
Table of Contents

Prologue | Before the Blood Moon

Chapter One | The Girl Beneath the Blood Moon

Chapter Two | Blackthorne Academy

Chapter Three | The Thing Beneath the Mountain

Chapter Four | The Frostfang Prison

Chapter Five | The King in Chains

Chapter Six | The Moon Queen’s Daughter

Chapter Seven | The King’s Demand

Chapter Seven | The King’s Demand

Chapter Eight | The Awakening

Chapter Nine | The Claiming

Chapter Ten | The Crimson Rider

Chapter Eleven | The Dragon King’s Wrath

Chapter Twelve | The Moon Throne

Chapter Thirteen | The Gathering Storm

Chapter Fourteen | The Woman Beneath the Throne

Chapter Fifteen | The Woman in Moonlight

Chapter Sixteen | Blood Moon Bonds

Chapter Seventeen | The Empress Awakens

Chapter Eighteen | The Beast Beneath the Mountain

Chapter Nineteen | Collapse of Blackthorne

Chapter Twenty | What the Throne Consumes

Chapter Twenty-One | The Breaking of the World

Chapter Twenty-Two | Kings Before Monsters

Chapter Twenty-Three | The Blood Moon Ritual

Chapter Twenty-Four | The Choosing

Chapter Twenty-Five | The Girl Who Said No

Epilogue | Ashes After the Moon

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue

Before the Blood Moon
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For over five hundred years, Blackthorne Academy stood above the northern cliffs like a warning carved into stone.

Built deep within the Dragonspine Mountains, the fortress was never meant to be a school.

It was built as a prison.

After the Great Fae War nearly destroyed the kingdoms, the dragon houses united beneath one crown and sealed away the last remnants of ancient fae magic beneath the mountain itself. To ensure dragons would never again fall under the control of another empress, the kings created Blackthorne Academy—a place where young dragons learned discipline, combat, loyalty, and power before earning their place among the ruling houses.

Only the strongest survived its halls.

Only the ruthless rose to power.

The academy trained dragon riders, war heirs, elemental wielders, and future rulers beneath brutal traditions older than most kingdoms. Every student who entered Blackthorne carried a dragon soul within them—some bonded to storms, others to shadows, ice, fire, or death itself.

And above them all ruled the royal bloodlines:
House Frostfang.
House Dreadmoor.
House Veyr.
House Stormborn.
Ancient families forged through dragon fire and violence.

To the outside world, dragons were no secret. They ruled openly beside humans, commanding armies, kingdoms, and trade across the continent. Their power shaped laws, politics, and war itself.

Humans feared them.

Humans worshipped them.

And sometimes—

Humans disappeared inside their world entirely.

Because dragons did not choose mates lightly.

Especially during a Blood Moon.

The Blood Moon appeared only once every few centuries, when ancient magic shifted beneath the kingdoms. Dragon instincts sharpened. Bonds deepened. Power became unstable.

And Blackthorne Academy sat directly above the oldest magic in existence.

Most believed the stories buried beneath the mountain were myths.
Legends told to frighten first-year cadets.
Whispers of a fallen Moon Queen.
A forgotten throne.
A monster sleeping beneath the earth.
No one truly believed those stories anymore.

Until the night a human girl arrived at Blackthorne Academy carrying silver fire in her veins.

And the dragons began to bow.
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Chapter One

The Girl Beneath the Blood Moon
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The problem with dragons was that they believed themselves gods.

And unfortunately for everyone else, they were powerful enough to make the lie convincing.

Even from the slums of Lowmarket, Elara Vale could see Blackthorne Academy rising above the cliffs beyond the city — obsidian towers carved into the mountainside where the heirs of the dragon houses trained to rule.

At night the academy glowed red from the fire pits along its battlements.

Tonight it glowed brighter.

Blood Moon brighter.

The entire kingdom of Vareth celebrated beneath crimson lanterns as dragons filled the streets in their human forms, laughing too loudly, drinking too heavily, already losing control to the lunar pull that came every thirteen years.

Humans called it the Burning Night.

Dragons called it instinct.

Elara called it profitable.

“You overcharged him again,” Mira whispered beside her.

Elara continued grinding moonroot behind the apothecary counter without looking up. “He insulted my intelligence.”

“He asked if fever moss cured hangovers.”

“Exactly.”

Outside, crowds flooded the streets beneath streams of red silk banners marked with the sigils of the Four Dragon Houses:


Nightfire

Valemor

Ashthorn

Frostfang


Every citizen knew them.

Every citizen feared them.

The dragon nobles ruled openly. Their true forms darkened the skies during wars, ceremonies, and executions alike. Children grew up hearing dragon roars echo over the capital whenever a noble family challenged another.

Humans survived by staying useful.

Or invisible.

Elara preferred both.

A group of academy cadets passed outside the shop windows wearing black uniforms lined with silver scales. Young dragons. Wealthy dragons. Dangerous dragons.

One of them glanced through the glass.

Elara immediately looked away.

Never hold eye contact with a dragon too long.

Especially during a Blood Moon.

The cadets disappeared into the crowd laughing.

Mira exhaled shakily. “One day you’re going to mouth off to the wrong dragon.”

“One day a dragon will realize I’m too pretty to kill.”

Mira snorted.

Then the shop door burst open hard enough to rattle the walls.

A man staggered inside clutching his side.

Blood hit the floor.

Dragon blood.

Elara recognized the scent instantly — smoke, cedar, and lightning.

The room temperature spiked.

Mira went pale.

The stranger lifted his head slowly.

Silver eyes.

Not common dragon gold.

Not bronze.

Silver.

Noble blood.

Powerful blood.

He wore black clothing beneath a torn traveling cloak, but nothing concealed what he was. The air itself bent strangely around dragons of high lineage, like the world acknowledged them differently than ordinary people.

This one radiated violence.

“We’re closed,” Elara said automatically.

The stranger stared at her for one long moment before collapsing against the counter.

“That,” Mira whispered, horrified, “is Kael Draven.”

Elara’s stomach dropped.

Every person in Vareth knew the name.

Heir to House Nightfire.
Shadow dragon.
The king’s execution hound.
Rumors claimed Kael Draven had burned an entire rebellion village by himself at seventeen.

Other rumors claimed that was one of the kinder things he’d done.

Kael pressed one bloody hand against the counter, breathing hard.

The wound in his side looked vicious.

Claw marks.

Dragon-made.

“Elara,” Mira hissed, “we cannot treat him.”

Kael’s gaze slid toward Elara.

Even wounded, the dragon prince looked terrifyingly composed. Dark hair fell across sharp cheekbones while black dragon-scale markings crept faintly along the side of his neck — a sign his control was slipping.

Blood Moon instincts.

Wonderful.

“If you’re worried about poisoning me,” Kael said roughly, “I assure you someone already tried.”

Elara crossed her arms.

“And if I help you, am I getting executed afterward?”

A flicker of amusement touched his face.

“Possibly.”

Mira made a strangled sound.

Elara sighed.

“Sit down before you bleed on my herbs.”

Kael obeyed surprisingly quickly.

That worried her more than the wound.

Dragons hated obedience unless they were near death.

Elara grabbed clean cloth and pushed his hand away from the injury.

The second her fingers touched his skin—

Everything stopped.

Heat exploded through her veins.

Not heat.

Power.

Silver light flashed beneath her skin so brightly the room illuminated.

Kael went rigid.

His eyes widened.

The air around them vibrated violently.

Elara gasped as images slammed into her mind:


massive silver wings

moonlit forests

screaming fire

ancient magic

a throne surrounded by dragons kneeling in blood


Then came the voice.

Not spoken aloud.

Mine.

The word echoed inside her skull with enough force to make her stumble backward.

Kael caught her wrist instantly.

The contact unleashed chaos.

Silver fire erupted from Elara’s hands.

Cold flames spiraled up her arms.

Glass shattered across the shop.

Mira screamed.

Kael stood so abruptly the chair behind him crashed into the wall.

For the first time since entering the shop—

The dragon prince looked afraid.

“No,” he said quietly.

Outside, bells began ringing across the city.

Not celebration bells.

Alarm bells.

Every tower in Vareth erupted at once.

Including Blackthorne Academy.

Elara turned toward the mountains.

Far above the city, the academy towers burst into silver flame.

The entire kingdom could see it.

Mira stared at her in horror.

“Elara...”

Because everyone knew what the silver flames meant.

Blackthorne Academy only awakened for royal-level dragon magic.

And somehow—

It had answered her.

A human.

Kael looked toward the burning towers with an expression that bordered on disbelief.

Then his gaze snapped back to Elara.

“What are you?” he whispered.

Before she could answer, dragon roars split the sky.

The sound shook the streets.

People outside screamed as shadows passed over the moon.

Dragons.

Dozens of them.

Heading toward Lowmarket.

Kael cursed under his breath.

Then someone slammed against the shop door.

“Open in the name of the Crown!”

Another impact cracked the wood.

Mira looked seconds from fainting.

Kael’s expression hardened instantly back into something cold and lethal.

“How unfortunate,” he murmured.

The door exploded inward.

Smoke poured into the apothecary.

Dragon guards flooded the entrance wearing black armor marked with the royal crest.

And behind them stood a second dragon prince.

Lucien Ashthorn.

Beautiful.
Elegant.
Deadly.
His crimson-lined coat moved like liquid shadow as gold eyes settled directly on Elara.

Interest sharpened across his face immediately.

Then satisfaction.

“Well,” Lucien said softly, “the academy hasn’t chosen someone this dramatically in centuries.”

The silver fire still danced across Elara’s skin.

Kael moved subtly closer to her.

Protective.

Possessive.

Lucien noticed.

His smile widened.

And high above the city, Blackthorne Academy continued burning silver beneath the Blood Moon.
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Chapter Two

Blackthorne Academy
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Elara had never ridden on a dragon before.

She decided within the first thirty seconds that she hated it.

Wind tore through her hair as the massive obsidian beast cut through the night sky above Vareth. The city glittered far below them — thousands of crimson lanterns scattered beneath the Blood Moon like bleeding stars.

Elara gripped the saddle straps hard enough to bruise.

“If you fall,” the dragon rider shouted over the wind, “try not to scream. It distracts the beast.”

Elara glared at the back of his helmet.

Helpful.

Very helpful.

Around them, dragons soared through the clouds in enormous shadows of claws and wings. Some flew in their true forms while others rode armored wyverns bred for war and academy transport.

At the front of the formation, Kael Draven flew without a saddle.

Of course he did.

His dragon form was monstrous even compared to the others — black scales absorbing moonlight until he looked carved from living shadow. Silver flames leaked from his jaws every time he exhaled.

Students riding beside Elara refused to look directly at him.

Fear.

Respect.

Possibly survival instinct.

Below, the cliffs surrounding Blackthorne Academy emerged through the mist.

Elara forgot her terror for a moment.

The academy wasn’t a castle.

It was a fortress.

Massive obsidian towers rose directly from the mountainside, connected by bridges suspended over deadly drops. Dragon fire burned from iron braziers large enough to melt houses. Ancient statues of winged kings lined the outer walls, their stone eyes glowing faintly red.

At the center stood the Crown Spire.

The tallest tower in Vareth.

Silver fire still burned along its peak.

For her.

Elara’s stomach twisted.

As they descended toward the academy landing platforms, hundreds of students crowded the battlements watching.

Dragons.

Every single one of them.

Some wore noble colors. Others carried visible scales along their throats or cheekbones where shifting magic weakened under the Blood Moon. Golden eyes followed Elara with open curiosity.

And hunger.

The wyvern landed hard enough to rattle her teeth.

Before Elara could dismount, someone grabbed her arm.

“Do not run,” the rider warned quietly.

She looked up.

His gaze flicked toward the watching students.

“They can smell fear tonight.”

Wonderful.

Absolutely wonderful.

The moment Elara stepped onto the platform, silence spread.

Hundreds of dragon cadets stared at her.

Then whispers erupted instantly.

“That’s her?”
“She’s human.”
“No, impossible—”
“The towers answered her—”
“She smells strange.”
“Why is Kael near her?”
“Gods, the bond...”
Bond?

Elara stiffened.

Kael shifted back into human form nearby in a violent burst of smoke and shadow. Several nearby students immediately lowered their eyes.

No one lowered their eyes for Lucien Ashthorn when he appeared moments later.

They stepped back from him instead.

Interesting difference.

Kael approached Elara while shrugging into a black academy coat handed to him by a servant.

“You’re bleeding,” Elara said automatically, noticing fresh blood soaking through the bandage beneath his shirt.

Kael looked mildly surprised she’d noticed.

Then amused.

“You sound concerned.”

“I sound annoyed. If you die after kidnapping me, I’m leaving.”

Something dangerous flickered briefly in his silver eyes.

Before he could respond, a voice echoed across the platform.

“What exactly,” someone drawled lazily, “have you brought into my academy?”

The crowd split instantly.

A tall man descended the obsidian staircase with effortless confidence. Golden armor rested across broad shoulders while a dragon-hide cloak swept behind him.

Commander Rhys Valemor.

Elara recognized him immediately from city banners and military statues.

The Storm Heir.

Future High General of Vareth.

Unlike Kael’s cold brutality or Lucien’s elegant menace, Rhys radiated disciplined control. The kind built through war.

And currently strained thin.

His storm-blue eyes locked onto Elara.

Lightning cracked across the clouds overhead.

Not naturally.

Rhys stopped in front of her.

“You’re human.”

“Excellent observation.”

Several students choked on laughter.

Rhys blinked slowly.

Kael looked entertained.

Lucien outright smirked.

Elara realized too late she had probably just insulted one of the deadliest dragons in existence.

Rhys stepped closer.

Very close.

The air around him smelled like rain and electricity.

Then his expression changed sharply.

Shock.

Not at her face.

At her scent.

His pupils narrowed into reptilian slits.

“Elara,” Kael warned quietly.

Too late.

A low growl rumbled from Rhys’s chest.

The sound vibrated through the platform.

Every dragon nearby immediately went silent.

Elara’s pulse spiked.

Rhys looked furious with himself.

And terrified.

“No,” he said under his breath.

Lucien’s smile
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