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Ash fell like snow across the silent ruins of Virren Court, soft and cold, veiling the jagged skeletons of towers that once kissed the skies. The wind keened low between shattered archways and crumbled walls, a dirge for the forgotten. This was no place for the living.

But Kaelen Veyr was no longer among the living, not truly.

He stood atop the broken steps of what had once been the royal amphitheater, his silhouette stark against the roiling twilight sky. Deep violet clouds pulsed above like bruises in the firmament, stitched with the faint shimmer of failing wards. The remnants of magic clung to the air, acrid and dying.

His cloak snapped in the wind, torn and blackened at the hem. The runes branded into his skin—a cruel lattice of violet etchings that pulsed faintly with dormant power—ached beneath his gauntlets. He did not move. He hadn’t in hours. Only his eyes, glowing faintly beneath a furrowed brow, tracked the horizon.

Years had passed since the fall. Since betrayal ripped his name from song and lore. Since they had branded him a traitor, a monster, the Ruined Alpha.

His breath came slow. Measured. Shallow. He had no one left to impress with grandeur.

The stones beneath his feet bore the scorch marks of battles not even time dared erase. He had not fled this place as they expected. He had buried the dead, raised wards of his own, and ruled the silence.

Until now.

Until the scent of blood drifted on the wind—fresh, sharp, tangled with something rarer.

Omega.

Kaelen turned his head slightly, body going still in that predator’s way, the way of something ancient and coiled. He tasted the air again. Not just Omega. Gifted. And close.

He moved like a shadow given form, slipping down ruined stairways, stepping over rubble with inhuman grace. No beast stirred. Even they feared him. The only sounds were the low groans of stone and the whisper of wind curling through shattered halls.

She was lying near the edge of the old arena, half-buried beneath scorched leaves and broken branches. A girl, young—though age meant little to those cursed with power. Her clothes were torn, face streaked with soot, golden hair matted with blood and dirt. But even unconscious, she radiated something Kaelen hadn’t felt in a long time.

Potential.

He crouched beside her, not touching, only watching. Her scent was unmistakable. Omega. But beneath it, the hum of power—raw and wild, the kind that could split mountains or wake the old gods.

She moaned faintly.

Kaelen’s fingers brushed the pulse point beneath her jaw. Alive. Weak, but steady. Her skin was cold.

He sighed through his nose and slid his arms beneath her, lifting her as though she weighed nothing at all. She stirred slightly, lips parting to whisper something he didn’t catch.

Kaelen carried her through the ruins, past the shattered fountains and down into the lower halls where stone still held against wind and time. His lair, if it could be called that, was spartan and dim. A hearth burned low with the embers of an old fire. He laid her on the thick pelts lining the far wall, stepped back, and studied her.

He should leave her there. Let fate decide.

But something inside him—a dull, long-buried ache—tugged at his chest.

He could not walk away.

He went to fetch water, herbs, cloth. When he returned, she hadn’t moved. He cleaned her wounds in silence, noting the depth of them, the odd burns along her ribs. Not natural. Magical discharge. She had fought something, or someone, powerful.

When he peeled back the bloodstained cloth at her shoulder, he froze.

A rune.

Etched into her skin in faint silver lines, almost invisible save for the way the firelight caught it. Not a curse. A seal.

He leaned closer.

Royal.

Kaelen sat back on his heels, lips tight.

What the hell was an Omega with a royal binding seal doing alone in the ruin-scattered north?

He stared at her for a long while, the fire casting flickering shadows across his scarred face. Finally, he spoke.

“You’ll be the death of me,” he muttered, and laid his sword within reach before closing his eyes.

He did not sleep.

He hadn't in years.

When she woke, he would be ready.



The first thing Eira felt was warmth.

It seeped into her bones, dulling the ache that throbbed in every limb. Then came the pressure—soft furs beneath her, a heavy blanket across her chest. The scent of smoke, iron, and something darker curled around her.

Her eyes fluttered open.

Stone walls. A fire. Shadows.

And him.

He sat against the far wall, legs bent, arms resting on his knees. Watching.

Her mouth went dry. She pushed herself up slowly, wincing as pain lanced through her side.

He didn’t move.

“Where am I?” she rasped.

He tilted his head slightly. “Alive.”

She blinked. “That wasn’t the question.”

He rose smoothly, moving to pour water into a cup. His movements were quiet, precise. She watched the way he held his shoulders, the way his eyes never strayed too far from her.

Predator.

He handed her the cup.

She hesitated. “You didn’t poison it, did you?”

“If I wanted you dead,” he said, “you’d be bones already.”

She drank.

The water tasted like snowmelt and iron.

“What happened?” she asked.

“You tell me,” he said.

Eira set the cup aside and touched her side. The bandages were tight. Clean.

“I was running,” she said slowly, memory piecing itself back together. “There was... fire. Screams. The Council—”

She stopped.

His gaze narrowed. “What Council?”

She looked at him, really looked.

The runes on his neck glowed faintly violet. His eyes were the color of bruised amethyst. His face bore old scars, one curling from temple to cheekbone, the kind that spoke of close combat and no mercy. His presence filled the space like storm-wind.

Then it clicked.

“Kaelen Veyr,” she whispered.

His expression didn’t change. “That name is dead.”

“You were the Dominion’s Alpha. Their war general.”

“I was a fool.”

“They said you destroyed your own Court.”

“They say many things.”

Eira studied him. “You saved me.”

“I didn’t do it for you.”

“Then why?”

He looked away, jaw tight. “I was tired of silence.”



They didn’t speak much after that.

She slept again, and he kept watch.

Time passed strangely in the ruins. The sky outside never truly lightened, nor darkened. Magic twisted the rhythm of things. Eira’s strength returned slowly, though the ache in her soul remained raw.

Kaelen avoided her questions. But he fed her, warded the halls, hunted when needed. He did not touch her. Did not linger too long.

But always, he watched.

She began to wander the inner keep, careful not to stray beyond the main halls. The ruins whispered if one listened. She found murals half-buried behind ivy, rooms with shattered stained glass, books warped by time.

One day, in the library, she found a mirror that still held its silver. Her reflection stared back, pale and bruised, eyes too wide.

And the mark.

Behind her right ear, just beneath the hairline.

A sigil, faint and old, like something drawn in starlight.

She traced it with her fingers. It pulsed.

“You found it,” Kaelen said from the doorway.

She spun. “What is it?”

“Royal binding rune,” he said. “Meant to link a soul to fate.”

Her mouth went dry. “That’s not possible. I was born in a village. My mother was a healer—”

“She lied,” he said simply. “Or she didn’t know.”

Eira staggered back. “You don’t know that.”

“I do,” Kaelen said, stepping into the room. “Because that mark hasn’t been used since the Forsaken War. It ties you to something old. And very dangerous.”

She stared at him. “Why are you telling me this now?”

“Because you’re not the only one who’s waking up.”

She blinked. “What does that mean?”

Kaelen’s expression darkened. “It means you’re not alone.”



Far to the south, in a temple long buried beneath sand and silence, Thorne Calder opened his eyes.

The bond had reconnected.

Faint. Fragile.

But real.

His heart thundered. He could feel her.

Eira was alive.

He rose from the altar, cloak dusted with ash, light shimmering in the air around him. The priests had said it would come. That fate would bend again. That the stars would burn purple when the ruin began to heal.

He looked north.

She was calling.

And Thorne Calder never ignored a summons from his mate.

Not now.

Not again.
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The wind howled as the three travelers descended from the mountains, their cloaks heavy with cold and ash. Kaelen led the way, silent and severe, his hand never far from the hilt of his blade. Eira followed close behind, trying not to shiver under the weight of the ancient truths unraveling inside her. Thorne brought up the rear, his illusions shimmering faintly around them, veiling their trail from whatever might be watching.

The events at the Vault had changed them.

Eira had barely spoken since the basin had spoken her forgotten name aloud. Eiravelle. It echoed in her skull like a curse she hadn’t asked for, dragging centuries of prophecy and blood behind it. The rune beneath her hair still burned, a reminder that nothing about her life had ever truly belonged to her. The name had awakened something in her. Memories that weren’t hers. Emotions that didn’t belong. When she slept, she dreamed in other voices.

The others noticed the change, even if they said nothing.

Kaelen watched her like a hawk watches a rising storm. He had grown more withdrawn, his voice clipped, his posture tense. The protective barrier he had once worn out of habit now pulsed with tangible energy, like the wards in his flesh had stirred in answer to the rune in hers.

Thorne tried to reach her through humor, through the ease they once had before everything fell apart. But even he seemed different. Sharper. As if the golden illusions he wrapped himself in had frayed at the edges.

They stopped for the night in the hollow of a fallen redwood. The trees here were older than the ruins, their trunks gnarled and twisted by generations of forgotten storms. Magic hummed low in the roots, slow and sleepy, like a beast coiled deep beneath the earth.

Eira sat apart from the fire, hands wrapped around a steaming mug Kaelen had wordlessly handed her. She didn’t drink it. Just watched the heat curl into the night air.

Thorne knelt nearby, adjusting the wards he’d cast around their makeshift camp.

“We should talk,” he said after a while.

She didn’t look at him. “About what?”

“About everything you’re not saying.”

Eira’s fingers clenched around the mug. “You think I know what’s happening? That I planned this?”

“No,” he said. “But you’re carrying it alone.”

She looked up then, eyes hard. “What choice do I have?”

Kaelen didn’t turn from his silent post at the tree’s edge, but his body stilled.

“I was nothing,” Eira said. “A healer. An orphan. I lived quietly. I helped people. And now I find out I’m some... piece on a board that was carved before I was even born. I didn’t ask for any of this.”

“No one does,” Kaelen said without turning.

Eira rose to her feet. “That’s not enough.”

Kaelen turned then, slowly. “It never is.”

His voice held no accusation, only truth. The kind that settled like stone in the belly.

Thorne stood too. “You’re not alone in this.”

“Aren’t I?” she asked, voice rising. “You both have power, control. You’ve lived with magic for decades. I spent my life hiding from it. Hiding myself.”

“Your power is older than ours,” Kaelen said. “And it’s waking now because it must.”

“I don’t want it.”

“It doesn’t care.”

She turned away, chest heaving.

“Eira,” Thorne said gently, stepping forward.

“I said stop,” she whispered.

And the earth listened.

The roots beneath them shuddered. The wind stilled. The fire flared, then extinguished in a single blink, plunging the forest into shadow.

Kaelen moved instantly, runes glowing as his wards flared to life. Thorne threw up a barrier of illusion, wrapping them in a bubble of safety.

Eira sank to her knees, hands pressed to the soil. Power rolled off her in waves, wild and ancient, drawn from the deep ley lines that pulsed far below. Her skin glowed faintly, veins illuminated with silver light.

“I can’t stop it,” she gasped. “I don’t know how.”

Kaelen knelt beside her, not touching. “You don’t need to stop it. You need to listen.”

Thorne crouched on her other side. “This isn’t a curse, Eira. It’s you.”

“I don’t want it to be.”

“Want has nothing to do with destiny,” Kaelen said.

Eira laughed, sharp and bitter. “You sound like the Council.”

Kaelen’s jaw tightened. “No. They twisted fate for control. I speak from ruin.”

Her power finally ebbed, draining back into the earth like a tide pulling away. The fire sputtered back to life. The wind resumed its song. The forest exhaled.

Eira collapsed forward, caught before she could hit the ground. Kaelen lifted her gently, laying her against the warm fur-lined pack. She didn’t speak again that night.

Thorne watched her sleep, guilt gnawing at the edges of his calm.

Kaelen stood watch until dawn, eyes scanning the trees for threats.

Neither of them saw the shadow that moved just beyond the wards, nor the gleaming red eyes that blinked once, then vanished into the dark.



Deep beneath the shifting earth, where no mortal light had ever touched, Riven Darkmoor moved through the bones of a forgotten temple.

His cloak dragged through the dust of centuries. The runes on his arms burned like brands, reacting to the pulse of the bond that had reawakened days ago.

Eira.

He’d felt her scream through the tether. Felt the explosion of magic from the north. He knew where she was now. He could feel her in his blood.

And he wasn’t the only one.

Riven stopped at the edge of a massive chamber. Dozens of spectral figures knelt before a cracked altar, heads bowed in prayer to a god who had long since turned to ash. Their voices were not heard with ears but in the marrow of the bones, a chant that echoed across dimensions.

He stepped into the light of the altar.

The spirits turned to him in unison, hollow eyes glowing with faded power.

He spoke the old tongue, a language scraped raw by time and agony.

“I seek the path north. To the One Bound.”

The spirits parted. The altar crumbled.

And behind it, a staircase opened, carved of obsidian and blood.

He descended.



Morning broke in gray hues across the horizon. Eira sat with her back against a fallen tree, knees drawn up, cloak wrapped tight. Kaelen stood at her left, Thorne at her right. The tension between them was a constant presence now, subtle but sharp.

They didn’t speak of the night before.

Kaelen said the vault’s message confirmed the prophecy: three Alphas bound to the Omega who would either break or mend the remnants of their world. Thorne believed Eira was the key to restoring the balance of the realms. Eira wasn’t sure she wanted to be anyone’s key.

They traveled northward now, toward the cliffs of Morrowdeep, where the last great battle of the Forsaken War had ended. Kaelen believed a relic had been buried there, something tied to the bloodline Eira had unknowingly inherited.

On the second day, they reached the outer edge of the Scorchpine forest. The trees here were blackened and split, as if lightning had been trapped inside them for decades.

The moment they stepped beneath the canopy, Eira felt the difference.

Something was watching.

Kaelen drew his blade without a word. Thorne flicked his fingers, casting a low-level veil over Eira. She frowned but didn’t argue.

The attack came fast.

A blur of red eyes and black steel burst from the treetops, landing with a thunderous crack in the path ahead.

Kaelen moved instantly, blade clashing against the intruder’s, sparks flying. Thorne stepped between Eira and the fight, his illusion breaking with a flash of gold as he readied a blast of searing light.

But then the intruder spoke.

“Enough.”

The voice was low, guttural, and unmistakable.

Kaelen froze. “Riven.”

The figure stepped into the light.

Riven Darkmoor was taller than both men, his frame corded with muscle, runes carved into his skin like molten chains. His hair was raven-black, pulled into a loose knot. His eyes—those eyes—burned the color of old blood and new fire.

He sheathed his blade slowly, never taking his gaze off Eira.

“I felt you,” he said to her.

She swallowed. “I know.”

The tension between the three Alphas thickened, palpable.

Kaelen stepped forward. “This isn’t your territory.”

Riven’s smile was thin. “She is.”

Thorne bristled. “Don’t speak like she’s property.”

“I speak like a bonded Alpha,” Riven said.

“I never accepted you,” Eira said quietly.

“But your power did.”

She looked at him, really looked. He was beautiful in a brutal, terrifying way. Every line of his body spoke of war, of pain. But beneath it, she felt the bond—distant but real, like a heartbeat through stone.

Kaelen’s hand tightened around his sword.

“This won’t work,” Thorne said.

“It has to,” Eira whispered.

All three men looked at her.

“I don’t care what fate says,” she continued. “You’re all part of this. Of me. Of whatever’s coming. So we either find a way to stand together, or we fall separately.”

No one spoke.

Riven nodded once. “Then let’s begin.”



Far to the east, in a temple made of bone and starlight, a figure watched their progress through a pool of memory.

She stirred the water with a clawed finger, her face hidden behind a veil of gold.

“The Ruined. The Prince. The Warlock,” she murmured. “And the Queen who does not know her crown.”

She smiled.

“It begins.”
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The storm arrived before sunrise.

It wasn’t a natural one—Eira could feel that even in her bones. The wind carried whispers that curled along her skin like ice and power, and the sky above had turned a shade too dark to be simply night. Magic was stirring in the marrow of the land, and it carried a warning that sank deep into her chest.

They had barely made camp at the base of the Dreadpine Ridge when the air turned electric. Kaelen stood at the perimeter, eyes fixed on the horizon, arms crossed over his chest. Thorne moved beside Eira, adjusting the outer boundary sigils of his illusions. Riven was the only one who didn’t seem unsettled. He knelt on a patch of scorched earth, fingers splayed into the soil as if he were listening to something deeper than the storm itself.

Eira sat cross-legged by the fire they hadn’t lit. No flames were allowed now—Kaelen’s rule. Light invited attention. And attention, in this place, could kill.

“Something’s moving out there,” Thorne said, his voice low.

Kaelen didn’t glance back. “It’s not beastborn.”

Eira asked, “Then what is it?”

Riven lifted his head. His eyes glowed faintly red in the gloom. “Memory.”

Eira frowned. “That doesn’t make sense.”

Kaelen turned now, his expression grim. “Here it does. Dreadpine was one of the first places to fall during the Forsaken War. The spells cast here were not meant to kill. They
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