
The Ember of Drakonforge

Book Two of The Wells of Eternity

By VIJAY BASKARAN

Copyright © 2026 by Vijay Baskaran

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission from the author.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

First Edition.

ISBN:

Paperback ISBN: 9798182285681

Hardcover ISBN: 9798182286220

DEDICATION

For every spark that thought it was too small to matter-

until it learned it could set the world ablaze.

SERIES LIST PAGE

Book 1 - Whispers of the First Well

Book 2 - The Ember of Drakonforge

Book 3 - Rise of the Shadowborn (Coming soon)

Book 4 - Moonfall of the Broken Light (Coming soon)

Book 5 - Roots of the Soulless Crown (Coming soon)

Book 6 - The Abyss King’s Return (Coming soon)

Book 7 - Eclipse of the Eternal Night (Coming soon)

Contents

1. Return to the Academy

1.1 Ember Dorm Rivalries

2. Fire in the Sky

2.1 Fire Theory 101

3. The Drakonforge Arena

3.1 Wildfire Trials

4. Sparks of Rivalry

4.1 Sparks in the Night

5. The Ember Curse

5.1 History of Pyrothrax

6. The Wildfire Class

6.1 The Forbidden Forge

7. Ash in the Air

7.1 Ember Spirits Rising

8. The Fire Spirits Escape

8.1 Selene Arrives at Drakonforge

9. The Dragon Rune Mystery

9.1 Rune Laboratory Secrets

10. Burning of the Old Tower

10.1 The Ember Curse Spreads

11. The Second Well’s Warning

11.1 Fire Mirror Visions

12. Hall of Flame Mirrors

12.1 Kaelor’s Mistake

13. A Friend in Danger

13.1 The Dragon’s Whisper

14. Whispers of Pyrothrax

14.1  A Friend Betrayed

15. Trial by Fire

15.1 Firestorm Arena Practice

16. The Drakon’s Heart

16.1 Drakonforge Under Siege

17. Flames Beneath the Stone

17.1 The Ember Gate

18. Opening of the Well of Ember

18.1 Trials of Molten Stone

19. Firestorm in the Arena

19.1 Pyrothrax Remembers

20. Eryndor’s Shadowfire Surge

20.1 Fire Without Light

21. The Dragon’s Bargain

21.1 The Last Ember Night

22. The Ember That Never Dies

EPILOGUE - THE FIRST AWAKENING

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

––––––––
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Book 1 -  Whispers of the First Well

Eryndor discovers the Eclipse Mark, survives the Mistwood, faces the Cult of the Shattered Moon, and awakens the First Well, binding his fate to ancient magic.
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1. Return to the Academy
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The morning sun rose over Drakonforge Academy, spilling gold across the ivy-clad towers and polished cobblestones. Autumn had begun to tinge the air with a crisp chill, carrying the scent of fallen leaves, warm bread from the kitchens, and a faint trace of something darker - a whisper of shadow magic that refused to fade.

Eryndor adjusted the strap of his satchel, feeling the weight of the previous year on his shoulders. The First Well incident had left scars - not all visible. Shadows still lingered in corners where light refused to reach, subtle and watchful, like embers lying in wait.

“Eryndor!” Kaelor called from the gate. His voice was bright, but there was a hint of tension. “You’re staring at the bricks again. You’ve done enough staring last year.”

Eryndor smiled faintly, though unease tightened his chest. “I... I can’t help it,” he admitted. “Something feels different this year.”

Kaelor frowned. “Different how? You’re imagining things.”

But Eryndor didn’t answer. His eyes drifted upward, and he caught a shadow flickering against the sky - impossibly shaped like a dragon. For a heartbeat, it hovered, wings spread wide, then vanished into the morning light. His heart quickened, and a whisper of recognition stirred in him.

The academy gates opened fully, releasing a stream of students - familiar faces mixed with new arrivals. Their laughter and chatter echoed through the courtyard, a stark contrast to the unease that Eryndor felt crawling along his skin. Some glanced at him, curiosity or challenge in their eyes. Others whispered to each other, pointing at the faint flickers of Shadowfire in the walls.

Eryndor and Kaelor made their way toward the main hall, weaving through clusters of students. The cobblestones beneath their feet shimmered faintly where residual Shadowfire lingered, curling along the edges like restless snakes.

“Did you feel that?” Eryndor whispered. “The stones... they’re alive.”

Kaelor rolled his eyes. “Alive or haunted, you’ve spent the whole summer imagining shadows. Try to enjoy the day.”

They turned a corner, passing a group of second-year students huddled in discussion. One of them, a tall boy with hair the color of molten copper, shot Eryndor a glare before sneering. “Back from last year’s little scare, huh? Hope you’re ready - the academy doesn’t run on fear.”

Eryndor kept his expression neutral. He could feel the tension building - rivalries forming even before classes had begun. The fire in his veins responded to the challenge, subtle sparks igniting at his fingertips. Shadowfire, a remnant of the First Well, stirred at the edges of his awareness.

The main hall opened before them, a grand chamber with high vaulted ceilings and glowing chandeliers suspended in enchanted fire. Teachers and senior students moved among the new arrivals, issuing instructions, distributing robes, and enforcing rules. Even here, however, there were signs of lingering disturbance: small flickers of darkness in the corners, faint whispers in the echo of footsteps.

Eryndor felt drawn toward a window overlooking the northern towers. The sunlight glinted off the old stone, and there - for just a moment - he saw it again: the shadow of a dragon, vast and impossible, streaking across the sky. It wasn’t gone this time; it had eyes that seemed to meet his own.

Kaelor nudged him. “Stop staring. You’re going to get us in trouble.”

He tore his gaze away, but the memory lingered. Something was awakening, and it was watching.

Class assignments were posted in a polished brass case near the hall entrance. Students crowded around, whispering and elbowing each other. Eryndor scanned the list, noticing familiar names alongside newcomers whose presence radiated raw magical potential. Rivalries and alliances were forming already, invisible threads weaving through the courtyard and corridors.

“Look at him,” Kaelor muttered under his breath. “That one’s got fire in his eyes - literally, I think.” He nodded toward a short boy with a mischievous grin and sparks dancing along his hair.

Eryndor laughed softly. “We’re going to need more than luck this year.”

As the day progressed, students were led through their classes, introductions, and training sessions. Eryndor moved carefully, attuned to the subtle stirrings of Shadowfire beneath his skin. Even in mundane lessons - arithmetic with enchanted ink, magical herbology - he noticed patterns, sparks that should not have been there, shadows that lingered longer than physics allowed.

During lunch, he and Kaelor found a quiet balcony overlooking the academy gardens. The air shimmered faintly; molten light traced along the edges of leaves.

“Do you think it’s the First Well again?” Kaelor asked.

Eryndor shook his head. “No... something else. Something bigger.”

A gust of wind blew through the garden, carrying with it a faint heat and the smell of sulfur. Eryndor stiffened. Across the sky, the shadow returned, larger now, coiling through the air like a living flame.

Students nearby gasped, but Eryndor alone recognized it for what it was: a warning.

The Ember of Drakonforge had begun to stir.

And this year, no one would be safe from the fire that shadows carried.
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1.1 Ember Dorm Rivalries
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Drakonforge Academy always smelled of flame.

Not the wild, dangerous kind-

but controlled fire, shaped by years of students learning to tame the embers that lived in their blood.

Eryndor stepped into Ember Dorm’s main hall, warmth swirling around him like a welcoming embrace of heat and smoke.

For a moment, he almost forgot the darkness of Book 1.

Almost.

Nym clung to his shoulder, nose twitching nervously. Fireplaces roared on every wall, casting flickering gold across the students hurrying between classes, dorm wings, and practice chambers.

Drakonforge was alive.

Too alive.

Because everyone was staring at him.

Whispering.

Pointing.

A girl with flame-orange braids whispered not-so-quietly:

“That’s him. The one who survived the Shadow Well.”

A boy in a crimson vest added:

“And they just let him into Ember Dorm? Bold choice.”

Nym growled under his breath.

Eryndor kept walking.

––––––––
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WELCOME TO EMBER DORM
The Ember Dorm Master, Professor Valthor, approached with a heavy step that made sparks jump across the stone floor.

Muscular, stern, eyes glowing faintly like smoldering coals.

“Eryndor,” Valthor grunted.

“Welcome back.”

Eryndor nodded politely. “Thank you, sir.”

Valthor sniffed the air.

“...You smell like shadow.”

Nym hissed.

Valthor raised an eyebrow but said nothing else. Instead, he gestured toward the dorm’s great hearth-a massive bowl of molten stone, swirling with emberlight.

“Ember Dorm values strength, discipline, and control. If you lack any of these, the fire will reject you.”

Eryndor swallowed.

The hearth radiated uncomfortable heat.

Valthor stepped aside.

“Place your hand over the flame.”

Gasps rippled through nearby students.

Nym tried to drag Eryndor away by his collar.

Eryndor whispered back, “I have to.”

He raised his hand over the molten flame-

It surged upward.

Gold.

Orange.

Black.

Black?

Students stepped back in alarm.

Valthor’s eyes widened.

The flame split into two colors-

one blazing emberlight,

one flickering with shadow-smoke.

Murmurs erupted-

“What is that?”

“Shadowfire?”

“That shouldn’t be possible!”

“Is he cursed?”

Valthor exhaled sharply.

“The fire accepts him,” he declared, voice steady but confused.

“Unusual... but valid.”

Relief washed through Eryndor’s chest-

Until someone behind him scoffed.

Enter Kaelor

Kaelor stepped forward.

Tall.

Sharp-jawed.

Scar across one eyebrow.

Heat radiating from him like a forge about to burst.

Ember Dorm’s star prodigy.

And the academy’s self-proclaimed heir to Drakonforge’s legacy.

“Well, well,” Kaelor drawled.

“The shadow boy returns.”

Nym spat at him.

Kaelor smirked.

He wasn’t alone-his entourage of Ember students flanked him like loyal, flame-tempered wolves.

Eryndor straightened.

“I didn’t come here to start anything.”

Kaelor laughed, loud and mocking.

“Oh, you won’t have to start anything. Ember Dorm doesn’t need to be provoked.”

A slow clap echoed from the crowd.

“We just finish things.”

Students chuckled nervously.

Valthor glared.

“Kaelor. Leave him be.”

Kaelor bowed dramatically.

“Of course, professor.”

But his eyes stayed locked on Eryndor.

Predatory.

Testing.

Hungry for a fight.

The First Spark

Kaelor stepped closer, voice lowering to a dangerous whisper.

“Tell me, shadow boy... did the Mistwood nightmares follow you here? Or did you leave them behind when you ran?”

Eryndor’s jaw clenched.

“I didn’t run.”

“Right,” Kaelor said.

“You survived. Convenient word choice.”

A spark snapped between their boots.

Not from the forge.

From Kaelor.

His anger physically manifested as a thin arc of emberlight crawling across the stone floor.

Nym chattered furiously at him.

Kaelor smirked.

“You bring a pet into the dorm? How adorable.”

Nym screeched.

Eryndor took a step forward.

“Say one more thing about him-”

Kaelor moved faster than flame.

His hand shot out-

but not to strike.

To ignite.

A small fireball crackled to life in his palm, swirling with molten gold and embers.

Students gasped.

Valthor barked, “Kaelor!”

Kaelor didn’t throw it.

He just held it there...

Threatening.

Testing.

Waiting.

Eryndor stared him down.

He didn’t raise a spell.

Didn’t summon shadow.

Didn’t flinch.

Kaelor’s smirk faltered, just for a heartbeat.

Then he crushed the fireball into sparks.

“Relax, shadow boy,” he said.

“We’ll have plenty of time to settle this.”

He leaned close.

“Especially tomorrow.”

Eryndor frowned.

“What happens tomorrow?”

Kaelor grinned-

That wicked, victorious grin of someone who already knew the outcome.

“The Ember Dorm Combat Evaluations,” he said.

“And guess who you’re paired with?”

Nym squeaked in horror.

Eryndor’s stomach plunged.

Kaelor whispered:

“Welcome to Drakonforge.”

He walked away.

A Dorm Divided

When Kaelor left, whispers broke loose like wildfire.

“He’s going to destroy him.”

“Shadowfire versus Emberfire?”

“No contest.”

“Is he even strong enough to stand in the arena?”

Nym snarled.

Eryndor exhaled slowly.

He had barely returned to the academy-and already he was marked as an outsider. A threat. A target.

But he wasn’t afraid of Kaelor.

He was afraid of the Mark.

Afraid it might react tomorrow.

Afraid it might awaken.

Afraid he might hurt someone.

Valthor walked up beside him, voice low.

“Kaelor is powerful, but arrogant. You, on the other hand...”

Eryndor tensed.

“...are unpredictable.”

Nym squeaked-a small, proud noise.

Valthor sighed.

“I don’t know if that’s good or bad yet,” he admitted.

“But I do know this: Drakonforge chose you. The fire did not reject your shadow.”

He placed a heavy hand on Eryndor’s shoulder.

“Do not prove it wrong.”

Eryndor nodded.

“I won’t.”

But his hand trembled.

Nym pressed against his cheek.

They both knew:

Tomorrow would not be a simple evaluation.

It would be war.

Night in Ember Dorm
Later that night, Eryndor lay on the bottom bunk of his new dorm room while the fire crackled faintly beside him.

Shadows danced across the ceiling.

Nym curled on his chest, watching them anxiously.

“I didn’t ask for this,” Eryndor whispered.

Nym placed a tiny paw over his heart.

But you were chosen.

The Mark pulsed in agreement.

He stared at the ceiling until the embers dimmed and the world softened into darkness.

Then-

A whisper.

Not from the fire.

Not from the dorm hallway.

From inside his mind.

Ancient.

Low.

Deep.

“Ember meets shadow soon.

Be ready.”

Eryndor jolted upright.

Nym scrambled awake.

But the whisper faded.

Leaving him in silence.

In uncertainty.

In fear.

Tomorrow, he would face Kaelor.

And something else.

Something he wasn’t prepared for.

Something the whisper promised-

Shadow against Ember.

Fire against night.

Destiny against defiance.

Eryndor lay back down, eyes wide open.

Sleep did not come.

The embers whispered.

And tomorrow drew closer.
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2. Fire in the Sky
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The second morning at Drakonforge Academy dawned bright and clear, but the sunlight seemed almost shy, struggling against the uneasy tension that had settled over the towers. The students gathered in the courtyard for morning assembly, murmuring and exchanging whispered theories about the strange shadows seen yesterday. Even the teachers moved with an edge in their step, eyes flicking upward, scanning the sky as if they expected something unseen to appear at any moment.

Eryndor and Kaelor stood together near the edge of the courtyard, leaning against a marble pillar.

“I swear I saw it again this morning,” Eryndor murmured, voice low. “A shadow. Not like last year - bigger, sharper, like wings.”

Kaelor’s eyes narrowed. “You’re imagining things. Shadows have been creeping around since the First Well incident - everyone’s jumpy. It’s just your imagination running wild.”

Before Eryndor could argue, a hush fell over the courtyard. Heads tilted upward, gasps rippling like wind across the students. He looked and felt his stomach drop.

Above them, a shadow moved across the sun, stretching across the towers and courtyards like smoke made solid. But this was no ordinary shadow. Its shape was unmistakable: vast wings, a serpentine body, scales glinting in the morning light. A dragon.

The crowd scattered, some students screaming, others scrambling for cover. Teachers moved to restore order, their voices firm but strained. Magical wards flickered as if reacting to the presence of something far older and more dangerous than any ordinary threat.

“Pyrothrax...” Eryndor breathed the name, almost aloud. The word carried weight, a memory of whispered legends he had read in the restricted section of the archives.

Kaelor grabbed his arm. “Don’t even say that! It’s probably not real. It can’t be real!”

Yet Eryndor knew better. The shadows beneath his feet stirred, a subtle echo of the dragon above. The ground seemed warmer, the air charged. Small sparks flickered at his fingertips, responding to the hidden power that had awakened in the sky.

“Everyone stay calm!” a teacher shouted, raising a staff that flared with golden light. Wards shot into the air, forming shimmering barriers. “The apparition is not to be engaged!”

Some students tried anyway. A short boy with copper-colored hair and sparks dancing along his hands leaped forward, attempting a containment spell. The spell fizzled against the dragon-shaped shadow, leaving him wide-eyed and frightened.

“It’s not just a shadow,” Eryndor whispered. “It’s aware... it’s testing us.”

Kaelor’s jaw tightened. “Testing us? That’s insane.”

But then the shadow twisted in mid-air, circling the towers with uncanny precision. It moved almost as if it were watching Eryndor specifically, wings beating a rhythm in the clouds. Sparks of fire trailed behind it, fading before they touched the stone below.

Eryndor could feel a pull deep inside him, a strange calling he could neither resist nor fully understand. His fingers tingled as the Shadowfire responded instinctively, seeking resonance with the dragon above. The thought struck him sharply: if the dragon could sense Shadowfire, perhaps it had awakened because of us.

The courtyard erupted into panic as some younger students screamed, unable to comprehend what they saw. Teachers formed protective circles around groups, murmuring protective chants. One particularly bold student attempted to summon a minor elemental, but the figure fizzled, shrank into smoke, and disappeared.

“Stay focused!” one teacher barked. “It is testing your control - not attacking. Do not provoke it!”

Eryndor’s heart raced. Memories of the First Well flashed through his mind: shadows that moved with intent, creatures that seemed born from magic itself. He knew instinctively that this was not merely a warning; it was a challenge.

As the shadow began to rise higher, dissipating into the clouds, a faint roar echoed across the courtyard. Students shivered; even the bravest looked pale.

Kaelor whispered, gripping Eryndor’s arm. “We need to tell someone... the headmaster, maybe.”

Eryndor shook his head. “No. Too many eyes, too many opinions. If it’s testing us... we have to figure out what it wants ourselves.”

A hush fell as the last traces of the dragon-shaped shadow vanished. The sun emerged fully, lighting the academy as though nothing had happened. But the air remained heavy, tinged with faint heat and the lingering whisper of fire.

Students returned to their routines, but a subtle fear remained in their movements. Whispers of “dragon” and “Pyrothrax” echoed down corridors. Teachers exchanged concerned glances, unsure whether the apparition was a premonition, a warning, or something far worse.

Eryndor remained at the balcony of the northern tower, gazing at the sky. He could feel Shadowfire thrumming beneath his skin, resonating with the dragon’s energy, almost as if calling out to it.

“This is only the beginning,” he murmured, more to himself than to Kaelor. “The Ember of Drakonforge has awakened. And whatever comes next... we’ll have to be ready.”

The wind shifted, carrying the faint scent of smoke and sulfur. Somewhere beyond the horizon, a low rumble, almost like a heartbeat, echoed across the mountains.

Eryndor clenched his fists. He could feel it deep inside: fire, shadows, and a power older than the academy itself, watching, waiting... and coming closer.
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2.1 Fire Theory 101
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The lecture hall for Fire Theory 101 was hotter than the rest of Drakonforge Academy.

Not just because of the flames drifting lazily along the walls...

but because of the students inside.

A sea of Ember Dorm uniforms.

Every one of them buzzing with heated excitement.

And every one of them staring at Eryndor like he’d arrived carrying a live volcano.

Nym hid inside Eryndor’s cloak, only his glowing blue eyes visible.

“Relax,” Eryndor whispered.

“It's just a class.”

Nym squeaked a sharp no it is absolutely not just a class.

Because everyone knew who taught Fire Theory.

Professor Helvyr Ashthorn.

Master of elemental flame.

Former battlefield mage of the Emberfront.

Widely feared.

Rarely patient.

Notorious for exploding desks when displeased.

And now...

their instructor.

A hush fell over the room.

Then-

a BOOM shook the hall.

The side door swung open violently as Professor Ashthorn stormed inside in a swirl of smoke and flame.

He looked like a living wildfire.

Hair streaked with ember-red.

Coat smelling faintly of soot.

Eyes glowing the molten color of a forge at full burn.

Without greeting them, he slammed a heavy iron tome onto the desk.

It burst into flame.

He didn’t notice.

––––––––
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“WELCOME TO FIRE THEORY.”
Ashthorn scanned the class like a general surveying fresh recruits.

“Fire Theory,” he began, “is NOT about summoning fire.”

Another boom shook the walls.

“It is NOT about blasting your classmates.”

A nervous cough from somewhere behind Eryndor.

“And it is CERTAINLY not about setting your instructor on fire-”

He paused.

“-again.”

Half the class gulped.

Ashthorn planted both hands on the smoldering podium.

“Fire Theory is the study of flame’s will.”

Eryndor blinked.

Flame had... a will?

Ashthorn raised a finger, sparks flickering from his glove.

“Fire is alive.”

He jabbed the air.

“It BREATHES.”

A small fireball burst into existence.

“It HUNTS.”

The fireball darted toward the ceiling, scorching several banners.

“And,” Ashthorn added cheerfully,

“it holds grudges.”

The students leaned back collectively.

Eryndor felt Nym tremble inside his cloak.

Ashthorn clapped his hands.

The fireball returned obediently and perched on his shoulder like a smug phoenix.

“Today, we learn the Ten Temperaments of Magical Flame.”

A groan rippled through the students.

Ashthorn slammed the podium.

“No groaning!”

The podium shattered.

Ashthorn didn’t seem surprised.

“New podium!” he barked.

A flaming construct rose from the ashes to replace it.

The class watched in awe.

Even Eryndor felt a spark of excitement.
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THE TEN TEMPERAMENTS of Magical Flame
Ashthorn snapped his fingers and glowing runes flared to life on the blackboard.

1. Feral Flame - Untamed, wild, unpredictable.

2. Disciplined Flame - Mage-bonded fire; stable, controlled.

3. Echo Flame - Fire that imitates emotion.

4. Memory Flame - Keeps impressions of past heat.

5. Runefire - Bound to ancient sigils; extremely dangerous.
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6. DRAKONFIRE - RARE, powerful, tied to dragon lineage.

7. Shadowfire - NOT permitted at the academy.

8. Abyss Fire - Burned dark, forbidden, lethal.

9. Soulfire - Fire bonded to life essence.

10. Primordial Ember - The first flame. The impossible flame.

––––––––
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ASHTHORN THUMPED HIS fist into the board beside #10.

“This,” he said reverently,

“is believed to be the source of all magical fire in Aramyth.”

He turned toward the class.

“And NONE of you will ever touch it.”

A cough.

A whisper.

A snicker.

Ashthorn’s eyebrow twitched.

“Except maybe Kaelor,” he muttered.

Kaelor smirked proudly from the back row.

Then Ashthorn’s gaze landed on Eryndor.

His eyes narrowed.

“Or... perhaps someone else.”

The room stiffened.

Whispers grew sharp and focused.

Eryndor shifted uneasily.

Ashthorn walked slowly toward him, boots echoing like hammer strikes.

“You. The shadowborn student.”

Eryndor winced.

Nym hid deeper into the cloak.

Ashthorn stopped inches from his desk.

“You touched a Well of Shadow, didn’t you?”

Eryndor nodded slowly.

Ashthorn studied him.

“Shadow and flame should not coexist,” he murmured.

“And yet... the hearth accepted you.”

Students leaned in.

Kaelor’s glare sharpened.

Ashthorn straightened.

“Unexpected. Dangerous. Fascinating.”

Then the instructor spun suddenly, coat flaring.

“Stand up, Eryndor.”

Eryndor froze.

Nym whispered a terrified squeak.

Ashthorn snapped his fingers.

“I SAID stand!”

Eryndor stood.

The instructor thrust his hand forward-

Flame swirled out, roaring.

The class gasped.

Kaelor leaned forward eagerly.

Nym screamed.

But the flame did not hit Eryndor.

It stopped.

Hung in the air.

Examined him like a living creature.

Ashthorn watched intently.

“Fire does not like shadow,” he said.

“But it does not fear you.”

The flame purred-almost playfully.

Then-

It wrapped around Eryndor’s hand.

Warm.

Alive.

Accepting.

The class murmured in shock.

Kaelor’s expression darkened.

Professor Ashthorn whispered:

“...Impossible.”

––––––––
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A FIRE LESSON GONE Wrong
Ashthorn backed away.

“Enough demonstration. Pair up!”

Students leapt from their seats.

Flames in the brazier roared with excitement as pairs formed.

Kaelor emerged from the crowd with a predatory grin.

“You and me,” he said.

Eryndor sighed.

He knew it was coming.

Nym hissed.

Around them, students practiced forming fire arcs, fire rings, and flame constructs.

Ember magic filled the air.

Ashthorn roared instructions:

“Control your breath!”

“Don’t smother it-guide it!”

“You! Stop burning that boy’s cloak!”

Eryndor raised his hand.

Shadowfire pulsed faintly beneath his skin.

Kaelor noticed instantly.

“What’s wrong?” Kaelor mocked.

“Scared your shadow will choke the flame?”

Eryndor clenched his hand.

“Let’s just practice.”

Kaelor ignited his palm.

A twisting spiral of emberlight formed.

Students murmured.

Kaelor smirked coldly.

“Try to match me.”

Eryndor extended his hand.

Fire gathered-

then flickered-

then warped.

A thin streak of black flame appeared.

Students gasped.

Nym covered his eyes with his paws.

Kaelor recoiled.

“WHAT-?!”

Eryndor panicked.

“Wait-I can fix-”

But the fire shifted faster.

The black streak spiraled around his emberlight.

A dual-colored flame.

Black and gold.

Ashthorn’s face fell.

“No,” he whispered.

“Drakonfire... mixed with shadow.”

Kaelor’s jaw tightened.

He stepped back-

fear and jealousy twisting in his eyes.

Eryndor’s flame pulsed.

Hard.

The entire classroom trembled.

“Eryndor!” Ashthorn barked.

“Release it!”

“I-I’m trying!”

The flame surged like a
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