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Chapter 1: Chosen for the Moonbinding
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The chains around Seraphina Vale’s wrists were velvet-lined, but they still chafed. That was the Elven way—beauty without mercy, silk threaded with steel. The collar at her throat shimmered with delicate runes, glowing faintly against her skin in the moonlight that poured through the lattice windows. Each rune was a spell, etched into her skin by hands she did not know, meant to bind, silence, obey. Tonight, the magic pulsed harder. It had felt like a whisper all day, but now it sang like a scream.

They were coming for her.

She stood alone in the center of a marbled chamber that reeked of jasmine, fear, and centuries-old power. Golden lanterns swung from the vine-draped ceiling, casting soft shadows over her bare shoulders. The silk slip they’d given her was nearly translucent, the color of snow at dusk. She wore nothing beneath it. She was not allowed. Her dark hair, thick and tumbling past her waist, had been brushed until it shone like polished obsidian, a stark contrast to her pale skin. Her feet were bare, the floor beneath her cold and uncaring.

The Palace of Moonlight was a place humans whispered about in their beds, praying never to see. It was where the Elven Kings held court during the sacred Moonbinding. Where they chose their pets. Their consorts. Their playthings.

Seraphina had known she would be called eventually. She was too lovely not to be. That was what the Matrons whispered at the slave house, their voices soaked in jealousy and warning. “Too lovely, that one. Starlight in her eyes. She’ll catch a King’s notice, mark me.”

She had.

A tall, horned figure entered the room in silence, and every instinct in her body screamed to bow. He wore black, always black, his hair silver as frost and falling like a blade down his back. His skin was pale blue, kissed by some ancient winter, and his eyes... those cold, immortal eyes did not blink.

Thalion, the Cold King of Shadows.

He was the first to arrive.

She had seen him only once before, from afar, when he came to the auction house to inspect new slaves. He had not spoken. He had only looked. One glance from him, and the girls around her wept, shaking in their chains. But Seraphina had not looked away.

Now, he stood before her, hands clasped behind his back, assessing her as one might a weapon or a sculpture—something to be used, revered, or broken. He didn’t touch her. Not yet.

“You were bred well,” he said finally, voice smooth as midnight. “But breeding is not enough. Beauty is not enough.”

Seraphina said nothing. The collar around her throat would have shocked her if she did.

Thalion stepped closer, studying the shimmer in her eyes. “Your magic is waking, human.”

That was impossible.

Magic did not belong to humans. It had been burned out of them generations ago—when the Elven wars ended and the old bloodlines were culled. But her blood had always pulsed strangely. There had been moments, alone in her cell, where the air trembled around her when she was angry. Once, she’d shattered a goblet just by screaming. She thought it was madness.

Now, the Cold King smiled. Not kindly.

“They’ll fight for you,” he said, circling her slowly. “They’ll rip flesh for you. But you belong to no one. Not until you kneel. Not until you choose.”

Choose?

As if she had a choice.

The doors creaked open again. Two more shadows entered the room, and the tension changed instantly, thickening into something electric. The second King was taller still, all heat and muscle and molten fury. His black hair was unbound, cascading over bronze shoulders. His eyes were the color of burning coals.

Aerith, the Savage King.

He didn’t walk—he prowled. His presence was a storm barely leashed. His jaw clenched as he looked her over, and a possessive growl rumbled from his throat. He said nothing, but the sound alone made her breath catch.

And behind him came the third.

Caelum, the Enchanter.

Graceful, smiling, dangerous.

Where Thalion was winter and Aerith fire, Caelum was moonlight and madness. He wore robes of deep violet, embroidered with constellations that moved when you looked too long. His golden hair was tied at his nape, and his lips curled in that damned, knowing smirk.

“A vision,” Caelum purred, reaching out to brush his knuckles along her cheek. Unlike Thalion, he did touch. Boldly. “They said you glowed. They were right.”

She flinched, and he chuckled.

Thalion stepped between them. “Don’t touch what isn’t yours.”

Caelum raised an elegant brow. “Is she yours already, shadow king?”

“Not yet,” Thalion murmured. “But she will be.”

Aerith’s growl deepened, and for a moment, Seraphina thought they might fight—right here, in this room, with her in the center like some prized bone thrown between wolves.

“She has not been Marked,” Caelum said, turning back to her. “The ritual begins tonight.”

“Too soon,” Thalion argued.

“She is ready,” Aerith rumbled. “Look at her. She was made for this.”

“She does not even know what she is,” Thalion snapped.

“She will,” Caelum countered. “When she’s writhing beneath one of us, screaming our names. She’ll know.”

Seraphina wanted to speak, to scream, to vanish. But she stood still, trembling slightly, heart pounding in her chest like a war drum. Her gaze darted between them. Three Kings. Three predators. All ancient, all immortal, all lethal in their own way.

And they wanted her.

A slave.

A human.

Something inside her twisted at that. She had always been trained to accept, to submit. But now, as the Kings circled her like gods choosing a sacrifice, something fierce began to burn in her chest.

A flicker of rebellion. Of heat. Of hunger.

When Caelum’s fingers reached for her again, she didn’t flinch. Instead, she met his eyes, unblinking.

“Oh,” Caelum whispered, voice amused and aroused. “She has teeth.”

“She’ll need them,” Thalion muttered. “If she survives the Moonbinding.”

“She will,” Aerith said simply. “She was born for it.”

The doors opened again, and a procession of Elven priests entered, robed in white and gold. Their hands glowed with magic. The room darkened as their spells took hold, casting a soft, unnatural twilight across the chamber. The Moonbinding Ceremony had begun.

Seraphina’s knees buckled. Not from fear.

From power.

It flooded the room like a tide. Magic so old, so vast, it made her skin crawl. She could feel the bond threads reaching for her, invisible and insistent. The Kings stepped back, forming a triangle around her, each glowing faintly with their own signature magic. Shadow. Flame. Starlight.

And at the center—her.

The high priest raised his hands. “Let the claiming begin.”

Pain shot through her collar, through the runes on her arms and thighs, lighting up her blood. Seraphina cried out, falling to her knees. It felt like fire and ice and lightning all at once.

But beneath it all... was a second pulse.

Not pain.

Magic.

Hers.

It surged against the chains, against the runes, against the will of the Kings. Something inside her opened. Something ancient. Something dangerous.

The priest faltered.

The air cracked.

Her collar broke.

It didn’t fall off. It shattered.

A silence followed so absolute it felt holy.

The Kings stared at her, stunned.

Her eyes, once merely blue, now shimmered like twin stars.

Caelum stepped forward, his voice a whisper. “Starborn.”

Thalion hissed. “Impossible.”

Aerith’s hands curled into fists. “Ours.”

And Seraphina Vale, born a slave, kneeling on the marble floor in a ruined slip and broken collar, looked at them all with a new fire in her blood.

No longer a girl bred for obedience.

No longer a thing.

Not prey.

Power.

She was chosen.

And the Moonbinding had only just begun.
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Chapter 2: Claimed by the Ruthless Kings
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The night air in the Palace of Moonlight was thick with power, each breath Seraphina took laced with magic and something darker—desire, heavy and unrelenting. Her collar lay shattered on the marble floor like broken chains of porcelain, the last symbol of her captivity crumbling to dust before the most powerful beings in Elarion. And yet, her freedom was not freedom at all. Not here. Not yet. Not when three Elven Kings looked at her as if she were the key to everything they wanted. Everything they feared.

Thalion’s expression was stone, but the shadows around his feet writhed like smoke in a storm, betraying his temper. Aerith’s eyes gleamed with hunger barely held in check, the wildness of the old world burning in his stare. Caelum, as ever, smiled. But the smile was tight. Too sharp. It did not reach his eyes.

The priest who had summoned the ceremony knelt in silence, lips pale. None dared speak. Not after what had happened. The breaking of the collar. The explosion of starlight. Her eyes glowing like the heavens.

The prophecy wasn’t supposed to be real.

Thalion moved first, his voice like a blade drawn slow across silk. “The claiming proceeds.”

Caelum gave a low, theatrical sigh. “So traditional. Always so dreadfully grim, Thalion.”

Aerith growled, stepping between them. “Enough. She belongs to all of us now. That was the agreement.”

Thalion’s gaze was ice. “Not until she is Marked. Not until the ritual is complete.”

Caelum’s hand hovered near his chest, fingers tracing the empty space where a bond-thread would go. “And how do you propose we do that, when she already shattered the spell meant to bind her?”

Seraphina stood slowly, blood still ringing with magic, legs trembling but defiant. The silk shift she wore clung to her like mist, her chest rising and falling in sharp, shallow breaths. She had not spoken yet, but the silence she held was not submission. Not anymore.

“I don’t belong to you,” she said finally. Her voice was low. Steady. A blade of its own.

Thalion’s head turned. “Not yet.”

Aerith’s nostrils flared as he stalked closer. “You will.”

“Will I?” she asked.

And the fire in her words made Caelum laugh. “Oh, she is delightful.”

He moved behind her before she could blink, his hand brushing the curve of her neck, fingers toying with the edge of her spine. A whisper of magic moved with him, warm and coaxing, meant to seduce.

Seraphina spun before he could make contact again, her hand slapping his wrist away.

Caelum froze, then tilted his head in a slow, amused nod. “Very well. I’ll wait until you beg.”

Aerith’s eyes flared gold. “She won’t beg you, enchantment-prince.”

“No?” Caelum asked, laughing again. “And you think she’ll fall for your beast’s growl and rutting appetite?”

Seraphina stepped back, and their attention snapped to her again.

“I want answers,” she said.

Thalion’s voice was dry as winter. “You will earn them.”

“I just broke a collar enchanted by your court’s oldest magic,” she snapped, fire threading through her words. “I’m done earning.”

The room held its breath.

It was Aerith who moved next. Not with violence, but with terrible, terrifying calm. He crossed the floor slowly, step by step, until he stood before her, his body a wall of heat and fury and restrained dominance.

“Look at me,” he said.

She did.

“You don’t know what you are. Not really. You don’t know what this place will do to you. What we will do to you. You want answers?” His hand moved, not roughly, but with possession, cupping her jaw. “Then take your first step.”

He leaned in, breath against her cheek, and whispered, “Kneel.”

Seraphina’s breath hitched. Not from fear.

From want.

That was the cruelest truth of it.

Even now, even after everything, something deep in her body responded to him. To all of them. Not love. Not even lust.

Need.

It wrapped around her spine like a second skin, a whisper of something ancient.

But her knees did not bend.

“No,” she said.

Aerith’s eyes glowed, the savage inside him rattling his cage.

Caelum, lounging now on a throne made of moonlight, clapped his hands slowly. “Delicious.”

Thalion said nothing. He only watched. And in his gaze was the promise of storms.

“You’ve broken her too soon,” Thalion said coldly. “She’s not ready.”

“She’s not broken at all,” Caelum corrected. “And that is what makes her interesting.”

“She will be,” Aerith growled.

Seraphina turned on him, eyes flashing. “Try.”

It was a mistake.

Because the moment she challenged him, Aerith moved. Faster than she could see. One hand gripped her waist, the other buried in her hair, and her back slammed against the nearest column, her breath escaping in a gasp. But still, she didn’t cry out. Didn’t flinch.

He leaned in, forehead against hers. Not a kiss. Not yet. Just heat. Raw and blistering.

“You think fire cannot burn you just because you’ve felt a spark,” he said, voice low and dark. “But I am fire, little human. I will sear your soul.”

Her chest rose against his. “Then do it.”

For a moment, she thought he might. That he would tear her down with teeth and tongue and ancient hunger. That he would mark her with something deeper than runes. But he didn’t.

He stepped back.

Not out of mercy.

Out of strategy.

“She doesn’t submit,” Thalion said, approaching now. “Not yet. We’ll take her to the chambers.”

Caelum stood in a lazy stretch. “At last. Shall we draw lots for who gets to brand her first?”

“No,” Thalion said. “We take her together. All of us. She must choose, but she must know.”

The priest coughed. “That is... not traditional.”

Thalion’s gaze was murder. “Tradition has ended. She ended it.”

Guards entered at a flick of Thalion’s fingers, silent as shadows, dressed in ceremonial silver and black. They moved to flank her, hands on the hilts of their blades, not to harm her—but to guide.

Seraphina didn’t fight. She could feel the storm building. Her own power, wild and untrained, beat against her ribs like wings wanting to fly. But she needed to understand it. And more importantly, she needed to understand them.

The Kings were not allies.

But they were not yet enemies, either.

They led her through halls of pearl and starlight, past paintings that breathed and statues that wept, into the heart of the palace where no slave had ever walked. Past the places of pleasure, past the chambers of torment, to the sanctum carved of moonstone and obsidian.

Three thrones stood at the room’s center. And in the middle, a dais of silk and furs.

The Marking Bed.

Seraphina stared at it, heart pounding.

“This is where you will choose,” Thalion said. “One. Or all.”

“I haven’t agreed,” she said.

Caelum was at her shoulder. “Not yet. But you will.”

“Why?” she demanded. “Why me? Why not any of the others?”

Aerith stepped forward, his voice raw. “Because you woke the magic.”

“And now,” Thalion said, “it wants blood.”

The bed glowed faintly, and the runes on her body—once dormant—flared to life again.

But this time, they did not burn.

They hummed.

Waiting.

Wanting.

Seraphina turned to the Kings. Her voice was steady. “Then show me what it means. Show me why you want me.”

Thalion’s eyes turned to silver. Caelum’s smile faded into something hungry. Aerith’s chest rose, a growl low in his throat.

She stepped onto the bed, the silks parting beneath her bare feet like mist.

She was not prey anymore.

She was the beginning of a war.

And tonight, she would let the Kings claim her—but only so she could begin to understand how to rule them.
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