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Book Description: The Moonbound Oath

For centuries, the Moonbound Oath has dictated the fate of those sworn to it. A sacred bond, older than empires, binding bloodlines to an unseen power—inescapable, unbreakable. Until now.

Selene has spent her life searching for a way to shatter the Oath that has enslaved her people for generations. When she uncovers a long-lost manuscript hinting at the Oath’s hidden origins, she realizes that fate is not as absolute as she once believed. But breaking the Oath will require more than knowledge—it will demand sacrifice.

As ancient forces awaken and the balance of power shifts, Selene must navigate treacherous alliances, unravel long-buried truths, and face a choice that could reshape the world forever. To break the chains of the past, she must risk becoming something more than mortal—or lose everything she has fought for.

A sweeping epic of magic, destiny, and rebellion, The Moonbound Oath is a tale of those who dare to defy fate—and the cost of forging their own path.

Dedication

To those who refuse to be bound by fate.

To the dreamers, the rebels, and the ones who dare to forge their own path—this story is for you.
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A Tale of Destiny, Betrayal, and Forbidden Power
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THE SILVER LIGHT OF the full moon bathed the ancient forest in an ethereal glow, casting long shadows that danced like spirits on the moss-covered ground. Deep within the heart of the woods, where no mortal dared to tread, stood the Circle of Elders—an assembly of robed figures gathered beneath the towering ruins of an age-old temple.

Tonight, the oath would be sworn. Tonight, destinies would be sealed.

Eryndor Valis, a young warrior marked by fate, knelt before the High Oracle. His heart pounded in his chest, not from fear, but from the weight of the moment. He had been chosen—bound by blood and prophecy to the Moonbound Oath, an ancient pact that tethered his soul to the moon’s power.

"You understand what you ask?" The Oracle’s voice was like the whisper of the wind, carrying both wisdom and warning.

"I do," Eryndor said firmly. "I pledge my life to the Moonbound Oath. I will wield its power to protect the realms, no matter the cost."

A gust of wind stirred the leaves as the Oracle raised a dagger of obsidian. The sacred blade, infused with the light of a thousand moons, glowed faintly in the twilight. With a swift motion, she sliced a shallow cut across Eryndor’s palm. Silver-tinged blood dripped onto the stone altar, mingling with the runes carved into its surface.

As the last drop fell, the ground trembled. A surge of celestial energy coursed through Eryndor’s veins, igniting his senses. His vision blurred, shifting between the present and glimpses of a future yet to unfold—a future filled with war, betrayal, and an enemy who bore his own face.

The Oracle’s eyes darkened. "The Moonbound Oath grants great power... but power comes with a price. Will you bear its burden, even when it leads you to ruin?"

Eryndor hesitated. In that moment, he saw visions of blood-soaked battlefields, cities engulfed in shadow, and a throne carved from bone. And standing atop it—was him.

Swallowing hard, he clenched his fist, sealing the wound with his own resolve. "I will."

A hush fell over the gathering. The pact was forged. The fate of the world was now intertwined with his.

High above, the moon shone brighter, as if bearing witness to the beginning of a legend.

The legend of the Moonbound Oath.

––––––––
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ACT 1: THE CHAINS OF Fate

The Moonbound Oath: Shadows of the Unknown

Selene had spent her life preparing for this moment—trained in the ancient rites, skilled in the ways of celestial magic, and raised with the knowledge that her destiny would be sealed by the Moon Oracle’s decree. But never had she imagined being bound to a man without name or face, a figure cloaked in shadow and uncertainty.

For three nights after the decree, she saw him in her dreams. At first, only glimpses—a silhouette at the edge of a battlefield, eyes like molten silver watching her from the darkness. But as the connection between them deepened, the visions became clearer.

On the fourth night, she found herself standing in a vast ruined city beneath a blood-red moon. The air smelled of fire and ash, the echoes of distant screams haunting the silence. And there, atop the broken steps of a forgotten temple, he stood.

Selene stepped forward, her pulse quickening. “Who are you?”

The man turned, his face still veiled in shadow, but this time... he spoke.

“You already know,” he said, his voice deep and laced with something unreadable.

A sudden gust of wind carried his hood away, and Selene gasped. His face was striking—sharply defined, his features carved like a warrior’s, but it was his eyes that stole her breath. They glowed silver, the mark of the Moonbound, but unlike hers, they held something else. Something dangerous.

“You are my bonded,” she whispered, dread and wonder mingling in her voice.

A smirk tugged at the corner of his lips, but there was no amusement in it. “I am the one the moon chose,” he said. “Whether you like it or not.”

Selene’s breath hitched. She felt the pull of their bond, the invisible thread tying her to him. But there was something wrong. A darkness curled around his aura, shifting like living smoke.

“What are you?” she demanded.

His expression hardened. “The question is not what I am, Selene. It is what we will become.”

The dream shattered like glass, and she woke with a start, heart pounding.

Somewhere out there, he was waiting. And the moon’s decree was absolute.

The Moon Oracle’s Decree

Bound by Fate, Chained by Destiny

The night was still, yet the air crackled with unseen power. Beneath the silver radiance of the full moon, Selene knelt at the heart of the Moonlit Sanctum, her breath shallow as she awaited the Oracle’s decree. The temple walls, adorned with centuries-old lunar runes, pulsed faintly in time with her heartbeat. Tonight, her fate would be sealed.

The Oracle, an ageless woman draped in robes woven from stardust, raised her hands over the sacred pool. The water rippled unnaturally, swirling with reflections not of the present, but of what was to come. The gathered elders held their breath. This was the moment—the sacred bond of the Moonbound Oath would be revealed.

“Selene of the Silver Veil,” the Oracle intoned, her voice echoing like the wind across the mountains. “The moon has chosen. Your fate is entwined with another. The Oath must be sworn.”

Selene’s heart clenched. She had known this day would come, but the weight of it pressed down on her like an unseen force. She had imagined pledging her soul to one of the noble warriors of Lunaris, or perhaps a scholar of celestial wisdom. Someone she knew. Someone she trusted.

But as the Oracle extended her hand over the water, the image that formed sent a hush over the gathered assembly.

A man stood in the moonlit vision—tall, cloaked in shadows, his face obscured by a veil of mist. His presence was formidable, a storm barely contained. Though his features remained unclear, Selene felt the pull, an invisible tether tightening around her soul.

The whispers began.

“Who is he?”

“No name? No face?”

“This has never happened before...”

Selene swallowed hard. “Oracle,” she said, struggling to keep her voice steady. “Who is he?”

The Oracle’s eyes, once gleaming silver, darkened like an eclipse. “His name is yet unknown. His path is shrouded. But the moon has spoken—your fates are bound.”

A cold shiver ran through Selene’s spine. Bound to an unknown man? The Moonbound Oath was sacred, irrevocable. The bond, once sealed, could never be broken—not by time, nor death, nor will.

“What if he is unworthy?” she asked.

The Oracle regarded her with solemn eyes. “Then he will either rise to meet you... or drag you into darkness.”

The words chilled her, but there was no defiance against the decree of the Moon. The ritual had begun. The binding had been set.

Selene clenched her fists, staring at the shifting image of the man she did not know, yet was now inextricably tied to. Somewhere, out in the vast unknown, he was waiting.

Or perhaps... he already knew.

The moon shone brighter, casting its glow upon the uncertain path ahead.

The Exiled One

Kael Watches from the Shadows, Conflicted

The moon hung high in the obsidian sky, casting its pale light over the sacred ceremony. From the darkness beyond the temple ruins, Kael watched, unseen, as the Moon Oracle’s decree was spoken. His breath was steady, but his hands curled into fists at his sides.

Selene stood at the altar, the silver glow of the ritual illuminating her delicate features. She was beautiful, radiant—just as he remembered. But tonight, she was no longer just the girl he had once known. Tonight, she was bound.

Bound to another.

Kael’s jaw tightened. He had known this moment would come, yet nothing could have prepared him for the weight of it. He had spent years in exile, cast out from Lunaris, stripped of his title, his name spoken only in hushed whispers—traitor, forsaken, lost. And now, he watched from the shadows as the woman he had once sworn to protect was tied to a stranger.

His fingers twitched at his side. He could feel the power in his veins, the remnants of the Moonbound Oath that had never truly left him. Though the elders had branded him unworthy, though they had severed his ties to the sacred order, the bond had not broken. It would not break.

Selene.

She had been the only light in his world before the fall. And now, she was slipping away, her fate entwined with another—a man Kael did not know, could not see, but already hated.

A gust of wind stirred the leaves around him, carrying whispers of the ceremony to his ears.

“His path is shrouded,” the Oracle spoke. “But the moon has spoken—your fates are bound.”

Selene’s voice wavered. “What if he is unworthy?”

Kael’s breath caught. She does not want this.

Then the Oracle’s voice, colder than the night air, sent a shiver down his spine.

“Then he will either rise to meet you... or drag you into darkness.”

Kael closed his eyes. He had seen darkness before. He had been the darkness before.

And if the Moonbound Oath had chosen wrong... If this unknown man threatened Selene in any way...

Then exile or not, forsaken or not—Kael would return.

He faded into the shadows once more, but not before making a silent vow.

If the unknown man failed her, if fate betrayed her...

Then Kael would defy the will of the moon itself.

The Exiled One’s Past – The Fall of Kael

The moon had watched it all—the betrayal, the blood, the moment Kael’s name was cast into shadow.

Once, he had been among Lunaris’s most revered warriors. A Moonbound Knight, chosen by the Oracle herself, destined for greatness. He had sworn his oath under the same silver light that now cast him in darkness. He had pledged his life to protect the balance, to uphold the sacred laws of the Moonbound Order.

And then he had broken them.

Or so they claimed.

The night of his exile was burned into his memory. The temple had been bathed in cold light, the elders standing in silent judgment. The accusations rang through the stone halls—treason, forbidden power, defiance of fate.

Kael had stood before them, his hands bound, his chest heaving from the battle he had just fought.

“They were innocent,” he had spat, his voice raw. “You ordered their deaths without cause.”

“The moon does not make mistakes,” the High Elder had declared. “Those chosen for sacrifice must die.”

The words had filled Kael with rage. He had seen the fear in the eyes of those he was ordered to kill—prisoners taken from the outskirts, accused of consorting with the Shadow born. He had questioned, hesitated... and then refused.

For the first time in centuries, a Moonbound Knight had disobeyed the will of the elders.

Kael had fought. Against his own. Against those he had once called brothers and sisters. He had fled into the night, the silver light that had once blessed him now a cold reminder of what he had lost.

His name had been stricken from the records. His oath declared broken. And the woman he had loved—Selene—had been left behind.

For years, he had wandered the lands beyond Lunaris, surviving in the shadows, hunted by those who still obeyed the elders. But he had never forgotten her. Never forgotten the promise he had once made.

And now, as he watched her fate being sealed to another, something inside him stirred.

If the moon had truly chosen this unknown man for Selene, then so be it. But if the elders were wrong—if fate had been twisted by their will—then Kael would do what he had always done.

He would fight.

Even if it meant tearing down the very order that had cast him out.

The Forbidden Meeting

Selene Seeks Answers; Kael Warns Her

The moon was veiled behind thick clouds, casting the city of Lunaris into uneasy darkness. The temple’s grand halls were silent, save for the echo of Selene’s hurried footsteps. Cloaked in a simple grey mantle, she slipped past the patrolling sentinels, her heart pounding against her ribs.

She had sworn to obey the Moon Oracle’s decree. She had accepted the bond to a man she had never met. But doubt gnawed at her like a restless spirit.

Who was he? Why had the moon chosen him?

And why, in every vision, did she feel the shadow of someone else?

The answer lay beyond the temple walls, in the ruins outside the city—the place where no loyal follower of the Moonbound Order dared to tread. A place forbidden to her.

But she went anyway.

The moment she stepped onto the ancient stones, she felt it. A presence. A watching gaze.

Then, from the shadows, a voice. Deep, familiar. Dangerous.

“You shouldn’t be here.”

Selene turned sharply, her breath catching. A figure emerged from the darkness, clad in black, his silver eyes gleaming like distant stars.

Kael.

For a moment, neither spoke.

“You’re alive,” she whispered, unable to hide the tremor in her voice.

A bitter smirk tugged at his lips. “Disappointed?”

She shook her head, her heart a tangled mess of emotions. “They told me you were gone. That you betrayed us.”

He took a slow step closer. “And yet, here you are. Seeking answers.” His gaze searched hers. “You don’t trust them anymore, do you?”

Selene clenched her fists. She wanted to deny it—to tell him that she still believed in the Order, in the will of the moon. But she couldn’t.

“Who is he, Kael?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. “The man I’ve been bound to?”

Kael’s expression darkened. “I don’t know.”

“Liar,” she snapped. “You were watching. You always are.”

His jaw tightened. He exhaled slowly, shaking his head. “Even if I knew, it wouldn’t change anything. The bond is sealed, Selene. You can’t break it.”

She took a step toward him. “Then tell me why I keep dreaming of you.”

Silence.

Kael’s fingers curled at his sides. For the briefest moment, something flickered in his eyes—pain, longing, regret. Then it was gone, buried beneath his unshakable resolve.

“Go back,” he said, his voice low. “Before they notice you’re gone.”

Selene didn’t move.

Kael exhaled sharply and took her wrist, his grip firm but careful. “You don’t understand, Selene. If they find you here, if they even suspect you’ve spoken to me—”

“I don’t care,” she interrupted, pulling free. “If the moon truly chose this man for me, then why do I feel like I was meant to find you instead?”

Kael stiffened. His gaze burned into hers, unreadable, but the muscle in his jaw tensed.

“Because fate is a lie,” he murmured.

Thunder rumbled in the distance. The wind shifted.

Kael stepped back into the shadows. “Forget this meeting. Forget me.”

And then, just as suddenly as he had appeared, he was gone.

But Selene knew the truth now.

She would never forget.

And she would not stop searching.

The Elders’ Confrontation – Selene’s Secret Unraveled

Selene barely made it back to the temple before the first light of dawn streaked across the sky. Her thoughts were a whirlwind—Kael was alive. Watching. Hiding. And worst of all, he had confirmed what she had feared.

Fate is a lie.

She had been taught that the Moonbound Oath was absolute, that the Oracle’s decree was the will of the cosmos itself. But if that were true, why did Kael still haunt her dreams? Why had the moon not erased him from her heart?

She didn’t have answers yet, but she had questions—and that alone was dangerous.

The moment she stepped into the grand hall, she knew something was wrong. The temple was too quiet. The air felt thick, heavy. The elders were waiting.

Their robed figures stood in a solemn line at the altar, their silver eyes unreadable. The High Oracle, her presence commanding, watched Selene with the stillness of a statue.

“You disobeyed,” she said, her voice a cold whisper.

Selene swallowed hard. “I—”

“You left the temple walls in the night. You sought the one who was cast into exile.”

The words sent a chill through her. She had been careful. How had they known?

“I only sought answers,” she said carefully. “You ask me to swear my life to a man I do not know. The moon shows me visions of another. Am I expected to ignore that?”

The elders exchanged glances. The High Oracle studied her for a long moment before speaking again.

“You have been chosen, Selene. The Moonbound Oath is not for you to question.”

Her jaw tightened. “And if the moon has chosen wrong?”

Gasps rippled through the assembly. One elder took a step forward, fury in his eyes. “The moon does not make mistakes.”

Selene’s heart pounded, but she did not back down. “Then why do I dream of Kael? Why does his presence still linger if he was cast out?”

Silence. A dangerous, suffocating silence.

Then, the High Oracle spoke again. “Kael was once Moonbound, yes. But his fate was severed when he defied the Order. His bond was unmade.” She stepped forward, lowering her voice. “If you still feel his presence, it is not the will of the moon.”

Selene’s breath caught. She understood the warning beneath the words.

If it is not the moon’s will... then it must be something else.

Something forbidden. Something unnatural.

The High Oracle lifted her hand, and Selene felt the pulse of ancient power pressing against her mind. “You will not seek him again,” she decreed. “The bond you have sworn must be honored. If you defy us again, we will have no choice but to sever your ties to the Order.”

Selene’s breath hitched. Severing the bond to the Order meant exile. It meant losing everything.

It meant becoming like Kael.

The Oracle’s gaze bore into her. “Do you understand?”

Selene lowered her head. “Yes, High Oracle.”

But deep inside, something burned. A defiance that even the moon’s light could not smother.

She would not stop searching.

She would find the truth—no matter the cost.

The Hidden Path – Selene’s Secret Search Begins

The High Oracle’s warning lingered in Selene’s mind, but fear was no longer enough to stop her. She had obeyed all her life, trusted in the will of the moon, and yet, doubt had begun to take root.

Kael’s words echoed in her thoughts—Fate is a lie.

If the Moonbound Oath was truly unbreakable, why did she still feel his presence? Why did his silver eyes haunt her dreams instead of the man she was bound to?

The elders had forbidden her from seeking Kael again, but they had underestimated her resolve.

She would find the truth.

And so, on the night of the next half-moon, she slipped from the temple once more, this time prepared.

Dressed in a simple dark cloak, she carried only a small dagger, a flask of water, and a single piece of parchment—a map she had stolen from the temple’s restricted archives. It marked the ruins where Kael had once been banished. The last place he had been seen before vanishing into shadow.

She moved swiftly through the empty streets, her heart pounding as she passed the sentinels’ watchtowers. She knew the risk—if they caught her, she would face exile, or worse.

But she didn’t hesitate.

After nearly an hour of silent travel, she reached the outskirts of Lunaris, where the old paths twisted into the wild forests beyond. The ruins of the Fallen Spire lay ahead, half-swallowed by time and nature.

The moonlight barely reached the crumbling stones as she stepped inside.

A whisper of wind curled around her.

She wasn’t alone.

Selene gripped the dagger at her belt, her breath steady despite the chill in the air.

“You shouldn’t have come.”

The voice was unmistakable.

From the shadows, Kael emerged—tall, cloaked in darkness, his silver eyes unreadable.

Selene tightened her grip. “I came for answers.”

His gaze flickered to the parchment in her hands, then back to her. “And if I refuse to give them?”

She lifted her chin. “Then I’ll find them myself.”

A long silence stretched between them. Then, unexpectedly, Kael chuckled—a low, bitter sound.

“You were always stubborn,” he murmured.

She took a step forward. “Tell me the truth, Kael. Why do I still feel you, even after all this time?”

His expression darkened. He exhaled slowly, running a hand through his hair. “Because,” he said finally, “the Moonbound Oath was never broken.”

Selene’s breath caught. “That’s impossible. The elders said—”

“The elders lied.”

The air around them felt suddenly heavier, charged with something ancient and unseen.

Kael met her gaze, and for the first time, she saw it—beneath the hardened exterior, the defiance, the exile—there was something else.

A secret he had carried alone for far too long.

And Selene wasn’t leaving without it.

The Fated Rival

Prince Orion Demands Obedience

The moment Selene stepped back inside the temple, she knew she had made a mistake.

The grand halls were empty, but the air was thick with tension, crackling with unspoken fury. The torches lining the marble walls burned lower than usual, casting long, flickering shadows.

And in the centre of the chamber, waiting for her, stood Prince Orion.

Her betrothed.

Her fated rival.

His tall frame was rigid with barely contained anger, his silver ceremonial cloak draped over his broad shoulders. The moon’s mark glowed faintly on his wrist, the same mark she bore—the binding seal of the Moonbound Oath.

Selene exhaled slowly, steadying herself. “Orion.”

His piercing gaze locked onto hers, unreadable yet seething. “Where were you?”

“I—” she hesitated. Lying to him was dangerous. Orion was not just any noble; he was the High Oracle’s chosen heir, the warrior-prince destined to inherit Lunaris’s rule. If she denied the truth, he would sense it.

Still, she refused to let him intimidate her. She lifted her chin. “I needed answers.”

His jaw clenched. “Answers?” His voice was deceptively calm, but she could hear the storm beneath. “You disappeared in the night. You defied the Oracle’s decree. And you sought out a traitor.”

Selene’s blood ran cold.

He knows.

“How long have you been watching me?” she demanded.

His lips curled into a smirk, but there was no warmth in it. “Since the moment you questioned our bond.” He stepped forward, closing the distance between them. “Did you really think you could hide from me, Selene? We are bound. The moon’s will ties us together—our fates, our souls, our destinies.”

She gritted her teeth. “I didn’t choose this.”

His eyes darkened. “Neither did I.”

For a brief moment, she saw something flicker in his expression—something almost human. But it was gone as quickly as it came.

“This isn’t about choice,” he continued, his voice quieter now. “It is about duty. The Oracle has decreed it. The bond is sealed. You are mine, and I am yours.”

Selene felt the weight of his words press against her chest like a cage. But she would not be caged.

“I am not yours, Orion.”

His hand shot out, fingers closing around her wrist, over the mark of their binding. A sharp pulse of power surged between them, the magic of the Moonbound Oath tightening like a chain.

“You feel it, don’t you?” His voice was low, dangerously soft. “This bond is real. It is absolute.”

Selene fought the instinct to pull away. She met his gaze, unyielding. “Then why do I still feel him?”

Something snapped in Orion’s expression.

“You are mine,” he repeated, his grip tightening ever so slightly. “Not his. Not ever again.”

Selene’s heart pounded, but she did not break. Instead, she leaned in, her voice a whisper of defiance.

“You fear him.”

Orion’s jaw tensed. “Kael is a traitor. A stain on the Moonbound Order. And yet, you risk everything to seek him out. Do you think I will allow this?”

She didn’t answer.

Orion exhaled sharply, then released her wrist, stepping back. “You will honor the bond, Selene.” His voice was cold now, the storm in his eyes barely contained. “You will stand by my side. You will forget him.”

Selene forced herself to stay calm. “And if I refuse?”

A slow smirk returned to his lips, but it was laced with something sharp. “Then I will break him.”

A chill ran through her veins.

Orion turned to leave, his golden hair catching the moonlight as he strode toward the great doors.

“Prepare yourself,” he said over his shoulder. “The wedding is soon.”

And then he was gone.

Selene stood alone in the flickering torchlight, her breath unsteady.

Orion was not just her betrothed. He was her rival. And if she did not find a way to break free...

He would destroy everything.

The Moonlit Escape

Selene Defies Fate

Selene had no more time.

Orion’s warning still echoed in her mind—You will honor the bond. You will forget him. The wedding is soon.

But she had no intention of standing at his side.

If she stayed, she would be bound to Orion forever. And Kael—Kael would not survive. She had seen the unspoken threat in Orion’s eyes. He would hunt Kael down, destroy him, and erase him from history.

She couldn’t let that happen.

She wouldn’t.

So that night, beneath the watchful eye of the moon, Selene made her choice.

She dressed in dark travelling clothes, a hooded cloak masking her presence. She took nothing that would mark her as a priestess of the Moonbound Order—no ceremonial robes, no symbols of Lunaris.

At her waist, she strapped a dagger, the only weapon she could conceal. She had no illusions about the danger ahead. The roads beyond the city were treacherous, and once her absence was discovered, Orion would send hunters after her.

She would have to move quickly.

The temple gates were heavily guarded, but Selene knew a different way. Deep within the temple’s lower chambers, beneath the archives, an ancient tunnel led beyond the city walls. It had not been used in centuries—sealed by the elders long before her time.

But she had spent her life in this temple. She knew its secrets.

The underground passage was damp and narrow, its walls carved from stone long before Lunaris had risen to power. Selene moved swiftly, her torch flickering in the stale air. Every sound echoed too loudly, making her heart pound.

Halfway through, she hesitated.

Was she truly ready for this? To leave behind the life she had always known?

Then she thought of Orion. Of his hand tightening around her wrist. Of his promise to break Kael.

Her hesitation vanished.

She pushed forward.

By the time she emerged beyond the temple’s reach, the night was at its darkest. The forest stretched before her, vast and endless.

She inhaled sharply.

She was free.

But she was not safe.

A cold wind rushed past, carrying a whisper through the trees.

“Running away, little moon?”

Selene spun, her heart leaping into her throat.

A figure stepped from the shadows—tall, cloaked in deep crimson, his golden hair gleaming in the moonlight.

Orion.

Her breath caught. No—how?

His smirk was slow, deliberate. “Did you really think I wouldn’t expect this?”

Selene’s fingers tightened around her dagger. She was prepared to fight.

But Orion simply stepped closer, his silver eyes flashing.

“You can run, Selene.” His voice was soft, almost amused. “But you can’t escape me.”

A shiver ran through her. Not from fear.

From the bond.

It was real. It was unbreakable. And Orion—he could feel her, just as she could feel him.

But so could Kael.

Selene took a slow step back. She had come this far. She would not let Orion stop her now.

Then, just as Orion reached for her—

A shadow moved. A flash of silver. A sharp gust of wind.

And suddenly, Kael was there.

His blade pressed against Orion’s throat. His voice a deadly whisper.

“You shouldn’t have followed her.”

Orion smirked, unfazed. “Ah. The traitor.”

Selene’s heart pounded between them.

She had made her choice.

Now, the battle for her freedom had begun.

The Chase Under Moonlight

Selene and Kael Flee Before Orion Calls for Reinforcements

For a heartbeat, no one moved.

Selene stood frozen between the two men—Orion, her fated betrothed, radiating cold amusement despite the blade at his throat, and Kael, the exile, his silver eyes burning with quiet fury.

Then Orion smirked. “Go on, traitor,” he murmured. “Kill me.”

Kael didn’t move. His grip on the dagger was steady, but Selene saw the flicker of hesitation. He knew the truth as well as she did—if he killed Orion, the entire Moonbound Order would hunt

them to the ends of the earth. There would be no escaping then.

Orion’s smirk widened. “No?” he taunted. “Coward.”

Selene made the choice for them.

“Kael,” she breathed. “We have to go.”

Kael didn’t look at her, but his blade vanished in a flash, and before Orion could react, he grabbed Selene’s wrist and pulled her into the shadows.

“Selene!” Orion’s voice was sharp, but she didn’t stop.

She didn’t look back.

The forest swallowed them whole, the thick canopy blotting out most of the moonlight. Kael moved like a phantom, his grip firm but not harsh as he guided her through the twisted paths, avoiding the open roads. Selene stumbled slightly on the uneven ground, but she forced herself to keep moving.

Behind them, Orion’s voice rang out.

“Find them.”

The hunt had begun.

They ran for what felt like hours, deeper into the wild lands beyond Lunaris. The trees loomed taller, the ground sloped downward, and soon the sound of rushing water reached Selene’s ears.

Kael finally stopped near a rocky ledge, overlooking a dark, churning river. His breath was steady despite the long run, but his expression was unreadable.

Selene pressed a hand to her racing heart, trying to catch her breath. “They’re coming,” she gasped.

Kael nodded grimly. “I know.”

She turned back, half-expecting to see torches flickering through the trees. Nothing yet, but Orion’s hunters would be fast. They had minutes at most.

Kael stepped closer, voice low. “We have two choices. We can try to lose them in the cliffs to the east, but they’ll expect that.” He gestured to the river below. “Or we jump.”

Selene’s stomach twisted. The river was wild, its dark waves crashing violently against the jagged rocks along the shore. It was a death trap.

She looked back toward the trees. No time.

Kael met her gaze, and for the first time since finding her, his voice softened. “Trust me.”

Selene inhaled sharply.

Orion’s voice echoed faintly in the distance.

They had no other choice.

Selene stepped forward, fingers curling around Kael’s hand. “Together.”

His grip tightened around hers. “Always.”

Then they leapt.

The cold water swallowed them whole, and the night vanished into darkness.

Into the Depths

Selene and Kael Resurface in the Unknown

The river was relentless.

The moment Selene hit the water, the icy current wrenched her downward, stealing the breath from her lungs. The world became a violent blur of dark waves and jagged rocks. She fought to orient herself, but the current was too strong, dragging her deeper into the abyss.

Then—a hand.

Kael.

His grip was iron, unyielding as he pulled her toward him. Even in the chaos, he held on. He always had.

They were swept downstream, battered by unseen forces, until finally—the current shifted.

With a desperate gasp, Selene broke the surface.

Cold air burned her lungs. She coughed violently, barely managing to stay afloat. Around her, the river stretched wide, its surface shimmering under the pale light of the moon.

Where was Kael?

Panic shot through her—until his arm wrapped around her waist. “I’ve got you,” he said, his voice rough but steady.

She clung to him, shivering. “Where—”

“There.” He pointed ahead. A small patch of rocky shoreline jutted out from the river’s edge. Safety.

Or as close to it as they could get.

With the last of their strength, they swam toward it, fighting the weight of their soaked clothes. When they finally collapsed onto the damp earth, Selene lay still, her chest heaving. Every muscle ached. Every inch of her was freezing.

But they were alive.

Kael pushed himself up first, scanning their surroundings. The forest here was dense, untouched. No signs of Orion’s hunters—yet.

Selene sat up slowly, wincing. “Where are we?”

Kael’s eyes flickered with something unreadable. “Farther than I expected. The current carried us past the eastern cliffs.” He exhaled, shaking his head. “Orion won’t find us immediately, but he will keep looking. We need to move before dawn.”

Selene shuddered, rubbing her arms. Her soaked cloak clung to her like ice. “We won’t make it far like this.”

Kael hesitated, then reached for the clasp of his cloak. Without a word, he draped it over her shoulders.

Selene looked up at him, surprised. “Kael—”

“Keep it.” His voice was quiet. “You’re freezing.”

She pulled it closer, feeling the warmth of his body still lingering in the fabric. A silence stretched between them, heavy with unspoken things.

Then Kael turned away, his expression darkening. “This isn’t over, Selene. Orion won’t stop. Not until he drags you back.”

Selene clenched her fists. “Then we don’t let him.”

Kael looked at her, silver eyes unreadable. Then, slowly, he nodded.

“We keep moving.”

Together, they disappeared into the wild.

The Path Beyond the Moon’s Reach

Selene and Kael Journey into the Unknown

The forest beyond the river was nothing like the woods surrounding Lunaris. The trees here were ancient, their thick trunks twisted with age, their roots coiled like serpents beneath the damp earth. A pale mist clung to the ground, swirling in ghostly tendrils as Selene and Kael pressed forward, their clothes still damp, their breaths visible in the cold night air.

They had left the familiar behind. Now, they walked into the unknown.

Kael moved with quiet precision, scanning their surroundings with the wariness of a hunted man. Selene followed closely, her senses sharp despite the exhaustion pressing against her limbs. They had fled Orion’s grasp—for now—but she knew it was only a matter of time before he found their trail again.

For now, they had to keep moving.

By dawn, they reached higher ground, where the trees thinned and the land sloped downward into a valley of mist-covered ruins.

Selene slowed, taking in the sight before her. “What is this place?”

Kael stood beside her, his expression unreadable. “The Fallen Spire.”

A chill ran through her. She had read of it in Lunaris’s forbidden texts—a city that once stood as a rival to the Moonbound Order. A city that had vanished overnight.

“What happened here?” she asked.

Kael’s gaze darkened. “The same thing that happens to anything the elders deem dangerous.”

Selene’s throat tightened. She had grown up believing the Moonbound Order stood for balance, for fate. But after everything—the deception, the secrecy, Orion’s threats—she was beginning to see the truth.

The elders did not follow fate.

They controlled it.

And Kael had been cast out for defying them.

She turned to him, determination burning in her chest. “What aren’t they telling me?”

Kael hesitated, the war inside him visible in his silver eyes. “Not here,” he said at last. “It’s not safe.”

Selene frowned. “Then where?”

His jaw tightened, but he made his decision. “There’s a place beyond these ruins,” he said. “A sanctuary. The last stronghold of those who resist the Moonbound Order.”

Selene’s breath caught. A sanctuary? She had always been told there was no life beyond Lunaris. That those who defied the Order perished.

Had that been a lie, too?

Kael met her gaze, his voice low. “If you want the truth, Selene, we have to keep going.”

A choice lay before her now. She could turn back, surrender to the fate the Oracle had dictated. Or she could keep running. Keep fighting.

She pulled Kael’s cloak tighter around her shoulders.

“We go.”

Kael gave a single nod, and together, they descended into the ruins—toward the truth Lunaris had buried.

The Last Sanctuary

Selene Discovers the Truth Beyond Lunaris

The ruins of the Fallen Spire stretched before them, a haunting relic of a forgotten age. Towering stone pillars, cracked and weathered, jutted from the earth like skeletal remains. Vines wrapped around broken archways, their emerald tendrils reclaiming what time had abandoned. The air was thick with the scent of damp stone and something else—magic.

Selene shivered as she followed Kael deeper into the ruins, her boots crunching over shattered tiles marked with unfamiliar runes. She could feel something here—something old, something watching.

“Kael,” she murmured, gripping his arm. “Are you sure this is safe?”

He didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he led her toward what had once been a great hall, its roof collapsed, its columns half-buried in rubble. He knelt beside an unremarkable slab of stone and pressed his palm against it.

For a moment, nothing happened.

Then the ground shifted.

Selene gasped as a section of the floor sank inward, revealing a hidden stairway spiraling into the earth. A soft, golden light flickered from below.

Kael turned to her. “This is the only place the Moonbound Order has never been able to touch.”

Heart pounding, Selene followed him down into the depths.

The Hidden City of the Unbound

The underground halls were nothing like the ruins above. Where the Fallen Spire was dead and broken, this place lived.

Soft lanterns lined the walls, casting warm glows over stone archways carved with intricate symbols. The air was warmer here, filled with the scent of herbs and incense. And then, as they stepped beyond the corridor—

People.

Selene’s breath caught. The chamber before them was massive, its ceiling stretching high like the belly of a forgotten temple. Dozens—no, hundreds—of people moved through its halls, their cloaks woven with sigils she did not recognize. Some carried weapons—curved blades and staffs marked with the same runes as the ruins above. Others sat in quiet circles, whispering over scrolls filled with forbidden knowledge.

She turned to Kael, her voice barely above a whisper. “Who are they?”

His silver eyes softened. “The Unbound.”

Selene’s stomach twisted. “You told me there was no one left.”

Kael exhaled slowly. “Because I couldn’t risk you knowing the truth.” He gestured to the people around them. “These are the ones who defied the elders. The ones who refused to let the Moonbound Order decide their fate.”

Selene’s mind reeled. She had spent her whole life believing there was no life beyond Lunaris. That those who rejected the Moon’s decree perished.

But here they were. Thriving.

A voice interrupted her thoughts.

“You brought a priestess of the Moonbound Order here?”

Selene turned sharply as a figure emerged from the shadows. A woman, older than Kael but just as fierce, with dark braids woven through silver rings. She wore a cloak embroidered with constellations, her piercing gaze fixed on Selene with clear distrust.

“She’s not just a priestess,” Kael said evenly. “She’s the Oracle’s betrothed.”

A heavy silence fell over the chamber.

Selene felt every gaze in the room shift to her.

The woman stepped closer, her expression unreadable. “Then why is she here?”

Kael looked at Selene. He wasn’t going to answer for her.

This was her choice. Her moment.

Selene took a deep breath. Then she lifted her chin.

“Because I’m not the Oracle’s anymore.” She met the woman’s gaze, unflinching. “I’m Unbound.”

Whispers of Rebellion

Selene’s Doubts Grow as She Questions Fate

The flickering lanterns cast long shadows against the stone walls of the Unbound’s sanctuary. Though Selene had only been among them for a day, the weight of their existence pressed heavily upon her.

Everything she had been taught in Lunaris—about fate, about the Moonbound Oath, about the Order’s absolute power—was unraveling before her eyes.

She sat near the edge of a gathering hall, listening as the leaders of the Unbound whispered among themselves. Their words stirred something deep inside her.

“...Orion will come.”

“...She’s the key, whether she knows it or not.”

“...If we strike first, we may have a chance.”

Selene’s stomach twisted. She wasn’t naïve—she knew Kael had brought her here for a reason. Not just to protect her from Orion, but because she had power. Not just through magic, but through who she was.

The Oracle’s betrothed. The High Priestess’s chosen successor.

A weapon against the very Order she had served all her life.

She exhaled slowly, her hands tightening in her lap.

A rustle of movement beside her.

“You look like you’re ready to run,” Kael murmured.

Selene turned to find him watching her, arms crossed, his silver eyes unreadable.

“I don’t know what I’m ready for,” she admitted.

Kael tilted his head slightly. “You doubt them.”

“I doubt everything.” Her voice was quiet but sharp. “Fate, the Order, the Oath...” She swallowed. “Even myself.”

Kael was silent for a long moment. Then he leaned forward, his voice softer now.

“I used to believe in it too,” he said. “That the moon decided everything. That we had no choice but to obey.”

She looked at him, searching his face. “What changed?”

His expression darkened. “I saw what happens when you disobey.”

Selene knew he meant more than his own exile. The Fallen Spire. The Unbound. The people who had been erased from history simply because they had refused to kneel.

She exhaled shakily. “If fate isn’t real... then what am I?”

Kael studied her for a long moment, then reached for her hand. The warmth of his fingers against hers sent a shiver up her spine—not from cold, but from the terrifying realization that she already knew the answer.

“You,” he said softly, “are free.”

Selene’s breath caught.

For the first time in her life, she had no chains. No predetermined path.

The Moonbound Oath had tied her to Orion, to a fate she never chose.

But here, now, standing beside Kael and the Unbound... she could choose something else.

Something dangerous. Something hers..

And maybe—just maybe—that was what the Moon had feared all along.

The Unbound Flame

Selene Embraces the Rebellion

Selene had spent her life following the path carved for her by the Moonbound Order. Every step, every breath, every decision had been shaped by prophecy, by duty, by fate.

Now, standing among the Unbound, she made her first true choice.

“I want to fight,” she said.

The gathered rebels fell silent.

Kael, standing beside her, said nothing—but his gaze burned with something unreadable.

The woman who had confronted her earlier, the one with dark braids woven with silver rings, narrowed her eyes. “You want to fight?”

Selene nodded. “The Order has controlled me my whole life. It has taken everything from you—your homes, your names, your freedom.” She took a breath, steadying herself. “I won’t be their puppet any longer.”

A slow murmur rippled through the room. Some skeptical, others intrigued.

The woman studied her carefully. “Words are easy, Oracle’s betrothed. But war is not won with promises.”

Selene met her gaze, unflinching. “Then tell me what must be done.”

A pause. Then—laughter. Not mocking, but approving. The woman smirked, crossing her arms.

“I like her,” she said. “She has fire.”

Kael finally spoke, his voice low. “She always has.”

Selene glanced at him, startled by the quiet conviction in his words. He had always seen something in her—something the Order had tried to bury.

The woman turned to the gathering. “The Moonbound Order believes they control destiny. That the gods themselves dictate their rule.” Her eyes gleamed. “Then let’s remind them that gods can bleed.”

A cheer rose from the rebels, raw and electric.

Selene felt something inside her shift.

For the first time in her life, she was not a priestess. Not an Oracle’s chosen.

She was Unbound.

And the war for fate had begun.

Forging the Unbound

Selene Trains for Battle

The sanctuary of the Unbound was no longer just a hiding place—it was a battleground waiting to be awakened.

Selene had spent her life learning the sacred arts of Lunaris—the rituals, the prayers, the celestial magic gifted to the chosen few. But the Unbound did not fight with prophecy. They fought with steel and will.

And so, if she was to truly stand against the Moonbound Order, she had to become something new.

Something dangerous.

The Blade and the Bond

Kael was the first to test her limits.

He stood before her in the underground training ring, two short blades in his hands, his expression unreadable. Around them, other warriors sparred in the dim light, the echoes of clashing steel filling the air.

Selene held her own dagger, adjusting her grip. It felt wrong. Unlike the staffs of the temple, unlike the delicate hand movements used in moonbinding rituals, this was cold and sharp.

Kael watched her struggle with the weight of it. “You’re thinking too much.”

Selene glared at him. “I’ve never used a dagger before.”

“Then learn.”

Without warning, he lunged.

Selene barely had time to react before he twisted past her defenses, the flat of his blade pressing lightly against her side—a silent reminder that in a real fight, she would already be dead.

She cursed under her breath. “You could at least warn me.”

Kael smirked. “Your enemies won’t.”

Frustration burned in her chest. She tried again, stepping forward with more confidence, but Kael was faster. His movements were fluid, precise. He was not just fighting—he was dancing with the blade, a predator in his element.

Selene tightened her grip.

He’s treating me like I’m fragile. Like I’m still the girl from Lunaris.

She refused to be that girl any longer.

The next time he attacked, she didn’t back away. Instead, she ducked low, twisting into his strike instead of retreating.

Kael’s eyes widened slightly—just before she slammed her elbow into his ribs.

He grunted, staggering back a step. Selene pressed forward, sweeping her dagger up—

Only to find herself pinned.

In the blink of an eye, Kael had reversed their positions, trapping her wrist and twisting her off-balance. Before she could recover, her back hit the stone wall of the training hall, his body blocking her escape.

Selene’s breath hitched.

Kael’s silver eyes were close now, unreadable in the dim light. She could feel the heat radiating off him, the tension thrumming between them.

Then—he smiled.

“That’s better.”

Selene scowled. “You’re enjoying this.”

His smirk didn’t fade. “A little.”

She shoved him back. He let her go, laughing softly. “You learn fast.”

She ignored the warmth rising to her cheeks and turned away. “Again.”

Kael’s amusement faded, replaced by something sharper. “Are you sure?”

Selene looked over her shoulder at him, her dagger still clutched tightly in her hand.

“We don’t have time to be careful, Kael.” Her voice was steady. “If we’re going to fight the Order, I need to be ready.”

Kael studied her for a long moment. Then, slowly, he raised his blade again.

“Then let’s begin.”

And so they did.

A New Kind of Power

The physical training was brutal. But what truly tested Selene came after.

The Unbound did not use the magic of the Moonbound Order. They had their own way—an ancient, forgotten power that had been buried with the Fallen Spire.

And it called to her.

Deep in the sanctuary, in a chamber filled with shimmering runes, Selene stood before the Unbound’s elders.

A hooded woman stepped forward, her voice soft but firm. “The power of Lunaris is not the only power in this world. The Order has chained magic to their will, twisted it into something rigid, something controlled. But there is another way.”

Selene swallowed hard. “What kind of magic?”

The elder’s gaze pierced her. “The kind that does not bend to fate.”

The torches flickered, the air shifting around them. The runes on the walls pulsed softly, as if sensing her presence.

Kael stood at the edge of the chamber, watching silently.

Selene took a breath.

She had walked away from the path the moon had set for her.

Now, she had to decide what she would become.

Kael’s Past

The Warrior Who Defied Destiny

The fire crackled low in the hidden sanctuary, its embers casting shifting shadows against the stone walls. Selene sat across from Kael, the weight of exhaustion and revelation pressing heavily on her. She had trained all day, fought until her limbs ached, but none of it compared to the war raging inside her mind.

Everything she had believed was crumbling.

And at the centre of it all was Kael.

The exile. The traitor. The man the Moonbound Order had erased from history.

She had seen the way the Unbound followed him—not just as a warrior, but as someone who had survived what they had not. Someone who had known the truth before any of them.

Now, she needed that truth.

She studied him across the fire. He was watching the flames, his silver eyes distant, as if caught between the past and the present.

“Tell me,” she said softly. “Tell me what really happened.”

Kael didn’t answer at first. He exhaled slowly, running a hand through his dark hair. Then, finally, he spoke.

The Day Kael Fell

“I was like you once,” he murmured. “A devoted warrior of Lunaris. Bound to fate. Chosen to protect the balance.”

His fingers tightened slightly around the hilt of his dagger. “I believed in the Moonbound Order. I believed in the High Oracle. In the prophecies. In the oaths.” His jaw clenched. “And then they ordered me to kill an innocent child.”

Selene’s breath hitched.

Kael let out a bitter chuckle. “She was eight years old. The Oracle declared that her birth had disrupted fate. That her existence was a mistake.” His silver eyes darkened. “I was ordered to execute her before she could ‘corrupt the balance.’”

Selene felt a sharp chill crawl down her spine.

“They called it a mercy,” Kael continued, his voice tight. “A cleansing of fate. But I knew the truth.” He turned to her, his expression hollow. “She wasn’t a mistake, Selene. She was just different. And the Order doesn’t tolerate anything they can’t control.”

Selene swallowed hard. “What did you do?”

Kael’s lips pressed into a thin line. “I refused.”

The memory played behind his eyes like an unshakable ghost.

“I took her and ran,” he said. “I hid her in the outskirts, in the ruins where no one dared to go. But the Order found out. The High Oracle sent warriors after me. My own brothers and sisters—people I had trained beside my whole life.”

Selene could picture it too clearly—Kael, a warrior of Lunaris, standing alone against the very people he had once sworn loyalty to.

“They called me a traitor,” he murmured. “Declared me Unbound—not by choice, but as punishment. They severed my name from the records, cast me into exile, and warned that if I ever returned... they would kill me.”

Silence stretched between them. The fire crackled, but its warmth did nothing against the chill settling in Selene’s bones.

“And the girl?” she asked hesitantly.

Kael’s hands curled into fists. “They found her.” His voice was quiet. Too quiet. “She didn’t survive.”
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