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Shadow of the Last Dragon

The Scar of the Blighted Lands
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The wind blowing through the Valley of Tranquility, or Wadi Al-Aman, usually smelled of sun-baked earth and the sweet sap of the ancient fig trees. But today, it carried a bitter, metallic tang—the scent of the Blighted Lands.

Kael, nineteen years old, tall but still gangly, stood on the crumbling stone wall of his ancestral home in the village of Al-Fajr. Below him, life continued—merchants haggled over spice crates, children chased goats, and his younger sister, Laila, laughed near the well. He was supposed to be preparing for the yearly harvest, but Kael could not shake the chill that had settled in his bones since the Black Drove first appeared on the horizon.

It’s just worry, Kael, he tried to tell himself, gripping the rough stone. The elders say the Valley is protected. Nothing crosses the Jade River.

Yet, the Jade River, which wound like a protective serpent around their valley, now ran a sluggish, pale green, its once vibrant current muted. Kael looked toward the north-east, where the sun seemed to struggle to rise each morning. That was where the whispers came from—whispers of the Malignant (Al-Khabīth), the dark forces of the entity known only as the Shadow Lord.

His attention was drawn by a harsh screech. An enormous raven, larger than any Kael had ever seen, with eyes like polished obsidian, landed heavily on the wall beside him. It was a Koran, one of the talking birds spoken of in children’s tales.

“The shadow deepens, little sun-dweller,” the Koran rasped, its voice like stones tumbling down a cliff. “The Jade River is sick. Al-Saphira, the last of the Great Ones, calls out for the one whose blood remembers the dawn.”

Kael stumbled back, his heart slamming against his ribs. “What are you talking about? Who are you?”

“I am Zephyr, and I speak the truth of the wind,” the Koran said, tilting its head. “The Malignant seeks the final fire, the lifeblood of the last Dragon in the Dragon Peaks (Jibal Al-Tinin). They cannot be stopped by walls or water, only by The Seed.”

“I... I am just a farmer’s son,” Kael whispered, his throat dry. “I don’t know what a ‘Seed’ is.”
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