Chapter One: The Song of Sleep and Thunder
The twin suns of Rongtail, the dragon-shaped continent, cast golden beams through the stained-glass windows of a modest yet spirited home nestled at the edge of Flaora Vale.
Inside, a boy was yawning beneath a patchwork of old blankets and tangled limbs, hiding from the Sunday afternoon light.
“RAH! It’s past midrise! If you don’t get up now, I’m turning your room into a pig’s nest for real!”
That voice — commanding yet saturated with warmth — belonged to his mother, Liora, a humble yet scary woman by trade. Her smile could light up rooms, but her discipline was swift. She bore the strength of someone who'd seen too much and chosen love anyway.
RAH — a 14-year-old with unruly black curls and a grin that could melt stone — yawned, stretched, and finally emerged like a newborn moth from his blanket cocoon. He rubbed his eyes, stretched his legs, turned sideways, and tried to wake up, still unaware that he possessed rare powers and an unwanted future.
He tiptoed into the kitchen, trying to scare Elsa, her mother’s friend who lived with them in their house as part of the family. Elsa wore her usual dusty apron and was muttering at a pot of Flirestew. (The family’s secret protector.)
“Boo.”
She didn’t flinch. She whirled, spoon in hand.
RAH screeched and ran.
“You little rat! Scare me again and I’ll roast you with garlic paste!” Elsa yelled, hurling the spoon. (Elsa wasn't just staff; she was a guardian once ranked among the Idomancers, able to reach Vencrus strength if needed, though the cost was steep — her own life force).
RAH laughed as he ran into his mother’s arms. Liora twisted his ear with a mock glare.
“Ow! Ow! I surrender!”
“Next time, wake up before noon and I’ll cook you instead of steak,” she smirked and sent him to wash up.
Rah came out with wet hair and a lazy look on his face. Sat at the table and started shouting, “Elsa, I’m hungry, my stomach is empty, Elsa, I’m hungry.”
Liora was looking at Rah and recalling her childhood, “sitting in a large dining room of a palace with her family, father, mother, and a younger sister.”
Elsa, “Shut up, you scream like a bull.”
Everyone laughed and joined their hands to pray.
“What did you cook for your king, Elsa?”
Elsa laughed, acting like a butler and replied, “Cheesebread, saffron rice, jokes, and dancing pepper roots, My Little King.”
That evening, RAH and his friends — Brunn, an aspiring future rocket builder, Dain, the magical one and Lie, the smartest one, and Tali, a girl who could prank the moon — played near the river Dravennel.
As the Sun set, everyone ran back home. Rah pushed the door, removed slippers, and shouted, “Mumma, king is back, Mumma, king is back.”
Liora came and hugged him, told him to freshen up, and came for dinner.
Later, he lay across his mother’s lap, worried about school.
“What if they hate me?”
“They won’t,” Liora said. “But if they do, show them your heart before your fists, My king.”
They laughed. The room dimmed.
Far away, in a dark stone hex room lit by crimson veins, an almost three-year-old girl cried, lying on a black rock bed, naked, trapped with metal chains, surrounded by 12 people wearing robes, holding light green devil fire, chanting spells.
Watching her: Varithos, wearing a dark purple robe, sea green coloured eyes shining in the darkness. Not father. Not a man. Scientist. Shadow. Priest. No Identity.
Smiled and Whispered—
“Interesting response to arc-light. Run it again.”
His voice was hollow, creepy, filled with evil. Lustful eyes only, asking for results. The girl was crying, the room filled with her voice's echo, but no one cared.

Monday morning.
RAH woke early, uniform crisp, boots polished. He stepped onto his hoverboard gifted by her mom when he turned seven— the cheapest model around — and zipped through town.
At Moonspire Academy, students gathered on the grass. RAH bounced with excitement, copying sword swings.
“Silence,” a deep voice called.
Principal Albus Percival, a man of calm thunder, wearing a white and gold cloak, welcomed them. “Your journey begins. Whether you stumble or soar — move forward.”
Just after assembly, he rushed towards the classroom, overexcited, happy, and shocked to see the artifacts and the classroom. He shook hands and introduced himself to everyone. Door slides, a lady wearing a green coloured cloak enters the room holding a book, “Everyone settle down, I’m your Class Teacher, Ms. Ream Ageison. I’ll teach you about elemental magic and how to control it. Let’s start.”

After that, there was class after class, each subject unfolding like a secret garden:
· A warlock knight taught blades and bravery.
· Creatures soared in the skies during the riding class.
· Machines buzzed in science labs.
· Maps unfolded like living skin in geography.
With the last bell ringing, he ran with his friends, he was so happy and exhausted, yet too excited. 
He reached near the gate and saw that seniors were ragging on new students in the group, they also stopped Rah and his friend Tali, asking them to show them a frog Dance. Rah excitedly performs and moves towards the exit, but he sees a group of seniors teasing a first-year girl, and her skirt is torn. Seniors were laughing and harassing her, she was crying and pleading to let her go, but no one was listening.
RAH’s heart pounded, he dropped his bag, and ran towards her. Give that girl his jacket,
“Stop that!” he yelled. The seniors saw him and started laughing.
One senior came out of the group and pushed him back. Rah resisted and punched him in his intestine. Other seniors saw this rush into the scene, took him up with his collar, fist in his face, threw him to the ground, kicked his stomach, beat him till he bled, and left him there. 
“Screw you little brat.” One senior chuckles and spits on him.
He fainted, lost consciousness.
“Go to your home, everyone, or else we'll do the same with you brats, too.” A girl from the seniors group yelled in an attitude.
Above, a girl watched — ISHI, second-year, black eyes, long hair, intense yet fairy face, silently observing everything. She didn’t look away, went to Rah.
“You’re stubborn,” she said, healing his cuts using healer magic.
“I had to try,” he whispered.
She smiled and nodded. “You did well, little brat.”
She picked him up and sent him home via Taxi.
“Tring Tring”, the driver rang the bell of his house. Liora opened the door,
and she panicked, seeing his wounds, confused and curious to know how and why this happened to him. The driver replied, “I don’t know, ma’am, a girl called me and asked me to drop him here. Let me go, thank you.” The driver left.

Liora called Elsa,  she came after hearing the noise, shocked to see Rah’s condition, T-shirt covered with mud and blood, “What happened to him, is he okay, shall we go to the healer?”
Liora was crying continuously, asked Elsa to help her and take Rah to his room.

They removed his clothes and got new ones for him. Liora found a letter in his pocket, kept by ISHI.
“Your son is too brave; he is fine. I healed his wound, although it took him time to wake up, there was no serious injury, he might feel pain in his ribs, otherwise he is ok.

Liora set the letter aside and placed her hand on Rah’s head. Golden light- the same colour as the battlefield of her memories- flowed from her fingers. This was the high-level healing magic she was doing, which was not common for a normal woman. With a heartbeat, the golden light turns to emerald, carrying her into his mind, where she witnessed everything that happened.
Behind her, Elsa didn’t even flinch at how a common, poor woman could perform such high-level magic; her hand drifted to her ribs, on an old scar. Liora's gaze flicked to Elsa, and in that silent moment, an entire conversation passed between them.

Rah starts gaining his consciousness, “Where am I ? I’ll beat everyone,” he whispered.

Opened his eyes and saw her mother, “Mom, they were……” he stammered,

“Shhshhhhh……., I know everything, my brave king.” Liora smiled and started feeding him.
“I’m full, Mom,” Rah said.

Liora hands over the bowl to Elsa, and starts singing a song to make Rah sleep, gives him a forehead kiss as he sleeps, with tears in her eyes, care on her face, and tension in her heart.

The next morning, Rah woke up perfectly fit and fine, excited and happy as usual.
Liora knocked and entered the room with a warm smile on her face, “Wake up, hurry, it’s school time.”

“Yeah, Yeah……” Rah replied with a sad face.
Liora came and sat beside him, held his hand, and said, “You're the bravest man I’ve ever seen. Never feel sad for doing something right.” With a warm smile on her face.

“But…. I’m weak, I can’t fight, I tried, they are older than me……” Rah said.

Liora chuckles and replies, “Who told you being old makes you powerful ?, Next time, don’t hesitate, use your whole potential, don’t hold back. You are my strong king. (She hugged him.) Now, stand up and get ready.” 

Days passed, and Rah enjoyed his classes. Rah was not the brightest, but he felt some changes in his power; his control over his magic had improved, he was happy with that, and enjoying everything. Seniors mocked juniors daily, but RAH held back and was not involved in fights unnecessarily.
The whole week passed peacefully, and then came Saturday.
The Feast Day. Rah and his friends were excited, sitting in the great Rong hall.
Suddenly, Rah heard an anonymous voice out of nowhere, “Help, please help, Somebody help (crying, screaming….).”

Rah ignored, but the voice was getting louder and louder.
“Are you OK?” his friends ask.

“What is happening?” another friend asked.

“Nothing, just a headache, I’ll be back in 5min” he said and left the hall.

Following the voice, which runs through the corridor, the voice getting louder and clearer, he realizes there are two voices instead of one.
He reaches the girl’s restroom — screams.
RAH ran inside. Five seniors with upper naked bodies pinned two girls crying, afraid, trembling with fear, pleading, torn clothes, cuts on hands, fingerprints on face, beaten.
Seniors were trying to rape them.
“Stop!!, What are you guys doing? Let them go,” RAH said, drawing their attention.
“Please, help us…. Please …..  aaahahaha (scream in pain).” girls ask with hope (crying in pain). 
“Oh, what, little boy? Go back.” One senior yelled.
“Or we do the same with you.” A senior walked towards him with lust flowing.
“I’ll make you pay, leave them,” Rah said with a stammered voice and taking steps back.
They laughed.
“Come, Come we’ll pay, Come.” Everyone laughed.
One senior came and pushed him on the ground, spat on him, and said, “Go back, kiddo. We’ll deal with you later.”

Everyone laughed and moved toward the girls again.
He stood quickly. Furious. His mind snapped into clarity, calculating, dodging, and rushing towards them. Drag them back, and start using elemental spells, he learned in class. The seniors replied to his attack with spells and magic, but suddenly, his powers boosted his fireballs, getting bigger, his physical punches got stronger and more impactful. Blood started flowing. Bones cracked. Screams echoed, five on one go wild, sinks, windows, doors, everything is shattered, burnt, the whole washroom turned into battle field. Rah beats all of them badly, his fists were burned, magic was drained. He fought, but was not untouched. He stood for a second, then fell.
Later, the staff came and found them like that.
Everyone was taken to the Healer’s chamber, treatment was given to everyone, wounds on the senior’s body were too deep and major, everyone was shocked to see that, first-year student beat five second-year students.

Soon, the news spread into the school corridors, "Did you hear? A first-year student took on five seniors!" 
Rah’s friends went to the chamber to meet him, and the whole group of students gathered in the passage to see, and were in shock to see the injuries, burn marks, and flowing blood. The scene was so dark that some first-year students started vomiting.
The principal came and looked tense because one of them was the mayor’s son; he called everyone’s parent.
The victims were called and interviewed about the whole scene.
The girls told them everything with honesty, and by the time the Mayor entered the chamber with four armed guards, raging, yelling, “Where is my son? Who did this to him?” Holds the nurse’s collar and asks her.
The principal tried to calm him down, trying to explain the situation to him. But a furious father and a reputed ego,
Saw his son broken. He raged. 
and asked again who did this to his son? The nurse pointed towards Rah, lying on the bed unconscious, covered with blood and wounds. The mayor marched up and struck the unconscious RAH. Staff tried to stop but were controlled by guards. 
Then — a whisper. A presence. A cold voice. An aura was felt.
“No one dares to touch my cub.”
Liora.
The room froze. Even light stopped.
She stepped forward, shielding her son.
The Mayor raised his hand again in rage.
“Try it, and you won’t have another breath,” she said, eyes glowing.
He hesitated and backed off. Principal Percival pulled him away.
The Mayor shouted at the Principal and asked guards to take his son back to his mansion.
While leaving the room, Mayor stares at Liora and Rah with rage and vengeance in his eyes, “I’ll see you outside,” he whispers.
Ishi, who was observing everything, heard this and felt worried about Rah and his mother.

She told her father, the Lord of State, Lord Senkai Hung. Her father promised justice and security to Rah and his family.
The mayor was called to the State Mansion, entered in room,
“Hail,  My Lord!!” bowed and said.

The Lord came near, held his neck from behind, and hit him in the stomach with his knee. The Mayor vomits blood, coughing, “What have I done, My Lord?” The mayor asked.

 “What happened in school?” Lord replied with anger in his voice.

“That boy beats my son, he……….”, the Lord interrupted the mayor and said “Are you a fool, Son of a B*tch? Your son and his classmate were trying to rape a girl in school? Are there a lack of slaves in your house? What if this news came into public?” angrily moving toward mayor to hit him…

“Sorry, Sorry …..Sorry, My Lord…..” The mayor apologised. 

Lord, calm down and give a napkin to the mayor, said, “Clean the blood.”
The mayor was about to clean the blood from his mouth…

“From the Ground, you bastard,” the Lord yelled.
The mayor sat down and started cleaning the ground with fear and trembling hands.

“What have you decided to do with that boy and his mother?” Lord asked.

“Nothing, My Lord, Nothing,” The mayor replied.

“Am I looking like an idiot to you?” Lord pours wine into the cup and says.

“I have decided to avenge them, I’ll make them regret breathing the same air as my son, beat that brat till death, make them beg for their lives(said angrily), My Lord.” The mayor answered in a stammered voice.

“You’ll do nothing, not now, not later,” Lord stated.

“But…..But it’s about my reputation and my son, My Lord. How can I leave them for free? My Lord,” the mayor asked with a trembling and fearful voice.

“My daughter wants him to be safe. So, either it is about your reputation or my daughter’s wish?” You decide what is important.

“Madam’s wish, My Lord. I won’t do anything.” The mayor answered with a burning fire of vengeance and insult.

“Good, now please get out,” the Lord ordered.

The mayor stood up and said, “Hail, My Lord!!”

As he reached the door, Lord said from sitting on the chair, “We have a clean image in front of the citizens, don’t ruin it for some small cases. Make the next shipment ready, this time they are paying double.” Lord gives an evil smile. (Behind his kind smile was a different man — involved in trafficking, slavery, and drugs. And now, his daughter's trust.)

“Yes, My Lord.” The mayor answered with peace and left.
Lord said to himself, “Who is this boy?”
RAH woke up two days later. Healed, but quiet.
Liora and Elsa noticed everything and worried about his health. 
A week passed, and RAH walked again through the school gates.
From a distance, ISHI watched.
And the wind whispered: everything was about to change.

