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Chapter 1: The Pact is Reborn
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The wind howled through the Weeping Hollow like a warning, skimming over the blackened bark of the trees and stirring the fog that never lifted. Even in daylight, the forest clung to shadows like secrets—cloaked in silvery mist and scented with loam, ash, and blood. Villagers whispered of what lived within it, but none dared enter. None but the witches. None but the chosen.

On the edge of the Hollow stood the old stone circle, half-swallowed by moss and time. At its center, the Blood Oak rose, gnarled and massive, older than anything still living. Its bark was deep red, smooth as flesh, and it pulsed faintly with a rhythm no one wanted to name. Beneath its roots, the cursed slept. They always slept—until the Pact called them awake.

And the moon was almost full.

In the village of Lanterra, hidden behind protective runes and endless prayers, the Council gathered beneath the Temple Spire. The chamber smelled of beeswax, smoke, and cold fear. Candles flickered low on the altar as twelve witches in black robes watched the Seer bleed.

Her name was Maerra, and her arms were etched with inked sigils that flared blue when she spoke. Her voice cracked like lightning through the hush.

“The moon turns. The Pact stirs. The Omega will be chosen before the next moonrise. This is the year of the Blood Cycle.”

A collective shiver ran through the chamber. Even the High Witch, Anselde, stiffened.

“She is not ready,” Anselde said tightly. “There hasn’t been an Omega born in nearly a century.”

“There was one,” Maerra whispered. “And she lives.”

Anselde’s gaze dropped, unwilling to meet the Seer’s eyes. “You mean Liora.”

“Yes. Liora Aveline of the Hollow Line.”

The name struck the room like a spell. The Hollow Line was the oldest bloodline, but also the most cursed. Its last daughters had vanished, one by one, into the Hollow Moon’s hunger. Liora was the final branch. Raised hidden, raised forbidden. Raised untrained in the depths of the cottage woods, far from the rituals, far from the bindings.

And yet, her time had come.



Liora stood barefoot at the edge of her forest garden, her hands deep in the black earth. The ground was warm. Too warm. The roots trembled beneath her touch, like something coiled, like something waiting. The moonlight filtered through twisted branches overhead, painting her skin in silvery ribbons. Her long dark hair clung to her neck in damp strands. Her breath fogged the air even though it was spring.

Something was wrong.

She had felt it for weeks now, crawling under her skin, stirring in her belly like a second heartbeat. Her dreams had turned fevered—shadows with glowing eyes, branches wrapped around her thighs, voices whispering in languages she shouldn’t understand.

And then the heat.

Not the gentle swell she’d been warned of, the natural rise of longing. This was something deeper. Hungrier. Violent. It clawed through her veins like fire, tightened in her womb, and made her knees tremble with need. No Omega should be unbound at her first heat. But Liora had no Alpha. No bond. No protection.

And the Hollow had noticed.

She pressed a hand to her lower belly, gasping as a rush of warmth spilled between her legs. Her thighs clenched. She fell forward, catching herself on her knees in the dirt. The trees leaned in. The wind grew still. And from the direction of the old path, a figure approached.

She knew that silhouette. Anselde. Her mother’s old sister. High Witch of Lanterra. The woman who had exiled her.

“I told you never to come here,” Liora snapped, trying to rise, but her body ached, slick and raw with heat.

“You are the Omega,” Anselde said, voice hard with prophecy. “The Pact calls you now.”

“No.” Liora’s breath hitched. “I am not your sacrifice.”

“You are ours by blood, by line, by fate. The Hollow Moon Pact is eternal. It demands balance. You must go to the circle before moonrise.”

Liora’s nails curled into her palms. “You left me here to rot. Alone. Untouched. Untrained. And now you want me to go willingly into the Hollow?”

“The Alphas will come regardless. You cannot stop what has already begun.”

Anselde turned without waiting for permission, her robe sweeping the ground as she vanished into the trees.

Liora swayed. The ache between her legs throbbed. Her heart raced. She looked up.

The moon had risen, swollen and red.



Deep in the Weeping Hollow, beneath the Blood Oak, the earth trembled. The roots shifted. The stone circle flickered with runes not seen in a hundred years.

A pulse. A breath. A moan of wind.

And then, one by one, three pairs of eyes blinked open in the darkness.

Eyes that had not seen daylight in a century.

Eyes that glowed silver, crimson, and black.

The first Alpha stirred, his body rising from the soil, nude and etched in ancient scars. His hands flexed like claws. His tongue tasted the air.

“She is in heat,” he growled.

The second Alpha emerged with a groan, his horns curling back from his forehead, his mouth full of fangs. “The Pact binds us again.”

The third opened last, slow and quiet, but his gaze burned hottest. He spoke no words—only stared into the woods beyond the circle, where the scent of slick, of fear, of witch-blood called to him.

The Omega was awakening.

And she was theirs.

Not to love. Not to claim.

To break.

To bind.

To burn.

They rose, one by one, stepping over bones and roots, and began the walk toward the village edge. The Pact did not ask for permission. It never had. It was forged in moonlight and blood, and it would be honored once again.

Whether the Omega was ready or not.



Liora stood on her porch, the heat crashing through her in waves. Her eyes blurred. Her breath hitched. She could hear the trees singing now, a low hum that vibrated in her spine. Her hands gripped the wooden banister, but the vision struck her all the same.

Three shadows. One with silver eyes. One with horns. One with fire in his mouth.

Walking. Coming. Rising.

Her heat crescendoed, and she screamed.

The Hollow had awakened.

And it would not be denied.
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Chapter 2: Liora is Chosen
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The wind shifted.

It carried with it the scent of rot, of rain, and something sweeter. Not flowers. Not the usual herbs that lined the forest’s edge. This scent was thick, heady, and unmistakably biological. Liora leaned against the wooden frame of her door, panting, her body slick with sweat and her thighs trembling with need. Her heat had reached a fever pitch. The world blurred around her, and the trees breathed with her.

She had never felt anything like this.

Her fingers clawed at her own skin, trying to find relief from the tension coiling in her belly. Every breath was a plea. Every second, her body screamed for something—someone—to fill the ache. But she was alone. Always had been. And yet... not anymore. She could feel them moving. Somewhere in the Hollow, three pulses had started beating again. A rhythm in the earth. In the roots. In her blood.

She wasn’t just in heat. She was being called.

The runes carved into the wooden beams of her home flickered faintly, reacting to the power now surging through the woods. The protections her mother had placed years ago were crumbling. The spell threads that kept the Hollow at bay had frayed. The Omega’s heat could not be contained.

A howl split the air—not from a beast, but something older. The kind of howl that shook the sky and split clouds. It echoed through the trees, rolling over Liora’s body like thunder. She collapsed to her knees on the floor, trembling, gasping. Her hands clutched at the edge of her skirt, trying to keep herself grounded, but it was no use. Her scent filled the air, and the Hollow would not let her hide.

From the treeline, figures watched.

They had not yet revealed themselves, but she felt them now. Not men. Not beasts. Something between. Something ancient.

The first Alpha stood nearest, cloaked in mist, silver eyes glinting beneath thick black lashes. His bare chest was marked with sigils carved deep into muscle. He wore nothing but the smoke that curled around his waist and the hunger in his stare. His nostrils flared.

“She burns.”

The second Alpha crouched in the low branches of a nearby tree, his horns nearly brushing the bark. He licked his lips, fangs sharp and white in the gloom. His eyes burned red, and his voice dripped with amusement.

“She doesn't even know how much she needs us.”

The third was farther back, silent, shadowed. But the heat trembled most where he stood. His presence pulsed like a second moon, distorting the air. His breath came in slow, patient exhales, fogging the mist with power. He said nothing. He didn’t need to. The earth answered to him.

They were awake.

They had smelled her.

And the Pact had chosen.



In the Temple Spire, the witches gathered again. Anselde stood at the altar, her silver hair braided tightly, her fingers curled around the ceremonial blade. Before her, the Seer bled once more—this time from her throat. A shallow cut, just enough to let the blood flow down her chest and pool into the iron bowl etched with binding runes.

“The Omega's heat has crested,” Maerra whispered, eyes rolled back. “The spirits stir. The Pact must be sealed by moonrise.”

“Liora is not prepared,” Anselde said. “She has not been bound to any Alpha. Her heat will destroy her.”

“Or awaken her,” the Seer croaked, her voice no longer her own. “She is of the Hollow Line. She will survive what others could not.”

A chorus of murmurs rose among the witches. One dared to speak above the rest.

“If she survives, she will become more than Omega.”

“She will become Hollowborn.”

Anselde turned sharply, silencing them with a look. “She was supposed to live quietly. Hidden. Now the entire cycle rests on her shoulders.”

“The Pact does not care for our plans.”

The bowl hissed as the blood thickened into smoke. A vision shimmered within the rising mist—Liora on her knees, writhing in the dirt, her body shaking with the weight of her heat. The image blurred, then shifted. The three Alphas circled her like wolves. Her hair whipped around her face as she screamed.

Not in pain.

In need.

The witches looked away.

Anselde did not.



The first Alpha reached the clearing by the garden first. He did not rush. He stalked. His steps were silent, but the wind curled toward him, carrying her scent like a lover’s whisper. He saw her. Liora. Still kneeling in the doorway, her body slick with need, her pupils blown wide.

She looked up. Her breath hitched.

She had never seen anything like him.

He towered above her, muscles taut beneath ash-dusted skin, runes glowing faintly across his chest and arms. His eyes held no mercy. Only hunger. He stepped forward, and she tried to retreat, but her body betrayed her—hips tilting, thighs parting slightly. Her scent grew stronger.

He smiled.

“You are the one.”

Liora’s voice cracked. “Who are you?”

“The one who waits beneath the oak,” he whispered, crouching before her. He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “The one your blood remembers.”

She flinched from his touch, and he growled softly—not in anger, but warning. She didn’t move again.

The second Alpha dropped from the tree behind her, landing in a crouch. His horned silhouette was wild, his mouth curled into a dangerous grin. “Scared little rabbit,” he murmured. “You smell like fire and honey. Did they not teach you how to beg?”

“I won’t beg,” she spat, though her voice trembled.

The third came last, walking from the shadows like a storm given form. His eyes burned black, and the air thickened with his presence. He said nothing, only watched her with a gaze that pierced through every defense. Liora’s breath stopped.

She felt them now—not as threats, but as inevitabilities. The heat pulsed again. Harder. Her knees buckled.

The first Alpha caught her.

She didn’t realize she was falling until her body hit his chest, sweat mixing with ash and power. She gasped against his neck, and he inhaled deeply, groaning at her scent. The second Alpha closed in, teeth bared, his fingers twitching with restraint. The third circled slowly.

“She is unbound,” the second growled. “She’ll break before she bonds.”

“She’ll bend,” the first said, pressing his forehead to hers. “And then burn.”

“No,” Liora managed, shaking her head. “You’re not real. This isn’t happening.”

The third Alpha finally spoke.

“We are the Hollow Pact. You are the flame that feeds it.”

Her eyes widened.

Something inside her cracked. Not pain—revelation. Her heat wasn’t sickness. It was summoning. She hadn’t just been chosen.

She had been born for this.

The magic ignited.

She screamed as her back arched, her body glowing with internal fire. The Alphas howled in unison, power surging through the clearing as the Pact sealed itself in heat and flesh and blood.

The Hollow Moon hung overhead, full and red, watching.

Liora had been chosen.

And the Hollow would not be denied.
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