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Kratos’ POV




Stepping out of my room, I make my way to the door, eager to visit my dad in his office. I approach the grand brown double doors, adorned with a gold-plated name at the top: “Stephan.” I knock twice, and he responds, “Come in.” I enter his office and make my way to the chair in front of his desk. “Hey Dad, what’s up?” He glances up from his laptop, a smile spreading across his face. “Hey, son, what are you up to?””I glance at him and shrug. ‘Not much, just thinking about going for a walk.’ He smiles and nods. ‘Of course, but please be careful and watch out for the dark lands.’ I nod in agreement. ‘Sure thing, Dad.’ I rise from his office and step outside, shifting into my human form as I run. You see, I’m a Lycan half-breed.” I have the ability to transform into a Lycan or werewolf at will. Standing at 6 feet tall, I possess dark brown eyes, black hair, and a striking wolf tattoo featuring a red eye on my left shoulder.




As I sprint in my human form, my wolf simmers with eagerness, urging to break free within my mind. “Let me out, I want to run now,” he growls, pacing restlessly. I nod, leaping into the air, shifting mid-flight into my sleek, midnight black wolf. I land gracefully on all fours, surrendering to my wolf’s instincts, and dash into the forest, weaving and leaping over logs and fallen trees with exhilarating speed. As I continue my run, my instincts sharpen, and both my wolf and I sense something amiss in the atmosphere. We halt, only to find ourselves surrounded by four humans armed with swords, guns, and crossbows slung across their backs and waists. With four guys surrounding me, you might expect me to panic, right? Incorrect, I emit a growl so powerful that it causes the leaves on the trees to tremble and fall. The four men circle around, scrutinising me intently, while two from behind draw their guns, aiming them squarely at me. I grin like a wolf, and my inner wolf chuckles, prompting me to smile in agreement. “Ready?” “Absolutely, I’m geared up to take charge and make an impact!” Silence envelops the forest as the tension thickens. The two in front of me retreat slightly, while the two behind charge forward. With lightning-fast reflexes, I pivot and launch myself at one, tearing his arm away just as he raises his gun. The second shooter fires, the bullet striking my hind leg, but I’m undeterred. I dismantle the first attacker, bone by bone, savouring the moment. After devouring him alive, I fix my menacing gaze on the one who shot me. My wolf’s red eyes overshadow my fading brown ones, and I leap at the remaining shooter, clamping down on his head and shaking it violently in my powerful jaws. The two men in front of me close in, drawing out darts with precision. In an instant, they launch two small needles my way, and I feel the darkness envelop me, pulling me into unconsciousness.







* * *










Kratos’ POV










I lost track of time as the sharp scent of medical antiseptic filled the air, mingling with other odours that set my wolf on edge, intensifying my anger. I felt the cold, slick floor beneath my bare feet as two guards gripped my arms, dragging me forward. One thing was clear: I was no longer within the safety of my father’s pack territory, and I found myself utterly alone.
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Kratos’ POV




A few hours later, a man enters, clad in a long white coat, with brown hair and grey eyes concealed behind glasses. He gazes at me, a devilish smile revealing his impressively maintained teeth. “Ahh, gentlemen, we have a very special guest to grace our presence.” Introducing Kratos, the formidable son of the most powerful and feared Rogue alpha in human history.I glare at him with disdain, my heart racing as I charge forward, only to be restrained by the unyielding steel chains that bind me. Locking eyes with him, I challenge, “If you believe I’m going to be your lab rat, then free me from these chains and witness what my hands and feet can do, genius.” Einstein chuckles and takes a small step back, “Oh ho ho ho, such a fiery temperament and anger! Ah, what a beautiful blend of both when one seeks freedom.” “But I fear, dear boy, that freedom will be the last thing on your mind when I’m through with you.” He raises his hand, summoning three guards into my cell. As he turns to leave, he glances back over his shoulder, a smirk playing on his lips. “Oh, and welcome to the citadel of the Black Hunters’ organisation, my boy.”He chuckles, “Have as much fun as you want with him, boys. Break him and do as you please, but if you could, leave him on the brink of death.” The three men before me nod together, “Yes, doctor.” Einstein steps out of the cell, and the man in front of me flashes a smile before landing a punch to my face. The other two seize my arms, delivering blows to my ribs and shoving me against the wall. I crumple to the ground as they tower over me, cracking their knuckles. “Leave you on the brink of death, huh?” As I contemplate the situation, the first man seizes me, lifting me by the neck and slamming me against the wall. A sharp pain radiates through my ribs as he delivers a brutal punch, and I scream as I feel the sickening crack of bone. The other two join in, kicking and punching relentlessly, breaking my chains before tossing me to the floor. My head collides with the unforgiving cement, blood pouring from the wound as the second man approaches, twisting my leg mercilessly. I cry out once more, only to have the third man snap my arm with a cruel twist. Their laughter echoes around me as they throw me against the wall again. The first man grins, taunting, “We’re gonna have a lot of fun messing you up, kid.” I muster a weak growl, “Y-you won’t get away with this.” He smirks, grabbing my head and slamming it against the wall once more. Darkness envelops me as I lose consciousness, the last thing I hear is his chilling words, “Heh, don’t bet on it, kid.”










For the next 5-6 hours, this relentless ordeal persisted, wearing down all three guards. My wolf remained silent, not growling in response to the torment or the brutal beatings that brought me to the brink of death. The bleeding was severe, to the point where a nurse had to rush in to reapply ointment and bandages over my scars and deep gashes. The frustration mounted as my wolf failed to heal me, especially when the three guards returned, revelling in the torment they inflicted on my body—pain that felt beyond human comprehension. For the first time in my life, as I endured days and seemingly endless nights of being beaten and broken piece by piece, I found myself praying to whatever god might hear my pains and cries of agony. In my Father’s pack, there was little consistency regarding religion; to him, it didn’t matter if you had a faith or not. As long as no one in the pack was hurt or turned against each other, you could embrace any belief you wished. The night was serene, the full moon casting a gentle glow, yet within me, a fierce determination began to awaken as the men relentlessly attacked with their bare fists and steel-toed boots. I realised that the torment could not last forever. After what felt like the final night of suffering, I resolved to break free from this nightmare and reclaim my freedom at last.
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Kratos’ Perspective


Three years laterRaaauughh! Three years of decay, three years of relentless trials pushing me to the edge of existence over and over. As I lay in bed, I struggle to find sleep, haunted by the nightmares of that fateful night when my escape transformed into a beacon of hope and liberation for those who would become my army, my rogues, my newfound family.reminiscence”What do you mean he’s gone!?”Einstein shouted into the citadel’s telecom, “I don’t care what it takes, find him and bring him to me alive!” As I observe from the shadows, the tension builds. Two guards stand watch over a steel door, their voices mingling with distant cries for help. The anger stirs within me, my wolf restless and ready to pounce. Yet, I stifle the growl threatening to escape, determined to remain concealed in my hiding place. As soon as distraction strikes, I spring from the ledge, effortlessly overpowering the two guards with nothing but my hands and feet, the sound of cracking bones echoing in the air. I glance up to see the imposing steel door ahead, noticing a slot that requires card confirmation for entry. My eyes shift to the fallen guards, and I begin my search, finally discovering the card tucked away in the back pocket of the one whose pocket miraculously survived the chaos. I swipe the card against the confirmation board, and as the small light glows green, the steel door glides open. What lies before me leaves me utterly speechless, a primal growl rising in my throat, fuelled by a fierce desire for vengeance, as my wolf yearns for the “good doctor” to lie defeated at my feet.


As I step into the newly opened chamber, my gaze falls upon fellow Lycans positioned behind silver adamantium cells. I approach each one, effortlessly unlocking the doors with a key I fortuitously discovered resting on a nearby work desk. The prisoners gaze at me, and the one who appears to be of lower rank steps forward. He has dark sand brown hair and striking light blue eyes, dressed in jeans and a black rock T-shirt. In contrast, I stand in black combat trousers and a black T-shirt, a garment I had taken from a guard I left unconscious while navigating through the citadel in search of more prisoners. The Beta gazes at me, questioning, “You’re not one of the guards. Who are you?””I glance back at him. My name is Kratos, son of Alpha Stephan.” “Who are you?” He flashes a smile and extends his hand. “Names Rex, nice to meet you, Kratos.”I seize his wrist as he takes hold of mine, and we shake hands firmly. I nod and say, “I’m planning an escape. Will you join me?”“He nods. ‘Of course, after all, you did free us from our cells.’””He turns to the gathered men and women. ‘Brothers, sisters, by the will of the moon goddess, she has















