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Chapter 1: Lost in the Mountains
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The wind howled through the crags like a living thing, slicing through my coat as though it wasn’t there. Snow stung my cheeks, sharp and relentless, and each step up the incline felt heavier than the last. My boots crunched on the ice-glazed stone, my breath rising in harsh, ragged clouds before me. I wasn’t supposed to be here. None of this was part of the plan.

But the mountain had swallowed the path hours ago, and now all I had was instinct—or desperation—to guide me.

The world had turned white and endless. Trees were only shadows, skeletal things weighed down by the frost. My compass had stopped working sometime near dawn, the needle spinning uselessly, and my phone had long since died. I wasn’t sure if I was more terrified of freezing to death or of what lay deeper in this range, buried in ancient stone and rumor.

They said no one returned from the Drakari Peaks.

“Just get through the pass,” I whispered to myself, voice hoarse, lips chapped and cracking. “Just get through it, and then down to the village on the other side.”

But the pass was gone.

Replaced by a jagged wall of ice where there should’ve been a winding trail. Avalanches had reshaped the terrain into something hostile and unfamiliar. My map was useless. My body screamed for rest. And yet—something pulled me onward.

I couldn’t explain it. A vibration in the air, faint but constant. Like the hum of a storm building behind the sky. It had started the night before, just as I’d set up camp beneath a rock ledge. I’d dreamed of fire—no, of something deeper. Scales sliding across stone. A voice, low and guttural, whispering my name. When I’d awoken, the snow had fallen thick and fast, and the pass had vanished.

I should have turned back.

But something in me was burning. And it wasn’t just the cold or fear or hunger.

It was need.

I stumbled forward, one hand bracing against the icy wall of the mountain, and then—without warning—my foot caught nothing. The ledge beneath me cracked.

There was no time to scream. Only the feeling of falling, the sky and snow and stone rushing past, weightless, senseless—

And then, darkness.

I must have blacked out. When I came to, I was lying on something soft and warm. That was the first wrong thing. The second was the scent in the air: rich, ancient, and overwhelmingly masculine. It struck me like a blow to the chest, sinking deep into my belly with molten heat.

Panic seized me.

I sat up too fast, groaning as pain flared through my side. My ribs ached, probably bruised from the fall. But I was alive. More than that—I wasn’t freezing.

The space around me shimmered with warmth, though I couldn’t see the source. I was in a cave, deep within the mountain. Smooth black stone arched overhead, slick with moisture. Lichen glowed faintly on the walls, casting dim green light.

And someone was watching me.

No—something.

I wasn’t alone.

The presence pressed against the edges of my awareness before I even saw him. Tall. Massive. Coiled in shadow, yet impossible to miss. He stepped forward from the mouth of a tunnel, and my breath caught.

Eyes like molten amber locked on mine. His body was bare to the waist, carved from fire and fury, with skin the color of burnished bronze. Black markings trailed down his chest—tattoos or scars, I couldn’t tell. But they shimmered faintly, as though something beneath them stirred.

His voice broke the silence.

“You should not be here.”

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. My throat was dry, my thoughts tangled. He came closer, and I flinched, heart pounding. But he didn’t strike. He didn’t even raise a hand.

Instead, he inhaled.

A deep, guttural sound that echoed in the cave, and his eyes widened. His body went rigid.

“You’re... Omega.”

The word made my skin crawl, though I didn’t know why. It was like he’d peeled back something inside me, something raw and unfinished. Heat flared in my core, instinctive and wrong.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I whispered, backing away.

He didn’t follow.

Another voice spoke from the shadows.

“She doesn’t know.”

Cold. So cold the air seemed to freeze.

A second man stepped into the light. Taller, paler, his hair like strands of ice falling across his sharp features. His gaze was calculating, expression unreadable. He looked at me like I was a puzzle—or a weapon.

“A latent,” he said. “Unawakened. But the bond is clear.”

I shook my head. “No. No, this is a mistake. I fell. That’s all. I’m leaving.”

“You can’t,” the first one said. “The mountain brought you here. That means the bond has begun.”

A third presence stirred. I hadn’t even noticed him before, but now the shadows behind me shifted, solidified. He was quieter than the others, cloaked in darkness. His skin was gray, almost silver, his eyes pure black.

He said nothing.

But I felt him.

And the moment our eyes met, the air in the cave seemed to twist. My heart stuttered. My skin flushed. My body knew them, somehow. All three. Fire. Ice. Shadow. Different, but connected.

And I was the spark.

“No,” I said again, more to myself than to them. “I’m not... I don’t belong here.”

The silent one moved forward, raising a hand. Not to touch me—but to gesture. Behind him, the stone wall shimmered and then fell away, revealing a deeper chamber. I caught glimpses of carvings on the walls, of symbols glowing with gold and crimson light.

There, at the center of the chamber, was a pedestal. And on it, the strangest thing: a black crystal, pulsing with red light.

When I stepped toward it, I didn’t think.

I just moved.

The others watched. None of them tried to stop me.

The crystal called to me—not with words, but with sensation. Heat. Memory. Hunger. As if it remembered me. As if it had been waiting.

My fingers brushed the surface.

Pain seared through my palm, then spread through my body. My knees hit the stone. I screamed.

Images flooded me—wings and fire and screaming skies. A war. A betrayal. Three dragons chained in darkness, their flames extinguished. A bond shattered.

A girl, standing at the heart of it all.

Me.

I came back to myself in their arms.

The fire-blooded one—Cazien—held me against his chest, his warmth seeping into me like a balm. The ice one—Vaeth—knelt beside me, watching, always watching. And Syth, the shadow, stood behind them both, silent and unreadable.

“You’re ours now,” Cazien murmured, his breath against my ear. “The bond has chosen.”

I tried to speak. Tried to scream. But all that came out was a whisper:

“What... what are you?”

Cazien looked at me then, with a hunger that burned through centuries.

“We are Dragon Lords. And you... you are the key to our resurrection.”

I should have been afraid.

But all I felt was heat.

And fate.

The bond had begun.
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Chapter 2: The Lords Awaken
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The walls trembled with the sound of awakening. Not from outside, not from the storm that still roared over the mountains—but from within. Deep within the cavernous heart of the Drakari Peaks, something ancient stirred.

I felt it first in my bones. A low, thrumming pulse that reverberated through the stone beneath me. The firelight from the crystal hadn’t dimmed since I touched it—it pulsed, slow and strong, like a heartbeat. The three Dragon Lords stood around me in silence, their gazes trained on the crimson glow, and I could see it in their eyes: recognition. Memory. Fear.

But more than that, hunger.

Cazien shifted first. The warmth radiating off his skin intensified, heat rolling in waves. His hand reached toward the pedestal, fingers flexing as if restraining the urge to touch. His jaw clenched, breath ragged, and the markings along his chest flared with light, deep red and molten gold.

“It’s waking us,” he growled, voice thick with something primal. “The bond... it’s real.”

Vaeth said nothing, his icy stare never leaving the crystal. Frost bloomed across the floor where he stood, crackling like tiny fractures in time. The air chilled around him, and even from several feet away I could see his breath fog.

“We’re not ready,” he said finally, voice low and controlled. “She’s not ready.”

I wasn’t. My body still trembled, shaken from whatever the crystal had shown me. The vision was a blur now, fire and wings and voices screaming in languages I didn’t know but somehow understood. It hadn’t felt like a dream—it had felt like a memory. Mine, but not mine.

“You said I’m Omega,” I said, my voice raw. “What does that even mean?”

Syth’s gaze pierced through the shadows. He hadn’t spoken a word since I’d arrived, but I could feel the weight of his attention. It wasn’t like the other two—Cazien’s wild heat, Vaeth’s sharp calculation. Syth’s presence was heavier, denser, like mist that pressed in from all sides. When he finally stepped forward, his bare feet made no sound on the stone.

“You are the match to our flame,” he said, voice quiet but resonant, as if echoing through more than just the cavern. “The keystone. The anchor. The soul.”

“That doesn’t tell me anything.”

“You were born for this,” Cazien said. “For us. For the bond.”

“But I don’t know you. I don’t even know what you are.”

Vaeth tilted his head slightly. “Dragons,” he said. “We were dragons once. And lords of this realm.”

Cazien chuckled darkly. “Not ‘once.’ We still are.”

I blinked. “What do you mean, you were dragons?”

Syth stepped closer to the crystal, and the glow intensified. “Not just dragons. Dragon Lords. Rulers of the Sky Realms, protectors of the old bloodlines, guardians of the Flame Pact. Until the fall.”

“The fall,” I echoed.

Cazien’s eyes glittered. “Betrayed. Broken. Bound to this mountain by our own kind. Locked in human flesh and sealed from the sky for centuries.”

“Until you,” Vaeth said.

“And now we wake,” Syth finished.

I took a step back. “I didn’t mean to wake anything. I was just lost. I fell.”

“No one falls into Drakari’s heart by accident,” Cazien said. “The mountain doesn’t let strangers pass through. It calls only those who are meant to awaken what sleeps.”

Syth’s black eyes met mine. “And the bond never lies.”

My head was spinning. It was too much. Dragons. Bonds. Prophecies. My skin still tingled from the pulse of the crystal, but I couldn’t wrap my mind around the enormity of what they were saying.

“I need to go,” I said, turning toward the passage. “I need to get out of here. Back down the mountain.”

“You can’t,” Vaeth said, voice sharp.

“Watch me.”

I stepped toward the exit, but my legs wobbled, unsteady. The heat from the pedestal had faded, replaced by cold that sank into my marrow. My body ached again—more than it had after the fall. A deeper kind of ache, like something inside me had been torn open.

Then the world tilted.

Cazien caught me before I hit the ground, arms slipping under me with terrifying ease. I gasped as his heat flooded my senses again, so warm it bordered on burning. My body responded before my mind could resist—muscles relaxing, breath catching, skin prickling.

“What’s happening to me?”

“You’re changing,” he said, and the softness in his voice stunned me. “The bond doesn’t just wake us—it awakens you too.”

“I didn’t ask for this,” I whispered.

“No one ever does,” Vaeth murmured from behind him. “But the bond chooses. And now you’re part of it.”

Syth crouched beside me, his hand brushing mine. The contact sent a shiver through my bones, not from cold, but from... resonance. His touch was silent thunder.

“You must understand,” he said. “This is not a claiming. Not yet. But your presence here has broken the first seal.”

I stared up at them. Three strangers. Three monsters. Three men who looked at me not with lust—but with hunger. With recognition.

I should have been terrified.

Instead, my heart pounded in my chest like it was trying to escape. My body felt hot and cold at once. The scent in the air—my scent—had changed. It was heady now, thick with something musky and unfamiliar.

And they smelled it too.

Vaeth’s nostrils flared. His hands clenched at his sides.

“You’re slipping into heat,” he said, voice tight.

“That’s impossible,” I whispered.

Cazien’s jaw flexed. “Not impossible. You touched the Heart Flame. It accelerated the change.”

“I’m not ready.”

He leaned down, voice low. “We weren’t either. But readiness doesn’t matter. Survival does.”

Syth stood. “We need to take her to the Inner Hollow. Before the second seal stirs.”

“The what—?”

But I couldn’t finish the question. Pain sliced through my abdomen, sharp and sudden. My spine arched, and I cried out, the sound echoing against the stone. My skin burned, blood roaring in my ears.

Cazien scooped me up in his arms, his grip unyielding but careful. “Hold on, little flame.”

I faded into unconsciousness again.

When I woke, the air was thicker. Warmer. The cave around me had changed—gone was the harsh stone of the outer caverns. Now, everything glowed with a soft red light, and the floor beneath me was covered in some kind of moss that radiated warmth. It felt like lying on a living thing.

I sat up slowly, blinking.

The three Lords stood nearby, watching me with unreadable expressions. Each of them had changed. Their skin shimmered faintly, as though the illusion of humanity was beginning to peel away. Their eyes glowed brighter. Their bodies thrummed with restrained energy.

Cazien approached me first, crouching beside where I sat.

“You broke the First Seal, Omega. That was the beginning.”

I licked my dry lips. “Beginning of what?”

Vaeth stepped forward, arms crossed over his chest. “Of our awakening. Of the return of the Flame Pact. Of everything the prophecy warned us about.”

Syth’s voice drifted from the shadows. “And of your heat.”

Cazien’s eyes burned into mine. “We’ll keep you safe. But you must stay. You’re ours now. You carry the key inside you.”
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