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Chapter 1: Taken by the Alpha Kings
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The scent of damp earth and pine filled Sera’s lungs as she sprinted through the dense forest, her bare feet barely making a sound against the mossy ground. The night air clung to her skin, heavy with the looming presence of something far more dangerous than the darkness itself. Her heartbeat thundered in her ears, drowning out the soft rustling of the wind through the trees. They were close. Too close. She could feel them.

The Alphas.

Fear and defiance warred within her as she forced herself forward, pushing past the ache in her limbs. She had been running for what felt like hours, every shadow stretching long and treacherous around her, every breath a battle against the rising panic clawing at her throat. They had found her.

Sera had always known this moment would come. The whispers of her existence had spread like wildfire, rumors of an unclaimed Omega with an untapped power so rare it could shift the balance of the Shadowlands. She had spent years hiding, burying the truth beneath layers of careful control, but it had never been enough. Alphas were predators by nature, and she was the perfect prey.

A low growl split the silence behind her, a warning laced with unmistakable intent. She barely had time to react before the force of a body slammed into her from behind, knocking her to the forest floor with brutal efficiency. The weight pressing down on her was solid, unyielding, radiating power so thick it sent shivers through her trembling frame.

"Running was a mistake, little Omega," a voice murmured at her ear, deep and smooth like dark velvet laced with steel. Damien.

She struggled against him, twisting beneath his hold, but it was futile. He was pure strength, a ruthless force of nature. His scent invaded her senses, a potent mix of cedar, musk, and something darker—something that spoke of dominance, of possession. A sharp gasp left her lips as his fingers closed around her wrists, pinning them above her head.

"Let me go," she spat, her voice raw with fury.

Damien chuckled, low and taunting, his breath warm against her skin. "And why would I do that, Omega?" His grip tightened just enough to remind her of exactly what he was. "You belong to us now."

A second presence loomed over her, colder, more calculating. "Fighting will only make this harder for you," Kael said, his voice edged with amusement. "But by all means, struggle. We enjoy the chase."

Her stomach twisted as she felt Kael’s fingers trail along the side of her throat, slow and deliberate. He wasn’t like Damien. Where Damien was raw power, Kael was precision. A strategist. He would pick her apart piece by piece, unraveling her defenses until nothing remained but what he wanted her to be.

A third figure stepped into her line of vision, his silver eyes glinting under the moonlight. Elias. He watched her in silence, his expression unreadable. Of the three, he was the hardest to predict, his presence an enigma wrapped in layers of quiet intensity. But the way he looked at her sent a shiver down her spine, as if he already saw something in her that she wasn’t ready to acknowledge.

"Please..." The word slipped out before she could stop it, shame curling in her chest at the weakness in her voice.

Damien’s lips brushed against her ear, a dangerous promise laced in his tone. "Begging won’t save you."

Panic surged through her veins, a desperate need to escape overriding every rational thought. She thrashed beneath Damien’s hold, her body twisting in a final attempt at freedom. A mistake.

In an instant, Kael was on her, his fingers tangling in her hair as he yanked her head back with a sharp tug. "So defiant," he mused, his grip unrelenting. "But we’ll break that soon enough."

Elias crouched beside her, his gaze steady. "You don't understand what you are," he said, his voice softer than the others, but no less firm. "You're more than just an Omega, Seraphina. And that makes you dangerous."

She clenched her teeth, forcing herself to meet his gaze. "Then you should have let me go."

His lips twitched, the closest thing to amusement she had seen from him. "That was never an option."

Damien released her wrists only to wrap a hand around her throat, not squeezing, just holding, a silent warning. The possessiveness in his touch made her pulse skitter wildly, her breath coming in shallow pants.

"You belong to us now," he repeated, his voice final. "And we don't intend to let you go."

Sera knew then, with bone-deep certainty, that she had lost.

The Alphas had won.
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Chapter 2: A Prisoner in Shadows
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Sera woke to darkness. Thick, oppressive, and endless. The scent of cold stone and aged wood filled her nostrils, mingling with something deeper, something raw and unmistakably male.

She wasn’t alone.

Her breath came in slow, steady drags as she forced her body to still, listening, searching. The room was silent except for the faint crackling of a distant fire. Her wrists ached, her body sore from the rough capture. She remembered the forest, the chase, the brutal way Damien had pinned her to the ground. The words he had whispered like an unshakable decree. You belong to us now.

A slow coil of dread curled in her stomach. She shifted carefully, her fingers brushing against the heavy furs beneath her. A bed, massive and unfamiliar. The room was cooler than she expected, the air thick with something intangible. A warning.

Chains rattled softly, and it took her a moment to realize the sound had come from her own body. Her hands moved instinctively, but the cold bite of metal wrapped around her wrists held firm. The realization sent a fresh wave of fury through her veins. They had shackled her. Like an animal.

She pulled hard against the restraints, her breathing sharp, her pulse hammering against the fragile skin of her throat. The metal refused to budge. Her magic, though weak from exhaustion, flared beneath her skin in defiance, but the moment she tried to summon it, a sharp, biting pain exploded in her skull, sending her sprawling back onto the mattress with a strangled gasp.

"Don’t."

The voice was low, smooth, spoken with the quiet authority of someone who expected to be obeyed.

Her body tensed as she turned her head toward the sound. A figure leaned against the far wall, partially shrouded in shadow, but even without seeing him fully, she knew who it was. Damien.

The firelight cast flickering patterns across his sharp features, illuminating the deep, calculating intensity in his eyes. He was watching her, not with impatience, but with the eerie patience of a predator who knew he had already won.

Sera swallowed hard, her throat dry. "You have no right to keep me here."

Damien’s lips twitched, amusement flickering behind his dark gaze. "No? And yet, here you are. Bound, collared, and very much ours."

Her fingers curled into the sheets, rage simmering beneath her skin. "I am not yours."

His expression didn’t change. "You will be."

The door creaked open before she could respond, and another figure entered. Kael. He moved with lazy confidence, his every step precise, measured. He was dressed in all black, his shirt unbuttoned at the throat, revealing a hint of lean muscle and the sharp curve of a collarbone. His eyes, a piercing shade of green, locked onto her the moment he stepped inside.

"Awake already?" His voice was laced with mock concern. "I was hoping you’d be out longer. Makes things... easier."

She lifted her chin, ignoring the unease curling inside her. "Untie me. Now."

Kael smirked, a slow, knowing curve of his lips. "That’s adorable, little Omega. You think you’re in a position to make demands?"

Her skin prickled at the way he said it. Like she was nothing more than a petulant child throwing a tantrum.

She pulled against the chains again, harder this time, the cold metal biting into her flesh. "This is a mistake," she hissed. "You can’t keep me here forever."

Kael hummed, tilting his head as he studied her. "We don’t need forever. Just long enough."

Her stomach twisted. "Long enough for what?"

"For you to break," Elias answered.

She startled at the sound of his voice, soft and smooth, yet undeniably firm. He had entered without her noticing, his presence an extension of the shadows that clung to the edges of the room. His silver eyes locked onto hers, unreadable and cold, but beneath the icy exterior, something else lurked. Something dangerous.

She turned to him, her pulse hammering in her throat. "You think you can break me?"

Elias took a step forward, his gaze never wavering. "I know we can."

A shiver danced down her spine, though she fought to suppress it. They spoke with absolute certainty, as if her defiance was nothing more than an inconvenience, a temporary barrier they fully intended to shatter.

She refused to let them.

"You don’t know what I am," she whispered, the barest hint of warning lacing her tone.

Kael chuckled, low and dark. "Oh, we do, little Omega. More than you think."

Damien pushed off the wall, his steps slow and deliberate as he approached the bed. He reached down, gripping her chin between his fingers, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. The warmth of his skin against hers sent a jolt of awareness through her, but she refused to flinch.

"You’ve spent years hiding from what you are," he murmured. "But that ends now. We will teach you, shape you, claim you." His thumb brushed against her lower lip, lingering for a moment before he pulled away. "And you will learn to obey."

She clenched her jaw, refusing to be baited.

Elias stood beside him now, watching her closely. "You should rest while you can," he said. "The more you fight, the harder this will be."

A cold knot settled in her stomach. They weren’t going to release her.

They had no intention of letting her go.

Damien turned away, his presence a storm of barely restrained dominance. "We’ll come back when you’re ready to talk."

The door closed behind them with a heavy finality, leaving her alone in the suffocating silence of her cage.

Sera curled her hands into fists, her breath coming in shallow gasps. She was trapped. Helpless. But she wasn’t broken.

Not yet.
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Chapter 3: Breaking the Omega's Will
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Sera sat on the edge of the massive bed, her wrists still shackled, her body aching from the strain of the night before. Sleep had eluded her, leaving her mind a battlefield of rage and desperation. The room was quiet, the only sound the distant crackling of the fire. Time had become an enemy, stretching endlessly in the dim candlelit space where she was kept like a caged animal.

They wanted her broken. Submissive. Tamed.

It would never happen.

The door creaked open, and her muscles tensed automatically. Heavy footsteps echoed against the stone floor, deliberate, unhurried. Damien. The moment he entered, the air in the room shifted, thickening with his dominance, his presence a force all its own. His dark eyes met hers, unreadable but burning with something deep, something dangerous.
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