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Chapter 1: Cast from Grace
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Heaven was silent the moment her wings were torn from her back.

Not a breath of wind. Not a whisper from the divine. The sky stood still—silver, unmoving, as if mourning her before the judgment came. Seraphiel didn’t scream. Angels didn’t scream. But inside her, something ancient and sacred fractured. Light bled from her shoulder blades as the celestial blades carved through bone and sinew with divine cruelty. She fell to her knees, glowing blood puddling at her feet, steam rising from where it touched the marble floor of the Celestial Court.

The King of Heaven didn’t speak.

He merely looked down at her with eyes that had once shimmered with creation itself—now hollowed, stripped of empathy. As though she were a stain he could not cleanse, an infection to be excised.

“You defied me,” he said finally, voice as cold as galaxies.

Seraphiel lifted her gaze, naked now before the throne of judgment. Her robe had been ripped from her during the ritual. Her wings gone. Her divinity slowly being peeled from her soul. And yet, her eyes still burned with a fury that no divine law could extinguish.

“I protected what you would destroy,” she said, voice rough with betrayal.

“You loved what cannot be loved,” he answered. “You chose defilement. You chose sin.”

“I chose to feel,” she spat. “You’ve forgotten what it means.”

The court gasped. The angels surrounding the king stirred, armor clinking, wings twitching. None dared to intervene. None dared to look away.

So the King stood.

The air trembled.

And then he passed judgment.

“Let her be taken by the Pit,” he declared, voice shaking the foundation of all that was holy. “Let Hell swallow what remains. No soul. No salvation. Let the devils do what they will.”

And with a flash of divine fire, he cast her down.

Seraphiel didn’t fall like a comet. She was ripped through realms, her body cracking under the pressure of divine rejection. Stars screamed past her. The dimensions blurred into a tunnel of agony and light. Her skin blistered, her heart thundered, her lungs burned.

And then there was only blackness.

Until the screaming began.

Not hers. Theirs.

Hell opened like a gaping wound beneath her, and she slammed into it with bone-breaking force. The screams came from the devils. From the damned. From the forsaken who roamed beneath the earth, waiting for something they had been promised long ago.

An angel. Pure. Divine.

Something they could ruin.

She lay on the obsidian ground, naked, bleeding, her skin glowing faintly under the cursed sky. Her breath rattled. Her body shuddered. Her grace was dimming by the second.

Then she heard them.

Footsteps.

No, claws.

Heavy. Confident. Ten of them.

They circled her. She could feel their presence before she saw them. Each one radiated a different sin, a different form of corruption. Their shadows moved with a hunger that had no end. She didn’t need to look up to know who they were.

The Circle of Ruin.

The ten unholy princes of Hell. Each one a nightmare given form.

Lust. Wrath. Envy. Greed. Gluttony. Pride. Sloth. Deceit. Despair. Madness.

They towered over her, cloaked in heat and malice. Horns. Fangs. Wings made of ash. Skin that shifted between shadow and flame. Eyes that glowed with a hunger not just for flesh, but for her.

They had waited so long for this moment.

The prophecy had been whispered in their deepest pits: An angel will fall. Not weak. Not broken. But ripe. Meant for the ten. And the ten alone.

And now here she was.

Seraphiel lifted her head, blood trickling from her lips. Her voice was hoarse. “If you touch me, I will tear your hearts out.”

Laughter broke around her like thunder.

A voice, deep and gravel-lined, spoke first. Wrath. “Touch? We will do more than touch.”

Lust crouched in front of her, his skin rippling with heat, his eyes glowing red. “You have no idea what Hell is, angel. But we’ll teach you.”

Another knelt beside her. Envy. Pale, beautiful, his grin venomous. “We’re going to break you until you beg for each of us.”

Pride stepped forward, clothed in gold and shadows, speaking like royalty. “No one will hear your screams. But we will.”

Greed laughed. “We’ll carve our names into your soul.”

Gluttony hissed, licking his lips. “Every inch of you will be used.”

Sloth smiled slowly. “And you’ll learn to love it.”

Despair whispered. “You’ll forget who you were.”

Deceit leaned down and kissed her temple. “And believe everything we tell you.”

Madness giggled in her ear. “And when you fall in love with all of us... we’ll make you suffer for it.”

Seraphiel didn’t flinch.

She met their eyes—one by one.

And she smiled.

“You’ll burn before I do.”

That smile only made them harder.

Lust’s hand reached out, sliding up her blood-slick thigh. “We’ll see, little angel.”

Then everything exploded into pain.

Hands gripped her. Teeth sank into her skin. Chains erupted from the ground and wrapped around her limbs. Heat and ice licked across her body. She was lifted into the air, crucified between flame and desire.

She screamed, finally.

Not from pain.

From rage.

But the devils didn’t care. They feasted on her light. Fed from it. Bent her body to their desires. Tasted her. Brutalized her.

Not all at once.

No—each would have their time. Their way.

The first night belonged to Lust.

He took her like he’d been waiting for a thousand years.

And Seraphiel, stripped of her wings, bound in sin, bathed in screams, vowed to survive.

Not to escape.

Not to return to Heaven.

But to make every single one of them kneel.

Eventually.

But first... she had to endure.

And the Circle of Ruin was only just beginning.
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Chapter 2: Enter the Circle of Ruin
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She awoke in chains.

Not the kind forged from metal—but from bone, black flame, and demonic intention. They pulsed like veins beneath her skin, humming with dark energy, responding not to her will, but to theirs. Every time she moved, they coiled tighter around her wrists and ankles, around her throat, across her thighs. They had been designed to break celestial beings. And they were doing their work slowly, intimately, without mercy.

Seraphiel's back was arched against the obsidian slab where they had laid her—naked, filthy, scorched from within. Her wings were gone, ripped from her body by Heaven itself, but she still felt the phantom ache. As if some part of her still believed she could rise. But this wasn’t the sky. It was the underbelly of Hell. And there would be no rising here.

The devils stood in a circle, each watching her from their carved thrones of flesh, ash, molten stone, and screaming metal. They didn't speak at first. They didn’t need to. Their gazes were heavier than chains, hungrier than wolves. They were letting her feel it—that she was prey now. That the angel who once stood beside the Creator was now theirs to consume.

Lust lounged lazily in his throne, a beast of sin wrapped in the skin of a god. His long fingers stroked the length of a dagger resting against his thigh, though it wasn’t the weapon that made her flinch—it was his smile. Wrath stood behind him, shirtless, arms folded, muscles coiled with volcanic rage. He never blinked. Never shifted. He stared at her like he was trying to decide if he wanted to fuck her or flay her. Possibly both.

Pride was poised as if sculpted, draped in obsidian and gold. He looked down on her with disdain and desire braided into one expression. Envy’s eyes glittered from the shadows, green and sharp, tongue flicking at his lips every time her chains rattled. Greed sat with jewels woven into his hair and fingers adorned with the souls of kings. He whispered to himself as he watched her, as if calculating her worth. Gluttony was bloated with power, his hunger for her more animal than man. Sloth reclined, bored but beautiful, eyelids heavy with ancient fatigue. Deceit looked almost human—too human—smiling too kindly. The most dangerous of them all. Despair was silent, still, exuding a black aura that made her feel like she was already dead. And Madness...

Madness laughed. And laughed. And laughed.

“Does she understand yet?” he sang, crawling closer, limbs twisted and graceful. “What she is? What she’ll become?”

Seraphiel didn’t answer. Her lips were cracked. Her skin torn. But her eyes... still defiant.

“She’s stubborn,” Lust said, voice a velvet growl. “That will make it sweeter.”

“Are we going to share her?” Envy hissed, stepping into the circle. “Or fight over her? I’d like to carve my name into her first.”

Wrath’s voice rumbled like thunder. “You’ll do nothing until I’ve broken her spine.”

“No,” Pride interjected smoothly. “She must be tamed. Not destroyed.”

“Why not both?” Deceit offered. “Break her. Then rebuild her.”

Greed smirked. “As long as I get her tongue for an hour, I don’t care what’s done.”

Seraphiel finally spoke.

“You think I’ll bend for you?” Her voice scraped like gravel. “You think I’ll scream for your pleasure?”

She spat blood at Lust’s feet.

He smiled wider.

“Oh, little light,” he purred. “You already have.”

He stepped forward and cupped her chin, lifting her face. His thumb smeared the blood across her lips. “But you’ll do more. You’ll beg. You’ll offer yourself. Not because you want to—”

“But because you’ll need to,” Madness interrupted, giggling as he crouched beside her, licking the air like he could taste her agony. “You’ll crave it. You’ll be addicted to us.”

Pride flicked his fingers and the chains lifted her into the air, suspended in front of them, her body a canvas for their sins. Her arms stretched above her head, her legs slightly parted by the bone-forged restraints. Her skin glowed faintly, still divine, still burning from what she used to be.

“Let her see us,” Wrath growled. “Let her understand what she’s facing.”

They removed their glamours.

Seraphiel gasped—not in pain this time—but in raw, horrified awe.

The devils shed their human forms and stood bare before her. Some were winged beasts, others massive and horned, some wrapped in flame, others veiled in darkness that swallowed light itself. Their forms were both terrifying and beautiful—blasphemy carved into flesh. Every inch of them screamed sin, power, and primal malevolence.

But their eyes remained the same. Predatory. Focused. Burning holes into her soul.

“I will not be your toy,” she said, breath catching.

“No,” Deceit agreed. “You’ll be our altar.”

“And we will worship,” Greed whispered.

“With cock,” Lust added.

Seraphiel struggled, screamed, cursed. Divine words spilled from her lips—ancient invocations meant to banish demons. They fizzled in the air, powerless in this realm.

Despair chuckled, low and haunting. “Your God has turned His face. You are ours now.”

They moved in.

Ten of them.

The air thickened with heat and hate and lust. The circle closed. She braced herself, thinking the worst had come already.

But she was wrong.

Because they didn’t ravage her.

Not yet.

They studied her. Tasted her skin with their eyes, their breath, their promises. They spoke over each other in sinful poetry—what they’d do to her, what holes they’d fill, what screams they’d carve from her lungs. But they didn’t touch.

They left her dangling.

Needing.

Bleeding.

Burning.

Then Lust finally stepped closer, pressing his hand between her thighs, smiling as he felt her body betray her.

“You’ll be ready soon,” he said. “But not yet.”

“We want you begging,” Envy












d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
oD

p

Nataria Rosewo





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
 NaraLia RosEwooD -





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





