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CHAPTER 1

AWAKENING IN A FOREIGN BODY
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Darkness.

It was everywhere – thick, viscous like crude oil. The darkness filled her lungs like liquid lead, seeping under her eyelids, trickling down her throat. It tasted metallic, like blood, only colder. Much colder.

Am I dead?

The thought gnawed at her consciousness like a hungry rat, making her heart – no, something else, not her heart – shudder with panic. She remembered... the crash. The screech of brakes. The smell of burning rubber. Her whitened knuckles on the steering wheel. The blinding flash of oncoming headlights, like the eyes of some ancient deity. And then... an explosion of light, as if someone had shattered the universe like a crystal goblet.

I couldn't have survived.

But if this was death, why did every breath echo with pain in her ribs? Why did her skin prickle with goosebumps? The dead don't feel. The dead don't breathe. The dead don't...

And then everything changed.

The air... alien.

It scorched her lungs like hot iron. Thick, heavy, saturated with aromas that shouldn't exist in nature. Tree sap – but not like Earth's pines, sharper, almost metallic to taste. Ash – but not gray and lifeless, rather pulsing, as if ancient flame sparks still smoldered within. Lavender – but twisted, distorted, with notes of something predatory. And something else... something primordial, wild, dangerous.

Something in this air was alive. Something in it was hunting.

Evelyn gasped and choked, her body jerking, but this wasn't her body. Every movement felt wrong, foreign, as if someone had transferred her consciousness into a doll made of alien flesh and blood.

What... what is this?!

She inhaled again and managed to open her eyes.

And the first thing she saw was a sky that couldn't exist in her world.

It was dark red, like an ocean of boiling blood, and in its depths, golden lightning flashed like cracks in reality. They danced between clouds the color of burnt copper, painting patterns in the air that made her head spin.

Mountains loomed in the distance, but they... breathed. Black smoke rose from beneath the earth, as if the world was trying to tell her its secret in a language of ash and steam. Every breath of this world was filled with magic – ancient, powerful, dangerous.

This is a dream. This has to be a dream.

But the grass beneath her fingers was too real. Each blade responded to her touch like a living creature. They were like fine steel threads covered in velvet – sharp enough to cut skin if you ran your hand over them too quickly.

Warm wind slid across her skin, leaving behind the sensation of alien caresses. It brought new scents – sharp as knife blades: heated stone, wild flowers that smelled like poison, and something... something enormous, ancient, mighty.

And then she understood.

This wasn't her body.

Her chest tightened with panic. Arms – thinner, lighter, with a musician's long fingers instead of her usual short, practical ones. Skin – porcelain, almost translucent, with a slight pearlescent sheen, not her natural tan. Hair – heavy, long, the color of moonlight, cascading to her waist like liquid silver.

Her breathing quickened. She touched her face – and didn't recognize it. Cheekbones higher, nose more delicate, lips fuller. Every feature was perfect, as if crafted by a master sculptor.

This isn't me. This isn't me. This isn't me.

What the hell is happening?!

She clenched her fists, forcing herself to calm down. Logic, only logic. Maybe this was a coma? A figment of imagination? Just... just trauma-induced hallucination?

But before she could process this, she heard them.

Footsteps.

Loud, heavy. Metallic. They reverberated through the ground like the heartbeats of a giant beast. Closer. Closer. Closer.

Evelyn's head snapped up.

They stood before her in a row of dark figures – warriors in armor darker than the blackest night. The metal seemed alive, moving and breathing with them, consuming light. Large, powerful figures radiating strength and danger. Their faces hidden by hoods, but in the slits, eyes glowed like burning coals. In their hands, they held swords – longer than her height, with blades that appeared forged from solidified darkness.

She inhaled sharply, feeling fear grip her throat with iron fingers.

What do they want?!

But before she could bolt, they dropped to their knees. The movement was fluid, synchronized, as if they'd rehearsed it thousands of times. Their armor rang as it touched the ground – the sound like a funeral bell.

"My Queen..."

One's voice was tense, filled with reverent fear. It sounded like the rustle of ancient scrolls, like the whisper of wind in forgotten temples.

"You have awakened."

Queen?!

Evelyn gasped convulsively, her gaze darting around, searching... searching for what? An explanation? An escape? Proof that all this was just a mad dream?

This is a mistake. This can't be real. She just...

And then – the sky was torn apart by a roar.

Deep. Wild. Primordial.

The sound was so powerful that the earth trembled beneath her feet. It penetrated her bones, resonated in her chest cavity, made her blood coagulate in her veins. This was the voice of a creature that shouldn't exist. The voice of something that had come from the darkest corners of legend.

Her body tensed. WHAT IS THAT?!

She raised her gaze.
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The sky darkened as if someone had thrown a black shroud over it. A massive shadow blocked out the blood-red sun, and for a moment, the world froze in primordial terror. And then... 

She saw HIM.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2 

THE DRAGON KING
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The roar sank into her bones.

It wasn’t just sound. It was force—raw and unrelenting, a tidal wave of power that shattered the sky and sent tremors through the ground.

Evelyn’s breath caught in her throat.

Her limbs locked. Her pulse hammered so hard it threatened to tear free from her chest.

"What is that?! Who is that?!"

The world seemed to explode.

A shadow moved overhead—a massive, winged silhouette cutting through the sky, blotting out the light.

Wings flared wide. The wind slammed into her, knocking her back.
She crashed onto the scorched earth, gasping. Her head snapped up, eyes scanning the sky.

And then she saw him.

He descended like judgment.

Slow. Controlled. As if he wasn’t merely flying, but surveying his dominion from above.

His form was massive—coiled with power, covered in black scales that gleamed like obsidian, reflecting the fiery glow of the crimson sky.

Wings spread vast enough to shroud the world in darkness.

A tail cut through the air, leaving ripples in the wind.

And then came the fire.

It didn’t burst in a chaotic stream—it unfurled from his maw, blue and cold, an infernal blaze that devoured the very air around it.

A predator in his domain.

Evelyn pressed back against the ground, her fingers digging into the dirt.

"Run. Run. RUN."

But she didn’t move.

She couldn’t.

Because her body knew what her mind refused to accept.

There was no escaping him.

The dragon halted midair.

Wings snapped once, twice, and then—gracefully—he landed.

The earth trembled beneath the weight of his presence.

Smoke curled from between his fangs, glowing embers still flickering in his throat.

For a moment, nothing moved.

And then—his form began to change.

Evelyn’s breath hitched.

The massive frame shrank, muscle and scale shifting, folding, twisting. Lethal claws became fingers, black armor forming over skin. The tail dissipated, the final remnants of magic dissolving into the air.

No longer a beast.

A man.

He stood before her.

Tall. Unyielding.

Dark hair fell against broad shoulders, as unruly as the storm that had heralded his arrival. His features were cut sharp—too sharp, as if sculpted from obsidian and fire, touched by something that was never meant to be human.

And his eyes—

They burned.

The same searing blue as dragonfire, glowing faintly in the dim light. A color that did not belong to men.

Evelyn remained frozen.

He watched her.

Unblinking.

Unmoved.

Waiting.

A slow inhale, a shift of weight. And then, at last, he spoke.

"So."

His voice was low, deliberate. As if each syllable was chosen, tested, before being given breath.

"You’re the one who broke my oath."

She couldn’t answer.

Her lips parted, but no words came.

He took a step forward.

She took one back.

The edge of his mouth curved—not in kindness, not in warmth, but in something dangerously close to amusement.

"Don’t be afraid."

Another step.

"I won’t devour you."

A pause. A flicker of something dark in those burning eyes.

"Not yet."

A sharp inhale.

Her body wanted to flee.

But her mind knew the truth.

There was no running from him.
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