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CHAPTER 1: THE MARK THAT BURNS
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The rain hadn’t stopped in three days.

It slashed sideways across the cobbled streets of Greystone Hollow, soaking every stone, drowning every whisper, as if the sky itself were mourning something it could not name. The clouds hung low and swollen, dark with rage, and every few moments the horizon fractured with lightning, casting the crooked alleyways in ghostlight. Seraphina moved like a shadow through the city’s decaying spine, her cloak drenched, her hood drawn low, hiding the silver-white strands of her hair that shimmered like moonlight even under the gloom. She knew better than to draw attention. People like her—omegas born of fire and prophecy—were not meant to walk free.

And yet she did.

Every step was a defiance.

Every breath, a rebellion.

But even rebellion has its price.

She felt it before she saw it—the mark. It pulsed hot against the back of her neck, the ancient rune that had cursed her since birth. Tonight, it was no longer dormant. It burned like it had a mind of its own, like it was trying to warn her. She pressed her palm to the nape of her neck, teeth gritting against the jolt of heat that rippled down her spine. Her instincts screamed, not just omega instincts—but something deeper, older, wilder. Something draconic.

A sharp noise cracked behind her. She spun, breath caught in her throat, eyes wide. Nothing but shadows. The kind of shadows that moved when they shouldn’t.

She ran.

Boots slick on wet stone, cloak flying behind her like wings, she ran through twisted alleys that narrowed like veins, heart thundering louder than the storm. Something was coming. No—many somethings. She felt them like claws along her soul. Not human. Not anything she’d ever known.

A flicker of movement in the corner of her vision stopped her cold.

Then the sky opened.

A tear split through the air—vertical, burning violet, like the fabric of the world had been slashed by a celestial blade. Lightning cracked in time with the rupture, and for one breathless moment, everything went still.

And then they came.

The first drake tore through the veil with a roar that shook the buildings. Massive and black as midnight, he shifted midair—scales dissolving into obsidian skin, wings vanishing in a cascade of shadow until a man stood where the beast had been. His eyes glowed gold, burning like fire trapped behind glass. Muscles like carved stone. He landed in a crouch, water steaming around him from the heat that radiated off his body.

Seraphina froze, chest heaving, mind screaming, but body still.

He looked up.

“You reek of prophecy,” he said, voice a low thunder.

She took a step back. Another drake followed—this one sleeker, silver-scaled, cold as moonlight. He didn’t land. He circled above, eyes like quicksilver watching her with a detached hunger, calculating.

Then came the third.

Red. Wounded. Furious.

He fell from the rift with a scream that was both agony and ecstasy, crashing into the earth so hard it split the ground. Flames licked from his bare skin, blood smeared across his torso, eyes burning with violence barely restrained. His wings were torn and slowly retracting, but the dominance radiating from him nearly brought Seraphina to her knees.

The air trembled with power. The veil sealed shut behind them like a sigh, and with it, the storm ceased.

Silence reigned.

The black one approached, slow and steady, like a predator who’d already decided his prey wouldn’t fight.

“You opened the gate,” he said.

She shook her head. “I didn’t.”

“You bear the mark,” the silver one whispered, now behind her. His breath ghosted against her neck. “You were born to bring us through.”

The red one stepped forward, pain coiled in his shoulders, but his voice was pure command. “You are ours.”

“No,” Seraphina whispered, but it wasn’t conviction. It was terror. And desire. Her skin burned where their gazes touched her. Every inch of her screamed to run, but her body betrayed her—responding to their heat, their scent, the overwhelming force of their alphaness.

The black drake—clearly their leader—reached out. His fingers brushed her jaw, rough and hot. “You smell of shadowfire. You’re not just omega. You’re kin to dragons.”

“I don’t know what I am,” she whispered.

“Yes, you do.”

The silver one drew close, hands like frost and moonlight sliding into her hair, tilting her head to expose the mark behind her ear. “She doesn’t even know how bright she burns.”

“Let her feel it,” said the red drake, stepping in front of her. His hand, bloodied and hot, pressed to her stomach. “Let her awaken.”

The mark flared.

Fire rushed through her veins—violent, blinding. She screamed as her knees gave way, collapsing into the arms of the black drake. Her vision danced with flames, her heart cracking open like a shell to release something raw and ancient. The rune behind her ear burned white-hot. Her omega heat surged, crashing through her like a tidal wave of molten need.

They were speaking, but she couldn’t understand.

Her body knew, though.

Knew them.

Recognized them.

Three alphas. Bound by fire. Drawn by fate. Cursed and connected to her in a way that defied sense.

The silver drake lifted her as if she weighed nothing. The red drake opened his wings again, despite the pain. And the black one whispered something in a tongue she did not know—but her soul did.

“Varethyn awaits.”

The veil flickered open again, this time for them alone.

They carried her through it.

The world beyond was all fire and obsidian, the sky eternally dusk, the fortress a spire of black stone jagged like teeth. Heat hit her in waves. Strange stars burned above. And inside her, the mark pulsed like a heart not her own.

She didn’t fight anymore.

She belonged to them.

And the fire inside her would either save the world—or burn it to ash.
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CHAPTER 2: WINGS IN THE DARK
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Seraphina awoke to heat—not the smothering warmth of summer or the scratch of firelight in a hearth, but a living, breathing heat that wrapped around her like a beast. It throbbed against her skin, soaked into her bones, pulsed through her veins like molten blood. She tried to move, but her limbs were heavy, her senses clouded. The stone beneath her was smooth, warm, too perfect to be natural. She was no longer in Greystone Hollow. She was no longer on her own world.

The air carried the scent of fire and minerals, sulfur and ash, but beneath it was something headier. Something feral. Alpha. Her skin prickled. Her mark ached.

She opened her eyes to a sky of crimson clouds and darkness laced with violet veins. The walls around her were carved obsidian, etched with runes that shimmered faintly when she moved. The ceiling arched high above like a cathedral meant to worship destruction, not salvation. Pillars of black crystal jutted upward, carved with dragons in every shape and size—coiled, snarling, winged and wingless, breathing fire or curled in sleep. The entire chamber pulsed like a heart, alive with an ancient magic that recognized her, whispered to her.

“You’re awake,” came a voice like smoke soaked in honey.

She turned her head too quickly, dizziness spinning the room. He stood at the far end of the chamber, the black drake—tall, broad, shadows clinging to his bare skin like lovers reluctant to leave. His golden eyes glowed softly, and he didn’t approach. He watched her with a predator’s patience.

“You passed out before we crossed the threshold,” he said. “Not uncommon for the marked.”

“Where am I?” she rasped, voice dry as dust.

“Varethyn,” he answered. “The fortress between realms. Our home.”

She sat up slowly, every muscle aching. Her cloak was gone. Her tunic, damp and torn, had been replaced with a soft shift of crimson silk that clung to her curves. Her bare feet rested on the polished black stone, and when she stood, the heat of it kissed her soles like flame. The mark on her neck pulsed in time with her heartbeat. She wrapped her arms around herself, instinctively shielding her body from the gaze that never left her.

“You brought me here against my will.”

“You tore the veil,” he said simply. “You summoned us.”

“I didn’t mean to.”

He tilted his head. “Intent does not matter. Blood does. The flame chose you. It always would have.”

The red drake stepped through a side corridor, his wings half-folded, his body wrapped in bandages that barely hid the defined muscle beneath. His eyes were darker now, the rage simmering beneath his skin quiet but still present.

“She’s alive,” he muttered, as if disappointed.

“Do you want me dead?” Seraphina snapped, strength blooming in her chest like a thorn.

“No,” he said. “But I want you awake. Strong. Ready.”

“For what?”

“For the bond,” the silver drake said from behind her. She hadn’t heard him enter. His presence was like moonlight on ice—subtle, silent, but biting when touched. He moved with grace that was almost cruel, silver hair falling into his pale eyes. He circled her like a scholar studying a long-lost text.

“You are not just omega,” he said. “You’re the last vessel of the Ashborn Flame. The last with blood to bind the curse.”

Seraphina frowned. “What curse?”

The black drake finally stepped forward. “Centuries ago, we were bound to this fortress by a betrayal. Our bond with the mortal realm was severed. Only a marked omega of the Flame Line could break it. Only she could summon us. Only she could take our fire and survive.”

“I didn’t summon you,” she said again, but weaker this time.

The red drake’s laugh was sharp and bitter. “You don’t even understand what you are.”

“I’m not your vessel,” she whispered, though even her voice betrayed her. The mark behind her ear burned hotter now, and with it came an ache between her legs, a fire curling low in her belly.

The alphas knew.

She saw it in their eyes—the way they shifted, the way the air changed.

“You’re in heat,” the silver drake murmured. “Not yet fully. But it’s beginning.”

“No,” she said, stepping back. “No. You can’t—”

“We won’t force you,” the black drake said, voice low. “But the bond is already forming. You feel it. Deny it all you want. It will not stop.”

She stumbled backward, breath coming in fast gasps. The walls seemed to lean in, the runes pulsing brighter. Her body was betraying her again, want twisting inside her like a blade. Three alphas. All impossibly strong. All impossibly drawn to her.

The red one approached first.

He knelt before her, eyes no longer hard, but burning with something more dangerous—need.

“I won’t lie to you,” he said. “I hate this. I hate the prophecy. I hate what’s been done to us. But I feel you in my blood. And it’s driving me mad.”

The silver one was behind her again, hands ghosting down her arms, his breath at her ear. “We were dragons once. We were men. Now, we are something in between. This curse left us half of everything. Only your fire can make us whole.”

The black drake watched, motionless, a statue carved of night and need. “You are not a prisoner, Seraphina. You are a queen. The last of the Ashborn. And if you choose us, we will burn the realms to keep you safe.”

Something inside her cracked.

A memory not her own flickered behind her eyes—flames, wings, blood, the scream of a dragon dying, the voice of a woman who looked like her, screaming into the sky as the world ended.

The fire surged.

She screamed, fell to her knees, and the mark ignited.

All three alphas roared in answer, power exploding through the chamber in waves. Runes lit with golden fire. The stone floor cracked. The obsidian walls trembled. Her back arched as the flame poured through her, shattering her human shell, awakening the magic that had always slept beneath her skin.

And when it passed, she collapsed, panting, glowing faintly with embers that danced across her skin.

The three drakes circled her.

No longer strangers.

No longer separate.

The bond had begun.

And the war would follow.
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CHAPTER 3: THE CRIMSON BOND
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The first night in Varethyn did not end with sleep.

Seraphina stood at the edge of a massive open balcony, wrapped in silence and silk, staring out over a realm carved of shadow and flame. The sky above churned in perpetual twilight, a strange fusion of dark and light, starless and yet glowing with streaks of violet and crimson that flowed like rivers across the heavens. Below, endless mountains of black stone jutted into the sky like broken teeth, and rivers of molten gold threaded through the land, illuminating the impossible, terrifying beauty of this place.

This was not the world she knew. It never would be.

But the bond—whatever had awakened within her—had rooted something inside her deeper than memory, deeper than identity. Her skin still tingled where the flames had kissed it. Her mark had stopped throbbing, but it glowed faintly now, warm and alive beneath her collar. She touched it without thinking and shivered.

Behind her, the chamber remained silent. She knew they watched her. The alphas. The drakes.

She could feel them in the air.

The silver one, Aeron, moved first. He walked like a whisper, soundless as moonlight on glass. He came to stand beside her without a word, his presence cool, but intense. His silver hair blew in the warm wind, catching the light of the sky like threads of spun starlight. He did not touch her, but the proximity made her breath catch.

“You are still afraid,” he said, his voice low, almost gentle.

“I’d be a fool not to be,” she replied, watching the strange stars shift above the horizon.

“Perhaps,” he said. “But fear does not diminish your power.”
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