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Chapter 1: Auctioned in Silk
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The chamber where innocence came to die was veiled in crimson. Silk draped the walls like bleeding curtains, the air saturated with the scent of perfume, sweat, and something far darker—expectation. Gold chandeliers cast fractured light over a velvet stage where the prized were paraded like offerings to wolves. And Rhea Sinclair stood at the center, bare except for a pale lilac gown so sheer it may as well have been mist. Every thread of fabric clung to her skin like a secret too ashamed to be spoken aloud. Her breath came slow, shallow, like she could control what was happening if she only stayed still enough.

But stillness didn’t save you from monsters. It only made the kill cleaner.

Her eyes moved across the sea of predators before her. They didn’t blink. They didn’t breathe. Not in a way that showed. These were men and women with blood on their hands and kingdoms in their pockets, seated in rows like the world's most perverse theater. Every one of them bore the mark—Cold Ones. Coldbloods. The mafia whose reach threaded the bones of the city, silent and unyielding.

She was here because her father had died owing them. Not money. Not favors. Loyalty. Trust. His betrayal had cost him everything. It would cost her more.

The auctioneer stepped forward, a vision of ruthless poise in a body-hugging gown and Louboutin heels, her blonde hair twisted into a merciless crown. Her voice carried over the room like velvet laced with venom.

"Lot Forty-Seven," she purred, one gloved hand gesturing toward Rhea. "Omega. Twenty-two. Unsullied. Untamed. Debts inherited by blood. This one comes unclaimed, untouched, and dangerously scented. A true rarity."

Rhea stiffened as murmurs rippled through the crowd. She could feel it already—the shift in the air, the stir of primal interest, the low hum of restrained desire. Her omega nature betrayed her, flooding her scent with just enough heat to intoxicate, to bait. It was biology’s betrayal. A pheromonal plea. And the alphas in this room knew how to answer.

The woman tapped her tablet. “Starting bid—two million.”

A leather-gloved hand rose near the front. Calm. Intentional.

“Two point five,” another voice called, smooth and oiled like the back of a serpent.

“Three.”

“Four point seven.”

“Five.”

The numbers climbed as quickly as Rhea’s resolve frayed. Every new bid slammed against her ribs like a hammer. Each voice was a nail in the coffin of the life she’d lost. A life that had been fragile to begin with. She was no stranger to hunger or debt. No stranger to loneliness. But this? This was a different kind of starvation.

“Seven million,” someone declared from the shadows.

She couldn’t see his face, only the impression of him—tall, sharp angles, presence like gravity. A man who didn’t speak often, because when he did, the world obeyed.

Silence followed.

Then, the voice.

“Ten.”

It wasn’t loud. Wasn’t snarled. But it cut through the room like a blade against silk. Ice-born. Deadly. Absolute.

Rhea’s gaze snapped toward the sound, her stomach dropping into her heels. Whoever he was, he wasn’t bidding. He was claiming.

The auctioneer blinked once, frozen like a system processing a glitch.

“Ten million,” she said, recovering with a tight smile. “Sold.”

The gavel hit the podium. Final. Irrevocable.

Rhea didn’t react. Couldn’t. Her heart had forgotten how to beat. The noise from the room faded into static, a buzz beneath her skin. A weight settled over her shoulders, deeper than fear. It was inevitability.

The auctioneer walked over with a small, silver collar engraved with intricate symbols, not words. She fastened it around Rhea’s throat with the precision of someone doing their job. The clasp clicked into place. Cold against her skin. Not tight. But binding. There was no mistaking what it meant. She was owned.

"Your alphas await, darling," the woman said, brushing a piece of hair from Rhea’s cheek with mock affection.

Two men approached the platform—enforcers, judging by their black suits and gunmetal gazes. One was dark-haired, square-jawed, with eyes like burnt whiskey. The other was lighter, sinewy and serpentine, moving like shadow. They didn’t speak as one of them clicked a leash to her collar and gently tugged.

She followed.

What else was there to do?

The path down from the stage felt longer than it had going up. More final. Her bare feet pressed into the velvet runner as they led her through a long hallway toward an exit wrapped in shadows. Every step felt less like walking and more like sinking.

Beyond the exit, a black car waited. Sleek. Ominous. Bulletproof, no doubt. It gleamed under the low lighting like a predator lying in wait. One of the men opened the door and gestured silently.

She climbed in.

The door shut behind her with a hydraulic hiss.

Across from her sat the man who had spoken the final bid.

His presence filled the cabin like smoke—cold and slow and inescapable. He wore a tailored suit in obsidian, shirt unbuttoned just enough to expose the edge of a tattoo. His hands were clasped on his knee. Not resting. Strategically placed. Like he was always ready to act.

His eyes met hers. Pale as winter steel. Unforgiving.

“Rhea Sinclair,” he said, voice low and smooth, yet lacking all warmth. “You cost me ten million. I trust you’ll prove worth the investment.”

She held his gaze, her mouth dry.

“I didn’t ask to be bought,” she said, her voice sharper than she expected.

He smiled, slow and cruel. “No. But now you belong. And here’s the thing about ownership, little omega—choices are a luxury you forfeited.”

The driver pulled away from the curb, the cityscape turning into a blur of lights beyond the tinted windows.

“Where are you taking me?” she asked.

The man tilted his head.

“Home.”

The word struck her like a slap.

“Your home,” she said.

He nodded. “And yours now.”

The air in the cabin thickened. Not from smoke. From scent. She could feel her body reacting, curling inward, aching in places she didn’t want it to. Not now. Not for him. She fought it back, biting the inside of her cheek until she tasted copper.

He watched her. Read her. And didn’t touch.

Not yet.

“You’ll meet the others soon,” he said, voice like cracked ice on glass. “We don’t share well. But we’ll make an exception for you.”

She swallowed hard. “Why?”

His eyes darkened, predator-light blooming behind them.

“Because we want to see which of us breaks you first.”

The silence that followed wasn’t empty. It pulsed. Electric. The car carried them deeper into the dark, toward a mansion made of glass and marble and nightmares.

Rhea stared out the window, memorizing the skyline like a prayer, like a goodbye.

She didn’t know their names yet.

Didn’t know how far they'd go to possess her.

But one thing was already certain.

She wasn’t leaving this world the same girl who had walked into that auction, wrapped in silk and defiance.

Something inside her had cracked.

And something else had just started to bloom.
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Chapter 2: The Coldblood Contract
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The mansion looked like it had been carved from shadow and stone, stretching upward into the night with the elegance of old money and the menace of new power. Ornate gates groaned open to admit the car, swallowing Rhea into a private world untouched by the rules of the city. The gravel crunched beneath the tires as they rolled through manicured gardens shaped like a labyrinth, past marble statues of forgotten gods and silent wolves that looked far too lifelike. This wasn’t a house. It was a kingdom. And she was its newest captive.

When the car stopped, the man who had spoken in the auction—cold, precise, terrifying—opened the door himself. He didn’t reach for her. He didn’t need to. She stepped out into the cool night air, her collar gleaming like a badge of servitude beneath the moonlight. The leash was gone, but its ghost lingered in the way her skin crawled.

“This way,” he said.

He didn’t introduce himself. Didn’t ask if she could walk in bare feet across gravel and stone. Didn’t ask if she was hungry or in pain or terrified. He just turned and walked, expecting her to follow. So she did.

The entrance hall exploded around her in gold and black. Chandeliers shimmered above their heads, casting dancing light over obsidian floors veined with silver. Every surface gleamed like ice, untouched by dust or time. At the far end of the foyer was a massive staircase with glass balustrades and a velvet runner, the color of dried blood. Men in dark suits lined the walls, not guards—soldiers. Eyes forward. Faces expressionless. But she could feel them watching. Judging.

She tried not to flinch.

They moved through a pair of heavy double doors into a room more intimate, but no less terrifying. The walls were paneled in dark mahogany, the ceiling high and coffered. A fire crackled in a marble hearth, but it did nothing to warm the atmosphere. There was a long table, sleek and modern, with four chairs on one side. One was already occupied.

The man at the head looked up as they entered. He was beautiful in a way that was cruel—cheekbones sharp enough to cut, eyes so dark they looked bottomless, like staring into the barrel of a gun. His expression didn’t change when he saw her. He didn’t smile. Didn’t speak. He simply stood, slow and deliberate, and poured a glass of amber liquid into a crystal tumbler.

“She’s smaller than I expected,” he said, voice cool, assessing.

“She’s exactly what we paid for,” the first man replied, stepping around her.

“She’s standing right here,” Rhea said tightly.

The second man’s mouth twitched upward. Not a smile. More like a warning.

“She talks,” he murmured, sipping his drink.

“Good,” said a new voice from the shadows. “I hate it when they’re broken already.”

Rhea turned as another man emerged from a side door. This one was different. Younger, perhaps, but no less lethal. He moved like a dancer—or a knife—slender and predatory. His blond hair curled just above his sharp collar, his lips quirked in lazy amusement. There was a scar down his neck, disappearing beneath his open shirt. She didn’t want to know what caused it.

He circled her once, hands in his pockets, his gaze raking over her body like it was inventory. Rhea refused to shrink beneath it. She tilted her chin up.

“Do you always stare at women like they’re meat?” she asked.

He laughed. A low, warm sound that held no humor. “Only the ones I’m about to devour.”

“Enough,” the first man said sharply. “You’ll have your time. For now, we have business.”

He gestured to the empty chair at the table. Rhea didn’t move.

“What kind of business?” she asked.

“Your contract.”

Her laugh came out bitter. “I don’t remember signing anything.”

“You didn’t,” said the dark-haired one. “Your father did. With blood. The old way.”

The blond one dropped into a chair, swinging one leg over the armrest. “Technically, you’re fulfilling the remainder of his term. But don’t worry, sweetheart. We updated the terms to suit our needs.”

He handed her a tablet. The screen glowed with cold white light. Rhea scanned it. Her name at the top. A digital signature line at the bottom. In between? Clause after clause of dominance, obedience, heat cycles, exclusive ownership, physical access. Every part of her was documented. Measured. Claimed.
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