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Chapter 1: The Scent They Tracked
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The first time I felt them, it was like the forest held its breath.

I stood barefoot in the moss, the morning dew still clinging to my skin, the basket in my hands filled with wild berries and herbs. Birdsong stilled. The wind shifted. And the scent—so subtle, so foreign to this part of the realm—slid over my skin like a whisper of heat, curling into my lungs. I froze. It wasn’t just a predator’s scent. It was something older, something buried in blood and bone. Something that called to a part of me I had tried so hard to bury.

Dragon.

They were near.

My heart stammered, the Omega in me already beginning to tremble with awareness. Not fear. Not yet. Just instinct, primal and deep-rooted. My kind wasn’t supposed to be here—untouched, unclaimed, hidden in the trees like some fae ghost—but I had carved out my quiet life in defiance of the Order. Away from the Alphas, the bond-seeking madness, and the politics of the skyflights. Away from the war raging in the upper realms. But now that quiet life was cracking, and it began with a scent.

I dropped the basket.

A branch snapped in the distance.

Not animals. Not bandits. No smell of sweat or metal or ale. Just that blistering, addictive dragon scent. Smoke and ozone and heat. Each breath of it made my skin prickle, the Omega heat stirring in me like a sleeping beast. I backed up slowly, eyes scanning the tree line, the sky above, the rocks behind. I had to get home. I had to—

Wings.

A shadow swept across the clearing. Massive. The ground vibrated with its passage, wind gusting through the trees. I barely had time to duck as something enormous passed overhead and disappeared beyond the ridge.

Not one.

Three.

I ran.

The forest was my home, my haven. Every twist in the trail, every root and fallen log was as familiar to me as breath. But the scent followed. No—chased. They were tracking me, not just wandering through. That was when fear truly sank in. Because dragons didn’t leave their skylands for nothing. They didn’t hunt for sport. If they were here, they were looking for something.

Or someone.

Me.

The trees thinned near the edge of the ridge where my cabin stood hidden between cliffs. My legs burned from the sprint. My lungs scraped with the weight of their presence pressing down from above. The bond had not been awakened yet, but I could feel its roots beginning to stir in me. As if it knew what they were. Who they were.

Alphas.

Their scent was thick in the clearing before my cabin—three strands, distinct and powerful, braided with intent. My steps faltered. I was too late.

Kael stood in the center.

He was fire made flesh. Ash-colored scales shimmered faintly along his forearms and neck, remnants of a recent shift. His dark hair was wind-tossed, his body tall and corded with strength, and his eyes—black with a ring of molten gold—locked on mine with a predator’s focus. He didn’t move. He didn’t need to. The air bent around him with the force of his presence. Alpha. Warborn. A killer dressed in leather and control.

To his right, Thorne lingered in the shadows of the cabin’s edge. Silent, tall, his expression unreadable beneath his dark cloak. Pale silver hair was braided down his back, and his eyes were like chipped stone—cool, calculating, unmoved. There was a quiet fire in him, banked deep. He didn’t look at me like Kael did. He analyzed me. As if I were a puzzle.

And to the left—Ashar. The smile was the first thing I noticed. Easy, charming, a weapon of disarmament. His golden curls framed a face too beautiful to be trusted. But even as he tilted his head with mock curiosity, even as he offered a slow, exaggerated bow, the hunger in his gaze betrayed him. He wanted. Badly.

Three Alphas. Three dragons.

They had found me.

“I wondered how long you’d run,” Kael said, voice like crushed embers. “But you came right to us.”

“I didn’t know,” I managed, my voice hoarse.

Ashar’s smile widened. “You knew enough to run. That’s a start.”

Thorne stepped forward finally, his tone flat and sharp. “She’s unmarked. Unclaimed.”

“No scent of bond on her,” Kael growled. “No flight. No Alpha. No den.”

I backed up. “I’m not part of this. I don’t want—”

“You don’t get to want,” Kael said, his eyes burning hotter.

“You hunted me,” I whispered.

“You called to us,” Thorne said, not unkindly, but unyielding. “You exist. That is enough.”

Ashar’s eyes gleamed. “And now, little flame, you’re ours.”

Heat coiled in my belly. Not from fear. Not from desire. From something deeper. My body was reacting to them—against my will, against my training, against the quiet life I had tried to build. The scent of them filled me. My skin flushed. My Omega nature was rising, clawing toward the surface, craving their fire.

No.

I turned to run again.

Kael moved like lightning.

One moment he was ten feet away. The next, his hand gripped my arm, not harsh, but inescapable. His body pressed close, the heat of him sinking through every barrier I had. His voice was low, a whisper of dominance.

“Don’t run from us again.”

My knees buckled, not from weakness, but from the bond-spark that seared through me at his touch. The world blurred. Kael’s scent hit me like a storm. I whimpered—gods, I hated that sound in my throat—and Kael’s pupils dilated.

“See?” Ashar murmured behind him. “She feels it.”

Kael’s hand slid to my lower back, steadying me, guiding me toward the cabin. “We will not take you now,” he said. “But you are not leaving.”

“You can’t keep me here.”

“You don’t know what you are,” Thorne said. “You don’t know what’s coming.”

“What am I?”

Kael’s eyes darkened further. “Ours.”

That night, they didn’t touch me.

Not truly.

They stayed close, inside the cabin, each staking a place like a predator marking territory. Kael sat in the doorway like a sentinel. Thorne read from a tome he’d pulled from thin air—magic, I realized—and Ashar slept sprawled on the floor like he’d always lived here.

I stayed awake.

I didn’t sleep.

Because every breath was filled with them.

And I knew the truth now.

The hunt was over.

They had tracked the scent.

And they had found their Omega.
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Chapter 2: Bound in Fire
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The scent of ash lingered in the cabin long after the dragons settled. It clung to the walls, the floorboards, the very air I breathed, as if the structure itself had absorbed them. I sat on the edge of the small cot I had built from pine and cloth, back pressed against the wall, knees drawn to my chest, and listened. Every creak of wood, every subtle shift in breath from the males in the room was magnified, distorted by the rush of blood in my ears. My heart hadn’t slowed since they arrived. Since Kael touched me.

No, not touched. Claimed. With nothing more than a grip on my arm and a word that reverberated through me like an ancient spell. Ours.

Ashar was the first to stir. He rose with feline ease, stretching like he’d just woken from a pleasant nap instead of coiled beside a terrified Omega he barely knew. His golden eyes flicked toward me, warm and too knowing.

“You didn’t sleep,” he said softly, a smile curling at the edge of his lips. “That’s a shame. I would’ve watched over you.”

“I didn’t ask you to,” I replied, voice hoarse.

“But I would have anyway.” He knelt by the cot, closer than I wanted him, his hand resting on his knee, casual and yet poised. “It’s in our nature.”

I looked away. Thorne hadn’t moved from his spot by the fire, his silver hair gleaming in the early light. He hadn’t spoken a word all night, but I felt his attention just the same. Quiet. Measuring. Waiting.

Kael stood with his back to me, arms crossed as he watched the trees through the open door. His presence filled the room even in stillness. Tension hung between us, thick as mist.

“I want to go,” I said, finally.

“No,” Kael replied without turning. One word. No argument. No explanation. Just the truth as he saw it.

“I’m not yours,” I said, voice shaking now. “You don’t know me. You just—”

“We know what you are.” Thorne spoke now, rising smoothly to his feet. “Your scent lit the sky. Omegas this powerful don’t just appear. You were hidden. Protected. Why?”

“I wasn’t hidden,” I said quickly. “I came here by choice. I don’t want the bond. I don’t want a flight. I want peace.”

“You want denial,” Kael said. He turned now, stepping into the center of the room. His black eyes pinned me. “But your body doesn’t lie. The bond has started. We’re connected. You feel it.”

“I feel heat,” I snapped. “I feel pressure. It doesn’t mean I belong to anyone.”

Ashar chuckled. “You’re fierce. I like that. But fire can’t burn alone forever, little flame. It needs air, fuel, someone to hold it.”

“You speak in riddles,” I said. “Do any of you ever just... speak plainly?”

Kael’s jaw flexed. “Plainly? You were born Omega. Untouched. Unclaimed. And now you’ve ignited a bond that links you to us—three Alphas from the Draken Peaks. That bond doesn’t just disappear. It’s magic. Old. Sacred. Fated.”

“I didn’t choose it.”

“Neither did we,” Thorne said. “But here we are.”

A silence fell between us, long and pulsing.

Ashar finally broke it. “What’s your name?”

I hesitated. “Lyra.”

Kael’s eyes darkened. “Lyra,” he repeated, tasting the sound. It struck me how strange it felt, hearing my name in his mouth. Like he was branding it.

“You knew we’d come,” Thorne said. “Somewhere in your bones, you knew.”

I stood up, trembling slightly but determined not to show it. “I felt something. I didn’t know it was you. I didn’t want it to be you.”

Ashar’s eyes gleamed. “What did you want?”

“Freedom.”

Kael stepped closer. “There is no freedom in what’s coming. There is only fire. You’re not just any Omega, Lyra. You’re the one the Sky Prophecy speaks of.”

I flinched. “The Sky Prophecy is myth.”

Thorne’s voice was low. “Not to us. Not to those who were born beneath its shadow.”

Ashar leaned back, grinning. “You smell like storm winds and smoke. Like fire before it breaks the world. We’ve been waiting for you our whole lives, even if we didn’t know it.”

I stared at them. At all three of them. Their certainty. Their hunger. The strange, bone-deep connection curling around us like invisible chains. I could feel it now, clearer than before. A thrumming, primal energy that pulsed between our bodies like a heartbeat. My breath hitched as the heat stirred again.

“No,” I said quietly, backing away. “It’s too soon. I won’t... I can’t bond with you. Not yet.”

Kael’s voice was gentler this time, but it still burned. “We’re not asking for your submission, Lyra. Not yet. But the bond has begun. You can deny it, but it will rise. And when your heat comes... you won’t be able to run.”

“I survived the first heat on my own,” I whispered.

Ashar’s smile faded. “Then it wasn’t a true one.”

Thorne nodded once. “This will be.”

Kael stepped close again, his body a wall of heat and promise. “We’re not going to take what’s not offered. But we will be here. We will not leave. You need to understand what you are, Lyra. And why they’ll come for you.”

My stomach twisted. “Who?”

Thorne answered, voice like ice. “Those who want to control the prophecy. Who want your blood. Who think they can turn you into a weapon.”

“I’m not a weapon.”

“Maybe not,” Kael said. “But your fire will either burn the sky... or save it.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. Because even as I tried to deny it, the truth curled inside me like smoke. The dreams I had buried were rising again—wings of fire, a voice calling from the clouds, a sky lit with war.

And in the center of it all—me.

That night, I didn’t try to run. Not because I trusted them. Not because I believed in bonds or prophecy.

But because the fire inside me had started to rise.

And I was afraid of what I might do if I burned alone.
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