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Prologue
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Elios (14 years old)

“Where is my baby?” I cried, not understanding why one minute I’d been pregnant, and my child was missing the next.

“He has been given to Ettore to raise, like all the children,” Sybil said patiently as she checked my vital signs and the wound across my lower belly.

Tears burned in my eyes. This had been my first baby; as much as I hated how I’d gotten pregnant; I loved the idea of having a baby. I was stupid to think I would be allowed to keep my child.

“A boy?” I asked.

Sybil smiled tenderly and nodded her head. “Yes. A son and an alpha.”

I nodded my head and sighed. “Am I right to shift now?” 

Sybil nodded again, and I called my centaur forward, shifting quickly before shifting back to my human body again. The wound where they had cut my baby from me healed, and I sighed as I swung my legs from the bed and sat up. 

“Whenever you are ready, I’ll take you back to your quarters,” Sybil said. I nodded my head and stood from the bed. My heart ached as I looked down and saw my flat belly that had once been filled with my son. 

An alpha. At least my son would have a better opportunity in life. He wouldn’t be kept in a breeding facility to be forcibly impregnated by horrid men who stunk and were so rough that it took days to heal because of the silver that we were chained with to prevent us from shifting. 

“Okay, I’m ready.”

Sybil smiled and lifted the silver chains connected to my wrist. Some might have said we were treated well in this facility, but I wasn’t one of those people. I hated it. I would escape if I ever had the opportunity. It might have been good if you were one of the workers or an alpha. But for us omegas, it was hell. A living hell. The first time I’d been taken by an alpha, I’d prayed that he would kill me. Sadly, I never got my wish. I had to live through another and another until, eventually, I fell pregnant. Now I don’t even have the opportunity to raise my own child.

“Fred is waiting for you once you get back to your quarters,” Sybil said as we walked out of the medical unit and towards my room.

My stomach dropped, and bile crept up my throat. They weren’t even allowing me to get over my child's birth. I was going to be expected to get pregnant straight away. I knew better than to let my feelings known about the alpha I’d been paired with. The beatings I took taught me very quickly to keep my mouth shut and take whatever he gave me.

The entire time any of the alphas fucked me, I would fantasize about killing them. It was the only thing that kept me sane. The tears stinging at my eyes broke through the barrier and started to fall over my cheeks. 

“Wipe your tears, Elios. You know this is your role in this war,” Sybil barked at me.

I inhaled deeply and swiped at my cheeks as I tried to bring my tears under control. It was the truth. This was my role. My job. It wasn’t something I enjoyed, and I cursed the creator daily; I cursed him for making me an omega. I hated him. If I ever got the opportunity to meet the creator, I knew I would spit in his face.

Sybil swung the door to my room, and I searched the darkened area. No windows in my room. No sunshine on my face. I wasn’t that lucky. I could make out Fred’s disgusting, fat, sweaty body sitting on the bed. As soon as my eyes grew accustomed to the darkness, I saw that he was naked and tugging on that tiny pencil dick of his.

Bile filled my mouth, and I swallowed hard, shuddering as it slid back down my throat, burning into my chest. 

“Come on, boy, I’m not here to romance you,” Fred sneered.

I pushed my feet, one in front of another, as I walked over to the bed. I sat on the edge and held my arm out for him to take it. He roughly clasped my wrist before locking it tight into the chains that hung on the posters. He repeated the process with the other arm as he moved me roughly into the center. 

Fred stood from the bed and went to the end, grasping one ankle and slipping the silver cuff over it. He’d learned quickly that he needed to strap my legs down after I’d kicked him hard in the face. I closed my eyes as I waited for him to have his way with me. There wasn’t anything I could do about it. I felt my mind start slipping like it did every time I succumbed to the alphas treatment.

My body lifted from the bed as my spirit began to soar in the way I’d learned to do. I went to that forest and the tiny house; I’d built in my mind. My safe place. Here no one could hurt me. I wandered through the woods, delighting in the sounds around me. The birds that sang their songs, the forest animals that scurried collecting food from the roots of trees or up in the canopy.

I stood in the forest's center and turned my face to the filtered sunlight that shone through the canopy. Suddenly I could hear shouting. I spun, looking for the voices. That was new; I’d never had other people come into my forest.

I gasped as I realized the voices were coming from the room. Slowly my spirit fell back into my body. I opened my eyes and looked into the face of the biggest man I’d ever seen. His eyes were a steel grey as they glared down at me.

“You are safe now,” he said as he uncuffed me.

I spun my head looking around the room. In a sizeable naked pile beside the bed lay Fred. His eyes unseeing, his cock lay beside his body, and blood dripped from his neck from a wound that almost decapitated his head.

“Who are you?” I asked as I looked back at the huge man.

“My name is Anghus, and I’m with the Devil’s Advocates. We will get you out of here and give you freedom.”

“My son? Can you find my son?” I gasped, and my eyes were about to bulge from my head.

“Who is your son?” Anghus asked as he released my ankle, and I could move from the bed.

“I don’t know; he is an alpha, born this morning.”

Anghus nodded his head. “The babies have all been removed from here, he will be checked over by medical staff, and then we will work out which one is your son.”

I smiled and felt my heart start to beat fast. I was about to be free and have my son. “Where are you going to take me?”

“To the Devil’s Advocates compound; if you don’t want to go there, you don’t have to, but for now, we will take you there so we can get you checked and sort something more permanent out,” Anghus replied as he led me out into the hallway where I saw other big men that all looked like Anghus, leading omegas out of the rooms. We all wore the same look on our faces. It was a mix of excitement and awe. We were about to be free. This was something we never thought we would experience. 

A new life. I was about to get a new life.
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Chapter One
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Elios (Aged 29)

“Hey Papa, are you going to be joining in the training today?” my son, Tolorus, asked. I chuckled and nodded my head. As it turned out, Anghus had been able to easily pick which was my son. He was the only one born on the morning of the raid. 

After a DNA test confirmed we were related, Tolorus was placed in my custody. I was given a house on the Devil’s Advocates compound. It was hard to believe; I was fourteen years old when that happened. I was more mature than a normal kid because of my upbringing. I couldn’t imagine Tolorus, at fifteen, living on his own and raising a child.

That day fifteen years ago was the best day of my life. I was never really on my own. I was surrounded by other omegas and alphas from the Devil’s Advocates. I’d been given complete freedom; I could experience what any free person could participate in. There would never be a day that my son would be raised in captivity, he would never experience the horrors that I had, and I was incredibly grateful for that. 

The Devil’s Advocates were the most amazing people, so when we heard a war coming against Ettore, my captor, I was in all the way. There was going to be no stopping me. I hated that man and wanted to join the army that would bring him to his knees.

Part of that was training
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