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Chapter 1: Auctioned in Chains
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The desert sun beat down like a living curse, searing the blood-red sands that stretched endlessly in all directions. Heat shimmered off rusted metal and scorched bone, and the cries of the damned echoed from cages lined in tight rows, barely shaded under the ragged cloths strung between jagged poles. This was not a market. This was a warzone disguised as commerce—where lives were traded for bullets, bodies sold for pleasure, and freedom was a word spoken only in jest.

Kira Vale stood in the center of the arena, arms chained above her head, wrists rubbed raw from the metal cuffs biting into delicate skin. Her knees were bruised from being forced to kneel for hours, lips cracked from dehydration, hair tangled from sweat and sand. The omega’s scent—so rare, so rich—hung in the air like a drug, drawing feral gazes from all directions. She was the main attraction.

“Next up—untouched omega!” the slaver shouted from the platform. His voice was rasped and wet, like lungs full of rot. “Virgin! Unclaimed! Prime heat expected within the week! Guaranteed submissive! Guaranteed compliant—”

The crowd erupted into savage hoots and barks, mostly Alphas with too many scars and too little restraint. Bidders shouted numbers, waving currency soaked in blood and lust. Kira didn't flinch. Her blue eyes burned not with fear, but with rage.

She would not break.

Behind the stage, shadows stirred. Three men leaned against a blood-stained dune buggy, arms crossed, eyes cold. They didn’t shout like the others. They didn’t cheer or leer. They just watched. And when the final bid was called, they stepped forward.

“Sold to the Hollow Brotherhood,” the slaver announced, voice thick with greed. “Three Alphas, one price. Ain’t that a steal.”

Kira didn’t understand what she’d been sold into. Not yet. But the murmurs around the crowd chilled her marrow.

The Hollow Brotherhood. Jace. Cain. Dante.

They weren’t just Outlaws. They were nightmares. The worst kind—the kind who enjoyed it.

The first one to approach her was Jace. Taller than the others, with black hair spilling past his shoulders and a jaw carved from stone, he had eyes like dusk—silent, smoldering, deadly. He said nothing. He reached for the chain holding her up, and with one brutal tug, it snapped.

Kira dropped to her knees.

He stared at her for a long moment, then turned to Cain. “Chain her.”

Cain was older. Broader. His face was lined with a permanent scowl, and the whip at his hip suggested pain was more familiar to him than kindness. He wrapped a thick steel collar around Kira’s throat, locking it with a silent click. The chain that followed trailed into his leathered grip.

Dante knelt before her next, eyes glittering with a cruel playfulness. Youngest of the three, he was the most beautiful—and the most terrifying. He smiled like a serpent.

“You smell like fire,” he whispered against her skin. “You're going to burn for us.”

She jerked back, and the collar choked her.

The crowd watched in silence as the three Alphas dragged their new property through the sand toward a black motorcycle with a sidecar. They didn't use a cage. They didn’t need one. Their grip was iron, their scent overwhelming, their power undeniable. Kira knew it then—she wasn’t being taken to a home. She was being taken to a battlefield. A place where her body would be used. Her heat would be fed. Her mind would be tested. And her soul, perhaps, devoured.

The ride was silent. Dante drove, humming something off-key. Jace sat behind her in the sidecar, one hand wrapped around her waist, the other resting too close to the waistband of her ragged skirt. Cain rode ahead, scouting the sands, never once looking back.

Hours passed. The sun dipped below the horizon. When they stopped, it was at an abandoned bunker half-buried in the dunes, surrounded by charred skeletons and broken fences. This was no safe house. This was a den.

They pushed her inside without ceremony. No light. No welcome. Only the scent of old blood and dust.

Cain shoved her into the center of the room and pulled the chain taut, forcing her to her knees again.

“She’s too clean,” he muttered.

“Then let’s fix that,” Dante said, already stripping his shirt off.

“Wait.” Jace’s voice was a growl, final and hard. “Not yet. Let her stew.”

They left her there, chained in the center of the cold room. The silence pressed in, thick with menace. She trembled—not from fear, not exactly. But from something else. Something primal and confusing. Something clawing its way up her spine, making her thighs tense.

The scent of the Alphas lingered in the air. Their musk. Their dominance. It filled her lungs, made her dizzy. Her body betrayed her. Her omega nature stirred beneath the layers of resistance. Her heat wasn’t supposed to come this soon.

But the proximity of three bonded Alphas? It was enough to make her pulse thunder.

She curled into herself, trying to resist the pull.

She would not give in. She would not submit.

They thought they had bought a prize. A pet. A pliant little toy to kneel and beg.

They were wrong.

The door creaked open.

Jace stepped in, shirt off, eyes hooded. He walked over slowly, crouched down beside her.

“You don’t want to be owned?” he asked, voice dark silk. “Then earn your freedom. Bite me. Mark me. Defy me.”

Kira lifted her head, teeth bared.

“You’ll regret buying me,” she hissed.

He smiled, and it wasn’t kind.

“Oh, little omega. We didn’t buy you to own you. We bought you to ruin you.”

He dragged a finger down her jaw, then stood and walked away. The door slammed shut behind him, and the lock echoed like a warning.

Kira stayed on her knees, chained and alone. But her eyes gleamed in the darkness.

This wasn’t the end.

This was the beginning.
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Chapter 2: The Outlaws Take Their Prize
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Kira woke to the sound of boots scraping against concrete, the slow and deliberate pace of predators who had no need to rush. The darkness inside the bunker was absolute, broken only when the door groaned open, casting an orange glow from a lantern behind them. Three shadows stretched across the room, long and menacing. Her wrists ached from the chain still fastened to the steel ring bolted into the wall. Her body was stiff, her knees sore, but her glare hadn’t lost its edge.

Jace entered first, silent as ever, dragging a wooden crate behind him. He didn’t look at her as he set it down, cracking it open with a pry bar. Cans rattled. Metal clanked. The scent of oil and fire filled the air. Cain followed, arms folded across his broad chest, eyes narrowed in disapproval.

“She hasn’t pissed herself,” Cain said flatly, as if surprised.

“She won’t,” Dante murmured, his voice thick with dark amusement. He stepped into view with a bucket of water and a torn cloth. “This one’s got a spine. Makes it more fun when it finally snaps.”

Kira didn’t move. Not when Jace pulled out a chain muzzle. Not when Cain lit a cigarette and exhaled smoke that drifted toward her like a warning. And not when Dante knelt at her side, dipping the cloth into the water and wiping the blood and dirt from her thighs with a sickening gentleness that belied the cruelty in his gaze.

“You touch me again,” she rasped, her throat dry, “and I’ll take your fingers off.”

Dante smirked, not flinching. “Try. I beg you.”

Jace finally turned toward her. His presence weighed heavier than chains. There was no malice in his expression—only inevitability. He didn’t threaten. He didn’t mock. He didn’t ask.

He simply approached, took the cloth from Dante, and continued the cleansing process himself, slower, firmer, until the filth of her captivity was replaced by the rawness of exposed skin. She squirmed only once, when the cloth passed between her legs. He met her eyes and held them.

“You’re in heat,” he said.

Her stomach twisted. She could feel it, too—the slow-burning coil inside her, the ache blooming low, the unbearable warmth in her blood. It shouldn’t be happening. Not yet. Not now.

“What the fuck did you give me?” she hissed.

Cain chuckled, tossing the cigarette aside and stepping forward. “Nothing. Your body knows it’s surrounded by Alphas. It wants what it’s bred for.”

She spit at his boots.

Cain grabbed her hair and yanked her head back with a snarl. “We can do this the fun way, or the bloody way. I’m fine either.”

Jace raised a hand and Cain released her, scowling.

Dante leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “Tell us what you want, little omega.”

Kira clenched her jaw. “Freedom.”

“Wrong answer.”

He stood, and suddenly she was lifted off the ground, thrown over Jace’s shoulder like a sack of meat. She screamed, kicked, bit—but it didn’t matter. His grip was iron. The world spun until she was thrown onto a cot in a separate room, her arms pinned above her head, her legs spread.

The chain was locked to the headboard.

She was still clothed, but barely. Her top was shredded. Her skirt was torn. And her scent—it filled the room like wildfire.

Cain appeared at the foot of the bed, stripping his jacket off, revealing a torso covered in scars and tattoos—each one earned, each one a story of someone else’s suffering. Dante leaned against the door, watching like a man waiting for dessert. Jace didn’t look at her. He looked through her.

“We don’t take what isn’t offered,” he said, voice low. “But you’re ours now. And the heat doesn’t wait.”

“I’ll never offer,” she said.

“Then you’ll beg.”

Jace left. Cain didn’t. He took his time walking around the bed, trailing a gloved finger along her thigh, making her skin crawl with tension. He didn’t touch anything private. He didn’t need to.

“You’ll learn,” he said. “All omegas do.”

He left her alone in the room for what felt like hours, but the heat pulsing inside her didn’t cool. If anything, it worsened. Her body betrayed her in silence, twisting with hunger she couldn’t satisfy. Her thighs trembled. Her lips parted against her will. Her breath came faster, shallower, harder.

By the time Jace returned, she hated herself more than she hated them.

He held something in his hand—an old, leather-bound book. He sat in the corner and began to read aloud.

Kira blinked, confused, as he recited verses. It wasn’t a holy book. It was poetry. Erotic, violent, ancient.

It filled the room like another kind of touch.

She couldn’t look away.

“You think we’re monsters,” he said finally, closing the book. “You haven’t seen monsters.”

Cain reappeared, and this time he carried a bowl of raw meat. He set it near her bed, the scent heavy and primal.

“Eat,” he said.

Kira turned her head.

He reached forward and gripped her chin hard. “If you starve, you die. If you die, we wasted coin. We don’t like wasting coin.”

Dante approached next, dropping to his knees beside her. “You’re going to break so beautifully. I’ll be the one to put you back together.”

“I’ll kill you first,” she whispered.

He leaned in and bit her neck—not hard, not deep, but enough to leave a bruise.

Her heat flared.

The three of them left her again, and this time, the door locked from the outside.

Kira lay still, the chain tugging at her wrists, her skin covered in sweat, her heart racing. Her thighs pressed together. She felt disgusting. She felt humiliated.

She felt the beginning of arousal.

This wasn’t submission.

This was biology.

She told herself that again and again.

But her mind wasn’t the part reacting. Her omega was surfacing. The instincts she’d buried her whole life were rising like a tide.

When they came for her again, hours later, she was trembling from more than fear.

Jace knelt beside the bed.

“You want it,” he said. “Don’t lie to us. Don’t lie to yourself.”

She turned her face away.

“You’ll scream my name before the end of the week,” he said.

Cain unlocked the chain from the headboard and lifted her to her feet. She couldn’t stand. Her legs buckled beneath her. Dante caught her before she hit the floor.

“Shall we carry you, little omega?” he said, voice slick with amusement.

They led her into a second room. This one was filled with cushions, a roaring fire, and thick ropes hanging from hooks in the ceiling.

She stared in silence.

Cain kicked the door shut behind them.

Jace turned to her.

“Strip,” he said.

She didn’t move.

He stepped forward and grabbed the collar.

“Last warning. We won’t ask again.”

Her body was shivering. Her skin was flushed. Her scent filled the room like perfume. She didn’t strip.

But she didn’t resist when they began to do it for her.

The war had begun.
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Chapter 3: Jace’s Brutal Claim
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Kira’s fingers curled into the fur throw beneath her, the soft texture at odds with the brutality of the world she’d been dragged into. Firelight flickered across the walls of the Outlaws’ claimed bunker, casting warped shadows of the ropes, hooks, and restraints arranged like trophies on the stone. Her breath came in shallow pants, heavy with the weight of unspoken defiance. But her body betrayed her again—slick with heat, trembling with unwanted anticipation, hypersensitive to every glance and motion around her.

Jace stood a few paces away, shirtless, his broad chest dappled with old scars and a fresh sheen of sweat. The alpha scent coming off him was overwhelming, and every inch of Kira’s omega instincts begged for submission. She fought it. Clawed at it. Bit it back like a wounded animal. But the moment his eyes fixed on her—cold, intense, unreadable—her breath caught in her throat. She hated the power he had over her. Not just physical. Not just chemical. Something darker.

He motioned to Dante, who handed him a leather strap and a bottle of oil. Cain was leaning against the far wall, arms crossed, observing like a judge ready to deliver sentence. The air in the room vibrated with something more dangerous than violence. Desire, tightly coiled and twisted into something far more feral.

Jace approached. His footsteps sounded like thunder in the silence.

“Your body’s talking,” he murmured. “Mouth’s screaming no. But everything else...” He ran the back of his knuckles along her inner thigh, stopping just short of where her heat pulsed the loudest. “Everything else is screaming yes.”

Kira didn’t flinch, didn’t move, didn’t grant him the satisfaction of reaction.

“I won’t beg,” she whispered.

“I don’t want you to beg,” he said. “Not yet.”

Then, without warning, he grabbed her and flipped her onto her stomach, the motion so fast, so powerful, it knocked the breath from her lungs. Her cheek pressed to the mattress. The collar bit into her throat. His weight settled on her back—massive, inescapable.

“You belong to me now,” he said, low and lethal. “I’m going to mark you so deep even death won’t take it away.”

The sound of his belt unbuckling was the last sound before everything changed.

The first contact was the strap—hard, cruel, laid across her thighs in a sudden slap that ignited a cry from her lips. Not pain. Not just pain. Shame. Rage. Heat. Her body convulsed as fire licked across her nerves.

He struck again. Then again. Slow, deliberate, each hit coaxing her further into a haze she didn’t understand. Her omega instincts didn’t differentiate punishment from attention. They just drank it in like rain after drought. When he finally stopped, her legs were shaking, her ass flushed and marked with angry red lines.

She gasped against the pillow, eyes burning. Jace leaned down, pressing his chest against her spine, his lips
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