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Chapter 1: The Blood Pet Chosen
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She was born under a black moon, beneath whispers of defiance and blood-soaked silk, her first cries swallowed by the chants of the temple priestesses. Seraphina Dusk was not meant to live. The child of a nameless human woman and a forbidden bloodline, she was supposed to be silenced—like so many others who bore magic that could not be controlled. But something in her had clawed its way to life, something the runes could not kill and the priests could not chain. She grew in shadows, cloaked in secrecy, raised by ghosts and ashes. And on the eve of her twenty-first year, she was chosen.

Not as a woman. Not as a bride. But as a gift.

In Theralis, the Elven empire spanned the stars. Built on bone, blood, and the sacred power of pain. Humans were little more than ornamental pets—trained to obey, bred for submission. Once a year, the Court of Thorns demanded an Offering. A flawless human, untouched and unspeaking, delivered to the three Elven Kings who ruled with cruelty and lust. The chosen one would serve their pleasure. Her body would be their temple, her mind their canvas. She would kneel. She would break. And if she survived the trials, she might live to be crowned as nothing more than a favored pet.

But Seraphina was no ordinary offering.

The selection had been brutal. Hundreds of girls paraded, beaten, inspected. Those with scars were cast aside. Those who cried were discarded. Only Seraphina remained silent, her violet eyes too bright, her mouth curved in a secret smile. They mistook her silence for docility. Her stillness for obedience. They did not see the rage curled inside her like a serpent waiting to strike.

She was bathed in sacred oils and adorned with chains instead of jewels. The rune-stitchers threaded magic into her throat—binding her voice, silencing her will. A collar of obsidian and silver was clasped around her neck, humming with ancient restraint. Then she was locked away beneath the temple, to await the Kings.

She did not weep. She did not scream. She watched.

The night of the Offering arrived with no fanfare. The sky wept with violet rain, thunder rolling like the growl of gods. She was pulled from the cell by faceless temple guards, dragged through corridors slick with incense and blood. Her chains clinked with every step, the sound a dark lullaby of submission.

When the great temple doors opened, she stepped out not into sunlight, but shadow.

The Kings awaited her.

Three figures stood beneath the obsidian arch that led to the Court of Thorns, framed in silver firelight. They did not speak. They did not smile. They only watched.

The first was Vaelith, the Shadow King. Tall, carved from silence and shadow, his presence darker than the void. His skin shimmered like night, his eyes molten silver that saw through illusion, through flesh, through soul. He did not move, but the air around him twisted, thick with power and ancient cruelty. His silence was a scream, and when his gaze touched her, her knees nearly buckled.

The second was Kaelen, the Warlord King. A beast in blackened armor, copper fire braided through his hair, his face a map of battles and violence. He stood like war personified, his gaze hungry, lips curved in cruel amusement. He sniffed the air as she approached and growled low in his throat, like a predator scenting prey.

The third was Sylas, the Silver Enchanter. Cloaked in decadence, beauty so sharp it could cut. His smile was pure sin, his eyes glittering pools of lust and madness. Magic dripped from his fingertips like honey, the scent of it wrapping around her like invisible silk. He looked at her as if he already knew her secrets—every moan, every scream, every whimper she had never yet made.

They did not speak as she was dragged before them. The guards bowed, murmured words in the old tongue, and left her there—naked, collared, silenced.

She knelt, not from submission, but necessity. The runes in her collar flared when she tried to stand, searing her throat with liquid fire. She hissed, jaw clenched. They watched.

Sylas moved first, crouching beside her like a lover or a snake. He reached out, brushed his fingers along her cheek. “Exquisite,” he murmured, his voice a caress and a curse.

Kaelen snarled. “Too small. She’ll break.”

Vaelith finally spoke, voice low, rough as gravel. “She will learn.”

Their magic surrounded her. Tasted her. She felt it probing beneath her skin, testing her resistance, seeking weakness. But deep within, something stirred. The runes beneath her skin, hidden from sight, pulsed with a rhythm older than the Court, older than Theralis itself. Magic born not of light or shadow, but rebellion.

They did not see it. Not yet.

Vaelith snapped his fingers. A leash of gold formed in the air, attaching to her collar. The magic burned, binding her will.

“Crawl,” he commanded.

The command lashed through her like a whip.

She hesitated.

The pain came instantly, vicious and pure. She gasped, fingers clawing at the floor. Her body moved on instinct, driven by agony. She crawled. Across the courtyard. Into the Court of Thorns.

The court was no palace. It was a temple of torment, every inch designed for pleasure and punishment. Black marble floors etched with binding runes. Chains that whispered when touched. Walls that wept moans. The scent of blood and roses filled the air, thick and heady.

They brought her to the central chamber—a massive hall lined with thrones and silk-draped altars. She was lifted by unseen magic and placed atop a pedestal carved from bones.

Vaelith circled her, eyes narrowed. “She carries defiance.”

Kaelen cracked his knuckles. “We’ll beat it out of her.”

Sylas smiled. “Or make her beg for chains.”

The Kings touched her—not gently, not violently, but with intent. Hands tracing runes, exploring the shape of her resistance. Kaelen’s grip bruised her thighs. Vaelith’s fingers lingered at her throat, feeling the pulse of forbidden magic beneath her skin. Sylas whispered to her mind, filling her with visions of pleasure and torment.

Her breath came fast. Not from fear.

From rage.

From want.

She was not supposed to want this. To hunger. To burn.

But she did.

They felt it.

Sylas purred. “She’s not broken.”

Kaelen laughed. “Not yet.”

Vaelith simply watched, silent as ever.

Then the ritual began.

They bound her in silk. Draped her in crimson veils. Adorned her with thorns that bled when touched. Each King left a mark—a bite, a rune, a lash across her skin that shimmered with magic. Her body became a canvas, her breath a symphony of unspoken screams. And all the while, the magic beneath her skin grew hotter, wilder, hungrier.

As the first night fell and the Kings took her into the heart of the Court, Seraphina did not weep.

She watched.

She learned.

She waited.

They thought her broken.

But the storm had only just begun.
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Chapter 2: Delivered to the Court of Thorns
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The palace of the Elven Kings was unlike anything Seraphina had ever seen, even in her darkest dreams. It rose from the forest like a black wound, the jagged spires piercing the sky and dripping silver fire from their tips. The walls pulsed with a soft hum, as if the entire structure breathed with ancient magic and unspeakable desire. It was alive, a beast cloaked in grandeur and decay, and now it was her prison.

She was dragged through its gates on a leash made of living flame, naked save for the sheer silk wrapped around her hips and breasts like a mockery of modesty. Her feet bled as she stumbled along the obsidian floors, each step a silent scream. But the Kings did not allow her to falter. Kaelen’s voice growled commands into her collar, and each disobedient twitch was met with searing punishment from the rune-magic that coiled around her throat. Vaelith did not speak, but his silence was heavier than any whip. Sylas walked beside her with a smile that made her skin crawl, his hand brushing over her back as though he were checking for cracks in fine porcelain. She wanted to bite him. She wanted to run. She wanted to burn it all down.

The court’s halls were lined with mirrored glass and thorned vines that whispered secrets in languages she did not understand. She caught glimpses of other pets—women chained to columns, men bound in flesh-crafted harnesses, and creatures that might once have been human, now transformed by dark pleasure and the relentless pull of Elven desire. No one looked at her with pity. Only hunger. Only lust.

They took her to a chamber deep within the palace. It was not a cell, not a cage, but something worse—a bedroom. Ornate, luxurious, dripping with silks and shadows. A bed of black velvet stood at the center, framed by obsidian chains descending from the ceiling. Every surface gleamed with oils, restraints, instruments carved from bone and gold. The air was thick with the scent of musk, blood, and magic. This was not a place for sleep. This was a stage. A crucible.

Sylas stepped forward, fingers dancing lazily along the curve of her hip. “We don’t often receive gifts wrapped in such... promising disobedience,” he purred.

Kaelen snorted. “I want to see her fight. Hear her scream. Test the limits of that pride.”

Vaelith remained near the door, a shadow made flesh, his gaze never leaving her.

“She’s not broken,” he said at last, voice like a blade scraping bone.

“She will be,” Kaelen promised, and his hand fisted her hair, dragging her to her knees before the bed.

The silk covering her body was torn away with a single swipe of magic. She was bare again, marked only by the bruises and bite-shaped burns left from their earlier touch. Her skin was a map of their ownership already, and they hadn’t even begun.

Vaelith approached at last. He crouched beside her, silent as winter. His hand cupped her chin, lifting her gaze to his. No rage. No fire. Just control. Absolute, perfect, suffocating.

“You will be made,” he whispered. “Into something exquisite. Or into nothing at all.”

She didn’t blink. Couldn’t speak. But her eyes flared, and that was enough.

He smiled, slow and cruel.

Then she was lifted by invisible threads of magic, her arms spread wide, body suspended above the bed like a sacrificial offering. The chains from the ceiling moved on their own, wrapping around her wrists and ankles with chilling grace. Her body stretched, bared, presented.

Sylas stepped forward first, running a crystal-tipped wand along her inner thigh. It pulsed with power, drawing a gasp from her throat that was swallowed by the rune-silence. Every nerve in her body screamed awake. Every inch of skin became fire. Pleasure and pain twined so tightly she could no longer separate them.

Kaelen circled the bed like a predator, removing his armor piece by piece, revealing skin carved by battle and desire. He climbed onto the bed and knelt between her legs, hands rough and worshipful, possessive. He didn’t speak. He didn’t have to.

Sylas leaned close, brushing her lips with his thumb. “You’ll beg for us in time,” he whispered. “But until then... let’s see what kind of music your silence makes.”

They took their time. Teasing. Testing. Punishing.

Kaelen’s teeth sank into her thigh. Vaelith carved a rune into her side with a blade of black fire, marking her as property of the Court. Sylas whispered spells that made her nerves dance and her skin sing with sensation. They mapped her pain. Explored her defiance. Each moment stretched into an eternity of raw, aching awareness. Her body betrayed her over and over again—arching into the lash, quivering beneath their touch, reacting to every cruel stroke with heat and hunger she could not understand.

But her eyes never lowered. Her spirit never bowed.

And that, more than anything, seemed to enrage them.

When they were done, they did not release her. She hung there, trembling, gasping, tears streaming from her eyes though no sob escaped her silenced throat. Her body burned with magic and bruises, but her gaze remained unbroken. Watching. Waiting.

Kaelen stood at the edge of the bed, chest heaving, blood staining his lips.

“She’s not broken.”

“She’s resisting the collar’s full effect,” Sylas murmured. “Interesting.”

Vaelith turned to the wall, placing a single hand against the obsidian. A new set of runes bloomed into existence—ancient, forbidden, pulsing with starfire.

“She bears the old magic,” he said quietly. “It’s in her blood. The runes can’t hold it.”

Kaelen’s eyes flared. “You’re saying she’s...?”

Sylas finished the thought with a dark laugh. “One of the Starborn.”

Silence. Heavy. Dangerous.

Starborn. A bloodline thought extinct. The only humans who once wielded magic that could rival the Elves. Hunted. Exterminated.

Except one.

Seraphina.

She did not know what it meant. Not yet. But the shift in the room told her everything. She was no longer just a pet. No longer just a toy.

She was a threat.

Kaelen growled, fists clenched. “Kill her.”

“No,” Vaelith said, stepping between them. “Not yet.”

Sylas tilted his head. “She could be the key.”

“To what?”

“To everything.”

They released her at last, dropping her onto the bed in a heap of shivering limbs and burning skin. Her collar remained. The chains did not. They left her alone in the chamber, the door sealing with a hiss of magic.

She curled into herself, not from fear, but to protect the flickering power rising inside her. Her hands trembled. Her breath came in broken sobs. But inside—beneath the pain, beneath the shame—something bloomed.

They thought she was theirs.

But the blood that called to the stars was waking.

And it would not kneel.
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Chapter 3: The Three Kings' First Glance
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The throne room of the Court of Thorns was an abyss of indulgence and horror. Vast and arched, carved from black marble veined with molten silver, the entire hall pulsed like a living heart. Sconces burned with violet flame that cast flickering shadows in unnatural shapes. Every inch of the space screamed power, cruelty, and a beauty too sharp to touch. It was here that Seraphina would be displayed—not as a woman, not as a being, but as an object to be seen, studied, and owned.

She stood on the platform in the center, the marble beneath her feet cold enough to numb. Thin silks clung to her skin like mist, transparent and humiliating. Her arms were bound behind her back with silken rope laced with thorns that bit at her skin, drawing delicate beads of blood that shimmered like rubies. Her legs were bare, her collar gleamed obsidian under the torchlight, and around her ankle, a new rune had been etched that pulsed faintly with silver magic. She could not speak. She could not run. She could barely breathe through the weight of magic and expectation.

Before her sat the Three Kings.

Vaelith lounged in the central throne, a creation of shadow and stone carved with ancient sigils of binding and control. He was draped in black silks, the fabric cut to expose the angular brutality of his body. His skin was ink-dark, his hair cascading like liquid night past his shoulders. His eyes—two silver stars in an eternal night—glowed with unreadable hunger. He did not move as he studied her. He did not blink. He simply watched, as though memorizing every inch of her exposed form, committing her weaknesses to memory.

To his left, Kaelen sprawled across his own throne, this one made of dragonbone and scorched iron. He was already half out of his armor, powerful limbs bare, his chest gleaming with sweat and scars and old, faded runes. His hair was a riot of copper and gold, wild as his temper, and his eyes flicked over her body with open desire. His fingers drummed against the hilt of the sword resting against his thigh. He smelled of blood and smoke, and when he grinned, it was the grin of a beast ready to feed.

To the right sat Sylas, poised like a serpent in repose on a throne crafted from silver and enchanted crystal. His robes shimmered with shifting colors, reflecting mood, intent, seduction. His pale hair was braided with moonstones, and his smile was both a welcome and a warning. Magic coiled around his fingers in delicate strands, dancing through the air toward her with ghostlike intimacy. His eyes gleamed with curiosity and mischief, and something colder—obsession.

Three Kings. Three monsters. And she—chained, silenced, offering no defiance this time, not because it had left her, but because it had to wait. To survive the game, she had to know the rules.

Kaelen rose first. His footsteps were thunder, his approach a slow, deliberate procession of domination. He stalked her, circling her, breathing in her scent. His hand reached out to grip her jaw, tilting her head up so she could meet his gaze.

“Pretty,” he muttered. “But wild. I can smell it on you.”

His thumb dragged across her bottom lip, then pressed down with punishing force.

“You know what I do with wild things?” he whispered, leaning close so his breath brushed her ear. “I hunt them until they bleed.”

He released her with a shove, and she staggered back, only the leash of magic tethering her to the platform keeping her upright.

Sylas was next, gliding to her with a smile that threatened and seduced in equal measure. His fingers trailed the line of her throat, making her shiver.

“So quiet,” he mused. “But your eyes scream. That fire, that storm—oh, how delicious.”

He stepped behind her, his fingers brushing the nape of her neck, tracing the edge of her collar. She felt him inhale the scent of her skin, a soft sound of delight escaping his lips.

“You will scream eventually,” he murmured, lips brushing the shell of her ear. “And I will catch every sound, every whimper, every plea—like poetry.”

Then he moved away, leaving her nerves vibrating, her skin tingling where he touched.

Finally, Vaelith stood.

No fanfare. No sound.

He moved like smoke, silent and inescapable.

He stopped directly before her, and the weight of his presence made her tremble.

He said
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