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Chapter 1: The Heat I Couldn’t Control
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The heat came on fast—too fast. One minute, I was standing at the edge of the Skyblade Ruins, wind brushing through my hair, the scent of old stone and dragon moss in the air, and the next, my knees buckled with a sharp pang low in my abdomen. I gripped the side of a crumbled pillar, panting, trying to ground myself, but the earth beneath my boots felt like it was spinning. My Omega cycle had never come like this before. It always started slow—like a flickering candle in a quiet room—but this... this was an inferno.

I tried to breathe through it, to count the seconds like I’d been taught, but the moment my fingers touched the stone, something deep inside it throbbed. Not metaphorically. Literally. The stone pulsed beneath my touch, a low vibration that reverberated through my bones. The glyphs carved into the ruin glowed faintly—a reddish gold shimmer like fading embers. My heat spiked again, harder this time, more intense. I gasped and stumbled back.

The sky overhead darkened. Just a flicker—like a cloud passing the sun—but enough to make me look up. And in that moment, I realized I wasn’t alone. Not in the usual way someone feels watched. This was different. Ancient. A presence that pressed down on me from above, from below, from within the very mountain itself. It was as if the ruins had awoken, and they were... aware.

My instincts screamed at me to run. But my body had other plans.

The cycle rolled over me like a storm tide. My vision blurred. My thighs trembled. The scent of my own heat was unmistakable now—sweet, ripe, magnetic. It filled the air like a beacon, and for the first time, I was afraid of who, or what, might answer its call.

I dropped to my knees beside the altar. Not because I wanted to, but because I couldn’t stand anymore. My breath came in ragged pants. Sweat dripped down my spine. My hands shook as I tried to steady myself, and when I looked up, the glyphs were glowing brighter now. Symbols none of our linguists had managed to decode. Symbols that now seemed to pulse in sync with my heartbeat.

A crack split the air. Sharp. Deafening. I screamed, ducking instinctively, but the sound didn’t come from the sky. It came from the stone.

From the altar.

I scrambled back, heart slamming in my chest, as a second crack split the air—this one accompanied by a blinding burst of light. The top of the altar cracked down the middle, ancient stone splitting like fragile bone. Flames—not fire, not exactly—something golden and alive, like liquid light—burst upward in a column that licked the sky.

Then the wind died.

Completely.

No rustle, no whisper.

The world held its breath.

And then... I saw him.

At first, he was only a shadow in the light. Tall, broad, winged. Wings. I blinked, heart caught in my throat. They stretched impossibly wide, scaled and radiant, made of iridescent fire and shadow. The figure stepped forward, the glow retreating like mist curling from his body. He was naked, but there was nothing vulnerable about him. He was power. Rage. Majesty. His eyes opened, and they locked on me with a hunger that made my body go liquid.

Drakar.

I didn’t know how I knew his name. I just did.

He inhaled—slow, deliberate. And I felt it. The way my scent struck him like a blow to the gut. His pupils flared, slitting vertically like a predator’s, and his lips curled into something between recognition and reverence.

“Mine,” he growled.

I tried to speak, but my voice failed me.

He stepped forward, and the earth trembled beneath his feet. Not from weight, but from power. From ancient, raw Alpha dominance that reached across the space between us and gripped my heat-soaked body with invisible hands.

“Where—” I gasped. “What—who are you?”

His gaze softened—just a little. “You do not remember.”

I shook my head, trembling. “Remember what?”

He knelt before me, his claws glinting gold as they touched the cracked stone. “Our bond. You broke it to save the world. But the cost... it caged me here. Until now.”

I couldn’t think. My mind was a whirl of heat, memory, and fear. “I don’t—this isn’t—”

“You called me,” he said, voice like thunder wrapped in silk. “Your heat called me. And I rose for you.”

Something in my chest twisted. The name echoed in my mind—Drakar. Memories surged and vanished like smoke. Golden eyes in firelight. Wings wrapped around me. A kiss beneath starlight. Pain. So much pain.

“No,” I whispered. “That can’t be real.”

“It was,” he said. “And it is again.”

I should’ve run. Should’ve fought. But his presence wrapped around me like fire. He touched my cheek, and the moment his fingers met my skin, the air exploded with golden flame.

And then everything changed.

The mountain screamed.

A roar split the valley—low, deep, and ancient.

Drakar stiffened. “They’re waking.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, stumbling to my feet.

“The others,” he said, eyes narrowing. “The bond was never just mine.”

Another crack echoed from deep within the mountain. Then another. Then another.

Three roars.

Three pulses of energy that shook the ruins.

I turned to Drakar, panic rising like a tide. “What did I do?”

He reached for me, fire in his eyes and something softer beneath it. “You did what you were always meant to do.”

I shook my head, tears stinging my eyes. “I didn’t mean to—”

He pulled me into his arms.

And the world ignited.

My heat consumed me, my body burning with a need I couldn’t name, and Drakar’s power wrapped around me like a storm given flesh. He didn’t kiss me—he claimed me with presence alone. With memory and fate and the fire of something eternal.

And beneath the Skyblade Ruins, four hearts beat again.

Because I was never just one Omega.

I was theirs.

And they were coming for me.
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Chapter 2: Whispering Stones
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The sky was painted in hues of ash and flame as I fled from the altar, every breath ragged, my limbs trembling with exhaustion and desire. Drakar’s presence still clung to me like smoke—his touch, his voice, the impossible gravity of his soul stretching through mine as if we were threads once woven tightly together and cruelly severed. Behind me, the altar still pulsed, a living wound torn open in the skin of the mountain. The golden fire had quieted, but the power it had unleashed remained, echoing through the wind and stone like the memory of a scream.

I stumbled over broken stone paths, ancient carvings long since worn smooth by time grazing beneath my fingertips as I steadied myself. They whispered when I brushed them. Not in words, not really. But I felt the weight of them all the same—remnants of lives lived long before mine, secrets too heavy for the air to carry. I could hear them in the wind. Murmurs. Echoes. My name spoken not as it was now, but as it had once been, lifetimes ago.

Kaelira.

The name struck through my skull like lightning. My knees buckled. My vision spun. A thousand shattered glimpses of another life burned behind my eyes. A woman with silver in her hair and wings of smoke. A crown made of dragonbone. Firelight flickering across scaled skin. And four Alpha mates standing around her like sentinels of war and worship.

Me.

I pressed my palm to the nearest pillar, heart hammering, breath shallow. “No,” I whispered. “No, this isn’t possible.”

The stone responded, warm beneath my touch. A soft hum thrummed up my arm, curling around my wrist like an invisible ribbon. Glyphs shimmered faintly beneath a layer of moss and dust, lighting up in tandem with my pulse.

I stepped back, heart climbing my throat. “What is happening to me?”

“You’ve remembered the first thread.”

I turned so fast I nearly lost my balance again. Drakar stood at the edge of the clearing, shadows curling around his shoulders, the dying sunlight casting a bronze glow along the planes of his skin. His wings were folded behind him now, vast and sharp-edged like weapons forged from starlight and bone. His eyes were darker than before, rimmed in gold, and something in his stance told me he was restraining himself—barely.

“You shouldn’t be here,” I said. “This—this isn’t real. I’m just a linguist. I was sent to study ruins, not resurrect cursed dragons.”

He smiled. Slow. Patient. Devastating.

“And yet here you stand, scenting the air like a mate in heat, your body calling to me across the ages. This is more real than anything you’ve ever known.”

“I didn’t mean to call anyone,” I said. “I just wanted to understand the glyphs. That’s all.”

He moved toward me with the quiet grace of something wild and dangerous, and every step made my body react. My breath hitched. My thighs clenched. My heat surged anew. His presence awakened things I didn’t know I possessed—hunger, fury, longing.

“The glyphs are your memories,” he said. “They are fragments of who you were... who you still are. They were carved here in your honor.”

“Why? Why would I ever want this? To be part of a curse, to awaken—”

“Us?” he asked, stopping just a breath away. “To awaken your Alphas?”

I hated the way my body responded. The ache. The yearning. The way his scent—spiced smoke and wild skies—made my heat spiral higher.

“I don’t even know you,” I whispered.

He touched my cheek, gentle as a summer breeze. “Not yet. But you will.”

His fingers trailed down my jaw, igniting a shiver that stole the strength from my legs. He caught me before I could fall, arms tightening around me like steel and silk combined.

“You’re burning,” he murmured, his lips brushing my ear. “And there’s no suppressant in the world strong enough to mute the kind of heat born from a soul-bond.”

“I didn’t agree to this,” I said, though my voice trembled with need.

“Your soul did,” he said. “Long ago.”

We stood like that for a moment, tangled in a silence heavy with the weight of things not yet spoken. The stones around us seemed to pulse with ancient rhythm, like a heartbeat echoing through the mountain. And then the wind shifted again.

Three voices.

Not spoken. Not heard with ears.

Felt.

I gasped, pulling back from Drakar. “There are others. I heard—”

He nodded. “The others are waking.”

“Who are they?”

He watched me, unreadable. “Your mates. My brothers.”

I reeled. “No. I’m not... I can’t—”

“You’ve always been ours,” he said. “Even when you forgot. Even when you chose death over binding us to your fate.”

“I didn’t—”

“You did,” he said, more gently now. “And we understood. But time has moved forward, and the curse has weakened. Your heat called to us. Your scent awakened the pact buried in flame and bone. And now we rise.”

I took a step back, then another, shaking my head. “This isn’t my destiny. I have a life. A career. I’m not meant to be some Omega from a lost era of dragons and magic.”

The stones trembled beneath us.

From deep within the mountain, a sound like cracking glass rolled through the earth. The glyphs around us flared. The sky darkened with clouds, swirling in unnatural spirals.

Drakar’s eyes turned sharp. “We don’t have time to debate fate, Kaelira. The High Court will have sensed the awakening. They will come.”

“Who?” I asked, dread blooming like poison. “Who are the High Court?”

He exhaled slowly, wings shifting behind him. “The ones who sealed us. Who feared what we were. What we are. They called our bond unnatural. Dangerous. Too powerful for this world.”

I staggered, stunned. “Why would they care about me now?”

“Because you are the last piece,” he said. “You are the only one who can restore what was lost... or end it forever.”

A sharp wind sliced through the ruins then, and a whisper louder than any scream threaded through the air. My name, spoken in three voices.

Kaelira.

It rang through my bones, pulling on something deep inside me. My body surged with fresh heat, need laced with fear, desire knotted with memory.

“They’re near,” Drakar said, wings flaring behind him.

I shook, clinging to the stones to stay upright. “I can’t—”

“You will.”

The ruins shuddered. Somewhere in the mountain, something vast stirred. Drakar stepped forward, lifting me into his arms like I weighed nothing at all.

“Where are you taking me?” I asked.

“To the Heartscale Temple,” he said. “Where it all began. Where the bond was first made.”

I closed my eyes, a tear slipping down my cheek as the ruins blurred around us. My body throbbed with heat. My mind pulsed with fragments of a life I didn’t understand. Four dragons. Four mates. One bond.

And a war that hadn’t ended.

Not really.

Not yet.
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Chapter 3: The Awakening of Drakar
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The mountains groaned like a beast stirred from slumber. As Drakar carried me across the ancient crags, the air thickened with a pressure that weighed on every breath. The sky itself seemed to bow under the tension, the clouds swirling in unnatural patterns overhead, casting flashes of reddish-gold light across the jagged landscape. My body burned with heat still, sweat beading down my temples, slicking my skin beneath my clothes, and every beat of Drakar’s wings sent a shudder through my core that threatened to unravel me.

His wings were unlike anything I had ever imagined—scaled in overlapping patterns that shimmered with iridescent color, too bright and too ancient to belong in this world. They beat slowly, majestically, sending gusts of wind over the mountain cliffs as he glided with terrifying grace. He didn’t look down at me once, yet his grip never faltered. Strong arms wrapped tightly around my waist, holding me as though I were both fragile and vital. He smelled of smoke and storms and something deeply alive—like rain on embers, primal and consuming. It made my heat flare again, an uncontrollable surge that had me biting back a moan.
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