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Chapter 1: The Dragon’s First Care
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The village of Hillcrest lay nestled in a quiet valley, cradled by towering, snow-capped mountains that seemed to stretch endlessly into the sky. The land was wild, its rolling hills and dense forests rich with life, but also full of hidden dangers. The villagers lived simple, peaceful lives, farming and tending to their animals, always aware of the untamed world beyond their homes. They knew that the jungle that bordered their village could be both beautiful and dangerous, a place where few dared to wander.

One stormy evening, when the winds howled fiercely and dark clouds swallowed the fading light, something unusual happened. A strange, sorrowful cry echoed from the jungle, a sound unlike any the villagers had heard before. It wasn’t the usual noise of wolves or wild boars hunting—it was something more desperate, more forlorn.

A young boy, Elias, who had been playing near the village’s edge, heard it first. His heart raced, and a chill ran through him as the cry reverberated in his ears. “What was that?” he whispered, turning toward the jungle, where the trees twisted and groaned under the heavy rain.

His father, who had been fixing the roof of their small cottage, stopped what he was doing and stood still for a moment, listening. The wind carried the strange sound again, closer now. “Stay inside, Elias,” he said firmly. “It’s probably just a wild animal. Don’t go near it.”

But Elias wasn’t the only one to hear the cry. The sound grew louder, echoing through the trees, and soon it reached the villagers who were huddled around their hearths, seeking warmth. One by one, the villagers ventured to the village square, their faces marked with worry.

“What do you think it is?” asked Mira, the eldest woman in the village, her voice trembling with uncertainty. She was the village healer, a wise and kind woman who had lived through many winters. She had seen things in her time—strange creatures, wild storms, and even worse—but nothing had ever sounded like this.

“Could it be the wolves again?” asked Jakob, a burly farmer who had seen his fair share of danger in the woods. His hand rested on the hilt of his axe, and his eyes scanned the horizon.

“Maybe,” said Mira softly, “but this... this sounds different. We must be careful.”

After a brief discussion, the bravest among them—Mira, Jakob, and a few others—decided to investigate. They gathered torches and made their way into the stormy night, guided only by the eerie cries that grew louder the further they went. The wind whipped through the trees, making it hard to see, but they pressed on, driven by a mixture of curiosity and concern.

As they reached the clearing near the edge of the jungle, they stopped dead in their tracks. A small, injured creature lay in the mud, its wings crumpled beneath it, a deep gash along its side. The creature’s cries had stopped, replaced by shallow, labored breaths.

It was a dragon. A young one.

The villagers stared at the creature, their hearts pounding in their chests. The dragon was not like the beasts of the forest. Its emerald, green scales shimmered in the dim light of their torches, and its eyes, wide and full of fear, glinted with intelligence. But despite its majestic appearance, the dragon was wounded and helpless, a far cry from the fearsome legends they had heard in stories.

“What in the gods' name is this?” Jakob whispered, his voice trembling.

Mira, ever the calm one, stepped forward, her voice steady but soft. “It’s hurt. We need to help it.”

The villagers hesitated. Dragons were mythical creatures—fearsome and untouchable. Many believed they were creatures of legend, ancient and untameable. But Mira, wise beyond her years, knew that the creature in front of her was not a legend. It was real, and it needed help.

“Are you sure?” Jakob asked, still eyeing the creature warily. “It could be dangerous.”

Mira shook her head. “No. This dragon is injured. It’s not here to harm us.”

With that, she knelt beside the dragon, reaching out gently to touch its head. The dragon winced at the movement, but Mira’s voice was soft and soothing, calming it enough for her to examine its injuries. The gash along its side was deep, but not fatal. Its wing, however, had been bent awkwardly, and it would take time to heal.

The villagers, after a long moment of uncertainty, followed Mira’s lead. They gathered what they could—herbs from the nearby forest, bandages, and blankets—to tend to the creature. Elias, the young boy who had heard the dragon’s cry first, stood near the back, watching in awe as the adults worked.

“Be careful,” Mira said softly to Jakob as he reached for a bundle of herbs. “The wound is fresh. We must cleanse it before it festers.”

The villagers worked quickly, yet carefully. Jakob held the dragon steady while Mira expertly cleaned and treated the wound. The creature, though still in pain, did not resist. It seemed to understand that they were trying to help.

As the storm raged on, the villagers made the decision to move the dragon into one of their barns. It was warm and dry there, and they could keep watch over the creature through the night. The barn, filled with hay and straw, provided a soft bed for the dragon. With a few more herbs and bandages, they laid the creature down gently, making sure it was as comfortable as possible.

The night passed slowly, with the villagers taking turns watching the dragon. Elias couldn’t sleep; his eyes were fixed on the creature, the majestic beast that now lay in the village, so close yet so mysterious. He could hardly believe what he had seen. Dragons were creatures of legend, creatures that belonged in stories, not in real life.

By morning, the storm had passed, and the sun rose slowly over the hills, casting a soft golden light over the village. The clouds were scattered, and the air was fresh with the scent of rain and earth. Elias, wide-eyed and full of wonder, approached the barn.

Mira was already there, sitting beside the dragon, who had begun to stir. The dragon’s large eyes fluttered open, and for a moment, it looked confused, disoriented, and vulnerable. It let out a soft growl, but it was not one of aggression—it was a sound of pain, of helplessness.

Mira reached out and gently stroked the dragon’s head. “It’s alright now,” she whispered, her voice soothing. “You’re safe here. We will take care of you.”

The dragon’s eyes softened as he gazed at the villagers, a flicker of trust beginning to form in his gaze. He had never been shown kindness before. For a creature who had lived alone in the jungle, hurt by others, this was something new—a sense of safety, of care. The dragon closed his eyes, and with a contented sigh, he laid his head down on the hay. It was the first time in his life that he felt truly cared for.

And so, the dragon’s bond with the villagers began.
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Chapter 2: The Dragon’s Growing Bond
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As days passed and the rainstorms subsided, the dragon slowly began to recover. The villagers worked tirelessly to tend to his wounds. At first, the dragon remained cautious, wary of the humans who had helped him but unsure whether he could trust them fully. His large, emerald eyes watched them from beneath his long, curled horns, and his wings trembled whenever anyone came near.

But Mira, with her steady hands and comforting voice, was always the first to approach him. Each day, she brought new herbs to heal his wounds and checked on his progress. “You’re stronger today,” she would say with a soft smile, her fingers gently brushing over his scaly head. The dragon, despite his initial fear, began to recognize her as a friend. Her touch was kind, her words soothing, and slowly, he grew accustomed to her presence.

The villagers began to gather around the barn where the dragon rested, offering him food and supplies. Though it was a strange and intimidating sight, they had come to respect him as something more than just a creature of legend. The children, in particular, were fascinated. They stood at the barn doors, peering inside with wide eyes. They would ask Mira questions, their voices full of curiosity.

“What does he eat, Mira?” young Elias asked one day, his eyes alight with wonder.

“Meat and fruit, like most creatures of his kind,” Mira replied. “But don’t worry, he’s not like the stories you’ve heard. He’s not a creature of destruction.”
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