
[image: ]

Copyright Page

Rise of the Heatborn Queen: A Dark Reverse Harem Omegaverse Dragon Shifter Romance
By Natalia Rosewood
All Rights Reserved ©2025 Natalia Rosewood.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Author’s Note: All characters in this story are fictional and 18 years of age or older.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: Ash in the Wind

Chapter 2: The Three That Arrived

Chapter 3: The Heatborn Mark

Chapter 4: Flames That Listen

Chapter 5: Secrets in the Hollow

Chapter 6: The Alpha Pact

Chapter 7: When My Heat Breaks

Chapter 8: Bloodlines of Fire

Chapter 9: The Crown Beneath the Ash

Chapter 10: Queen by Claim

Chapter 11: The Trials of Wing and Flame

Chapter 12: The Oracle’s Oath

Chapter 13: My Mates, My Fire

Chapter 14: Empire in Chains

Chapter 15: Flight of Rebellion

Chapter 16: A Throne They Cannot Control

Chapter 17: The Heat That Consumes

Chapter 18: Alpha War Council

Chapter 19: Breeding the Bloodline

Chapter 20: Flames in the Skyhold

Chapter 21: The Queen’s War Begins

Chapter 22: Claimed Before the High Flight

Chapter 23: When All Bonds Break

Chapter 24: The Crown Reforged

Chapter 25: Rise of the Heatborn Queen

Sign up for Natalia Rosewood's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Ash in the Wind
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Ash blew like ghostly snowfall across the blackened dunes of the Hollow Wastes, trailing along the jagged wind as if searching for something long lost. The air hung heavy with the weight of old magic—ancient, feral, and waiting. I pulled my hood low against the cutting gusts, but nothing could hide the scent now bleeding from my skin. My heat had begun.

I felt it, deep and relentless, curling in my belly like coals igniting. Every breath tasted like smoke. Every heartbeat a drumbeat of hunger, not just mine, but something older, larger, other. The stories said no one survived their first heat alone—not out here. But no one had told me what would happen if I did. No one warned me what it would call to me. Or what would answer.

The Hollow Wastes were supposed to be abandoned. Dead land. No dragons, no people, just ruin and silence. But with every step I took deeper into its sun-scorched throat, the earth seemed to pulse underfoot. The wind carried more than dust; it carried memory, carried hunger.

My name is Kaelara.

I was born in exile, raised in the stone-shadow of a mountain by a dying woman who once walked with queens. She told me bedtime stories of dragons who once bowed to Heatborn royalty—of alphas who bled for their bonded queen, of skies set ablaze in love and war. I used to believe they were fairy tales.

Until today.

My skin felt tight, fevered, as if something under it wanted to break free. My fingers trembled as I reached the broken edge of a ridge, peering down into what remained of a city once known as Virexas. The capital of firebloods. Now a ruin buried beneath sand and centuries.

There were no flames anymore, just bones.

Bones of towers. Bones of creatures. Bones of empires.

And still, something called to me.

I barely made it twenty feet into the crumbled city before the ground shook. It wasn’t violent—more like a breath, deep and slow, drawn from the core of the Wastes themselves. My heat surged again, a molten wave that brought me to my knees. The cloak fell from my shoulders, exposing bare skin to the wind.

I screamed, not just from pain but from knowing.

I was being found.

The sky darkened. Shadows passed over the sun. Three streaks—black, green, and gold—descended like comets from the heavens. Their roars cracked the silence wide open.

Dragons.

Not stories. Not myths.

Real.

The black one landed first, the impact sending a shockwave that knocked me onto my back. His scales were like obsidian kissed by firelight, and when he shifted—sweet gods, when he shifted—it was like watching night itself stand and take a man’s form. Tall. Terrible. Beautiful. His eyes were molten gold, and they stared straight through me.

"You burn with it," he said, his voice a growl that wasn’t quite human. "The old flame."

The green dragon followed. His wingspan blotted out the ruin behind him. He landed softer, more fluid. His gaze was sharp and calculating, as if he already knew everything about me. His voice was silk-wrapped steel. "Heatborn. After all this time."

The third—the golden one—circled above, wings open, watching. Waiting.

I couldn’t speak. My mouth was dry. My whole body vibrated with something between fear and desire. It wasn’t just the heat. It was them. The bond. I could feel it starting to weave itself between us like fire through dry brush.

"You called us," the obsidian one said. He stepped closer, and my scent flooded the air. I could see his jaw tighten. Hear his breath hitch. "Or your body did."

"I didn’t mean to," I whispered.

"But you did," said the green-eyed one. He knelt beside me, not touching, but near enough that I could smell the raw power on his skin. "You awakened it."

The golden dragon landed at last. His human form was leaner, his eyes bright like captured lightning. He didn’t speak. He just looked at me. And smiled.

That smile undid me more than anything.

"You have no idea what you are, do you?" the black-scaled one asked.

"I’m just—"

"A queen," he interrupted. "A Heatborn Queen."

"No one’s ruled for centuries," I argued, my voice shaking.

"No one has burned for centuries," the green one murmured, brushing ash from my cheek with surprising gentleness. "Until now."

They circled me, not as predators, but as something worse.

Claimants.

The bond pulsed in the space between us. Not complete. Not yet. But close.

"Three alphas," I said. My throat tightened. "For one omega."

"Not just any omega," said the golden one finally, his voice soft and lethal. "The one fated to reign."

I tried to stand, but my legs wouldn’t obey. The heat clawed through me, making everything feel too much, too fast. I gasped, clutching my chest. The obsidian dragon caught me before I hit the ground.

His arms were like iron. His heat matched mine. Too closely.

"You’re not ready," he said, his breath at my neck.

"I don’t want this," I said through gritted teeth. "I didn’t ask for this."

"Neither did we," the golden one said, stepping closer. "But the Wastes chose. The fire chose."

"Your heat will only grow worse," the green one warned. "It will destroy you. Unless we bond."

My heart stuttered.

"You mean—"

"Claim you," the black one said. "Together."

My body responded even as my mind screamed. This was madness. This was prophecy.

This was power.

"No," I said, forcing breath into my lungs. "Not until I know why. Not until I choose."

The golden dragon tilted his head. "Then we wait. But not for long."

"You’re changing, Kaelara," the green one said, his voice low. "And when the second flare of your heat comes, you’ll burn through the world unless we take it together."

My name in his mouth sent a jolt down my spine. They knew me. They had always known me.

The obsidian one helped me to my feet. His touch lingered. Branding.

"Who are you?" I asked.

He looked at me like he had waited lifetimes to hear the question.

"I am Vashan," he said.

"Draviel," said the green one.

"Ryn," said the golden.

Three alphas. Three fates.

My heat pulsed again, brighter now, more insistent.

The wind stirred, and with it came the scent of smoke, of ruin, of promise.

Ash rose around us, not falling now but lifting—as if drawn to the Queen rising from the bones of her past.

Me.

Kaelara.

Heatborn.

Not yet claimed, but no longer alone.

And as the sun bled out across the Hollow Wastes, I knew with bone-deep certainty that the world had just begun to burn again.
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Chapter 2: The Three That Arrived
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The morning after the dragons came, the air still trembled with their presence. I woke to a red sky, its color richer than blood, stretched over the horizon like a warning written in fire. The heat in my body hadn’t faded. If anything, it had deepened, like embers sinking deeper into the logs before catching again. I felt raw, stretched thin over some ancient truth I hadn’t asked to carry. And somewhere in the quiet spaces of dawn, I knew I wasn’t alone anymore.

They hadn’t left.

I stepped from the crumbling remains of what used to be a council hall, bones of once-magnificent columns curling toward the sky like fingers. My boots stirred fresh ash. The scent of them reached me first—smoke and something wild, something uniquely masculine and sharp. Power, too. It rolled in waves I couldn’t see but felt in my teeth, in my bones. My body responded before my mind could catch up, every sense pulling toward the unseen.

They were waiting for me in the center of the broken plaza.

Vashan stood like a mountain carved of midnight. His arms crossed, his gold eyes catching the light, his presence anchoring the world around him. Beside him, Draviel paced like a predator barely leashed, those green eyes alive with calculation and unreadable hunger. Ryn crouched on a ledge above them both, fingers laced loosely around his knees, golden eyes laughing but alert.

I hesitated on the edge of the plaza, unsure whether to step forward or turn back. But my body betrayed me. It wanted. It needed.

"You didn’t leave," I said, voice tight.

"We said we wouldn’t," Vashan answered, his voice as deep as a storm.

"You said you would wait," I reminded them.

Draviel smiled without warmth. "And we are."

Ryn’s voice drifted down. "But not forever."

They watched me, not like prey, but like a puzzle, a weapon, a flame they couldn’t decide whether to fear or worship. That same tug between us thrummed again—those invisible cords binding us tighter with every moment that passed. My heat was their magnet, their call, their tether. I felt them feeling it.

"I don’t understand what this is," I admitted.

"You don’t have to," said Draviel. "You only need to feel it."

"I am feeling it," I snapped, taking a step forward. "That’s the problem."

Vashan’s brow furrowed. "You’re overwhelmed."

"Of course I am." I gestured around me. "The world is burning inside me. And you—" I turned toward Ryn—"you act like it’s all a joke."

He dropped from the ledge, landing without a sound, smile fading to something more serious. "I joke when I’m nervous. It’s either that or throw something."

I blinked. That honesty disarmed me more than any look or growl. Ryn was not what I expected. None of them were. I had grown up hearing stories of Alpha dragons: ruthless, blood-hungry, brutal. These three were that, I could feel it in the way the earth seemed to brace itself beneath their feet. But they were also something else. More.

"Why me?" I asked. "There must be others—other omegas."

"None like you," said Vashan. "None born under flame. None born during eclipse."

"The bond doesn’t lie," Draviel said. "We felt it when your heat flared."

"You’re fated," Ryn said, stepping closer. "And you’re dangerous."

"Good," I said, voice sharper than I meant. "I’d rather be dangerous than owned."

Draviel’s smile deepened. "You will never be owned, Kaelara. That’s not what we are."

"Then what are you?"

"Bound," Vashan said. "By fire. By fate. To you."

I exhaled slowly, trying to anchor myself. My body thrummed like a plucked string, vibrating with tension, arousal, uncertainty. I felt like I was splitting open—one half full of fear and the other already reaching for them.

They didn’t press closer. They didn’t need to.

The bond was doing it for them.

I turned from them, needing distance, space, anything to breathe. But the further I walked, the more the air turned thick again, heavy with invisible weight. It wasn’t until I reached the edge of the city that I felt the tremor beneath my feet.

Something else had awakened.

A scream echoed across the Wastes—not mine, not theirs.

A shriek.

Vashan was beside me in seconds, hand on my arm, dragging me back behind a fallen stone pillar. Draviel unsheathed twin blades from his back, moving like a shadow. Ryn leapt onto the ruins above, eyes scanning the scorched skyline.

"What is it?" I whispered.

"Harbingers," Vashan growled. "They’ve come too soon."

"What are Harbingers?"

"Guardians of the old order," said Draviel, stepping back with a sneer. "Or so they think."

The scream came again, closer. A flicker of something winged passed overhead, fast and terrible. Not a dragon, but born of dragon blood. Misshapen, wild. Created, not born. My body locked with panic.

"They can sense your heat," Ryn shouted. "They’re hunting you."

"I thought you were the only ones who could feel it," I said.

"We’re the only ones who can withstand it," Vashan corrected. "Others... they’re driven mad by it."

Another shriek. A dark blur swooped low and crashed into the ground nearby. The creature that emerged was hunched, scaled in patches, its wings shredded and pulsing with dark veins. Its eyes glowed with hunger. It didn’t speak. It didn’t need to.

It wanted me.

Vashan shifted.

It was like watching night wrap itself around muscle and bone. His human form melted into scale and flame, his wings ripping through the air as he launched himself at the creature. Draviel followed, blades flashing, his own form still humanoid but glowing faintly with green fire.

Ryn dropped beside me. "Stay down."

"Like hell," I said, reaching for the blade at my thigh.

"You can’t fight this
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