The Dragon King and His Fallen Star Novel
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| had been flying for two days.
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First to Mount Kyros, the old volcano that
once shaped the northern lands of our
kingdom. Beneath it, the Pyraethyst mine
pulsed with dormant power. | descended in
silence, shifting out of my dragon form and
slipping past the warded runes carved into

the black stone.
The mine was still intact.

Of course, it WOuId be. This place was far

too important to Malric.

- Inside the dark tunnels, the Pyraethy




ke the one the girl had given me.
d absorbed a flicker of her light, and i
still held a quiet warmth. This one looks
lifeless now, but in the wrong hands, it

could be turned into a weapon.

If Malric wanted the girl back, he'd come for

the gems too.

| ordered the mined gems secured, ’
stationed additional guards at every tunnel'
mouth, and reinforced the arcane wards
with fresh blood sigils. Ashteryn would
have approved of the layering. | used one of

his designs.

| wondered if he'd met with the girl yet, a.ncl_‘_‘-

 whether they'd learned anything new
| the bracelet. And if they had, " agin
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High above the land, | soared. My mirrored :

scales render me nearly invisible against
the sunlit blue. From that height, the world
stretched beneath me: shifting forests,

fractured rivers, mountains dusted in snow.

But | wasn't searching for beauty. | was

hunting for something vile.

| swept north, toward the ruins of
Moonspire, the former capital of Vargheim,
the werewolves’ realm. Once proud. Now

nothing but a graveyard of stone and ash.

There were no signs of Malric or his witch. ‘




 stretched past the walves’ lands. | was

determined to find them. Or at least

something that might lead me to them.

But something pulled at me. A tug. Faint as
a breath against the back of my mind. A
whisper threading through the cold, as if

beckoning me home.

| ignored it at first. Shook it off like | would a
dream. But it grew stronger with every beat
of my wings, gnawing at my mind like a

restless thought that wouldn't quiet.

But something told me | should listen..




rything looked untouched.

But predators like me notice the smallest

twitch, a movement that doesn't belong.

Even from the sky, | caught it: a glimmer of
silver and white, barely distinguishable

from the snow.
The girl.
She's standing on a frozen lake.

| fought to hold back a screech. | couldn't
risk startling her. And she couldn't afford to

make any sudden movements.




another flap, the ice beneath her cracked

And she vanished.

She surfaced once. Her hands pounding
desperately against the ice. Her pale face
just beneath the surface, eyes wide in

panic, lips parted in a silent scream.
My gut twisted. She was running out of air.

She slammed her fists again, weaker this

time. Her gaze flicked upward, then stilled,

resigned. She was fading.

| dove without hesitation, the sky ablur =~




aid her on the snow. Hel

" bone-pale, lips tinged blue. She wasn't

breathing.

“No," | growled under my breath. “Don't you

dare give up.’

| pressed my palm into her chest, forcing

the water out. Again and again.
“Breathe” | hissed. “Come on. Fight”

| kept going, relentless, until at last she
coughed—followed by a sharp, ragged
gasp.

She choked, then coughed again,and |
caught her before she rolled onto her s




She shivered violently against me, soa

wet, barely conscious. But alive.

| adjusted her in my arms as | made my way
back to the castle. The frost-covered forest
closed in around us like a mouth as |
crossed into the treeline. Her head lolled
against my shoulder, skin still cold, breaths
shallow but steady. Every step | took was

slow, careful.
Then came the crunch of snow underfoot.

Mirael emerged from the trees, cloaked in
midnight blue, her hair untouched by wind
or frost. She halted when she saw me, t -

color draining from her face. H




ds flying to |
_ too theatrically. | was looking for

| didn't answer. | didn't stop walking, either. -

She moved to fall in step beside me, boots
crunching softly over ice-laced roots. “
You're... you're back early,” she said. “I

thought you weren't due until tomorrow

night.”

Still, | said nothing. Not until the castle
towers came into view beyond the thinning
trees. Then, in a low voice, | asked, “How

did she end up on a frozen lake?”

Mirael swallowed. “"We were spending time

together. | wanted to make it up to her after




Slowly, I turned my head toward her.-"You,,f a

seasoned spy, lost a girl in the woods?”

She tried to keep her face still, but the

nervous swallow didn't escape me.

“You, who hunted Malric's scouts through
the Nightingrove?” | asked. “Who tracked an
enemy battalion through a blizzard without
leaving a single trace behind? And you
expect me to believe a frail, frightened girl

slipped away from you.”

Her mouth opened again, but | was already.
walking. She followed in silence until we
crossed the castle threshold. | stopp |
turned to her. |




chest. The girl lay limp in my arms, her

breath barely brushing my collarbone.

| took the stairs two at a time, each step

heavier than the last.

“Kierygan!” Evander’s voice rang out from

the corridor above.

He came rushing toward me, coat
half-buttoned, his usually neat blond hair
tousled like he'd either just woken up or
walked off a battlefield.

“What happened to her?” he asked, eyes

wide with alarm.




gent came up
v

égates from the Southlands, Ihadt

“I don't care” | cut him off, my voice echoing
down the stone hall. I told you, explicitly,

you were to watch her while | was gone.”
Evander went silent, guilt staining his face.

| reached the girl's room and shouldered the
door open. The fire still burned low inside,

but the air felt colder than it should have.

| sat on the edge of the bed, still cradling
her, unwilling to let go just yet. Looking up, |
met Evander’s confused gaze. “Fetch |

Danaiah,” | said. “And tell Emma to col e o




this girl. This strange, fragile creature who
was meant to be nothing more than a key. A

weapon. A means to an end.

And yet, | was filled with fear | could not

name at the thought of losing her. Again.
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