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Chapter 1: Taken from My Kingdom
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The storm didn’t warn me. It came like all wars do—sudden, cruel, and dressed in velvet silence. One moment, the palace of Calveran stood tall beneath the dusk, draped in the colors of my coronation. The next, the world was burning, and I was no longer its queen, but its spoil.

My name is Seraphina Elira Virelle. Daughter of a broken monarchy. Crowned heir to a throne carved in blood and tradition. I was raised to rule with mercy, to lead with grace. But that night, I learned that mercy meant nothing to kings without thrones.

The invasion was not heralded by armies or siege. It was quieter than that. Deadlier. My guards never saw it coming. The golden corridors of Calveran Palace echoed with the soft padding of leather soles, not the clanking of boots. My people believed in diplomacy, in treaties sealed with silk and wine. But these men didn’t come to negotiate. They came to claim.

Three kings.

Three empires built not on land or lineage, but on power hoarded like dragons in their towers of gold. They had carved up the world in ways that didn’t involve maps. They were rulers of shadow markets and corporate empires so vast even governments bowed to them. And somehow, some way, they decided I was to be their trophy.

I remember the exact moment I saw them. The doors to the royal wing shattered inward, not with explosions, but with mechanical precision. I stood at the balcony, watching fire swallow the eastern gardens. When I turned, they were already inside. Already close.

The first was tall, carved from ice and midnight, with eyes that gave nothing and promised everything. His suit was black, his gloves leather, his posture perfect. King Maelor Thorne. They called him the Phantom King—CEO of Thorne Industries, known for buying nations under the guise of philanthropy. He didn’t blink when he looked at me. He didn’t speak. He only watched as if measuring how many pieces he could break me into.

Beside him was laughter wrapped in cruelty. King Kain Vale, all silk smiles and unbuttoned collars. He moved like music, too charming, too confident. The Western King, financier of rebellions and orchestrator of coups. He walked into the royal chamber like it was his, poured himself a glass of my father’s reserve brandy, and raised it in a mock toast.

“To the fall of empires,” he said.

And then there was the third.

Lucien D’Aragon.

He didn’t walk. He prowled. Wild-eyed and barefoot, a scar stretching down the side of his neck like a brand. King of the Southern Syndicate, a man who turned blackmail into an art form. His shirt was stained—blood or wine, I couldn’t tell. He tilted his head when he saw me, and his grin could’ve melted steel.

“I want her,” he whispered. “Let’s see how long it takes to make her beg.”

I had never begged in my life.

I was still in my coronation gown, a sheer silver thing sewn with pearls and power, tailored to honor a crown I hadn’t yet placed on my head. The crown still sat on its crimson pillow, untouched.

Maelor picked it up, examined it like a relic.

“Pretty,” he said. Then he crushed one of the delicate arches between his fingers, and I felt the break in my chest as if it had snapped inside me.

That was the last image I had of my palace—my birthright in ruins, my people silent or dead, and the symbol of my future ground into dust in the palm of a man who spoke only when it mattered most.

They didn’t drag me from the throne room. That would’ve been too brutish, too simple.

They seduced my ruin.

Kain approached first. Offered his hand like a suitor, his voice velvet. “Come willingly, and we won’t kill anyone else.”

I wanted to slap him. I wanted to spit.

But the screams in the distance told me the price of refusal.

I took his hand. And the moment my skin touched his, I stopped being Seraphina, crown princess of Calveran.

I became their captive.

The journey wasn’t a journey. It was a fall. I don’t remember leaving the palace. I don’t remember the ride, the aircraft, or the people who watched in silence. I remember darkness. Then light. Then silence so deep it echoed in my bones.

When I awoke, I was in another world.

The bed was too soft. The sheets black, the ceiling mirrored. Chains glittered from the posts like jewelry. The walls weren’t stone or wood but glass and cold steel. A palace, yes—but not one built for peace.

There were no windows. Only screens, playing silent footage of my coronation preparations, my old bedroom, my garden. Footage they had stolen. Studied. Turned into weapons.

They had been watching me long before they took me.

I stood, dizzy from whatever they’d given me, and realized my gown was gone. Replaced with something sheer and obscene—a dress made of mist, meant to degrade, not decorate.

A collar sat heavy around my neck. Not metal. Diamond.

There were no locks on the doors. But freedom was an illusion.

I wandered the halls barefoot, silence pressing in around me like fog. Every turn led back to the same corridor. Every door led to more opulence, more cameras, more mirrors. I was being observed. Judged. Desired.

I found the three of them in the throne room—not thrones, exactly, but chairs carved from gold and cruelty. They watched as I entered, and something passed between them.

Maelor stood first. Always the leader.

“You live,” he said, as though that had been in question.

Kain chuckled. “Barely. The girl’s got fire.”

Lucien didn’t speak. He only stared. And that was worse.

“Why?” I asked, voice raw. “Why me?”

Kain leaned forward. “Because you’re the last royal worth breaking.”

Maelor circled me slowly, like a lion studying its kill. “Your father signed your kingdom’s soul to us. You just didn’t know it. A few clever investments, a few weapons supplied to your enemies, and Calveran was ours before our boots touched your floor.”

Lucien finally spoke. “You’re the last bloodline of power. And power is always taken.”

I wanted to scream, to lash out. But I stood still.

“Kill me,” I said. “Get it over with.”

Kain grinned wider. “Oh no, princess. Death is mercy. And you, our little storm, deserve so much more than mercy.”

Maelor took my chin in his hand. Tilted it upward until I met his eyes.

“You will learn,” he said softly, “that being kept is worse than being broken.”

And I realized then—I hadn’t been taken to be killed.

I had been stolen to be possessed.

To be shaped into something they could wear like a crown. To be fought over like land. To be used.

But I was not theirs. Not really.

Because deep in my marrow, beneath the layers of silk and defiance, something darker stirred.

And they didn’t know it yet.

But I wasn’t going to survive them.

I was going to destroy them.
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Chapter 2: The Kings of Nothing
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They ruled from thrones of smoke and silence, not stone. Their empires were not marked on any map, and yet the world bent around them, reshaped by the weight of their will. To most, they were myths—boogeymen with billion-dollar bank accounts and bloodied hands hidden behind custom suits. But to me, they were flesh, breath, and danger incarnate. And now, they were my captors.

The palace they brought me to had no name. It was a fortress carved into a cliffside, with one wall entirely made of glass overlooking a churning black sea that seemed to reflect the soul of this place—vast, cold, unforgiving. I was led through corridors too quiet to be safe, where every surface was pristine and every corner smelled like restraint. A prison disguised as paradise.

There were no servants. No advisors. No courtiers. Only the three of them.

Kings of nothing.

They didn’t rule people. They ruled fear.

Maelor Thorne. Kain Vale. Lucien D’Aragon.

They didn’t speak to each other the way rulers did. There were no strategy sessions, no councils or treaties. They didn’t need to. Their power wasn’t forged in diplomacy. It was born in backroom deals and blood pacts, whispered over the bones of enemies. And somehow, they ruled together. Not as allies, not quite as enemies. Something in between. A triumvirate of tension.

I was given a wing of the palace all to myself, though “given” was a generous word. I couldn’t leave it without being shadowed by men with guns and faces that never moved. The bed was king-sized, the sheets impossibly soft. My wardrobe was obscene, full of silks and lace and things meant to be removed more than worn. Mirrors framed every corner of the room, as if they wanted me to see myself unraveling from all directions at once.

I refused to cry. Not because I wasn’t afraid. But because I knew they were watching.

The first to visit me was Kain.

He strolled in like a guest invited to tea, holding a bottle of wine in one hand and a single white lily in the other. He set both on the table and leaned against the doorway, the top three buttons of his shirt undone, revealing a sinfully perfect line of muscle and a silver chain resting just below his collarbone.

“I thought you might be bored,” he said. “Figured a drink might help. Or a conversation.”

I didn’t answer. He stepped closer.

“You don’t like me,” he murmured, amused. “That’s fair. I’m not particularly likable. But I’m useful. And I could be gentle, if you asked.”

I looked at the lily. Pure white. Poisonous if prepared correctly.

“Save your poison for someone who doesn’t see you coming,” I said.

His grin widened. “Oh, sweetheart. I never said I came to kill you. But you’re clever. That’s nice. Maelor likes clever.”

“Does he?” I asked. “He didn’t seem very fond of it when he crushed my crown.”

Kain poured himself a glass of wine. Didn't offer me one. He sat at the edge of the couch like he owned the room, twirling the stem of the glass between his fingers.

“You think you were the queen of something real,” he said, voice quieter now. “But your father sold you a lie. Calveran was nothing. A relic. A house made of ashes. You were a doll playing princess in a ruin.”

I moved to stand. He didn’t stop me.

I crossed the room slowly, deliberately, until we were a breath apart. I stared into those smirking blue eyes and whispered, “Even a doll can be carved into a dagger.”

He blinked once. Then he stood and walked away, laughing softly as he left me alone again.

Later that evening, Lucien came.

No warning. No sound.

He appeared at the foot of the bed, watching me sleep—or pretending to. His hair was longer than I remembered, damp like he’d just stepped out of the shower, the scar at his throat catching the dim light.

“You sleep like a prisoner,” he said.

“Because I am one.”

He tilted his head. “No chains. No cages. You could walk out that door if you wanted.”

“To what?” I asked. “A bullet?”

Lucien grinned. “Only if you run.”

I sat up, pulling the sheet with me. “Why are you here?”

He didn’t answer immediately. He just looked at me with those wild, unblinking eyes. Then he came closer, slow and deliberate, like an animal curious whether its prey might fight back.

“I want to know what breaks you,” he said, kneeling on the mattress, close enough for his breath to touch my cheek. “And what saves you. I want to know how far you can fall before you shatter.”

“I don’t break,” I said, my voice steady.

His hand reached out, brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. “Everyone breaks. Even queens. Especially queens.”

He didn’t kiss me. He didn’t touch me again.

He just stared, then vanished into the shadows like smoke curling into the air.

Maelor didn’t come until the next day.

When he arrived, he came alone, without guards, without weapons. Just himself, in a crisp black suit and those gloves he never took off.

I was at the balcony, watching the waves crash against the rocks. He joined me without a word.

For a while, we stood in silence. Then he said, “Do you hate me?”

I didn’t answer.

He turned to face me. “You should. I took everything from you.”

“Then why ask?”

“Because hate is a kind of bond. And I prefer honesty.”

I met his eyes. They were the calmest of the three. Still, unreadable, and colder than death. But they weren’t dead. They were watchful. Waiting.

“You haven’t seen what I can do with hate,” I whispered.

His lips curved, but it wasn’t
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