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    "For the ones who refuse to be tamed. For the warriors who forge their own fate. And for every reader who craves a love that burns like fire and war. To those who have ever felt trapped between two worlds—may you find the strength to claim your own."



    



  	
        
            
            "Freedom is not given. It is taken—by blood, by fire, by those who refuse to kneel."

—Ancient Horde Proverb
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​Reader Note: 
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Warrior’s Claim is a dark, barbarian romance. 

It contains graphic violence, captivity, branding, dubcon, and a ruthless warlord whose obsession burns as fiercely as his battles. 

This is not a soft love story—it is savage, possessive, and bloody.

Enter only if you crave brutal devotion and barbarian heat.
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​Prologue
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The world was forged in blood and steel. Empires rose and crumbled under the weight of ambition, and warriors carved their names into history with the edges of their blades. The Tolyran Kingdom, with its proud lineage of noble warlords and disciplined armies, had long stood as a beacon of civilization. Yet, beyond its borders, in the untamed wilds, a force of chaos thrived—a horde of warriors who knew no master but the strongest among them.  

For centuries, the Rheinul Horde had been little more than a specter of violence, raiding villages, striking fear into noble hearts, and vanishing before the disciplined might of Tolyran legions could retaliate. But under the rule of Warlord Dham, the Horde was no longer a scattered force of marauders. It was a storm gathering on the horizon, a relentless tide of warriors who fought not for lands or riches, but for dominance.  

Shi was born into privilege, the daughter of a noble chieftain of Tolyra, raised with the expectation that she would one day serve her kingdom through marriage. She was no stranger to duty. From a young age, she had been taught that her life was not her own—it belonged to her people, to her family, to the future of Tolyra. Her engagement to the king was a political move, an alliance meant to strengthen the kingdom’s borders and solidify her clan’s power.  

She had accepted it, as any noblewoman would.  

But fate was a cruel mistress.  

On the journey to her new life, her convoy was ambushed. The attack was swift and merciless, her guards cut down before they could mount a proper defense. In the chaos, she had fought—trained in the ways of the blade, she did not cower—but she was no match for the warriors who took her captive. They rode like demons, their dark armor smeared with the blood of their enemies, their war cries striking fear into even the most seasoned fighters.  

And at the center of them was Dham.  

The Warlord of the Rheinul Horde. The man whispered about in the halls of Tolyra’s nobility, described as a monster, a brute with no sense of honor. Yet, when Shi looked into his eyes, she did not see madness. She saw control. Calculation. A hunger that went beyond simple conquest.  

He did not kill her. He did not ransom her.  

He claimed her.  

To the Horde, a warlord’s claim was sacred. It was an oath, a declaration that no other man could touch her, that she belonged to him in every way that mattered. But Shi was not a woman who would be tamed easily. She was a daughter of warriors, and she would fight for her freedom with every breath in her body.  

Even as she burned under Dham’s gaze.  

Even as the fire of battle between them turned into something far more dangerous.  

With every day spent in the Horde’s camp, she found herself drawn deeper into their world—one of brutal laws and unbreakable bonds, of warriors who bled for one another, of a strength that did not come from noble birth, but from sheer will. And as her brother Jiro, believing her lost, gathered his strength for vengeance, and as the king she was meant to marry prepared for war, Shi was forced to ask herself one question.  

Was she truly a captive?  

Or had she been claimed in a way that no chains could break?  

The road ahead was carved in blood, and she would have to decide whether to fight against her captor—or stand beside him, as something far more dangerous than a princess promised to a king.  

A warrior in her own right.  

And the woman who could change the fate of two worlds.  
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​Chapter One: The Ambush
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The wind howled through the trees, a restless murmur whispering through the dense foliage of the Whispering Highlands. It carried the scent of rain, thick and heavy in the air, but beneath it, something else lingered—something metallic and faintly acrid. The smell of steel. The scent of blood yet to be spilled.  

Shi gripped the reins of her horse tighter, a flicker of unease settling in her chest. She had learned long ago to trust her instincts, and right now, they were screaming a warning she couldn’t quite place. The road they traveled was well-worn, carved into the rugged terrain by generations of noble caravans, but tonight, it felt different. Tonight, it felt like a trap.  

Ahead of her, her brother Jiro rode with practiced ease, but his posture was rigid, his hand never straying far from the hilt of his sword. He had been tense since they departed from their father’s stronghold, his wariness growing with each passing mile.  

Shi urged her horse forward, closing the distance between them.  

“Something is coming,” she murmured under her breath, so only he could hear.  

Jiro glanced at her sharply, his dark eyes scanning the trees that bordered the road. The moonlight barely pierced the thick canopy above, casting deep, shifting shadows across the undergrowth. The whisper of branches swaying in the wind seemed almost too quiet, too calculated.  

He exhaled slowly, his grip tightening on the reins. “Stay close to the convoy,” he said. “We’ll be in open country by dawn.”  

Shi nodded, but the unease remained.  

Behind them, the convoy moved in disciplined formations—fifty warriors, all sworn to protect her with their lives. Clad in Tolyran steel, their armor gleamed under the faint moonlight, the banners of her father’s clan fluttering against the night sky. They were battle-tested soldiers, warriors who had spent years on the frontlines repelling Horde raids.  

And yet, Shi couldn’t shake the feeling that even they would not be enough.  

The wind shifted.  

That was when she smelled it.  

Smoke.  

And something else—something unmistakable.  

Blood.  

The attack came without warning.  

A whistling sound sliced through the air. A second later, one of her father’s warriors let out a strangled cry, an arrow buried deep in his throat. His body toppled from the saddle before he even had a chance to reach for his blade.  

Then another.  

And another.  

A hail of arrows rained down from the trees, striking men and horses alike. Warriors fell. Animals reared up in terror, throwing their riders to the ground. The air filled with the sounds of screams, the clash of metal, the thunder of hooves.  

“AMBUSH!” Jiro roared, drawing his blade in one fluid motion.  

Shi barely had time to unsheathe her own weapon before the enemy was upon them.  

They emerged from the trees like specters, their forms draped in dark furs and leather, their weapons gleaming wickedly in the moonlight. Not bandits. Not mere raiders. Warriors.  

Shi’s heart pounded as she deflected a sword aimed at her throat, twisting in her saddle to drive her dagger into the attacker’s side. The blade bit deep. The man gasped, eyes wide with shock, before crumpling to the ground.  

Another warrior lunged at her.  

She kicked her foot free from the stirrup, using the momentum to slam her boot into his chest, sending him sprawling backward. But there were too many.  

Her father’s guards fought valiantly, but the enemy was fast, ruthless, unrelenting.  

Through the chaos, she caught glimpses of Jiro, his sword a blur as he cut down attackers with lethal precision. He fought like a man possessed, carving a path through the enemy, desperately trying to reach her.  

Then she saw him.  

A massive figure on horseback, his presence cutting through the battlefield like a storm.  

He was clad in blackened steel, his armor marked with the sigil of the Rheinul Horde—a crimson wolf, its fangs bared in an eternal snarl. His face was partially obscured by the shadows, but his eyes burned like embers in the darkness.  

He didn’t move like the others. He didn’t fight like a man struggling for victory.  

He fought like a man who had already won.  

Shi barely had time to react before his gaze locked onto hers.  

A decision was made in that moment.  

Not one she had any control over.  

She turned her horse sharply, trying to break free of the battle. If she could escape into the trees, she had a chance.  

But he was faster.  

A shadow loomed behind her, and before she could react, a powerful arm wrapped around her waist. A hard, unyielding grip yanked her backward, lifting her clean off her saddle.  

She gasped, her body twisting violently in his grasp, but his hold did not waver.  

Her dagger was still in her hand. She slashed blindly.  

The blade met armor. It did nothing.  

A deep, gravelly voice rumbled in her ear. “Enough.”  

The word was a command, spoken with the kind of certainty that left no room for defiance.  

But Shi was not the kind of woman to be cowed so easily.  

She struggled, twisting and kicking, but her captor barely flinched. He was impossibly strong.  

Before she could launch another attack, he shifted his grip, slamming the hilt of his sword against the side of her head.  

Pain exploded behind her eyes.  

Her vision blurred. The world tilted.  

The last thing she saw before the darkness swallowed her was his face.  

The Warlord of the Rheinul Horde.  

And then—nothing.  

——  
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When Shi awoke, she was no longer in the Highlands.  

The scent of damp earth and pine filled her senses. The crackling of a distant fire echoed through the silence.  

She was moving.  

Her body was draped over the back of a horse, her wrists bound in thick leather, the rough fabric of a cloak thrown over her shoulders. Every muscle in her body ached, but her mind was sharper than ever.  

She lifted her head slowly.  

They were riding east. Away from Tolyra.  

Away from everything she had ever known.  

A shiver ran down her spine.  

And then she heard his voice.  

“Awake already?”  

She turned her head, and there he was, riding beside her, his dark eyes gleaming in the firelight.  

The warlord.  

Dham.  

The man who had claimed her.  

Shi clenched her fists, rage burning beneath her skin.  

She had been taken.  

But she would not remain his captive for long.  

No matter what it took, she would escape.  

Even if it meant killing the warlord himself.  
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​Chapter Two: Captive of the Horde
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Shi’s body ached with every step of the horse beneath her. The rhythmic sway of its movements should have lulled her into a dazed stupor, but her mind remained sharp, her senses alert despite the pounding pain at the side of her head.  

She had been captured.  

And she was being taken deep into the Rheinul Horde’s territory.  

The night stretched on, the dark expanse of the Red Steppes illuminated only by the glow of scattered torches and the faint silver sheen of the moon above. The scent of damp earth, sweat, and blood clung to the air, mixing with the distant crackle of burning wood.  

The Horde’s warband rode in tight formation, their presence an overwhelming force of power and discipline. They were not the undisciplined savages Tolyra’s nobility spoke of in court—no, they moved with calculated precision, each warrior alert, their weapons never far from reach.  

Shi lifted her gaze, shifting slightly in her binds to glance at the man riding beside her.  

Dham.  

The warlord.  

The man who had torn her from her people and claimed her as if she were nothing more than a prize of war.  

He sat tall in his saddle, his posture relaxed yet utterly commanding. His broad shoulders were clad in dark, worn leather, the heavy plates of his armor shifting fluidly with every movement. His long black hair was partially tied back, the strands that had come loose framing a face that was both harsh and striking—sharp cheekbones, a strong jawline, and eyes like molten iron.  

Even in the dim light, Shi could see the faint scars marking his hands and forearms—proof of countless battles fought and won.  

His gaze flickered toward her, as if sensing her stare.  

Shi held his eyes, refusing to look away.  

“You wake sooner than I expected,” he mused, his voice low and rough, like stone grinding against metal. “Most do not after a blow like that.”  

Shi clenched her jaw, refusing to acknowledge the ache radiating through her skull. “Is this how your Horde fights? Like cowards in the night?”  

The corner of his mouth twitched, not quite a smile, but something dangerously close to amusement. “Your people fight behind walls,” he countered, “while mine fight under open skies. Tell me which is the greater cowardice.”  

Shi said nothing.  

Because he was not wrong.  

Tolyra had spent generations fortifying its cities, relying on their armies and stone fortresses to protect them from the Horde’s raids. But the Rheinul Horde had no walls. No safe refuge. They lived by the sword, and they survived by sheer strength and will.  

But that did not mean she would bend to them.  

“I will not be your prisoner for long,” she said, voice steady despite the pulse of fury in her veins.  

Dham’s expression remained unreadable, but there was something in his gaze—something calculating.  

“Is that so?”  

Shi forced a smirk. “Kill me now if you think otherwise.”  

A sharp silence fell between them.  

The warriors around them shifted slightly, some casting wary glances toward their warlord.  

Dham exhaled through his nose, shaking his head. “You are bold. But not foolish.”  

He leaned in slightly, just enough that she could feel the heat of his presence, the sheer weight of him.  

“I have no intention of killing you,” he murmured. “You are mine now.”  

Shi’s blood went cold.  

A surge of rage roared through her, violent and unrelenting.  

“I am not yours,” she spat, her bound hands curling into fists. “I belong to no man.”  

Dham’s lips twitched again, but this time, it was not amusement. It was something darker.  

“We shall see.”  

—-  
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The Horde’s War Camp  

Hours passed before they finally reached their destination.  

What Shi had expected was chaos—a scattered encampment of lawless warriors.  

What she saw instead was order.  

The Horde’s war camp was a massive sprawl of blackened tents, roaring bonfires, and towering wooden watchtowers. Horses were tethered in carefully maintained enclosures, while blacksmiths worked tirelessly, their hammers ringing out into the night. Warriors sparred in open training pits, their weapons clashing in brutal displays of skill and strength.  

This was not some barbaric rabble.  

This was an army.  

And at the center of it all was Dham.  

As they rode through the camp, warriors bowed their heads in acknowledgment. Some struck their chests in a display of loyalty. Others simply watched her—their gazes sharp with curiosity, suspicion, and something else.  

Dham pulled his horse to a halt, dismounting with ease before turning to face her.  

Shi did not wait.  

She swung her leg over her horse’s side, preparing to land gracefully on the ground—  

Only for her ankles to buckle beneath her the moment her feet hit the dirt.  

Dham caught her before she could hit the ground, his grip firm and unwavering.  

Shi hated the way her body reacted. The way she felt the heat of him, the strength of his hands, the solid weight of his chest so close to hers.  
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