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    To all the girls out there waiting to follow your dreams.

Get up and start. pick up that pen, bar or bell. Get out the pan, flour salt and pepper. Honey only you can make your dreams come true. 

And that only happens if you take that leap and start. 

Love you.

      

    


Chapter One Prologue: The Ember in the Snow

The Royal Castle of Aethelgard – 27 Years Ago

The Great Hall of Aethelgard is a cathedral of light and celebration, a sea of shifting silk and cotton. The scents of ancient stone, beeswax and spiced wine filled the air. Laughter bounced off the vaulted ceilings, the Lords and ladies of the various realms—shifters, fae, and mages—mingled under the glow of floating chandeliers.  The massive obsidian oak doors groaned open, causing the room to fall into a reverent, heavy silence. At the entrance was none other than King Cassian Thorne, standing his full fix feet four inches dressed in a black suit tailored to fit him like a glove. His pitch-black hair hung just above his ears as his eyes scanned the room, but his presence already a physical weight no one could ignore. 

King Cassian Thorne was known as a man of stone and shadow strode through the entrance looking over the crowd of people with eyes holding no emotions, his velvet cloak trailing behind him like a shadow. He was the image of a cold, calculated sovereign—a man whose mind was a fortress of strategy and border patrols. The black armor he wore was cold, and polished like a mirror, reflecting a man who viewed the world as a series of battles to be won, of a life with no real happiness. He moved with the predatory grace of a King who had no equal, his face a mask of calculated stone. Following him were the Elders of the High Peak and the Lords of the Iron Ridges. They were all here to discuss the crumbling borders and the collaboration of their combined forces. Cassian didn’t look at the tapestries or the gold-leafed pillars; his eyes were fixed on the map-table at the far end of the hall. He could see Lords and officials looking over the map trying to figure out a way to fortify the boarders. That was until a ripple of warmth moved through the crowd.

Until he saw them. 

Lady Wellington stepped forward from the circle of nobility. In her arms, wrapped in white silk and embroidered dragon-scales, was a six-month-old baby. The transition was instantaneous. The diplomats went silent, expecting the King to continue his march toward the war-room. Instead, Cassian’s stride faltered. The man who had just been discussing troop movements and fortification walls stopped dead in his tracks. The cold, calculated mask he wore for the court didn’t just slip—it cracked. 

The King himself didn’t just soften; he cracked. Inside his chest, his dragon—an ancient, obsidian beast of war—went completely still. Then, it began to purr. It was a low-frequency vibration that hummed through Cassian’s bones, a sound the King hadn’t heard in a century.  Without a word to the bowing nobles or the waiting council members Cassian walked straight to the Wellingtons. His golden eyes, usually sharp as a hawk’s, were wide and strangely vulnerable as he stopped a foot away from the couple.

“Alaric,” Cassian’s voice was a low rumble. “I see you brought your mate and child along tonight.” He greeted Elara in a soft gentle voice before they spoke about her recovery and how the baby was doing so far. Just as Alaric was telling Cassian about her powers emerging already the child squealed with delight letting out a small laugh as she pulled on her mothers dress. Cassian looked down at the infant. The baby didn’t flinch at his sharp, regal features or the predatory grace of his stance. Instead, she reached out a tiny, chubby hand, her fingers glowing with a faint, inner heat that only those of the high bloodlines could truly sense. A genuine, rare smile broke across Cassian’s face, softening the harsh lines of his jaw.

“She has the fire of the sun in her eyes,” Cassian murmured, his voice losing its iron edge. 

“She is the light of our house, Sire,” Alaric said, pride radiating from him as he looked at his mate as she cradled their child. The pull in Cassian’s chest was slight as he thought about having this moment with his own mate one day. 

“May I... may I hold her?” He looked at Lady Wellington, his gaze almost pleading. Lady Wellington beamed, carefully transferring the bundle into the King’s powerful arms. The lords and ladies whispered in shock; they had never seen the King hold anything but a sword or a scepter. He simply reached out his massive, callused hands—hands that had crushed skulls in the Northern Wars—and held them out in a silent, desperate plea “What is her name, My Lady?” Cassian asked, cradling the child with a gentleness that seemed impossible for a man of his stature.

“Her name is Lyra Marie Wellington, My King.” Lord Wellington said, stepping up to stand beside his wife, his face flushed with pride. “Lyra named after the starts. The doctors say she is a marvel. She runs a constant heat—a fever that would kill a human shifter or not, but for her, it is simply her engine idling. She is the purest manifestation of our bloodline we have seen in three generations. The blue flame within her is stronger than anything we have ever seen before and she is already showing signs of her powers.” He chuckled the last part out. 

Cassian looked down at the baby girl, who was currently tugging on the gold embroidery of his royal tunic. He felt the 101.2-degree heat radiating from her small body—'a literal spark of the kingdom’s soul’ his beast whispered. 

“Lyra,” Cassian repeated, his voice a low vow. “A name from the stars. You have brought a great light into a very dark time, Lord Wellington. Her bloodline is not just your legacy; she is the future of Aethelgard itself.” Cassian’s beast spoke in a clear unspoken promise. For a moment, the war councils and the border disputes were forgotten, only the child mattered. Lyra looked up at him she didn’t cry, scream or get upset like most children did around him, instead her eyes, a startling, silver-blue, focused on the him. She reached out a tiny, chubby fist and grabbed the collar of his black suit jacket. A tiny spark of blue light danced between her fingers. A small like flame shooting from her fingertip and singeing the label of his coat. He let out a soft chuckle and for the first time in centuries his beast was calm in a room full of dozens of creatures. 

He makes his rounds not as a monarch, but as a guardian, the infant tucked in the crock of his arm. He walked around the room with the Wellingtons trailing behind him like the royal guard, their infant daughter Princess Lyra tucked safely against the warmth of his chest, her small warmth seeping through his breastplate. His beast refused to let her go. Refused to say why and refused to even speak to him other than to tell him to enjoy the child’s company.  When the hour grew late, parting with Lyra and the Wellingtons was a physical ache. Cassian stood at the carriage steps snow falling lightly around them, staring down at the sleeping child. His dragon roared in protest as he finally, reluctantly, handed the infant back to her mother. 

“Watch her. Protect her.” Cassian’s beast commanded, his voice raw from the direct order. “She is the future of this world. The Ember in the Snow. The Light of Hope.” He told the Wellingtons in a deep voice without understanding the meaning behind his beast words. Yet, he stood there as still as stone on the palace steps and watched their carriage disappear into the mist, his heart feeling strangely empty. What has his beast meant by those words and why did he react to the child like that? The King of Dragons stood in the snow, enchanted by a baby who, twenty-seven years later, would become the bridge that saved the entire world and his entire kingdom.

––––––––
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The Shadow in the Stones

From the high balcony of the East Tower, Lord Malakor watched the scene with eyes like stagnant water. He saw the way the King looked at the child. He saw the way the Wellington flame recognized the Thorne obsidian. ‘A bridge, a mate’ Malakor thought, his lip curling in disgust. “If they bond, the old ways die. My power dies. I can’t let the prophecy come true.” He growled out and decided to wait until the moon was high and the castle was silent to make his move. Malakor slipped into the Wellington Estate, bypassed the wards he had helped build, and snatched the little bundle from the cradle. He didn’t look at her face. To him, she wasn’t a baby; she was a glitch in his plan.  A traitor taking everything from him. He had spent the last two hundred years getting rid of any woman or girl the king showed affection toward. This child would be no different. 

Malakor didn’t just hide her; he discarded her. He stepped through a jagged, illegal portal into the “Mud World”—the human realm.  He traveled with a cold, frantic energy. He boarded human machines—planes that smelled of stale air and kerosene—hiding his presence with veils of shadow. He wanted her as far from the Gate as possible. He wanted her gone from the palace. Away from King Cassian forever. After getting a rental car from the airport he drove for a few hours before pulling off into a wooded area. He got out the car and carried the child a good distance from the road before he found it. In the dead of night: a churning, ice-choked river in a land of grey steel and concrete.  

“May the Wellington flame drown in the dark,” he hissed and tossed the child in the air. The white bundle fell into the freezing, black currents and he watched for a second as the water swallowed her, certain that no creature, dragon or human, could survive that temperature, let alone a child that small not drowning on her own. He turned away and stepped back into the shadows, heading home to watch it all unravel and the news would break a King’s heart.

But beneath the Icey cold water, you can hear a tiny heartbeat beat for the first time, the Blue Flame inside Lyra flickered to life, turning the freezing water into steam. Blue light shot from her body like a star exploding in the water. A bubble-like barrier surrounded Lyras small form protecting her from the freezing cold water and outside temperatures. The bubble began to rise to the surface carrying the now sleeping child safely inside. The beast inside had been awoken and was now protecting her. The barrier began hovering above the river, floating slowly with the waters movement until she lay in a soft bed of grass along the bank. The beast sent out a call to every realm, to the moon goddess herself to send her protection, to send her the royal guardians early with the new life she was forced to live. She asked that the guardians be sent to grow up with the princess and help protect her until they made it home.

The Miracle at the River

On that biting November night in Brooklyn, near the industrial edge of the East River. The air is thick with the smell of saltwater and rusted iron—the moment the Blaire family changed forever. The wind off the water was sharp enough to cut through denim. Thomas and Ellie Blaire were hurrying along the waterfront path, trying to keep their two sons moving toward the car. Marcus, ten, was trudging along, chin tucked into his collar, while Jax, six, was zigzagging near the shoreline, his eyes darting toward every shadow.

“Jax, get away from the edge!” Ellie called out, her voice straining against the wind. “It’s dark and the current is too fast. Get over here, now!”

“But Mom, look!” Jax shouted, pointing a gloved finger toward the concrete pillars of the bridge. “There’s a cloud! It’s coming from under the bridge!” Thomas squinted. In the freezing night air, a thick, white plume of steam was rising from a sheltered nook beneath the massive concrete foundation. It looked like a burst pipe, but it was too silent, too rhythmic.

“It’s just a vent, Jax. Don’t make me come get you,” Thomas warned, but the six-year-old had already bolted. 

“Jax! Stop!” Marcus yelled. Seeing his little brother ignore their parents, Marcus’s protective instincts kicked in. He took off after him, his sneakers slapping against the wet pavement. Jax reached the pillar first. He skidded to a halt, his mouth falling open. Marcus caught up a second later, ready to grab Jax by the scruff of the neck, but he froze. The steam wasn’t coming from a pipe. It was coming from a blanket. Nestled between two jagged rocks, just inches above the lapping river water, sat a hand-woven blanket shimmering, iridescent silk that looked like it was made of liquid moonlight. The freezing river water was splashing close, and every time the cold spray hit the silk, it hissed and turned into white vapor.

“Is it a heater?” Jax whispered, reaching out a hand.

“Jax, don’t touch it!” Marcus commanded, but his voice lacked its usual bite. He could feel the warmth hitting his face from three feet away. It felt like standing in front of an open oven in the middle of a blizzard. Thomas and Ellie caught up, breathless and ready to scold, but the words died in their throats. Thomas held up his flashlight, the beam cutting through the mist.  Inside the basket sat a baby, barely a few months old. She wasn’t crying; she was watching the steam rise around her with wide, glowing silver blue eyes. She was her skin was flushed a deep, healthy pink. Ellie let out a sob, dropping to her knees in the dirt. She reached into the basket, and as her hands touched the infant, she gasped. 

“Thomas... she’s burning. She’s burning up!”

“Is she sick?” Marcus asked, his 10-year-old heart racing. Thomas knelt beside them, pressing his hand to the baby’s chest. He looked at the frost on the rocks just inches away, then back at the infant who was radiating a steady, defiant heat against the Brooklyn winter. 

“No,” Thomas whispered, his architect’s mind already sensing the impossible geometry of the moment. “She’s not sick. She’s... she’s the source of the heat.” Marcus watched as the baby reached out a tiny, glowing hand and gripped Jax’s finger. Jax didn’t flinch; he just giggled. 

“She’s warm like a toaster, Marcus! Feel!” Marcus reached out, hesitantly touching the baby’s arm. The heat was immense, but it didn’t look like it was bother the baby. It felt like a heartbeat that was stronger than the city itself. In that moment, the 10-year-old felt a weight settle onto his shoulders. He didn’t know about Aethelgard, and he didn’t know about King Cassian, but he knew one thing. 

“We can’t leave her here, Dad,” Marcus said, his voice hardening with the authority of a future lawman. “Someone put her here to hide her. We’re taking her home.” Thomas looked at the bridge, then at the river, and finally at his wife, who was already tucking the “Hot Potato” against her heart. 

“Yeah but were going to call the police and take her to the hospital.” Thomas said, shielding the baby and his wife with his coat as they made their way to the car the boy chatting with excitement.

Neonatal Observation, Brooklyn General 

The hospital room felt too small for the energy inside it. Thomas Blaire sat in a plastic chair, his sketchbook open on his lap, but his pen hadn’t moved in an hour. His wife, Ellie, was standing by the bassinet, her hand resting gently on the forehead of the tiny infant they had found tucked away in the shadows of the old shipyard. Marcus was standing guard by the door like he was already training for the NYPD, while was kneeling on a chair,  trying to peek over the plexiglass.

“She’s still hot, Mom,” Jax whispered, his eyes wide. “Is she melting?”

“No, honey, she’s not melting,” Ellie said, though her eyes met Thomas’s with a flicker of worry. She looked at the digital monitor. 101.2°F. It hadn’t changed in three days. Not by a tenth of a degree. The door opened, and a tired-looking pediatrician walked in, flipping through a thick manila folder. 

“Mr. and Mrs. Blaire. I don’t know what to tell you. We’ve run every test for infection, inflammatory markers, even rare metabolic disorders. She’s perfectly healthy. She’s alert, her lung function is incredible, and she’s already gaining weight.”

“But the fever,” Thomas said, standing up. “101.2 isn’t normal for a newborn.”

“It’s not a fever,” the doctor corrected, rubbing his eyes. “A fever fluctuates. This is... a baseline. It’s like her internal thermostat is just set higher than a human’s should be. The hospital board is hesitant to discharge her. They want to turn her over to a state research facility.”

The Battle for Lyra

The next week was a blur of gray hallways and cold coffee. Because the Blaires had been the ones to find her, and because of Thomas’s “consultant” status with the city, they had a foot in the door, but the Adoption Agency and the NYPD were locked in a bureaucratic stalemate. The Police. They couldn’t find a trace of the biological parents. No DNA matches, no missing persons reports that fit. She was a “Jane Doe” in a diaper. The Agency. They were terrified of the “Medical Anomaly.” They didn’t want the liability of a baby that ran “hot.” Thomas spent hours in the precinct basement with the lead detective, while Ellie sat in the agency office, refusing to leave. 

“She’s not a ‘case file,’” Ellie told the caseworker, her voice steady and fierce. “She’s a baby who chose us. If you send her to a research lab, you’re not protecting her, you’re abandoning her again.” On the seventh day, Thomas walked into the hospital room with a stack of papers. He looked at Marcus and Jax, who were sitting on the floor sharing a pack of crackers.

“Pack it up, boys,” Thomas said, a weary but triumphant smile breaking across his face. “The NYPD cleared the abandonment report, and the Agency signed the emergency kinship placement. We’re taking her home.” Marcus stood up straight. 

“Is she still hot, Dad?” Thomas reached into the bassinet and lifted the baby. As she touched his chest, he felt the heat radiating through his button-down shirt—a steady, pulsing warmth that felt less like an illness and more like an engine.

“She is,” Thomas said, looking down at the baby’s golden-brown eyes. “The doctor says we have to monitor her, but I think she’s just built different. She’s a Blaire now. And Blaires don’t run from a little heat.” Jax reached out and touched the baby’s foot. 

“She feels like a toasted marshmallow.” Jax chuckled out as Ellie wrapped a blanket around the baby before lifting her into her arms,

“And she’s exactly where she belongs.” Ellie said out loud before looking at he boys around her. “Let’s go home.” She announced and they let the hospital with Morgan for the first time in a week.
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Chapter Two: The Years of the Fever
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In the Blaire house, “normal” didn’t exist. It was the middle of a Brooklyn blizzard, and the radiator in their apartment had hissed its last breath. Thomas and Ellie were huddled in sweaters, but three-year-old Morgan was sitting on the floor in nothing but a diaper and a thin T-shirt, happily playing with blocks. “Thomas, look at the floor,” Ellie whispered. Where Lyra sat, the cold linoleum wasn’t just warm the frost on the nearby window had melted into a perfect circle of condensation. When she got frustrated with a block tower that wouldn’t stay up, her skin flushed a deep, sun-kissed gold. As she let out a toddler’s cry of frustration, the lightbulbs in the kitchen overhead flared and shattered. It wasn’t a tantrum; it was a surge of power. Her body was a transformer trying to process a million volts of ancient magic with nowhere to go. 

By seven, Lyra had stopped asking why she felt “loud” inside. To her, the world had a constant hum the sound of electricity in the walls, the vibration of the subway three blocks away, and the heartbeat of the city. She described it as ”The Buzz.” She was terrifyingly intelligent. While Marcus was playing baseball and Jax was taking apart the toaster, Lyra was in Thomas’s study, correcting his architectural blueprints. “Dad,” she said, pointing to a structural load-bearing calculation. “This line is wrong. It feels... heavy. If you move the weight here,” she traced a finger over the paper, “it breathes better.” Thomas stared at the math. She was right. She wasn’t using a calculator; she was feeling the geometry. The 101.2°F heat was now concentrated in her fingertips, leaving faint, singed smudges on the edges of the paper. She wasn’t just smart; she was “interfacing” with the world. 

She buzzed around with energy like a machine sometimes, she learned that early on she could see patterns in everything—data, weather, even people. The “Buzz” became a roar during her pre-teen years. At eleven, Lyra was a walking power-plant. She had to learn to keep her emotions on a razor’s edge. If she got too excited in school, the smartboards would glitch. If she got angry, the sneakers of the kid teasing her would start to smell like burning rubber. The Blaire kitchen was a sanctuary of controlled chaos. The air was thick with the smell of Ellie’s pot roast and the unmistakable, low-frequency hum that always surrounded Morgan. At eleven years old, Lyra sat at the oak table, her homework spread out like a battle map. Jax, now seventeen, was leaning over her shoulder, his hair disheveled from a day of tinkering. He was supposed to be helping her with pre-algebra, but he was mostly staring in awe as she bypassed the formulas he’d taught her.

"Morgan, you can't just estimate the square root of 4,532," Jax teased, tapping his pencil.

"I'm not estimating, Jax," Lyra muttered, her skin glowing a soft, sun-kissed amber. The glass of water next to her was vibrating in tiny, perfect concentric circles. "The number is 67.31... and some change. It feels like that's where the edges meet." Jax checked his calculator. His jaw dropped. 

"Exactly 67.32. How do you do that? You didn't even use the long division."

"The numbers have a pulse, Jax. Stop overthinking it." The heavy thud of the front door echoing through the hallway cut their banter short. Marcus now twenty-one, trudged into the kitchen, still in his NYPD blues. His face was a mask of sheer, bone-deep frustration. He didn't even say hello; he just dropped a heavy, metallic device onto the table with a resonant clang.

"Rough day, son?" Thomas asked, looking up from his architectural blueprints at the end of the table.

"Worse," Marcus growled, rubbing the bridge of his nose. "Evidence Recovery handed this off. It’s a high-security encrypted lockbox from a raid. We think it has the names of the traffickers we’ve been chasing for months. The techs at the lab have been at it for ten hours. They say the tumblers are magnetic, and if we force them, the drive inside wipes." Jax leaned in, his inner engineer salivating. 

"Magnetic tumblers? That’s military grade. You need a degaussing sequence, Marcus. It’ll take me all night to build a rig—" Before Jax could finish his sentence, Morgan was already out of her chair. She didn't ask for permission. She walked over to the black box, her hand hovering just inches above the cold steel.

"Morgan, honey, stay back," Ellie cautioned from the stove. "That’s police business."

"It’s buzzing," Lyra whispered. As she got closer, the 101.2°F heat radiating from her palms began to interact with the metal. The air around the box began to shimmer.

"Morgan, don't touch it, it might be a booby trap” Marcus started, reaching for her. Too late. Lyra placed her small, warm hands flat on the top of the box. To the others, it was just a silent room. To Lyra, the box was a symphony of "Wrong." She could feel the magnetic pins inside; they felt like static on a radio. She closed her eyes, letting her internal "Core" synchronize with the tumblers. *Click.* *Whir.* *Thump.* The room felt a sudden surge of heat a spike that made Marcus sweat in his uniform. A faint blue spark jumped from Lyra’s fingertips into the lock. The lid of the "unbreakable" box popped open with a hiss of releasing pressure. The kitchen went dead silent. Marcus stared at the open box, then at his little sister. Jax looked at his tools, feeling suddenly very obsolete.

"It wasn't a magnetic lock," Lyra said, blinking as the amber glow in her eyes faded back to brown. She looked a little dizzy, her forehead damp with sweat. "It was a frequency lock. It just needed to hear the right note." Marcus looked at Thomas. The father and his eldest son shared a long, silent look, one that understood that Morgan wasn't just a "smart kid." She was a bridge to something they couldn't name.

"I spent six hours watching three grown men with PhDs sweat over that thing," Marcus said, his voice a mix of pride and terror. He reached out and ruffled Lyra’s hair, careful of the heat. "You’re a freak, kid. A brilliant, scary freak."

"Does this mean I don't have to finish the math homework?" Lyra asked hopefully.

"Nice try," Thomas laughed, though his eyes remained on the blueprints. He began sketching a new shape, a spire that looked suspiciously like a dragon's wing. "Back to the table, Queenie. Even solvers have to graduate high school." A week later Marcus was teaching her how to box to help her vent the energy she continued fight each day. They were at the 14th precinct gym, and he was teaching her self-defense. 

“Focus Morgan.” Marcus said, holding the heavy mitts. “Don’t let the heat spread. Coil it.” Morgan took a deep breath; she could feel the heat core vibrating in her chest. She swung, a small, eleven-year-old girl, and hit the mitt. There was an audible crack of sound as Marcus was sent stumbling back three feet, his hands stinging as if he’d touched a live wire.

“Whoa,” Jax muttered from the corner, where he was soldering a circuit board. “Her output just spiked to 110 degrees for a millisecond. Marcus, her ‘Code’ is getting too big for her body.” Lyra looked at her hands, which were smoking slightly. “It wants out, Marcus,” she whispered, her golden eyes wide with a mix of fear and wonder. “The energy... it’s like it’s searching for something that isn’t here.”

A few years later Morgan sat at her computer set up in the garage watching the numbers on her screen bounce up and down. She was tracking the stock market numbers watching the trends over the last few weeks. The garage smelled of sawdust from Thomas’s workbench and the ozone of a soldering iron. At thirteen, Morgan was a slip of a girl, usually found buried under a pair of oversized noise-canceling headphones and three monitors she’d salvaged from a local tech recycling bin. The door from the kitchen slammed open. Marcus, twenty-four and already looking like the soldier he was born to be, marched in with Jax, twenty, trailing behind him. Jax looked frustrated, clutching a bulky, early-generation laptop.

“Morgan, tell him it’s impossible,” Jax groaned, plopping the laptop onto her desk, narrowly missing her stack of coding manuals. Morgan didn’t look up. Her fingers continued to fly across the keys, her eyes reflecting lines of green text. “It’s only impossible if you’re using the garbage OS you installed, Jax. What’s the problem?”

“The local police precinct just upgraded their radio encryption for the ‘Junior Detective’ internship program,” Marcus explained, leaning over her shoulder. He looked like a giant next to her, but he spoke to her with the respect of a peer. “I need to be able to relay the logistics for the city’s youth outreach event, but the handshake protocol keeps timing out. The software they gave us is a joke. It’s unhackable, apparently.”

“I’ve tried three different bypasses. The encryption key changes every sixty seconds. By the time I crack the first layer, the door is already locked again.” Jax sighed.

Morgan finally paused intrigued by the challenge. She slid her headphones down to her neck. For a split second, her eyes seemed to shimmer—not with silver-blue light, but with a terrifyingly fast analytical focus. “Un-hackable?” she repeated. A small, competitive smirk touched her lips. “That’s a bold claim for a bunch of guys using a 128-bit architecture.” She pulled the laptop toward her. “The problem isn’t the key, Jax. The problem is that you’re trying to pick the lock. You should be building a master key that predicts the locksmith’s next move.”

“And how exactly are you going to do that?” Jax asked, crossing his arms.

“I’m going to write a ‘shadow’ protocol,” Morgan said, her voice shifting into that cold, clinical tone that would one day make her a CEO. “A recursive algorithm that mirrors their encryption cycle. It doesn’t bypass the security; it becomes a part of it.” For the next two hours, the brothers watched in silence. Marcus brought her a soda; Jax moved a desk lamp to give her better light. They didn’t understand the “C++” or the “Python” she was weaving together, but they understood the result. Every so often, Morgan would go still, her skin flushing a faint, warm pink. She wasn’t just typing; she was feeling the flow of the data, her Wellington Sight translating the digital code into the same patterns her father once used to map the stars.

“Done,” she said, hitting the ‘Enter’ key with a definitive snap. The laptop screen flickered, then a clean, sleek interface popped up. A steady, blue signal bar pulsed at the top.  “Try it now,” she commanded. Jax leaned in, his fingers trembling slightly as he typed in a command. The encryption layers peeled back like wet paper. The police frequency came through—crisp, clear, and completely compromised. 

”Unit 4, we have a signal at Fifth and Main...” Jax’s jaw dropped. “Morgan... this is military-grade. Better than military-grade. You just built a zero-day exploit in the time it took me to make and eat a sandwich.” Marcus placed a heavy, proud hand on her head, ruffling her hair. 

“Our little genius. You’re going to run the world one day, kid.” Morgan looked up at them, the faint blue glow in her eyes before fading back to her silver grey. 

“I don’t want to run the world, Marcus. I just want to make it efficient.” She slid her headphones back on, the “Ice Queen” returning to her sanctuary. “Now get out. I have a school project on the Industrial Revolution to finish, and I’m currently rewrite-mapping the school’s server so I can turn in my paper via a secure cloud-link.”

“Heaven help the first person who tries to tell her no.” Jax laughed, shaking his head as he took the laptop.

The Blaire Kitchen – June, 11 Years Ago

Morgan sat at the breakfast table; her blue graduation cap tossed carelessly onto a chair. At sixteen, she was the youngest valedictorian in the state's history, but she didn't care about the tassel. She was staring at a cracked tablet screen, her eyes darting through spreadsheets. "Honey, you’re supposed to be celebrating," Her mother said, placing a plate of pancakes in front of her. "You graduated high school today! You should be thinking about prom or... or maybe even more college."

"I’m not going to college, Mom," Morgan said calmly. "I’m buying 'Deep-Pulse' stock. And I’m liquidating the college fund Dad set up." Dad nearly choked on his coffee, Marcus and Jax, now back from the ceremony, froze in the doorway.

"Morgan, that fund is fifty thousand dollars a month." Dad said, his voice low and concerned. "That’s your college start up fund Morgan. 'Deep-Pulse' is a failing geothermal company. Everyone on the news says they’re going bankrupt by Friday." Morgan looked up. For a second, her silver-blue eyes seemed to hum with an internal light. 

"The news is reading the surface data, Dad. They’re looking at the debt. I’m looking at the thermal readings from their last three test drills. Their sensors are mis calibrated, but the heat signatures they've ignored are off the charts. They aren't failing; they’re sitting on a volcano of energy they’re too stupid to see. I’m only going to invest the fifty grand you put in this month. That’s all."

"It's fifty grand, Morgs," Jax warned. "If you're wrong, it's gone." He added his voice laced with concern.

"I’m not wrong," she said, her voice light as she chuckled. "I don't get it wrong remember.” She told them all as she look at her brother.

One Week Later the house was silent until a scream erupted from the garage. Marcus and Jax ran in to find Morgan staring at her monitor. "What? What happened?" Marcus demanded, hand on his holster.  Morgan didn't look at him. She just pointed at the screen.  A large red banner was on the screens with the words ‘Deep-Pulse Geothermal: Stock up 4,000%. A major tech conglomerate had bought them out overnight after realizing their thermal data was a goldmine.’ Scrolled past for them to read.

"My fifty thousand," Morgan whispered, a rare, genuine smile breaking her mask. "Is now 2.1 million." The room went dead silent. Thomas leaned against the doorframe, stunned. Morgan didn't celebrate. She didn't buy a sports car. She opened a new tab on her web browser and began searching. "Now," she said, her fingers blurring. "I’m buying the 'Badlands' acreage in Nevada. Every acre of that scorched 'worthless' desert I can get my hands on."

Two Years Later: The Empire Blaire-Tech Headquarters (The Former Garage)

At eighteen, Morgan didn't look like a teenager anymore. She wore tailored suits and carried the weight of two hundred employees. She had spent two years developing Thermal-Map Sensors tech that "saw" through a miles of solid rock by reading the molecular vibrations of the earth. Jax walked in, tossing a legal file on her desk a look of confusion. 

"The results from the Nevada Sector 4 drill are back." Morgan didn't even open the file. 

"Lithium? Or Gold?" She asked as she responded to an email. Jax laughed, breathless. "Both. Huge deposits actually. Morgan, the land you bought for ten dollars an acre is now worth... billions. We’re not just a tech company anymore. We’re the primary supplier for the global battery market." Morgan stood up, looking out the window at the hills she now owned. The fever in her blood felt like a low, satisfied hum waiting to burst open.

"Call the surveyors," Morgan commanded. "I want a deep-core sensor placed every hundred yards. We aren't just mining, Jax. We’re mapping the nervous system of this planet." She tell him, she’s building a corporate empire based on mining and deep-earth sensors, becoming the "Ice Queen" of Wall Street—a woman who never sleeps, never chills, and never lets anyone get close.
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Chapter Three: A High-Tech Prison
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Morgan’s unknown 20th Birthday

The sun hadn’t even crested the Hudson River when Morgan snapped awake. Usually, her mind was a structured grid of tasks and data, but this morning, it was a roar of white noise. She was drenched in sweat. Not the normal sweat of a fever, but a shimmering, viscous heat that smelled faintly of ozone. Her silk sheets were scorched, the fabric curling where her skin touched it. Then, she heard it. It wasn’t a sound, but a vibration that bypassed her ears and resonated directly in her skull. A voice from somewhere deep inside her very soul

“Come home, Little Flame. The Vault is waiting.” The voice was a deep whisper that sent chills down her spine. Morgan rolled out of bed trying to ignore the voice, but her legs started shaking. When her feet hit the hardwood floor, the wood groaned, a faint charred footprint left behind. She stumbled to the bathroom, splashing ice-cold water on her face, but the water hissed and turned to steam the moment it touched her skin. She looked in the mirror. Her pupils weren’t black they were a glowing, electric silver-blue, pulsing in time with a second heartbeat she couldn’t control. “Not today,” she gasped, gripping the marble vanity so hard it spider-webbed under her fingers. “I have... I have a quarterly review. I have a board meeting...”

“The cave, Lyra. Go to the cave.” The name Lyra hit her like a physical blow. She didn’t know the name, but her blood sang to it. The fever she’d managed since she was a baby was no longer a hum; it was a volcanic eruption. Her stomach twisted, a deep, primal nausea rising as her very DNA began to vibrate. Fumbling for her phone, she dialed the one person who would handle this glitch without asking questions.

“Jax,” she rasped into the phone her voice sounded like she had been swallowing sand for hours.

“Morgs?” Jax voice came out concerned.

“You have to handle everything,” she interrupted, her breath coming in ragged hitches. “I’m sick. Real sick, Jax. I’m going off grid for a few days. Don’t... don’t send the security team. Don’t call a doctor. Just keep the company running.”

“Morgan? You sound... weird. Do I need to come over? Is it the ‘heat’ again?” Jax’s voice turned sharp with the protective edge of a brother who knew her secrets.

“I’m fine,” she lied, her skin beginning to glow with a faint blue luminescence. “I just need to be alone. I’ll be back in a couple of days. Tell Mom and Dad I love them. Tell Marcus too.”  She hung up before he could argue. Morgan grabbed her keys and a heavy coat to hide the steam rising from her shoulders. She drove her SUV toward the private acreage she’d bought years ago—a piece of land in the mountains that felt “right” to her analytical brain. There was a cavern system there, deep and reinforced with the high-density minerals she’d spent her career mining. By the time she reached the mouth of the cave, she was barely standing. She stumbled into the darkness, the rock walls feeling like a cool balm against her burning skin. 

She collapsed onto the stone floor, miles away from her empire, her billionaire status, and her human name. “I’m here,” she whispered into the cold dark cave. The cave didn’t answer with words. The crystals in the walls simply began to glow, turning the darkness into a cathedral of blue light, waiting for the Queen to finally break. The cave was a jagged throat of granite and silence. Morgan stumbled deeper, her breath coming in wet, ragged hitches. Every time her palm hit the stone, the rock hissed. She was a living radiator, a meltdown in a designer suit. “I’m here,” she whispered, her voice cracking like dry timber. The crystals on the walls slowly began to twinkle. “I’m here and alone. Now...what?” As if in response, the walls breathed. Deep within the stone, veins of raw quartz began to twinkle, pulsing with a rhythmic, sapphire light that acted like a landing strip. She crawled toward it, her fingernails clawing at the dirt because her legs no longer understood how to stand.
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