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​Chapter 1 – The Quiet Between
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The ring on Ariel’s finger shimmered faintly, a sliver of starlight set in a band of Eloran silver. It was a symbol of unity—of two kingdoms, two legacies, two hearts.

But even in moments of peace, it felt heavier than gold.

She sat in the quiet garden behind the palace, surrounded by swaying lantern flowers, her hand resting against the bark of the silver tree. Her flame was still. Not asleep—but waiting.

Navine stepped into the clearing, his boots soft against the moss.

“I thought I’d find you here,” he said.

Ariel turned and offered a small smile. “I needed the quiet. The council’s arguments echo longer than they should.”

“They’re afraid,” he said. “You would be too, if the Hollow had stirred in your lifetime.”

Ariel looked down at her ring. “They want us to delay the binding ceremony.”

“They want to protect Eloran. Or control it.”

He sat beside her, taking her hand.

“Do you want to wait?” she asked.

Navine shook his head. “I want to be yours. And I want the world to know it.”

“But?”

“But... I also want you safe.”

She leaned against his shoulder. “Then stay with me. No matter what comes.”

He kissed her temple. “Always.”

That night, a scroll arrived in a courier’s pouch—burned at the edges, sealed in black wax, unmarked by kingdom or court.

A single phrase written in trembling script:

> The Hollow is not just waking. It is whispering through blood.
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Navine read it first.

Then he handed it to Ariel.

Neither spoke.

But both knew—the quiet between them had ended.
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​Chapter 2 – The Star That Wept


[image: ]


The sky over Eloran rippled with pale auroras the morning after the scroll arrived. A rare phenomenon, Maelira explained, drawn by unstable flame or deep magic moving below the earth.

Ariel didn’t need the warning.

She felt it.

Her magic had grown quiet—not dormant, but watchful. Like it, too, was listening for something.

That afternoon, Maelira led her to the crystal sanctum in the eastern wing of the palace—a room used only by the Seers and Starborn of the old world. The floor was carved with runes only visible in moonlight. The center held a pool of mirrored water, undisturbed for years.

“Drink,” the High Enchanter said.

Ariel knelt and touched the surface.

The water pulled her in.

Darkness.

Cold.

Then fire.

Ariel stood on a barren plain scorched black by magic. In the distance, a tree—twisted and hollow—burned with silver-blue flame, but it gave no warmth.

From the shadows came a figure, cloaked in smoke.

She couldn’t see its face. Only its eyes.

Hers.

It raised a hand—and the sky cracked.

From above, a star fell screaming, trailing gold and ash.

When it struck the ground, it shattered into three fragments.

One pulsed with Ariel’s light.

One with flame like Vayriel’s.

And the third—dark, pulsing, hungry.

Then the shadow whispered:

> Not all Starborn stand together.

She gasped awake on the floor of the sanctum, Maelira catching her before she collapsed.

“What did you see?” the enchanter asked.

Ariel’s voice trembled. “A star fell. It broke apart. There are... others.”

Maelira went still.

“You saw the Starborn division,” she said. “The first sign.”

Ariel looked up. “You knew there were more?”

“We suspected. Some records mentioned bloodlines scattered during the last war. But if they still exist...”

“Then they’ll be waking, too.”

“Not all of them,” Maelira said, rising. “Only the ones the Hollow calls.”

Ariel stood in her chambers, arms wrapped around herself, the ring on her finger glowing faintly as her magic surged with emotion. The image of the shattered star haunted her—the fragments, the silence, the final whispered words.

> Not all Starborn stand together.
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There were others.

And at least one of them was already claimed by the Hollow.

Navine entered without knocking, his brow furrowed the moment he saw her.

“You felt it?” she asked.

“Only a chill. Like something cracked open.”

She nodded. “It did.”

He took her hands and sat her gently on the edge of the bed.

“I saw a vision. A falling star. It split in three.”

She told him everything. The plain. The burning tree. The smoke-eyed figure with her eyes.

“I think... they’re like me. The other Starborn. But one of them has already fallen.”

Navine was quiet for a long moment. Then:

“Do you think they’ll come to us?”

Ariel met his gaze. “No. I think we’ll have to find them.”

Later that night, the candlelight in the Eloran war chamber flickered against a map newly unrolled across the central table.

Maelira, Navine, Ariel, and a handful of trusted advisors stood gathered.

“The fragments fell in different directions,” Ariel said, tracing her fingers along the lines drawn from the center—Eloran—toward the unknown.

“One went north, toward the Frost Barrens.”

“One west, into the forgotten sands of Kyreth.”

“And the third...”

She hesitated.

“Vanished. As if swallowed by shadow.”

Maelira tapped the edge of the map. “The Hollow may have already reached them.”

Navine’s jaw tightened. “Then we reach them first.”

Ariel nodded. “We’ll start with the Frost Barrens. If someone else like me is waking... I have to be the one who finds them.”

Maelira raised a brow. “And if they’re not like you?”

Ariel's expression hardened. “Then I’ll find out who they’ve become.”

In the darkness of the scrying pools far below the palace, unseen by all, an ancient ripple moved across the still water. A shape formed just below the surface—

Eyes. Black as pitch.

Watching.

Waiting.

Remembering.
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​Chapter 3 – The Frost That Remembers
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The Frost Barrens stretched for miles, a wasteland of pale ice and buried ruins. Long ago, it was said the wind here could sing. Now it only howled—an endless, bitter chorus over frozen stone and cracked relics from the Starborn Age.

Deep within the ice, something stirred.

Beneath a shattered monument carved with long-faded runes, a figure knelt, shivering and alone.

She was young. Barely older than Ariel had been when she first felt her magic stir.

Her name, as far as she remembered, was Elandra.

And for three days, fire had burned in her veins.

She didn’t know where it came from.

She only knew it whispered in dreams and blazed behind her eyes.

On the fourth morning, she awoke to find the monument glowing—ice cracking along its edges, revealing runes that had not been seen in a thousand years.

The voice came again, faint but insistent.

> You are flame. You are choice.
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She pressed her palm to the stone.

And the runes flared.

Magic flooded her limbs, hot and wild, uncontrolled.

A ring of fire burst outward from the ruins, melting the snow in a perfect circle.

Elandra collapsed to her knees, panting.

Her breath fogged the cold air—but the cold no longer stung.

She was changing.

Or being claimed.

From the ridge above the monument, cloaked in furs and shadow, a figure watched her.

He bore no crest. No banner. Only black eyes and a hollowed voice.

When she turned toward him, uncertain, he smiled faintly.

“You burn brighter than I expected,” he said.

“Who are you?” she asked.

“A messenger,” he said. “I came to find you. The others will come soon, but they are not like me.”

He stepped forward.

“They will tell you that you’re meant to serve the light. But you don’t have to. The Hollow gives freedom, not chains.”

She backed away.

“Why me?”

He paused.

“Because you are like her. And like her, you’ll have to choose.”

Miles away, sailing toward the Frost Barrens, Ariel woke from sleep with a start.

The wind was rising.

And something—someone—was calling through it.

Not to help.

To warn.
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