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Chapter 1: The Auction of Flesh
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The first thing Lyra noticed was the cold. Not the icy bite of winter or the chill of fear, but the sterile, calculated cold of a place where warmth had been banished by design. Her bare feet scraped against the stone floor, and every step echoed through the cavernous chamber like a death toll. Chains clinked around her wrists, heavy iron biting into soft flesh, their weight a constant reminder that she no longer belonged to herself.

They hadn’t even bothered to dress her. A strip of sheer fabric clung to her curves, deliberately designed to expose more than it concealed. She wasn’t a woman anymore. She was a product—an object to be purchased, used, ruined. The collar around her throat hummed with suppressed power, a suppressant designed to crush her Omega instincts. But even the serum couldn’t completely erase the heat building in her blood, the ache low in her belly that marked her as what she was.

Property.

The chamber was a cathedral of lust and cruelty. Shadowed figures filled the upper tiers, noblemen and monsters alike, their eyes glowing faintly in the gloom. Alphas. The scent of them—dark, feral, thick with dominance—clung to the air like incense. Lyra’s stomach turned. They weren’t here to find mates. They were here to own.

A voice boomed through the space, slick and theatrical. “Lot 34. Virgin Omega. Untouched. Rare temperament. Violent tendencies. High fertility rating. Prime candidate for rehabilitation or rut use. Opening bid begins at seventy thousand credits.”

A hum passed through the crowd. There were no polite gasps or muttered conversations. Just silence. Appraisal. Hunger.

Lyra lifted her chin, every inch of her trembling with defiance. Her gaze swept over the faceless silhouettes, daring them to see the woman beneath the flesh. One Alpha in the front row leaned forward, a cruel smile curving his lips. She recognized his scent—sharp and spiced with blood. He’d watched her in the cages. Touched her when he thought she slept.

The bidding began.

Voices rose, numbers shouted with cold greed. The price of her soul climbed with each one, and still Lyra stood tall, jaw clenched, refusing to cry. Refusing to break. She wouldn’t give them the satisfaction.

“Three hundred thousand.”

Silence.

Every head turned toward the source. Three figures stood at the rear of the auction, shrouded in shadow. No one had seen them enter. No one dared approach them.

The auctioneer faltered. “S-Sold. To the brothers of House Draeven.”

Gasps erupted then. Whispers of dread and curiosity rippled through the room like a wave.

Lyra’s blood ran colder.

Everyone knew the Draeven brothers.

Dominic. Kade. Ronan.

Warriors. Executioners. Monsters. Exiled for slaughtering an entire rival pack after their Omega mate was murdered by their own kind. They hadn’t been seen in nearly two years—until now.

The guards didn’t dare touch her. They simply unlocked the chains and stepped aside as the brothers approached.

Dominic moved like a shadow, tall and broad with a silence that suffocated. His golden eyes were unreadable, his scarred knuckles flexing as he loomed closer. Kade was all sin and smiles, his tongue flicking across his bottom lip like he could already taste her. And Ronan... he was the storm. His gaze was feral, his body vibrating with the kind of violence that promised pain—and not the good kind.

Kade reached out, curling a finger beneath her chin.

“This is the one?” he murmured.

“She’ll do,” Ronan growled.

“She’ll bleed,” Dominic said.

And then they turned, leaving her no choice but to follow.

The walk to the carriage was silent. No one dared speak. Even the guards bowed their heads. She was led like a lamb between wolves, her bare feet burning against gravel and frost.

Inside the vehicle, the heat was suffocating. Velvet seats, dark leather, and a haze of primal Alpha musk. She sat on the floor by instinct, knowing standing would be a challenge to their dominance she wasn’t ready to make—not yet.

Kade sat beside her, lounging like a king in his throne. He trailed a finger down her bare arm, making her shiver.

“You’ll call me sir,” he said softly. “When you’re not screaming.”

Dominic spoke from the other side, his voice deep, unyielding. “There are rules. You will learn them. You will obey them. Or you will be punished.”

Ronan said nothing. He just watched her, his golden eyes glowing faintly in the dark.

Lyra clenched her fists. She’d expected cruelty. Expected cages.

She hadn’t expected to be delivered into the hands of legends.

The castle that rose before them was a black monolith carved from the bones of the mountain. Jagged towers reached toward the clouds, and the wind screamed around them like a thing alive. The gates opened without a sound, and the horses pulling the carriage quickened their pace, eager to escape whatever lived inside.

The inside was worse.

Cold stone halls. Blood-red carpets. And silence. Not the silence of peace—but the silence of death.

She was taken to a chamber. Not a cell, though it might as well have been. It was luxurious, decadent... and bare. A bed. A chair. A basin.

No windows.

No locks—because they didn’t believe she could escape.

“We’ll be back in an hour,” Kade said, pausing at the door. “Be naked. Be kneeling. Be silent.”

He didn’t wait for an answer.

The door closed.

Lyra stared at the floor, her heart a storm in her chest.

She wasn’t going to obey.

She wasn’t going to kneel.

But she wasn’t going to die, either.

She stood, slow and deliberate, and peeled the thin fabric from her skin. It fell to the floor like ash. She faced the door and sat on the bed instead, spine straight, head high.

Let them come.

She would break them.

Or they would break her.

Either way... the war had begun.
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Chapter 2: The Alphas’ Curse
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Lyra awoke to the sound of silence, but it was the kind of silence that hummed with presence, like being watched by something ancient and hungering. Her body was sore, not from violence, but from tension—the constant restraint of every instinct she had not to lash out, not to run. She hadn’t obeyed their command the night before. She hadn’t knelt. She hadn’t stripped for them. She had stared down the door until sleep took her like a thief. Now, she waited for the consequences.

The door creaked open, the noise loud in the suffocating hush, and her spine went rigid as three towering figures entered the room. They didn’t speak. They didn’t need to. Their eyes did all the talking.

Kade’s lips quirked with amusement. Dominic’s face remained unreadable. Ronan’s fists were already clenched.

“You disobeyed,” Dominic said after a long pause, his voice the low rumble of distant thunder.

“I did,” Lyra replied, her voice sharp with defiance.

Kade moved first. In a flash, he was beside her, his hand wrapped around her throat—not squeezing, just holding, a reminder. Her pulse thudded beneath his palm.

“You think you’re still free, little Omega?” he whispered, leaning in until his lips brushed her ear. “You think we’ll be patient with a brat who doesn’t know her place?”

“She doesn’t need patience,” Ronan snarled. “She needs to be taught.”

Dominic stepped forward, and with a single gesture, the collar around her neck deactivated. Lyra gasped. The sudden flood of her suppressed instincts slammed into her like a tidal wave. Heat. Hunger. Submission.

And fury.

They felt it too. The air thickened. The Alphas inhaled sharply, their bodies tightening with awareness. Their scents flared—Dominic’s like iron and pine, Ronan’s raw and electric, Kade’s a blend of spice and sin. The predator in each of them surged, responding to the Omega that now pulsed with need and rage before them.

Lyra trembled, caught in the crossfire of instinct and will. She wanted to throw herself at them and tear her way free, but her knees buckled. Heat flared low in her belly. They were triggering her cycle on purpose.

“You bastards,” she hissed, clutching the edge of the bed for balance.

“This is what you are,” Kade murmured, dragging his nose along her neck, inhaling her scent like a drug. “You can’t fake it. You can’t fight it. You were made for us.”

“Made to be owned,” Ronan added.

Dominic said nothing. But his hand reached out, trailing fingers across her cheek with a gentleness that chilled her more than all their threats. He was the silent one, the watcher, but Lyra saw the darkness under his skin, pulsing like a second heart.

They didn’t touch her further. Not yet.

Dominic replaced the collar around her neck, and her instincts dulled once more, the fire inside her fading to embers. She felt empty, as though something vital had been stolen.

“Now you know,” Kade said, stepping back. “Now you understand.”

“Your defiance is amusing,” Ronan growled, “but it won’t last. We’ll break you. Not with fists. Not with chains. With need.”

They left her there, shivering, her body betraying her with the ghost of arousal still burning under her skin. They hadn’t laid a hand on her in anger. They hadn’t needed to. They’d made her own biology the cage.

Hours passed. She sat curled on the bed, staring at the door, her body thrumming with the memory of sensation. She hated them. Hated how they made her feel. Hated the power they had over her.

A maid arrived at some point, quiet and pale, eyes downcast. She offered a tray of food without speaking, her hands trembling slightly. Lyra caught a glimpse of a scar curling under the girl’s collar. Another Omega. Broken.

Lyra didn’t eat.

That night, they came for her again.

They didn’t knock. The door opened and all three entered, dressed not in armor or furs, but in silk shirts and dark slacks. Regal. Beautiful. Terrifying.

Kade spoke first, as always.

“You’re not here to rot in a room,” he said. “You’re here to serve. To please. To learn your place.”

“My place,” Lyra echoed, voice sharp, “isn’t beneath you.”

“Oh, little flame,” he chuckled, “you’re already beneath us.”

Ronan approached this time, grabbing her arm and yanking her to her feet. She resisted, kicking out, but he caught her leg mid-air and spun her into his chest. He held her there, breath hot against her neck.

“Fight all you want,” he rasped, “I like it when they scream.”

Dominic’s voice cut through the tension like a blade. “Enough.”

He stepped forward, his gaze boring into Lyra’s. “We’re not going to force you. That would be too easy. You’re going to beg. You’re going to come crawling, wet and desperate, when your body can’t take the ache anymore.”

Lyra snarled and spat at his feet. “I’ll die first.”

Kade clapped his hands, amused. “Then we wait.”

They left her again, but this time, the room changed. The scent they left behind was thick with pheromones, clinging to her skin, saturating her lungs. Her heat would come soon. They were preparing her like an animal.

Days passed.

She wasn’t allowed outside. The room had no clock, no window. Meals came and went. Her heat crept closer with each moment, a steady, burning tide that built with agonizing slowness.

One night, she woke soaked in sweat, her sheets tangled, her body slick and trembling. She bit her lip until it bled, trying to silence the whimpers that escaped her throat.

She wanted.

Gods, she needed.

But she refused to call for them.

On the fourth day, the door opened.

Dominic entered alone.

He didn’t speak. He simply sat on the edge of her bed and waited. His scent wrapped around her like chains. Her body reacted instantly, slick pooling between her thighs, her nipples tightening, her breath coming in sharp gasps.

Still, she said nothing.

He reached into his coat and produced a small vial.

Suppressants.

He held them out to her.

“You want to be strong,” he said. “Then prove it. Take these. End the suffering.”

Lyra’s hands trembled as she reached out.

Then she slapped the vial from his hand, watching it shatter across the floor.

Dominic didn’t move. Didn’t flinch.

She climbed into his lap instead, shaking, furious, aroused.

“You want me to beg?” she whispered. “I’d rather burn.”

He smiled, slow and dark.

“Good.”

That night, they didn’t come to her.

But she knew it was only a matter of time.

She had passed the first test.

But the game was far from over.
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Chapter 3: Shackled to the Throne
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The castle breathed at night. Not with life, but with menace, exhaling shadows into the hallways like a creature that had long ago forgotten how to dream. Lyra felt it in her bones every time she walked its silent corridors, the way the walls seemed to lean in, to listen, to wait. She had not seen another soul in three days, save for the brothers, who drifted through her world like phantoms. They didn’t speak unless they wished to provoke her. They didn’t touch unless they wanted a reaction. They played her like a violin, drawing tight the strings of her sanity with every note of silence.

The suppressants had worn off.

Her heat began again.

It wasn’t supposed to come so soon. They had dosed her regularly before the auction, enough to delay her cycle for weeks. But now it crept under her skin like wildfire, devouring her resolve. Her thighs were slick constantly. Her skin flushed from the inside out. The castle's chill did nothing to soothe the burn that nestled in her womb like a brand. Every breath she took was poisoned with Alpha musk. It haunted the halls, soaked into the stone.

And they knew.

They watched her suffer from a distance.

Ronan was the first to test her.

She found him in the library—shirtless, of course, always shirtless—lounging across a massive leather armchair like a beast surveying its territory. His body was carved from war, riddled with scars, muscle coiled
























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
'ngm ;zlrpﬁas

NATALIA ROSEWOOD





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
roken Alphas .

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAA





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





