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It’s been five hundred years since contact between neighboring countries na’Asisrah and Hopelen. After being locked behind two great walls to protect themselves from the Plague of the outside world, first contact came in the form of a betrayal.
One that only Purslane can pay for. Left behind by her own king, the forbidden allure of their Beta captive has the four Princes of na'Asisrah on edge. With their mate stolen by the traitor Nerium, no one can fulfill their darkest desires. No one except for her.
And each one of them have their own plan on punishing and shaming Purslane in the most humiliating way possible to make up for the crimes of her king.
But Purslane has a secret. One that might trap her with these savage Alpha’s forever if they find out. She’s an Omega, one of the only breedable females in the world.
Which meant she would be the perfect trade for their stolen mate.
Lockdown: An Omega’s Lie is Book 1 in a sinister, dark Omegaverse Reverse Harem series that takes place in the Lockdown universe. A world with three surviving countries trapped behind grand walls to keep the horrors of the outside world at bay. For those who adore twisted tales and complete power exchange, this book has a dark ending with no light at the end of the tunnel. You’ll have to get to the end of the series for that.




Chapter One
13 days without Suppressant
It hurts.
The endless drip of icy water on Purslane’s shoulder was a pleasant distraction to the rope chafed wrist, the crudely set in place finger, and swollen feet. But none of it took away from the constant burn of her lungs.
When the door opened, a small trickle of light fell across her face feeling brighter than the sun when it hit tender eyes used to darkness. Dread sat low in Purslane’s belly, the soft mewl she released unintentional. The thought of what they’d do if it were discovered she’s an Omega… and not the Beta she claimed to be, was petrifying.
She'd kept her mouth shut and said nothing when Nerium ordered her silence. But this had been going on for so long, and Pur knew her ability to hold out was on a time limit. Not saying a word to a single one of these horrible Alphas was her top priority, but this mission was doomed to failure.
Purslane lost the struggle to lift her head and gaze at whoever walked in, the ache in her back pounding as her head sagged. When calloused fingers raised her chin, she hissed. Back hands, slapping, the man’s fingers caught on all of those bruises. “This could all be over for you, little lady.”
Nerium claimed before he fled from na’Asisrah that the men here would not only invade her body, but her country if she broke. Innocent people would suffer if she confessed, and that wasn’t a lie. After all, she knew how these men treated their Omega’s. They were reduced to creatures whose only worth came from the unbridled pleasure they gave and the children they birthed. They were prizes to be mounted. Shown off for sexual prowess.
Her heart stuttered, swollen eyes dragging open. “Delavar,” she breathed as instinctual approval swelled tight against her ribcage. His face was as terrifying as any First Alpha’s should be. The crook of his nose came from multiple breaks, and the scar that ran down one cheek was from claw marks that pulled his lips into a permanent scowl. But through it all, true savagery was only achieved by the ruffled black curls hanging loose around his shoulders, untamed and the rough beard engulfing his chin.
Each day Purslane hated the princes of na Asisrah for hurting her, yet recognized it as nothing compared to the inevitable humiliation that awaited. When the suppressant keeping her Omega instincts at bay faded, then a true reckoning would come. Already a mushy understanding of why they were doing this clouded her thoughts: she loathed the empathy coiled tight in her chest more than them. Because it came from it - whatever thing that made her an Omega.
“Please kill me.” During days spent basking in the sun, Purslane didn’t recognize that Delavar was the most feared man in na’Asisrah other than his father. Instinct deemed him sweet. Strangely - and undeniably likable. Before this began he was dear to her, even while living life as a Beta. A third-class citizen whose greatest treasure was freedom. In that freedom, no Beta was told who to love, let alone that they couldn’t love because their bodies were better used as breeding factories.
However, she would not forget Delavar was the one to drag her out of bed. The one who left the very first bruise around her arm as he shook and shook. Purslane knew very well he could do what she wanted and lose little sleep. He could, “Kill me.”
Obsidian eyes held no mercy. “Tell me how to cross the Forest.” They same question as before. He wants to cross a jungle growing beyond the great wall designed to keep those inside it safe. The jungle that killed any, and all who passed through it. The one that only she knew how to cross now that King Nerium escaped na’Asisrah’s grasp.
A soft bleating sound left her lips as Purslane shook her head, but his grip on her jaw tightened to hold her still. “You wouldn’t-”
“No, I wouldn’t tell you either.” He agreed. “I would’ve died on my sword before allowing myself to be caught.”
His words were accusing, as if she had only herself to blame for such a fate. As if it were he, and not his brother Roarke, refusing to take part in the torture of an innocent woman. Had anyone else been so brave, Delavar would have ripped them limb from limb.
Their other two pack mates participated without qualm. After all, in the end it was Doran and Conall, who had their promised mate stolen. And her King who’d done the stealing. And her lips that kept the secret of where to cross the Forest of Arla.
When rough hands reached for her wrists, Purslane thought anyone would do the same for family. Except she didn’t know who she meant. Her, for keeping silent… or them for trying to find a mate and a sister.
Swiftly, she shoved the unwelcome thoughts away, hating the soft heart that still rang with pity for their loss. If it was just selling out King Nerium she wouldn’t hesitate to speak, but they wanted to burn the whole country in vengeance for Delavar and Roarke’s sister -- Conall and Doran’s mate. Her native Hopelen was her family, and like these brutes she would do anything, put up with anything, to protect it.
Even if it meant facing down the cruelest Alpha’s she’d ever known while the suppressants hiding her Omega scent faded.
His claws shred apart the thick rope with a sudden snap, and Purslane jerked free. A confused sound tore from her throat as limp limbs fell worthless at her sides, weak from lack of use. The look in Delavar’s eyes said he despised her, but the tenderness in his arms told another story when he cradled her against his chest.
It felt almost like being comforted.
As he took Pur from the dungeon, the lights were so bright it made her eyes water. When she first arrived in na’Asisrah, it was intriguing to see the crumbling architecture of a bygone era fused with copper pipes for steam power.
After being sealed away and separated from each other behind two great walls five hundred years ago during the Great Plague, na’Asisrah and Hopelen were more or less alien to each other. Without the ability to expand, to trade, it all came down to what was left inside each individual country’s wall to develop through the years.
In Hopelen’s case, they’d torn everything down through the ages and built it back up in pristine glory. In na’Asisrah, or at least the city of Tel Kharnis, they’d left the infrastructure intact, instead building and adding to it. After months hidden among the beasts as a Beta, Purslane knew old buildings weren’t the only thing left over from hundreds of years ago. Inhabitants held fast to the old barbaric traditions of conquering and domination.
Maybe it was time for a public execution - an exercise Hopelen had gotten rid of centuries ago. Was she to march in nothing but a soiled nightgown and parade in front of those who saw her in golden fineness two weeks prior? Purslane noticed no blood thirsty cheers echoed through the halls to confirm her theories, only the soft click of Delavar’s shoes on tile.
A door was thrown open.
Newfound humidity hit her lungs like a punch to the gut and had her hacking. Unable to resist a peek, Purslane peeled her eyes open. A tub full of steamy beautiful water displayed an image of heaven and hell mixed into one boiling mess. It would hurt so good being scrubbed clean again.
“Come.” Placed on her feet, Purslane wobbled, gritting her teeth in humiliation when she had to lean against this monster for balance. Had Purslane been born in Tel Kharnis, she wouldn’t be swaying back and forth as she was now, even when the demon left her side to mix bubbles into bath water. She would have ripped his throat out by now, or at least tried to.
Delavar might not have hit her himself in the beginning, but he’s the one who first ordered it. And he’s the only one who starved her. Who refused to let Purslane sleep until the walls began to move like lungs, collapsing and expanding.
Thinking hurt both then and now. It’s hard to keep her mind from fading into a blind stutter as he added oils and soap to the water. Even wishing away her captors took too much energy. It’s not until rough hands reached for the torn rags covering her bruised body that her brain fired up again. “No.” Tongue heavy, her slur carried less weight than her pathetic attempt to shove his hands away.
When Delavar failed in the dungeon, he released his pack mates on her. Driven mad by the loss of their promised mate, Doran and Conall had more incentive to break her than anyone else. And it was this man who’d thrown her to them. Omega’s were more valuable unbonded and usable to all Alpha’s who wanted to stick their dick in something. With so little of them available, even grand Alpha Prince’s were lucky to get one to share between themselves. And they were very unhappy to lose theirs.
She couldn’t go back to them.
“Behave Beta,” pointed teeth snapped close to her face and made Purslane tremble, but obey. Delavar stripped her bare, eyes lingering on the soft swell of her breasts and the blonde tuft of hair between her legs. When she hid her shame by forcing leaden arms over bruised flesh, his jaw tightened. He said nothing, only lifting her from the floor and placing her into the scalding bathwater.
On impact a scream almost escaped Purslane’s throat. Her nails drew blood as she clung to Delavar’s bicep and tried not to buck from the boiling cauldron. Scarlet tear drops swelled and washed into the tub from his arm, but Delavar acted as if it were nothing. Compared to what caused the grime being washed off her skin, fogging the once clear bath water with putrid grey, it wasn’t.
Soft fabric scrubbed at the blood, sweat and tears crusted to Purslane’s skin. Once it was the color of milk, now it’s a sallow gray. When his hand dipped between her thighs she couldn’t help but cry out, legs clamping down. The resulting growl from Delvar reverberated from him and right through her chest. It was so loud it made her teeth rattle.
Black eyes said he was being kind by allowing Pur’s refusal to go unpunished, but the twitch of Delavars brow said his charity wouldn’t last. When her legs fell open, Delavar mapped every shameful inch of her through the protection of his rag.
Behind tan breeches, an unmistakable reaction to her naked body was clear. It’s beneath him her brain tried to rationalize. Beneath every Magen that resided in Tel Kharnis. They ruled over na’Asisrah with plenty of sharable Omega’s to fuck and breed. They were a family who wouldn’t degrade themselves by succumbing to a Beta when no children could ever come of it.
Delavar didn’t need to disgrace himself by stooping to Purslane’s level. Even while rough hands caressed and tweaked under water, cleaning her to be presentable again for whatever reason, she had to think it meant nothing.
Yet the memory of Delavar’s dark bangs brushing against her forehead burned hot in her mind. He used to lean in close and smile, uncaring of her ‘lesser’ heritage before this began. It made it harder not to consider the alternative.
If Purslane acted like one of their penned Omega’s, if she bent over for someone to breed her cunt and mark her neck, it would all be over. If she were an Omega - then Nerium stealing Shira would just be a trade. One bitch for another. Fair even, since Shira was a blood sister to two of the Magen pack mates. Not all of them could breed her, and that would create a rift when they tried.
But with Purslane…
No, she was more than that, more than what any Alpha from Tel Kharnis would want her to be. When his fingers reached the cramped muscles of her back to knead the knotted flesh, she couldn’t help mewling in delight. Black eyes snapped to hers, and fear overtook relaxation at the intensity of Delavar’s stare. He continued to work her nape, watching for a reaction. Aggravation began to set in, turning his touch rougher as a soft growl leaked past scowling lips.
“Make that sound again. I want to hear it.”
What came out this time was a muffled whine, yet his cock jumped in anticipation anyway. It was then at the sight of further swelling behind Delavar’s trousers that Purslane lurched, trying to scramble out of the tub. He caught her with a roar, water sloshing onto the floor.
With his grip tight on her throat, the now wet fabric from his shirt clung to Pur’s back while her keens of despair filled delight echoed about the room. Delavar groaned as he began to jerk against her buttocks, lips nibbling at her ear. “I’ll excuse that just this once. But you will learn to do as commanded, Pur.”
Tears leaked from the corner of her eyes, but still she nodded.
The revolting sensation of something squishing against her bare skin grounded Purslane to the present with horrid clarity. A heady smell of Alpha cum hit her nose, and oh, it made her belly tight. If that were not awful enough, deep in her bones a horrible call for more created a pounding tempo between her thighs. It was a demand from nature that said she’d oppressed the truth long enough. Purslane wanted that instinct shoved deep down. Buried.
A mewl of delight left her lips as she stretched eagerly so he could rub against her ass easier. “Delavar~” she pushed back against his hand, and with a wiggle urged him to massage instead of merely finding his own pleasure.
With a chuckle, Delavar washed soap from her skin before beginning to rub away the tension of her muscles once more. “I heard you have eighteen suitors back in Hopelen. It’s no wonder. Conall said he never tried to fuck you because you look so much like an Omega. A tempting Beta whore like you. Of course you'd be popular.”
“Your hands,” she moaned, somewhere between bliss and self pity. How was she supposed to respond when his rough touching felt so good? And why was it her fault men always gave attention where it wasn’t wanted?
“Some weaker men like him have been asking about you. They wonder if you ever tried taking a knot.” While continuing to rub her body, black eyes narrowed. All as if he desired to form the same question.
With enormous willpower Purslane leaned her arms on the side of the tub, arching to get away from his touch with a sad sound. If status mattered to an Alpha the way it did to an Omega, only the names of noble, trustworthy men would be on her list of suitors. Instead it’s full of Alpha’s eager to take her suppressants away. Those who want to see her suffer through the heat, a haze that would turn her into a pleasing creature of pure lust.
How could Purslane refuse the most powerful Alpha’s in Hopelen and end up here? “Please-” the sound of her begging only quickened Delavar’s pace as he wrenched her hops against his, violent snarls ripping from the depths of his throat.
“Tell me where she is, and it stops.” he groaned, lifting Purslane out of the tub in dark olive toned arms. They bulged with muscle that could break her in half, and her next moan wasn’t confused about whether to be delighted or terrified.
“I’m beneath you, you promised!”
“Promised?” his voice sounded like it was mixed with gravel from disuse. “It was something I said to stop a slutty Beta bitch from sniffing around where she didn’t belong.” Tears blossomed in Purslane’s eyes so she pinched them closed to keep the little diamonds from falling.
“Doran said you weren’t lying,” she cringed at the snap of teeth close to her cheek, but tried again. “He said-” they could never desire a Beta like her. Why did she let them plant such a lovely seed of deception in her heart?
“Don’t mention another man, little lady. Pay attention to me, just me.”
Sobs threatened in her throat as Delavar forced the tips of her fingers to press against the head of his cock. Still straining against leather breeches, the leaking organ jumped at the soft touch.
“I’ve heard some women know how to squeeze a knot with their hands better than their cunts. Can you do that?”
Damp blonde hair whipped back and forth like a cyclone, smacking against his chin. With a growl, Delavar used his free hand to fist the damp curls. He gave a sharp tug until her neck bent in obedience, the back of her skull bumping his collar bone. There was no soul in the windows of his eyes, only hellfire, possession, and… jealousy?
Wrist gripped tightly in his hand, Delavar forced Purslane’s palm to rub up the long length of his shaft, gaze warning what would happen if she stopped. The Alpha musk made it hard to breathe. To think. To argue. She wanted him, and that knowledge created a flood between her thighs.
“Make your sounds,” he demanded releasing her. When she faltered, a demanding snarl spurred Purslane on despite the sound of his zipper being undone. “I remember you hum when you’re happy. Hum for me.”
Nausea roiled in her belly, but regardless she ran a finger up Delavar’s bare cock. It wasn’t just sickness tickling her stomach, but unwanted anticipation. The gentle stroke made him throw back his head and clamp onto her arm, almost yanking it out of socket.
“Hum for me,” like a man stuck in desperation, he craved whatever Omega purr was left over in her chest. Craved the sound that came as a soothing rumble after the suppressant pills castrated her. Purslane wrapped her fingers around his massive cock to distract from the disgusting request to lie. To pretend she wanted this.
As she stroked up the curve of his girth, Purslane’s stomach tightened as if to say ‘you do.’ Long and thick, her fingers couldn’t circle his shaft using only one hand. Fearful, she whimpered: “Please don’t put it inside,” He grunted. “It won’t fit if you try.”
His only form of reply was by taking her fist and grasping it in his own. Delavar began to pump and squeeze himself so quick, so fluid, that her arm went numb. Soon, shot after shot of cum sprayed her back, marking her skin and warding away any weaker males. The roar he released with each spill of Alpha cum quieted to a low purr. Even with the drugged sense of a Beta, the Alpha pheromones made her drunk. Pleasure progressively increased in her belly, warm and comfortable, until something slicker than water began to trickle down her legs.
When Delavar released both Purslane’s arm and hair, he kept her from pitching forward by wrapping his hands around her waist. Compassion had nothing to do with the kindness, he simply needed better leverage. Thumbs rubbed his scent deeper into waxen skin, branding her like an Omega.
It’s just instinct. All of this. He didn’t want a useless Beta. It was the bath that drove him to fuck her hand and rub in his cum until no one would question what happened between them. Everyone in Tel Kharnis would know he touched a soft body that lacked the correct set of pheromones.
But it’d be their little secret that na’Asisrah’s most feared warrior was nothing more than a whining mutt when he wanted to be touched




Chapter Two
15 days without Suppressant
“Do you like it?” There were bars on the windows as a small, constant, reminder she’s imprisoned. It looked like her room, complete with a sitting area and table to put one's drinks, but it wasn’t. Colors were the wrong shade of gold and green. They had skewered furniture placements in the recreation, omitted the bed canopy, and before needing to look Purslane knew her stash of suppressors weren't hidden in the vanity.
“Yes. Thank you, Roarke.” He was her second favorite fifteen days ago, but he’d taken the lead in that race the moment he said ‘no’ to torturing her. If they’d listened to Roarke, if they let him handle her, she would have already broken. They would have been across the Forest of Arla and on their way to saving their lost Omega.
Roarke and Delavar’s sister.
Shira looked so much like them. Roarke was both older and taller, but his arms weren’t as strong as his brothers. There was no hard set to his jaw, and gray eyes were kind instead of soulless black.
Perhaps that’s why they were titled Roarke the Just, and Delavar the Head Chopper respectively.
“Promise me you’ll do what you’re told no matter what happens.” he sighed. When Purslane glanced into his eyes, head craned back to compensate for the immense height difference, she saw sorrow. She knew there was a sinister reason to move her out of the dungeon, to wash her body, and give back all her fine clothes.
They put her back in prison for two more days. But it wasn’t deep in the underbelly of the castle. Sunlight. Real sunlight shone down upon Purslane from a grate in the ceiling. Twice a day food and water was dropped on her head to keep her from becoming too imanciated.
“When have I ever misbehaved?” she mewled, lowering her eyes. The soft chuckle from Roarke lifted her chin and pulled a soft smile to her lips. “I like to obey.”
“Twisting words to your advantage is not obeying.” There was no bite to the words, just a playful lilt. This was the first time they’d seen each other since Purslane was thrown in the dungeon, and he acted as if what his pack brothers did to her wasn’t that bad. It's wasn't like Roarke to think that way, she tried to reason with herself. Perhaps it’s easy to ignore her plight because she hid the new bruises and scars from sight.
Delavar and Conall were forced to hold Roarke back when Doran walked in her cell for the very first punishment. He knew what they were capable of then, and he’d tried to protect her. Purslane liked to think at least one of them knew basic human decency. That he didn’t hate her for what a traitorous king did. Even if she refused to speak.
“If someone tells me not to put a toe past the door, then I’m free to leave through the window.” It’s too easy falling back into playful banter with this man. “I’m very well behaved.”
“Gods, I hope my brother is smart enough to see the snake he’s crawling into bed with playing with you.” Purslane spun on her heel, eyes snapping to Delavar who leaned against the door frame. Watching. Fire smoldered behind his dark gaze when it flicked to his Second in command.
Three heart beats passed between the two, an electric challenge zapping between them. A low growl broke the silence like the shhh of a blade whistling through the air. Goosebumps jumped to Purslane’s flesh, and she backed away from both males… Away from the door. As much as she wanted to run in that direction, turning their attention on her would be foolish.
“Get out.” Delavar demanded.
“Not yet.” What’s Roarke doing fighting the First Alpha of his pack? Blood or not, he was the weaker male, and Delavar didn’t know the definition of mercy. “Let her settle in first, she needs time to heal, to recuperate.”
“We’re getting this over with now.” Delavar stood straight, his movement full of intent as he entered the room. Roarke met him in the middle, both ignoring the small ‘Beta’ cowering in the corner. A woman who didn’t like what was being implied.
“Your way hasn’t gotten results,” When Roarke dared speak, Delavar’s broad hands grabbed his shirt in warning “Go cool down before you do something you’ll regret.”
“I’ll rip your fucking head off right now if you try to challenge your First’s command again, Second.” Delavar’s snarl drew a soft keening from Purslane’s throat. In Hopelen where the countries main influence were gentle Omega’s, even the threat of violence was distressing. And this was more than a threat, it was a promise.
Black eyes glanced in her direction, freezing her in her spot like a terrified bunny. A low growl rumbled in Delavar’s chest, and he crooked a finger demanding she come stand in front of him. The trilling sound she made only excited him, and even Roarke shifted from foot to foot, his grey eyes turning sharp.
None of them touched her in a ‘shameful’ fashion yet except for Delavar… and she assumed it was because of him that such a miracle continued to be the case. Nothing more than a beating, a slap, or a hair pull in Conall’s case, was allowed. But it’d been fifteen days since her suppressant last pill. And heat roiled in her stomach. Every minute was a battle to maintain her Beta facade in the presence of these men who exuded possessive, enticing, pheromones.
Meek Omega mannerisms were the enemy, so she threw her hair back and marched forward. If one of these Alpha’s caught the scent of deception, she knew what would happen. They’d want more. Even sweet and gentle Roarke wouldn’t be able to control himself.
As Delavar glared down at her, he narrowed his eyes at her display of pride. “If you want sympathy, throw that bone to another dog. I have no interest in giving you my sympathy.”
“I-” Purslane’s breath caught. A low rattle rumbled in her chest, too close to a growl. She didn’t like his condescending tone one bit. Heat pressed like a blanket against her back, and when she whipped her head about, it was Roarke she saw. Calm yourself. His expression said. But by moving closer to gain her attention, he’d also gained back his brothers.
A log hit Purslane in the stomach, throwing her back against the plush sofa. Dazed from the blow, she laid there for a moment before realizing two Alpha males were wrestling. Over her. It wasn’t a log, but an arm that pushed her aside. From the ferocity of their snarls, it was impossible to know who threw her to safety.
The back of Roarke’s knees hit the table in front of the loveseat. His fall broke wood, splintering with the sound of thunder. A cramp of desire shot through Purslane’s body as snarls and yells became growls. Sweet growls, that made her muscles loosen in a mixture of fear and a numbing need to do what your Alpha says, and spread.
With a gasp, Purslane couldn’t stand being in the same room as the distracted beasts anymore. Part of her wanted to wait and see who would be the winner. Winner always get the girl. They get to hold the girl down and fuck her until a winners baby rests in her belly.
She ran out of the door.
Right into Doran’s arms. Conall’s yip of laughter rang in Pur’s ears as strong arms lifted her bridal style and carried her back across the threshold. Pressed tight against Doran’s chest, it's hard not to whine when squeezed in some false attempt at comfort. Whatever trick he’s playing, Purslane knew better. If Delavar was First, and Roarke second, then Doran was third.
He had dark features like all people from Tel Kharnis, but no curls in his combed hair. He kept it swept back without a strand out of place, and his mind was sharper than all three of his pack mates combined. That didn’t stop his body from being harder than a rock, the press of his abs against her arms making Purslane squirm.
“It smells like two idiots fought over an Omega in here.” Conall said, pointing at the back of his throat and gagging. Two new Alpha’s only made Roarke and Delavar separate to opposite sides of the room, both crouched and snarling. Ready for further battle. “Oh please, you can have her.”
Conall’s eye roll stung. A pretty boy if there ever was one, his punishments were always spiteful instead of calculated, or bloodthirsty. The jangle of his extravagant facial jewelry had been the sound of reprieve. His slaps a cool down. As the smallest of the Alpha’s he made up for lack of power with gusto, but it still didn’t compare to Delavar and Doran’s strikes.
“Speak for yourself.” Doran smirked, jostling Purslane up and down in his arms. As he waved her like a flag, trying to get her scent closer to the half crazed males, Purslane gave a sharp twist and toppled out of his grasp. When she hit the floor all aggression in the room evaporated.
Whatever anger the brothers had disappeared and all the men crowded close, offering their hands for her to stand. She smacked each away, tears burning the back of her eyes. They were all responsible for the crook in her gnarled pinky, the ache in her lungs, the scars on her mind. Not one of them was innocent. A healer had re-broken bone only yesterday and set it in a splint to heal proper. Any acts of concern were lies.
But her rejection made Delavar snarl. With a roar, he grabbed her upper arm and placed Purslane back on her feet. He took her by the chin, grip tight enough to bruise, then tilted her face. Forced to look in soulless eyes, Purslane let out the tiniest of mewls. He’d been her favorite once, and a horrifying twinge in her chest revealed he still was, but now she was more afraid of him than anyone else in the world.
“It seems our little weed has a problem speaking when she’s scared.” Conall tittered. “Who can blame her, after being forced to watch two savages go at it.”
Rage blazed across Delavar’s face, his lips pulled taut against pink gums to reveal filed down teeth sharpened into fangs. The same way his nails were claws. “Is that what you think of us? We’re savages?”
A panicked squeak left Pur’s throat. She knew from the beginning that was a no no word. It was an insult enemy clans flung on and off the battlefield at those in na’Asisrah. Nerium treated the Magens with civilized respect to gain their trust.
Just so he could betray them. 
Without thinking Purslane grabbed Delavar’s cheeks and forced his gaze to hers. She gave an emphatic shake of the head. When her lips opened to declare he wasn’t a savage, her throat tightened. Conall was right, fear choked her voice.
When no alternative came to mind, she lurched forward. Three sets of hands were on her, ready to pull back the insane Beta attacking their first. Delavar waited, lips thin in warning thin over the sharp teeth she knew he used for weapons. Slowly, ignoring the other Alpha’s in the room, Purslane rose on her toes and nuzzled her nose against his jaw.
“What is she doing?”
Squeezed against the First Alpha as she was, whoever spoke went ignored. But it peaked their interest nonetheless. Stupid, stupid, stupid. What did she do that’s so enticing? Perhaps they didn’t know Omegas loved affection, perhaps they thought Omegas were all whore’s begging for cock. Another high pitch sound escaped her lips, only spurring their attention to greater heights.
Delavar wrapped his arms tight around Purslane’s waist, tugging her against his body with a rough possession as the other men closed in. Muscular chests shoved against both her shoulders and back, locking her in a cage of overwhelming power. Soft puffs of air against her hair said they were scenting her. Beta’s don’t get scented. When she struggled to get away, someone squeezed her hips to keep her still. The rest of their hands wandered free.
“Delavar!”
At her cry a loud snarl broke through the uncontrollable panting of his pack while they groped and pawed. As if burned, the three lower Alphas retreated to a safe watching distance. One glance told Purslane everything she needed to know. Her call for protection was an aphrodisiac.
Even Roarke had his back turned to hide the raging erection straining against his breeches. The other two weren’t so polite. Conall was licking his chomps, green eyes glowing in delight as if he were a starving creature presented a feast. “She’s better than any of the Beta’s I’ve had so far. Fuck, if I can’t play then tell me I can at least watch.”
Before all of this happened, Conall loved to play with her golden hair and coo while brushing it out. There was talk of jealousy, and how he wished his own hair was the same color instead of a ruddy brown. Such treatment was reserved for Omega’s, and at the time she thought her lie discovered. That the farce she and Nerium played was over.
“Me too.” It’s Doran’s gaze that’s hardest to hold when he rubbed at his groin. There was intention behind those sharp blue eyes. Calculation. Like he wanted to see how best to pick her apart before he tried to do it himself.
“If you want to stay, earn that right.” Low rumbles shook Delavar’s chest as he tilted her chin to face him again, then pressed their foreheads together. At first Purslane thought it might be another growl waiting to surface, but after a few seconds it dawned on her. Purring. “Hold him down.”
The sound of this particular struggle was familiar. First outside of her cell, then a few moments ago, right in front of her. A terrible thought whispered through her mind as Doran and Conall wrestled Roarke into submission. Delavar’s the winner. The excitement that flushed to her cheeks was horrifying. Something bad was coming from them, and from her. It scared her, but there was one thing that scared her more.
“I don’t want to go back to the dungeon.” She mewled, rubbing her cheek against Delavar’s before giving him a desperate kiss. If she had to stroke all of their dicks and suffer through them spraying cum on her - something deep inside of Purslane said it would be better than the dungeon. Better than heaven or anything she’d done in her life. “It makes me sad.”
He blinked several times, surprised that she’d be so bold. Purslane watched him swallow the lump in his throat. “Then I won’t make you sad anymore.” he told her.
“Do you promise?” she breathed, shifting to hold his biceps as if she needed the balance. Their bodies were impossibly close while she gazed up at him with warm hazel eyes. “No more trying to scare me on purpose?”
He nodded his head, a vein thrumming in his neck as he stared hard at her mouth. She wanted him to lean in and capture her lips. “I might be able to make that promise.” He muttered.
With a sound of delight Purslane stood on her toes and nuzzled his jaw while making soft noises. “Delavar.” She could have sworn his hands shook as he wrapped his arms around her waist.
“What are you doing to me?” he whispered.
A soft purr was her response while she rested her hands against his chest. “Delavar,” It’s said like a prayer as she leaned her head against the crook of his neck. “I like when you hold me.”
“I think I like holding you too.” The way he said it made the admittance sound pained. Even when he planted a brief kiss on her shoulder and earned a gasp, she could sense the apprehension. “What are you doing to me, Purslane?”
It’s hard to remember how big Delavar was in the bath. Somehow it felt as if he’d grown even larger than before when a thick shaft pressed between her thighs. “I don’t know.” she shuddered, eyes half closed when she shoved her nose against the side of his neck once more.
An excited thrum pounded in her cunt, the hairs on Purslane’s arms standing on end from the scent of an aroused Alpha male. She could feel an unbearable heat tumbling in her belly, a chemical bolder holding it in place.
“Fuck, can you smell her getting wet?” Conall whined. “Tell her already.”
“Ask her.” Roarke grit out.
When Purslane turned to see who spoke, Delavar turned her gaze back to his.
“We’ve decided it’s a waste to kill you for not speaking.” Did he expect a hug? Of course he did, they all did. Immediate forgiveness. But when she wrapped her arms around his shoulders, he jerked as if surprised.
Another purr crackled from disuse in his chest, yet he tried to produce the soothing sound anyway. Fifteen days ago she would have been over the moon at the pathetic attempt. She wouldn’t be able to stop the powerful fluff that gathered in her own chest, begging to burst forth. Even now the need to give an encouraging purr forced itself out as a raspy hum.
The cock between her legs kicked in excitement, and before she could yank away Delavar’s hands were on her ass. Sharp nails dug into the fabric of her dress, pulling it over her hips to expose healthier looking skin. They moved none of her panties to this room, and now she knew why.
To leave her ass and pussy bare for the most powerful Alpha’s in the world. When her mouth opened, all that came out were distressed cries and whines. With the emerald fabric bunched at her waist, Delavar wasted no time surging forward and burying his cock deep between milky thighs. No silk underwear to stop him, he slid the head of his shaft between slick pussy lips aching with arousal.
Two of her own fingers spread her labia around his girth as he thrust forward. It tickled when he reached the end of her cunt and pressed against her slit, trying to stretch the tight hole with the head of his shaft. Conall was right, Purslane could feel wetness trickling on his dick from her shameful desire.
She wanted it to stop. It didn’t matter if her hips bucked against his, hoping to help rub and stroke them both to completion. Maybe… Roarke said to ask before doing anything. An experimental head shake no turned Delavar’s eyes blacker than obsidian.
“Listen to the proposition before you reject it.” Roarke panted, before turning that demanding tone to Delavar. “Tell her already, or I will.”
The pearly white glint of Delavar’s teeth bared in a sneer made her mewl. “You tell her then.” Still forced to stare into the darkness of the First Alpha’s gaze, time dragged on when there’s no response.
Silence.
Everyone in the room waited for the Second to find his voice, listening to the squelch of cock driven against an eager pussy. There wasn’t enough distraction without their mindless bickering. A surge of fire released what almost smelled like Omega slick as her belly cramped in a tingling orgasm. Her loud cry ushered forth a spray of Alpha cum, some of it dumped inside of her as he rocked the head of his shaft against her opening.
Another orgasm hit as his seed slickened her passage, her pussy trying to suck at the Alpha’s meat, urging him to slip inside and feel the clench and flutter of her cunt. Her entrance was so wet his ministrations stretched the tight hole without trouble. The white substance covering her thighs made Purslane’s mind reel in need. She had to stand on her toes to keep him displaced, but her hips kept trying to grind downwards and seat him inside her.
“That’s right, little flower.” Delavar groaned, eyes rolling as she danced up and down on her toes and fucked herself with the tip of his cock. Just the tip meant nothing, yet Delavar’s smirk only became more unbearable the more she hopped. Gentle fingers stroked along the bumps of her spine as if he could relax her enough to take him all. “You’re not a weed at all, you’re a fucking flower. And this flower feels so good fucking her Alpha’s cock.”
“Fuck us all like that, and we’ll take you as a trade.” Conall’s own purr was like a bell chime, playful and chirpy. “That’s what these two ‘Alphas’ can’t bring themselves to say.”
The words are like a bucket of frozen water, and her eager bouncing came to a stop. It doesn’t dissuade Delavar from releasing another load. Without hesitation he jerked off the half of his cock not encased in her spasming body. This time all of his cum splashed against her womb as he kept her from lifting off of his length. Shot after shot was released and without a knot to hold it in place, the viscous substance leaked past the bit of cock stuffed inside of her.
Because he was an evil man, Delavar’s thumb smacked her clit. He didn’t stop until another spasm had her sheath trying to pull him further in. And she did, until he was thrusting almost half of himself in, in, in. Over and over.
Fifteen days, and all it took for her slutty Omega to emerge was a fight between two men that wanted her. But they didn’t want her, they wanted what all Alpha’s wanted. It was the same reason Doran and Conall fought so hard for Shira. A group fuck toy.
“No more dungeon,” Doran’s attempts to soothe were in vain. This was a decision between torture that mangled her body from pain, and torture that mangled her body with pleasure. Why would they think she wanted either?
“It’s not fair to punish you for being just as stubborn as us, is it?” That was the only voice she trusted. Roarke. Tightness began to fade from her muscles, until her pussy slid a little further down the hard cock jammed in her belly. “We don’t want you to die, Purlsane.”
She was already dying. Every time this thick piece of meat jerked in her stomach, making her insides cramp and twist in overfilled pleasure. “No more Hopelen!” she cried, smacking her hands against Delavar’s chest. “No more asking how to get there, or, or working on invasion plans.”
“We know.” Those were the only terms they allowed her to give before Delavar’s lips crushed against hers.




Chapter Three
16 days without Suppressant
When Delavar bothered with pussy, he wanted it to be wet and ready for him. So why had he come back to Purslane's room the next day, and shoved two fingers knuckle deep in a woman that struggled to cover her thighs in cum? No matter how many times he rattled out a purr or growl, it only eased a pathetic amount of juices from her body. Nothing like the waterfall of an Omega’s lust.
But just as sweet, if not sweeter.
Yes, he’d craved this particular Beta’s sweetness before he was busy practising how to cut through King Nerium’s throat. Ever since the first mortified, enraptured expression that spread across her face when she saw him practicing swordplay.
At first she looked like the prettiest Omega he’d ever seen. Pale skin like cream, and hair so vibrant he swore it was spun from actual gold. Fucking gold. And those eyes were a clear sea over a chest of sunken emeralds.
“Forgive me your grace, I didn’t realize it was you.” Those were her first words to him. He’d snorted at her formalities, only gaining interest when bold fire lit the meek pools of hazel she called eyes into treasure troves. “I would say it’s too late to be here, but such a statement is above my station.”
“Yet you still speak the words.” That conciliatory smirk she gave made his dick jump from memory alone. Everything she needed to say was in that small twitch of the lips. A stuttering hiccup started in his heart and didn’t stop until they went their separate ways that night. He’d never been so close to fucking a Beta. Delavar was a man who did bad things, but he kept the beast at bay by following the rules of his forefathers.
Purslane was soft and small and vulnerable. And she was fucking bold and sexy and stubborn. All of those hidden treasures were behind the wall holding her temper in check. In Tel Kharnis, women who tilt their noses up and say ‘It’s not ladylike' didn’t survive.
But lower dredges wouldn’t care if Purslane’s Beta cunt didn’t flood with slick, or that being too rough might kill a creature not made for thick Alpha cock. Conall caught her trying to go out on her own, as if in Hopelen danger wasn’t real. Naiver than sin. The Alpha’s not living in the castle of Tel Kharnis have long suffered touching Beta’s instead of the rare Omega. Even though the flood of hormones could leave a slavering, broken mess behind.
Not fucking innocent Beta’s into oblivion was an important rule given to all Prince’s of na’Asisrah. And yet the knowledge that stopped him from committing such a sin… was the knowledge that a woman like Purslane needed attention. Not because of the rule his father’s father’s father laid down against such a thing. But because she was high maintenance, and in Tel Kharnis you care for yourself after receiving a quick fuck. It’s how people here liked it, how Delavar thought he liked it.
Some, like Conall, even learned to enjoy being dominated by a fellow Alpha to avoid the potential carnage. When his Fourth retold the tale of his whisking Purslane to and fro after saving her from a horrible fate, any hint of embellishment in their ‘activities’ earned a snarl.
“Why Del, I’d almost say you’re jealous.” Conall’s beautiful, straight, nose bent under his fist that night. The boy fixed the break himself with a disgruntled huff and crack of cartilage. Then he’d sneered as blood poured down his chin. “You think a pretty Beta like her would ever want you?”
Her loud scream answered the question that had been gnawing on Delavar’s mind for weeks. Purslane arched her back, pert tits thrusting against his chest as soft velvet walls clamped down on two fingers. When she came, sweet honey finally flooded her cunt enough to fit three digits. Delavar shoved in four as punishment for the thoughts ricocheting in his head.
When her body offered no resistance despite mewls of complaint, he couldn’t help but praise her. “There’s my good girl.” He slipped his fingers in and out of her core at a rough pace, and still her hips lifted with every push. The purrs and cries she released only grew louder and louder until another crescendo.
Nothing compared to the tightness of her eager pussy squeezing every digit. Except maybe her voice as she writhed on his fingers with a happy sob of pleasure. She was begging for more with her mouth even as her head thrashed back and forth telling him no.
Fuck it. Fuck it all. Delavar leaned down and kissed the crap out of the woman standing in his arms. This golden flower would be his undoing. There’s no denying it as his hands slid up to tangle in thick strands of hair, only to hold her still by the nape of a slender neck when she jerked.
With a mew Purslane sagged in his arms, lips parting in obedience. “Please.” Her plea, followed by the sliding of her tongue into his mouth, made Delavar want to promise her anything. The fucking world if she wanted. Just to keep her locked in his arms, kissing him as if she wanted to be there. Slender fingers took hold of his arms to stay steady, and it made him fucking whine. Again. This time in front of his men.
Anywhere else and a display of weakness like that would never be overlooked. But the scent of male arousal permeated the air, and not a soul in the room remembered life beyond those four walls. They were all too enraptured by their First Alpha, laying claim on the brand new fuck toy they could share. Thanks to Delavar’s stubbornness, they’d never all bonded together over an Omega fuck. Delavar fucked one Omega with each of them and left it at that.
He didn’t want to breed the unmated whores waiting for random cock to come around and claim them. Not when they all stared at him with horror in their eyes. They didn’t want him, and the feeling was mutual. Which left his pack hungry to see their Alpha dominate a mate and prove his prowess to all three lower males at once. By not showing off his obvious superiority he left a power gap for the lesser males to bicker over. Infighting was unacceptable, but his little flower would fix that wouldn’t she?
She’d take all of their cocks until her Beta mind grew weak with need. Then she’d tell them where his sister was. Delavar inhaled deeply and took all of her mouth against his - as if he was trying to kiss the soul out of her body.
She moaned. A loud drawn out whine that was mixed too heavily with mere acceptance. As he savaged her mouth, Purslane let him claim her without a fight. Gentle fingers brushed through his hair, making him flinch in surprise. His eyes snapped open to see her watching his face while she trailed her hand down his scarred cheek. Then along the back of his neck to his shoulders, where her fingers dug into dark curls. Her touch almost felt curious and fearless.
He grunted into the kiss, sliding impatient hands down her body to pull her closer. When Delavar’s fingers began to work out the knots of her dress, Purslane cried out in surprise. As he moved to kiss her neck, a shiver traveled up her spine from the sharp nails drifting along her bare back.
“Delavar!” she let out a heartbreaking wail as he tore the fabric of her dress in his eagerness to yank it off. “What are you doing?”
“Shh,” There were little reassurances he could offer the tempting Beta that would comfort. He leaned his forehead against hers and cupped her face. “Don’t be afraid, okay? I’m not gonna hurt you.” This time.
“I’m not a - I’m not a -” pink began to color her cheeks at the same time blood drained from her face. “It’s going to hurt taking an Alpha.” she whined, glancing at the way his tremendous body loomed over hers. For an Omega she’d be on the taller side, as a Beta she was petite. It would be harder for her to take the whole length of his cock being so tiny.
“Shhh,” the soft sound was for her and him. With a peck on the lips to soothe them both, Delavar picked her up by the ass earning a squeal. Unused to the feel of calloused hands kneading her bottom, every step he took Purslane wiggled in his grasp. When set down on the plush bedding, she stared up at him utterly and completely lost.
“What do you want?” She knew the answer with no need to be told. Slender shoulders shrugged tattered emerald fabric down her chest baring herself to Delavar and his men. Creamy skin flushed pink in excitement, her perky breasts swollen in arousal, nipples hardened into excited pebbles.
“To give you the world.” he groaned, ripping the last scrap of fabric off her waist in one final yank. Delavar dug his face into her neck, hips jerking against her leg as he shoved her deeper into the mattress. God that smell, if this was what Beta’s smelled like, then there’s no wonder weaker Alpha's enjoyed their company so much. True, it’s a half baked experience compared to an Omega. Stunted hormones like this were a few spoonfuls of honey instead of the whole bottle. But he’d lick that spoon clean before letting Purslane get away.
Her head fell back when his tongue touched her body, and he kissed a trail to her nipples. Once again slender fingers buried themselves in his hair, this time giving soft little tugs of delight as he suckled and nipped at her breasts. “Delavar,” with her free hand she reached between their bodies, taking his girth and stroking.
When he groaned goosebumps traveled along the smooth expanse of her skin, and he pulled back to admire the shine left on her tits by spital. “I thought you didn’t know what you were doing.” he meant it to be teasing, the huffs escaping his mouth less intimidating than the growls he wanted to give.
Her eyes lowered, and Purslane pulled him in for a small kiss. Real tenderness in the action made him uncomfortable. People who gave kisses to Delavar never wanted to, and the look always accompanied it. Regret, annoyance, like it was a bother to love him. But from Purslane it caused a strange warmth to flow across his skin. A safety he hadn’t felt since his mother died giving birth to Shira. Like being taken care of.
“You’re poking me for attention. It’s easy to see which part of you wants to be touched.” she murmured, nuzzling his jaw. Ever the good girl, Purslane spread her legs for him to crawl between, her arms outstretched to hold his ear to her heart when he entered her.
Delavar stood straight up and removed his clothing, baring himself to the girl. There was always fear from the women who looked on his scarred body, sculpted to perfection, then carved to ugliness by blades and teeth and claws.
And this little Beta’s fear was more palpable than them all. But behind that terror, deeper and more raw, was worry. The way her hazel green gaze flit from his head to his toes, made Delavar feel like a child. Like he was being examined for bumps and bruises despite the raging erection leaking pheromone laced cum on her leg. Why didn’t she just spread for the strongest man in the room, and take it like the rest of the whores? Why did she need so much encouragement and tenderness?
With a swallow, he kissed Purslane’s stomach. Then he slipped home, forcing himself to fit deeper than her tight sheath allowed. He wasn’t able to hold back the moan in his throat even when tears bloomed in her eyes at the painful stretch of her core. After yesterday his sweet flower was able to take about half of his cock without trouble before she let out a whine. “You’re too big!”
Every few wiggles or jerks said otherwise, seating him deeper and deeper until his sack pressed against her ass.
“Shh. Shhh,” he cooed. Him. The terror of Tel Kharnis, the Head Chopper, comforted a woman that didn’t deserve it. A traitor like her king. “Keep still for me, love.” he said while giving her hips a squeeze. “Relax. It’s just a little pressure. Just a little pressure.”
Hot and wet a pink tongue darted out to dampen Purslane’s lips as she stared up at the man who could break her in half - and would. “Delavar,” she mewled, trembling moans escaping as her body relaxed, allowing him to push inch after inch inside of her with powerful thrusts.
“Im here.” he responded to her call by snapping their hips together hard enough to shove Purslane across the bed. With no choice but to take her by the thighs to keep her in place, Delavar’s claws dug in harsh enough to draw pinpoints of blood. The only thing louder than her reluctant sobs of pleasure, was the smack of their flesh when he drove against her.
“Fuck, keep going. Just like that.” Doran’s guttural male groan stole all of the flowers attention. It turned beautiful hazel eyes, now half black from blown out pupils to stare at Doran. Her mouth went slack as if just remembering the audience.
“Is he fucking his hand?” Delavar hissed in her ear.
“Yes,” A slur distorted Purslane’s voice, jaw working overtime to form the answer. Such a good girl, obeying no matter how hard it was. She gasped when his fingers gripped so tight they bruised her thighs, hips wiggling with every movement as he fucked her with wild abandon. 
“Delavar!” Again with his name, as if she couldn’t get enough of screaming it. As if the taste made the drive of his cock feel better. His eyes widened when Purslane grabbed the back of her knees and held herself open for him. Like she knew what he was thinking and was confirming it.
“What a dirty whore,” her pussy tightened at Conall’s accusation, legs flailing in a broken moment of clarity. The truth was out. Purslane didn’t want him, she wanted to escape. With a snarl Delavar grabbed her ankles and hooked both of her feet on one shoulder as he drug her to the edge of the bed. He shoved one leg down and open so his pack mates could see the thick cock stuffing her dripping pussy.
Five toes curled next to his ear, tears of pleasure and shame sparkling on pure white eyelashes. “Delavar~” her breath was coming in hot pants, body already growing tense in anticipation. Even exposed and dominated, that was the voice of a bitch in heat begging for more.
“Virgins, they’re so sensitive.” Conall snickered.
But she was not a virgin. Far from it. At least she wasn’t one anymore, not as her hips bucked for more underneath him. Delavar leaned down and captured her lips, reaching between their bodies to stroke the hard clit peeking out of its hood. She returned the kiss, keeping her hips steady for him as she went back to holding herself open.
A soft blush dusted Purslane’s cheeks as he worked his hips. It was too easy getting her drunk on cock. As Delavar pounded in and out of her tight little hole, the resistance faded. He took everything and left her with nothing - not in her eyes, or her cries, or her body. By the time he finished, Delavar owned her, and she loved it, just like she loved him in that drunk hazy moment.
If she was his whore, then he’d demand she spoil him with affection like the First Alpha deserved. As he nailed her frail body to the bed, Purslane’s cunt was more than wet and willing to comply with his demands. “More, give me more.” she begged against his neck with a high pitched whine of lust.
As if she needed to tempt him, her back arched to squeeze perky breasts against Delavar’s chest. Her pussy twitched and fluttered, tightening as she shifted to cry her pleasure against his lips. He was so damn close, and just as intoxicated by their fuck session as she was.
Lights burst in front of Delavar's eyes at the sudden tightening of her body, the spasming encouragement to keep pounding through the orgasm shaking her legs. Purslane’s ankle fell from his shoulder, only to wrap around his waist and drag him deeper. “Delavar!” A nose nuzzled his jaw, hips rocking against his to maximize the force of each burst forward.
It was hard to pull out knowing she’d never taken a knot. That even if she’d fucked with Beta males, taking his over swollen cock would be a first. It took a monumental amount of effort to force himself out as her pussy sucked and twitched for cum. He released on her stomach in mindless glory. Roar echoing in a damn near scream, Delavar drenched her lily white skin with an even paler substance, and let it spray in her hair so she could never get the scent out.
A bulbous knot pulsed in the air instead of inside of her. Fear crept into her gaze as she stared down at the swollen flesh eager to lock behind her pelvis. When he allowed his dick to lie on her belly, Purslane squeaked, trying to squirm away. With a snarl, Delavar grabbed the back of her head and forced her to look. Look at the way his cock went past her belly button, and his knot swelled so large it seemed like it would rip her open if he let it expand inside.
When Purslane understood who she belonged to and whose touch, no matter how revolting, she would always receive with a smile - she slid two fingers down her stomach. Then she gave a playful flick of her thumb over his still leaking glands before bringing the taste to her lips, and sucking each finger with a shyness unbefitting the action.
With a chuckle Delavar fell on his forearms. The tiredness settling in his muscles made it feel like he’d gone head to head with an Omega. Panting and struggling not to collapse, he rolled onto her side and flopped on the bed with a grunt.
“Taste good?” he purred, collecting more of his cum and bringing it to her trembling lips. Face flushed red, when Purslane’s mouth opened nothing came out, but plenty went in.




Chapter Four
19 days without Suppressant
All it took was meeting eyes from across the dining hall. Delavar and his pack were sitting tall on a raised dais above all those weaker than them. A shy lowering of Purslane’s lashes and a smile was all it took. His own. So soft he didn’t even notice until it was too late.
The immediate disapproving crease between Roarke’s brow had Delavar’s teeth grinding. His brother’s severe frown was too severe for his liking. “Save it,” he growled. “It’s none of your business Roarke the Just.” he sneered. “Since you aren’t going to participate.”
After sucking and riding his cock for a few days, and letting his Third and Fourth lick the cum from her skin, it was finally enough to grant Purslane the freedom to roam. She was a good actress, the ease of which her sublime torture slid from slender shoulders impressive. As if the thirteen days in the dungeon, and the three days of fucking never happened.
But it had. And Purslane enjoyed every moment of the punishment given to her little Beta body. She bucked and bounced and sucked for all she’s worth. Even Roarke wasn’t immune to lapping at their new toys cunt on the last day. After being forced to watch the savage mating, his eyes were shiny black, only a rim of gray circling blown pupils. Delavar fucked her mouth while his brother nibbled Purslane’s clit, and both watched as she came undone in mindless pleasure.
“Why so defensive, Del darling?” Conall’s cackling was worse than his brothers glares. “It has nothing to do with our tasty Sumerset crumpet does it?”
“No.” Delavar spat, moving food around his plate. Never let it be said that family wasn’t the fucking worst. Especially the Devil of Sulbai. Betas were beneath the Magen’s, beneath all except Conall who couldn’t stand being told what to do. From their first meeting months ago, he whispered in the flowers ear all the despicable things he wanted to do to her. And it was him who convinced Delavar to take her as a new toy, made all the more filthy by what she was.
“I bet Purpur knows a few surprising tricks even you didn’t get to see.” The boy waved his own fork, gesturing over the crowds of people clamoring for food. Purslane had tucked herself away in a corner. It was always messy at mealtimes, the ancient stone becoming a portrait of the fights that broke out through painted on food.
Strongest ate first, and unless you were the Prince’s of Tel Kharnis or their father - strength needed proof. The noise was louder than the steam hissing through copper pipes bolted on the roof and running along the walls to light the structure with minimal electricity.
“What do you mean?”
With a coy smirk his Fourth shrugged his shoulders, earning an eye roll from Delavar.
“You don’t know what you’re talking about.” he muttered.
“Oh, no?” the gleam in Conall’s eyes was teasing, an obvious desire to push Delavar’s buttons. “I bet she’d be open to it up the ass, I wonder how she’d look-”
“Conall.” Roarke’s sharp voice sliced through their conversation. For a second, Delavar saw red, his fingers tightening on the eating utensils. Not that he’d ever wound his Fourth, but the word pack brother comes with certain connotations.
Like getting into fist fights. Boys will be boys, and this one was asking for another lopsided nose. Conall could get a few kicks in himself; it wouldn’t be so bad, a little scrap amongst family.
“She doesn’t deserve that filth attached to her name.” Roarke snapped, and Delavar almost nodded in agreement. He caught himself just in time, taking a sip of water with a grunt. She was a high-class whore, with the highest price he’d ever seen. Her body, for a country and a Queen. It didn’t matter if they didn’t plan on paying.
“Why don’t you both drop it.” he growled, peering over the rim of his cup at Purslane. She’d scrambled to sit next to his father Jaron, who’d once terrified her speechless by looks alone, when the fighting spread. Never had a larger man existed, or that’s how it felt to any in his shadow. Jaron’s teeth were blackened points that Delavar had seen first hand dripping with the blood of his enemies.
Arms waving with enthusiasm as she spoke, Jaron let out a boisterous laugh making Purslane dip her head. Despite being too far away to see, Delavar knew she’d be blushing. Such a good little actress. How could she pretend his father didn’t make her heart drum and her skin cold? Or that Delavar's cum wasn't still dripping down her thighs, and her skin still smelling of his seed. From the outside it looked like nothing, but today's feeding frenzy was more violent than usual for a reason.
“Only if our desert flower bends over to pick it up.” Conall giggled, throwing his hands up in truce at the scathing glare from all three of his Alpha’s. He’d tried to convince Delavar to share the flower, first with him, whining he was the one experienced with Beta’s. Then he’d advocated on Roarke’s behalf, when the Second was high off of Purslane’s sweet call. The bastard wanted to watch Roarke mount her, then watch as his mind frayed from guilt later.
Talk dried into silence amongst them, leaving only the image of their former ambassador bending by the hips, golden locks tumbling over a shoulder. It invaded Delavar’s mind like a tidal wave. Damn his Fourth, that’s what he wanted wasn’t it?
For Delavar to think about fucking Purslane in the ass. For his expression to confirm to everyone in the room what they’d already done together, and how much he’d liked it. He wouldn’t give Conall the satisfaction. It’d be a hassle convincing her to do that, anyway.
Why imagine her face down, ass up, perfect manicured hands holding her cheeks open while he slid a finger in her forbidden channel. Or on her back, cock filling her ass as his fingers fucked her cunt. Pain filled whines were inevitable when his stretching stung more than she liked- no.
Blood was pounding in his body, threatening to rush south. With a hard commitment to staring at, and only thinking about runny eggs, Delavar survived the rest of breakfast. People began to file out of the hall, including Conall when their Sumerset crumpet left.
And the boy had the audacity to fuck with Delavar about obsessing over Purslane. Before all of this happened, Conall loved to play with her golden white hair and coo while brushing it out. There was talk of jealousy, and how he wished his own hair was the same color instead of a ruddy brown. It was treatment reserved for Omega’s.
Hypocrisy never stopped the devil. Guiltless, his fourth followed her swaying hips like a panting puppy. No doubt Conall was contemplating how much trouble he’d get into if he forgot she was still ‘off limits’. The answer was a lot.
Delavar wanted his share, fair or not. They could have the blubbering scraps he left behind, the broken Beta who’d beg for any Alpha cock no matter whose. While that glimmer of truth in her eye was still real, Purslane was his.
Half of breakfast remained on his plate and went abandoned. Delavar was the last to leave, consumed by memories of the past few days. Eating was the last thing on his mind. Rather it’s Purslane taking up every thought. Like when she fell asleep in his arms and broke his heart with whimpering nightmares. Those sounds haunted his night until the moment his fingertips brushed her cheek, and all troubled expressions faded. Whatever she was dreaming about, it hadn’t been him scarring her.
“Del…” the soft sigh was a blanket of warmth on his cheek. Purslane’s neck extended an inch, nose reaching for his jaw to nuzzle as she slept. She made it halfway before relaxing back into the mattress. For the rest of the night Delavar held her in his arms, when he woke, she was still resting. Face to his chest, a sliver of sunlight reflected gold off her hair.
Part of Delavar enjoyed everyone knowing he’d staken claim on the tiny woman. That it had been him she purred for, and his name she mewled over and over until she’d passed out. No one would say a word about the four Prince’s of Tel Kharnis taking a whore. It was a family rule, not a law to avoid Beta’s. One they’d all obeyed, except Conall.
Roarke was the only one with a clear idea of how aggravated the First Alpha was. Flesh was a vice they both avoided. It made men weak, from love, or from addiction. Never had it been hard for Delavar to restrain himself before, not even amongst the Omega pens. Only Purslane’s scent drove him wild. Every day, it was stronger. Better. More mouth watering. And he hated her for having that power over him and the rest of his men.
That morning she’d woken like an angel, and when she lifted her face to his, Delavar wanted it to be for a kiss. Not once had she initiated another after the first. Not even in their throes of passion. She had pecked his lips when embarrassed or when he pounded her into the mattress. No time was wasted in taking advantage in those moments, but that wasn’t real.
Those were absent-minded grazes when she was trying to cover every inch of his skin. She kissed his eyebrow with more reverence than she paid his lips. When it was over and he was done with her body for the day, there were no conversations about ‘what next’ before she slipped from bed. The way she washed and dressed spoke of experience. Of familiarity with clothes torn from her body and deposited on the floor.
Fists clenched, Delavar tried not to dig sharp nails into his palm. It’s an unfair thought, brought on by Conall’s teasing. Why wouldn’t she be excited to leave the cum covered mattress they deposited her in? The gilded whore house, where she dropped to her knees and put his cock in her mouth for thanks. They turned a lady into a whore in that bedroom.
“Delavar?” the scent of heaven filled his nose. Trace markers of their mating still lingered on every inch of Purslane’s skin. A subtle perfume showing who she belonged to.
His eyes closed for a single breath. How could the mere thought of this woman be so distracting a civilian like herself could get the drop on him? When he turned in the hall, a bright gaze met his. “What are you doing to me, Purlsane?” he sighed.
Her head jerked in surprise before she looked behind her, then leaned to peer around his broad shoulders. Pleased by what she saw, a soft purr left the Beta’s throat. As if that was all the explanation she needed to give. A little Omega purr she was perfecting day by day. It resonated within his bones as she played her tune. When Purslane stepped forward Delavar’s arms were open, the stupid smile from this morning returning.
Slender fingers held to his shoulders as Purslane stood on her toes. Her nose nudged his neck, cheek rubbing against his jaw. Still no kiss. Delavar wrapped strong arms around her, eyes rolling back in contentment. “What are you doing to me?” the rasp in his voice didn’t sound like him.
An answer - like a kiss - never came. Instead she increased the sound of her comforting purr, as if she could drown out troubling thoughts with sweet sounds. It kinda worked. He pressed a kiss against her temple - and she yanked out of his arms.
His heart squeezed at the unexpected rejection, fury leaping to take its place. The little chit was being manipulative. It was all a game of cat and mouse, and she was playing a cat the only way she knew how. By spreading her legs and acting like a good whore for whoever wanted it.
But then her lashes lowered, and a soft smile wiped away any idea of ill intent. She’d heard it before him. The clack of boots was more like a glass of cold water thrown in his face, then the sound of approaching nobodies.
✽✽✽
 
“A spell of sound?” Lael’s frown went well with the faraway look he wore. Soft spoken, and more in tuned with nature than the world of man around him, the shaman never learned common tongue. Just the tribal language passed down from the teachers of his tribe. “Yes there are a few.”
“Any like what I’ve described?” Frown deepening, Lael shook his head.
“Perhaps, Conall would know.” The recommendation only made Delavar scowl. He was still pissed at his Fourth. Besides…
“It wouldn’t be dark magic.” Of that he was sure. His little flower wouldn’t involve herself in whatever black magic his Fourth liked to play with. Outside of her obvious purity, the woman outright stated disbelief in the practices. Hopelen believed in spirituality and science. To hear her describe the rolling fields, and pristine white buildings aglow with wind and solar power given light made him green around the edges. The place sounded unnatural. 
“Mind altering is always dark.” it's chastisement. Perhaps because the youngest child inside Na’Asisrah learned this about magic. Lael brushed his hand an inch over Delavar’s face, searching for any hint or sticky signs of evil. He jerked back hissing as if burned.
“Who is it?”
The demand made Delavar swallow, unsure of how to respond. Nothing ever shook his shaman, yet the Beta’s hand trembled as if instead of air, he’d run fingers over blades. “Purslane.” Delavar whispered.
“Yes, that would explain… Residue of a Residue.”
“Enough with the riddles, Lael. What is she doing to me.” An unintentional growl slipped past his clenched teeth. He should have known better. Shameful. A pair of fluttering eyelashes, a few shy looks and he’s putty in her hands.
Why, because she acted like she was different? Because she wanted to nuzzle him. To purr and coo and play like a sweet little Omega that wanted to nest, and not one who couldn’t wait to get away. Because she didn’t need words to convince Delavar she enjoyed taking his cock? Yes, that was it. All she needed was to press her nose to his jaw and let nature take its course to convince Delavar she could want him.
“Nothing,” Lael said, and his heart stuttered in relief at the response. “This power is a shadow of the real thing. It tastes of Nerium.”
“She’s still involved with him?” Delavar’s anger was cut off before it could form when Lael gave a slow shake of the head.
“A victim. Their time together… whatever power he had over her still swirls like poison. An imprint almost… that can seep into the skin without leaving a mark.”
“There’s something else.” Delavar grunted. He could tell by the way Lael’s eyes tightened at the corners. The shaman lied and shook his head. “Tell me.”
“It’s… a power that fades, which is why it lingers. Whatever Nerium’s playing with will disappear now that it’s been interrupted.”
“And Purslane?”
“I don’t know.”
“Then who does?” the haunted expression of Lael’s face felt like ice pressing on the nape of Delavar’s neck.
“I don’t know, but this-” Lael flicked his hand as if trying to fling away mud. “Is not her doing. I doubt she’s even aware of its existence.”




Chapter Five
19 ½ days without Suppressant
It was a done deal. And when the suppressants wore off by the end of the month, they’d find a happy surprise waiting for them. The Alpha Prince’s who were once too proud to fuck a Beta, were fucking an Omega the whole time. A nice fertile Omega who they could all breed and enjoy. Purslane was a good trade for Shira.
Even if Nerium promised nothing like this would ever happen. That he’d keep her supplied with suppressants and never let the slutty Omega mind she had surface. This was supposed to be a legitimate trip; she would be a real ambassador like the noble ladies of Hopelen. That’s what Nerium said when taking her to Tel Kharnis.
In the end, everything was a lie, and it came back to what a woman could give a man. She learned the ultimate truth that the Omega’s of Hopelen had long ago: Men were weak. Especially the ones who swore they would protect you and stood taller than a mountain. For a man, it always came down to what she could give to him.
Delavar showed leniency their first few nights together. No knot locked itself behind her pelvis and pulsed shot after shot of hot cum in her womb. Instead, her punishment was humiliation. Bent into every angle imaginable, cunt held open as four sets of hungry eyes watched her pussy pulse and spasm. It was endless.
Until it wasn’t, and Delavar declared her docile enough to shed the title of prisoner. Despite the obvious mercy, Purslane wanted to avoid the training grounds after running into the Alpha during breakfast. Anyplace where she’d likely see him was off limits. In fact, that sentiment extended to all the royal family.
So she found herself in a well crafted wooden stable. Some panels and many nails carried the signs of decayed age. Everything here was recycled, and redesigned to fit pipes for steam and the lights they lit. On one side were gentle mares and geldings, on the other brutal stallions.
“Well, aren’t you a nasty beasty?” she murmured, staring up at a mean looking Destrier. The animal snorted like she’d complimented him, stomping hooves the size of her head. “Would you bite my hand off if I tried to feed you a carrot?”
“Oh no, darling. I wouldn’t do that if I were you.” The melodious voice made Purslane’s blood run cold. At the end of the stables was a man who could only be defined as “pretty,” brushing off his equally pretty horse. Of all people to run into, of course it was the Devil. “That’s Rhaksos. He’s a war horse so he won’t bite just bite your hand. He’ll rip off your whole arm.”
“Why is he so mean? Horses are gentle creatures, easily spooked and scared. They’re not meant to be vicious.” What a silly question, he was mean because men had broken him and made him that way. She eyed the big brute before taking a carrot from a treat holder and tossing it in the air.
“There, arm safe.” she hummed, mighty pleased with herself as she floated down to the other stall, enjoying the sounds of carrot munching. If taking a trip to hell, it’s best to focus on the positives. It’s these moments that helped to forget all the bad images swimming in the back of her mind. There had been plenty of times to practice how to forget horrible things in the dungeon. Her face remained serene when she went into the Alpha’s stable, despite the cold sweat dripping down her spine.
“She’s beautiful.” An obligatory gesture towards the mare he brushed, and Conall beamed in pleasure. All men were dragons in this way, they enjoyed their shiny tokens, and believed when you praised their trinkets it was praise for them.
“Isn’t she?” The man asked, golden chains clicking with each nod. Elegant facial piercings connected from ear to nose, swaying with movement. “She was a gift from my father. Got her just for me. Said it was the most spoiled mare he ever laid eyes upon, so he bought her for me. ‘Cause I’m the most spoiled child he has.” The words came with a cute snicker.
Such statements felt foreign to her, things like spoiled and gift and father. But it was easy to keep her face still, her mask in place. “I was hoping to borrow one horse for a ride.” she said, “If not Rhaksos, do you have another suggestion?”
“You were planning on riding Rhaksos?” Conall’s eyes went wide. “The only way that would happen is if you ride his rider.” the Alpha scoffed. At such a crude statement, Purslane swallowed the embarrassment and forced the blush from her cheeks.
“Let me think...” he said backing out of Nera’s stall to look at the other horses. “Ah, this one should be good enough. She belongs to one of my youngest sisters. Her name is Melitta.” He reached out and patted the side of an elegant mare. Brown with pretty specks of white spattered over her coat. “She’s a good girl.”
“Melitta looks sweet, but no help if something dangerous happens. Remember, you warned to be careful beyond the castle walls. Perhaps there’s a gelding designed for speed?”
“Oh I see you, girl. You like danger. All right, I know the perfect horse for you. But you better be discreet about it; the rider doesn’t like when someone else rides him.” Conall tossed the blase statement over his shoulder as he moved on to another stable. It was as fine and roomy as Nera’s, which made Purslane nervous. Who would she be crossing when riding the stallion?
“This is Gokal.” A tall black horse stood in front of them, smaller than Rhaksos with stronger legs, and a bad demeanor that was sunshine compared to the Destrier’s attitude. “He’s mean until you bribe him with food.”
“I’m not in a position to be making enemies, Connie. if his rider forbid anyone from riding, shouldn’t we respect that?”
Patience wasn’t something Alpha’s were accustomed to, especially this one. “Just take the damn horse. I’ll even ride with ya and keep you safe. I’m usually able to talk his rider down from his anger fits, but if that doesn’t work I think time on your knees might make him forgive you. It worked last night, no?”
So this was Delavar’s horse.
She didn’t like the way Conall winked at her. No, examined her. The feel of his eyes on her body was almost painful, as if he were trying to strip her bare layer by layer, and relive the image of her sucking off his First. “Besides, Gokal doesn’t like strangers riding him. And you aren’t a stranger are you? We’re friends right?”
“Perhaps.” The hair on her arms stood on end as she eyed the mischievous man. It’s not Hopelen, she reminded herself, but he made her think it was. Petty and spiteful, he dipped his fingers in charisma that oozed like poison. Strength wasn’t Conall’s strong suit, and yet he was still one of the most powerful men in Tel Kharnis. That’s very Hopelen.
But unlike in her country this was not an attempt to ruin her reputation, and therefore her life. It was an attempt at friendship, at lowering her guard. But Omega’s, even ones sterilized with suppressants, were always better at that game.
“It depends on if you’re able to talk down Gokal’s rider like you claim. If I get in trouble, I’m not sure how much I’ll like you, and if you convince him to outright give me the beast, I might give you a little gift myself.” she teased.
Conall all but yipped in excitement. “Oh, trust me. It’ll be fine.” the man said, “Now get up on that horse and let’s go.”
✽✽✽
 
Before Nerium fled Tel Kharnis with Shira, Purslane and Conall flirted without consequence. Despite the wicked streak running through the playful man, he always knew where to draw the line. Purslane didn’t understand how it ended up like this. With her on her back, skirts pushed high enough for an eager Conall to fit between her slender legs.
“Delavar will hurt you!” she gasped as sharp teeth nipped her shoulder, bruising the delicate skin. The blissful sensation made color dance across her vision, more stunning than the field of flowers he’d lured her to.
“It’ll be worth it.” The growled reassurance wasn’t very reassuring. “He plans on sharing, but only after you’re so drunk on cock you won’t be fun anymore.”
A chill shot through Purslane’s chest at the flippant statement. It wouldn’t happen the way this Beta hunter wanted. Her body would take the flood of Alpha hormones and deposit her on the other side of their twisted ride intact. Maybe she would be what Conall wanted for a few days, but whatever he was looking for he wouldn’t get for long.
The thought almost made her laugh. How angry was he going to be after discovering his little Beta whore was an Omega? An image of his face flushed red in humiliation and rage made warmth pool in her stomach.
It would get Con in trouble if they fucked without permission, it would earn him pain. That’s what she wanted, for one of them to feel destitution akin to her own agony. It was a violent dream that made her cry the first time such dark desire popped into her mind. Trapped in the dungeon she’d been carving a tally with her toe nail into stone flooring when the thought popped into her head. Blood acted as chalk so the days wouldn’t slip away, and she wished it was theirs.
Purslane’s legs wrapped around Conall’s waist and pulled him close. Surprise flickered across his face, followed by a narcissistic smirk. He thought she wanted him, but it was only a matter of time before Delavar got her out of his system. After being given away to the rest of his pack, this would no longer be punishable, but expected.
“You always loved spending time with me, didn’t you?” His purr felt like velvet against her skin. “That’s why you’re opening your legs, right? A nice little reward for your favorite Prince.”
Expectation stared down at her with emerald snake eyes. He wanted her to act the obedient whore like she’d done for Delavar and play a role. That was easier than acting like she wanted their cocks. And easier than admitting to herself she not only wanted them, but craved her Four Alpha’s and their twisted domination.
With a soft purr, Purslane lifted off the bed of flowers and tried to press their cheeks together for a nuzzle. Con was faster and dipped lower to capture her lips instead. When her mouth dropped an inch, the man wasted no time shoving his long tongue down her throat with a groan.
Unlike Delavar who closed his eyes and enjoyed the moment, Conall held Purslane’s gaze as their tongues rolled and slid together. A string of saliva hung between their lips when he pulled away. Instinct said to break the strand with a single swipe of her tongue, and the reward was a wider smile from the Alpha above her.
“I always knew you were a devious little thing. One that hid more than she let on.” The purr Con released vibrated through her bones, a familiar slickness beginning to soak into her panties. How long had it been since her last pill? How long had it been since her last - “Fuck, everyday I wait you just smell better and better.”
A low pitched whine tickled Purslane’s ears as he pushed sopping panties to the side and looked at a quivering pussy eager to be filled by Alpha cock. His lips descended on her clit, and he tried to suck the life right out of her. It wasn’t fair that his tongue was not only long, but wide. Each lick pushed her lips apart and tickled a path from her slit to her mound dragging out moans of delight. It took a second to realize it was Conall making the loudest sounds, not her.
“You were such a good girl with Del.” He cooed, pressing kisses up her body. Teeth pressed into the fabric over her breast and tore out a chunk of the blue dress. The assault on the offending garment didn’t stop until both tits exposed a perky nipple that his thumbs and lips could tweak. “But you want more than just our sour First, don’t you?”
“Yes.” the high-pitched squeak made Con’s eyes glow in mirth. Jealousy wasn’t what she’d expected. Not from these men who could have any man, woman, Alpha, Omega, or Beta they wanted. And they all craved her, but hated having to share. “I’ve wanted you to fuck me Connie. Ever since you said-”
“You’d make the cutest noises if I ate you up?” Dark lashes brushed his cheeks when his eyes closed, lost in the memory. “I got you to stop doting all over Delavar and pay attention to me when I said that. And he had the audacity to laugh when I told him I might be a threat. The way you blushed, the wetness I smelled between your thighs every time I brought a grape to my lips… it was maddening.”
The Fourth’s weakness was his need to be first, but so was his pride. He wouldn’t allow pity for how he was treated, pity earned punishment. She tried to speak, to say something that sounded more convincing than a badly forged lie. A twitch of sympathy caught Conall’s eye when she tried to smile. The meager offering was something not even a starving man could eat and dark realization flit over his expression.
“You little whore.” he snarled taking her by the throat and pinning her to the ground. “Think I don’t see you trying to play me?”
The sting of sharp fangs dug in around her nipple, a flash of white obscuring her vision. Gentle didn’t exist for her ‘mates’, not when their mouths were busy owning flesh that belonged to them. Claws dug into Purslane’s hips, dragging her further underneath Conall until their pelvis’ knocked together.
Before he could release her and do it himself, Purslane reached for his belt with an obedient mewl. He switched breasts with a feral growl glaring at her with suspicion. An array of color already bloomed where he’d sucked and nipped hard enough to draw pricks of blood.
She gripped his belt, before going for trouser buttons. Fully erect, his cock sprung free, and into her hand. A slight upward curve made Purslane want to get on her belly and present for a good hard fuck from behind. It would feel like heaven, the tilt of his dick pressing the perfect spot to make her come. As if he could read her mind, Conall relaxed and snickered before flipping her over with a deviant smirk.
“Connie-” she didn’t want to be on her stomach, the wonderful curve of his cock thrusting against a spot that made her melt. With a defiant twist under him, she was on her back again, ignoring the Omega haze threatening to engulf her. “I-I’ll do something for you. I’ll use my mouth.”
He took Purslane by the ankles with a growl, and twisted. “Affections you’ve already given Delavar.” Sweet perfume clogged her nose as Conall held her down amongst the flowers by the back of her neck. A knee separated her thighs, and her hips rose into mounting position without instruction. “See that? Just another tease begging for cock. Don’t worry darling, you’ll learn to love the starving little slut inside you.”
A searing smack landed on her bottom, brute force stealing the air from her lungs. Humiliation flooded her belly with a boiling heat, bright pink shame flushing across lily white skin as she cried. “Stop! I’ll lay down for you!”
Conall clicked his tongue with a sneer. “Too late.” he crooned smacking her sex before delivering a sharp blow to each ass cheek. He smacked her rear end, one cheek at a time, pace steady until both were bouncing and rosy.
Loud gasps filled the air at every strike, and like a good girl Purslane stayed in the same spot, taking her punishment for being a tease. Her feet smacked against the ground as an unbearable burn made her cunt ache.
“Connie-” she wailed, trying to ignore the wetness drenching her thighs with enough slick to ruin her dress. “I want you inside me,” she mewled, “I’ll let you be rough.” Her promise came while sliding fingers between her legs and rubbing her clit for him to watch. Twenty days without suppressants, and she’s a dirty whore ready to be filled by evil men who stole the coveted title of ‘mate’.
Mischief danced Conall’s eyes, and Purslane could see the sickening pleasure her submission gave him. They both knew he could be rough whether or not she allowed it. But getting permission was better than taking. Permission was stealing something even more wonderful than her pussy. Conall wanted her soul, and her body was too weak to resist.
He smirked his pretty smile, the ugliest of her Alpha mates. There was no relief from the hunger of his gaze as Con sucked his thumb until it grew wet. When he reached for her, Purslane strained her hips back hoping for the relief of his touch. Instead he pushed the thick digit past the forbidden rim above her pussy.
Purslane let out a screech of shock, jerking forward to escape. “Conall, please!” She squealed as he held her in place to tease and stretch the tight entrance. “I’ll be good! I’ll be good! I won’t be such a tease, I promise.” When she whimpered, his head fell back on his shoulders and he groaned.
“Where would the fun be?”  He asked, switching to a finger and sliding it deeper, and deeper before adding a second. A moan tore from Purslane’s throat at the invasive feel of his cock spreading her labia to gather all the honey leaking from her slit. “You’re wetter for me than for Del, I’ll go in easy.”
The glee in his voice was undeserved. In a few more days the slick gushing from her thighs would be a waterfall no matter who fucked her. Still, Purslane nodded in a sickening eagerness that she couldn’t stop. If he wanted to be the favorite, the spoiled prince who couldn’t be resisted, she’d play the role of smitten Beta. All of this was just a game.
Conall wrapped the blonde tresses of her hair in a fist, and held her in place. as he. A spasm rocked through Purslane’s body as he shoved her inside her cunt to collect slick on his shaft. Her hands ripped the grass, pussy squeezing to try to suck him deeper as her other hole tightened on his fingers. The sound of Purslane’s howl as he began to slam into her was more than human, it was animalistic as the orgasm took her.
“I knew you’d enjoy having something in your ass.” Conall purred, thrusts slowing after he’d bested her so easily. But he continued fucking her rougher and rougher, his finger joining the assault on her ass, as his chest pressed against her back. “All those times you touched me, fucked with me, teased me. Did you think you’d be safe forever, Pur?”
“It was playing, I thought we were playing.” The argument didn’t phase him.
“Was it playing when you slid your hands down my shirt when no one could see? Was it playing when you gave those cute baby doll eyes and said no one would believe me?”
“Yes, yes!” The long drawn out whine made him hiss. “I thought you were like the other Magen’s! I thought flirting was a game-”
Sudden removal of his fingers made Purslane gasp, her hips driving back to keep him lodged in place. Whatever anger beginning to simmer inside Conall cooled, a purr of delight escaping his chest instead.
“You’re just a tease who thinks herself a lady. It was so easy convincing everyone to fuck you. We all saw how you looked at Delavar before this began, begging for his cock with your eyes. I’m the only one who’ll admit I want you, but they need you to look at them like that too. And you will… eventually.” The unspoken threat hung in the air as Con withdrew from her pussy, forcing an annoyed whine from Purslane.
Even berated and humiliated, a pounding heat in her cunt throbbed for more. But that wasn’t the hole he wanted to ravage. Con placed a hand between her shoulder blades to hold her down, the tip of his cock pressing against the tight ring. “Please Connie, please!” she mewled, kicking her feet against the dirt.
When she turned her face to the side, looking up to meet the Devil’s eyes with watery ones of her own, she was afraid of being devoured. He wanted everything she offered, and it extended further than pounding her body into nothingness. If it meant her country and her loyalty would remain intact, he could have her soul. The knowledge this would happen to every Omega in Hopelen when she gave away the entrance kept Purslane strong.
So many lived their entire lives as simple Beta’s using the suppressants. Few suppressed Omega’s would survive the surge of hormones and the wild need to mate and fuck and breed. Only the deviant and depraved could withstand this onslaught. Slick smeared on his dick as Conall pressed against that tight rim until it gave. Purslane let out a lob sob when pain overrode the pleasure he’d given her. Only a slutty little tease could get through this.
“Please, Connie, please.” The fuller his cock made her, the worse the ache in her core grew. Purslane shoved a hand between her legs, fingers working in and out of her slit. Wetness dripped down her wrist, and she spread it around the hole he filled.
As she slid slick along his cock to lubricate each thrust, Con’s growl of approval stabbed through Purslane’s chest.. Hope that obedience would earn sympathy made Purslane lift her hips higher and spread her legs wider. He got rougher, trying to find release in the way she gasped and squealed
Another smack to her burning rump, and he shoved her face back amongst the flowers. Pace hard, fast, and precise, he offered no salvation - only the mercy of fingers against her clit. She wasn’t panting so much as gasping, hips rocking and wiggling against him to feel something other than unbearable friction lighting her nerves on fire. “Please I - I want to be your princess, Connie!”
“Princesses are good girls. Are you gonna be my good girl now?” Every purr drove her to push against his cock seeking another mind numbing release.
“Yes!” she screamed, beating the ground with her fists. When Conall took her clit between two fingers to flick and roll, Purslane had what she needed to release. Sharp claws dug into her hips to control the violent bucking of her lust, holding her in place as the man rode her spasming body for all it’s worth.
As she bounced on his cock, strong fingers covered her mouth and tilted her head to the side. So lost in the feel of his hips ramming against her sore body, Purslane didn’t realize why he chose that position until it was too late. Soft skin broke beneath the Alpha’s pointed teeth. A popping sensation ripped across her neck, his hand on her mouth stifling any sound of refusal other than whines.
There was no warning she could give as he tore his mark into her flesh. It felt like swimming through fog as he came, pulling out and drenching her back in cum. The soft fabric of her dress soaked the liquid like a sponge, making her blanch. Conall’s expanding knot pulsed, upset it wouldn’t get to rip her innards to shreds while more and more cum dripped from the tip of his cock. Satisfaction and victory that didn’t belong warmed Purslane’s chest at the sight.
Before Con reached to rub his scent into her skin, she knew he would. Because he thought it in her mind. Like breaking through the surface of murky water, his reasons and rationalizations for all the horrors he’s committed flooded into her. Followed by a cold loneliness.
This was why he wanted Beta’s. To feel overwhelming connection for a day and leave a free man when the mating mark faded. Betas didn’t mate for life, or rather they didn’t have to. A bite from an Alpha would fade from them, unlike the permanent connection formed from an Omegas bond. And it would leave an unfillable emptiness that screamed to be whole again, with nothing left behind except a husk of the person who used to exist.
But not for Con. The bond would disappear from his mind within a week, along with any instinct to protect his ‘mate’. A taste of honey. Of connection. And then he moved on. It’s what he convinced his pack was the best solution to their Purslane problem. She could feel that knowledge wiggling around her brain tinged in smugness. He didn’t care if she knew their plans were to make her mindless, and so entrenched in lust she’d fold to their every whim. In fact, he wanted her to know.
Spiteful laughter cackled against his palm as an invisible string attached itself to his heart and tightened into a noose. She wouldn’t be the one to fall. Conall could hear the anger, pain, and loathing, all directed towards him with focus driven purpose. And louder than the sound of her minds crazed mirth, one word chanted over and over in both of their heads.
Omega. Omega. Omega.
She trapped him this time. Forever.




Chapter Six
21 days without Suppressant
Three sets of eyes stared at Conall still dumb founded despite the hours wasted talking. Delavar’s mouth popped open as he sat behind a desk, lips hanging in an almost oafish way. But the man was smarter than a numb minded fool, smarter than anyone gave him credit for. Maybe if it didn’t take so long for him to absorb information off the battlefield, he wouldn’t need Roarke and Doran for diplomacy.
A tug of guilt tightened Con’s chest at the vitriolic thoughts, an acidic burn settling in his stomach. It’s the worst heartburn he’d ever experienced, increasing the more furious and hellish his thoughts became. Con almost wished for well-deserved punishment if it’d be enough to make Purslane go away.
But there’d be no beating. No scratching and howling as Delavar brought him under heel before allowing his Second and Third to join. Roarke would get no pleasure from the act as he rolled up his sleeves and sighed like he was about to handle a petulant boy. He’d be right, Conall was the youngest. Doran wouldn’t bat an eyelash, but he’d be smiling the whole time.
“Stop looking at me like that.” Even with a waspish snap, the demand was Purslane’s. Where once Conall glowed under scrutiny, a proud swagger to every misdeed, now his shoulders hunched. He wanted to disappear back into the shadows, avoid detection, and destroy from within. That last one was more like him.
“Why did you bite her?” Doran asked. What a stupid question. Like asking why Conall put his new mate in the dungeon again. Or why this time she didn’t earn the conservative chair that let her legs close. Or why there needed to be a bench right in front of her face for all the delicious tools he planned to use on her. There’s a reason people called him the Devil of Sulbai.
Besides now she belonged to him more than them. He could hurt his toy if he wanted to. So Purslane got to be strung up, arms stretched above her head by a chain. Shackles kept her legs spread eagled and presenting, there’d be o more hiding for the devious little whore. The Devil wanted to see everything she had to offer.
“I bite all of my Beta’s.”
“She wasn’t yours to begin with!” Delavar roared, shattering his chair against the wall as he leapt to his feet.
“Neither was her ass, but I took that too.” When Delavar lunged forward, Conall was ready to leap aside and avoid the first few hits. But the Second and Third grabbed their First by the shoulders and held him back. Even two against one, and they struggled. It wasn’t fucking fair how strong he was. No wonder he was the Kings favorite… and Purslane’s favorite.
“Don’t act so surprised, you knew that’s why I was sniffing around the sluts skirts.” he snorted, talking through the searing pain pressed against his lungs. Guilt, the moment he uttered a derogatory name. Fucking bitch made it hard to stand without letting out a wheeze. When he sat, Conall leaned back and crossed his legs like nothing in the world mattered.
Doran whispered in Delavar’s ear, and their First frowned. “He smells fear on you.”
Subtle. So subtle only that freak could pick up on the terror gnawing on his bones. A terror that was all Conall’s, despite being the same as what Purslane was feeling. It’s the fear of being trapped, with no way to run. This curse would hang on his shoulders until they died, or another male mated her in estrus.
“No.” Jealousy seethed through clenched teeth at the thought. Thankfully, the others thought he was denying being afraid. “I need her out of my system, that’s all.”
“You idiot, the only way to break your bond is mating her to some lower Alpha while she’s in heat.” Doran sneered. “And now the plan you worked so hard for is ruined, and she’s worthless. If she’s worthless, well it’ll be interesting to see how you react to your mate dying at least.”
Shock rippled through the room at the absurdity of such a statement. He wanted to get a rise and prove a point. Well fine, it did just that. Conall was over the desk, his long legs wrapped around Doran’s broad chest as his hands tightened around the man’s throat. He imagined squeezing until his palms smacked together. There’d be nothing but a fleshy straw for the bastard to breathe through.
Pain exploded in Con’s shoulder, followed by a blinding light. It took a second to realize Delavar had thrown him off the Third, and whacked him against the wall. He slid to the floor with a splat, opposite the three men he called ‘family’. Doran’s wheezing laughter made the splitting headache forming at the base of Conall’s head spread to his temples.
Sympathy. Warmth. It echoed through the bond like warm arms extended intending to comfort. Why? Pure understanding flowed into him from Purslane, understanding for everything he was suffering. The jealousy, the need for connection, the fear. Tears bloomed in his eyes with a wet wheeze. He wouldn’t cry in front of these bastards and allow them to view him as lesser than Fourth.
The Devil doesn’t cry. But the others heard the weak whisper of a wail anyway, and while Roarke and Delavar looked on with concern, Doran… was intrigued. Sick bastard. They all were, all of them had their own perversions. Even sweet and noble Roarke had something dark locked deep, deep, deep. He shoved that knowledge at Purslane and felt her comfort flinch away as if burned.
Good.
“Never do that again.” Delavar snapped.
“He fucking-!” But it wasn’t Conall the First was speaking to, cutting the tirade short. When black, unforgiving, eyes glared at Doran, satisfaction made the Devil smirk. A tickle in the back of Conall’s throat said it was because of the threat to Purslane, not the damage done to him. Only a small thought marring his delight. He should be annoyed Del dearest cared more about Con’s mate, then Con himself. Instead it pleased him to know someone so powerful watched after her… Kinda.
“He needs punishment. They both do.” Doran went so far as to be bored, his eyes rolling when he stood from the ground. “I was making a point, and now, I’m making a request. I want to doll out the spanking.” Shark teeth glinted in an emotionless smile when he turned to meet Conall’s gaze.
“Why should I let you be the one who teaches my Fourth a lesson? My Omega.”
“Because it’s time this pack regained perspective.” Doran snapped, rubbing his throat when his voice twinged. Spiteful pleasure, that’s something Con was familiar with, but this new fear was all consuming. It held him in place like a frightened rabbit. Damn it, Purslane. “This was never about gaining cunt, it’s about getting back a sister.”
“Don’t act like you care about Shira after all these years.” Roarke hissed, crossing his arms and leaning against the wall. No more help would come from him today. “You’ve been apathetic about her since the beginning.”
“True, I don’t like my bitches being all bark and no bite.” A snarl ripped from Delavar’s throat, but his Third didn’t fold. “Jaron said-”
“Whatever it takes.” Conall finished.
Real excitement flowed through Doran when Con spoke, like life being breathed into a statue. This was a predator who knew it’s about to get what it wanted. When they all agreed (except for Roarke) to go on this dark path to save Shira, Jaron made them swear it wouldn’t end until Purslane sang. No personal scruples could get in the way.
If he would taint four of his sons with atrocious acts, there had to be a reward to make it worthwhile. Shira needed to be standing at the end of the dark tunnel they walked, not Purslane. She wasn’t family. Maybe only two of the four Alpha’s were the Kings blood, but he’d raised Doran and Conall the same. They owed the old man this. “We protect our own.” Con rasped.
Three sets of eyes swiveled to stare at the Devil willing to betray his own mate. A flash of victory lit Doran’s eyes, until he crushed it underneath a calm facade. But damn it, he was right.
“What? Purslane isn’t one of us, the fuck do I care what happens to her?” he snapped. No one would question the lie and go against Jaron’s orders by default.
Whatever means necessary. “Give her to Doran, see if I care.”
✽✽✽
 
Evil more potent than the devil was never supposed to exist. Yet such darkness stood in front of Purslane with not an ounce of pity, and a lot of curiosity. The constant tug on her heart from Conall’s whirlwind of emotion almost hurt.
Until their bond fell numb twenty minutes ago.
Long enough for Doran to get here and roll out a tool kit on the bench in front of her… punishment gear. Unblinking eyes roved along the naked curves of her body. He stared as his fingers traveled along the leather strip of a crop, and the bamboo of a whipping cane. Beneath the sated expression of haughty neutrality was a hunger she’d never seen from him, glinting like a sharks fin in the water.
“Ready for day one?”
“Fourteen.” she corrected. A single word from her and his hand landed on the riding crop, making it hard to remain demure. Because of her Doran’s pockets were lighter, and his reputation fraying at the seams. Everyone whispered that he lost his touch after boasting he’d break her in three days. And didn’t.
“I reset the counter when we miss a day. And you’ve missed-” Doran pretended to count on his fingers, giving up with an exaggerated shrug after five, before smacking his hand with the leather. “So many.”
She flinched when he came closer, ignoring the eager skip in his step. “Pride and gluttony are unbecoming of a prince.” There’s no pretending her voice isn’t a weak whisper. Not when his fingers grazed her cheek, and she turned to avoid the slightest touch. Still, Purslane didn’t want to believe it was her whimpering so soon.
Her body could be pushed around, bruised, damaged, but in these shackles she had to be strong. A soldier for her country, for the people in Hopelen living their lives unaware of the woman suffering to keep them safe. She wasn’t weak, she wasn’t.
“Your words are so poised, even while strung up like a harlot.” Hateful curses filled her to the brim, a cup ready to overflow. But Purslane said nothing to threaten him. No declarations swore she’d force Conall to experience the same pain she did through their bond. That’s what he wanted, fight.
“To be more precise, you’re a whore, a sold whore. Bought and owned by me, which makes me what?”
“Nothing.” She spat shifting to glare into Doran’s eyes, her own unflinching. Amusement lifted thick brows for a fraction of a second. Then a smirk tightened the corners of his lips. She heard the crack, and the sound of her own shocked cry before feeling the back of his hand on her cheek.
“Not quick to catch on, are you?” Purslane lowered her eyes, keeping her mouth shut tight. Silence was just another kind of survival, that’s all.
“You were always a trouble maker, Purslane. But I enjoyed your wit.” A soft keening left her throat as he slid the crop down her belly. A flash of pain lit up her nipples, one strike after the other.
When he received no answer, Doran slapped her tits with the crop until she jerked, biting her lip to keep from crying. When he attacked the sides of her breasts or underneath, the leather was long enough to lick her nipples with pain. Tears wobbled on Purslane’s lashes as a tingle of heat sprouted between her legs.
“I thought you were boring!” She screamed, and for a second she wished he could understand the truth of that statement the same way Conall would. So he could see it wasn’t her spitefulness driving her to speak, but honesty. “Out of all of you, you were the one I cared for the least!”
Not a single twitch displayed his displeasure, but the next barrage of strikes did. He decorated pale skin in pink stripes, some molting to a furious purple. He assaulted her thighs, her belly, and when he felt cruel back to her chest, making Purslane’s body a canvas as she yanked at the restraints and screamed.
And then the most shameful of all, he delivered a slap to her pussy, his tool coming away wet. “Am I still boring you, Pur?” he murmured with a look bordering on surprise. Doran brought the crop still glistening with arousal to his lips. A slow tongue traveled up the short length of leather, lapping up every drop of her bodies betrayal.
She shook her head, but refused to open her mouth and answer. Pain pulsed in small focused areas on Purslane’s body, urging her to obey. Be good. Another smack to her cunt and she moaned as fire exploded on her clit, lifting her hips with a wailed. “No, sir!”
“That’s better, whore.” Relief was short lived as he turned away, only to walk to the torture table. That was the only way to describe the horrors on it. Things to strike her, too attached to her, to put inside of her.
“May I ask a question, sir?” Doran’s back tensed with a shiver of delight at her weak request. Did it remind him of their days together in the dungeon?
“You may.”
“Where were all of… those… Before?” There’s no need to ask for clarification with his hands splayed over a dark collection like that.
“Put away. Waiting. I wasn’t allowed to fuck you last time, but now there are so many choices.”
“Delavar didn’t give you permission for that!” Panic shook the few nerves holding Purslane together when he ignored her. Either she was wrong, or like Conall he didn’t care about his First’s approval anymore. 
“This is about my pleasure, and your pain, no one else.” The more he said, the more terror built in her throat. A lump she couldn’t speak around. When he turned his hands were empty, and something she’d never seen on Doran’s face made her want to hide under a rock, a boulder, a mountain.
Frustration.
Indecision.
Nothing good came from an Alpha feeling powerless. An idea flashed behind his eyes, and he strode forward with  purpose. Then he veered left and was gone. She twisted her head, straining forward to see past the numb arms blocking her vision. A handsome smile greeted her, waiting for her to see how he held a chain lever hanging from the ceiling.
When he tugged, one of her spread eagled legs was forced up, up and back, until her knee touched a tender breast. The sudden stretch made her whine, muscles tightening in protest. More slick pooled between Purslane’s legs and began to drip down her thighs, earning the sob he’d been anticipating.
Doran remained silent, even as his face spoke volumes about the cravings, the hunger, the need for these acts. This wasn’t the stoic man who turned his nose up when he tortured he like he was bored. Who complained that she took up so much of his time, and he was busy.
When Doran walked to the other side of the room, this time she didn’t watch. The other leg lifted with a hissing sound, leaving her to hang suspended in the air. Chain hands held her open for him, pressing both legs towards her shoulders with enough slack for movement from knee to ankle.
Purslane tried to kick the moment his head was even with her foot, but he swatted the disobedience aside like nothing. She crossed her legs at the ankle to keep him away. More gentle than he’s ever been, Doran took her calves and lifted them until her heels sat on his shoulders.
That’s why he left them free to dangle, so he could move her like a doll. “Sick, you’re sick.” Purslane’s broken whimpers fell on deaf ears. A stiff erection pushed against her cunt, the fabric of his trousers becoming drenched in seconds.
“So are you. This is what you need, Pur.” His fingers pressed against a swollen clit, two fingers spreading her pussy open for him to look at with a growl. At his call more slick rushed down her thighs, and she jerked with a howl of frustration. Her blood was boiling to get away. Not because she wanted more.
When Doran pulled his cock free and slapped and rubbed against Purslane’s folds, her mind went numb. She moaned.
“I thought you didn’t like punishment, little girl.” Smack, smack, smack. Her hips lifted, wiggling in need. “What’s this then?”
His fingers were in her mouth, her tongue lapping at the mixture of Doran’s and her own arousal. “Please-” His thumb shoved her tongue down as he reached for the back of her throat, gagging her so no air could get into desperate lungs. Wetness flooded between her legs as she pressed against his cock in need.
Dark splotches formed over her vision before he pulled his hand back with a pleased purr. “That’s what I thought. Do you want Master’s cock, whore?”
Her head shook no. But Purslane’s mouth couldn’t form the same slurred refusal. “Yessss-” her body tried to rub against the shaft spreading her labia to tickle an ignored and swollen clit with small strokes. It was then she realized he was bigger than Delavar. Much bigger. Purslane’s chin smacked against her collarbone, and she squealed as he laughed.
There’s no way that thing would fit inside her. Was this why pain got him off? Because he’s so big he would tear her apart and it would hurt no matter what? He was bigger than Delavar.
“No no no no.” The word seemed to become all she was, a chant as he aligned their hips. “Too much!”
“Hush, Omega.” The comforting purr he released stilled her like a splash of cold water. Doran reached around her legs to stroke her damp hair as the head of his cock teased her entrance. “You can take it.”
“I can’t.” she tried to argue, tears streaking down her cheeks when he bumped their hips together, trying to get her body to give and allow him in.
“You will.” he snapped, hidden rage coiling his body like a spring as he surged forward. Purslane’s jaw hung open in a soundless scream, the whites of her eyes turning glassy. Electricity arched through every nerve ending in her body. She couldn’t help but watch in detached fascination as her cunt swallowed him whole, unable to take more than half.
Then he pulled back, and slammed in harder, forcing past whatever tightness stopped him. Past the halfway point, past the chaos of agony boiling in her belly, right into orgasmic oblivion. If she didn’t see it herself, she wouldn’t have believed it. Her belly lifted a centimeter when their hips met in sticky, horrific glory and her cunt squeezed tight on his cock.
“Fuck, you did it.” he groaned, bucking against her limp body to keep her coming and spasming around his cock in euphoria as she let out an endless scream begging him to continue. “You took all of me.” Bewilderment colored Doran’s words, making sudden tears slide down her cheeks. He promised she could take it without knowing for sure.
But she couldn’t.  Every time his hips drew back the silence she’d been holding onto crumbled. Piece by piece, thrust by thrust, she was dissolving. Cum shot into her womb when she howled for more, pushing her farther towards the edge and dangling her sanity over shark filled waters.
His knot swelled, and the sound she made was more than human as her body thrashed and bucked. Begging for everything. Begging for salvation. How could he grow bigger, and bigger, when he was already so huge? Her belly extended when the base of his cock expanded and began to pump her full of cum that had no way to escape. She was still screaming in bliss. Had she ever stopped?
It didn’t matter. Nothing mattered except the way he kept rutting her strung up body, snarling and roaring himself hoarse. Every attempt to pull out was stopped short by the searing sensation of his knot keeping them together. From the blinding white numbness came an emotion she could no longer produce. Rage, followed by fear.
“Conall.” Other people existed, the foreign tug from their bond a reminder. One that grounded her to this sordid world. Enough to be alive again, enough to be Purslane instead of a spasming cunt that needed Alpha cock to feel complete. “Connie-”
Doran’s bellow shook the walls as his hand wrapped tight around her throat. “How dare you call another male’s name while I’m inside of you, whore!”
“D- D-” Grip loosened, eager to hear his own name spill out, Purslane couldn’t help but sneer through her gasp, tears salting her lips. “Delavar.”
“Disobedient slut.” he spat, grinding their hips together until she wailed in glorious agony as her belly tightened, urging Doran to dump more of his seed inside of her. “I know how to make you behave.”
A calloused thumb pressed on her jaw, forcing Purslane to turn her head and expose her throat as he continued to fuck her raw. Doran dipped his tongue along her collarbone, tasting the mark Conall left on her skin. “We were supposed to experience this together, I see no reason not to keep that plan.”
“Where is he!?” Delavar’s voice thundered somewhere far away. A savior who showed up far too late. She still tried to call out for him, only for Doran to slam her mouth shut with an enraged hiss. When blunted teeth clamped on her tongue blood leaked from the corners of her lips.
At the sight of bright scarlet, Doran molded their bodies together, tilting her face for the best angle to bite. Purslane heard the pounding footsteps of a runner, but knew Delavar would be too late. The shark took his pound of flesh, sinking razors into her throat so a ring of scars would wrap in a perfect circle around her jugular. Placed right above Conall’s.
Wild curls turned the corner as she stared over Doran’s shoulder, cheek resting against the crook of his neck, and expression devoid of all emotion. Delavar’s black eyes met Purslane’s bloodshot hazel. He stood frozen in place as Doran jerked their hips together. Mouth full of flesh, he continued to pump shot after shot of hot disobedience inside of her belly until she was so full it leaked past the knot.




Chapter Seven
21 1/2 days without Suppressant
Color didn’t exist in Purslane’s eyes with her pupils blown wide in Omega lust. A reflective crystalline ring outlined her gaze, but there was no life left in the small color. If he moved, Delavar would kill his Third. Rip him apart limb by limb while his knot kept him locked inside of that woman.
The one who’d been stolen from him. Not once, but twice by people he should’ve been able to trust. Delavar’s hands curled into fists, and he stepped forward possession and rage burning in every muscle. Only for Roarke to brush past him, arms overflowing with towels and blankets.
Conall skittered by next, unable to raise his head and look at the mate he’d thrown to something far worse than the Devil. Regret wasn’t an emotion their father taught them to feel. No mercy, ever. Yet that’s what his pack mates were about to give… and Delavar was letting them.
Conall worked on releasing Purslane’s limbs from their bindings, and Roarke helped Doran hold her up. So she wouldn’t drop and crack her head while still impaled with cock. Limp as a rag doll Pur was draped against the Third’s chest when they sat, still fused together. Within seconds Conall lunged forward and yanked the blankets from Roarke’s hands.
There’s no argument from anyone when Con cocooned Purslane into a safe, warm, haven. Fabric got tucked around her body so no skin touched Doran. Futile attempts at comfort. Delavar knew she wouldn’t view it as a kindness, but as the end of one day’s torment.
And she’d be right.
✽✽✽
 
Nothing existed until soft cotton blankets descended on Purslane’s shoulders. Bonding with Conall had been confusing; it was full of sharp emotional pain. A need to be loved, accepted, favored. With Doran there was nothing. Just a black room with no light, and dark tile floor that spread unending coldness from her feet up.
At first she thought it another noose like what connected her to Con, but it wasn’t. It was a wisp that edged around her peripherals. Waiting, testing, trying to get closer. She flinched when those ethereal fingers tickled up her spine at the same time Doran’s real hands did.
More tears poured from her eyes, even when Conall crouched and tried to calm her by cooing. Kindness was a painful reminder of what used to be. These men once claimed they were friends, and that despite being a Beta they cared for her. What a lie, a sham. She refused to believe them ever again.
Of the five people in this room, Purslane was the least fucked up. And that knowledge was terrifying. Except no panic welled in her chest, no smothered need to play dead paralyzed weak muscles. All that existed was calm and furious agitation. Neither of which belonged to her.
“Hey, hey...” Conall’s melodious chirp tried to gain her attention as he knelt in front of her. “Look at me.” It’s mumbled sweetly, as he ran his fingers through her hair to work out the knots.
...I don’t want to hurt anyone...
Purslane shook her head free of the invasive thought emanating from Conall. Whatever twisted bond fused them together, she knew the truth. Even if that longing to be a lesser evil was real - monster. He was a monster. And the pretty boys pretty actions wouldn’t change that. But the noose pulled both ways, and she leaned forward to press her head against Conall’s shoulder for comfort, less his agony strangle her. It made everything right in the world.
“Oh, don’t do that.” Doran whined, wrapping his arms around her waist to keep Purslane in place. Con kept on running his fingers through her hair with only mild aggravation.
“You’re okay. It’s gonna be okay,” he whispered against the shell of her ear. Who would have known the Devil of Sulbai had such a kind nature beneath all the spite and rage?
Without warning Purslane reached out and brushed Conall’s cheek before shaking her head. “Liar.” she rasped, burying her face in the boy’s neck. The room remained silent after her comment. Somehow being pressed between these two mates, no matter how much she wanted to despise them, they put her together again. The smothering calm became soothing, the fidgeting nervousness a reminder of humanity.
When Doran’s knot began to go down, the ache in her belly became a constant throb. Purslane sobbed when strong hands lifted her off of the man’s swollen member, releasing a rush of fluid to splatter against both Alpha’s laps. It ruined the cocoon of sheets Conall wrapped her in, the scent making her mouth salivate in a desire for more. A sense of smugness brushed her skin through the bond with Doran, as Conall nudged her like a spoiled prince with his hardening cock.
Con stood aching for attention, and Purslane’s lips parted without a fight. Her tongue circled the head of his dick to lap at the tantalizing drip of fluid leaking out. In one rough thrust he’s down her throat, liquid ambrosia coating the inside of her cheeks as he released in seconds. From the corner of her lips dripped the ownership of cum as he rocked his hips against her nose.
“Enough!” Delavar’s howl wasn’t enough to break Purslane from her cock drunk stupor. Her throat continued to swallow, loud mewls begging for more of the tantalizing substance. A hand grabbed the roots of her hair, yanking hard to tear her mouth away with a loud pop. “I said enough.”
Still on her knees, somewhere between dangling and kneeling, Purslane gazed into Delavar’s eyes her own the same shade of black. Except the color in hers came from an Omega haze that made all of this okay. It morphed her into a creature that enjoyed the mess of blankets covered in both of her mates scent.
A calloused thumb swiped under her gaze, the touch tender. “Would you like a bath, little lady?” Promises of cleanliness brought an image of Delavar shoving his length between her hands, forcing her to stroke.
“Yes.” Purslane was speaking before she realized her mouth opened. “Do you want to take one with me?”
Disturbia flit across his face so quick, only she saw. The uncontrolled request a stark reminder that this wasn’t who she was. Delavar remained still as a rock, examining her like she were a stranger.
“Do you want to take a bath?” he asked again, giving her the opportunity to be Purslane instead of whatever wretch was created in the dungeon. This time, an answer didn’t come. Did Purslane want to be clean, and free of the scent markers of two evil men? Of course… And absolutely not.
One thing she was certain about. “I want to be Beta.” the loud sucking sob she gave was nothing compared to the flood of bittersweet pheromones reeking of desolation. She smelled like a distressed Omega, and already Alpha’s were reacting. Hackles got raised, and her mates both let out a symphony of purrs.
Once again Delavar stroked her cheek, and there’s a miniscule amount of comfort in the gesture. Purslane closed her eyes before leaning against the touch. It might be small, but it was the only true kindness she’d received.
When a cackling sound rumbled from his chest, this time she knew what he was trying to do. Doran and Conall wanted to devour her, their purrs were selfish. This was pure, unsure, vulnerable. Encouragement exploded from her own chest, sounding like the broken coos of a dove. Surprise raised Delavar’s brows as she slid into his arms and wrapped her own around his waist. She wanted to be cared for. Once he’d been her favorite, and he wasn’t hurting her now.
Purslane rested a cheek to the loudest part of his chest, letting out another pur so he could feel the vibration through her entire body. Sharp musk swept through the chamber, a combination of jealousy and anger from... three males, including Roarke. She tried to step away, but Delavar held her in place with a firm hand on the small of her back.
Purslane flinched at the soft tickles as he pulled her hair to the side, and draped the long golden curtain over Doran’s and Conall’s mating marks. Bare to the world, it created the illusion of an unclaimed Omega. He’d primed her left shoulder to be ready for a barrage of teeth, unmarred by the beasts who’d taken her. Delavar stroked the soft skin, trailing patterns on her breastbone. A mewl broke the silence as she batted coquettish lashes at him.
“Roarke.” The Alpha muttered. His brother’s presence was instant, and the fresh blanket draped over her nude body welcome. Before the Second could pull her away, Delavar cocked his head and moved her hair back into place. A naked shoulder would be a tempting target. When she pulled the sheets up to hide the exposed skin, he let out an approving growl. But it wasn’t to save that bit of flesh for his teeth, it was to hide from all of them. Even him.
Somehow warmth still fluttered in her stomach at the sound, right before a sharp sense of judgement sliced through her chest. From two directions. With an Omega snarl, she pushed back against two annoyed mates with her own irritation, the image of a scolding mother popping into her head. As First Alpha, and her captor, she owed her primary affections to Delavar. Even if they were her only mates now… something profound and sinister inside Purslane wanted, knew, all four of them would be hers. Eventually. Soon.
Con ducked his head with an abashed and impish blush, but Doran hissed at the audacity of being scolded.
“Charge and I’ll put you in the ground.” Roarke snapped, grey eyes flashing steel. He’d been waiting for his turn, even without the mark it was easy to see. Intention thrummed through his body, a charged yearning to get her out of there.
“Don’t stop at the wash basin.” Doran hissed, lips pulled tight. “Delavar and Conall both got to parade her around the castle smelling of them.” A shiver raked her tired body at the memory of sitting through lunch with hungry eyes watching and imagining. Even Jaron’s terrifying attention was on her that day. In the halls Omegas showered her with compliments. They teased as her if not knowing where she’d been before the First took her as a fuck toy. Purslane shivered again.
Delavar was silent, fuming as he thought over the options. “Unless you want to add your own scent to the mix, like Conall? Must I remind you this girl is a means to an end, again?”
“That changed when you marked her.” Roarke snapped.
“She’s not in estrus, it’s reversible. We toss her to some weaker Alpha to fuck when she’s useless, he mates her in estrus and-” He mimed wiping his hands clean. Weakness spread to Purslane’s knees. Before Roarke could catch her she slumped to the ground, the hollow feeling in her chest a burning ache.
There’d never been a case of an Alpha biting an Omega in Hopelen, and not keeping her. A twang of pained longing she couldn’t control reached out towards Doran’s bond. The corner of one eye flinched, and she tried releasing a pur for him. With a roar the man rushed forward, only stopped by a powerful first ramming into his stomach.
Purslane’s cry rang throughout the room as she rushed forward, flinging herself over the wheezing body of her mate. Instinct was the only thing left in her, and an Omega’s instinct was to seek love, and protect what was hers. Seek love and protect. Seek love and - “Delavar please!”
“You’d defend him after all this?” Delavar demanded, taking her by the arm and giving her a hard shake. The inevitable vibrant bruises would blend with all the rest. She nodded her head.
“No more,” Purslane begged, sagging in his hold. “No more violence, gods please, Del.”
“Get her out of my sight.” The man snarled, throwing her at Roarke. “Now!”
Her savior wasted no time escaping, swooping the raw Omega into his arms without so much as a grunt of strain. Even being so kind, soft, and just his strength was a reminder that Roarke’s capability for violence matched the brutal pack mates he’d tied himself to. He’d let them do this to her after a half assed struggle.
None of them were saviors.




Chapter Eight
22 days without Suppressant
“The bond is more powerful than I gave it credit for.” Doran mused, leaning against the wall as Conall filled three glasses with a glittering amber drink. What an understatement. When Conall became despondent to the point of almost being another person, Doran thought the boy weak. Such a thing wouldn’t be surprising coming from a Fourth.
How was Doran supposed to know it would be like this? A physical sensation, centered right beneath the breastbone. Emotion. The one thing he’d been missing in life. A lost puzzle piece that Shira would have returned subtly. She was supposed to be a catalyst that centered Doran and Conall’s extremist personalities.
Now that person was Purslane, and it was tearing her apart as much as it was them. Too much empathy, too much conscious, something they wouldn’t have gotten from Shira. It’s a constant ringing in the back of Doran’s mind. One that sounded too much like Purslane’s keening wails for mercy. “She’s quite the crybaby.”
“I’d be crying too if you ripped me open like that.” Conall sniffed, offering a drink despite knowing it’d be waved away. A glass found its way to the windowsill Delavar stood at, his eyes glowing in controlled rage.
“I wouldn’t know. I waited until after I finished to bite her.” Doran drawled.
The crystal cup shattered in Delavar’s hand as he turned inch by painful inch towards his Third. It was clear in the rippling of muscle it took all he had not to rip out the man’s throat.
On the battlefield, Delavar had the sharp wit of someone twice his age and twice his experience. Even if Doran could outsmart the man in any other aspect of life… His head lowered in reluctant submission. Alpha’s followed strength. And he wasn’t too keen on experiencing what the whelps under his whip must experience by being beaten into submission. Again. This time with feeling.
“Information. That’s all you were supposed to gather. Tell me why I shouldn’t rip you to pieces and leave the remains of your corpse for scavengers to fuck and eat until nothing’s left.”
“I got what we needed.” Doran shrugged, as if failing his objective were impossible. For weeks, Purslane made him believe it was. If not for the mark whispering truth into his ear, she would still be in the dungeons. Whips, crops, cane’s, and worse her only friends.
The balloon expanding in his chest at the thought of his failure made Doran hesitate. Smugness. She was smug he didn’t succeed. Because she thought touching her had been some last desperate attempt to win. And she was right. There’s no hiding that information with the bond between them.
“Are you going to tell us, or are you going to sit there and fuck with Pur some more?” Conall snapped, jewels jangling in a haughtiness Doran somehow found annoying even before nipping the Omega. “I can sense her flinching every time you try to touch her.”
Doran’s own intrigue flavored every cringe when he reached through their connection. Open and raw, her mind was still too frail to keep the probing fingers of his interest at bay. It’s a quick reminder that selfishness was another reason he’d taken the poor Omega. 
Poor… what a disconcerting thought. He’d never shown sympathy towards another living creature before. It was an annoying sensation, like an uncontrollable tick that always turned his thoughts back to his quivering mate. The one who’d been bathed and clothed by another male. Who now laid with her back pressed to that same male’s chest.
“You’ve been mated to the girl longer than me, and you still haven’t figured out her weakness?” Doran scoffed, crossing his arms with an unpleasant tightness in his chest. 
How strange these emotions were. Different from the cold rationale that pervaded his mind ever since childhood. Anger was the only accessible emotion he could summon, or rather, that could be ripped out of him as a boy. Or as a man. Now each twitch had meaning when Delavar drummed his fingers, impatient and worried. Not just annoyed. Conall’s nose flared in shame not mere resentment. And all that knowledge came from a warm gentle pulse at the crest of his ribs.
Purslane.
“What about her?” Delavar demanded, snapping Doran out of his reverie.
He hadn’t thought her name, he’d said it out loud. That was enough to satisfy his morbid curiosity with his ‘mate’ and the influence of their bond. How had Conall described the way Purslane shut him out? A wall, severing the string holding them together. With a sigh, Doran raised a hand for silence before rubbing between his brows.
Concentration was key. With a deep breath, he imagined a giant wall being built against the Omega he’d taken. Surprise echoed through the smoke holding them together, followed by relief. Purslane wanted him to block her out. To get a moment’s rest from the frigid darkness seeping inside the cracks of her, thanks to the mark left on her flesh by his teeth.
“What are you doing?” Conall yelped, pretty green eyes going wide.
Delavar stood tall at the shout, an untrusting snarl ripping from his throat. After what Doran did, he couldn’t blame his Alpha. He’d been enamored with the girl longer than any of them, except perhaps Roarke. Of course he’d be jealous. Jealousy, that’s what Doran’s been experiencing ever since she’d snuggled against his Second.
“Trying to get some privacy.” Doran replied, voice the same calm it always was. But the inside of him was rife with anger, annoyance, suspicion. All thoughts from Conall. Doran had the sudden realization that with Shira… those would be the only things he experienced. Warriors emotions, nothing else. And that made him sad.
“Damn it get out of my head!” he roared, unable to stop the blade of agony shoved into his chest by the bitches sadness. With a groan, he gripped his head, and used that proverbial dagger to slice through their connection. The sound of her cry was hot in his ears, before silence. Whatever sound he envisioned at the painful severance, Doran knew it was real the moment Conall wheezed.
“What the fuck did you-” Confusion contorted the boys face, “She’s happy you’re gone. Even if it hurts, she’s happy you- oh.”
The warmth in Doran’s chest was receding fast, but there’s enough of Purslane left to see dread on his pack mates face.
“You’re out of your mind if that’s your plan.”
A slow smirk twisted the Third’s lips, disturbing from the lack of emotion inside the gesture. Doran was back to his normal self, a comfortable shell for a man who knew rational calculation was more effective than whatever games Pur liked to play. And yet he craved the warmth of her body, and the delicious cries that came from her throat.
Twinges of annoyance flit through his chest, and his hands curled into fists before relaxing again. There’s nothing out of the ordinary when separated from Purslane, there isn’t. He’s back to being what people referred to as Doran the Soulless - a man who enjoyed inflicting pain and examining the way the human mind breaks inch by inch.
And now his own brain was racing with all the new possibilities Purslane presented. With her, he’d be able to taste the devastation, and that made her extra fascinating. There wouldn't be anymore wondering what it was like to suffer. “No. I’m completely sane. But she won’t be by the time we’re done with her.”
✽✽✽
 
Roarke was missing. The lack of warmth at her back nerve-racking. At some point in the day he’d left her unprotected, and night descended after she fell asleep. Disappointment flashed through her, and Purslane received a twinge of annoyance from Conall… and fear. For her.
Panic flared in her chest as she scrambled from the lush bed, trying not to stumble on the moonlit floors. Hours ago she’d been too incoherent to notice, but Roarke had taken her back to the same bedroom they’d left her last time. The colorful lie that promised she’d never see the dungeon again.
Hurt still throbbed in her skin and between her legs. It was all a haze, the flash of a crop, the slick leaking out of an eager cunt like a waterfall. All that slick tried to help ease Doran’s cock inside of her. And she’d wanted it, begged for it. Even the memory brought heat, and her thighs flooded in arousal. She craved more, anything more that they’d give her.
What’s wrong with her? There wasn’t enough time to contemplate that question before the door swung open. Bright light flooded the darkness, Delavar’s silhouette lit by a halo of what looked to her like fire. Shadow obscured his face, but the tautness in his body spoke volumes. First Con was on edge, now him.
She took a step back shaking her head, and he growled. “Be still.”
Fear froze her muscles in place when he used that voice. One that teetered on the edge of control. One that demanded total subserviency or promised the worst pain imaginable. Tears collected at the corner of Purslane’s eyes as Delavar approached.
He swiped a thumb along her cheek but his hand didn’t stop there. Instead he shifted lower to caress a shoulder, and lower to cup her breast thankfully covered in the flowing white gown Roarke dressed her in. When her nipples hardened under the swirl of his fingers, Del growled in approval. Slick drenched her thighs, making her whine and press harder against his touch.
“Behave.” He rasped, grabbing a fistful of Purslane’s hair only to brush his forehead against hers. When she mewled in complaint, the hand flicking and tweaking each breast trailed lower until his fingers found heat. He didn’t even ask her to beg first, instead rubbing her clit as he slid two fingers inside of her. Roarke knew better than to give her panties.
“Wh-”
“Silence.”
Purslane’s lips slammed shut, before opening with a load moan as he played with her body. He slid slick covered fingers along her labia. Kiss after kiss were placed on her shoulders when her hips began to rock against the slow, never changing thrust of his hand. He eased the flood of slick out of her with quick efficient torture, groaning as he captured her cries against his own lips.
“Delavar.” the soft pur leaked from her chest before she could stop it, and his fist tightened in her hair. With a grunt, her tore away, and shoved her into the hall, arousal racing down to her ankles. A few more days and puddles of Omega slick would rush to the call of his fingers. It was so different from when he first shoved them inside of her, annoyed by how hard it was to make her body respond.
Purslane doesn’t make a sound when he followed her into the silent hall, no one present to bear witness. Silence pervaded the air as she marched forward, but this time Purslane’s become wiser. Just because there were no cheering crowds, didn’t mean she wasn’t being taken to an execution. The axeman might be proverbial, but he’ll still want her head.
She’d never heard it so quiet behind the walls of Tel Kharnis keep. No Alpha rowdiness echoed through the castle, no Omega squeals, or Beta huffs that usually accompanied the racket with an eyeroll. Whatever was about to happen her mates considered a tragedy.
The slap of bare feet on ancient stone gave way to the dull crinkle of dry glass when Delavar led them outside to a courtyard. Large trees reached skywards, a field of yellow grass, and small flowers trapped and walled in the confinement of Tel Kharnis keep. A box larger than king Nerium’s ballroom. It's a miniature forest, with trees older than the walls surrounding na’Asisrah and Hopelen… and another land that was now nothing more than a city.
Delavar shoved between her shoulders to stop her gaping, and Purslane stumbled forward. With a sigh he grabbed her by the arm. If not for the painful grip, thick roots would have caused Purslane to fall countless times when they hit the trees. When the pace was still too slow for his liking, he tossed her over the shoulder with a frustrated growl.
Purslane tried to calm him with soft sounds, and Delavar gave her a harsh shake. For the rest of the trip, she lay limp, staring at the twisted branches that blocked out starlight. Not even a twinkle got through the gnarled limbs. Never had moonlight seemed so menacing than when they reached a bare patch in the trees.
Her feet touched the ground once more, but she stayed stiff as a board, eyes locked on Delavar’s chest. Whatever was awaiting them, she didn’t want to see. So he took her by the shoulders and turned Purslane around without a word. She let out a wordless cry trying to lurch forward, but his hands were stronger than chains.
“Roarke!”
Firelight gleamed off two scarlet trails of blood streaking from the man's forehead to his shoulder. Mottled purple bruises laid fresh underneath the vibrant color. A prisoner like Purslane, they bound Roarke’s wrists with leather straps, made raw around the edges from obvious struggle. Conall and Doran stood on either side of their Second, holding him down to a stool.
“Roarke!” She wailed again, trying to yank out of Delavar’s grip. His arm wrapped around her waist and lifted her into the air. That’s when she took in the altar and the torches that lit the clearing.
“You’ve been a worthy adversary, Pur.” he murmured against her ear. “There’s no shame in breaking tonight, you’ve done your country proud.”
“I won’t.” she moaned, closing her eyes against the sight. The constant sway of movement acting as her vision told her Delavar was slow in approaching the sacrificial display. This was the end, wasn’t it? There would be a loser tonight. Either she broke, or… or... Purslane didn’t know what they’d do if she didn’t give them what they needed.
“You will.” Delavar growled, shoving her against the altar. Purslane wheezed at the touch of his hand on her neck, holding her cheek to cold stone.
“Fight!” Roarke roared, before a thunk shut him up. “Fight!” Another hit, and she flinched. But she remained still. Struggling, or trying to wiggle away was tempting, and so very unrealistic. Delavar was the Alpha, simple Omega tactics wouldn’t delay him. It’d only enrage him.
“Good girl.” Conall purred, each soft rumble allowing her muscles to unclench.
“See, she wants us. The little whore can’t help it.” Doran snickered, before another smack resounded off Roarke’s ribs.
“Be quiet, Doran!” Delavar demanded, before letting out a cackling pur to sooth Purslane down again. Despite the gruffness of his voice, his hands were soft as he lifted Purslane’s skirt, allowing it to drape around her waist. The slick on her legs grew cold in the breeze, a shiver traveling up her spine.
“Conall.”
At the summons, the pretty one pranced forward, throwing a look of triumph over his shoulder. Despite the emotion in that gaze, Purslane realized she felt nothing from either bond connecting to her Alpha’s. Another dread filled moan left her throat.
“Oh hush now, none of that.” Con teased, giving her ass a playful slap. “See, look at that. So much slick for the smallest of punishments.”
“Get her ready for me.” Delavar muttered, relinquishing the best spot behind her to his Fourth.
“Yes, sir.” Con purred. There wasn’t enough time to ask what he meant before a cock shoved inside of her. No gentle warm up started their romp as Purslane flung her arms out, trying to find something to hang onto.
Her cunt squeezed in delight as he grabbed her wrists, and jerked them behind her back, holding her arms in place as he slammed their hips together. More and more slick pooled between her legs with each thrust, giving Conall exactly what he wanted. With a loud purr he wet his fingers in her arousal before thrusting two digits in her ass.
The rough stimulus brought Purslane over the edge in seconds with a scream. Whatever wall kept their bond severed, shattered in mindless glory. The connection with her Alpha not only reconnected, but amplified their combined orgasm into a toxic drug of pure bliss.
“Don’t you dare fucking knot her.” Delavar’s roar sounded so far away, but still Conall pulled out with a groan of agony. Purslane whimpered as an immediate ache for more formed in her core, her hips thrusting back to give a tantalizing wiggle. Alpha cum sprayed on the back of her thighs, her mates scent hiding the rest of the world behind a haze of need.
He pushed the head of his cock inside her rear end with the same ferocity used to take her cunt. Only the swollen knot kept him from going any further. A loud yelp of surprise made Roarke grimace, and his pack mates chuckle.
“You’re all going to like this.” For a second Purslane though Conall was speaking to her. His fingers were caressing the mark on her shoulder as he kept trying to stretch her rear. When she glanced back, he was looking between the other Alpha’s. “The mark makes it so much better.”
Delavar grunted his response, gesturing Doran to come forward. Confusion wiggled its way to the forefront of Purslane’s mind as he grabbed Roarke. Then he shoved the man to his knees next to the pedestal where they displayed Purslane.
“I’m still stronger than him.” Doran said, tilting his chin towards Conall. “He won’t overpower me.”
“If I say you’re the new Fourth then you are.” Delavar barred pearly white teeth, firelight flashing of the points and making Purslane whimper. A shift in power dynamics never bode well for the Omega who caused it.
Doran didn’t bother looking at Purslane as he grabbed her by the hair, twisting the golden locks around his wrist and yanking her from Con. The new Third hissed, but allowed him to put her knees on the pedestal. With the echo of their bond still intact, she could sense apprehension in Conall’s new position. Yes, the turn of events pleased him, so did being Delavar’s new de facto favorite.
Con’s betrayal was an accident. When he fucked Pur, he was misbehaving in a way only he was allowed. The mark wasn’t on purpose. Doran and Roarke’s deeds were both intentional - even if the bond wasn’t telling her what those betrayals were. But that didn’t mean Con could take either man in a one-on-one duel when Delavar wasn’t there.
A sharp tug tightened the grip on her hair, making Purslane whine. Doran tore into her shoulder with a flash of pain, the dig of sharpened teeth slicing into her skin creating a well of blood. If reconnecting with Conall was an explosion, then this was being thrust underwater.
Calm, cold, nothingness. Except perhaps a twitch of anger, flavored by annoyance. Ragged breaths wheezed from her throat as the Alpha kept Purslane on her knees, back arched. His tongue lapped at the copper nectar flowing from her new found wound. When he released the strained position, it was only to sit and grab the back of Purslane’s thighs forcing her to straddle his waist.
“Not again-” the rejection slipped out before she could stop it, and Doran just smiled. He’d touched something inside of her that Purslane never wanted seen again. There was cruelty in the gesture as his fingers tickled up her spine, earning a shiver.
Her scream split the air as another set of teeth cut into her skin while Purslane was distracted. The telling glint of gold jewelry, and the warm buzzing of possession in her chest signaled it was Conall. Without a sound, he’d slid behind her while his pack mate brutalized her shoulder first. It was only when Delavar took Roarke by the neck and forced him to stand that Purslane understood.
“No!” her hand reared to strike, and with brute strength Doran wrapped himself tight around her body. Arms forced to her side his strength stopped the frantic wiggling, and held her in place. With Purslane secured against the new Fourth’s chest, Conall assisted Delavar.
Con held Roarke’s head back, thumb and forefinger jammed between his jaw to keep the mans mouth open. No matter how much he and Purslane both struggled, Delavar’s control was absolute. A lesson for them both.
Tightness coiled in her body when they placed Roarke’s teeth higher than the other two scars with reverence. Delavar smacked the back of his head, forcing his brothers muscle to contract and dig deeper into pale skin. When she yelped, Roarke tried to spit out the pocket of flesh in his mouth, only for Con to slam his palm against Roarke’s chin.
If Conall was the noose, and Doran a dark, cold room with shadows on the wall, then Roarke was the rickety stool she’d be forced to stand on. The only thing keeping the rope from going taught. And Delavar - that made him the man who either pushed her from the chair, or ensured she didn’t fall.




Chapter Nine
22 1/2 days without Suppressant
The weakest pack member always marked a shared Omega first. Except in this case, the Alpha being punished marked her first. It would be the quietest connection, each new bite overlapping that initial bond. Doran was correct in thinking Conall couldn’t override his influence. And Roarke was in no position to exert the effort needed to subjugate the new Fourth’s affect on their flower.
It was up to Delavar. With a grunt, he threw his brother to the ground uncaring if he watched or fled now that the deed was done. If Roarke hadn’t complained, and instead huddled in the corner silent as he’d done with every other plan to torture Pur, he wouldn’t have been involved. It was not only a refusal to take part; Roarke had the audacity to claim he’d stop Delavar if he went along with Doran’s crazy plan.
Nothing was too far when it came to getting back their sister. Their mother’s daughter. Their family.
When he took Con’s position behind Purslane she let out the most pitiful whine. Straight blonde hair brushed his nose, the scent of fear and lilac soap. His finger hooked around the golden curtain and pulled it over the shoulder holding three weeping wounds. Blood soaked into the silken strands but he paid no mind, instead burying his nose in the clear expanse of skin on her bared neck.
Her squeak doesn’t dissuade him; it only made more blood pump to his throbbing cock. With a growl, Delavar began to unlace the nightgown she wore. Roarke dressed her like a doll before putting Purslane to sleep. It was perfect. All lace, and near transparent fabric that showed the hidden shadow of a petite figure.
“Delavar!” At her call, he pinned her against Doran’s chest. The one who scared her more than anything. With an uncharacteristic obedience, his Fourth laid across the altar, and hung long legs over the edge. It gave his First better access to Purslane.
“Be quiet.” Delavar growled, running slow fingers along the slick drenched lips of her pussy. When he pushed two digits inside she squealed, but her hips jerked back in want. And damn him, he smirked.
Dissatisfaction thundered across Doran’s face at her immediate enthusiasm, the fresh connection to Purslane sizzling his mind with uncontrolled emotion. It had to be the bond, out of all four pack mates, Doran was always the least jealous. The second least obedient.
“You knew you’d be shared,” Delavar growled, dropping his pants before smearing sweet slick along his cock with confident strokes. “Now be a good girl and take all of your Alpha’s without complaint.”
At the same time Delavar aligned his hips to push against Purslane’s rear, Doran angled himself to slide into an eager cunt. Four arms compressed her between two of the most powerful Alphas in the world and forced her to bear down on the strain of their massive cocks. When she tried to scream in surprise, Conall shoved his dick between her lips.
A long moment passed before a loud feminine moan broke the silence. “Her eyes are fucking black.” Conall purred, cupping her jaw as he began to thrust against her tongue. Soft trilling noises escaped her throat as she rocked forward to take any inch the Devil wasn’t giving her.
With a smirk, Delavar decided she could use some help and snapped their hips together. One powerful shove, and her nose touched Con’s stomach, making him yelp in shocked delight. The most adorable Omega growl rumbled in Purslane’s chest and her hips swung back in challenge.
A harsh slap to her rump left a glowing handprint, the punishment spurring shivers up and down her spine. A mewl vibrated down Conall’s cock, making the Third throw his head back in delight. When Doran began to move, Delavar was the only thing keeping him from trying to force his dick in its entirety up inside the poor flower.
It wasn’t long before Purslane wailed for more, and they took her undeserved lust with gluttony. All three of them moved as one, filling her to the brim with cock. In the corner of Delavar’s eye, he saw Roarke watching from the ground in the same place he’d landed, hand working towards furious relief.
Conall spilled first, tearing out of her mouth before his second knot of the night could lock behind Purslane’s jaw. Her loud gasp worked in the Devil’s favor, mouth open wide for the spray of Alpha cum that coated her tongue. The sound of her swallowing, only to reach between her legs and taste the mixed flavor of her and Doran’s arousal made Delavar grow.
“Turn her around.” he ordered, ignoring his new Fourth’s disgruntled look. He’d be lucky if Delavar allowed him to come at all, instead of forcing the disobedient mutt to fuck his own hand like Roarke.
Purslane whined like a spoiled pup when she was lifted off both cocks, hips thrashing in her bodies insane desire to be filled again. Doran slid out from beneath her as Conall came around to the same side of the altar. The two lesser males held Purslane open for their First, keeping her arms against the stone, and her thighs spread wide. But neither action was necessary; Purslane’s eyes were black, her pupils blown in Omega lust.
“Please-” Delavar trailed his fingers down the naked masterpiece of her body. Delicate gasps surfaced as more and more of Purslane’s shyness came back the less dick she received. “Please, Del!”
Sharp teeth descended to the bud of her nipple, his tongue flicking against the sensitive flesh. Her back arched, legs trying to close as her pussy twitched for more. Without the blinding combination of two more Alpha’s driving into her, Purslane was becoming more and more self-aware. Large tears sprouted at the corner of her eyes, a soft whimper escaping when he pressed a kiss to her collar bone.
A placating purr rasped from her chest, and Delavar speared her to the hilt, sinking the entire length of his shaft inside of her still spasming sheath. This time when his mouth descended, it was to tear into the smooth porcelain skin above her breast. He placed his mark right over her heart while his knot expanded, locking them together as their bodies pulsed and squeezed load after load of liquid pleasure into her womb.
Warmth flowed into Delavar as she thrashed and begged for more. Pleasure the likes of which he’d never experienced drove him to keep pounding into Purslane's over stuffed cunt. It’s the bright light of sunshine, or a hug with no hidden motives. He knew they were both outside on the sacrificial dias, the same one Doran and Conall would have used to claim Shira. But none of it mattered, all that mattered was meeting the gaze of his sweet Omega.
Except there’s no matching bewilderment or delight on her beautiful face. There’s nothing but the complete devastation Doran promised. A woman torn to pieces by men who murdered, who conquered, who destroyed. Purslane didn’t know what, or who, she was anymore. She just knew she wanted it to stop, and Delavar - no all four, could feel her break at the same time.
“Caecina cove.” she whispered, “The path to Hopelen is at Caecina cove.”
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First I'll steal her body. Then her soul. Her willingness. And finally the greatest prize of all, her heart.
A glorified crime princess, Eliza deHai knows more than her innocent facade suggests. She's the daughter of the cities most notorious gang leader. Outside of myself. And I plan on taking all of her secrets in the most brutal and shameful ways possible - whether she wants me to or not.
I’m not an omega, but that doesn't matter to the greatest monster Omega City has ever seen. If he says I’m an omega then I am.
This man who terrifies and excites me wants answers to questions I can't give. And he's going to punish me in ways my coddled existence never prepared me for. But Hagan makes one error when he takes me. He thinks to break the one thing no Alpha can.
My stubbornness.
Omega City Lockdown is Book one of two in a sinister, dark Omegaverse m/f series that takes place in the Lockdown universe. A world with three surviving countries trapped behind grand walls that keep the horrors of the outside world at bay. For those who adore twisted tales and complete power exchange, this book has a dark ending with no light at the end of the tunnel. You’ll have to get to the very end for that.




Chapter One
This is not Juniper’s bedroom. Instead of the second most feared Alpha in the city, a tiny young woman sits at a vanity so certain of safety - she hums along to a slow melody crackling from a portable radio. Her eyes remain closed allowing Hagan to take a few seconds to process everything, his gaze darting about the room as he sits perched on the windowsill dripping from rain water.
Powder blue walls with no decoration other than lacey trim, two grand armoires for clothing, and a frilly pink bed with linen and canopy to match. This doesn’t belong to a bloodthirsty monster - The Omega lied. After being tortured beyond compare, this is where that traitor pointed to on the map.
Juniper’s ‘most protected room’.
Hagan didn’t work his ass off plotting revenge for eighteen years for a little bitch sitting in someone else's chair to fuck it up. Yet, no matter how he tries to spin it, Juniper will still be a thorn in his side. Because an entrancing Omega with straight black hair is singing in her place. All the meticulous planning, all the war and bloodshed of the past twenty years, it can’t be justified now. And whoever this girl is, she’s to blame.
Rain pattered on Hagan’s white mask twenty minutes ago, splashing a surface swirling in red painted optical illusions that resemble a wolf’s maw. He waited in the foliage of Omega Cities Sky Light district, and watched a tiny creature through heat vision goggles. There was no choice but to trust it was the right woman.
From the beginning, wrongness wafted through the air. Hagan observed a creature that seemed a smidge to small for hours, but needed her to be Juniper. So he chalked it up to rain disturbance and not being able to fit his eye over the lense properly due to his mask.
Behind him, the downpour hid an Alpha squadron ready to overrun the poorly defended base before its guards raised alarms. Hubris made the fools think they were safe sitting above the rest of the world in their glowing metropolis. Shit caked rubes from the old world Ruins don’t exist, let alone wait in the bushes to attack. When the sun always shines, and the electricity always works, it’s easy to forget what the darkness hides.
In her tower like a queen, the Omega tittered back and forth how he imagined Juniper would. After fucking over his city day after day, Hagan thought he was witnessing the habits of a mortal enemy. Habits concocted to wash clean the blood from her soiled hands.
As Hagan watched, he knew in his bones tonight was the night Juniper would suffer. Suffer the worst horrors imaginable if he had his way. He wanted to start with the truth about how they tracked her down; her own Omega.
A sweet man called Elijah, who’d been by her side since the beginning, but never quiet earned the security a permanent pair bond brings. Still, he was defiant to the point there was no choice but to have an Alpha female forced on him. Teeth and all. Not even the strongest man can resist the urge of an Alpha/Omega bond. He spilled most of his former lovers' secrets on the first day.
But for the harder questions?  Why she and his brother Caliburn, the weakling now running Omega City's underground tunnels, sold him out so long ago. Or why she set up shop in the Sky Light district, after being born and raised in the Ruins like Hagan and his brother. After years of silent plotting to usurp those literally above them, and working as a team to bring about a new Alpha reign with them on top, it made little sense.
No matter what beatings or punishments, nothing broke Elijah. Even face to face with Hagan’s teeth, an inch away from having his throat torn out, the man was silent. Much to the chagrin of his newfound mate, Hagan ordered his tongue taken out when Elijah refused to speak any further. Hey if the thing is worthless… why keep it? Kick back from the Alpha female continued until Hagan offered to take her tongue in lieu of his.
She stopped arguing then. No real survival exists in the Sky Light, which is why he gave Elijah to a woman from there. Only spoiled brats who scrape together a safe living by stepping on the throats of the downtrodden live there. A better, cleaner place for the rich to get fat and sneer down their noses at others.
The soft living makes it easy to extort the worthless lumps of fat, too too weak to make it on the ground. They stay up there and thrive only because they are born lucky. All because they float in the sky above the poor thanks to magnetic science mumbo jumbo none of them understand.
Lowering the binoculars, without knowing who he was really watching, Hagan signaled for his pack to move. They scaled the walls of Juniper’s towers in the darkness of night; the moon veiled by storm clouds too. Even it was too cowardly to watch the one sided bloodshed about to unfold.
His men splintered off, entering windows to handle any guards running rounds. Hagan slipped by the soft hiss and gurgle of blood unnoticed and carried onwards to what he thought was a hard-earned prize. An enemy only he could defeat. Despite being female, Hagan never met a more ferocious Alpha than himself until her. Juniper would tear apart anyone he sent up there other than a full-fledged army. Even then he’d lose half the platoon.
When the window came into view, it was a beacon of success glowing with precious light. Light denied to over half the populated areas scattered around the Ruins. Curtains billowed outward with each gust of wind, the sound of classical music slipping into the darkness. A soft hum drifted along with the instrumentals knitting his brows together in confusion.
Hagan pulled himself over the windowsill dripping rain water, which kept the Omega from noticing. Silent as he is, Juniper would still sense his presence if she were here, especially after his sitting dumbfounded for so long. Even if rain masks his scent, that woman would know. But there’s nothing.
Perhaps it’s a trap, he thinks. Perhaps it still is. That’s why this little creature sits before him, the sweetest Omega he’s ever seen. She’s like Rapunzel brushing her long black hair while unknowingly trapped in a tower. To her this is a world where no monsters exist, and his cock swells at the innocent mirage.
Even though he can’t inhale her scent from behind his masks filtration system, Hagan’s reaction to her is volatile. If he morphed strong dominant features into the soft divine beauty before him, than the resemblance to Juniper is uncanny and somehow all the better.
This never happens in nature. How rare is it for a female Alpha to be born? One in twenty. How rare is it for a female Alpha to get pregnant? One in one hundred. How rare is it for an Omega to be born? One in every several thousand, even with Omega parentage.
Hagan wanted to know what compelled his greatest allies to betray him. It seems the answer is love - at least for one of them it is. But Elijah with his somewhat faulty information, seems to love Juniper more than his own daughter. That had to be the connection. That's how he knew where this young woman would be, in fact it’s likely the only reason.
When the girl opens her almond shaped eyes to the mirror, their reflections widen at the sight of a bare-chested Alpha. His mask stares right back at her, and large muscles ripple with violent intent. A wet pink tongue parts her lips at what she sees. Her gaze is not the piercing green of her mothers. Instead, pale lilac darts lower to the large cock jutting a tent in his pants.
There aren’t enough Omega’s to go around, and just by looking at the tasty jewel eyeing him from head to toe, Hagan’s blood is singing. Five hundred years ago to avoid the Plague, the government built around a country lost to time. After the Great Breach the survivors threw together another makeshift wall around Omega City, the world outside of which might as well not exist. Which means when a supply of Omega’s dry up… the well stays dry, and the city's name becomes ironic.
Out of the few million unfortunate souls that call this place home, about twenty percent are Alpha’s. And there are maybe, maybe if they’re lucky, a couple thousand Omega’s. Most die without a mate a few years after hitting estrus and being passed around like limp rag dolls for Alpha use. Hagan’s own pens keep the girls held there fed, safe, and happy in exchange for an obedient fuck here and there.
None are half as pretty as this one, the obvious child of his mortal enemy. As her jaw splits into a show of adorable hissing teeth, his cock swells even harder. No Omega has ever dared to hiss or snarl at him before. Not even the Omega’s he stole from other pens. They all marched forward and showed their new found allegiance by sucking cock. Exactly how nature decided it to be. Raw, primal, the strong fuck the weak.
And what unmated Omega didn’t want to be on their knees in front of Hagan, earning the perks of being his property? Not even Juniper treated them better, and she’s female. “Put those teeth away, and I’ll let you come back with me.”  To anyone who knew anything, a promise like that should put her at ease. Maybe even make her ready to present an eager pussy in gratitude.
Instead, the cackling yip of a hyena fills the air, and hormones blow the pupils of her glittering purple eyes wide. A ring of violet encircles the over expanded pupil. She stares him down as a hand inches for a drawer on the vanity. Something metallic glints in her palm, and Hagan leaps out of the way. Too slow. Blood slides down his arm where a letter opener slits open the skin, two inches from being embedded deep in his shoulder.
The thundering boom of his roar shakes the room, and slick drenches the girl's thighs at his violent call. Fluid ruins the pretty pink princess dress she’s in, as potent confusion fogs her gaze. She pulls a vial of pills from the desk, stumbling through the haze of what must be her first Alpha growl. Hagan licks his lips before charging. A tiny fist stops him with a punch to the throat, but the pill bottle scatters open on the floor. When he wheezes the Omega scurries out of the puddle of arousal her body made, far from reaching arms and her drugs.
“Stop it!” Like church bells ringing for the rapture; her voice. Hagan growls, delight making his chest swell as more slick ruins her skirts. The girl presses a fist to her belly with a whine. “Please stop! What are you doing?”
“I’m getting a little Omega bitch ready for punishment.” the rumble of his voice crackles with radio static from his wolf mask, and he thanks God for the air filtration. He’d be rutting her against the floor if he got a single whiff of her slick.
With a cringe she steps further away, “Don’t call me that.”
“Bitch?”
“Omega. That’s rude, you shouldn’t call an Alpha that, even if they’re female.”
A bark of laughter rips from his throat and she scrambles all the way to the other side of the room. The girl is skilled enough to engage in combat, and smart enough to know when she shouldn’t. Yet Juniper has her fooled into thinking she’s not breeding stock.
Willful ignorance, and careful plotting went into this.
“So many high-ranking soldiers, and so much risk keeping them all in one place for you.” This is how an Alpha female protects her brood from a terrible fate. Now it makes sense why Juniper had so many Alpha’s based in Omega City’s Sky Light district. To keep her daughter locked away and tricked into insanity.
When he crooks a come hither finger, the Omega grabs a lamp as her new weapon. Hagan’s never fought an Omega for dominance, and he fucking likes it. His swollen cock is leaking without even laying a finger on her. “Tell me where your mother is, and I’ll be gentle the first time I fuck you.”
But the second time…
The lamp flies at him as he anticipates, but this time no blood spurts forth and she’s too slow to escape his grasp. The yelp of a puppy comes from her flower petal lips. Hagan wishes she could see the deep glow of his red eyes, and the horrific grin pasted in place just for her. Before long she’s pinned to the wall, wiggling those tantalizing hips against his cock.
Held by the neck, pale lilywhite skin looks perfect between his fingers. His dick twitches with every swallow that brushes his palm, demanding to be free. Yanking down his zipper, Hagan pushes the fabric of the Omega’s sopping skirt between her thighs. Instinct squeezes her legs together as pre cum rubs into the mess of slick. The beast inside growls with the desire to breathe in the scent of their fluids mixing and see just how well they belong together.
“You want to play Alpha, kitten?” he purrs, thrusting rapidly between her thighs. “In a battle of wills the strongest of us demands submission. And me? If I don’t receive it… I force it.”
She snaps her teeth at him, and that’s all the triggering he needs.
“That’s it, puppy dog” he growls, releasing the girl to crumble gasping on the floor. Poor thing shouldn’t be so enticing, so mind numbingly distracting. “I’m gonna teach you a lesson about whose rules we follow in Omega City.”
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