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The Ashes of Eternal Dawn

Prologue — The Child of Four Flames
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Snow drifted softly across the ruined towers of Drakareth Academy.

Once, the mountain stronghold had been the beating heart of dragonkind — a place where riders, royals, and magic-born children trained beneath the watch of ancient dragons.

Now half the academy still lay in ruins.

Broken towers leaned against the mountainside. Burned bridges hung suspended over endless cliffs. Entire libraries had been reduced to ash after the fall of the Devourer in the Sea of Fallen Stars.

And yet...

Life had returned.

Dragon hatchlings now played in the lower courtyards while masons rebuilt the western halls. Fae crystal-workers restored ancient wards beside Frostfang ice-shapers and Ashthorn fire-smiths.

The Four Dragon Houses had risen again.

Nightfire.

Valemor.

Ashthorn.

Frostfang.

And at the center of them all stood a child who should never have existed.

“Little star!”

Caelum laughed as he sprinted barefoot across the training field, his silver-black curls wild in the wind.

Kael Draven caught him before he collided with a dragon hatchling.

“You are chaos incarnate,” Kael muttered.

“I learned from Lucien.”

“Traitor,” Lucien Ashthorn said dramatically from nearby.

Rhys Valemor chuckled while Orion Frostfang knelt to adjust Caelum’s cloak against the cold.

The boy leaned naturally into Orion’s touch.

No fear.

No hesitation.

Because the four dragon lords had raised him together since the Devourer’s destruction.

The child created from darkness had become their son.

Their family.

And Elara’s heart.

From the balcony above, Queen Elara watched them with quiet wonder.

Beside her stood Selene.

Her older sister no longer wore mourning black.

Moon-silver fabric draped across her figure while soft fae jewels glimmered against her throat. Though pain still haunted her eyes, warmth had slowly begun returning to her spirit.

Especially around Caelum.

“He trusts all of you completely,” Selene said quietly.

Elara smiled faintly. “That’s because they’d burn kingdoms for him.”

“Or you.”

Elara’s cheeks warmed.

Below them, Rhys lifted Caelum onto his shoulders while Lucien argued with Kael over whether the child should be allowed near dragon hatchlings unsupervised.

“He taught one to steal pastries yesterday,” Kael growled.

Caelum grinned proudly.

Selene laughed softly.

The sound startled both sisters.

Because for so long, Selene had forgotten how.

Then suddenly—

Caelum froze.

The wind stopped.

Every dragon in the sky roared at once.

And the child whispered:

“She’s awake.”

Silence swallowed the mountain.

Far beneath the academy ruins...

Something ancient opened its eyes.
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Chapter One — The Rebirth of Drakareth
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The rebuilding of Drakareth Academy became the symbol of a new age.

The eastern towers belonged to House Valemor once more, storm banners flying proudly against the cliffs.

Ashthorn rebuilt the forge halls deeper and stronger than before.

Frostfang shaped entire bridges from enchanted ice crystal.

And House Nightfire restored the ancient shadow sanctums buried beneath the mountain itself.

But the academy no longer belonged only to dragons.

Fae courts arrived openly for the first time in centuries.

Moon fae planted glowing gardens throughout the courtyards.

Forest fae restored ancient healing springs.

Even the elusive Starborn fae returned to the mountain — their silver magic woven through the academy wards.

Children from every kingdom now trained together.

Dragon riders beside fae heirs.

Shadow wielders beside healers.

For the first time in history...

Peace looked possible.

Until the nightmares began.

Students woke screaming of silver eyes watching from beneath the mountain.

Dragons refused to fly near the lower caverns.

And Caelum began speaking to someone no one else could see.

“She tells stories,” he explained one evening while sitting in Selene’s lap beside the fire.

Selene brushed gentle fingers through his curls.

“What kind of stories?”

“The old ones. Before dragons.”

Every lord in the room went still.

Kael’s shadows darkened.

Rhys slowly lowered his wine glass.

Selene’s voice softened carefully. “What does she call herself?”

Caelum blinked.

“The Hollow Queen.”
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Chapter Two — The Bond Deepens
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That night snowstorms covered the mountain.

Elara stood in the royal chambers wrapped in silver silk while firelight danced across stone walls.

Kael approached her first.

The tension between them had become unbearable in recent months.

No longer restrained by fear.

Or war.

Only love.

“You carry everyone,” Kael murmured softly. “Even now.”

Elara touched the scar crossing his jaw.

“I would carry all of you forever if I had to.”

Something vulnerable broke across his expression.

Kael kissed her slowly.

Not with desperation.

Not with hunger.

But with devotion.

Rhys pulled her gently into his arms moments later, storm magic crackling warmly across her skin as his forehead rested against hers.

“You don’t have to survive alone anymore.”

Lucien grinned from beside the fire. “Although surviving us may still prove difficult.”

Elara laughed.

Real laughter.

Orion crossed the room last.

His icy blue eyes softened as he cupped her face carefully like she was something precious.

“You gave us a future,” he whispered.

Then he kissed her.

Soft.

Reverent.

Everything inside Elara melted.

The magic bond ignited around them — shadow, frost, flame, and storm weaving together with the fire crown itself.

Outside, dragons roared across the skies.

Inside...

They became something more than rulers.

More than warriors.

A family forged in love.
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Chapter Three — Selene and Little Star
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Selene found peace in the old fae library beneath the academy.

Ancient stories filled the crystal shelves — forgotten histories of fae queens, celestial dragons, and veil magic older than kingdoms.

Caelum followed her everywhere.

“Tell me another one,” he begged while curled beside her beneath glowing lantern vines.

Selene smiled softly.

“There was once a fae queen who could speak to stars.”

“Like me?”

“Perhaps.”

His silver-black eyes widened.

Selene’s chest tightened painfully.

The child carried darkness inside him.

But he also carried innocence.

Hope.

She refused to let fear define him.

“The stars told her,” Selene continued gently, “that even broken things can become beautiful again.”

Caelum rested his head against her shoulder.

“Like you?”

The question shattered her heart.

Because Selene had spent years believing she was too broken to love again.

Too damaged to trust anyone after war stole everything from her.

But slowly...

The academy healed her.

The dragons healed her.

And Caelum — little star born from darkness — reminded her every day that survival was not the same thing as living.

Then suddenly the library candles flickered black.

A whisper echoed through the chamber.

“He belongs to me.”

Selene stood instantly.

Silver fae power exploded around her.

And deep within the crystal mirrors lining the walls...

A woman’s reflection smiled back.
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Chapter Four — The Return of Prince Auren
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Winter storms rolled across the mountain kingdom as royal banners gathered beneath the rebuilt gates of Drakareth Academy.

The Treaty Summit had lasted nearly three weeks.

Dragon Houses.

Fae courts.

Human kingdoms.

For the first time in centuries, peace agreements were finally being signed openly between realms once divided by bloodshed.

Yet tension still lingered beneath every smile.

Because darkness had not truly vanished with the Devourer.

It had only changed shape.

Selene stood atop the eastern balcony watching the final procession arrive through the snow-covered pass below.

Silver carriages marked with moon-crested sigils crossed the bridge while dragon riders circled overhead protectively.

Behind her, Caelum pressed his small hands against the stone railing.

“Who’s coming?”

Selene’s expression softened.

“A very old friend.”

The words surprised even her.

Because once upon a time, Prince Auren had been far more than a friend.

He had been possibility.

Before war.

Before loss.

Before fear turned her heart into something cold and untouchable.

Below them, the lead carriage stopped.

A tall figure stepped into the falling snow.

Prince Auren of the Celestian Fae Court looked older than she remembered.

Broader.

Stronger.

Silver armor gleamed beneath his dark winter cloak while moonlit tattoos curled faintly along his throat and hands. His golden hair had grown longer since the war, tied loosely at the nape of his neck.

But his eyes—

Those same soft amber eyes found hers instantly.

And Selene forgot how to breathe.

Caelum gasped dramatically beside her.

“He’s glowing.”

Selene laughed quietly despite herself.

“Yes,” she murmured. “He tends to do that.”

Auren climbed the academy steps slowly, removing his gloves as snow drifted around him. The moment he reached the balcony entrance, his gaze moved fully over Selene like he was confirming she was truly alive.

Neither spoke at first.

Too much history lingered between them.

Too many wounds.

Then finally—

“You cut your hair,” Auren said softly.

Selene blinked in surprise.

Of all the things he could have said...

“You crossed kingdoms to mention my hair?”

A faint smile tugged at his mouth.

“I crossed kingdoms because peace demanded it.”

His eyes held hers gently.

“But I stayed longer because of you.”

Heat rose unexpectedly in Selene’s chest.

Before she could answer, Caelum stepped directly between them.

Tiny hands planted on his hips.

“You’re late.”

Auren stared at the child.

Then slowly knelt.

“And you must be Little Star.”

Caelum narrowed his silver-black eyes suspiciously.

“Only people I like can call me that.”

Kael, standing silently near the doorway, choked on a laugh.

Auren handled the challenge with surprising calm.

“Then I suppose I’ll have to earn it.”

Caelum considered this seriously.

“Do you know stories?”

Selene closed her eyes briefly.

Of course that would be the deciding factor.

Auren smiled fully for the first time.

“I know hundreds.”

Caelum immediately grabbed his hand.

“Fine. You can stay.”

The entire room burst into laughter.

Even Selene.

And for the first time in years...

Auren heard joy in her voice again.



That evening, the great hall blazed with music and dragonfire lanterns as treaties were finally sealed between the kingdoms.

Elara sat beside the four dragon lords upon the restored throne platform while nobles and fae rulers celebrated below.

Yet Selene remained near the quieter balcony gardens overlooking the snowy cliffs.

Auren found her there eventually.

Moonlight silvered the snow between them.

“You disappear whenever crowds grow loud,” he observed softly.

Selene folded her arms.

“Old habits.”

“You used to love celebrations.”

“I used to be many things.”

Pain flickered across Auren’s face.

“Selene...”

“No.” Her voice cracked slightly. “You don’t get to look at me like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like I’m still the girl you remember.”

Silence settled heavily between them.

Below the balcony, dragons soared through the night skies.

Finally Auren stepped closer.

“You survived a war that broke kingdoms,” he said quietly. “You helped save the realms. You protect that child like he was born from your own soul.”

His gaze softened.

“And somehow you still think surviving made you less worthy of love.”

Selene froze.

Because no one had ever spoken the fear aloud before.

Auren’s voice lowered further.

“I never stopped loving you.”

Emotion slammed through her chest so violently she nearly stepped back.

But Auren didn’t touch her.

Didn’t pressure her.

He simply stood beside her beneath the falling snow.

Patient.

Steady.

Waiting.

Inside the great hall, music echoed warmly through the academy.











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
e
&





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
~ ~»BLOOD MOON EMPRESSéJ ;
“@ SERIES ¥ E,

THE

SHES

———+ OF +——  hg.

 ETERNAL DAVA

A BOY BETWEEN WORLDS.
A FAMILY BEYOND DESTINY.

7 OLLYE JAIME






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





