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Prologue

The Last Reign

 

Darkness breathed through the Hollow, ancient and restless.

 

The Queen’s power, once absolute, now trembled on a fragile thread. The air shimmered with unseen fractures, and ruins whispered secrets long forgotten.

 

Somewhere deep beneath the earth, a throne waited—silent and patient.

 

---

 

In the stillness, a voice stirred.

 

Not a command, but a call.

 

The Hollow Queen’s legacy would not end with her.

 

An heir would rise—chosen by fire, marked by shadow.

 

The future of the Hollow balanced on a blade’s edge.

---

Far from the throne, a spark ignited.

 

Seraya’s flame flickered in the dark, answered by distant echoes of power and purpose.

 

The world held its breath.

 

The heir was coming.

 

---

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Table of Contents

 

Prologue: The Last Reign

Chapter 1: Echoes of the Hollow

Chapter 2: The Throne That Waits

Chapter 3: Crown of Ash and Bone

Chapter 4: The Choice No One Forgives

Chapter 5: What the Throne Takes

Chapter 6: Lovers at the Edge of Ruin

Chapter 7: Thiri’s Forbidden Script

Chapter 8: The Queen’s Whisper

Chapter 9: Flames Without Balance

Chapter 10: The Heir’s Breaking Point

Chapter 11: The Rune That Ends Queens

Chapter 12: Ashes of the Throne

Epilogue - Embers of a New Dawn

Dramatis Personae

Teaser for Book 7

Glossary 

Author’s Note

Special Thank

About the Author

Back Cover Author Bio

Chapter 1

Echoes of the Hollow

 

The Hollow lands shuddered as if the world itself had drawn a sharp, uneven breath.

 

The tremor rolled through the blackened plains in a slow, deliberate wave. Cracks split the soil, glowing faintly with dull ash-light before sealing again, as though the ground were remembering wounds it had once learned to hide. Ruined towers long half-sunken into the earth groaned and straightened by inches, stone scraping stone in protest.

 

Seraya staggered, pressing a hand to her chest as a pulse answered inside her.

Not pain.

Recognition.

 

Kael’s flame flared instinctively. “Everyone stay sharp,” he ordered. “This isn’t natural.”

 

Thiri knelt, fingers brushing the ground. The runes along his gloves flickered erratically. “No,” he said quietly. “It’s remembered.”

 

The Hollow had been silent for too long.

 

---

 

They reached the ruins as dusk bled across the sky. What had once been a fortress lay broken and half-buried, its walls torn open like ribs. Ash drifted endlessly through the air, never settling.

 

As they stepped closer, the carvings etched into the stone began to glow.

 

Images flickered across the walls—fragmented memories forced into the present. Armies knelt in silence. Flames were extinguished mid-roar. A massive throne rose from shadow, crowned in bone and ash.

 

Seraya felt her flame stir beneath her skin, warm and steady. It did not resist.

 

Thiri swallowed hard. “These runes predate the Hollow Queen. This place was built for something older.”

 

“Then why is it waking now?” Kael asked.

 

Thiri did not look up. “Because it’s being called.”

 

---

 

Night fell swiftly.

 

The whispers followed.

 

At first, they sounded like wind threading through broken stone. Then they sharpened, forming words—names spoken with intimate precision, secrets dragged from memory.

 

One of the scouts dropped to his knees, clutching his head. “Make it stop,” he pleaded. “Please—”

 

Another turned on his companion, eyes wild with suspicion. “You promised you wouldn’t tell them!”

 

Steel rang as weapons were drawn. Panic spread faster than fire.

 

Kael forced his flame higher, pushing back the darkness. “Don’t listen!” he shouted. “It feeds on fear!”

 

But the whispers did not reach Seraya as they reached the others.

 

They waited for her.

 

---

 

Seraya stepped away from the group without realizing she had moved.

 

The ruins grew quiet as she approached the cracked stone archway at their edge. Hollow light pulsed faintly from within, slow and measured, like a heartbeat.

 

The voice came then—singular, vast, calm.

 

Not prey.

 

Her breath trembled.

 

Not vessel.

 

Her flame leaned forward, reverent.

 

Heir.

 

Tears burned her eyes, though she did not understand why. The word did not frighten her.

 

It welcomed her.

 

---

 

Kael reached her side, lowering his voice. “Seraya. Look at me.”

 

He reached for her rune-glowing hand.

 

Nothing answered him.

 

The bond he had always felt—the quiet warmth between their flames—was gone. In its place was a vast stillness, deep and cold.

 

Seraya turned slowly. Hollow light reflected in her eyes, not consuming them—holding them.

 

For the first time since he had met her, Kael felt truly alone.

 

---

 

The archway fractured fully, stone peeling back to reveal a descending path spiraling into darkness. Across the Hollow, ruins realigned, ancient mechanisms awakening as though obeying a silent command.

 

The trembling stopped.

 

The land settled.

 

The Hollow Queen’s power was unraveling.

 

And the Hollow was choosing who would replace her.

 

---

 

 

Seraya stepped forward.

 

Not compelled.

Not forced.

 

She paused at the threshold and whispered a single word.

 

“I hear you.”

 

Deep beneath the land, something ancient shifted.

 

And far below, in a place where no flame had burned for centuries, the Hollow Throne began to wake.

 

---

 

 

Chapter 2

The Throne That Waits

 

The descent was long and silent.

 

Stone steps spiraled downward beneath the ruined citadel, each one carved smooth by centuries of passage. The deeper they traveled, the colder the air became, heavy with ash and something older—something watching.

 

The walls pulsed faintly with Hollow light, reacting to Seraya’s presence. Where her steps fell, ancient runes ignited. Where Kael stepped, they dimmed again.

 

Thiri noticed immediately.

“These wards,” he whispered. “They’re keyed to blood and flame. Not just anyone can pass.”

 

Seraya said nothing. Her pulse echoed in her ears, steady and calm, as if the Hollow itself were guiding her forward.

 

---

 

 

They reached a vast chamber supported by fractured pillars, their tops lost in darkness. Runes circled the floor in complex patterns, dormant until Seraya stepped into their center.

 

Light surged.

 

The wards awakened in sequence, weaving barriers of power that sealed the chamber behind them. Kael spun, flame flaring instinctively, but the magic did not attack.

 

It bowed.

 

Thiri stared in awe. “These aren’t defenses,” he said slowly. “They’re… confirmations.”

 

Seraya’s flame burned brighter, not in resistance, but in recognition.

 

---

 

The shadows ahead receded, revealing it at last.

 

The Hollow Throne rose from the stone like a wound made solid—formed of blackened bone, fused stone, and etched runes that seemed to move when not directly observed. It was massive, ancient, and unmistakably alive.

 

No dust covered it.

 

No decay touched it.

 

It had been waiting.

 

Kael felt the weight of it press against his chest, crushing and cold. “This is wrong,” he said. “No throne should still be… awake.”

 

Seraya stepped closer.

 

The throne responded with a low, resonant hum.

 

---

 

As Seraya approached, the runes along the throne ignited, projecting fragments of memory into the air—visions forced into being.

 

A woman crowned in shadow.

A realm collapsing inward.

A throne left empty by design.

 

The Hollow Queen’s voice echoed through the chamber—not commanding, not cruel.

 

If I fall, the Hollow must not.

 

Thiri’s breath hitched. “She planned this,” he said. “Not an accident. Not a curse.”

 

Kael clenched his fists. “She planned to replace herself.”

 

Seraya felt the truth settle into her bones.

 

---

 

The final vision revealed the truth in full.

 

The Hollow Queen, weakened and fading, carving runes into the throne with trembling hands. Binding her essence not to herself—but to succession.

 

The Hollow requires a will.

The Hollow requires balance.

The Hollow requires an heir.

 

Seraya’s flame flared violently, reacting to the words.

 

Kael stepped between her and the throne. “No,” he said firmly. “Whatever this is, we stop it here.”

 

Seraya’s voice was soft. “It’s already begun.”

 

---

 

Kael reached for Seraya again.

 

The runes rejected him.

 

An invisible force pushed him back, gentle but absolute. The throne’s light intensified, responding only to her presence.

 

Thiri lowered his head. “The wards don’t recognize choice,” he said. “Only lineage… or resonance.”

 

Seraya stood alone before the throne.

 

Chosen, whether she wished it or not.

 

---

 

The throne pulsed once—deep and final.

 

A single word echoed through the chamber, spoken by no voice and every voice at once.

 

Heir.

 

The runes locked into place.

 

Above them, the broken citadel groaned as ancient power flowed again.

 

And Seraya understood the truth fully at last.

 

The Hollow Queen had never intended to rule forever.

 

She had intended to be replaced.

 

---

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3

Crown of Ash and Bone

 

The Hollow began to break.

 

Not with violence, but with quiet impossibility. Space bent at the edges of the chamber, shadows stretching where no light should reach. Stone walls rippled as though viewed through water. Hairline fractures split the air itself, whispering as they widened and sealed again.

 

Thiri staggered, clutching his head. “Reality’s thinning,” he gasped. “The Hollow is losing cohesion.”

 

Seraya felt it too—an unsteady pull in her chest, as though the world were breathing without rhythm.

 

The throne pulsed behind her.

 

Waiting.

 

---

 

Thiri knelt before the runes etched into the floor, tracing symbols that twisted under his touch. “The Hollow Queen’s power anchored this realm,” he said. “Without a will to command it, the Hollow tears itself apart.”

 

Kael shook his head. “Then we seal it. Burn it. Collapse the throne.”

 

Thiri looked up, eyes dark. “If the throne remains empty, the Hollow won’t just collapse—it will fracture outward. This land, the realms bordering it… all of it will suffer.”

 

Seraya’s flame flared softly.

 

The Hollow was not demanding conquest.

 

It was demanding balance.

 

---

 

The throne responded to Seraya’s nearness, runes igniting in layered patterns. A voice rose from it—not spoken, but understood.

 

Stone obeys a will.

Flame obeys a heart.

The Hollow obeys the living.

 

Images flooded Seraya’s mind—previous rulers standing not as tyrants, but as anchors. Their lives bound to the realm they steadied.

 

The throne did not accept command.

 

It required presence.

 

It required sacrifice.

 

Seraya staggered back, breath shallow. “It doesn’t want a ruler,” she whispered. “It wants a soul.”

 

---

 

Kael stepped forward, flame roaring to life around his hand. “Then it doesn’t get one.”

 

He faced the throne as if it were an enemy. “No throne gets to decide who lives and who is consumed. We’ve destroyed worse than you.”

 

The Hollow answered with silence.

 

The fractures in the air widened.

 

Seraya grabbed his arm. “Kael, listen to me—”

 

“No,” he snapped, turning on her. “You don’t get to accept this like it’s fate.”

 

The distance between them felt wider than the chamber.

 

---

 

Voices rose around them.

 

Some urged caution. Others whispered necessity. Fear and duty collided, splintering the group into uneasy factions.

 

Thiri spoke carefully. “If no one sits the throne, the Hollow will unravel. If someone does… they may never leave it.”

 

Kael shook his head, eyes burning. “There has to be another way.”

 

Seraya said nothing.

 

The truth was already settling in her bones.

 

---

 

Ash drifted upward from the throne, swirling slowly in the air. Bone and shadow followed, assembling themselves above the seat.

 

A crown began to take shape.

 

Not solid.

 

Not yet.

 

It waited for a choice.

 

Seraya felt the weight of it pressing down on her thoughts—not command, not hunger.

 

Expectation.

 

---

Seraya met Kael’s eyes.

 

“If I don’t do this,” she said softly, “everything breaks.”

 

Kael’s voice trembled. “Then let it break. I won’t lose you to a throne.”

 

The Hollow shuddered violently, fractures screaming through the air.

 

Above the throne, the unfinished crown pulsed brighter.

 

Waiting for someone to decide whose will mattered more—

Love,

or the world.

---

Chapter 4

The Choice No One Forgives

 

The Hollow screamed.

 

Fractures tore through the chamber, light and shadow splitting apart in violent spasms. Stone dissolved into drifting ash. The air grew sharp and thin, burning the lungs with every breath.

 

Thiri struggled to remain standing. “It’s accelerating,” he shouted. “The Hollow can’t hold much longer!”

 

Seraya felt the pull stronger now, dragging at her flame, at her thoughts. The throne behind her burned brighter with each rupture.

 

Time was running out.

 

---

 

Kael seized Seraya’s hands, his flame blazing wildly. “Don’t do this,” he begged. “We’ll find another way. I swear it.”

 

His voice cracked—not with fear, but desperation.

 

“You sit on that throne,” he continued, “and it won’t let you go. Temporary or not.”

 

Seraya pressed her forehead to his. “If I don’t,” she whispered, “there won’t be time left to find another way.”

 

---

 

She pulled away.

 

Each step toward the throne felt heavier than the last, as though the Hollow itself were
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