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Chapter 1: The Ceremony of Chains
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The bitter wind tore at the hem of my ceremonial veil as I stood barefoot on the obsidian altar. My wrists were bound in iron, the chains heavy with old blood and ancient runes that pulsed a sickly crimson light. The scent of burning myrrh hung thick in the air, mixing with the musk of wolf sweat and fire. Below the dais, the Hollow Clan gathered, their eyes like burning coals in the dark. They had come to see the sacrifice. To see me bound. To see me claimed.

I was the Omega selected by the Elders. Orphaned, untouched, and untouched by the world beyond the forest's edge. A perfect vessel, they had whispered. A pure womb for the Hollow Pact.

“You kneel now, little heat-blood,” the priest hissed, his voice warped from centuries of dust. “You belong to the Hollow.”

I didn’t kneel. Not yet.

Three figures stood at the far end of the altar, each cloaked in black robes stitched with bones. I knew who they were—Luka, Corin, and Thorne—the Hollow Alphas. The brothers who ruled this cursed bloodline. They were my fate. My ruin. And tonight, they would carve their names into my flesh.

Luka stepped forward first, casting off his hood. Pale moonlight kissed his face—sharp, brutal features and silver eyes that gleamed with sadistic hunger. His bare chest was adorned with sigils burned into his skin. He reeked of violence and power, and when he looked at me, I felt the weight of his gaze like a collar around my throat.

“She doesn’t kneel,” he said, amused. “Good. I hate it when they break too fast.”

The crowd laughed—low, rumbling, feral. Corin followed, slower, more methodical. He didn’t speak. He simply studied me, his ice-blue eyes dissecting my defiance. His aura was quieter, crueler. He wasn’t the type to strike first—he was the one who watched you squirm, who savored the unraveling.

Thorne emerged last, the biggest of them, his golden hair falling around his shoulders like a lion’s mane. He smirked, and the fang that glinted beneath his lip promised only one thing: pain. And pleasure. The lines blurred with him. They always would.

“You will kneel,” Luka said again, voice colder now, “or we’ll make you.”

“I am not yours,” I spat, and the chains rattled as I jerked against them.

The slap echoed before I registered the blow. Corin had moved silently, the back of his hand blooming heat across my cheek. “No,” he said calmly. “Not yet. But you will be.”

The ritual began with blood. They drew it from my thigh, letting it drip into a bowl carved from the skull of a sacrificed Alpha. The priest chanted in an ancient tongue, and the flames around the altar turned blue. My legs trembled, not from fear—but from the primal heat awakening inside me. It was the Hollow’s doing, I knew. Their scent. Their presence. My body reacted even as my mind resisted.

The Hollow Alphas surrounded me. Luka’s fingers gripped my chin, forcing my gaze upward as he whispered in a voice like shattered glass, “You’ll learn, little Omega. Every inch of you will learn who owns it.”

Then the chains were lifted, and I fell to my knees—not from submission, but from the spell surging through my blood.

Thorne knelt behind me, dragging his nails down my spine. The pain sparked a moan I couldn’t contain. “She sounds pretty when she hurts,” he said, licking the blood from his fingers.

My breath came in ragged bursts. My heat was coming—early, aggressive, unnatural. I knew what they were doing. The Hollow Pact demanded an Omega be bound in the full bloom of her cycle, when her body was nothing but ache and hunger.

“She’ll beg before dawn,” Luka said, licking his lips.

“No,” Corin corrected. “She’ll scream.”

Their voices were thunder in my ears as the spell sealed. The Hollow mark burned itself onto the inside of my thigh—an ancient sigil that glowed with my blood. Ownership. Binding. Claiming.

I tried to fight it, even as my body betrayed me. My slick was already soaking the ceremonial cloth beneath me. My pulse beat in my cunt, in my throat, in the core of my womb. I hated them. I wanted them. I wanted to bite and claw and burn them to ash—but my Omega instincts screamed for surrender.

And then, they took me.

Luka was first. Brutal. Fast. He didn’t ask. He didn’t pretend. He fucked like he was conquering a city, not a girl. My scream echoed into the cold mountains. His knot swelled inside me as he held my throat, his teeth sinking into my shoulder until blood ran freely.

Thorne was next. He flipped me over, growling against my nape, rutting like the beast he was. His knot hit harder. Deeper. My body trembled as the second bond sealed. My cunt wept. My moans turned to sobs. He licked away my tears.

Corin waited. Watching. Always watching.

When he entered me, it was slow. Cruel. Every inch a calculated violation. His knot stretched me until I thought I’d tear apart. But it was his voice that destroyed me.

“Say you belong to us,” he whispered into my ear.

I stayed silent.

He thrust deeper.

“Say it, Omega.”

And I broke. “I belong to you.”

Three bonds. Three knots. Three marks etched into my soul.

When the ceremony ended, I lay shattered beneath the altar. My body was theirs. My name was gone. My past buried.

The Hollow Alphas stood over me, satisfied. Triumphant.

“You are ours now,” Luka said. “The Omega of the Pact.”

And the crowd chanted my new name.

Bride. Vessel. Whore of the Hollow.

But deep inside, buried beneath the bruises and the bleeding heat, something fierce still burned.

They may have claimed me. But they hadn’t broken me.

Not yet.
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Chapter 2: Bride of the Hollow Bloodline
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The dawn after the claiming ceremony was not warm or golden. It was cold and cruel, painted in the bruised colors of ash and blood. I woke on stone, naked, my limbs trembling from exhaustion, from the residual heat that hadn’t fully passed. My thighs were sticky with seed and blood, my mouth dry, my throat raw from screaming. The scent of them lingered on my skin—musky, feral, impossibly dominant. I wasn’t just sore. I was ruined.

Chains still clung to my ankles, but the ones binding my wrists had been removed. I could move now, but there was nowhere to run. The Hollow was a prison disguised as a sanctuary—an ancient fortress buried in the bones of a forgotten mountain, its halls etched with runes that pulsed when I walked near. The stone here breathed. Watched. Hungered.

I staggered forward, wrapping a discarded cloth around my shoulders. Every step was fire between my legs. I felt their knots echoing inside me still, phantom pressure that wouldn't fade. My breath caught as I passed a mirror. My reflection was unrecognizable—filthy, bitten, wild-eyed. A soft glow pulsed on the inside of my thigh where the Hollow sigil had branded me. I touched it and shivered. The magic writhed beneath my fingers.

Voices echoed down the corridor—low, masculine, laughing. I followed the sound, too dazed to think of defiance. My bare feet slapped against the ancient stone. The air grew warmer as I neared a grand chamber lit by firelight and scented with roasted meat. The scent clawed at my empty stomach, but even hunger couldn't dull the tension building inside me. They were there.

Luka lounged on a throne made of carved bone and blackwood, shirtless again, his scars like claw marks across his chest. He wore power like a second skin, and when his eyes snapped to mine, I froze. His lips curled into a smirk.

“Well,” he said. “She walks. Didn’t expect that so soon.”

Corin stood at a massive obsidian table covered in maps and scrolls. He didn’t look up. He didn’t have to. His presence coiled around me like smoke, insidious and suffocating. “She’ll need to learn obedience faster,” he muttered. “Or she won’t survive the Bloodmoon trials.”

Thorne was by the fire, shirtless, licking juice from a piece of charred meat. When he saw me, he grinned, wolfish and wild. “Morning, little bride.”

“Don’t call me that,” I rasped.

He chuckled. “You’re going to be a fun one.”

“I’m not yours,” I said. It was a lie, and we all knew it. My scent still bore their knots, their seed, their claim.

Luka stood, towering, radiating threat. “Come here.”

I didn’t move.

He was beside me in two strides. His hand tangled in my hair and yanked my head back until I met his gaze. “When I give an order, you obey. You’ll learn that, Omega. Even if we have to carve it into your bones.”

I bit him.

He didn’t flinch. Blood welled on his hand, but his smile only widened. “There it is,” he murmured. “The fire. Don’t let it go out. Not yet.”

He released me, and I fell to my knees. My body betrayed me again, slick already gathering between my thighs. Heat was a cruel, relentless thing. It didn’t care that my mind rebelled. It just wanted. Needed.

Thorne crouched beside me, lifting my chin with his thumb. “You smell needy again,” he said softly, almost gently. “Do you want to be filled, little mate?”

I turned my face away, ashamed of the moan that escaped me. Corin’s voice cut through the room like a dagger.

“No knots. Not today. She needs to learn first.”

They led me down a corridor lined with runes that throbbed when I passed. Every step made my heat flare, my pulse quicken, my nipples harden under the thin cloth. The Hollow did something to me. Amplified everything. There was no hiding from what I was becoming.

The chamber they brought me to was circular, lined with iron rings and furs, with a single wooden post in the center.

“This is the obedience room,” Luka said casually. “We’re going to train you.”

“I’m not a dog,” I spat.

Thorne grinned. “Then don’t whimper.”

They bound me to the post. Not cruelly. Not tenderly either. My arms stretched above me, my knees spread wide by iron rods fixed into the floor. My back arched involuntarily, exposing every vulnerable part of me.

Corin walked in slow circles around me, eyes cool and unreadable. “Lesson one,” he said. “Your body belongs to us. Lesson two: you only come when we say.”

Then the real training began.

It wasn’t pain. Not yet. It was pressure. Denial. Luka licked between my thighs, slow, precise, dragging his tongue over my folds until I sobbed with frustration. He didn’t let me climax. He stopped just before I could, again and again, until I was shaking and begging and breathless.

Thorne whispered filthy things in my ear, biting the shell of it until I cried out. He licked tears from my cheeks, stroked my breasts, pinched my nipples until they ached.

But Corin? He was the worst. He watched. He said nothing. Just looked at me, arms crossed, controlling the pace like a puppeteer behind glass. When he finally touched me, it was only to slide a cold metal plug inside me, locking it in place.

“Until you learn to obey,” he said, “you’ll carry our hunger.”

They left me there, wet, denied, filled and trembling.

The Hollow didn’t need whips to break you. They used pleasure. Heat. The primal torment of a body that betrayed its own soul.

By the time the sun dipped below the jagged horizon, they returned. I hadn’t climaxed once. My body was fire, my voice hoarse from moaning, from sobbing. The plug throbbed with each breath.

Corin knelt in front of me. “Have you learned anything, little bride?”

I shook my head. “I hate you.”

He smiled. “Good.”

That night, they didn’t knot me again. Instead, they made me beg. Made me admit how much I needed them, how my slick coated the floor, how my heat wouldn’t end until they claimed me.

But they didn’t.

They left me on the furs, sleepless and aching, every nerve alight with frustration. Alone. Denied. Tamed in fire.

I didn’t cry.

I wouldn’t give them the satisfaction.

But as the Hollow’s runes pulsed around me, as my thighs clenched with unmet need, I knew the truth.

I was becoming theirs.

One command at a time.
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Chapter 3: Luca’s First Command
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The next morning, I was awoken not by sunlight or warmth, but by the sting of cold water thrown across my body. I jolted upright with a cry, my skin goosefleshed, nipples stiff from the sudden shock, my soaked hair clinging to my face. The chamber I had been left in was still dark, the runes dim but watching. The air felt heavier today, like the walls themselves knew what was coming.

Luka stood above me, shirtless again, his muscles taut, his arms folded over his chest. There was blood on his knuckles, not mine this time. His silver eyes glowed faintly under the torchlight.

“Get up.”

I blinked at him, sluggish from the sleepless, heat-tortured night. The plug Corin had left inside me was gone now—I must’ve lost consciousness long enough for them to remove it—but the emptiness it left was maddening. I was still soaked from hours of denied climax, my body trembling on the edge of collapse.

“I said get up.”

He didn’t wait. He grabbed me by the arm, dragging me to my feet. My legs barely supported me, but his grip was iron. I swayed, dizzy, my mind fogged with the remnants of heat and the gnawing ache between my thighs.

“This isn’t a place for rest,” he said coldly. “You’re not a princess. You’re not a guest. You’re ours. And it’s time you learned what that means.”

He dragged me through the stone corridors like
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