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Chapter 1: The Night the Mist Claimed Me

[image: ]


The night the mist came, it wasn’t gentle.

It didn’t creep through the trees like a dream or wrap itself around the village like a lover’s embrace. It stormed in, thick and choking, devouring torches and dousing every shred of moonlight. The hounds stopped howling. The crows didn’t fly. The world fell silent—and then it screamed.

I remember the cold first. It crawled up my legs, even though I was already hidden beneath three layers of wolfskin and soot-stained rags. The cave walls trembled with the weight of something ancient outside. I pressed myself deeper into the shadows, fingers locked over the copper pendant at my throat—the only thing I had left of my mother. A warning. A curse. A mark.

I was born an Omega. Not by choice. Not by bloodline. By fate. A curse whispered by the wind, sung by the stars. Omegas were not protected here. They were hunted, bought, bred.

I was supposed to be dead.

But I wasn’t.

“Selene,” my aunt had whispered the last time I saw her, right before they took her. “When the mist comes, don’t run. Don’t scream. Don’t breathe.”

I didn’t listen.

The heat came first—between my thighs, in my chest, on my tongue. It wasn't just the scent of approaching Alphas that burned through the forest—it was me. My scent was waking. Triggered by the Crimson Moon. Triggered by the prophecy we had buried. My scent spread like wildfire through the broken pines, and with it came the Alphas. Not just one. Four.

I saw them before they saw me.

Or maybe they always knew where I was.

The first stepped from the mist like a death god. Armor slick with blood, silver hair tied back with bone clasps, violet eyes glowing beneath a carved obsidian helm. Kael. The name carved itself into my skull like a brand the moment his gaze locked on me. His voice was thunder when he spoke.

“There she is,” he said. “The Omega promised by the winds.”

I should have run then. But my knees didn’t work. My lungs were fire. My scent betrayed me, growing thicker, sweeter, desperate. And the other three came.

Dante appeared next—lips curled in a smirk that promised ruin. He was dressed like a noble and moved like a wolf. Gloved hands twitching, as if he were already imagining how I'd sound under him. “She’s pretty for a ghost,” he purred. “Do you think she screams?”

Riven didn’t speak. He never did. But the way he watched me from the shadows said enough. Eyes silver as moonlit steel, hair like ink. Silent. Obsessed. Dangerous.

And last... Lucien.

Chains clinked when he moved. He was bare from the waist up, tattoos inked across his chest in ancient runes, his heat palpable even from across the cave. He smelled like firewood and sin. His lips parted, and a single word rasped from his throat.

“Ours.”

They didn’t give me a choice.

Kael moved first. His hand was at my throat before I could blink, pinning me to the stone. I gasped, and the sound seemed to awaken something primal in all four of them. Dante hissed, Riven growled low and threatening, and Lucien’s eyes darkened until the blue was eclipsed by black.

“No marks,” Kael warned, voice a growl. “She belongs to all of us.”

“She will bear our marks,” Dante snarled. “But only after she begs.”

“Or bleeds,” Lucien added, voice like smoke.

Riven said nothing. He only stepped closer, fingers brushing the edge of my ragged cloak. Then he yanked it off, baring me to the cold air and the hungering eyes of four Alphas born for war.

I expected them to ravage me then and there. But they didn’t.

Kael stepped back.

Dante offered a cruel smile.

Lucien licked his lips.

And Riven leaned in and whispered, “You don’t know it yet... but you’ll love this.”

They bound my hands in silk that burned like iron. Blindfolded me with velvet that smelled like them. My legs were tied open with leather straps looped around a stone altar I hadn’t seen until it was too late. My heart thundered in my chest, my heat now a living, breathing fire between my thighs.

“Tell her the rules,” Kael ordered.

Lucien leaned close, breath hot against my cheek. “You obey, you breathe. You resist, you bleed.”

Dante laughed. “Let’s see how long it takes before she begs.”

I didn’t.

Not then.

Not even when the first heat wave crashed over me and Kael’s fingers spread me open like a book. They didn’t take me, not yet. They teased. Tasted. Whispered threats in my ear, promises of what would come if I disobeyed. Their hands mapped my skin like territory. Their tongues traced old runes into my flesh. Every second felt like a war. My body betrayed me. Slick dripped onto the altar. My moans slipped out between gritted teeth.

“You’ll be begging by sunrise,” Dante promised.

But I didn’t beg.

I bit.

Hard.

Kael’s blood filled my mouth, thick and metallic. He roared, and the cave trembled. For a moment, I thought he’d kill me. But then... he smiled.

“She's perfect,” he said, laughing.

“Good,” Lucien murmured. “Let’s break her in.”

They didn’t mean that night. They meant every night after.

I was dragged to their fortress in the mountains, where mist never lifted and screams echoed through the walls like hymns. I was chained in velvet and fed aphrodisiacs with honey and venom. I was dressed in silks so sheer they clung to my curves like breath.

They didn’t fuck me that first night.

They made me want it.

Made me beg for it.

By the time I collapsed in their shared bed, surrounded by predators who watched me like prey, I was trembling. Not from fear—but from craving. The heat was worse now, and the more I resisted, the stronger it became. My Omega instincts clawed at me, screamed at me to submit, to open, to surrender.

But I had spent years training to fight that voice.

Even when Kael pressed his teeth to my neck.

Even when Dante rubbed his knot against my thigh, chuckling when I shivered.

Even when Lucien wrapped a chain around my waist and whispered, “Say please.”

Even when Riven simply watched, stroking himself slowly in the shadows, silver eyes unreadable.

I didn’t give in.

I wouldn’t.

But they knew something I didn’t.

They had signed the Contract of Thorns.

And I... I was already theirs.

By dawn, I had bitten three of them and spat in the face of the fourth.

They didn’t punish me.

They worshipped me.

“You think this is over?” Kael whispered, breath hot against my ear.

“No,” I whispered back.

“This was only the night the mist claimed you,” he said, and the others laughed, dark and cruel and hungry.

“And tomorrow?” I asked, even as my body betrayed me again, slick pouring between my thighs, heat spiraling inside me like wildfire.

“Tomorrow,” Dante purred, “we claim you.”

All of you.

And they did.
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Chapter 2: Bound by Fire, Taken by Four
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The fortress was a monster.

A living, breathing beast made of stone and frost, built into the jagged cliffs of the Northern Ridge where no sunlight ever touched. Its towers pierced the clouds like obsidian fangs, and the very mist that blanketed the world seemed to bleed from its halls. No birds flew here. No voices rose above a whisper. The cold wasn’t natural—it was alive. It clawed at the skin, curled around bones, and made every breath feel like inhaling ghosts.

They dragged me through iron doors tall enough to swallow giants. My wrists were bound behind my back, the silk now replaced by cuffs etched with old sigils that pulsed when I fought them. The moment I stepped inside, I felt it—a thrum in the air, ancient and hungry. The walls remembered blood. The stones remembered screams. This was not a home. This was a sanctum of ruin.

The four Alphas led me without speaking.

Kael strode ahead like a god of war, armor black and blood-soaked, his sword still sheathed but singing with danger. Dante walked beside me, smirking, his gloved fingers tracing the curve of my hip as if he had every right to touch me. Riven flanked my left, silent and unreadable, while Lucien brought up the rear, his chains dragging across the floor like a funeral dirge.

I didn't speak. Not out of fear. But because I was calculating.

There was no escape. Not yet. Not here. But I would learn. I would watch. And I would make them regret thinking they could own me.

The grand hall opened before us like the belly of a beast—pillars lined in polished bone, chandeliers made from antlers and golden chains, and at the far end, a throne carved from the spine of a dead Alpha. I was forced to my knees before it, my skin pressing to stone that pulsed with warmth I didn’t understand.

Kael turned, arms crossed. “Kneel lower.”

I didn't move.

Riven stepped forward, one silent footfall at a time, and then without a word, placed a blade against the back of my neck. Cold steel kissed my spine.

Kael repeated, “Kneel.”

I stayed where I was.

Lucien chuckled. “She still thinks she has choices.”

Dante crouched beside me, his scent intoxicating and heavy with lust. “You will learn, little Omega. We can make you love this. Or hate it. The choice is yours.”

“Fuck you,” I spat.

His hand wrapped around my throat with a gentleness that was worse than violence. “Not yet. But soon.”

Kael raised a hand, and Riven stepped back. Then the warlord crouched in front of me, his fingers lifting my chin until our eyes met. “Do you know why you’re still breathing, Selene?”

I stared at him. Silent. Defiant.

“Because we want you to understand,” he said. “Before the claiming. Before the binding. You must know what you are.”

I hissed, “I’m not your fucking pet.”

“No,” Dante said from behind me. “You’re our salvation. Our curse. Our mate.”

The room shifted.

I didn’t know how to describe it—but the air grew thicker, hotter. My body reacted before I understood. Slick dampened the inside of my thighs. My heart thudded like war drums. The collar at my throat—stitched with silver and runes—grew warm.

“You feel that?” Lucien asked. “The bond is awakening.”

I shook my head. “I won’t be part of this.”

Kael leaned in. “You already are.”

Without warning, they broke me in.

Not with teeth. Not with knots. But with something far crueler.

Obedience.

Kael stood. “Strip her.”

The command echoed through the hall like a gunshot.

Dante obeyed instantly. He grabbed the neckline of my torn dress and ripped it downward, exposing my breasts to the chill. I bit back a scream as his gloved fingers tweaked one nipple, rolling it between pads of leather and heat until I arched involuntarily.

“You’re sensitive here,” he observed. “Delicious.”

Lucien took the hem of my skirt and yanked it up. No underwear. Nothing left. My thighs trembled—not from fear, but from rage. The collar pulsed again. My heat was cresting. They knew it.

“I will not beg,” I growled.

Riven finally moved—silent, dangerous—and brought a bowl made of crystal to Kael. Inside it shimmered a liquid the color of blood and starlight.

“Drink,” Kael ordered.

I spat at his feet.

Lucien grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back, baring my throat. His lips pressed against my ear. “If you don’t drink, we’ll fuck you raw until your body bleeds our names.”

Kael’s boot pressed to my chest, shoving me flat on the stone.

Dante poured the liquid onto my lips.

It burned like fire and ecstasy. I swallowed without meaning to.

The world tilted.

Suddenly, I could hear them.

Feel them.

Not words—but pulses. Echoes of lust, need, power.

Kael’s hunger. Dante’s amusement. Riven’s obsession. Lucien’s restraint on the edge of breaking.

The bond was forged.

I screamed.

Not from pain.

From pleasure.

The heat hit me full force, and I writhed against the stone. My body betrayed me. Slick gushed. My hips lifted. My mind fractured.

They surrounded me.

“You’re feeling the first wave,” Kael said. “It’ll only get worse.”

They didn’t touch me—not yet.

They watched.

Made me squirm and thrash on the stone, moaning, panting, sobbing from a desire so deep it felt like death. I begged. Not with words. But with sounds. My body crying out for relief.

Kael crouched again. “Say it.”

I gasped. “No—”

“Say it.”

Dante dragged a leather strap across my thigh, letting the sensation tease my already aching skin.

Lucien stroked himself slowly, his cock thick and heavy, vein-lined and glistening at the tip.

Riven remained still—but I could feel him in my head. Inside me. Watching.

“I... I...”

Kael leaned closer.

“I need—”

Dante’s fingers brushed my slick folds.

“I need...”

Kael’s voice was a whip. “Say it.”

“I need to be fucked!” I screamed.

All four of them groaned in unison.

Lucien was on me first. His mouth found my breast, his teeth biting hard enough to leave welts. Dante shoved two fingers into my dripping cunt, twisting them cruelly. Riven wrapped a silk cord around my wrists, binding me tighter. Kael knelt between my legs, his cock thick and ready.

Then they stopped.

All of them.

I whimpered.

“Not yet,” Kael said.

My eyes flew open, wild. “Why?”

Dante licked his fingers clean. “Because you need to understand something.”

Lucien released my nipple with a pop. “We’re not here to rape you.”

Riven’s hand brushed my cheek. “We’re here to make you beg for it.”

And they left me there.

Alone. Wet. Desperate. Shaking.

The heat didn’t end.

The pain got worse.

They locked the doors and let me suffer.

Hours passed. Maybe days. I don’t know. My body was on fire. I screamed until my voice broke. I humped the stone, the silk, the shadows. Anything. Everything. Begging for friction. For relief. For touch.

Nothing came.

Not until Kael returned.

He stood in the doorway, watching me with hunger and pride.

“You’re ready,” he said.

I collapsed, weeping.

He lifted me in his arms.

Carried me past the throne. Through stone corridors lit with fire. Into a room that smelled like blood and leather and roses.

His room.

He laid me on silk sheets, bound my wrists to the headboard with gold chains, and finally—finally—slid inside me.

I screamed his name.

And then the others came.

One by one.

They didn’t take me.

They claimed me.

Together.

Over and over and over.

By the end, I didn’t remember my name.

Only theirs.
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Chapter 3: Dante’s First Punishment
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The walls were still trembling with the echoes of my moans.

I lay splayed across Kael’s bed, legs twitching from overstimulation, lips swollen from biting back screams. The sheets were ruined—soaked in slick, blood, sweat, and the lingering scent of Alpha release. Every part of me ached. My wrists throbbed where the gold had chafed, my throat burned from begging, and my thighs were painted with marks of ownership—bite imprints, bruises, scratches shaped like clawed hands.

But I wasn’t broken.

Not yet.

Even as my body begged for rest, my eyes remained open, watching the dark corners of the room for movement. Because they didn’t sleep after taking me. They waited. Watched. Toyed with the pieces of me they thought they’d shattered.

The door creaked open.

Dante entered alone this time.

He wasn’t smiling.

His coat was gone. His gloves too. He walked with the grace of a predator who’d already tasted his prey once and was returning, not out of hunger, but punishment. His boots echoed against the stone as he approached. I didn’t move. My body couldn’t. But my eyes met his without fear.

He stopped beside the bed, eyes dragging over the mess they’d made of me.

“You’re filthier than I expected,” he murmured. “Deliciously ruined.”

I said nothing.

He reached for the pitcher beside the bed and poured water into a carved bowl. Then he dipped a cloth in and began cleaning me—slow
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