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Chapter 1: Omega Rebellion
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The bond was suffocating.

It burned through Sera’s veins like wildfire, an unrelenting force she couldn’t fight, couldn’t outrun. The connection to her Alphas—Damien, Kael, and Elias—had only strengthened after the binding, wrapping around her like chains. She felt them even when they weren’t near, their emotions creeping into her own, their hunger a constant presence in the back of her mind.

But what terrified her most was how much she felt herself changing.

She wasn’t just an Omega anymore.

She was something else.

Something more.

She stood in the training yard, the cold night air biting at her skin, her body coiled tight with restless energy. The fortress was quiet, the weight of the looming war pressing down on everyone. But inside her, there was no quiet.

Only rage.

She had tried. Tried to make peace with this bond, with them. But every day, she felt the pull of submission, the primal instinct demanding she yield. It clawed at her mind, whispered in her bones.

She would never surrender.

Not to them.

Not to anyone.

The sound of approaching footsteps made her stiffen, but she didn’t turn. She already knew who it was.

Damien.

His presence hit her before he spoke, the raw dominance in him like a storm rolling in, thick and unyielding.

“You should be inside,” he said, voice low, controlled.

Sera exhaled slowly. “You don’t control me.”

A pause. Then—

“Don’t I?”

That voice. That impossible arrogance. That assumption that he still had power over her.

She turned then, meeting his gaze, her fury barely restrained. “No, Damien. You don’t.”

Something flickered in his dark eyes. Amusement. Frustration. Something else.

He took a slow step forward. “Then why are you still here?”

Sera clenched her fists. “Maybe because I have no other choice.”

Damien’s expression didn’t change, but the bond between them tightened.

His voice was softer now, but no less dangerous. “You always have a choice, Sera.”

Her throat tightened.

Did she?

Because no matter how much she fought it, no matter how much she tried to sever this bond, it was still there.

Damien watched her carefully, reading her as easily as if she had spoken the words aloud. “You don’t understand it yet, do you?”

Sera scowled. “Understand what?”

Damien stepped closer, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating from his body, the unmistakable scent of him—a scent that, infuriatingly, her Omega instincts recognized.

“You’re fighting something that’s already yours,” he murmured.

The words sent something dark and reckless spiraling through her.

She lifted her chin. “Then maybe I don’t want it.”

The amusement vanished from Damien’s face.

Silence stretched between them, thick and dangerous.

Then, before she could react, his hand shot out, fingers gripping her throat—not in a crushing hold, but enough to make her feel it. To make her understand.

The bond flared.

Sera’s breath caught, but she refused to look away. Refused to submit.

Damien’s voice was a quiet storm. “You don’t get to lie to me.”

Heat curled in her stomach, but it wasn’t just from anger. And that—that—was what made her reckless.

She leaned in, just enough to make sure he saw the defiance in her eyes. “Then let me tell you the truth.”

Damien’s grip tightened just slightly, a warning.

Sera smirked. “I will never belong to you.”

A growl rumbled in his chest, the sound dark, raw, primal.

And then he let go.

The absence of his touch was worse than the grip itself.

Sera took a sharp breath, stepping back, trying to ignore the way the bond ached from the sudden distance.

Damien exhaled slowly, his expression unreadable. “You can fight it all you want,” he said quietly. “But we both know how this ends.”

She hated him for that.

Because some part of her feared he was right.

She turned on her heel, storming away before she could do something reckless, something irreversible.

But as she left, she felt his gaze on her.

Felt his certainty.

And she vowed, right then and there—

She would never break.
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Chapter 2: Provoking the Alphas
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Sera knew exactly what she was doing.

She knew the moment she stepped into the training yard again, her body still thrumming from her last confrontation with Damien, her mind sharp with defiance.

She was provoking them.

Pushing them.

Testing just how far she could go before they snapped.

Because if they thought she was just going to fall in line, to accept this bond, to yield to the war they were forcing her into, they were wrong.

She adjusted the wraps around her wrists, rolling her shoulders as she surveyed the warriors sparring in the courtyard. The fortress was alive with tension, the soldiers sharpening blades, reinforcing armor. The battle against Darius was approaching fast, and while she could feel the weight of it pressing down on them all, she refused to let it dictate her every move.

They wanted to control her.

To protect her.

To keep her hidden away until they decided she was ready.

She was done waiting.

Sera strode into the center of the yard, where a group of fighters were finishing their drills. She ignored the glances, the murmurs—she had gotten used to them by now.

She turned to the weapons rack, her fingers trailing over the hilts of various blades before selecting one. A long, curved dagger. Light. Deadly.

“Careful, little Omega.”

She didn’t flinch at the voice behind her.

Kael.

Of course.

She turned, finding him leaning against the stone wall, arms crossed, his sharp green eyes watching her with something close to amusement.

“Wouldn’t want to hurt yourself,” he added.

Sera twirled the dagger in her fingers, stepping toward him. “Maybe I’d rather hurt someone else.”

Kael’s smirk widened. “Gods, I love it when you threaten me.”

Sera narrowed her eyes. “Try me, Kael.”

He pushed off the wall, closing the distance between them with that lazy, predatory grace he wore like a second skin. “Oh, sweetheart,” he murmured, “I do love a challenge.”

She expected him to grab her wrist, to try and rip the blade from her hand. Instead, he stepped even closer, his breath warm against her skin, his scent coiling around her like a trap.

The bond between them tightened.

Sera’s grip on the dagger faltered for half a second.

Kael saw it.

Felt it.

And smirked.

Infuriating, arrogant Alpha.

Sera exhaled sharply and pulled back before she did something reckless. Something stupid.

Something she wanted.

Kael let her go, but his eyes gleamed with satisfaction. “Go on, then,” he said, nodding toward the warriors. “Let’s see what you can do.”

Sera turned away from him, stepping toward the training ring. She spotted one of the warriors, a broad, scarred man watching her with skepticism.

“You,” she said. “Fight me.”

A ripple of tension moved through the yard.

The warrior—Jarek—let out a low chuckle. “You serious?”

Sera twirled the dagger again. “Do I look like I’m joking?”

Jarek shrugged, stepping forward. “Your funeral, Omega.”

She ignored the sting of the word.

She wasn’t just an Omega.

Not anymore.

Jarek lunged first, but she was faster. She ducked low, pivoting on her heel, using her smaller frame to her advantage. He swung again—sloppy, predictable.

She dodged.

Then she struck.

Her dagger pressed against his throat before he could react, her knee braced against his chest.

The yard fell into silence.

Jarek stared at her, stunned.

Sera leaned in, her voice steady. “Do not underestimate me.”

Then she stepped back, releasing him.

Jarek swallowed hard and nodded.

Kael laughed.

Loud. Pleased.

“Oh, sweetheart,” he drawled, shaking his head. “Now you’ve really done it.”

Sera turned—

And found Damien.

Watching.

Waiting.

Dark. Lethal.

And angry.

Her pulse spiked.

She should have expected it.

Of course he was here.

Of course he had seen everything.

His eyes burned into her as he stepped forward, his every movement radiating controlled fury.

The warriors scattered.

Only Kael remained, still grinning like he was enjoying every second of this.

Damien didn’t stop until he was standing right in front of her, his presence swallowing the space between them.

“You think this is a game?”

His voice was quiet.

Deadly.

Sera lifted her chin. “I think I’m done being locked away.”

Damien’s jaw tightened.

Sera held his gaze, refusing to back down. “I can fight. I will fight. You don’t get to keep me caged.”

Damien exhaled through his nose, his control fraying. “You’re reckless.”

Sera stepped closer. “I’m ready.”

His eyes flashed.

And then—he grabbed her wrist.

Not hard.

Not painfully.

But enough.

Enough to make her feel it.

Enough to remind her exactly who he was.

The bond between them surged, the power of it thrumming between them, thick, electric.

Sera’s breath hitched.

Damien leaned in, his voice barely a whisper.

“You want to prove yourself?”

His fingers tightened around her wrist, just slightly.

Sera swallowed hard. “Yes.”

Damien studied her, his grip steady. Then—

He let go.

And smiled.

A dark, wicked, knowing smile.

“Then fight me.”

Sera’s heart slammed against her ribs.

A challenge.

A test.

A trap.

Kael let out a slow whistle. “Oh, this is going to be good.”

Sera ignored him, her pulse hammering.

Because Damien was waiting.

And she never backed down.

She lifted her dagger, locking eyes with the Alpha who wanted to own her.

“Fine.”

The tension snapped—

And the fight began.
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Chapter 3: The Prophecy Unveiled
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Sera had spent her life running from things she couldn’t control.

Her fate. Her magic. The bond.

But no matter how fast she ran, she had never been able to outrun the truth.

And now, standing in the depths of the fortress, surrounded by shadows and secrets, she realized—she had never been running from them.

She had been running toward them.

The air was thick with dust and age, the scent of old parchment and burnt wax filling the ancient chamber. The walls were lined with shelves, filled with scrolls and tomes untouched by time, the flickering torchlight casting long shadows over the carved stone floor.

She wasn’t supposed to be here.

The door to the archives had been locked—sealed by magic. But magic meant nothing to her anymore. Not when it answered her now, bending to her will like an old friend she had only just begun to recognize.

Her fingers trembled as she traced over the delicate golden lettering on the brittle parchment she had unrolled before her.

A prophecy.

Her prophecy.

She wasn’t supposed to exist.

But she did.

And the world was going to burn for it.

Sera swallowed hard, forcing herself to focus, to read the words again, even though they were already carved into her mind like a brand.

"The Omega of fire and blood shall rise, unbound by Alpha chains, her power neither claimed nor caged."

"She will awaken the lost and the broken, will call forth the
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