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Chapter 1: The Auction of Flesh and Fire
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The scent of rose oil and charred incense clung to the air like a fevered ghost as Seraphina Vale was marched into the center of the Grand Atrium of Berylspire. Eyes, hundreds of them, hungry and blood-bright, blinked in the shadows above her. The cloaked crowd buzzed like hornets, murmurs laced with power, lust, and cruelty. Her wrists were chained in silver—ceremonial, not practical—and her white silk shift clung damply to her skin. It was not meant to preserve modesty. It was meant to showcase what was about to be sold.

She felt the eyes of the realm’s monsters raking across her body as she stepped onto the auction platform. Not humans—no, this was a gathering of the elite, the monstrous, the royal, and the forsaken. Alphas. Elders. Fanged lords. Wraithbound nobles. And somewhere in the velvet sea of predators, the Cursed Ones waited.

"You will not speak," the handler hissed into her ear, his voice oozing with disdain. "You will not cry. You will stand and take what you are worth."

Seraphina lifted her chin, the fire in her blood quietly screaming against the chains. She was not born to be sold. She was not bred for this. But the betrayal had come from within—her own family had offered her to pay a blood debt. An ancient one, sealed in shadow and ink, binding her fate to beasts older than legends. Her omega scent had bloomed just days before, sweet and rare, and the timing had been too convenient. A commodity. A sacrifice.

A bell tolled once. The bidding began.

"Ten thousand for the untouched omega," purred a voice in the dark.

"Fifteen. I want her first heat for my collection."

"Twenty from the House of Ash."

A ripple passed through the crowd. She felt it like a cold hand on the back of her neck. Even the shadows stilled. And then they spoke.

"One hundred thousand. Sold to House Veyrith."

The voice was thunder and silk. Cold and brutal. Malevolently amused. And final.

Gasps followed. She couldn’t see who had spoken, but she could feel it. The power. The cruelty. The curse. House Veyrith wasn’t a name whispered lightly. It was spoken only in nightmares. She had been bought by the Cursed Ones. Not one Alpha. Not even two. All three. They had claimed her in one voice.

The chains around her wrists tightened. The handler recoiled, whispering a prayer as he backed away. Her body trembled, not from fear, but from something more violent, more primal—instinct. The bond was already beginning. The scent of her new masters coiled into the air like ash and hunger, igniting her omega core into a chaotic spiral of anticipation and dread.

A carriage awaited her in silence, midnight black and drawn by beasts whose eyes glowed crimson. The driver did not speak. No escort. No warning. Only the door, swinging open like a mouth.

Seraphina stepped inside.

The interior was draped in velvet the color of old blood. It smelled like winter roses, smoke, and sin. She sat as the door slammed shut and the darkness swallowed her. A heartbeat later, a hand slid along her thigh. Not rough. Not kind. Possessive.

"You are smaller than I expected," said a voice that curled around her throat like a leash.

The shadows shifted.

Another hand grasped her chin, forcing her to look up. Eyes like dying stars bored into her.

"And quieter," said a second.

The final voice, deep and slow, like stone grinding bone, sealed her fate.

"Don’t worry. We’ll break that."

The carriage jolted forward, taking her from one life into another—one far darker, far deeper, and far more carnal than anything she had known. There would be no rescue. No reprieve. She had been bought. Branded. Claimed.

The journey to the Veyrith estate passed in eerie silence, broken only by the whispers of the cursed wind that trailed the carriage like an omen. Seraphina’s heart thundered in her chest, each beat counting down to an end she couldn’t see. Her body was reacting already, betraying her with the flush creeping down her neck, the ache low in her belly. The scent of the three Alphas was saturating the space, dark and cloying, triggering her suppressed heat.

When the carriage finally stopped, she stepped down into a courtyard wreathed in shadows. The estate loomed like a cathedral to damnation—spires stabbing at the sky, gargoyles leering, walls dripping with ivy and secrets. A storm rumbled above.

Damon Veyrith stood at the threshold, black-cloaked, a smirk painted on his razor-cut mouth. He was taller than myths dared describe, with obsidian hair swept back from a face carved of cruelty and charm. He held out his hand.

"Welcome home, little omega."

She didn’t move.

He laughed, and that sound cracked something inside her.

Kael emerged from the mist next. Red-haired, shirtless, his chest scarred and gleaming with blood that might not be his own. He smelled like war and wildfire, and his gaze raked over her like he was measuring how she’d look tied to his bedposts.

"You’ll scream for me first."

"Unlikely," murmured Thorne as he appeared last, all silver and shadow, the strategist of seduction, the deceiver with a poet’s tongue. "She’s already wet for me."

Seraphina took a step back.

They all stepped forward.

Within seconds, her wrists were bound again, this time with silk and shadow, and she was dragged inside.

No ceremony. No grand entrance.

She was thrown at the feet of their throne—a blackened dais of obsidian and bones. They circled her, predators scenting prey, and every breath she took laced her veins with need and terror.

"You’ll sleep in our chambers tonight," Damon said.

"You’ll beg before dawn," Kael added.

"You’ll bond with one of us," Thorne finished.

"But only if you survive."

They vanished into the darkness, and she was dragged by unseen hands down a corridor that pulsed like a living thing. The floor breathed. The walls wept. This place was alive with the curse that fed them.

Thrown into a bed laced with restraints, she lay trembling.

Not from fear.

From the curse blooming inside her. The one that would bind her to monsters.

Her heat was coming.

And so were they.
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Chapter 2: Bound to the Beasts of Blackmoor
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Seraphina woke in a room where even the light dared not intrude. The bed beneath her felt like velvet stretched over bone, the sheets fragrant with ash and rosewater. Her wrists were unbound now, but the marks from the silver cuffs were red and raw, pulsing with the memory of their grip. The air was thick, heated, and cloying. Her thighs were slick from the night. She didn’t remember when she had fallen asleep. Only the scent of them remained. It lingered on her skin, on her lips, deep inside her—an invasive musk of ownership and promise. They had touched her. Brushed against her body like fire. Whispered things that didn't belong in this world.

The door creaked open and her head jerked toward it, hair falling over her face. Damon stepped through, draped in black robes that shimmered like oil. His eyes locked onto hers, and he smiled like a man staring at his favorite prey.

“You woke up too soon,” he said, approaching the bed with silent steps. “We haven’t even started.”

Seraphina shrank back against the headboard, instincts screaming, but her body ached for something else entirely. Her scent betrayed her again, that omega sweetness blooming like a forbidden flower in a storm.

“Don’t move,” he murmured.

He reached down, brushing her cheek with a knuckle. She flinched. His smile deepened.

“Oh, you're going to be fun,” Damon said. “Not like the last one. She begged within hours. I want to see how long it takes to break you.”

He yanked the sheets off her body and she gasped, exposed to the cold air and his gaze. Every inch of her was on display, every curve, every freckle, every tremble.

“You are ours now,” he said, voice thick with possessive glee. “And tonight, the games begin.”

Before she could speak, before she could plead or scream or run, two sets of footsteps echoed behind Damon. Kael and Thorne entered the room like stormclouds rolling across the floor. Kael’s bare chest gleamed with sweat, his scars livid in the low light. He reeked of violence and heat. Thorne was clothed immaculately, his pale hair damp as if he had just bathed, and his silver eyes studied her like a puzzle he meant to break open.

“She’s awake,” Thorne noted. “Early.”

Kael sneered. “She’ll wish she wasn’t.”

Seraphina tried to scramble backward but Kael moved too fast. In an instant he was on the bed, gripping her ankle with a bruising hold.

“You smell like heat,” he growled. “You’re going to drive us insane.”

“She already has,” Damon whispered, licking his lips.

Thorne only sat on the edge of the bed, calmly removing his gloves. “She needs to understand what she’s become. What we are. And what happens now.”

“What happens now?” she rasped, finally finding her voice.

All three froze.

Kael leaned closer. “We fuck you. We own you. We ruin you.”

Damon laughed lowly, and Thorne raised an eyebrow, amused at her bravery.

“And if I resist?” she asked, glaring through the tremor in her voice.

Damon gripped her chin again, hard enough to hurt. “Then we enjoy it more.”

They descended upon her like vultures with velvet gloves. Damon kissed her neck, tongue tracing her pulse as Kael’s hands spread her thighs. Thorne watched, calculating, waiting for the perfect moment to slip between her mind and her breath.

Her breath came in shallow gasps. Her body responded. The curse inside her sang to their scent. Her omega side bloomed beneath their Alpha pressure.

She hated it.

She needed it.

And she couldn’t stop it.

Kael growled low, his lips brushing her belly. “She’s soaking.”

“Good,” Thorne said softly. “Then she’s ready.”

But before they could take her fully, the bell rang.

A sharp, harsh toll that echoed through the estate.

All three cursed at once.

“Now?” Kael spat, climbing off the bed.

Damon’s eyes flared red. “Who dares?”

Thorne stood, smoothing his cuffs. “The council. They’ve come to see the omega.”

“What for?” Seraphina whispered, shivering in the void left by their withdrawal.

Damon turned, his rage barely leashed. “To test you. To see if you are worthy of us. If your blood sings with the curse. If not, you’re useless.”

Kael looked at her with new hunger. “Let’s hope you pass. I don’t like killing waste.”

She was dragged out of the bed, barely allowed to throw on a robe before Thorne clamped a collar of obsidian around her neck. It pulsed with magic—dark and binding.

They marched her through the castle. Shadows danced along the walls. Doors whispered as they passed. Every servant they passed fell to their knees and averted their eyes.

The throne room loomed ahead, and her heart thundered like war drums.

Inside stood the Elders of Blackmoor—ancient Alpha lords who ruled from behind veils and runes. Their eyes glowed with the blood of centuries. Their faces were carved from the cruelty of the first gods.

“She is the omega?” one asked.

“Yes,” Damon answered.

“Bring her forward.”

Seraphina stepped forward, naked beneath the robe, collar cold against her skin. The room reeked of incense, sweat, and punishment.

The lead Elder stepped down from his altar. His voice was dust and judgment. “We shall taste her heat. We shall see if the bond is true.”

He raised his hand and a spell laced the air. A circle glowed on the floor.

“Strip.”

Seraphina froze.

Thorne hissed beside her, “Do it. Or they’ll flay you.”

Hands trembling, she obeyed.

The robe slid from her shoulders and fell to the floor. She stood in the center of the ring, trembling, bare, and bound in magic.

The Elders chanted.

She screamed as the magic tore through her. Visions filled her head—images of blood, of fire, of the three Alphas bound in chains of fate. She saw herself on a throne of bone, pregnant, bleeding, adored and feared. She saw death. She saw pleasure.

Then it stopped.

She fell to her knees.

“She carries it,” the Elder said. “The curse lives in her. She is the key.”

Damon smiled like a devil. “Good.”

Kael bared his teeth. “Then she is ours.”

Thorne whispered in her ear, voice thick with promise.

“Tonight, we breed.”

The castle roared as the proclamation was made. The omega had been accepted. The cursed blood would continue. The prophecy was real.

Seraphina was carried back to the chambers by Damon’s arms. Her body limp, her mind shattered by the vision, her heat blooming in full force.

The mating room was already prepared.

Chains. Oils. Silks. Knives.

They laid her down.

The door locked.

And the beasts of Blackmoor prepared to feast.
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Chapter 3: Damon’s Hunger, My First Fall
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The door shut behind him with a sound like fate slamming closed. Seraphina lay on the altar of their shared chamber, the silken sheets beneath her skin sticky with oils laced in pheromones. The room was drenched in scent—hers, thick and ripe with heat, and theirs, layered, dominant, ancient. She could feel it crawling across her body like invisible vines, wrapping around her thoughts, squeezing against her trembling resolve.

And then he came.

Damon.

He stalked across the floor with the silence of a predator, his black robes shedding as he moved, revealing a body chiseled by war and wickedness. The tattoos across his chest shimmered in the low red candlelight—runes of the cursed bloodline, each marking a soul devoured, a life taken, a bond broken. His eyes glowed with raw hunger, feral and intelligent, a cruel smirk curling at the corner of his mouth as he looked down at her.

“You smell like surrender,” he murmured.

She opened her mouth to deny him, but the truth coated her tongue like honey and ash. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, the heat spreading like wildfire through her core, and Damon inhaled deeply, nostrils flaring.

“I can hear your heart,” he said, kneeling beside her. “It’s screaming yes.”

His fingers touched her collarbone, and the magic in the air thickened, heavy and oppressive. Damon didn’t need chains to bind her. His presence alone was enough to lock every nerve, every breath in her chest. He leaned down, lips
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