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Chapter 1: The Auction Collar

[image: ]




They told me not to scream. That the buyers liked us docile—lips trembling, eyes wide, wrists bound in soft silver cords. But no one warned me about the heat. The way it clawed under my skin, rising like smoke. No one warned me that the scent of Alphas thick in the air would trigger something primal and violent inside me.

The collar around my neck itched where the tracking rune burned into the bone beneath my skin. Branded. Not just with fire—but with fate.

The chamber was cold stone, scented with incense, leather, and desire. Silhouettes of elites lined the perimeter, masked and silent, waiting for the show to begin. They didn’t need names. Names were for people. We weren’t people. We were inventory.

I stood barefoot on the platform, arms restrained behind me, silk barely covering the essentials. My handler, a lean Beta with fingers like razors, leaned in and whispered, “Make eye contact. You’re a rare breed. You’ll fetch a higher price if they believe you know how to beg.”

I didn’t beg.

I locked eyes with the one in the far corner first. Shadow cloaked him, but the hunger in his stare was unmistakable. He sat like a god bored with paradise. Unmoving. Waiting. I looked away fast, pulse thundering.

Then the music began—low and haunting, a melody of auctioned souls—and the bidding started.

“Lot #42. Untouched Omega. Virgin. Spontaneous heat. No previous bondmate.”

The crowd rippled with a tension I could taste. Offers hissed from every direction like venom. Fifty-thousand credits. Sixty. Eighty. Ninety-five.

“She fights her suppressants,” the handler added with a smirk. “She’s wild. Needs training.”

A growl echoed across the chamber, cutting the noise like a whip.

“One million,” said a voice that made my spine bow.

Everything stilled.

I turned my head, my neck aching under the collar's weight. From the darkness emerged three figures.

The first wore black leather gloves and a mask molded like a dragon’s face, sharp edges shadowing cruel lips. Alpha. Dominance radiated off him in waves.

The second was all silk and silver, mask like porcelain, body built to seduce and destroy. Another Alpha. He licked his lower lip when he looked at me, and my knees went weak.

The third didn't speak. He just stepped into the light with the silence of a predator. His eyes were violet—inhuman, glowing. His mask was wrought iron, carved like twisted vines, hiding everything but the mouth. A mouth I’d later come to know in nightmares and need.

“Sold,” the handler announced, a tremble in his voice.

The collar buzzed, then clicked as the lock disengaged. I fell to my knees, not from pain—but from whatever power rolled off those three men in waves.

Hands grabbed me, lifting me from the stage as if I were nothing but fabric. I didn’t scream.

But as they led me out, past the stares, past the cage doors, past the scent of blood and heat and sex—I whispered to myself.

“I’ll kill them before they break me.”

The transport was black, armored, luxurious. Too soft. Too silent. The kind of vehicle that carried prisoners in style and delivered them as property.

I was thrown onto a velvet bench, the door sealed shut behind me.

Kael, the one in the dragon mask, sat opposite. He leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, staring at me like I was an uncut jewel he already owned.

“You’ll kneel when I speak,” he said calmly.

I didn’t move.

He struck fast. One hand wrapped around my throat, forcing my head back. Not choking. Just reminding. Reminding me I could breathe because he allowed it.

“I said, kneel.”

I didn’t flinch. “Or what?”

His lips twitched. “Or I let Cyrus have you first.”

A laugh echoed from the corner. The one in silk—Cyrus—grinned like a demon. “You’ll like what I do to you. Eventually.”

“You won’t break me,” I hissed.

Veren, the third, leaned close and inhaled. “But your scent says otherwise.”

Heat slammed into me like a wave. My body betrayed me, and they smelled it instantly. That unbearable, primal surge that said breed me, no matter how much I hated it.

Cyrus purred, “See? She’s perfect.”

Kael’s eyes narrowed. “You are ours now. Not a guest. Not a bride. A belonging.”

I spat at his feet. “Then return me broken.”

He smiled, but it never reached his eyes. “Oh, little Omega. We don’t return. We rebuild.”

The mansion loomed ahead, ancient and sprawling. Raventhorn Estate. Blackstone walls. Spires like claws raking the sky. The gates opened with a hiss of steam, revealing hell dressed in elegance.

As I was dragged inside, I caught glimpses. A grand hall with chandeliers made of bone. Tapestries soaked in history and blood. Servants who didn’t meet my gaze.

Then the cell—no, the suite. All black velvet, silver chains hanging tastefully like decoration, a bed too large for one.

“You’ll stay here until your training begins,” Kael said.

“I won’t be trained.”

Cyrus laughed. “That’s the fun part.”

They left me alone. The door locked with a hiss. I waited five seconds. Then screamed—not for help, but for the rage boiling in my bones.

I wasn’t a victim. Not yet.

But the heat came that night.

It came fast and brutal.

My body burned. I ripped at the sheets, the walls, my own skin. I clawed the collar, begging no one. It hurt. Gods, it hurt. It was supposed to. That was the point.

I howled like a beast.

The door opened.

He stepped in.

Not Kael. Not Cyrus. Not Veren.

Him.

The Fourth.

He never spoke.

He simply knelt beside me, pulled me against his chest, and held me like I was something sacred even as I writhed and screamed and begged for the pain to end.

His fingers slid down my thigh.

He whispered only once.

“You’ll survive this.”

And I did.

Barely.

But the war had only begun.

And I had no idea that surviving would be the cruelest fate of all.
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Chapter 2: Property of Raventhorn
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The Raventhorn Estate was a contradiction made flesh—elegance built over rot, a castle risen from the carcasses of forgotten wars. And I was its newest possession.

The sun hadn’t yet risen when I was awoken—not by light or sound, but by scent. Alpha. Thick, raw, intoxicating. My heat had dulled, but not disappeared, like embers buried under ash. My body still thrummed with unwanted ache. The sheets clung to me, drenched with sweat and the scent of arousal, shame, and exhaustion.

The collar still buzzed faintly, like it was purring against my skin.

Then came the knock.

No, not a knock. A command in wood. Three raps. Precise. Brutal.

The door swung open before I could answer.

Kael stepped through first. No mask now. Just a man cut from stone and war, black hair tied at the nape of his neck, eyes like a storm without mercy. He wore a tailored black shirt, unbuttoned at the throat, revealing a hint of ink curling over his collarbone. Power radiated from him in invisible waves.

Behind him, Cyrus strolled in with the ease of a man who had never been denied anything in his life. His silver-blond hair was tousled like he'd just risen from someone else's bed, and he carried a glass of blood-red wine despite the early hour. He licked the rim absently, watching me like I was prey already half-swallowed.

Veren followed, silent and watchful. His black gloves were on again, though I had no memory of him ever removing them. His gaze slid over me with clinical disinterest, yet his body thrummed with tension. Waiting.

Kael didn’t speak at first. He let the silence smother me, let the three of them surround my bed like predators circling something wounded but still dangerous.

“You didn’t scream for us,” Cyrus said casually. “Most Omegas do during their first heat.”

“I’m not most,” I rasped. My throat burned like I'd swallowed glass.

“You didn’t take the suppressants we offered.” Veren’s voice was velvet over knives.

“I’d rather bleed out than let you control what I feel.”

Kael moved closer. He stood at the foot of the bed, his gaze dissecting me. “You’ll learn control isn’t something we allow you to keep.”

I sat up, the sheet falling to reveal bare skin. I didn’t flinch. Let them look. Let them see what they thought they owned.

“Then train me like the animal you bought,” I hissed. “But don’t expect me to break.”

Kael didn’t blink. “We don’t break you. We mold you.”

Cyrus sauntered to the side of the bed and ran a fingertip along my jaw. “You’ll scream for me before the week is done.”

I bit his hand.

The taste of his blood bloomed in my mouth. Metallic. Sharp. He laughed.

“Oh, she bites,” he said, sucking his own finger. “Delightful.”

Kael didn’t laugh. He moved with the speed of a striking serpent, grabbing me by the throat and yanking me upright. I stood, trembling but defiant, the sheet dropping to the floor like a flag of surrender I refused to pick up.

“You belong to Raventhorn,” Kael said, voice low, lethal. “You eat when we feed you. You sleep when we allow it. You come when we command it. There is no version of this where you are in control.”

My lips curled. “Then you better kill me now.”

Cyrus leaned close, breath brushing my ear. “But where’s the fun in that?”

Veren finally spoke again. “Dress her.”

A maid entered. Not a servant. A ghost. Her eyes never lifted. She carried a bundle of black silk and lace. I didn’t move, didn’t accept it. So she approached with mechanical grace and began dressing me like a doll.

Corset. High slit skirt. Thigh-high boots laced tight. A sheer wrap over my shoulders, fastened with a silver brooch in the shape of a serpent eating its own tail.

Kael stepped back to admire. “Perfect.”

“She’s going to bite again,” Veren muttered.

“I hope she does,” Cyrus replied with a grin.

They led me from the suite—not by leash or chain, but by the unspoken promise that running would only make it more thrilling to hunt me.

The mansion was a cathedral of indulgence. Dark stone walls draped with velvet. Every hallway echoed with whispered sin. Servants stepped aside like ghosts, never speaking, always watching. Every step I took felt like I sank deeper into their world. A place where rules were written in flesh and rewritten in blood.

They brought me to the throne room.

Yes. A throne room.

At its center sat a black marble dais, on which rested three thrones carved with symbols I didn’t recognize—serpents, wings, fire. Kael sat in the center. Cyrus and Veren flanked him. A council of gods in a hell of their own making.

A collar shimmered into existence around my throat, this one spectral—a glowing band of energy only visible in the reflection of the obsidian floor beneath me.

“Do you know what this is?” Kael asked.

“No,” I lied.

“It’s a bond seal,” Veren answered. “It registers your pheromones and reactions to each of us. It punishes deviation. Rewards submission.”

“Rewards?” I spat.

Cyrus leaned forward. “Orgasm denial. Forced heat. Controlled release. That sort of thing.”

My stomach churned. “You’re monsters.”

“No,” Kael said. “We’re Alphas.”

The ground trembled slightly. I felt it through the soles of my boots.

Then the door opened again.

And he entered.

The Fourth.

No name. No voice. Just presence.

His violet eyes found mine instantly. My body reacted before my brain could stop it—shivers, heat, slick pooling between my legs. My scent changed. I knew it. They smelled it.

Kael smiled.

“Even your body knows who you really belong to.”

The Fourth walked past the others and came to me. He didn’t touch. He didn’t command.

He just... knelt.

And placed a hand on his chest.

Like I was something sacred.

“His name is Ash,” Cyrus said softly, almost reverently. “And he’s the one you’ll beg for before the end.”

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t breathe.

Ash stood, and for a moment, our eyes locked in something raw and wordless.

I hated him for how calm he was.

I hated myself for how my body responded.

Then Kael snapped his fingers.

The collar around my throat tightened.

Not choking.

Just reminding.

I was property now.

Raventhorn’s.

But one day, I would be their end.
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Chapter 3: Luca’s First Command
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They said Alphas were born to lead. That it was in their blood to dominate, to take what they desired and claim it with fangs, scent, and fire. But there was something about Luca that unsettled even the other Alphas. He was the youngest of the Raventhorn Four—unannounced, unmentioned in the bidding room, a secret carved from smoke. He didn’t walk beside his brothers. He watched from the shadows, like a wolf measuring which part of the prey to devour first.

I didn’t know his name until he spoke it himself.

It happened on the fifth day of my captivity.

The air was heavy with my heat again, a second wave rolling in despite the suppressant pills I’d managed to smuggle from a discarded tray. They hadn’t worked. Or maybe my body simply refused to obey. My skin burned, slick coated my thighs, and my scent thickened the hallways like perfume made of desperation and defiance.

That morning, Kael had dragged me to the training hall, thrown me to the floor, and handed me a blade.

“Defend yourself,” he said simply.

I didn’t hesitate. I launched myself at him, the dagger an extension of my rage. We fought. He laughed as I missed, growled as I landed a shallow cut, and punished me with a brutal grip to the back of my neck, slamming me to the mat.

“You're improving,” he murmured in my ear. “But still weak where it counts.”

Cyrus watched from the sidelines, sipping from a glass of something dark and probably drugged. Veren sharpened his knives with the slow, hypnotic rhythm of a predator preparing for a kill.

“Let me train her next,” Cyrus offered. “She needs to learn pleasure can be weaponized.”

Kael denied him with a shake of his head.

“No. She's not ready. Not for that.”

He looked down at me like he was trying to decide if I’d break in his hands or bend.

That night, they left me alone again.

Or so I thought.

The lights in my suite were dimmed, casting long shadows against the marble and velvet. I tried to sleep, but my body betrayed me once more. The ache between my legs returned, worse than before. I gritted my teeth, refusing to cry out, knowing the walls heard everything, and worse—so did they.

I was pacing the room like a caged animal when I felt it.

Not scent. Not sound.

Presence.

He was behind me.

I turned sharply, expecting Kael, maybe Cyrus coming to play another mind game.

But the figure leaning against the far wall was none of them.

He was tall, broad-shouldered but leaner, younger. His eyes glowed a dull silver, not violet, not red like the others—but something else entirely. His hair was black, but streaked with white at the temples like he’d been kissed by lightning. He didn’t wear a mask. He wore a black turtleneck, black gloves, black pants—no symbols, no house crests, nothing to suggest who he belonged to.

Except I knew.

“Who are you?” I demanded, backing away a step.

He tilted his head.

“You’re loud when you’re in heat.”

His voice was smooth, deliberate, but low like a promise whispered before war.

“Get out.”

“No.”

He pushed off the wall and stalked toward me, not fast, not slow, just... inevitable. Like a tide I couldn’t outrun.

“I didn’t give you permission—”

“You gave up permission when you stepped onto that auction stage,” he interrupted, stopping inches away from me.

“You weren’t at the auction.”

He smiled then, small and cruel.

“I don’t attend auctions. I claim what’s already been bought.”

My breath caught. “So you're one of them.”

“I’m the one they don’t talk about,” he said. “The one they keep caged until it’s time to break things.”

“What’s your name?”

He reached out, touched my collar—not with violence, but with frightening familiarity.

“Luca.”

I tried not to flinch.

“What do you want?”

His fingers slid down the side of my neck, following the line of the collar, and my pulse betrayed me. My scent shifted again, hotter, heavier. He inhaled deeply, his eyes fluttering closed like he was memorizing it.

“I want to see how far you can fall before you start begging.”

I slapped him.

He didn’t react. Didn’t blink.

Instead, he stepped forward, forcing me back until I hit the wall.

“You can fight me,” he said. “But the heat will win. It always does.”

“I’ll bite off your tongue.”

“You can try.”

He leaned in, lips brushing my ear.

“But you’ll still come for me.”

I shoved him. Hard. He stumbled a half step, then let me go. Just like that.

His hands dropped to his sides.

“I’m not Kael. I won’t chain you. I won’t beat you. I don’t want your pain.”

I blinked.

He stepped back. “I want your surrender. That’s the only thing worth taking.”

Then he turned and walked to the door.

Paused.

“One last thing,” he said without looking back.

“What?”

“If you touch yourself tonight... don’t finish.”

“Why?”

“Because the next orgasm you have will be mine.”

The door clicked shut behind him.

I sank to the floor, trembling, furious.

But not from fear.

From want.

Luca didn’t reappear for three days.

In that time, Kael resumed his training—beating the fight out of me with blade, bruise, and brutal philosophy. Cyrus whispered filth into my ear when he passed by in the halls, slipping heat-enhancers into my water. Veren observed like a scientist dissecting a specimen, noting every flicker of disobedience with eyes like scalpel blades.

But it was Luca I thought of.

It was Luca I cursed when I touched myself and stopped short of the edge.

When he returned, I was already raw.

This time, he didn’t knock.

He came in the night and straddled the edge of my bed.

“You didn’t come.”

My mouth went dry. “I hate you.”

“You hate what I make you feel.”

He reached out, hooked a finger under the collar.

“I’m going to give you your first command now.”

I laughed bitterly. “I don’t take orders.”

“You will.”

He leaned close.

“Strip.”

My heart stuttered.

“No.”

“Strip, Omega.”

His voice was calm, soft, dangerous.

My body moved before my brain could argue.

I stood.

Lifted the hem of the nightdress.

Dropped it.

Naked. Exposed. Shaking.

Luca looked. Once.

Then he turned his head and closed his eyes.

“I won’t touch you tonight.”

“What?”

“This isn’t about pleasure.”

His voice was a whisper.

“This is about surrender.”

He stood and walked to the door.

Paused.

“You did well.”

I hated how those words melted something inside me.

I hated that I wanted more.

But most of all, I hated that I obeyed.

Luca’s first command became a stain I couldn’t scrub off.

And deep inside, I already knew.

There would be more.
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Chapter 4: The Ceremony of Obedience

[image: ]




The Raventhorn Estate didn’t sleep. It pulsed—alive with hunger, cruelty, and the rustle of secrets in the walls. Even at midnight, the halls were never empty. Whispers followed me, curling under doorways, bleeding from rooms where screams were silenced with silk. And on the seventh night, the silence broke entirely.

A bell tolled.

It wasn’t loud, not in the way one would expect. It rang low, a guttural sound that vibrated through the bones, deeper than sound—more like a summons coded into the marrow. It stirred something inside me I couldn’t name. My heat was finally subsiding, leaving me hollow, sore, but aware again. Too aware.

I rose from the bed, barefoot, the hem of my black silk gown clinging to my thighs. I hadn’t been told to dress. I hadn’t been given instructions. But I knew—instinctively, terribly—that the Ceremony was for me.

The door opened without a knock.

A pair of servants, faceless behind mirrored masks, entered. One carried a tray with a vial of crimson liquid. The other held a chain, glittering like oil in the candlelight. I stepped back, already shaking my head.

“No.”

The masked one holding the vial extended it. “Drink.”
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