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​Content Warning


This novel contains scenes of violence, explicit sexual content, primal dominance, emotionally complex love triangles, and possessive behavior. Reader discretion is advised. Intended for mature audiences 18+.
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    For the ones who never settled.

Who wanted too much.

Who were told they burned too hot—

and learned to take it as a compliment.



    



  	
        
            
            "Love in its essence is spiritual fire."

— Seneca
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​Prologue
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​Silas

Before she came, there was only fire.

Not warmth. Not light.

Just fire like punishment. Fire like hunger. Fire that devoured but never fed.

Silas Darrow lay beneath the Darrow Sanctum, bound by soul-runes, chained to ancient stone that pulsed with leyline blood. His body was forged from shadow and flame, and still—he starved.

He did not sleep.

Sleep was for the sane. The innocent. The unmarked.

He dreamed instead.

And always... she was there.

Not fully formed. A flicker. A scent. A heat rising at the edge of prophecy.

Flame-colored hair. Molten eyes. A mouth made for sin.

His flame.

He hadn’t seen her with mortal eyes, but the bond had whispered her name long before time had meaning. She moved behind his ribs, under his skin, curled into the hollows of his madness.

Tonight, the chain on his wrist glowed gold.

Tonight, she burned.

A snarl left his throat, low and reverent. His fangs ached. His cock throbbed, hard and wild, as if it too recognized the spark miles and years away.

She was waking.

He could smell her arousal from across the leyline, could feel her soul reaching—unaware, unready, already his.

He imagined her writhing in her sleep, hips moving against silk, thighs parted from dreams she didn’t understand. He imagined her fingers slipping between her legs as she gasped his name—though she hadn’t yet heard it.

The fire in him surged, unrelenting.

He bucked against the restraints, groaning as heat lashed through his veins.

He was going mad.

But he would wait.

He would wait forever.

Because when she came—when she found him—he would take her.

He would mark her, bite her, breed her, ruin her.

And she would beg for more.

“Come to me,” he whispered to the wind, voice guttural. “Set me free.”

The Ember Sigil blazed across his chest, cracked with gold light.

She was close.

Closer than she’d ever been.

And as the earth stirred, Silas closed his eyes and whispered the name he didn’t yet know but already loved.

“Mine.”

—
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​Before the Burn 

THE FOREST SCREAMED beneath the Red Fire Moon.

Trees bowed under invisible weight, their limbs cracking with pressure as if the sky itself were trying to crush the world. The leyline pulsed red-hot under the soil, glowing through ancient roots with molten veins of magic. The Shroud was alive tonight—angry, ravenous, awake.

At the heart of the Darrow Sanctum, Silas knelt in chains.

Naked, blood-soaked, trembling with something far beyond rage, he breathed fire into the night. His golden eyes glowed like twin suns about to implode. Arcane symbols burned along his skin—brands of imprisonment etched by the hands of cowards. Runes once carved to crown him Alpha were now warped into restraints by the same council that had once called him heir.

They circled him now, the Shadow Council, black-robed and silent. And at the center stood Malruk Greil, high warden and architect of this betrayal.

“You killed your blood,” Malruk said, voice deep and dry as a dying flame. “And now you will burn with him.”

Silas laughed. Low. Mad. “He tried to take what was mine. He died tasting his failure.”

“Your rage has unbalanced the Shroud,” Malruk continued, unfazed. “And worse—you’ve opened the door.”

A hum rippled through the ritual stones.

The Ritual of Binding Flame was beginning.

Silas gritted his teeth as the heat beneath him surged upward. The stone cracked. Magic howled through the circle as the Ember Sigil—an ancient spiral of flame and void—began to etch itself across his chest. It burned deeper than flesh. Into soul. Into bone.

Still, he didn’t scream.

He saw her.

Not here. Not now. But in a flash of searing red behind his eyes—a woman of fire, of wild hair and molten eyes and lips parted in both pain and pleasure. She stood at the edge of a world not yet built, and still, she called to him.

Silas arched his neck toward the moon and roared her name—though he didn’t yet know it.

“I’ll find her,” he growled. “I’ll wait. I’ll burn. And when she comes—I’ll mark her. I’ll claim her. Even if it ends this cursed world.”

Malruk bent low, pressing the brand into Silas’s chest with his own palm.

“When she comes,” he whispered, “you will burn... and so will the world.”

—
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ACROSS THE VALLEY, fire bloomed.

Not in the Shroud, but in Sutton. In a house at the edge of the leyline, where witches had tried and failed to seal what should never have been opened.

Flames consumed walls, beds, spellbooks. They devoured everything—except the baby.

She cried in the middle of the inferno, her skin untouched, her eyes bright as candlelight. Her sobs shook the smoke as it twisted into shapes—sigils, serpents, and one brief flare of a crescent moon.

The fire loved her. It curled toward her cheek. Kissed her fingers. And did not burn.

Mira Hale stumbled into the wreckage, led by dreams she could not explain. She found the child in a cradle of ash. Her breath caught in her throat.

“I’ll call you Ember,” she whispered, wrapping her in a scorched blanket. “Because you survived the fire... and I think you’ll start another.”

—
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IN THE WOODS, FAR FROM the baby’s cries, Sister Alia watched both miracles unfold.

She stood beyond the circle of runes, where neither Silas’s howl nor Malruk’s curse could reach. Her eyes shone with the fire of prophecy. Her lips barely moved as she whispered:

“The fire has chosen. And when it returns... nothing will survive untouched.
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​One – The Fire Within
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She woke with her heart pounding and her thighs damp with heat that wasn’t entirely from the dream.

The fire had chased her again—crimson and wild, curling through trees like living desire. And behind it, always behind it, came the beast. Not monstrous. No—he was worse than that. He was beautiful. Gold-eyed and fanged. A man forged in heat and hunger, running her down not to kill her... but to claim her.

Ember Hale sat upright in bed, breath ragged, sweat clinging to her spine. Her hand trembled as she touched the place just above her breastbone—where he’d bitten her in the dream.

No mark. But the skin there was hot. Throbbing.

She shivered and rose to her feet, pushing open the window to let in the morning chill. Sutton lay quiet beneath a veil of mist, wrapped in that strange hush that came whenever the Midnight Fire Moon approached.

Even the birds didn’t sing.

Downstairs, Mira was already awake. Her mother’s dark curls were pinned up, face pale and drawn as she stirred herbs over the stove.

“You dreamed of him again, didn’t you?” Mira asked, not looking up.

Ember flinched. “I... yeah.”

Mira’s stirring slowed. “Stay away from the forest, Ember. Don’t even walk near it. Not this year.”

Ember didn’t answer. The scent of herbs and firewood filled her lungs, but it couldn’t chase away the burn lingering low in her belly.

She needed air.

The lake was still when she got there, glassy and gray, the reflection of the sky heavy with tension. She kicked off her boots and waded to her knees, closing her eyes against the rising wind.

“Could’ve told me you were coming,” a voice said behind her.

She didn’t have to turn to know it was Jace Morin. His voice had always felt like summer—warm, familiar, a little too easy to sink into.

“I didn’t think I needed to ask permission to stand in a lake.”

“I didn’t say that.” He stepped closer. She heard the crunch of gravel. “But if I’d known, I’d have beat you here.”

“Why? So you could out-brood the mist?”

He laughed—quiet, low. “Maybe. You’ve been different lately.”

“I’ve always been different,” she said.

“That’s not what I meant.”

She turned. He was close. Closer than he should’ve been. Wind stirred his dark hair, and those too-honest eyes searched hers like they were looking for secrets.

“You’ve been...” He hesitated. “Restless.”

The tension stretched between them—delicate and electric.

Then she smiled. “You’re imagining things.”

Jace smiled too, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “Right.”

They stood there for a moment too long.

As she walked back toward the edge of town, the wind shifted. The trees at the edge of the forest stilled. The air around The Shroud grew colder.

She stopped at the boundary stone—the one etched with runes no one could read anymore—and she felt it.

A pulse.

A heartbeat.

The forest looked back.

Inside her, something whispered.

Not words. Just... want.

And deep in the woods, something answered.

—
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THAT NIGHT, EMBER COULDN’T sleep.

She tried—burrowed deep beneath her blankets, windows latched tight, candles extinguished—but the heat wouldn’t leave her. It pulsed beneath her skin like a second heartbeat. It stirred in her blood like hunger.

The dream hadn’t faded. If anything, it had grown sharper.

She could still feel the phantom imprint of fangs at her throat. The ache between her legs. The heavy weight of a body she’d never seen in waking life, but somehow knew with terrifying intimacy.

He’s not real, she told herself. Just a dream. Just heat and hormones and too many damn stories about cursed moons and forest gods.

And yet...

She rose from bed without thought. Barefoot. Silent. She padded down the hallway, past Mira’s door, through the kitchen, and out onto the back porch where the air clung to her skin like velvet.

Mist pooled low across the fields. The sky was cloudless, and there it was—rising over the Shroud like a wound in the heavens: the Midnight Fire Moon. Not yet red. Not yet burning. But full. Watching.
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