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Chapter 1: Bound by Fate
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Sera had never believed in fate.

She had spent too many years running from it, clawing against the expectations the world had set for her. She had hidden her power, buried her instincts, refused to acknowledge the bond that had been forced upon her. But now, there was no escaping it.

The Blood Oath had sealed her to the Alphas, their fates entwined in magic older than time. And the Mating Bond—twisting inside her, altering her body in ways she barely understood—had made it permanent. There was no undoing what had been done.

She was bound to them.

To Damien, the relentless leader who demanded submission but had yet to earn it.

To Kael, the wicked strategist who played the long game, testing her, pushing her, waiting for the moment she would break.

To Elias, the silent storm, the unreadable force who saw too much and revealed too little.

Sera clenched her fists as she stood on the fortress balcony, looking out over the Shadowlands. The wind was cold against her skin, but she barely felt it. The land stretched before her, dark and wild, a kingdom ruled by monsters—and now, by her.

She wasn’t a prisoner anymore.

She was something far more dangerous.

The heavy sound of footsteps echoed behind her. She didn’t turn. She knew who it was.

Damien stopped beside her, his presence consuming, his scent thick in the air, wrapping around her like a claim. He had always held himself with absolute control, but now, there was something raw beneath his composure, something barely leashed.

“You’re restless,” he said.

Sera exhaled sharply. “That makes two of us.”

Damien’s gaze swept over the horizon, his expression unreadable. “The others will come for you soon.”

She already knew that. The moment the Blood Oath had been completed, the war had been set in motion. She was a threat now, not just to them, but to every Alpha in the Shadowlands who had built their power on the belief that Omegas were weak, submissive, controllable.

Sera turned to face him. “Let them.”

His eyes darkened. “You don’t understand what you’re up against.”

She lifted her chin. “Then teach me.”

Silence stretched between them, thick with tension. She wasn’t sure what she expected him to say, but when he finally spoke, his voice was lower, rougher.

“I won’t go easy on you.”

Sera smirked. “I would be disappointed if you did.”

A slow, dangerous smile touched Damien’s lips. “Good.”

Before she could react, he moved.

One second, she was standing on the balcony, and the next, she was pinned against the cold stone wall, Damien’s body caging hers in. His grip wasn’t cruel, wasn’t painful, but it was unyielding.

Her pulse quickened, heat flaring under her skin.

“You want to learn how to fight?” he murmured, his breath hot against her ear. “Then let’s begin.”

Sera’s instinct was to shove him away, but she knew better. Damien wasn’t the type to be overpowered. Not without strategy. Not without control.

Instead, she twisted, using his own strength against him, forcing him off balance just enough to slip free. She spun, slamming her forearm against his chest, but he caught her wrist in an instant, twisting her back against the stone.

His grip tightened. “Better. But not good enough.”

Sera gritted her teeth. She could feel the magic pulsing beneath her skin, could feel the bond between them crackling like a live wire. He was pushing her, testing her, but she wouldn’t give him the reaction he wanted.

Not yet.

She met his gaze, defiance burning in her veins. “Then try harder.”

Damien’s smirk was pure challenge. “Oh, I intend to.”

The sound of laughter echoed from the corridor before Kael appeared, his green eyes glinting with amusement. “Should I be jealous, or is this just foreplay?”

Damien didn’t move, didn’t so much as blink, but Sera saw the tension flicker through him.

Kael strolled closer, all lazy confidence. “If you two are done with your little power struggle, we have a war to prepare for.”

Damien exhaled sharply and released her, stepping back. Sera forced herself to ignore the lingering heat of his touch as she turned to Kael.

“I’m ready,” she said.

Kael’s smirk widened. “Let’s see if you still feel that way by the time we’re done with you.”

Sera didn’t hesitate.

She followed them inside, into the darkness of the fortress, into whatever fate awaited her.

Because this time, she wasn’t fighting against it.

She was walking straight toward it.
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Chapter 2: The Ceremony of Shadows
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Sera had learned that power always came with a price.

The moment she had sworn the Blood Oath, she had sealed herself to the Alphas, bound in ways that could never be undone. It wasn’t just magic that tied them together now—it was something deeper, something primal, something written in the very fabric of the Shadowlands.

And tonight, she would pay the cost.

The torches lining the great hall flickered, casting long shadows against the towering stone walls. The room smelled of fire and earth, of something ancient and waiting. The Alphas stood before her, their presence filling the space like a storm on the horizon.

Damien stood at the center, his dark eyes unreadable, his expression carved from stone. He was the leader, the force that commanded everything around him without question.

Kael leaned against one of the pillars, his lips curved into that familiar smirk, but there was something sharp beneath his amusement. He was watching, waiting.

Elias stood apart from them, silent as always, his silver gaze steady, seeing more than he ever said.

Sera forced herself to keep her breathing even as she approached the altar at the front of the hall. A massive slab of black stone, worn smooth by centuries of ritual, pulsed with an energy she could feel beneath her skin. This was where oaths were solidified, where power was claimed.

She knew what this was.

The Ceremony of Shadows.

She had heard the whispers about it before. It was the final step in the Blood Oath, the moment where magic was truly sealed, where fate was carved into existence with no way out.

"You’re certain about this?" Damien’s voice was low, measured, but she could hear the tension beneath it.

She looked at him, meeting his gaze without hesitation. "I don’t have a choice."

Kael chuckled, pushing off the pillar. "Oh, you always have a choice, little Omega. The question is—are you ready to live with it?"

Sera clenched her fists. "I’ve been living with it since the moment you took me."

Kael’s smirk widened. "Good answer."

Damien exhaled through his nose, turning to Elias. "Begin."

Elias moved forward, his presence steady, unwavering. He carried a dagger in his hands, the blade dark as night, etched with ancient runes. The moment Sera saw it, something inside her tightened.

This wasn’t just a ritual. It was a binding.

Elias held the blade between them, his voice even. "The Blood Oath was the first bond. This will be the second. No magic stronger than what is forged in shadow."

Sera inhaled sharply. "And what does that mean for me?"

Damien stepped closer, his scent wrapping around her, drowning her in his presence. "It means there is no breaking this. No escaping us."

The words sent a shiver down her spine, but she refused to look away.

Elias offered the dagger to her. "This must be done willingly."

Sera hesitated only for a breath before taking the blade. It was heavier than she expected, the metal warm against her skin.

She looked between them—Damien, Kael, Elias. The Alphas who had taken her, broken her, changed her. And now, the ones who stood between her and a world that wanted her dead.

Sera lifted the blade.

Elias extended his hand, palm up, waiting.

Without another word, she pressed the tip of the dagger against his skin. A thin line of blood welled up, dark against the firelight.

Kael was next. His smirk didn’t fade, but there was something in his gaze—something deeper. He held out his hand, watching her carefully.

She repeated the motion, the blade slicing across his palm, marking him as he had marked her.

Damien was last.

He didn’t move as she stepped toward him, his gaze burning into hers. He didn’t hesitate as he lifted his hand.

She pressed the blade to his skin.

Blood. Magic. Fate.

The moment the last mark was made, the energy in the room shifted. The torches flickered violently, the air growing thick, charged with something old and powerful.

Sera felt it the instant the magic took hold.

A sharp heat surged through her, crawling beneath her skin, searing into her bones. It wasn’t pain—not exactly. It was recognition. The power inside her, the part she had spent so long suppressing, was responding to them.

To this.

The Alphas inhaled sharply in unison, their bodies going rigid as the magic bound them together.

And then, just as suddenly, it was done.

The torches settled, the air grew still.

Sera exhaled shakily, the dagger slipping from her fingers, clattering against the stone floor.

Damien caught her wrist before she could step back, his grip firm. "It’s finished."

Kael let out a slow breath, flexing his fingers, watching as the thin line of blood on his palm slowly faded, the wound sealing itself shut. "Well, that was fun."

Elias’s silver eyes met Sera’s. "You feel it now, don’t you?"

She swallowed hard.

Yes.

She felt them.

Not just in the room, not just near her. She felt them. The bond thrummed between them, invisible but undeniable, threading through her veins like something that had always been there, waiting to be awakened.

There was no escaping this.

No undoing it.

She had bound herself to them.

And they had bound themselves to her.
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