

  [image: Cover]




MARIA JOEY

THE ALPHA’S VIRGIN SLAVE


A Dark Werewolf Romance





  

  Copyright © 2026 by MARIA JOEY


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Chapter One: The Raid
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Two: The Cage
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Three: The Claiming
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Four: The Wife
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Five: The Obsession Begins
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Six: The First Touch
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Seven: The Pack Gathering
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Eight: The Forbidden Bond
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Nine: The Breaking Point
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Ten: The Wife’s Revenge
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Eleven: The Exile Threat
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Twelve: The Truth Revealed
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Thirteen: The Escape Attempt
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Fourteen: The Reckoning
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Fifteen: The Challenge
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Sixteen: The Marking
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Seventeen: The Luna’s Rise
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Eighteen: The Betrayal
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Nineteen: The War
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Twenty: The Reckoning and Redemption
        
      

    
    


  





  
  
  Chapter One: The Raid

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




ALPHA’S CAPTIVE

The scent of blood hung thick in the night air.

Dante’s boots crunched over broken glass as he stepped through the shattered doorway of what had once been the Blood Moon Pack’s main hall. Smoke curled from the wreckage, acrid and bitter on his tongue. Around him, his warriors moved like shadows—efficient, brutal, relentless. This wasn’t a conquest. It was sport.

A whimper cut through the chaos.

Dante’s head snapped toward the sound, his wolf stirring beneath his skin. His muscles coiled tight, predatory instinct flooding his veins. He rolled his shoulders, feeling the familiar weight of violence settle over him like a second skin. The hunt wasn’t over yet.

He crossed the hall in three strides, his jaw clenched so hard his teeth ached. The whimper came again—softer this time, muffled. His fingers flexed at his sides, knuckles still split and raw from the throat he’d crushed not ten minutes ago. The Blood Moon Pack had been weak. Pathetic. Their alpha had died begging.

Dante’s lip curled.

He found the cellar door beneath a collapsed table. His hand closed around the iron ring, and he yanked it open with enough force to tear it from its hinges. The wood splintered. Darkness yawned below.

“Come out.” His voice was gravel and smoke, rough from shouting commands. No answer. Just that damned whimpering again, and it made something twist low in his gut—something that felt uncomfortably close to curiosity.

He descended the stairs, his spine rigid, shoulders drawn back. The cellar smelled like fear—sharp and sour, mixing with earth and mildew. His eyes adjusted to the darkness, and then he saw her.

Huddled in the corner like a wounded animal.

An omega.

Dante’s breath caught in his chest, a sudden tightness that made his ribs feel too small. She was filthy—dirt streaked across her face, her clothes torn and hanging off one shoulder. Her hair was a tangled mess of dark waves, and her eyes…

Those eyes.

Wide and amber, they stared up at him with a mixture of terror and defiance that made his pulse kick hard against his throat. His hands curled into fists, nails biting into his palms. She was trembling—he could see it in the way her shoulders shook, the way her fingers clutched at the wall behind her like she could disappear into the stone.

She was nothing. Weak. Fragile. Beneath his notice.

So why couldn’t he look away?

“Please.” Her voice was barely a whisper, cracked and raw. “Please don’t—”

Dante’s wolf snarled inside his skull, a possessive rumble that vibrated through his bones. His jaw worked, teeth grinding together as heat flooded his veins. This wasn’t supposed to happen. He didn’t feel things. Not anymore. Not since the curse had hollowed him out and left him with nothing but rage and the cold satisfaction of dominance.

But looking at her made his chest ache.

Made his fingers twitch with the urge to reach out and—

No.

He stepped forward, his boots heavy on the cellar floor. The omega pressed herself harder against the wall, and he could hear her heartbeat now—rapid, frantic, like a bird trapped in a cage. His own heart answered it, thudding hard and insistent beneath his ribs.

“Get up,” he growled.

She didn’t move. Just stared at him with those damned eyes, and he felt his control slipping. His breathing came faster, harsher. The air between them felt charged, electric, and it made his skin prickle with awareness.

He crossed the distance in two strides and grabbed her arm. She gasped—a sharp, broken sound that shot straight through him. Her skin was warm beneath his palm, impossibly soft, and the contact sent a jolt up his arm that made his entire body go taut.

Wrong. This is wrong.

But he couldn’t let go.

“I said get up.” His voice came out rougher than he intended, almost a rasp. He hauled her to her feet, and she stumbled against him. Her hands hit his chest to brace herself, and the heat of her palms burned through his shirt.

Dante’s throat worked, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed hard. She was so small. Barely came up to his shoulder. He could snap her in half without thinking, and yet something primal and fierce surged through him—the overwhelming need to protect.

Possess.

Claim.

His fingers tightened on her arm, and he felt her pulse hammering beneath his grip. Her scent hit him then—earth and rain and something sweeter, something that made his mouth go dry and his wolf growl with satisfaction.

“What’s your name?” The question left his mouth before he could stop it, and he hated the way it sounded. Too gentle. Too curious.

She blinked up at him, confusion flickering across her face. “I—”

“Your name,” he repeated, his voice harder now. His free hand lifted of its own accord, fingers ghosting along her jaw. Her skin was impossibly soft beneath the dirt, and he felt her shiver. The tremor ran through her entire body, and his chest tightened in response.

“Kira,” she whispered.

The name settled over him like a brand. His fingers stilled against her face, and for a moment—just a heartbeat—he felt something crack inside him. Something he’d thought long dead.

Then he heard it. Footsteps above. His beta’s voice calling down.

“Alpha? You good down there?”

Reality slammed back into him like a fist to the gut. Dante’s hand dropped from Kira’s face, and he stepped back, his spine going rigid. His chest heaved with the effort of breathing, his jaw clenched so tight it ached.

“Fine,” he barked back. His voice was steel again, cold and sharp. He looked down at Kira, and his expression hardened into something cruel. “You’re coming with me.”

“No—” She tried to pull away, but his grip was iron. His fingers dug into her arm hard enough to bruise, and he felt a sick twist of satisfaction when she whimpered.

Good. Let her be afraid.

He hauled her toward the stairs, his movements jerky and tense. Every muscle in his body was wound tight, coiled like a spring ready to snap. His wolf was restless, pacing and snarling beneath his skin, demanding he stop. Demanding he turn back and—

What? Comfort her? Protect her?

Pathetic.

He dragged her up the stairs and out into the night. The packhouse was in ruins around them. Bodies littered the ground. His warriors stood among the wreckage, bloodied and victorious. They turned to look as Dante emerged, and he saw their eyes flick to the omega in his grasp.

Ronan, his head enforcer, stepped forward. His gaze raked over Kira with undisguised interest, and Dante’s vision went red.

A growl ripped from his throat—low, menacing, territorial. Ronan’s eyes widened, and he took a step back, hands raised in submission.

“Just spoils, Alpha,” Ronan said carefully. “You claiming her?”

Dante’s fingers tightened on Kira’s arm until he felt her bones shift beneath his grip. His heart hammered against his ribs, each beat painful and insistent. His throat felt tight, and there was a roaring in his ears that had nothing to do with the battle.

“She’s mine,” he heard himself say.

The words felt like glass in his mouth. Sharp. Cutting.

True.

Ronan nodded slowly, his expression carefully neutral. “Understood, Alpha.”

Dante turned away before he could see the questions in his enforcer’s eyes. He pulled Kira toward the waiting vehicles, his movements sharp and aggressive. She stumbled, trying to keep up, and he felt her nails dig into his wrist as she tried to pry his hand away.

He didn’t let go.

Couldn’t.

His chest was tight, his breathing shallow. Every instinct screamed at him to stop, to turn around and look at her, to say something—anything—that would explain this insanity.

But Dante had built his life on control. On power. On the cold, hard truth that emotions were weakness.

So he shoved her into the back of the SUV and slammed the door, his hand lingering on the metal for just a moment too long. His shoulders were rigid, his spine straight. He could feel his pack watching him, could feel their confusion and suspicion.

And he could feel her—the omega, Kira—curled up in the backseat, her fear a living thing that wrapped around his throat and squeezed.

Dante climbed into the driver’s seat, his movements mechanical. His hands gripped the steering wheel hard enough to make his knuckles white, and his jaw ached from clenching.

As he started the engine and pulled away from the ruins, he caught a glimpse of her in the rearview mirror. She was pressed against the opposite door, her arms wrapped around herself, her eyes wide and glistening with unshed tears.

And something inside Dante’s chest twisted so violently he almost couldn’t breathe.

He looked away.

Focused on the road.

And tried to ignore the way his wolf was howling—triumphant and possessive—in the back of his mind.

Mine. Mine. Mine.
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ALPHA’S CAPTIVE

The cold bit through Kira’s thin clothes.

She pressed herself against the stone wall, her spine rigid, shoulders drawn up toward her ears. The cell was small—barely eight feet across—with iron bars that smelled like rust and old blood. A thin mattress lay in the corner, stained and torn. No blanket. No pillow. Just stone and metal and the suffocating weight of darkness.

Her fingers dug into her arms, nails biting into skin as she hugged herself tighter. The trembling wouldn’t stop. It started in her hands and radiated outward until her whole body shook, her teeth chattering despite her attempts to clench her jaw.

They’re dead. They’re all dead.

The thought circled her mind like a vulture, relentless and vicious. Her parents. Her alpha. Her pack. Gone. Slaughtered like animals while she hid in a cellar like the coward she was.

Her throat closed up, tight and burning. She swallowed hard, forcing down the sob that threatened to break free. Her chest ached with the effort, ribs constricting around lungs that couldn’t quite fill with air.

No. She wouldn’t cry. Not here. Not where they could hear her.

Footsteps echoed down the corridor.

Kira’s head snapped up, her pulse spiking so fast it made her dizzy. Her heart slammed against her ribs—once, twice, three times—each beat painful and frantic. She scrambled backward until her shoulders hit the wall, her palms scraping against the rough stone.

A figure emerged from the shadows.

Not him. Not the alpha with those terrible black eyes that had looked at her like she was something to devour.

This one was younger, stockier, with a cruel twist to his mouth that made Kira’s stomach turn to ice. He stopped in front of her cell, his hands gripping the bars as he leaned in. His eyes raked over her, slow and deliberate, and she felt her skin crawl.

“Well, well.” His voice was like gravel, rough and mocking. “What do we have here?”

Kira’s fingers curled into fists against her thighs. She didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Her throat was too tight, her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth.

The male grinned, showing too many teeth. “Name’s Ronan. I’m the head enforcer around here.” He tilted his head, studying her like she was an insect pinned to a board. “You know what we do to omega captives in the Iron Claw?”

Her breath hitched, a sharp intake that burned her lungs. Her shoulders pulled in tighter, her body curling in on itself. Every muscle tensed, coiled and ready to run even though there was nowhere to go.

“We share them.” Ronan’s grin widened. “Pass them around until they break. Then we toss them out for the rogues.” He made a clicking sound with his tongue. “But you… you might last a little longer. Alpha seemed real interested in you.”

Kira’s nails dug deeper into her palms, the sting of broken skin sharp and grounding. Her jaw ached from clenching, and she could taste copper on her tongue where she’d bitten the inside of her cheek.

“Nothing to say?” Ronan laughed, the sound harsh and grating. “That’s alright. You’ll be screaming soon enough.”

He pushed off the bars and sauntered away, his footsteps fading back into darkness. Kira waited until the sound disappeared completely before she let out the breath she’d been holding. It left her in a shaky exhale, her shoulders sagging forward.

Her wolf stirred for the first time since the raid—a weak, broken whimper in the back of her mind. Kira reached for her, desperate for the comfort of that primal connection, but her wolf retreated. Cowering. Afraid.

They were both broken.

Kira slid down the wall until she was sitting on the cold floor, her knees pulled up to her chest. She pressed her forehead against them, her breathing shallow and uneven. The shaking wouldn’t stop. Her whole body trembled like she was standing in a blizzard, and no amount of hugging herself made it better.

I have to get out of here.

But how? She was weak. An omega. The lowest rank in any pack, and now she was trapped in enemy territory with no allies, no resources, no hope.

Her throat burned again, and this time she couldn’t stop the tears. They leaked from her eyes, hot and silent, soaking into the fabric of her torn pants. Her chest hitched with suppressed sobs, each one sending a sharp pain through her ribs.

She didn’t know how long she sat there. Minutes. Hours. Time felt meaningless in the dark.

Then she heard them again. Footsteps.

Different this time. Heavier. Measured.

Kira’s head jerked up, her heart lurching into her throat. She scrambled to her feet, her back pressed against the far wall. Her hands shook so badly she had to press them flat against the stone to keep them still.

He emerged from the shadows like something out of a nightmare.

Dante.

The alpha who had destroyed everything.

Kira’s breath caught, her chest seizing up so tight she couldn’t breathe. He was massive—easily six-five, all broad shoulders and corded muscle. His black hair was still damp from what she assumed was a shower, and he’d changed clothes. Dark jeans. A black shirt that stretched across his chest and arms like a second skin.

But it was his eyes that made her stomach drop.

Black. Fathomless. Fixed on her with an intensity that made her feel like prey.

He stopped in front of her cell, his hands in his pockets, his posture deceptively casual. But Kira could see the tension in his shoulders, the way his jaw worked as he stared at her. His throat moved as he swallowed, and she watched his chest rise and fall with deep, controlled breaths.

“Eat.” His voice was low, rough. He jerked his chin toward the corner where she now noticed a tray of food sitting just inside the bars. Bread. Cheese. Water.

Kira’s stomach twisted. She was starving—she hadn’t eaten since before the raid—but the thought of taking anything from him made bile rise in her throat.

She lifted her chin, her spine straightening despite the fear coursing through her veins. “No.”

Dante’s eyes narrowed. His hands came out of his pockets, and she saw his fingers curl into fists at his sides. The muscles in his forearms flexed, tendons standing out in sharp relief.

“It wasn’t a request.” His voice dropped lower, edged with warning.

“I don’t want anything from you.” The words came out stronger than she felt, but her voice shook at the end. She hated that. Hated the weakness.

Something flickered across Dante’s face—too fast for her to catch. His jaw clenched, a muscle jumping beneath his skin. His shoulders rolled back, his chest expanding as he took a deep breath through his nose.

“You’ll starve.”

“Good.”

The word hung between them, sharp and defiant. Kira’s heart hammered so hard she could feel it in her throat, in her wrists, behind her eyes. Every instinct screamed at her to back down, to submit, to do whatever it took to survive.

But she couldn’t. Wouldn’t.

Dante’s hands flexed again, and she saw his knuckles go white. His breathing changed—faster, harsher. The air between them felt electric, charged with something dangerous.

He took a step closer to the bars, and Kira’s entire body went rigid. Her breath came in short, shallow gasps. Her fingers pressed so hard against the wall behind her that her nails bent backward.

“You think defiance makes you strong?” Dante’s voice was quiet now, deadly. He gripped the bars, and she heard the metal groan under the pressure. “It just makes you stupid.”

Kira’s throat worked, but no sound came out. She couldn’t look away from him. From those black eyes that seemed to see straight through her, stripping away every defense until she felt raw and exposed.

“You belong to me now.” Each word was deliberate, measured. His knuckles were white on the bars, and she could see a vein pulsing in his temple. “The sooner you accept that, the easier this will be.”

“I belong to no one.” Her voice cracked on the last word, betraying her. Tears burned behind her eyes, but she blinked them back furiously.

Dante’s eyes flashed. His lip curled back, showing teeth, and a low growl rumbled from his chest. The sound vibrated through the air, primal and threatening, and Kira felt it in her bones.

Her wolf whimpered and retreated deeper.

Dante’s hands dropped from the bars. He stepped back, his shoulders rigid, his spine straight. His chest heaved with the effort of breathing, and she watched his hands curl and uncurl at his sides like he was fighting for control.

“Eat,” he said again, his voice flat now. Empty. “Or don’t. I don’t care.”

But the way his throat worked when he swallowed told a different story. The way his eyes lingered on her for just a beat too long before he turned away.

Kira watched him disappear back into the darkness, his footsteps echoing down the corridor. Only when the sound faded completely did she let herself collapse.

Her legs gave out, and she slid down the wall until she was sitting again. Her whole body shook—violent tremors that rattled her teeth and made her vision blur. She wrapped her arms around herself, trying to hold the pieces together, but she felt like she was coming apart at the seams.

The tray of food sat in the corner, untouched.

Her stomach cramped with hunger, twisting and gnawing. But she couldn’t. Wouldn’t.

Taking his food felt like surrender.

And surrender meant accepting that this was real. That her pack was gone. That she was alone in a fortress full of monsters, claimed by an alpha who looked at her like she was both prey and prize.

Kira pressed her forehead against her knees and let the tears come. Silent. Broken.

Her wolf curled up in the back of her mind, quiet and still.

Both of them waiting for an end that might be a mercy.
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ALPHA’S CAPTIVE

Dante’s fist slammed into the wall.

The impact sent cracks spider-webbing through the plaster, but the pain barely registered. His knuckles split, blood welling up and dripping onto the floor, and still he couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t think past the rage boiling in his veins.

She refused.

That filthy, broken little omega had looked him in the eye and refused him.

His chest heaved, ribs expanding and contracting with each harsh breath. Sweat beaded at his temples despite the cool air in his private quarters. His wolf snarled and paced beneath his skin, restless and furious, demanding he go back down there and—

And what?

Force her? Break her?

His jaw clenched so hard his teeth ground together, the pressure sending a sharp ache through his temples. He turned away from the damaged wall and stalked across the room, his movements jerky and tense. Every muscle in his body was coiled tight, wound up like a spring ready to snap.

He’d killed men for less disrespect. Torn out throats for a sideways glance.

So why was she still breathing?

Dante grabbed the whiskey bottle from his desk and took a long pull straight from it. The burn was good—sharp and grounding—but it did nothing to quiet the chaos in his head. He could still see her. Those amber eyes filled with defiance and terror. The way her body had trembled even as she’d lifted her chin and told him no.

No one tells me no.

His grip tightened on the bottle until the glass creaked. The scent of her still clung to him—earth and rain and something sweeter that made his mouth water. It had been three hours since he’d left that cell, and he could still feel the ghost of her pulse hammering beneath his fingers when he’d grabbed her arm in the cellar.

A knock at the door made his spine go rigid.

“What?” The word came out as a growl.

Ronan stepped inside, his expression carefully neutral. “The omega still hasn’t eaten, Alpha. You want me to—”

“No.” Dante cut him off, his voice sharp as a blade. His shoulders rolled back, and he felt his wolf surge forward, possessive and territorial. The thought of Ronan anywhere near her cell made his vision tinge red.

Ronan’s eyebrows rose slightly. “She’ll die if she keeps refusing food.”

“Then let her die.” The words tasted like ash on Dante’s tongue, and his stomach twisted violently. His throat worked as he swallowed, fighting down the urge to take them back.

Ronan studied him for a long moment, and Dante could see the questions forming. The confusion. His enforcer knew him well enough to know something was wrong.

“Is that really what you want?” Ronan asked quietly.

Dante’s fingers flexed around the bottle. His jaw ached from clenching. “Get out.”

Ronan left without another word, and the moment the door clicked shut, Dante hurled the whiskey bottle against the wall. It shattered, glass and amber liquid exploding across the floor. The sharp scent of alcohol filled the room, mixing with the smell of blood from his split knuckles.

He pressed his palms against the desk and hung his head, his shoulders hunched forward. His breathing was ragged, uneven. His heart hammered against his ribs like it was trying to break free.

This is insane.

She was nothing. A weak omega from a pack he’d destroyed. He should have killed her in that cellar or left her there to rot. Taking her had been a mistake—an impulse he still couldn’t explain.

But the thought of her dying made something crack inside his chest.

Dante pushed off the desk and headed for the door. His movements were sharp, aggressive. He didn’t let himself think about what he was doing. Didn’t let himself question it.

He just moved.

The fortress was quiet at this hour. Most of his pack was either sleeping or posted on patrol. His boots echoed on the stone floors as he descended into the lower levels where the cells were kept. The air grew colder, damper. The smell of mildew and old stone mixed with the metallic tang of blood.

He rounded the corner and stopped.

Kira was sitting with her back against the wall, her knees pulled up to her chest. Her face was buried against her arms, and he could see her shoulders shaking. The tray of food sat untouched in the corner, exactly where he’d left it.

Something twisted in Dante’s gut—sharp and vicious.

His hands curled into fists at his sides. His throat felt tight, and his chest ached with a pressure that had nothing to do with anger.

She was crying.

Silent, broken sobs that made her whole body tremble.

Dante’s wolf whined—actually whined—and he felt his resolve cracking. His fingers moved to the keys at his belt before he could stop himself. The metal jingled, and Kira’s head snapped up.

Her eyes widened when she saw him. She scrambled backward, her spine pressing against the wall, her hands splayed against the stone. Her face was streaked with tears, her eyes red and swollen. Her breathing came in short, panicked gasps.

Dante unlocked the cell door. The hinges creaked as it swung open.

“What are you doing?” Her voice was hoarse, barely above a whisper.

He didn’t answer. Just stepped inside, his shoulders filling the doorway. The cell suddenly felt impossibly small with both of them in it. The air was thick, charged with something electric that made his skin prickle.

Kira pressed herself harder against the wall. “Stay away from me.”

“No.” The word came out rough, final. Dante moved closer, and he watched her chest rise and fall rapidly, her breathing shallow and quick. Her pulse hammered visibly in her throat.

“Please—” Her voice cracked.

Dante stopped. That single word hit him like a physical blow, and his chest constricted painfully. His jaw worked, teeth grinding together. Every instinct screamed at him to back off, to leave her alone.

But he couldn’t.

He crouched down in front of her, bringing himself closer to her level. Kira flinched, her hands coming up defensively. Her fingers trembled, and he could smell the fear rolling off her in waves.

“Look at me.” His voice was quieter now, but no less commanding.

She shook her head, her eyes squeezed shut. Tears leaked from the corners, tracking down her dirt-smudged cheeks.

Dante’s hand moved before he could think better of it. His fingers caught her chin—gentle, barely any pressure—and tilted her face toward him. She gasped, her eyes flying open, and that sound did something to him. Made heat pool low in his gut and his wolf growl with satisfaction.

“Why won’t you eat?” The question came out rougher than he intended.

Kira’s throat worked as she swallowed. Her chin trembled beneath his fingers. “Because I’d rather die than be your—your—”

“My what?” Dante’s thumb brushed across her jaw, feeling the delicate bone beneath impossibly soft skin. His own breathing had gone uneven, his chest rising and falling in harsh rhythm.

“Your prisoner. Your—your toy.” Fresh tears spilled over, and her voice broke completely. “I won’t be used and passed around like—”

Dante’s other hand shot out, gripping the wall beside her head hard enough to make the stone crack. A growl ripped from his throat—low, possessive, fierce.

“No one touches you.” Each word was bitten off, sharp with an edge he didn’t recognize in his own voice. “No one but me.”

Kira’s eyes widened. Her lips parted in shock, and Dante’s gaze dropped to her mouth. His thumb moved of its own accord, brushing across her lower lip. Soft. So impossibly soft.

His wolf surged forward, demanding, insistent.

Mine.

“I don’t understand,” Kira whispered. Her breath hitched, and he felt it ghost across his thumb. “Why did you take me? Why am I here?”

Dante’s throat felt like sandpaper. He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing. “I don’t know.”

The admission cost him. His shoulders tensed, muscles bunching beneath his shirt. His hand trembled slightly where it rested against the wall.

“Then let me go.”

“No.” The refusal was immediate, visceral. His fingers tightened on her chin—still gentle, but firm. Final. “You’re mine now.”

“I’m not a possession—”

“Yes, you are.” Dante leaned in closer, and he watched her pupils dilate. Her breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “In this pack, power is everything. And you have none. That makes you mine to do with as I please.”

He expected fear. Expected her to cower.

Instead, something flashed in her amber eyes. Something fierce and defiant that made his pulse spike.

“Then kill me.” She lifted her chin higher, even with his fingers still gripping it. “If I’m powerless, if I’m just property, then end it. Because I won’t live like this.”

The challenge hit Dante like a lightning strike. Heat flooded his system, rushing through his veins and settling low in his abdomen. His breathing went harsh, uneven. His free hand moved from the wall to her throat—not squeezing, just resting there. Feeling her pulse hammer against his palm.

“You think I won’t?” His voice dropped to barely above a whisper.

“I think you would have already.” Kira’s voice was steady now, despite the tears still clinging to her lashes. “If you wanted me dead, you wouldn’t have brought me here. You wouldn’t be in this cell right now.”

She was right. God help him, she was right.

Dante’s control snapped.

He closed the distance between them and crushed his mouth to hers.

Kira made a startled sound against his lips, her hands coming up to his chest—whether to push him away or hold on, he couldn’t tell. Didn’t care. He kissed her like a drowning man finding air, desperate and consuming.

His hand slid from her chin to tangle in her hair, angling her head. His other hand stayed at her throat, feeling her pulse racing beneath his fingers. She tasted like salt from tears and something sweeter underneath that made him want to devour her.

For a moment—just one perfect, agonizing moment—she kissed him back.

Her lips moved against his, tentative and uncertain. Her fingers curled into his shirt, gripping the fabric. A small sound escaped her throat—not quite a whimper, not quite a moan—and it nearly undid him.

Then reality crashed back in.

Kira shoved at his chest, breaking the kiss. She was breathing hard, her eyes wide and wild. Her hand came up and cracked across his face.

The slap echoed in the small cell.

Dante’s head barely moved from the impact, but something inside him shifted. His cheek stung, and he could taste blood where his teeth had cut his inner lip.

They stared at each other, both breathing hard. His hand was still tangled in her hair. Hers was still pressed against his chest, right over his heart. He could feel it pounding beneath her palm—erratic and too fast.

“I hate you.” Her voice was barely a whisper, but it cut deeper than any blade. Fresh tears spilled down her cheeks. “I hate you for what you did. For what you took from me.”

Dante’s throat closed up. His jaw clenched, and he felt his nostrils flare as he fought to control his breathing. The hand in her hair loosened, his fingers sliding free slowly, almost reluctantly.

He should say something. Apologize. Explain.

But Dante had never apologized for anything in his life.

So instead, he stood. His movements were jerky, his spine rigid. He looked down at her—this small, broken omega who had somehow gotten under his skin—and felt something crack inside his chest.

“Eat.” His voice was flat, emotionless. “That’s an order.”

He turned and walked out of the cell, his shoulders squared, his hands clenched into fists at his sides. He locked the door behind him with hands that weren’t quite steady.

Only when he was back in the corridor did he let himself lean against the wall. His chest heaved with deep breaths that didn’t seem to bring enough air. His fingers rose to his lips, and he could still feel the ghost of her mouth against his.

His wolf was howling—triumphant and anguished at the same time.

Mine. Mine. Mine.

And for the first time in his life, Dante didn’t know if that was a blessing or a curse.
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