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CHAPTER 1: THE WINGS THAT WATCH
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The storm broke over the Hollow Peaks with a ferocity that silenced even the beasts of the mountains. Black thunderclouds gathered like a cloak over the jagged ridges, suffocating the last vestiges of light. Lightning ripped the sky, casting flickering silhouettes of ancient peaks that had never bowed to time. The wind howled through narrow ravines, shrieking like a chorus of spirits, and the air trembled with something more than thunder—something watching.

Liora ran.

Mud clung to her bare feet as she tore through the underbrush, every breath burning in her throat. Her cloak—what little remained of it—snapped behind her like broken wings. She could still hear the horns in the distance, the bellow of the hunters on her trail. Not men. Not anymore.

Dragons.

She didn’t dare look back. She knew what she’d see if she did—eyes like molten gold in the dark, wings vast enough to block out the sky, teeth that had once cracked bone in the Old Wars. They were the Obsidian Flight, legends whispered through the lower territories, warnings carried by firelight. She had believed those were just stories. Until today.

She stumbled into a clearing, chest heaving, and dropped to her knees beside a pool of rain-fed water. Her reflection stared back at her—pale skin streaked with dirt and blood, silver hair clinging to her temples, eyes too wide, too bright. A flare of scent, too potent to ignore, rose from her skin. She cursed under her breath.

The shift had started.

It was her heat. It had come early, unexpected, and violent. The scent of an unmated omega in full bloom was a beacon, a scream in the wild. She had hidden it for years, suppressants, cloaking spells, even physical binding to disguise her nature. But nothing held forever. Not against fate. Not against biology. And certainly not against the gods-cursed bond.

Branches snapped to her left.

Liora spun, heart hammering, and reached for the dagger tucked at her thigh. She wasn’t defenseless—her father had taught her better than that—but she was far from equal to the threat stalking her now.

The trees parted.

One figure emerged, and the forest seemed to bend away from him, as though afraid. He was tall, unnaturally so, with skin the color of onyx and eyes that burned like midnight flame. His dark wings, folded tight against his back, twitched as if impatient to be unfurled. He didn’t smile. He didn’t need to.

“You run well,” he said, voice deep, rough like cracked granite.

Liora didn’t answer. Words were weakness now.

Another set of footsteps approached. This one lighter, but no less dangerous. A second man appeared—this one silver-haired with jagged scars across his throat and collarbone. His eyes were different—less fire, more frost—but they locked onto her with the same claim.

A third. Then a fourth.

They formed a circle around her, predators toying with their prey. All wore obsidian armor etched with ancient glyphs. All bore the mark of the Flight—black wings, dark eyes, and power radiating from them like waves of heat.

“We’ve watched you,” the first one said again. His voice vibrated through her bones, low and commanding. “For weeks now.”

She straightened slowly, keeping the dagger in sight. “Then you should know I’m not interested in mating rituals or tribal games.”

The silver-haired one chuckled, a sound with no humor. “This isn’t a game, omega.”

“I’m not yours,” she hissed.

But even as she said it, her body betrayed her. Heat pulsed low in her belly, a dangerous warmth, and her scent thickened the air. One of them—red-eyed and silent—groaned under his breath and took a step closer before the first raised a hand to stop him.

“You’re awakening,” the lead said. “The bond is stirring.”

“No,” she whispered, backing away. “I’ve kept it locked down for years—”

“And yet here you are. Feral. Alone. Ripe.”

The word struck her like a lash, humiliating and arousing all at once. Her grip on the dagger faltered.

“Liora,” the fourth one finally spoke. He was the youngest-looking, with golden curls and eyes like melted amber. “You can feel it, can’t you? The call?”

She shook her head. “This is a mistake. I don’t want this. I don’t want—”

“But you need it,” said the first, stepping into her space. He was massive up close, heat radiating off him in waves. “You’re omega. You can’t fight nature.”

“I will,” she spat. “I’ll burn before I let you touch me.”

Something in his gaze darkened. “Then you’ll burn with us.”

Before she could run again, the air shimmered. Magic—a binding pulse that snared her muscles and yanked her to the earth. She thrashed, snarled, screamed—but her limbs refused to obey. The spell had wrapped around her heat, tethering her like a leash.

“I hate you,” she gasped.

“Not yet,” said the silver-haired one. “But you will.”

The youngest knelt beside her, brushing a lock of hair from her face with a gentleness that felt obscene in contrast. “We don’t want to hurt you, Liora.”

“But we will,” added the silent one, finally speaking—his voice like crushed velvet and ashes. “If you make us.”

She struggled to breathe, tears hot and unrelenting down her cheeks. She didn’t want this. She had never wanted this.

“You belong to the Obsidian Flight now,” the leader said, rising over her like a stormfront. “And when the bond completes, when you awaken what lies dormant inside that lovely blood of yours... the world will either kneel—or burn.”

Lightning struck nearby, illuminating the mountain’s shadowed face.

And the wings that watched unfurled all at once.
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CHAPTER 2: THE OMEGA’S CAGE
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The walls of the mountain fortress whispered with age and power. Cold stone swallowed sound, drinking in Liora’s every shallow breath, every scuff of her boots against the obsidian-tiled floor. The corridor twisted endlessly, carved into the very heart of the Hollow Peaks, dimly lit by torches that burned blue, casting strange shadows on the rock. She had stopped counting the turns a long time ago.

They hadn’t chained her.

They didn’t need to.

The spell that had dropped her to her knees in the forest still lingered on her skin like a bruise. Magic coiled around her wrists and ankles, invisible yet unyielding, reminding her with every step that this place was a cage. A beautifully cruel cage built for her kind. And the worst part—her body responded to it. She could feel the drag of the bond deep in her marrow, a magnetic hum that had only grown stronger since they’d brought her here.

Her captors walked in silence.

Four of them. Always four. The alphas.

The one who led them was Kairon. She’d learned his name through whispered echoes in the halls and the way the others deferred to him. His wings brushed the ceiling as he walked, folded but heavy, and his voice still reverberated through her bones from the night before. Kairon had not touched her since then—but his eyes did, dragging over her skin as though already claiming it.

Beside him walked the silver-haired one, Vael. His gait was silent, almost disinterested, but she could feel him watching her from the corner of his cold, calculating gaze. Scarred and silent for the most part, he radiated the kind of power that didn’t need to be spoken to be understood.

The third—Raeth—was the one who hadn’t spoken at all until the end. His crimson eyes watched everything. He moved like a ghost, smooth and predatory, a flicker of movement and then stillness. Liora couldn’t tell what he thought. That scared her most of all.

And the last, Azren, looked nothing like the rest. Blond and beautiful, with a boyish smirk and an easy stride, he should’ve been the least threatening. But his energy was volatile, a spark beneath his skin, and there was something in his smile that screamed danger—a warning wrapped in charm.

They stopped before a massive ironwood door bound in black metal and sigils that pulsed faintly. Kairon placed his hand against it. The wood groaned, and the magic melted. The door swung open.

“This will be your room,” he said.

Room. A generous word for what it was.

The space inside was carved into the mountain’s hollow belly, with smooth black walls that shimmered faintly, a bed large enough for three placed at the center, draped in furs and dark velvet. Chains hung from the wall. A bathing pool steamed in one corner, fed by underground springs. It was all lush, decadent—designed for pleasure, not comfort.

Liora didn’t move.

“Get in,” Kairon said, his voice like stone cracking under pressure.

She turned slowly. “If you think I’ll lie down and spread my legs just because you’ve dressed it up pretty—”

“No,” Vael interrupted, voice a cold knife. “We don’t want that.”

That gave her pause.

“Yet,” Azren added with a wicked grin. “We’d prefer you beg first.”

Raeth said nothing, but his eyes flicked toward the chains, and her stomach twisted.

Kairon stepped into the room, towering and terrifying. “You are not a prisoner, Liora. You’re not even restrained. Not physically.”

“You mean the spell that makes me feel like I’m going to drown every time I breathe near one of you?” she snapped. “That restraint?”

He nodded once. “That’s the bond.”

“I didn’t ask for it.”

“Neither did we.”

That silenced her.

He gestured into the room. “You will stay here. The heat is rising. The longer you resist, the more dangerous it will become. For all of us.”

She clenched her fists. “I’m not staying in a mating chamber.”

“You will,” Vael said simply. “Or you will bleed.”

“Try me,” she spat, but her voice cracked, betraying the trembling in her limbs.

Azren moved first.

He crossed the threshold in a blink, crowding her space, fingers brushing her cheek with a boldness that made her flinch.

“Do you feel it?” he whispered, leaning close enough that his lips nearly brushed hers. “That pull? You smell like a fire just waiting for kindling.”

“I’ll kill you,” she said, voice low and sharp.

His grin widened. “Promise?”

A wave of heat rolled through her, traitorous and undeniable. Her body wanted what her mind rejected. The omega inside her was clawing at her ribs, keening for the bond. It made her hate herself more than she already did.

Kairon took her arm, surprisingly gentle, and guided her into the room. “Rest. The first cycle is coming. You will need strength.”

She yanked her arm back, staggering but upright. “You think I’ll let any of you touch me? You think just because I’m in heat—because my scent’s gone wild—you can just take what you want?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he nodded to the others.

They left her alone.

The door shut with a deep thud that echoed through her bones.

She stood there, panting, trembling, staring at the bed like it might attack her. Her skin felt too tight, her blood too hot. The omega within her was screaming, her instincts twisted and torn by the presence of the alphas just beyond the stone walls. Their scents lingered like smoke—earth, storm, fire, and frost.

She collapsed onto the floor beside the bed, dragging one of the furs with her, wrapping it around her shaking body. The tears came hard and fast, scalding her cheeks. She pressed her fist to her mouth to muffle the sobs, but they came anyway.

No one would save her.

No one even knew she was gone.

She didn’t know how long she lay there before sleep finally took her—fitful and dark.

And somewhere beyond her dreams, in the deepest halls of the fortress, four dragons waited.

Watching. Hungering.

And whispering to one another, the bond already stirring.
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CHAPTER 3: OBSIDIAN RISING
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Liora awoke drenched in sweat, her skin slick and burning as though her veins had been laced with fire. The walls of her chamber pulsed faintly, the enchantments woven into the obsidian vibrating with some unseen rhythm that echoed her racing heart. Her breath hitched as she tried to rise, muscles weak, her entire body aching with a hunger she couldn’t name. The heat had crested sometime in the night, dragging her into dreams so vivid she had awoken moaning, clawing at the sheets with need.
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