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PROLOGUE — The Night the World Broke




In the age before kingdoms, before banners and bloodlines rose, Eldoria knelt beneath a single throne.

Upon it sat Aelrian Dawnstar, the last king to wield the ancient celestial fire known as Starborn Flame — a power said to come from the heavens themselves. With his queen, Lyria Windspire, he united clans of men, elves, and dwarves in a fragile peace that held for three centuries.




But peace is the first thing the darkness devours.




When the Black Dragon King, Graven, awakened beneath the volcanic heart of Emberfall, his roar shook the world’s bones. His wings blotted out the sun, and his fire washed across valleys like the wrath of fallen gods. Aelrian met him atop Mount Veylor, armed with the Starborn Flame, and the sky turned white from their clash.




The king won — but victory was a wound.

The moment the killing blow struck, the dying dragon unleashed a curse that split the world. The oceans rose, mountains cracked, and a colossal wall of frozen waves — the Sea Divide — tore Eldoria from the eastern continent, Thaloria, forever. What once was one realm became two worlds that would never again see each other… or so the legends say.




From the king’s dying bloodline rose six houses.




Six bloods.

Six elements.

Six destinies bound to the shape of the world.




And yet, one thread of that ancient lineage was hidden — a spark left in secret.

A spark that should never have survived.




A spark named Cairo.







—-




CHAPTER I — The Child of the Storm




Lightning shook the iron bars of the Stormkeep dungeon, rattling like war drums.

Cairo flinched as white fire split the sky, lighting his cell for the briefest heartbeat. Dust drifted down. Water dripped from the ceiling in a rhythm that counted the seconds of his fear.




He wasn’t meant to be here.




He was a wanderer. A nobody. A stablehand who knew more about horses than heroes.

But then his mother died, whispering a truth he never asked for:




> “Your father sits on a throne of storms…”










Now here he was, imprisoned under that very king’s fortress — House Thundara, Lords of Lightning — while a battle raged above.




Metal groaned. The stones trembled. Screams echoed through the corridors.

And in the cell across from him sat an old man who didn’t blink at any of it.




Theros, he called himself. Ragged robes, tangled white hair, and eyes that glowed like smoldering embers.




“Boy,” the old man murmured, “you feel it, don’t you?”




Cairo swallowed. “Feel what?”




“The storm calling your name.”




Before Cairo could answer, the entire dungeon shuddered.

A gate far down the hall snapped off its hinges.

A silhouette stepped inside — hunched, twisted, dripping with black ichor.




Its eyes glowed red like coals buried in flesh.

It sniffed the air…

Turned…




And locked onto him.




“What is that—?” Cairo whispered.




“A hound of shadow,” Theros said calmly. “Sent for your blood.”




The creature lunged.




Theros didn’t move. He just whispered a single word — and reality bent.

Light flared around him, the bars of his cell turned molten and split apart like soft wax.




“RUN.”




Cairo bolted. The creature shrieked, claws scraping stone, chasing.




He stumbled over the fallen body of a guard, tore the ring of keys from his belt, and sprinted up the stairwell — lightning flashing behind him like the sky was trying to follow.




He didn’t get far.




Something grabbed his ankle and whipped him down the stairs.

His head cracked the stone — lights danced in his vision.




The creature crawled over him, jaws opening wide—




And instinct, fear, and fate collided inside him.




A blast of lightning erupted from Cairo’s chest, hurling the beast across the dungeon in a burning arc.

Thunder exploded in the staircase.




Cairo stared at his own crackling hands.




“I…”

He swallowed.

“I don’t know how I did that.”




Theros finally appeared beside him, breathing heavily, his robes scorched.




“Oh, you do,” the old man said quietly. “Your blood remembers even when your mind does not.”




Before Cairo could question him, the door above burst open — and the silhouette of a king filled the stairwell.




Tall.

Broad-shouldered.

Silver hair caught in the flicker of torchlight.




King Eldric Stormrider.




His eyes — the same piercing storm-blue as Cairo’s — widened in shock.




“What have you done?” the king whispered, stepping down slowly.

“Who taught you the lightning?”




Cairo couldn’t breathe.




No answer could save him.

But one truth had always been waiting for this moment.




“My mother told me…”

His voice trembled.

“That you were my father.”




Silence swallowed the dungeon.




Outside, thunder rolled over Stormkeep — not in rage… but in recognition.
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Eldric didn’t move at first.

He simply stared — not as a king, not as a warrior — but as a man whose past had come back wearing his own eyes.




Lightning flashed through the window slit behind him, illuminating every emotion on his face: shock, guilt, recognition… and fear.




Not fear of Cairo.




Fear for him.




Theros broke the silence.




“Your Majesty,” he said gently, “the boy’s power has awakened. The shadows are already hunting him. If we linger—”




A shrill scream tore through the stairwell behind them.

Something clawed its way up the steps — fast.




Eldric reacted instantly.




“MOVE!” he roared, grabbing Cairo’s arm and yanking him up the stairs as Theros slammed his palms together. A pulse of amber light exploded down the stairway, throwing the pursuing creature back into darkness.




The moment they reached the upper hall, Eldric shoved the heavy oak door shut and threw a steel bar across it.




BOOM.

The creature slammed into the other side, snarling and gnashing like a demon starved.
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