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Heat Warning




Primal and Intense: This novel contains mature scenes, explicit language, and themes of submission and primal possessiveness. It is intended for adult readers who seek high-heat romance where the dark side of destiny demands total surrender. If you can't handle the heat of the fated, step away now. 





THE ENOCHIAN VAULT
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Dr. Elara Vance 

The earth isn’t supposed to growl.




As a geophysicist, I’ve spent two decades studying the silent, tectonic shifts of the planet, but this sound is visceral—a low, rhythmic friction that feels less like shifting plates and more like a predator waking from a long sleep.




“Elara, get back from the edge! Now!”




Rhys’s voice cuts through the roar of the seismic tremor, sharp and clinical, but I ignore him. 




My boots, caked in the fine, sun-bleached dust of the acropolis ruins, slide across a patch of wet silt. My center of gravity—a curve-heavy liability in this terrain—betrays me. 




One moment I’m reaching for the flickering screen of my seismic scanner, and the next, the limestone shelf beneath me simply vanishes.




“Damn it!”




I’m falling. The air is sucked from my lungs as my stomach does a violent somersault. 




My gloved fingers claw at the air, catching only empty space and ancient dust until a hand—impossibly fast and strong—slams around my wrist. 




The jerk is enough to nearly dislocate my shoulder. I dangle over a black chasm that shouldn’t exist, the scanner tumbling into the darkness below. I don’t hear it hit the bottom.




“I have you,” Rhys rasps.




I look up, squinting through my wild, tangled curls. Rhys Kallen is leaning over the jagged lip of the abyss, his angular jaw set in a hard line. 




His storm-gray eyes are narrowed, focusing on me with a haunted intensity that usually irritates the hell out of me. Today, I’m willing to make an exception.




“My scanner,” I wheeze, my heart hammering a frantic, staccato rhythm against my ribs. 




“The spike… Rhys, it was off the charts. It wasn’t just a tremor. It was a signal.”




“Your scanner is in the void, Elara, and you’re about to join it if you don’t stop moving,” he snaps, his voice dropping an octave into that academic’s “haunted calm” that makes my skin prickle. 




He begins to pull me up, his muscles straining beneath the thin fabric of his button-down. 




For a guy who spends his life in libraries, he has the grip strength of a professional rock climber. 




“This entire sector is unstable. I told you the ley line mapping was a fool’s errand today.”




He hauls me over the edge, and I collapse against his chest, gasping for air that tastes of dry stone and ozone. He doesn’t let go immediately. 




His hands are firm on my waist, grounding me, and for a second, the Triangle of Restoration my grandmother used to whisper about feels out of alignment. 




My Mind is screaming about the data I just lost, my Body is vibrating with adrenaline, and my Spirit… my spirit is reacting to the strange, icy coldness of his skin.




The sensation of solid ground is a lie.




One second I’m braced against Rhys’s chest, preparing to argue, and the next, the floor is a memory. Gravity becomes a violent, predatory force. 




We aren’t just falling; we are being swallowed. The acropolis above us disappears into a shrinking square of sun-bleached sky, replaced by a suffocating tunnel of shadows and the deafening roar of collapsing limestone.




“Hold on to me!” Rhys’s voice isn’t a shout; it’s a command that vibrates through my very marrow.




He twists in mid-air with a fluid, unnatural grace, yanking my body flush against his. 




He’s shielding me—his back to the darkness, his arms a cage of corded muscle around my waist and head. 




I bury my face in the crook of his neck, the scent of sandalwood and something sharper, like winter-mint and ancient ozone, filling my senses even as the terror threatens to black me out.




The fall feels eternal. My mind, usually a fortress of geophysics and logic, fragments into raw survival. 




I wait for the terminal impact, the sickening crunch of bone against stone. Instead, there is a sudden, jarring deceleration.




We hit. Hard.




The air is punched out of my lungs in a silent wheeze. I feel Rhys take the brunt of it, his body acting as a human shock absorber against the floor. 




We skid across a surface that is too smooth to be natural, the friction generating a heat that seeps through my tactical pants. 




Silence rushes back in, heavy and absolute, broken only by the sound of settling dust.




“Rhys?” I choke out, my voice sounding like I’ve swallowed a handful of gravel. I try to move, but my limbs feel like lead.




“I’m… here.” His voice is strained, the haunted calm replaced by a ragged edge of pain.




He shifts, and I realize we aren’t in a dirt-clogged cavern. As the dust clears, the environment resolves into a terrifying display of Sacred Minimalism. 




We are lying in the center of a vast, circular vault. The floor is polished obsidian, black as the void and reflective as a dark mirror. 

The walls are seamless white marble, rising into a vaulted ceiling that seems to hum with a low-frequency energy. 




No rubble. No debris. Just a bone-dry, clinical silence.




“Where are we?” I whisper, finally pushing myself off him. My hands tremble as they touch the cold obsidian. 




“This isn’t a natural formation. The structural integrity… it’s perfect.”




I try to stand, but my knees buckle. Adrenaline is a fickle bitch; it keeps you moving during the crisis, but the moment the dust settles, it leaves you hollow.




Rhys is on his feet before I can even find my balance. He’s at my side in a heartbeat, his hands sliding up my arms to steady me. 




His touch is like ice and fire simultaneously—a jolt of electricity that snaps my Body pillar back into alignment. 




He spins me around, pinning me against the cool marble wall with a sudden, forceful urgency.




“Are you hurt? Look at me, Elara. Did you hit your head?”




His face is inches from mine. Up close, the age gap I’ve always used as a shield between us feels like a joke. 




He might be younger in years, but his eyes are centuries old, searching mine with a possessive intensity that makes the Heyoka Fire in my blood roar to life. 




I can see the individual flecks of silver in his irises, the way his angular jaw is clenched so tight a muscle jumps in his cheek.
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