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Chapter 1: The Cage Door Closes
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Metal screamed shut behind her with a finality that echoed in her bones. The sound rang off the walls, bouncing like a death knell through the narrow corridor that led into the depths of the underground arena. Cold air snaked up Sloane Virelli’s legs, whispering promises of pain, lust, and power in the stillness before the storm. Her bare feet pressed against damp stone, every nerve firing at once, her body as taut as a drawn bow. She didn’t dare show fear—not here. Not now.

The guards behind her didn’t speak, but she could feel their anticipation in the way they held their weapons a little tighter, the way one of them exhaled a low grunt of satisfaction as the heavy steel cage door slammed into place. Sloane stood motionless. Her shift, a thin linen rag the color of old bone, clung to her frame in the cold. She could feel eyes on her already—hungry, assessing eyes—though the corridor ahead was empty. Above her, walkways crisscrossed high overhead in shadows, and behind one of those lengths of black metal, she knew they were watching.

They were always watching in the Pit.

Caged. Watched. Desired.

She hated how true it was.

Her fingers curled into fists at her sides, nails digging into her palms. The scent suppressants had worn off days ago. They’d stopped giving them to her after the third attempt to escape. Or maybe it was the second. Time blurred in captivity. Since her capture, everything had become measured in bruises, in meals denied, in the weight of the collar tight around her neck. The metal device buzzed faintly every few minutes, reminding her of the power it held. A power that belonged to someone else.

The Kings of the Pit.

The guards pushed her forward again. She didn’t resist. She had learned that part already: resisting got you beaten; compliance got you used. She wasn’t going to survive either by playing dumb. She would survive by knowing everything, remembering every detail, and waiting for the moment they stopped looking. Her back straightened as she moved. The arena was near now. She could smell it—blood, smoke, sweat, heat, sex, and rage. It was a stench that clung to every crack in the stone, an animalistic energy that fed the place like a living beast.

A figure emerged from the shadows up ahead.

Jax.

He was taller than she remembered, though the last time she’d seen him she was shackled, on her knees, a boot pressed to her spine. His mouth was carved into a crooked, knowing smirk, and his thick arms were bare beneath his leather vest, displaying tattoos that crawled up his skin like sins never confessed. His dark eyes met hers, sharp and gleaming.

He said nothing at first. Just studied her like a weapon he’d ordered online and was now unwrapping for the first time. He circled once, close enough that she could feel the heat of him at her back, the way predators radiate heat before they strike. When he stopped in front of her, his hand lifted and cupped her chin, forcing her to look up.

“Well, fuck me,” he said, voice dark silk and gravel. “They weren’t kidding. You really are an omega.”

His fingers brushed under her jaw. She jerked her face away, but he caught her again, harder this time.

“You stink of it. Not even trying to hide anymore, are you?”

“Didn’t think I’d need to,” she replied, her voice raw but steady. “I hear alphas like you prefer your meat dripping and wild.”

Jax’s grin widened, a flash of white teeth beneath the shadows of his stubble. “Oh, I like you.”

He turned and motioned toward the steel gate at the end of the corridor. It hissed open.

The Pit stretched beyond it, massive and obscene.

Rows of lights blazed overhead, casting a yellowed glare over the sunken arena. Bleachers circled the pit on every level, packed with spectators dressed in sin and wealth, their eyes alight with anticipation. Screens lit the space, showing close-ups of her face, her trembling body, the swell of her breasts under the too-thin fabric. She felt stripped bare already, exposed without even being touched.

The center of the pit was hard-packed earth, littered with chain links, bloodstains, and broken bodies dragged out hours earlier.

They had brought her here to be broken too.

The crowd's noise rose as she stepped into view. The announcer’s voice came over the speaker system, smooth and vile.

“Ladies and gentlemen of the night,” the voice drawled, “tonight’s pleasure begins with a rare delight. A treasure stolen from the surface. A little secret hidden beneath sweat and scars...”

The lights turned on her full force.

“An omega.”

The crowd lost its mind.

A wave of scent—alphas in full drive, betas caught in pheromonal fog, even some omegas hidden behind veils—rolled toward her, lust and bloodlust rising in unison. She lifted her chin and stood in the center, refusing to flinch. They wanted a show? She would give them one.

Across the arena, a second gate opened.

The first alpha stepped out.

He was shirtless, scarred, pupils blown wide with drug-induced frenzy. His snarl echoed across the pit as he spotted her. No introduction. No name. Just raw, brutal challenge.

He charged.

She dodged left, rolling under his wild swing, and came up behind him. Her feet were quick, her mind quicker. The chain she snatched from the ground was slick with old blood, but it was a weapon, and she wielded it with precision. It cracked across his back, slicing open skin. He roared and turned, grabbing her by the arm.

She twisted, using her momentum to flip over his back and land hard on her feet. Pain shot up her legs. He came again, fists flying. One caught her cheek. Another slammed into her ribs. She felt something crack—but she didn’t go down.

Not yet.

She caught him off guard, smashing the chain into his knee. He buckled. She grabbed a second length of iron, wrapped it around his throat, and pulled.

He thrashed. Clawed at her. But she held.

The crowd screamed.

She released him only when he collapsed, unconscious or dead, she didn’t care.

She stood there, panting, blood running down her side, and stared at the balcony above the arena.

Three figures had stepped forward now.

The other Kings.

Luca, with his sharp suits and sharper grin, holding a drink like this was nothing but opera. Silas, calm and cold as ice, his gaze unreadable. And Dom—the monster in the shadows. She could feel his eyes even if she couldn’t see them.

Jax stepped into the pit.

“Congratulations,” he said, circling her again. “You made it past the first.”

She didn’t move. Didn’t speak.

He stepped closer, raising his hand again—but this time, he didn’t strike. He gently lifted a piece of hair from her face, the pad of his thumb grazing her cheek.

“You’re not what I expected,” he said.

“I never am.”

Luca’s voice echoed from the balcony. “Put the collar on tight. We wouldn’t want our little treasure escaping.”

Silas leaned forward. “Let her recover. Then test her again.”

Jax grinned. “Yes, my Kings.”

And Sloane stood in the center of the cage, bloodied and bruised, but unbroken. Around her, the scent of lust and hunger swelled, crashing like waves against the walls of the Pit. But inside, something fierce bloomed.

Not fear. Not submission.

Fire.

She wouldn’t run anymore.

Let the Kings come.

She’d survived the first round.

And she was just getting started.
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Chapter 2: Eyes in the Pit
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The lights never dimmed in the Pit.

Even when night stretched long above the surface, far from the blood-stained depths beneath the city, down here it was always lit—harsh and yellow, casting cruel shadows across the steel and concrete. There were no windows. No clocks. Time didn't exist in the Pit. Only survival. Only dominance.

Sloane sat on a narrow cot bolted to the wall of her new cell. It wasn’t a room. Not truly. Not in the sense that it was hers or safe or private. It was a display case, tucked behind one-way glass, part of a ring of cells surrounding the arena like cages in a gladiator zoo. From where she sat, she could feel the attention even when she couldn’t see them. Watching her. Measuring her. The Kings, the handlers, the clients who had the privilege of viewing from the secure booths up top. She could hear their voices sometimes through the hidden speakers, muffled murmurs of men playing gods.

She leaned back against the cold metal wall and exhaled through her nose. The fight earlier had taken more out of her than she wanted to admit. Her ribs ached. Her knuckles were swollen. The chain had cut into her palm when she’d tightened it around the alpha’s neck. Her collar buzzed faintly again, a reminder that escape wasn’t an option. That her body—her heat, her scent, her power—belonged to someone else now.

But she was still alive.

That meant something.

There were noises constantly in the Pit. The scrape of boots, the clatter of chains, moans, screams, laughter that never sounded quite right. She'd learned to tune most of it out. But now, something new caught her ear—footsteps. Heavy. Measured. Not the clatter of guards or the impatient pacing of clients. This was deliberate. A presence.

She turned her head just as a panel slid open in the far wall, and a figure stepped through.

Silas.

She’d seen him before. From a distance. Atop the balcony, cool and unreadable, dressed in dark suits with clean lines and no blood. Now, he stood mere feet from her, and his presence was no less sharp. He didn’t speak at first. Just stood there with his hands in his coat pockets, eyes traveling over her like he was inventorying damage—or value. His stare was different from Jax’s. Where Jax looked like he wanted to tear her apart and see what noises she made, Silas looked like he wanted to understand how she ticked... before dismantling her.

“You didn’t break,” he said finally, voice smooth as whiskey on marble. “Most omegas do in the first round.”

She looked away. “Maybe I’m not most omegas.”

He moved closer, slow and deliberate. She caught the scent of him—sharp, rich, the scent of an alpha who never had to raise his voice to command. Her heat flickered low in her belly, unbidden. She clenched her jaw and shoved the reaction down.
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