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Chapter 1: The Heat That Shouldn’t Have Come
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The scent hit me like a hammer.

I’d been gathering snowroots from the edge of the high cliffs, the pale purple leaves shaking in the wind like they were alive. Above me, the peaks of the Nether Range stretched jagged and vast into the cold, silver sky. A raven passed overhead, its cry sharp, and for a moment, I felt small, a pinprick of heat in a world that had never known fire. Then the ache started. Low, persistent. A blooming tension beneath my skin, between my thighs, in the pit of my belly.

I dropped the basket.

The roots spilled across the snow, staining it with crushed purple juice, but I barely noticed. I clutched my coat tighter around me, but it was no good. The cold wasn’t the problem.

It was the heat.

The kind no Omega was supposed to feel until called. And I hadn’t been called. Not by a pack. Not by a bondmate. Not by the temple, who tracked such things like the stars above. I wasn’t supposed to feel this.

Not yet. Maybe not ever.

Pain curled through me as I stumbled forward, falling to my knees in the snow. My breath fogged in the air, but it wasn’t enough to cool me. The fire inside kept rising, and with it came a thrumming sound—low, ancient, pulsing through the rocks, through the bones of the mountains, through me.

I screamed.

It wasn’t a sound I meant to make. It was torn from me, dragged up from my chest like something wild and ancient had taken root. The sound echoed off the cliffs, reverberating into the distance like it was meant for someone. And maybe it was. Because the moment it left me, the sky changed.

Clouds swirled.

The wind twisted.

The earth trembled beneath my knees.

Then... silence.

The kind that follows a birth. Or a death.

And far below, buried beneath the Nether Peaks, something answered.

It wasn’t a voice. Not exactly. It was a feeling. A knowing. A dark gravity that snapped into me, like a hook catching bone. I doubled over, panting, trying to crawl back, trying to escape whatever I had summoned. But there was no escape.

The mountains had heard my call. And they had responded.



I don’t remember how I got back to the village.

My feet were numb, my coat soaked, and my head burned with fever. When I stumbled into the central clearing, faces turned. Eyes widened. One of the priests reached for me, lips already moving in a silent prayer.

“She’s bleeding,” someone said. “From her eyes.”

But it wasn’t blood. Not really. It was golden, shimmering like firelight, dripping in thin trails down my cheeks. I didn’t understand. I couldn’t speak. My throat was full of ash and heat.

They carried me into the temple.

I remember flashes. The scent of burning sage. The low chant of the Bone Priests. The ice-cold press of iron against my skin to try and slow the fever. But nothing worked. The fire in me was growing, climbing, demanding.

“Her heat came early,” I heard someone whisper.

“No. Not early. Wrong.”

And in the background, thunder rolled across the sky.



When I finally woke, I was alone.

The temple was quiet, the fire low. I sat up slowly, muscles stiff, my skin still flushed with an unnatural warmth. My breath came in shallow pants, and every part of me ached like I’d survived a storm.

There was a mirror in the corner of the room. I stumbled toward it, half-afraid of what I might see.

My eyes—normally a dull green—glowed. Not brightly. Not with light. But with depth. Like something had awakened behind them. Something that didn’t belong to me.

My reflection blinked back.

And I remembered the sound. The thrum. The pull.

The thing beneath the mountains that had answered.

I had called it.

It had heard.



That night, the stars changed.

The Seers whispered among themselves, frantic and pale. Star-charts were redrawn. Omens rewritten. The Wyrm constellation—the one said to have gone dark a thousand years ago—blazed back to life in the sky, its tail stretching across the heavens in a sweep of crimson fire.

The Wyrm King, they said, had stirred.

And I—nothing more than a seer’s apprentice, an orphan girl meant to marry into a pack of scholars—had been the one to wake him.

The Bone Priests came for me at dawn.

They didn’t ask. They didn’t explain. They bound my wrists in soft silk, spoke soft words, and led me past the weeping villagers toward the cliff’s edge. I didn’t fight. I couldn’t. Something inside me had already shifted.

I was burning alive.

They brought me to the old altar carved into the stone. Ancient runes glowed faintly beneath the snow, pulsing with energy older than the temple itself. They sat me in the center and began to chant.

Not prayers.

Summons.

Not to gods.

To monsters.

The wind rose. My blood answered.

And the sky broke.



He came in pieces.

First, the wind stopped.

Then the earth cracked.

Then, with a roar that tore through the sky like thunder made flesh, Vorran rose from the depths of the mountain.

He was not a dragon. Not entirely.

He was not a man.

He was something else.

Scales the color of obsidian wrapped around a body that pulsed with heat and power. Wings that shimmered with threads of silver stretched wide against the dawn. His eyes were molten gold, ancient and bottomless. His mouth didn’t move, but his presence invaded everything.

He saw me.

He knew me.

And then he moved—fast, impossibly fast—and the world tilted.

I was no longer on the altar.

I was in his arms.

Arms?

Claws?

Both.

I was pressed against heat, against scale, against skin that shimmered between forms. He growled—a low, reverberating sound that made my spine arch and my pulse race. My heat flared in response, unbidden, raw.

I couldn’t speak.

I didn’t have to.

He had claimed me.

Without a word.

Without a bondmark.

Without permission.

And the ancient magic of the mountains bent to him.

The Bone Priests screamed as their chants failed.

The stars shifted again.

And Vorran—the last Wyrm King—spread his wings and flew.

With me.

The Omega who had woken him.

The girl who had never meant to be anything at all.

Now I was firebound.

Now I was his.

Now the world would burn.

And I wasn’t sure if I wanted to stop it.

Or become the flame that lit the match.
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Chapter 2: Awakening the Wyrm King
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The sky shattered.

The moment Vorran took flight with me clutched against his searing chest, the heavens split open with streaks of crimson and silver, like someone had torn a seam in the fabric of the world. Wind howled around us, but it wasn't the wind of the mortal realm—it carried voices, echoes of dragons long dead, whispering through the torn veil of reality as we crossed through something that was not sky, not entirely. Magic wrapped us in ribbons of heat and smoke, and the further we flew, the less of the world I recognized.

Below us, the Nether Peaks vanished in a whirl of cloud and storm.

Above, stars blinked out and reappeared in patterns I had never studied—wild constellations, erratic and alive. The very air buzzed with an old, dangerous rhythm. My body, still heavy with the fever of my first uncontrolled heat, throbbed in time with it. I was barely conscious, my limbs trembling, my mouth dry. Vorran never spoke. His grip around me was firm but careful, like he could feel my fragile mortality beating against his impossible power.

He flew not with wings alone, but with will. The force of it pushed into my bones and made my skin prickle. And then, without warning, he stopped.

We hovered.

Suspended above a jagged chasm deep in the highlands where no human had stepped for centuries, and no stars dared linger. The land here was broken. Blackened trees jutted from dead soil. The wind carried no scent. Only ash.

Vorran descended.

Not like a man.

Not like a beast.

But like something eternal returning to the place it had once called home. His wings folded close as he landed on the edge of the shattered cliffside, claws digging into rock that glowed faintly at his touch. And then, for the first time, he looked down at me—not through me, not into me, but at me.

And I felt it.

Recognition.

Not from him alone, but from the land itself. The stones trembled. The trees moaned. The air around us thickened, dense with awareness. My breath hitched as he shifted, scales softening, body warping, melting down into a shape more man than dragon, though no less terrifying.

He stood tall—taller than any male I had ever seen—with hair like black fire and skin that shimmered with hints of bronze and onyx. His eyes stayed molten gold. His chest was bare, carved with ancient scars, his arms sinewed with power. He was beautiful in the way a blade was beautiful. Terrible and precise.

I tried to move, to speak, to ask why—but he reached out and touched my face with one claw-tipped finger, and my body stilled.

Heat flooded my system. Not fever. Not lust.

Recognition.

The same kind he had shown.

It was like something deep within me had finally been seen.

“Vorran,” I whispered, though I didn’t know how I knew his name. It slid from my tongue like a forgotten truth. He didn’t respond, but something in his gaze flared.

The bond between us wasn’t forming.

It had already formed.

Without consent.

Without ritual.

Without the sacred bite or the sacred circle or the acknowledgment of the Moon Priestesses.

This wasn’t a bond. This was a claim.

And I didn’t know what it meant.

The ground trembled beneath us.

He turned from me and walked to the edge of the chasm. His body shifted again—wings unfurling, tail coiling—and then he roared.

The sound wasn’t just power.

It was history.

It echoed down into the chasm, and something answered from below. I stumbled back, hand to my chest, as the rocks below us crumbled and fell away, revealing the mouth of an enormous cave hidden by illusion and time.

Magic surged from it—raw and ancient.

Then Vorran turned to me and reached out again.

This time, I took his hand.

I didn’t know why.

I should have been afraid.

I should have run.

But something in me trusted him, even as the world broke around us.

Together, we stepped into the mouth of the cave.

Darkness swallowed us.

Not absence of light, but a different kind of dark. One thick with memory and magic. My vision blurred, and then—like a lantern flaring in a sealed room—the chamber came alive.

I gasped.

The cave was enormous, its ceiling high and domed with glassy stone that shimmered with starlight even though we were buried deep in the mountains. The walls were etched with carvings—dragons in flight, dragons in battle, dragons... mourning.

And at the center stood a platform of obsidian, ringed with glowing sigils and golden chains.

A throne.

It pulsed with the same magic I had felt in my heat. Vorran stepped toward it, pausing only once to look back at me. His eyes had softened, just barely, like the rage inside him had been muffled by my presence.

He knelt before the throne.

Not sat—knelt.

And suddenly, I understood.

This wasn’t his seat.

This was his prison.

The chains that curled across the floor glowed faintly, and Vorran’s body tensed as if the very air was punishing him for drawing close. His back bowed, muscles straining against a force I couldn’t see.

I stepped forward instinctively.

Something inside me responded to the chains, the sigils, the pulse of old, locked magic. I reached out, palm brushing the nearest symbol. It flared, hot and bright, and then vanished—as if my touch had unsealed it.

Vorran stilled.

Another chain glowed, then disappeared.

One by one, the bindings fell.

Not because of him.

Because of me.

I looked up, breath caught in my throat, and realized the awful truth.

I wasn’t just his Omega.

I was the Key.

The final piece.

The last bond to the curse that had sealed him.

And my heat... had triggered the unlocking.

I stumbled back, but the chamber had already shifted. The chains were gone. The throne glowed with firelight, and Vorran rose from his knees.

No longer chained.

No longer sleeping.

Awakened.

The power that rolled off him now was wrong in the way storms are wrong before they strike—beautiful, terrible, impossible to resist. He stepped toward me slowly, and though he said nothing, I could feel his intent like a wildfire on my skin.

He wasn’t going to force me.

But he didn’t have to.

Every cell in my body wanted him.

And that terrified me more than anything else.

Because I didn’t know if this was choice...

Or fate.

He reached for me once more, and this time, I did not pull away.

I let his hand settle at the base of my neck, fingers brushing the skin where a bondmark would soon bloom.

My name trembled on my lips, but I didn’t say it.

He leaned closer, and I felt his breath—hot, sweet, laced with embers.

Then he spoke, for the first time.

Just one word.

“Mine.”

And the cave exploded with flame.
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