled with a depth that only she seemed to awaken.

Alena did not step back, nor did she show any sign of fear. Instead, she regarded him with calm curiosity, as though she were examining a creature from a distant land—fascinated, yet unafraid. The air between them shimmered with an unspoken understanding, and Esvorir could feel the magnetic pull of her presence deep within his soul.

“You are the dragon of the Eternal Peaks,” she said, her voice a melody that seemed to resonate with the very stars above them. “I have heard tales of you—whispers carried on the wind. But I never thought I would meet you myself.”

Esvorir’s voice rumbled, low and resonant, as he spoke. “And yet, here we are, Queen Alena. I have wandered the earth for centuries, and still, it is your kingdom that has called me home.”

A soft, knowing smile touched her lips, as though she understood the weight of his words. “It is not just my kingdom that has called you here,” she said, her eyes shimmering with a light that seemed to come from within her. “It is something deeper, something the stars have whispered about for ages. Perhaps it is fate that has brought us together, or perhaps it is simply the will of the moon.”

Esvorir could feel his heart stir at her words, as though some long-forgotten part of him had been awakened. He had wandered for so long, driven by an endless search for meaning in a world that had become distant and cold. And yet, in the presence of this queen, he felt something he had not known in centuries: hope.

Alena stepped closer, her graceful movements as fluid as the silver light that bathed her. She raised a hand to gently touch the side of his great head, her fingers brushing against his scales with a tenderness that belied the strength within her. For a moment, the dragon and the queen stood together in the quiet stillness of the twilight, two beings from different worlds, yet drawn together by something that neither could understand but both felt deeply.

In that fleeting touch, Esvorir knew that his long solitude had come to an end. The queen of the Lunaris kingdom had awakened something within him, something he could no longer ignore. And as he gazed into her eyes, he realized that this encounter—this unexpected meeting—was the beginning of something far more profound than he had ever imagined. The beauty of the queen had done more than capture his attention. It had ignited a flame within him, a longing that would carry them both into a future they could not yet see but knew they were destined to share.
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The First Attempt to Approach
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Esvorir stood in the shadow of the moon, his massive form towering over the kingdom of Lunaris. The silver light bathed him, casting long, graceful shadows that stretched across the land like an ancient omen. He had not expected to feel so... small. Yet, despite the centuries he had lived, despite the immeasurable power that pulsed through his veins, he found himself uncertain—unprepared for the vulnerability that came with his desire to be near her.

Alena, the queen of Lunaris, had captured him in ways he had never imagined possible. Her beauty was not simply in her appearance, but in the way she carried herself, with the grace of a goddess and the strength of a ruler. In her presence, he had felt something stir deep within him, something far more delicate and fragile than the might of his fire or the iron strength of his claws.

But now, standing at the edge of her kingdom, Esvorir realized that the very power that had brought him here was the one thing that kept him distant from her. He was a dragon, ancient and feared, a creature whose name alone had the power to send kingdoms into panic. He had seen it time and time again—how the mere presence of his kind caused the world to tremble. How even the bravest knights, the most steadfast rulers, quailed at the thought of a dragon soaring through the skies above their lands.

His wings, mighty and vast, had once been the symbol of his sovereignty over the world’s skies. But now, as he watched the flickering lights of Lunaris from a distance, he knew they were more a curse than a blessing. They cast him as a beast, a force of nature, something to be feared and avoided. In the quiet of the night, Esvorir could feel the weight of his own loneliness. For centuries, he had been isolated—sheltered by the mountains and forests, hidden away from the world he had once ruled. His solitude had been his sanctuary, and he had come to accept it as his fate.

But now, with Alena in his thoughts, that solitude felt like a prison.

The first attempt to approach her had been born of impulse—his heart racing with a newfound hope, a yearning that had long been dormant. But as he moved closer to the heart of Lunaris, the kingdom that Alena ruled with such quiet power, a heavy sense of unease settled in his chest. The city before him was beautiful, bathed in the soft glow of moonlight, but there was something in the air—a tension, a fear—that felt foreign to him.

As he stepped closer, his claws scraping gently against the stone roads, the first whispers reached him. From the distant windows of the kingdom, the villagers saw his shadow, and the reaction was immediate. Shouts, muffled cries of alarm, and hurried footsteps filled the night. The people of Lunaris were waking in fear, peering out from their homes, gazing upon the great dragon who loomed over their land. Their hearts raced as the figure of Esvorir cast a massive shadow upon their streets, the very air seeming to thrum with the weight of his presence.

It did not take long before the guards were summoned. Shining figures of gold and silver, their swords drawn, their faces filled with uncertainty, appeared before him. They were not brave, not yet. They had heard the stories of the dragon who had lived for centuries, the creature whose fiery breath could lay waste to entire villages. To them, Esvorir was a legend—something out of the realm of reality. And now he stood before them, real, in the flesh, casting a cold shadow over their queen’s peaceful land.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
HEISOUL
RAOF THE
DRAGoN






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





