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Chapter 1: The Choosing Flame

[image: ]


They came with fire.

The Blackspire skyships tore through the morning haze above the Outpost, their massive wings unfurled in crimson arcs that blotted out the sun. The great beasts that pulled the ships—a hybrid of steel and scaled dragonflesh—let out keening shrieks that shook the bones of the mountain beneath us. We had known they were coming. We had been prepared. And still, the fear was a living thing in my chest, clawing, biting, tasting the salt of my sweat.

I stood in the stone courtyard with the other Omegas, lined up like livestock, our wrists bound in silken cords laced with a neutralizing serum to keep our scent suppressed. It wouldn't last. Nothing ever did under the eyes of the Alphas.

The High Matron, cloaked in red and gold, paced before us with a staff in hand. Her voice carried across the wind as she addressed the Flight's arrival, her words ceremonial, hollow. I didn’t hear them. I was too busy staring at the shadow that circled above.

One of the ships descended, slow and deliberate, casting heat in waves as the underbelly opened. A ramp extended from its center like the tongue of a beast, and from it came four figures—tall, broad-shouldered, exuding danger with every step. The Alphas of Blackspire Flight.

Ruin walked first. He was massive, dark-skinned with cords of muscle that moved like molten stone beneath his armor. Scars littered his bare arms, and his eyes—amber and cruel—scanned us with unhidden appetite. The enforcer. The breaker of bones.

Next came Vael, his steps graceful, his gaze distant. His pale hair shimmered silver-blue in the sun, his robes fluttering like liquid night. He didn’t look at us directly, but I felt his mind brush against mine, a soft flicker like breath on my neck. The mind-reader. The one who would know all your secrets before you could scream them.

Derek followed, taller than the others, wrapped in dark leathers etched with glyphs I couldn’t decipher. He said nothing, his expression impassive, unreadable. But his presence made my knees weak. I’d heard of him—the tactician, the cold strategist whose plans turned tides. The Ice Flame, they called him.

And last, Soren. He was the youngest, barely older than me, but his eyes were ancient. Gold rimmed with blood-red, his wings half-unfurled, his hands twitching like he could barely contain the flame inside him. He watched us with the intensity of a hunter denied its prey too long. The most dangerous of them all.

They stopped before us. The air shimmered. My skin prickled.

The High Matron bowed, then stepped back. Her voice was thin now. "Alphas of Blackspire, the Cycle of Choosing begins."

Ruin stepped forward. "Let them drop the suppression."

No ceremony. No gentleness.

The Matron nodded, and with a flick of her staff, the cords on our wrists burned away, and the scent blockers dissolved into the wind.

And that was when the heat struck.

I gasped as my body reacted, the Omega within me rising, helpless against the primal call. Around me, the other girls moaned or collapsed to their knees. Some tried to hold it back. Others gave in, their necks exposed, eyes lidded with instinct. I gritted my teeth and stood straight. I wouldn't give them the satisfaction.

Then I felt it. Four eyes locked onto me at once.

Ruin’s lips curled in a feral grin. Vael’s head tilted slightly, intrigued. Derek narrowed his eyes. Soren stepped closer, inhaling deeply like he could drink me through the air.

I tried to look away. I tried.

But Ruin pointed.

"That one."

A pause.

"She’s ours," Vael added, his voice a whisper that somehow echoed.

Derek nodded once.

Soren’s lips parted. "The Omega burns brightest. I want her."

There was no vote. No discussion. Just a collective decision made in silence, binding as law.

I was chosen.

By all four.

Hands gripped my arms. My legs gave out, not from weakness, but from the overwhelming scent of the Alphas up close. Their power was suffocating. Pure flame, heat, thunder in my blood.

They didn't speak to me. Not yet. They lifted me between them, each touching me like I was already theirs.

Behind me, the High Matron bowed once more. "So it is written."

And then the world tilted.

The heat deepened into my bones, the sky above spun in gold and ash, and the ship swallowed us whole. I caught one last look at the other Omegas, their eyes a mix of envy, relief, and pity.

The ramp closed.

Inside, the ship was a furnace.

I was laid on a thick bed of furs in a chamber that pulsed with dragonfire veins. The ship’s walls seemed to breathe. The light was low, reddish like a forge. And the Alphas circled me like predators around a fallen deer.

Ruin knelt beside me first. His hand traced down my arm, a burn left in its wake. "You smell like defiance," he murmured, "and it makes me hard."

Vael crouched at my other side. "But beneath it is fear. I could taste it when you looked away."

Derek stood behind them, arms crossed. "She needs discipline. She doesn’t know what she is yet."

Soren remained in the shadows. Watching. Breathing heavily.

"You’ve been chosen," Ruin said again. "Not as a toy. Not as a breeder. But as our Omega. The first in a hundred years. You belong to Blackspire now."

I licked my lips, my voice shaking. "I didn’t agree."

Vael’s smile was slow. "Consent is a luxury. You’ll give it, eventually. When your body begs us for it."

I spat. Or tried to. But the heat inside made it impossible. I was slick, my skin burning, the suppression gone and my cycle rising too fast. They’d timed this. They knew.

"You’re in pre-heat already," Derek said clinically. "Interesting."

"You’ll burn," Soren whispered from the dark. "And when you do... we’ll take you apart."

I screamed.

Not from fear.

But because my heat hit like a hammer blow, and I realized I was truly, entirely theirs.

And the Choosing Flame had only just begun.
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Chapter 2: Branded at Dawn
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The ship flew through the burning sky.

I didn’t know how long I’d been lying there. The furs beneath me were soaked with sweat, my skin sticky, my muscles twitching as waves of heat rolled through my limbs in relentless, climbing pulses. The chamber throbbed with the low hum of the ship's engines—living things powered by flameblood and fury. The air tasted of smoke, of molten metal and ash. Of them.

I’d passed in and out of consciousness, caught between the rising fever of my heat and the terrifying awareness of the four Alphas who now claimed me.

They never left.

Ruin paced like a caged predator, his boots heavy on the molten stone floor, eyes always returning to me with a hunger he didn’t bother to hide. He was stripped down to the waist now, body gleaming with sweat, muscles rolling beneath his scarred skin like liquid iron. He didn’t speak often, but when he did, it was with the weight of inevitability, as if everything he said had already been carved into fate.

Vael sat nearby, legs crossed, robes fanned around him like shadows cast in silk. His silver-blue hair fell over one eye, the rest of his face a mask of amused cruelty. I could feel him brushing against the corners of my thoughts, testing the barriers of my mind. Every time I pushed back, I felt him smile wider.

Derek remained impassive. He stood near the controls, his fingers occasionally adjusting dials with precise, calculated movements. His presence was colder than the others—a strange contradiction in a ship powered by fire. He hadn’t touched me, not physically. But his gaze—sharp and dissecting—felt like a scalpel slicing me open, piece by piece.

And Soren... he lingered closest. He watched me the most. Sometimes crouched beside me like a ghost, other times perched up near the ceiling beams where his dragon wings could stretch. He didn’t speak much, but his breathing changed when my heat peaked. And when he did speak, it was always to say the same thing: “Not yet.”

Not yet. Not until the branding.

It was the only word that kept them in check.

Branding.

The ritual. The mark. The claiming.

It would happen at dawn, they said. As the first light of the sun struck the peak of Blackspire, I would be taken to the Pyre Stone, and there, before the entire clan, I would be branded with the sigils of the Flight.

The mark would bind me.

Not just to one Alpha.

To all four.

They weren’t just taking me. They were claiming me as theirs—together.

My body writhed under the pressure of it. The heat inside me was unbearable, my thighs slick, my skin flushed, my breath ragged. My scent filled the chamber despite my best efforts, and I saw the way it affected them. Ruin’s jaw clenched. Vael’s eyes darkened. Derek’s fingers twitched. Soren’s wings flexed every time I whimpered.

But none of them touched me. Not yet.

The ritual demanded restraint.

Their desire hung thick in the air, vibrating like a storm waiting to break.

Vael finally broke the silence. “She’s resisting the bond,” he murmured. “Even in heat. That’s rare.”

“Stubborn,” Ruin grunted. “But she’ll break.”

“She doesn’t need to break,” Derek said. “She just needs to be... aligned.”

Soren leaned closer, crawling toward me on hands and knees, his nostrils flaring. “She wants to burn.”

“No,” I whispered, lips cracked. “I don’t.”

But the way my hips arched when he got close said otherwise. My body was betraying me with every second.

“You do,” Vael said softly. “I can taste it in your thoughts. You want to fight it, but it calls to you.”

I turned my face away. My pride was all I had left, and I clung to it with bleeding fingers.

Then the ship began to descend.

Blackspire rose before us, sharp and jagged, like the broken tooth of a fallen god. The great mountain city hovered above the clouds, carved from volcanic rock and wreathed in permanent smoke. Dragons circled its towers—some winged, others spined and serpentine, each one marked with glowing brands. The Flight was home now.

Whether I wanted it or not.

The ship docked with a hiss of steam. The ramp extended once more, and this time, I was led forward by a collar of flame-thread, its heat licking at my throat with every step. Vael guided me from the front, Ruin behind me, Derek and Soren flanking. We moved like a procession, and I was the offering.

The courtyard was packed.

Hundreds of eyes. Alphas. Betas. Other Omegas. All watching.

All waiting.

The Pyre Stone stood in the center—an altar of black glass, veins of lava pulsing beneath its surface. It radiated heat and power and the smell of old blood.

They tied me to it.

Wrists bound above my head. Ankles strapped down. Exposed. Vulnerable. Burning.

The branding iron was brought forth—shaped like the sigil of the Flight, a twisted dragon in flight, four wings overlapping in eternal unity. It glowed white-hot.

The High Priestess approached, her voice ringing out across the crowd. “Let the Omega be bound. Let her bear the mark of the Flight.”

I thrashed. Screamed. I didn’t know if it was from fear or need anymore. My body begged for touch. For completion. My mind begged for escape.

They gave me neither.

Ruin stepped forward. Took the iron.

His eyes met mine. “This will hurt.”

Then he pressed it to the skin just above my heart.

The scream that tore from my throat echoed across Blackspire, swallowed by the mountains.

Fire. Agony. Ecstasy.

It wasn’t just pain. It was something deeper. A ripping. A claiming. My soul set ablaze.

The brand seared into my flesh, and with it came the bond.

I felt it snap into place—four threads of fire sinking into my body. Into my heat. Into everything I was. Ruin. Vael. Derek. Soren. Their names carved into my bones.

When it was over, I collapsed, shaking, barely breathing.

But the fever... it lessened.

The fire still burned, but now it had direction. Purpose. Four pulsing flames inside me, each distinct, each irresistible.

They carried me from the Pyre Stone.

Through the haze of pain, I heard the words whispered by the crowd.

“She’s the first.”

“She survived the Flame.”

“She’ll bring the next Age.”

Back in the chamber, they laid me down.

None of them spoke.

Not until Soren touched my shoulder and said, with a reverence I didn’t understand, “Now we begin.”

And the branding was only the start.
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