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            "Before the sea kings fell, the stars belonged to the gods.Before the dragons bonded, love was considered a weakness.And before the second throne awakened beneath the ocean, the world believed the darkness had already lost.
It had not."
— The Lost Prophecy of the Fallen Stars
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The Sea of Fallen Stars

Chapter One

The Kingdom Without Chains
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Three months after the Blood Moon.

The dragons were still learning how to exist without obedience.

And the kingdoms were beginning to fall apart because of it.

“Elara.”

She ignored Kael without looking up from the map spread across the war table.

“You’re bleeding again.”

Still ignoring him, Elara pressed one hand harder against the side of her ribs while studying the southern coastline marked in black ink and dragon-fire scorch marks.

Another village gone.

Another group of dragons vanished near the sea ruins.

Another report claiming silver lights beneath the water.

The room smelled like tension, storm rain, and Kael’s growing irritation.

Rhys leaned back against the stone wall nearby, arms crossed tightly over his chest.

“You need sleep.”

“I need answers.”

“You’ve said that for four days.”

“And I’ve remained correct for four days.”

Lucien, sprawled across the velvet couch like a prince who had never experienced hardship in his life, glanced up from the book in his hands.

“You’re both terrible at caring for emotionally unstable women.”

Elara threw a dagger at him without hesitation.

Lucien caught it midair lazily.

“See?” he said. “Aggressive affection.”

The war room doors suddenly slammed open.

Cold flooded the chamber instantly.

Orion entered wearing frost-covered black armor stained with dragon blood.

Every conversation stopped.

The Frost King looked furious.

Which, admittedly, was not unusual.

But tonight—

Tonight he looked murderous.

“The southern houses are mobilizing armies.”

Rhys straightened immediately.

“How many?”

“All of them.”

Wonderful.

Absolutely wonderful.

Elara pinched the bridge of her nose.

Ever since the dragon bonds shattered beneath the Blood Moon, the kingdoms had descended into chaos.

For centuries, the houses had relied on instinctive hierarchy and magical loyalty. Now dragons could choose freely.

Some thrived because of it.

Others turned violent.

Entire dragon territories had fractured into civil wars over leadership, mating claims, and bloodline disputes.

Freedom, apparently, came with catastrophic side effects.

And somewhere beneath the southern sea—

Something ancient was waking up.

Again.

Orion moved toward the war table slowly.

Ice crackled beneath his boots.

“The southern kings believe the old fae temples are reopening.”

Kael’s shadows darkened immediately.

“That should be impossible.”

“Yet dragons keep disappearing near them.”

Silence settled heavily across the room.

Elara studied the map again.

Silver markings spread across the southern coastlines like veins.

Every disappearance centered around the sea ruins revealed after the Blood Moon shattered the mountain ranges.

The same ruins she’d seen glowing beneath the ocean.

The same whispers she still heard at night.

The last empress has returned.

Elara hated those voices.

Mostly because part of her still answered them instinctively.

The silver fire beneath her skin had not disappeared after the Void Beast died.

If anything—

It had become stronger.

Stranger.

And increasingly tied to the three dragons currently staring at her like she was simultaneously fragile and terrifying.

The bonds between them remained despite everything she’d done to free the dragons.

Changed now.

No forced loyalty.
No throne magic.
Only emotion.

Which somehow made everything worse.

Because now every touch felt real.

Every glance mattered.

And none of them knew what the hell they were becoming to each other.

Especially Orion.

The Frost King avoided touching her almost entirely.

Which would have been less noticeable if Elara hadn’t become painfully aware of every moment he almost did.

Kael, meanwhile, had become aggressively protective in ways bordering on criminal behavior.

Rhys attempted diplomacy between all of them while secretly making everything more emotionally complicated.

And Lucien—

Lucien simply enjoyed watching everyone suffer.

“Elara.”

She looked up sharply.

Orion stood directly across from her now.

Close enough for frost to gather along the edge of the table between them.

His blue eyes locked onto hers.

“The southern ruins opened last night.”

Something in his voice chilled her instantly.

“What did they find?”

The Frost King’s jaw tightened.

“Fae bodies.”

Silence.

Rhys frowned. “Bodies?”

“Preserved,” Orion said quietly. “Like they were sleeping beneath the sea.”

Cold dread slid through the room.

Elara’s silver fire flickered painfully.

Because deep inside—

Something recognized that description.

Lucien slowly sat upright.

“That’s impossible.”

“No,” Orion said grimly.

Then he looked directly at Elara.

“I think someone is trying to bring the fae empire back.”

The silver fire beneath her skin surged violently.

And suddenly—

Elara heard screaming.

Not inside the room.

Inside her head.

Ancient voices crying out beneath crashing waves.

Wake her.

Elara staggered backward hard enough to knock over the war table.

Kael caught her instantly.

Shadows wrapped around her waist while Rhys moved beside them in alarm.

“Elara?”

But she barely heard him.

Because for one horrifying second—

She saw the ocean floor.

Thousands of silver coffins resting beneath black water.

And in the center—

A woman with silver eyes opening slowly in the dark.

Then the vision vanished.

Elara gasped sharply.

The room snapped back into focus.

Everyone stared at her.

Fear curled coldly down her spine.

Because the woman beneath the sea—

Looked exactly like her.
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Chapter Two

The Girl Beneath the Sea
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The room remained deathly silent.

Elara’s breathing came unevenly as Kael steadied her against him, shadows curling protectively around her body like living armor.

She barely noticed.

All she could see were silver eyes opening beneath black water.

Eyes identical to hers.

“Elara,” Rhys said carefully, “what did you see?”

She swallowed hard.

“The ocean.”

Orion went perfectly still.

“And?”

Elara looked toward him slowly.

“There were coffins beneath the sea.”

No one moved.

No one breathed.

Lucien stood fully now, all traces of amusement gone from his face.

“How many?”

“Thousands.”

The word shattered whatever hope remained in the room.

Rhys cursed softly beneath his breath.

Kael’s shadows darkened violently.

And Orion—

Gods.

Orion looked haunted.

“The drowned court,” he whispered.

Elara frowned immediately.

“The what?”

The Frost King looked toward the southern coastline map spread across the fallen floor.

“When the fae empire fell, not every royal house died during the war.”

Cold spread through Elara’s stomach.

“The surviving queens sealed themselves beneath the southern sea.”

Lucien’s expression sharpened. “That’s a myth.”

“No,” Orion said quietly. “It was a warning.”

The silver fire beneath Elara’s skin flickered painfully again.

Wake her.

The whisper slithered through her mind.

Elara flinched visibly.

Kael noticed instantly.

“They’re speaking to you again.”

Not a question.

The shadows around him tightened protectively around her waist.

The contact grounded her more than she wanted to admit.

“Yes.”

Rhys moved closer.

“What are they saying?”

Elara hesitated.

Because saying it aloud somehow made it more real.

“They want me to wake someone.”

The room went silent again.

Lucien muttered a curse.

Orion’s face hardened instantly.

“No.”

The force behind the single word startled everyone.

Elara looked at him sharply.

“You know who it is.”

The Frost King’s jaw tightened.

And suddenly she knew.

Not through magic.

Through emotion.

Fear.

Real fear.

“Orion.”

He looked away first.

That terrified her more than anything.

“Tell me.”

The Frost King remained silent long enough for the tension to become unbearable.

Then finally—

“There was another empress.”

The world seemed to tilt slightly.

Another.

Not the Moon Queen.

Someone else.

Lucien stared. “That’s impossible. History only records one.”

“History lies constantly,” Kael said dryly.

Fair.

Rhys folded his arms tightly.

“Who was she?”

Orion’s blue eyes lifted slowly toward Elara.

And for the first time since she met him—

She saw genuine panic there.

“Your sister.”

Silence detonated through the room.

Elara blinked once.

“...I’m sorry?”

The silver fire exploded violently around her.

The war room windows shattered outward instantly.

Everyone reacted at once.

Kael’s shadows surged around her.
Rhys’s lightning cracked through the ceiling.
Ice spread beneath Orion’s boots.
But Elara barely noticed any of it.

“You said my what?”

Orion looked grim.

“The fae queens created heirs through blood magic. Not natural birth.”

The implication hit hard.

Cold.
Wrong.
“You were never meant to exist alone.”

The whisper beneath Elara’s skin grew louder now.

Wake her.

Wake her.

Wake her.

She pressed trembling fingers against her temple.

“No.”

Kael caught her wrist gently.

“Elara—”

“She’s alive.”

The words escaped before Elara fully realized she knew them.

The room froze.

Elara’s breathing quickened.

“She’s beneath the sea.” Terror curled through her chest. “And she knows I’m here.”

Lucien looked deeply disturbed now.

“That is profoundly terrible.”

Rhys dragged one hand through his hair.

“If there’s another empress, why hasn’t she awakened before now?”

The answer came from Orion quietly.

“Because Elara broke the throne.”

Everything clicked together at once.

The Blood Moon.
The shattered bonds.
The awakening ruins.
The throne had not merely imprisoned the Void Beast.

It had also kept the drowned fae court asleep beneath the sea.

And now—

The seal was gone.

The silver fire beneath Elara’s skin pulsed painfully.

She suddenly felt cold.

Not physically.

Emotionally.

Like something ancient had just noticed her completely.

Then—

A knock echoed at the war room door.

Everyone turned instantly.

A royal guard stumbled inside looking pale enough to collapse.

“My kings,” he gasped.

Orion straightened immediately.

“What happened?”

The guard looked toward Elara.

Fear flashed across his face.

Then he whispered the words that shattered the room completely.

“A dragon fleet just emerged from the southern sea.”

Silence.

The guard swallowed hard.

“They’re carrying fae banners.”
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Chapter Three

The Fleet From the Deep
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No one spoke.

The guard stood frozen in the doorway, chest heaving from exertion and fear while icy wind swept through the shattered war room windows behind him.

Orion moved first.

“How many ships?”

The guard swallowed hard.

“Twenty... maybe more.”

Rhys swore quietly.

Kael’s shadows darkened across the floor like spreading ink.

“Elara,” Orion said sharply, “stay here.”

She laughed once.

Actually laughed.

The Frost King looked mildly offended.

“You think I’m staying behind while ghost fae sail out of the ocean?”

“They are not ghosts.”

That somehow made it worse.

Outside, dragon roars echoed across the cliffs as alarm bells rang through Frostfang Keep. The entire fortress had erupted into chaos within minutes.

War horns followed next.

Low.
Ancient.
Terrifying.
Lucien grimaced. “Ah. Nothing says impending doom like ceremonial horns.”

Elara ignored him and strode toward the balcony overlooking the sea.

The others followed immediately.

The moment she stepped outside—

Cold dread slammed into her chest.

The southern ocean glowed silver beneath the moonlight.

And emerging from the mist—

Ships.

Massive black warships carved from something that looked like obsidian and bone. Silver lanterns burned along their decks with ghostly moonfire while ancient fae banners whipped violently in the storm winds.

Every ship carried the same crest:
a silver crown split down the center.
Elara’s stomach dropped.

Because she recognized it.

Not from books.

Memory.

The realization hit her hard enough to stagger.

Kael caught her instantly again.

“You need to stop nearly collapsing every ten minutes.”

“She knows that crest,” Orion said quietly.

Elara nodded slowly.

“I’ve seen it before.”

The Frost King’s expression darkened.

“In the visions.”

Not a question.

Below the cliffs, dragons filled the skies in defensive formations while Frostfang soldiers rushed across the fortress walls preparing ballistae and fire cannons.

But the approaching fleet—

Did not slow down.

Did not attack.

They simply kept coming.

Silent.

Wrong.

The sea itself seemed to bend around them unnaturally.

Then Elara saw movement on the lead ship.

A woman standing at the bow.

Silver hair.
Black armor.
Eyes glowing faintly beneath the moonlight.
Even from this distance—

Elara’s breath caught.

The woman looked exactly like her.

Only colder.

Older somehow.
Sharper.
Like looking into a reflection shaped by cruelty instead of survival.

Rhys stepped beside Elara slowly.

“That’s impossible.”

The woman on the ship smiled.

And then—

Elara heard her voice inside her head.

Little sister.

Pain exploded behind Elara’s eyes instantly.

She gasped sharply as silver fire erupted violently around her body.

The dragons overhead roared in distress.

Kael grabbed her shoulders immediately.

“Elara!”

But she could barely hear him.

Because suddenly she wasn’t standing on the balcony anymore.

She stood inside a throne room drowned in silver water.

Bodies floated beneath the surface around her.

Dead fae royalty suspended like sleeping ghosts.

And sitting upon a black throne at the center—

The silver-eyed woman watched her calmly.

“You broke the prison too early,” the woman
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