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Chapter 1: The Summoning Letter
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The letter arrived on a dying breeze, just as twilight spilled across the cracked pavement outside Serena Vale’s apartment. Her building was nothing more than a stack of bricks forgotten by the city, sitting on the edge of a world that didn’t remember the name De Rossi anymore. Not here. Not in this place where she worked double shifts at a bar that reeked of cheap beer and stale cigarettes. Not in this life, where she wore thrifted jeans and lied about her last name. But the envelope didn’t care about her attempts at anonymity. Thick, textured like old parchment, it bore no stamp, no return address—only her name, written in ink that shimmered like oil on water.

Serena Vale.

Her fingers hesitated, then curled around it, the paper humming faintly against her skin. It vibrated, alive with a warning or a promise—she couldn’t tell which. She brought it inside with a sense of dread pooling in her chest, every step toward her kitchen table weighted with history. She stared at it under the flickering lightbulb overhead, the letter’s seal catching glints of amber and red, pressed with the ancient sigil of her mother’s bloodline.

She shouldn’t have opened it.

But she did.

Inside, a single sheet of paper held a message that would split her life in two.

Serena Vale,
You are summoned.
The bloodline remembers. The empire endures.
Return to the estate within seventy-two hours. Transportation will arrive.
Refusal is not an option.
Your duty is owed.
Your body is claimed.
—D.
Her hands trembled as the letter fell to the table. She stumbled backward, heart pounding so hard it drowned out the quiet of the apartment. She hadn’t heard that name—De Rossi—spoken aloud in years. She had buried it with her mother, buried it beneath lies and silence and an iron will to never go back. Her mother had told her stories before the illness took her. Stories of a house hidden in the hills, draped in velvet and secrets, ruled by blood and ancient laws. Stories of power traded like currency, of omegas born once in a generation, of a daughter destined to fulfill a contract inked in lust and sealed in violence.

Serena had been raised not just as a girl, but as an heirloom.

And now they were calling her home.

She didn’t sleep that night. Instead, she sat by the window with the letter in her lap, watching the city exhale its neon breath. When the car came, it was black as ink and silent as death. The man who stepped out wore gray gloves and a tailored coat. He didn’t speak until she was within three feet of him.

“Miss Vale,” he said, voice low and empty. “Your seat awaits.”

“Do I have a choice?” she asked, more for herself than him.

“No, Miss.”

And that was that.

She packed a bag in silence. No one to say goodbye to. No one would miss her. She’d made sure of that. Her world shrank to the shape of a carry-on and a destiny she’d spent her life pretending wasn’t hers.

The drive took hours. Through nameless roads and stretches of forest where no lights lived. She didn’t ask where they were going. She knew. She remembered the shape of it from her dreams and her nightmares.

The De Rossi estate rose like a phantom out of the fog, a structure that looked like it had grown out of the earth instead of being built. Stone walls covered in ivy. A wrought-iron gate marked with the crest of the four serpents. Gravel crunched under the tires as they entered. It didn’t feel like arriving. It felt like submission.

The car stopped in front of double doors large enough to swallow her whole. The air smelled of rain and roses gone to rot. Her door opened, and the driver stepped aside.

“Go on. They’re waiting.”

Her breath misted in front of her as she stepped out.

The doors opened without a knock.

Four men stood inside.

Four.

Not one. Not a groom or a chosen heir. Four.

The letter hadn’t said anything about that.

They stood like sentinels beneath a chandelier the size of her old apartment. Each one was beautiful in the way that hurricanes were beautiful—terrible, unpredictable, lethal.

The one closest to her had silver eyes and a scar that curved over his lip. He wore black, tailored perfectly to his brutal frame, and looked at her like she was already his possession.

Beside him, a man with sharp cheekbones and a serpent tattoo winding up his throat flicked ash from a cigarette, his expression unreadable.

The third leaned against the banister of the grand staircase, golden hair tousled, hands in his pockets, eyes lit with mischief that was anything but innocent.

And the last stood half-shadowed behind the others. He didn’t look at her. He watched the floor like it had secrets only he could hear.

No one spoke.

She stepped inside anyway.

The doors slammed shut behind her with a finality that made her stomach twist.

The man with the silver eyes spoke first. His voice was velvet over a knife’s edge. “You’re late.”

“I came as soon as I could,” she replied, lifting her chin.

“Soon enough,” said the one with the cigarette, studying her like prey. “Though I expected more... height.”

“She’ll do,” the youngest said, and his smile was slow, sharp. “They always do.”

She folded her arms, heart rattling in her ribs. “I want to know what this is. Why four of you? What am I—what the fuck am I walking into?”

Now they smiled. All of them.

“This,” the man with silver eyes said, stepping forward until he was close enough for her to smell the leather and danger clinging to him, “is your inheritance.”

“And your prison,” said the tattooed one.

“And your pleasure,” said the youngest.

“And your trial,” murmured the quiet one, finally meeting her eyes.

Serena didn’t flinch. She was drowning, but she wouldn’t show them. Wouldn’t break.

“You’re the omega,” the silver-eyed man said. “The last fertile daughter of the De Rossi line. Your mother was promised. She broke that promise. You were promised in her place.”

She spat the words back. “I’m not some pawn to be traded.”

“No,” said the tattooed man. “You’re not a pawn. You’re the board.”

“Everything moves through you now,” said the quiet one.

Serena stepped back, shaking her head. “This is insane. You think you’re going to chain me up here, breed me like some prize dog?”

The youngest laughed. “Oh no, darling. You’ll beg for it.”

She turned, ready to run, to tear open the doors and escape—

But the doors were gone. Gone like they’d never existed. Just wall now. Cold, stone wall.

The four men circled her.

“You can’t leave,” the one with the cigarette said. “Not unless all four of us let you.”

“And we won’t,” said the silver-eyed one.

“You’re ours now,” the youngest whispered.

“Welcome home,” said the quiet one.

Her world spun.

Serena Vale, omega of a forgotten legacy, had been summoned not for love, not even for duty.

She had been summoned for them.

And they had no intention of letting her go.
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Chapter 2: Four Thrones, One Chain
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The estate breathed around her like a living, ancient beast—walls that whispered, floors that sighed beneath every step, windows that looked out onto nothing but fog and iron. Serena followed them—these four men who had somehow become her keepers—through corridors that curled like veins, deeper into the body of the house. No one spoke. Their footsteps were the only sound, echoing off high ceilings and hollow stone.

It didn’t feel like walking through a home. It felt like walking through a history carved in hunger.

They led her to a room with no windows. The walls were lined with books and velvet drapes that absorbed every sound. A fire crackled in a hearth shaped like an open mouth. In the center of the room sat a table—wide, circular, carved from something dark and old. Around it, four high-backed chairs. Thrones, really. Each one different. One made of iron, the second of ivory, the third of polished obsidian, and the fourth of dark wood carved with snakes.

The men took their places without instruction. As if they had always belonged there. As if this was the way of things.

She stood alone.

“Sit,” the one in the iron throne said. He was the first voice she had heard in the manor. Cold silver eyes, the kind that didn’t blink even when they should. His name, she’d learned in a whisper from the driver before arriving, was Lucien.

“I’m not a dog,” she replied, her voice a blade honed from fear and fury.

“No,” said the one in the ivory throne, exhaling smoke toward the ceiling. His name was Kai, and the way he looked at her made her skin crawl and ache all at once. “You’re the leash.”

The golden-haired one, sprawled like a prince in his obsidian seat, chuckled. “Let her breathe, boys. She just got here. Don’t want to break the toy before we get to play with it.” His name was Rafe. He grinned like a wolf who'd never been denied a thing in his life.

And then there was the last one—Matteo. He sat in the snake-carved throne, hands folded, eyes like shadows, his silence louder than their words.

“What is this?” Serena demanded. “Why four of you? I was told I was being summoned for the continuation of the bloodline, not—” Her voice caught. “Not this circus.”

Lucien stood slowly. His presence was a storm in still water. Controlled. Dangerous. “This is no circus. This is the council of blood. And you, Serena Vale, are our shared bride.”

She took a step back. “That’s not a thing.”

Kai flicked ash into a glass tray shaped like a skull. “It is now.”

Rafe leaned forward, fingers steepled. “Let’s make this simple. The De Rossi empire is built on strength, and strength comes from unity. In the past, power passed through blood. One heir, one omega. It didn’t work. Empires collapsed. Wars were born.”

“So they changed the rules,” Lucien said, voice like frost. “Now, four heirs rule together. And one omega binds them. The omega becomes the keystone. The chain.”

Serena’s stomach turned. “You expect me to just... sleep with all of you? Breed for all of you?”

“Yes,” Matteo said, his voice like a hush in a cathedral.

“You’ll choose us in your own time,” Rafe said, standing. “But make no mistake—you will choose. Because without you, this empire dies.”

Her laugh was bitter. “Then maybe it should.”

Lucien crossed the room and stood in front of her, towering. He reached into his jacket and pulled out another letter—this one in her mother’s handwriting.

Her breath caught. Her mother had died when Serena was fourteen, long before any of this had become more than bedtime horror stories.

Lucien handed it to her without a word.

She opened it slowly, hands trembling.

My Serena,
If you are reading this, then I have failed to protect you from what I once escaped. Forgive me.
I fled the De Rossi estate the night I found out I was carrying you. I knew what they wanted, what they planned. I knew I could not let them turn you into what they tried to make me.
But the blood never forgets. It remembers. And it calls.
If they’ve summoned you, then it is too late to run.
But you are stronger than me. You are not their pawn.
Be the queen
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