
        
            
                
            
        

    
Prologue: The Spindle’s Promise

Centuries ago, in the shadowed kingdom of Thornvale, a desperate king bargained with the fae court for an heir. The price: his firstborn daughter, Aurora, promised in marriage to the fae prince who would one day claim her. When the child was born, the fae sent a gift—a golden spindle that would seal the contract. But a scorned fae courtier, slighted at the christening, twisted the gift into a curse: on her eighteenth birthday, Aurora would prick her finger and fall into an eternal sleep, her body preserved in perfect, untouched beauty, until the promised prince awakened her—not with a kiss, but with carnal claim. The castle would be swallowed by impenetrable thorns, and only the one who broke through could possess her. The kingdom fell silent. The princess slept. And the fae waited.


Chapter 1: The Thorn Wall

The kingdom of Thornvale had been dead for a hundred years, yet the castle still stood—swallowed, not ruined.

Prince Valerian of Eldrath rode the last mile alone. His retinue had turned back at the outer treeline, faces pale, horses snorting at the scent of something ancient and wrong. He had not ordered them to stay. He had not needed to. The contract was his burden, his birthright, his prize. The parchment—yellowed, sealed with fae wax that still shimmered like liquid moonlight—rested inside his breastplate, pressed against his heart. It named him the promised claimant. It named her Aurora, daughter of a long-forgotten king, bound to him by blood and bargain.

He dismounted at the edge of the briar wall.

The thorns rose thirty feet high, black as obsidian, thicker than a man’s wrist, barbed with cruel red tips that wept a viscous sap the color of old blood. They moved—slowly, sinuously—like breathing things. Vines shifted to block the easiest paths; thorns turned to face him as though scenting prey. Valerian drew his sword. The blade had been forged with fae iron, its edge etched with runes that glowed faintly blue when it tasted magic. He had paid a small fortune for it. He suspected it would not be enough.

He struck.

The first cut parted a vine cleanly. Sap hissed where it struck the ground, smoking. The wall shuddered—once, violently—and then lashed back. Thorns whipped toward his face; he ducked, rolled, came up slashing. Another vine fell. Another. Blood ran down his forearms where barbs had caught him, but the pain felt distant, unimportant. He was twenty-eight, tall, broad-shouldered, dark-haired, with the cold green eyes of a man who had never begged for anything. He had fought border wars, bedded courtiers, broken treaties. He would not be stopped by plants.

Hours passed.

The sun sank low, painting the thorns crimson. His arms burned; his lungs ached. The wall grew thicker the deeper he cut, as though it fed on his effort. Twice he thought he had broken through—only to find more briars waiting, coiled like serpents. He began to curse under his breath, then aloud, then in the guttural old tongue his tutors had taught him for dealing with fae. The thorns seemed to listen. They slowed, almost thoughtfully, then struck harder.

By twilight he reached the outer gate.

The iron portcullis was still there—rusted, half-covered in living briar—but the thorns had not sealed it completely. A narrow gap remained, just wide enough for a man to squeeze through if he was willing to bleed for it. Valerian sheathed his sword, wrapped his cloak around his left arm, and forced his body into the opening.

Thorns tore at him like eager lovers. They hooked his cloak, ripped cloth and skin, dragged across his ribs. He tasted blood where one barb grazed his cheek. He pushed harder. Something cracked—bone or branch, he couldn’t tell—and then he was through, tumbling onto cracked flagstones inside the courtyard.

Silence fell like a curtain.

No wind. No birds. No distant birdsong. Only the soft rustle of settling dust and the faint drip of his own blood onto stone.

He rose slowly.

The castle courtyard was frozen in midsummer. Roses bloomed eternally on trellises; fountains stood mid-spout, water droplets suspended like glass beads. Servants remained where they had fallen—maids with trays balanced, a stableboy mid-stride leading a horse that never moved again. Their eyes were closed, chests rising in the shallowest possible rhythm. Sleeping. All of them sleeping.

Valerian wiped blood from his brow and started toward the keep.

The great hall was dim, lit only by shafts of dying sunlight through high windows. Tapestries hung untouched by moth or mold; silver candelabras still held unburned candles. He climbed the grand staircase—marble steps worn smooth by centuries that had never passed—and followed the corridor lined with portraits of long-dead royals. Their painted eyes seemed to follow him. He ignored them.

The tower stair was narrow, spiraling upward. His boots echoed too loudly in the stillness. At the top, a single arched door stood ajar.

He pushed it open.

The chamber was round, high-ceilinged, walls draped in faded silk the color of twilight. A vast bed—no, not a bed—a bier stood in the center, raised on a dais of black marble veined with gold. Velvet cushions the deep red of arterial blood cradled a single figure.

Aurora.

She lay on her back, hands folded over her stomach, long golden hair fanned across the pillows like spilled sunlight. Her gown was gossamer—pale ivory silk so fine it was nearly transparent, clinging to every curve, every hollow. The neckline plunged low enough to bare the upper swells of her breasts; the skirt had ridden up slightly in sleep, exposing the smooth expanse of her thighs. Her lips were parted, full and rose-pink. Her skin glowed with an unearthly luminescence, as though moonlight had soaked into her flesh and never left.

Valerian’s breath caught.

He had expected beauty. Legends spoke of it. But this was something else—something crafted, preserved, perfected. She looked alive yet not alive; untouched yet waiting. Her chest rose and fell in slow, even rhythm. A faint flush colored her cheeks. Between her slightly parted thighs, the silk had grown damp, clinging to the delicate folds beneath.

He stepped closer.

The air around her was warm, scented with roses and something sweeter, muskier—arousal, unmistakable even from a distance. The curse had not merely preserved her. It had prepared her.

Valerian removed his gauntlets, set them carefully on a nearby table. His hands—callused, scarred from sword and rein—trembled slightly as he reached out.

His fingertips brushed her cheek.

Her skin was fever-hot, impossibly soft. She sighed—a small, breathy sound—and turned her face toward his palm like a flower seeking sun. Her lips grazed his thumb. He froze.

He traced her jaw, the line of her throat, the delicate hollow at its base. Her pulse beat strong and steady beneath his fingers. When he skimmed lower, over the swell of her breast, her nipple pebbled instantly through the silk, straining toward his touch. A soft whimper escaped her.

Valerian’s mouth went dry.

He cupped her breast fully, thumb circling the tight peak. She arched—slowly, languidly—pressing into his hand. Her thighs shifted, parting another fraction. The silk between them darkened further.

He should have felt guilt. He should have hesitated.

Instead he felt hunger—sharp, primal, undeniable.

He leaned down, brushed his lips across hers. They were warm, yielding. She sighed again, mouth opening beneath his. He deepened the kiss—slow, exploratory—tongue tracing the seam of her lips until they parted fully. She tasted of honey and roses and something darker, older. Her tongue met his tentatively, then with growing need.

He broke the kiss, breathing hard.

His hand slid down her body—over the dip of her waist, the gentle curve of her belly—until he reached the hem of her gown. He pushed the silk upward, baring her completely. She wore nothing beneath. Her sex was flushed, glistening, the delicate petals already swollen and slick. When he brushed a fingertip along her slit, she moaned—low, broken—and her hips lifted toward him.

Valerian groaned.

He circled her clit with slow, deliberate pressure. Her body responded instantly—shuddering, clenching, a fresh rush of wetness coating his fingers. He slipped one inside her—then two—curling them against the sensitive spot that made her back bow off the velvet. She was tight, impossibly tight, yet so wet he met no resistance. He worked her slowly, watching her face—watching the way her brows knit, her lips parted on silent cries, the way color climbed higher on her cheeks.

When she came it was sudden, violent—inner walls fluttering around his fingers, thighs clamping his wrist, a keening sound trapped in her throat. Yet her eyes remained closed.

Valerian withdrew his hand, licked his fingers clean—tasting salt and sweetness and magic—and looked down at her.

She was still asleep.

But she was no longer still.

Her chest rose faster now. Her thighs trembled. Between them, her sex glistened, swollen, begging.

He unbuckled his sword belt. Let it fall. Unlaced his breeches. His cock sprang free—thick, aching, already leaking at the tip.

He climbed onto the bier, settled between her thighs, and notched himself at her entrance.

One slow thrust.

She took him easily—greedily—hot, slick walls parting around him like they had waited a century for this exact invasion. He groaned at the feel of her—tight yet yielding, pulsing around his length. He sank deeper, inch by inch, until he was buried to the hilt.

Aurora’s lips parted on a soundless cry. Her hands—still folded over her stomach—twitched, fingers curling.

Valerian began to move.

Slow at first—long, deliberate strokes that dragged every ridge along her sensitive walls. Each withdrawal made her clench; each thrust made her arch. Her breasts swayed with the rhythm; her nipples remained painfully hard. He leaned down, took one into his mouth—sucking, biting gently—and felt her ripple around him in response.

He fucked her harder.

The bier creaked beneath them. Her moans grew louder—still wordless, still dreaming, but desperate. He hooked her legs over his shoulders, driving deeper, hitting that perfect spot over and over until her entire body tensed.

She came again—harder this time—walls spasming, milking him, a gush of wetness soaking them both.

Valerian followed with a guttural curse, spilling deep inside her, hips jerking helplessly as he filled her.

He collapsed over her, breathing ragged, sweat mingling with hers.

For a long moment there was only the sound of their breathing—and the faint, distant creak of thorns shifting outside the tower.

He lifted his head.

Her eyelids fluttered.

Not fully open—not yet.

But moving.

The curse was cracking.

And the thorns were growing inward.

Valerian stared down at the sleeping princess who was no longer entirely asleep, whose body still fluttered around his softening cock, whose lips curved in the faintest, dream-soaked smile.

He should have felt triumph.

Instead he felt the first cold thread of something darker.

Something that whispered: You have only just begun.


Chapter 2: The First Awakening

Valerian remained buried inside her long after the last tremor faded.

His forehead rested against hers, breath ragged, sweat cooling on his skin where it touched her fever-hot flesh. Aurora’s inner walls still fluttered around him in lazy, helpless aftershocks—soft little pulses that made his spent cock twitch despite the ache. He had never felt anything like her: tight yet welcoming, slick yet gripping, as though her body had been sculpted for this single purpose. The curse had not merely preserved her. It had perfected her.

He should have withdrawn. Should have stepped back, reassessed, searched the tower for some sign of how deep the enchantment ran. Instead he stayed exactly where he was—hips flush to hers, softening length still nestled deep—and watched her face.

Her eyelids fluttered again.

Not the frantic twitch of earlier, but slower, more deliberate. Lashes dark against luminous cheeks, trembling like moth wings against candle flame. A faint line appeared between her brows—confusion, perhaps, or the first stir of pleasure-pain too intense for slumber to contain. Her lips parted on a soundless breath; the tip of her tongue appeared briefly, wetting them.

Valerian’s heart kicked hard against his ribs.

He shifted—barely an inch—and felt her clench in response. A soft, needy whimper escaped her throat. Her hips lifted fractionally, seeking more even in half-sleep. He groaned low in his chest.

“Gods,” he rasped, voice wrecked. “You feel that, don’t you?”

No answer. Only another flutter around his length, another shallow arch of her spine.

He withdrew slowly—agonizingly—watching the way her body tried to keep him, walls clinging, reluctant to release. When he slipped free entirely a thick trickle of his seed followed, glistening on her swollen folds, pooling on the crimson velvet beneath her. The sight sent fresh heat surging through him.

He should stop.

He didn’t.

Instead he slid down her body, shoulders forcing her thighs wider, and lowered his mouth to her.

The first taste—salt, sweetness, the faint metallic edge of fae magic—nearly undid him. He licked a slow stripe from entrance to clit, gathering their combined release on his tongue. Aurora’s hips jerked; a broken moan spilled from her lips. He circled the sensitive pearl with the flat of his tongue, then sucked gently—testing.

She came apart.

Her back bowed off the bier, thighs clamping his head, fingers—still half-curled from their folded pose—finally moving to fist in his hair. Not pulling him away. Pulling him closer. A wordless cry tore from her throat as another climax ripped through her—harder, wetter, her release flooding his mouth.

Valerian drank her down like a man starved.

When the spasms eased he rose over her again, cock already hardening despite the earlier release. He notched himself at her entrance once more and thrust—deeper this time, harder, bottoming out in one smooth stroke.

Her eyes fluttered faster.

He fucked her with deliberate force—long, punishing strokes that dragged every ridge along her sensitive walls. Each withdrawal made her whimper; each plunge made her arch. Her breasts bounced with the rhythm; nipples dark and aching. He captured one in his mouth, teeth grazing, tongue flicking, while his hips snapped forward again and again.

Aurora’s hands moved blindly—clutching at his shoulders, nails digging half-moons into muscle. Her head thrashed on the pillows; golden hair tangled like spilled sunlight. Moans spilled freely now—high, desperate, edged with something almost like pain.

“Please—” The word cracked from her lips, faint and fractured, the first real sound beyond sighs and cries. “Please… more…”

Valerian froze mid-thrust.

Her eyes were still closed, but her mouth worked—lips forming the plea again, softer, hungrier.

“More…”

He growled—low, animal—and gave her what she begged for.

He hooked her legs over his elbows, folding her nearly in half, and drove into her with brutal precision. The new angle let him hit deeper, harder, grinding against that swollen spot inside her with every stroke. She screamed—raw, shattered—and came again, walls clamping so tightly he nearly followed her over the edge.

He held back through sheer will.

When the spasms eased he pulled out—ignoring her broken whine of protest—and flipped her onto her stomach. He lifted her hips, spread her knees, and entered her from behind in one ruthless thrust.

Aurora keened into the velvet, fists clenching pillows.

He fucked her like that—hard, relentless—one hand fisted in her golden hair, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise. Each snap of his hips drove a sob from her throat; each withdrawal dragged a plea. She pushed back to meet him—clumsy at first, then desperate, grinding herself on his cock like she could force him deeper still.

“More—please—don’t stop—don’t—”

Her voice was raw now, cracked from cries, yet still dreamy, still half-trapped in slumber. But her body knew exactly what it wanted.

Valerian reached beneath her, fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight circles in time with his thrusts.

She shattered again—violently—back bowing, thighs shaking, a gush of wetness soaking his hand, his cock, the velvet beneath them. The sight—the feel—tipped him over.

He buried himself to the hilt and came with a guttural roar, spilling deep, hips jerking as he flooded her once more.

They collapsed together—him draped over her back, both of them trembling, breath coming in harsh pants.

For long minutes there was only the sound of their breathing and the faint, ominous creak of thorns moving outside the tower windows.

Valerian lifted his head.

Aurora’s eyes were still closed.

But tears—clear, glistening—tracked slowly down her cheeks.

Not from pain.

From need.

From the unbearable, exquisite agony of too much sensation after a century of nothing.

He brushed them away with his thumb, then leaned down and kissed the salt from her skin.

“Wake up,” he whispered against her ear. “Wake up and look at me.”

Her lashes trembled.

Her lips parted on a shaky breath.

And then—slowly, agonizingly—her eyes opened.

Emerald. Luminous. Pupils blown wide with lingering pleasure and something darker, hungrier.

She looked up at him—dazed, desperate, utterly ruined—and whispered one broken word:

“Again.”

Valerian’s cock twitched inside her, already stirring despite exhaustion.

The thorns outside the tower thickened—vines slithering across stone, sealing the last cracks of daylight.

He stared down at the princess who was no longer sleeping.

And felt the first true weight of what he had awakened.

She smiled—slow, dreamy, dangerous.

And the castle sighed around them, as though it too had been waiting.

For this.

For them.

For the long, endless night that had only just begun.


Chapter 3: Stirrings in the Dream

Aurora existed in fragments.

Not the clean break of waking, not the slow dawn of consciousness—but shards of sensation crashing through the fog of a century-long sleep. Each one sharper, hotter, more overwhelming than the last.

She felt him first as pressure: thick, unyielding, stretching her open in ways her dreaming mind could not yet name. Then friction—slow drags of flesh against flesh, ridges catching on tender inner walls that had never known touch before the curse sealed her away. Heat bloomed low in her belly, spreading outward in liquid waves until her fingertips tingled and her toes curled against velvet.

She could not open her eyes.

She could not speak.

But she could feel.

And gods, she felt everything.

The prince—Valerian, though she did not yet know his name—moved inside her with deliberate cruelty now. Long, punishing strokes that bottomed out each time, grinding against that swollen, secret place that made color explode behind her closed lids. Every withdrawal left her empty, aching, clenching on nothing; every thrust filled her so completely she thought she might split apart from the pleasure of it.

Her body answered without permission.

Hips lifting to meet him. Thighs trembling around his waist. Breasts aching where they rubbed against his sweat-slick chest. Nipples so hard they hurt. Between her legs, slickness coated them both—hers, his, mingled—making obscene wet sounds with every deep plunge.

She moaned—low, broken, trapped behind her teeth. The sound vibrated in her throat, escaped as a keening whimper when he changed angle and dragged the head of his cock over that perfect spot again and again.

More.

The word formed in her mind, bright and desperate.

Moremoremore—

She could not say it. Her tongue felt heavy, useless. But her body screamed it: back arching, nails scraping blindly down his shoulders, heels digging into the small of his back to pull him deeper.

Valerian groaned against her neck—hot breath, teeth grazing skin—and gave her what she could not ask for aloud.

He fucked her harder.

The bier rocked beneath them. Velvet bunched under her shoulders. Her golden hair tangled, stuck to damp cheeks and throat. Each brutal thrust shoved a sob from her chest—wordless, raw, edged with something dangerously close to pain. Yet even the pain was pleasure; even the ache of overstretched muscles and bruised hips only fed the fire.

She came without warning.

It ripped through her like lightning—inner walls clamping down so tightly he cursed, hips stuttering. A gush of wetness soaked them both; her thighs shook uncontrollably. She screamed—silent at first, then breaking into fractured sound as the climax stretched impossibly long, wave after wave crashing until tears leaked from beneath her closed lashes.

Valerian didn’t stop.

He rode her through it—short, grinding thrusts that prolonged the spasms until she was sobbing in earnest, body jerking with aftershocks. When the peak finally ebbed he pulled out—slow, deliberate—watching the way her entrance fluttered, trying to keep him inside.

She whined—high, pitiful—at the loss.

He flipped her again—this time onto her side, one of her legs hooked over his shoulder. He entered her from this new angle, deeper still, and she felt every inch in exquisite detail: the flare of the head, the thick veins pulsing, the way he stretched her wide enough that she thought she might never close around anything smaller again.

“Gods, you’re greedy,” he rasped, voice wrecked. “Even in dreams you beg for it.”

She could not answer.

But her body did.

Hips rolling back to meet him. Hand reaching blindly behind her to clutch at his thigh. Breasts swaying with each impact. When his fingers found her clit again—rubbing tight, merciless circles—she shattered a second time, vision whiting out behind closed lids, a keening wail tearing from her throat.

Valerian followed—growling her name like a curse, hips slamming forward as he spilled deep once more, heat flooding her core until it leaked out around his cock and down her thighs.

He stayed inside her while they both panted.

The room was thick with their scent—sweat, sex, roses, magic. The thorns outside had grown louder: creaking, rustling, slithering across stone as though tasting the air. Vines had begun to creep through the narrow window slits, black and glossy, tipped with red barbs that pulsed faintly in time with her heartbeat.

Aurora felt them too.

Not as threat—as part of the dream. As extensions of her own hunger. They whispered against the edges of her mind: keep him, keep him, never let him leave.

Her fingers twitched.

Slowly—agonizingly—she lifted one hand and pressed it to his chest, over the pounding of his heart.

Valerian stilled.

He looked down at her face—still slack with sleep, still tear-streaked, still flushed—and saw the first real sign of awakening: her lashes no longer merely fluttering. They lifted, just a fraction. Enough for a sliver of emerald to show beneath.

Enough for him to see the hunger there.

“Again,” she breathed—barely a whisper, cracked from disuse, but clear.

Valerian’s cock twitched inside her—already half-hard again despite exhaustion.

He stared at her for one long heartbeat.

Then he leaned down, captured her mouth in a bruising kiss, and began to move once more.

Slow this time. Deep. Rolling thrusts that dragged every sensitive inch along her walls.

Aurora’s eyes drifted closed again—but not in sleep.

In surrender.

In anticipation.

The thorns outside thickened further—vines now curling around the tower door, sealing the latch, weaving across the stone floor toward the bier itself.

They did not touch the lovers.

Not yet.

But they waited.

Patient.

Hungry.

And somewhere in the deepest part of the curse, the fae laughed—soft, delighted, eternal.

Because the prince had not awakened the princess with a kiss.

He had awakened something far more dangerous.

And it was only just beginning to remember how to want.


Chapter 4: The Hunger Awakens

Aurora’s eyes opened fully on the third day—or what felt like the third day. Time had begun to slip inside the tower, minutes stretching into hours, hours collapsing into breathless moments. The only constant was the ache between her thighs and the man still moving inside her.

Valerian had not left her body for more than a handful of minutes since that first full awakening. He had tried—once—to rise, to fetch water from the ewer on the side table, to think. The thorns had answered before he took two steps: black vines slithered across the floor like living serpents, wrapping his ankles, tugging him back toward the bier with gentle but unyielding insistence. When he resisted, the barbs pricked—not deep enough to bleed, just enough to sting, to remind. He had returned to her without another word.

Now she stared up at him with clear, luminous emerald eyes, pupils so wide they swallowed the green. No more dream-haze. No more half-sleep. Only hunger—pure, endless, ravenous.

She lifted one trembling hand and pressed it to the center of his chest, fingers splaying over the rapid thud of his heart.

“Stay,” she whispered. Her voice was still cracked from disuse, but stronger now—velvet over steel. “Inside me. Always.”

Valerian groaned, hips rolling in a slow, helpless grind. He was sore—gods, he was so sore—but the curse (or her body, or both) kept him hard, kept him ready. Every time he softened, vines would brush feather-light along his shaft, coaxing him back to aching fullness. He had stopped fighting it hours ago.

Aurora’s legs tightened around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back.

“Harder,” she breathed.

He obeyed.

The rhythm built quickly—deep, punishing strokes that made the heavy bier creak beneath them. Her breasts bounced with each thrust; he caught one in his mouth, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. She arched into it with a keening cry, nails raking bloody furrows down his shoulders. The pain only made him drive deeper.

She came first—violently—inner walls clamping down like a fist, milking him until he saw stars. A fresh rush of wetness soaked them both; she sobbed his name—his name, not some dream-word—over and over as the climax tore through her.

Valerian followed with a broken curse, spilling inside her yet again. He collapsed over her, trembling, sweat-slick skin sticking to hers.

She did not let him rest.

Before his breathing could steady she rolled them—surprising strength in her slender frame—and straddled his hips. His spent cock slipped free; she whined at the emptiness, then reached between them and guided him back inside with shaking fingers.

“Again,” she demanded.

Valerian laughed—hoarse, disbelieving. “I can’t—”

“You can.” She rolled her hips once, slow and deliberate, grinding her clit against his pubic bone. “You will.”

The vines agreed. They coiled around his wrists, pinning them above his head against the pillows. Another tendril wrapped the base of his cock—gentle pressure, just enough to keep him hard, to force blood back where exhaustion wanted to steal it.

Aurora rode him.

Slow at first—torturously slow—lifting until only the head remained inside her, then sinking back down inch by inch. Each descent dragged a moan from both of them. She braced her hands on his chest, nails digging in, using him as leverage to chase her own pleasure.

Her head fell back, golden hair cascading like a waterfall. Her breasts swayed; nipples dark and swollen from his earlier attention. She pinched one between her own fingers, twisting until she gasped.

“Touch me,” she ordered.

The vines released one of his hands.

He reached for her immediately—thumb finding her clit, circling with the pressure he already knew she craved. She shuddered, pace quickening, hips snapping down harder.

“More,” she panted. “Inside—deeper—please—”

He thrust up to meet her, matching her rhythm. The wet slap of flesh on flesh echoed in the tower. Her moans grew louder, wilder—less human, more creature. When she came this time she screamed—raw, shattering—body convulsing, walls fluttering so hard he nearly spilled again.

She did not stop.

She leaned down, captured his mouth in a bruising kiss, tongue plunging deep while she kept riding him through the aftershocks. When she broke away it was only to whisper against his lips:

“I was asleep for so long.”

Her voice cracked on the last word.

“So empty.”

Another roll of her hips—harder, more desperate.

“I will never be empty again.”

Valerian’s free hand gripped her hip, fingers bruising. He thrust up harder, chasing his own edge.

“Then take it,” he growled. “Take everything.”

She did.

She rode him until he came again—deep, helpless pulses that made her sob with pleasure. Then she slid off him, only to crawl up his body and straddle his face.

“Drink me,” she commanded.

He obeyed without hesitation.

His tongue plunged into her dripping sex—lapping at their combined release, sucking her swollen clit until she ground down against his mouth, smothering him in slick heat. She came on his tongue twice more—shaking, crying out—before collapsing forward, trembling.

The vines loosened his wrists.

He wrapped both arms around her waist, pulling her down to lie against his chest. Their hearts hammered in tandem.

For a moment—only a moment—there was stillness.

Then Aurora lifted her head.

Her eyes glowed faintly now—fae light flickering in the emerald depths.

“You cannot leave,” she said softly. Not a threat. A fact.

Valerian looked past her shoulder.

The tower door was gone—sealed behind a wall of living briar so thick no light passed through. Vines had crept across the floor, up the walls, over the ceiling. Black roses bloomed in the corners, petals unfurling with slow, obscene grace.

He swallowed.

“I know.”

Aurora smiled—slow, dreamy, utterly without mercy.

“Then feed me,” she whispered, already reaching between them to stroke him back to hardness. “Forever.”

Outside the sealed tower, the castle sighed—a deep, satisfied sound—as the thorns tightened their embrace.

Inside, Aurora lowered herself onto him once more.

And the long, decadent night stretched on—endless, exhausting, exquisite.

Neither of them noticed the first black rose blooming at the foot of the bier.

Its petals were the exact color of dried blood.

And it was only the beginning.


Chapter 5: Thrall of the Briars

Time lost meaning inside the tower.

The narrow slits that once served as windows were long since overgrown—black briars weaving a lattice so dense that only the faintest threads of moonlight slipped through, painting shifting silver patterns across the stone floor. The air grew thick, humid, scented with roses, musk, and the constant salt-sweet of their joined bodies. The bier had become their entire world: velvet worn thin beneath them, pillows crushed and stained, the marble dais itself warm from endless friction.

Valerian no longer counted days.

He counted heartbeats between her demands.

Aurora straddled him now, knees braced on either side of his hips, golden hair falling in tangled curtains around their faces. She moved slowly—agonizingly slowly—lifting until only the swollen head of his cock remained inside her, then sinking back down with deliberate cruelty, taking every inch until their pelvises kissed. Each descent dragged a low groan from his throat; each rise made her whimper at the emptiness.

She had learned his body the way a predator learns prey.

She knew exactly how to roll her hips to grind her clit against him. She knew the precise pressure that made his thighs tense. She knew how long she could edge him—slow, shallow rocks of her pelvis—before the vines would tighten around his wrists and ankles, forcing him to thrust up into her or suffer the sharp sting of barbs.

Right now she was edging herself.

Her hands braced on his chest, nails digging crescent moons into skin already marked with dozens of older scratches and bites. Her head tipped back, throat arched, lips parted on shallow pants. Between her thighs she was swollen, flushed dark rose, glistening with their combined release from the last three rounds. Every time she lifted, a thick strand of it stretched between them—obscene, glistening—before snapping when she sank down again.

“Tell me,” she whispered, voice husky from hours of crying out. “Tell me you’ll never leave.”

Valerian’s hands—freed for the moment—gripped her hips hard enough to bruise. He thrust up once—hard—making her gasp.

“I can’t leave,” he rasped. “You won’t let me.”

She smiled—slow, dreamy, utterly without mercy.

“Good boy.”

She leaned down and bit his lower lip—sharp enough to draw blood. He hissed; she licked the copper taste away, then kissed him deep, tongue claiming every corner of his mouth while she kept that torturous rhythm.

When she pulled back it was only to whisper against his ear:

“I was empty for so long.”

Her hips circled—slow grind, clit dragging along his pubic bone.

“I dreamed of touch. Of heat. Of being filled until I couldn’t breathe.”

Another circle—harder.

“Now I have it.”

She straightened, palms flat on his chest, and began to ride him in earnest—fast, punishing strokes that slapped wetly between them. Her breasts bounced; he caught one in his mouth, sucking hard, teeth grazing the swollen nipple until she keened.

She came like that—sudden, shattering—inner walls clamping down so tightly he nearly blacked out from the pressure. A fresh gush soaked his thighs; she sobbed his name, body convulsing, nails raking bloody lines down his pectorals.

He followed helplessly—spilling deep with a broken groan, hips jerking as he flooded her yet again.

She did not stop moving.

She kept rolling her hips through the aftershocks, milking every last drop, drawing out his release until he was whimpering from overstimulation.

When he finally softened inside her—despite the vines’ coaxing—she whined in protest.

The briars answered.

Tendrils slithered up from the floor—cool, smooth, alive—wrapping around his softening cock, stroking with feather-light pressure until blood rushed back, until he hardened again inside her despite the ache.

Aurora sighed in relief.

“Thank you,” she murmured—to the vines, to the curse, to him.

She lifted off him only long enough to turn around—reverse now, back to his chest—and sink down again. This angle let him feel every flutter, every ripple as she took him deep. She braced her hands on his thighs and began to ride backward—ass bouncing, golden hair swinging, the sight of her stretched around him obscene in the dim light.

Valerian’s hands gripped her hips—guiding, not controlling. She no longer needed his guidance.

She set the pace.

She decided how hard, how fast, how long.

When she wanted his mouth she crawled up his body and straddled his face, grinding against his tongue until she came with a scream. When she wanted his fingers she guided them to her clit, to her nipples, to the tight ring of her ass—teaching him exactly where to press, where to circle, where to push inside until she sobbed with overstimulation.

When she wanted to be pinned she rolled them so he loomed above her, wrists caught in living restraints, and begged him to fuck her like he hated her—hard, brutal, merciless—until they both bled from scratches and bites.

And every time—every single time—she came back to the same whispered litany against his ear:

“Never stop.”

“Never leave.”

“Fill me.”

“Feed me.”

Valerian’s mind had begun to fray at the edges.

Pleasure had become pain; pain had become pleasure. His body ached in places he hadn’t known could ache—muscles trembling, cock raw, balls heavy and sore—yet still he hardened for her. Still he thrust when she demanded. Still he licked, sucked, fingered, fucked until she shattered again.

He no longer thought of escape.

The thought surfaced sometimes—faint, distant, like a dream of another life—but the vines would tighten, or her walls would flutter, or her voice would crack on “please,” and the thought would dissolve in another wave of need.

He was hers.

Her thrall.

Her feast.

And she was starving.

Aurora came again—riding his face this time—thighs clamping his head, flooding his mouth as she screamed his name to the thorn-wrapped ceiling.

When the spasms eased she slid down his body, kissed him deep—tasting herself on his tongue—and whispered against his swollen lips:

“Again.”

The briars tightened around his wrists in gentle restraint.

Valerian closed his eyes.

And gave her what she wanted.

Because there was nothing else left to give.

Outside the sealed tower, the castle continued its slow transformation—thorns blooming into black roses, vines weaving tapestries of living shadow across every hall, every chamber.

The curse had not ended with her awakening.

It had only just begun to feed.

And it would never be sated.


Chapter 6: Echoes of the Fae Court

The tower had become a living womb.

Walls pulsed faintly beneath the briar tapestry—slow, rhythmic, like a heartbeat too large for stone. Black roses bloomed in impossible places: along the ceiling beams, from cracks in the marble dais, even twining through the velvet hangings above the bier. Their petals opened at irregular intervals, releasing a faint, sweet perfume that made Valerian’s head swim and his cock twitch regardless of exhaustion. The scent was drugged, addictive, inescapable.

He lay on his back now, arms spread wide, wrists loosely bound by living vines that had grown soft and silken rather than barbed. They no longer needed to force him. He no longer tried to leave.

Aurora knelt astride his chest—facing his feet—her swollen sex hovering just above his mouth. She braced one hand on his thigh, the other reaching back to stroke his cock in slow, lazy pulls. Her golden hair spilled across his abdomen like liquid sunlight; every breath she took brushed the sensitive head of him.

“Open,” she murmured.

He did.

Her thighs parted wider; she lowered herself until her dripping folds pressed against his lips. He licked—slow, thorough—tongue plunging inside her, curling to taste the mingled salt of their last release. She sighed—a long, trembling sound—and rocked gently against his face, using his tongue like a living toy.

“Good,” she breathed. “Just like that.”

Valerian obeyed.

He had learned her rhythms the way a drowning man learns to breathe water. He knew when to suck her clit hard enough to make her gasp; when to thrust his tongue deep and curl it against that sensitive inner wall; when to simply let her ride his face in shallow, teasing grinds until she whimpered with frustration and demanded more.

Right now she wanted slow worship.

She rolled her hips in languid circles, coating his chin, his cheeks, his nose with slickness. Her free hand slid between her own thighs—fingers circling her clit in time with his tongue. When she came it was quiet this time—shuddering waves rather than screams—inner walls fluttering against his lips, a soft gush of release that he drank without hesitation.

She lifted off him only long enough to turn around.

Now she straddled his face facing him—knees bracketing his head, hands braced on the headboard carved with faded roses. She sank down again, smothering him in wet heat, and began to ride his tongue with more purpose.

Valerian’s hands—freed by the vines—gripped her thighs, holding her steady while she used him.

That was when the mirror spoke.

It hung on the far wall—tall, oval, framed in blackened silver—something he had barely noticed in the first frantic days. Now its surface rippled like disturbed water.

A face appeared.

Not human.

Fae.

High cheekbones sharp enough to cut glass, skin the color of moonlit marble, eyes like fractured amethysts. Long silver hair floated around her as though underwater. She wore a gown of living thorns that shifted and bloomed as she moved.

The scorned courtier.

She smiled—slow, cruel, delighted.

“Well done, mortal prince,” she purred. Her voice echoed inside Valerian’s skull rather than through the air. “You’ve awakened her. And she has awakened you.”

Aurora did not pause. She ground down harder against his mouth, chasing another peak, oblivious or uncaring of the intruder.

The fae tilted her head.

“Did you truly believe a kiss would suffice? That true love’s tender peck would break a century’s spell?” She laughed—clear, bell-like, edged with ice. “No. The contract demanded flesh. Seed. Surrender. You were never meant to claim her, Valerian of Eldrath. You were meant to feed her.”

Aurora came again—quiet, shuddering—then lifted just enough to let him breathe.

She looked over her shoulder at the mirror, eyes glowing faintly.

“You,” she said softly. Not angry. Not afraid. Simply acknowledging.

The fae inclined her head.

“Princess. Or what remains of her.” Her gaze slid to Valerian—still pinned beneath Aurora’s thighs, lips swollen and glistening. “And her devoted thrall.”

Valerian tried to speak. His voice came out hoarse, wrecked. “Release us.”

The fae laughed again.

“Release you?” She gestured lazily. The briars in the room tightened—vines curling tighter around his wrists, thorns blooming along the headboard like dark crowns. “The curse was never meant to end. It was meant to bind. The spindle was a promise; the sleep, a gestation. And now…” She spread her hands. “The harvest.”

Aurora slid down Valerian’s body until she straddled his hips again. She guided his aching cock back inside her with one smooth motion, sinking down until he was buried to the hilt.

She sighed in contentment.

“Then let it bind,” she said to the mirror.

The fae’s smile widened.

“Oh, sweet child. It already has.”

The image rippled.

More faces appeared behind her—dozens of fae courtiers, pale and beautiful, watching with avid, glittering eyes. They lounged on thorn thrones, sipped from goblets of something dark and shimmering, murmured to one another in a language that sounded like wind through dead leaves.

They were watching.

They had always been watching.

Aurora began to move—slow, rolling thrusts that dragged every ridge along her sensitive walls. She leaned forward, palms braced on Valerian’s chest, golden hair falling around them like a curtain.

“Let them watch,” she whispered against his lips. “Let them see what they made.”

She kissed him—deep, claiming—tongue stroking his while her hips kept that torturous rhythm.

Valerian groaned into her mouth.

He thrust up to meet her—helpless, desperate—chasing the only thing that still made sense in this endless haze of need.

The fae laughed softly from the mirror.

“Feed her well, prince,” she murmured. “She has centuries of hunger to sate.”

The image faded.

The thorns tightened once more—gentle restraint, loving imprisonment.

Aurora rode him harder now—faster—chasing her next peak with single-minded focus.

Valerian gave her everything he had left.

Because there was nothing else.

Because the vines would not allow anything else.

Because somewhere deep inside him—beneath pride, beneath reason, beneath the man he had once been—he no longer wanted anything else.

Aurora came with a broken cry—walls fluttering, body shaking—and collapsed forward onto his chest.

He wrapped his arms around her—vines loosening just enough to allow it—and held her close.

The black roses above the bier bloomed wider.

Petals unfurled like dark hearts.

And in the silence that followed, the castle breathed with them—slow, satisfied, eternal.

The fae court had its due.

The princess had her feast.

And the prince…

The prince had become the offering.


Chapter 7: The Eternal Cycle

The tower had ceased to be a room.

It was now an organism—pulsing, breathing, growing—with them at its center.

The briars had claimed every surface. Vines thicker than a man’s arm coiled around the four-poster bedposts, weaving upward to form a living canopy overhead. Black roses bloomed in dense clusters along the ceiling, petals unfurling and closing in slow, rhythmic pulses that matched the beat of their hearts. Some roses had begun to weep a dark, viscous nectar that dripped in slow strands, pooling on the marble floor and then evaporating into fragrant mist. The scent never faded; it thickened, sweetened, drugged the air until every breath felt like swallowing desire.

Valerian no longer knew how long they had been here.

Months? Years? The moon that sometimes pierced the thorn lattice changed phases in ways that defied mortal calendars—waxing and waning at whim, as though time itself had grown bored and decided to play. His body had adapted in cruel, perfect ways: muscles hardened from endless exertion, skin marked with a permanent map of bites, scratches, bruises that never quite faded before new ones bloomed. His cock—once a source of pride, now a tool of torment—remained semi-hard even in rare moments of rest, coaxed by vines or by Aurora’s lightest touch.

She lay beneath him now.

Legs wrapped high around his waist, ankles locked at the small of his back. Her golden hair fanned across the pillows like spilled sunlight; her emerald eyes—glowing brighter with every passing cycle—locked on his face with unblinking intensity. She no longer begged with words. She commanded with her body: hips rolling up to meet him, inner walls clenching in deliberate rhythm, nails dragging slow red lines down his back until he hissed.

He thrust deep—slow, deliberate, grinding at the end of each stroke to press against that swollen spot inside her that made her gasp. She had taught him exactly how to angle, how much pressure, how long to linger before withdrawing almost completely and plunging back in.

“Deeper,” she whispered—voice no longer cracked, but rich, velvet, resonant with fae power. “Until I feel you in my throat.”

He obeyed.

He hooked her knees over his elbows, folding her nearly double, and drove into her with brutal precision. Each thrust shoved a broken moan from her lips; each withdrawal dragged a desperate whine. Her breasts bounced with the rhythm; he leaned down to capture one nipple between his teeth—biting just hard enough to make her arch—and felt her ripple around him in response.

She came like that—sudden, shattering—walls clamping so tightly he nearly lost control. A fresh rush of wetness soaked them both; she sobbed his name, body convulsing, nails digging deep enough to draw blood.

He didn’t stop.

He rode her through it—short, grinding thrusts that prolonged the spasms until she was trembling, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

When the peak finally ebbed, she pushed at his chest.

“On your back.”

He rolled them without withdrawing—still buried deep inside her—and let her take control.

Aurora straddled him, palms flat on his chest, and began to ride—slow, rolling circles that dragged every sensitive inch along her walls. She leaned forward, golden hair falling around them like a curtain, and kissed him—deep, claiming, tongue stroking his while her hips kept that torturous rhythm.

“Tell me you love this,” she murmured against his mouth.

“I love this,” he rasped—truth, because what else was left?

“Tell me you’ll never stop.”

“I’ll never stop.”

She smiled—slow, dreamy, utterly without mercy—and quickened her pace.

The vines tightened around his wrists again—not restraint now, but restraint’s memory. They stroked along his arms, his thighs, the sensitive skin behind his knees—feather-light caresses that kept him on the edge, kept him hard, kept him hers.

She rode him until she came again—head thrown back, throat arched, a keening cry that echoed off the thorn-woven walls. Then she lifted off him—slow, deliberate—watching the way his cock glistened with their combined release.

She crawled up his body until her knees bracketed his head.

“Drink,” she commanded.

He did.

His tongue plunged into her dripping sex—lapping at the thick mixture of their pleasure, sucking her swollen clit until she ground down against his mouth, smothering him in slick heat. She came on his tongue—twice, three times—shaking, crying out—before sliding back down to take him inside her once more.

This time she bound him fully.

Vines wrapped his wrists to the headboard, ankles to the footboard—spreading him open, helpless beneath her. She rode him like that—slow, deep, merciless—leaning back to brace her hands on his thighs so he could watch every inch disappear inside her, watch the way her body stretched around him, watch the obscene shine of their release coating them both.

She edged him for what felt like hours.

Bringing him to the brink—walls fluttering, hips rolling just right—then stopping, lifting until only the head remained inside her, letting him throb uselessly until he begged.

“Please—”

“Say it.”

“I’m yours.”

“Again.”

“I’m yours. Always. Forever.”

Only then did she sink down—hard—and let him spill inside her with a broken roar.

She collapsed forward onto his chest, trembling, sated for the moment.

The vines loosened—enough to let him wrap his arms around her.

He held her close—sweat-slick skin sticking together, hearts hammering in tandem—and pressed his lips to her temple.

“I don’t know how much longer I can—” he began.

She silenced him with a kiss—soft this time, almost tender.

“You can,” she whispered. “Because I need you to.”

She lifted her head, eyes glowing brighter than before.

“And because you need it too.”

He stared at her—searching for the girl who had once slept untouched on velvet.

She was gone.

In her place was something ancient, insatiable, beautiful in its cruelty.

And he—scarred, aching, utterly claimed—was no longer the prince who had hacked through thorns to reach her.

He was hers.

Her consort.

Her feast.

Her eternity.

Outside the tower—beyond the sealed door, beyond the thorn-woven halls—the castle continued its slow, inexorable transformation.

Black roses bloomed in every chamber.

Vines wrote silent poetry across marble floors.

And somewhere in the deepest part of the curse, the fae court watched, sipped from their goblets, and smiled.

The spindle had spun its thread.

The sleep had ended.

The hunger had only just begun.

Aurora kissed him again—slow, deep, claiming—and began to move once more.

Valerian closed his eyes.

And surrendered to the only rhythm left in the world.

Hers.


Chapter 8: The Briar King

The deepest chamber of the castle had once been the royal crypt—a vaulted stone hall beneath the keep, meant for kings and queens long turned to dust. Now it was something else entirely.

The briars had claimed it completely.

Thick black vines formed living pillars that supported the vaulted ceiling; roses the size of dinner plates bloomed in clusters along every surface, their petals so dark they drank the light rather than reflected it. A faint, phosphorescent glow emanated from the nectar that dripped from their centers, pooling in shallow depressions on the floor and casting everything in bruised violet and crimson. The air was heavy, humid, scented with overripe sweetness and the musk of endless sex.

At the center of the chamber stood a throne—not of gold or marble, but of living briar.

Its arms and back were woven from the thickest vines, thorns turned inward like velvet barbs. Black roses crowned the headrest, petals half-open, half-closed, as though breathing. The seat was cushioned with moss so deep and soft it looked like velvet; tendrils curled upward from the base, ready to embrace, to restrain, to cradle.

Aurora led him there.

She walked ahead, naked save for the living vines that had begun to adorn her like jewelry—thin tendrils wrapping her wrists like bracelets, coiling around her throat in a delicate choker, twining through her golden hair like a crown. Her skin glowed with that same faint fae luminescence; every step left faint footprints of nectar on the stone. She moved with the languid grace of something no longer entirely human—predatory yet serene, insatiable yet utterly certain.

Valerian followed.

He no longer wore clothes; the vines had torn them away weeks (months?) earlier and never allowed them back. Scars and fresh marks layered his body—bites on his throat, scratches across his chest, bruises in the perfect shape of her fingers on his hips. His cock hung heavy between his thighs, semi-erect even now, conditioned to rise at her slightest glance.

She stopped before the throne.

Turned.

Her emerald eyes—brighter, deeper, almost liquid—locked on his.

“Kneel,” she said softly.

The vines answered before he could.

They slithered up from the floor—cool, smooth, insistent—wrapping his ankles, his calves, guiding him down until his knees met the moss. More tendrils curled around his wrists, drawing his arms behind his back, binding them loosely but firmly at the base of his spine. A final vine wrapped his throat—not choking, just holding—tilting his chin up so he looked directly into her face.

Aurora stepped closer.

She cupped his jaw with one hand, thumb tracing the line of his lower lip.

“You came to claim a princess,” she murmured. “You found something older. Hungrier. And you fed it.”

She leaned down and kissed him—slow, deep, claiming. Her tongue stroked his; he opened for her without hesitation, tasting roses and salt and the faint metallic edge of fae magic. When she pulled back, her eyes glowed brighter.

“You are no longer a prince of Eldrath,” she said. “You are mine.”

The vines tightened fractionally—affirmation, not punishment.

She turned and seated herself on the briar throne.

The roses bloomed wider at her touch; vines curled around her wrists and ankles like living manacles, yet she sat as though enthroned, legs parted slightly, sex glistening in the violet light. She looked down at him—kneeling, bound, aching—and smiled.

“Rise,” she commanded.

The vines loosened enough to let him stand.

She reached out, fingers trailing down his chest, over old scars and new bruises, until she wrapped them around his cock. He hissed at the contact—too sensitive, too raw—yet hardened instantly in her grip.

“You will crown yourself,” she said.

She guided his hands—still loosely bound behind him—to the base of his own shaft.

“Hold yourself for me.”

He did.

She leaned forward, lips brushing the head of him—once, feather-light—then pulled back.

“Pledge yourself,” she whispered.

Valerian’s voice cracked on the first word.

“I am yours.”

“Louder.”

“I am yours.”

She smiled—slow, satisfied—and took him into her mouth.

Slow. Deep. Torturously thorough.

Her tongue swirled around the head, traced every vein, sucked until his knees buckled. The vines caught him, held him upright. She worked him with devastating patience—bringing him to the edge, then easing off, letting him throb uselessly in the cool air before taking him again.

When he was trembling, hips jerking helplessly, she released him.

“Again.”

“I am yours,” he rasped. “Always. Forever.”

She rose from the throne.

The vines followed her—flowing like liquid shadow—until they reached him.

They wrapped his throat in a living collar. They bound his wrists tighter behind his back. They coiled around his cock and balls—gentle pressure, rhythmic pulses that kept him achingly hard, teetering on the brink without release.

Aurora stepped behind him.

Pressed her breasts to his back.

Wrapped one arm around his waist, fingers splaying over his abdomen.

The other hand guided him forward—until he stood before the throne.

“Sit,” she whispered against his ear.

He sat.

The briar throne welcomed him—vines curling around his thighs, spreading them wide; thorns turning inward to prick just enough to sting, to remind. Roses bloomed along the armrests, petals brushing his skin like velvet kisses.

Aurora straddled him.

She sank down slowly—taking every inch until he was buried to the hilt inside her. She sighed—a long, trembling sound of pure satisfaction—and began to move.

Slow rolls of her hips at first—grinding, circling, dragging every sensitive ridge along her walls. Then faster—harder—riding him with single-minded purpose. Her nails dug into his shoulders; her mouth found his throat, biting just hard enough to mark.

Valerian thrust up to meet her—helpless, desperate—bound yet claiming, claimed yet conquering.

She came first—shattering around him with a cry that echoed through the vaulted chamber. Walls fluttered, milked him, pulled him over the edge with her.

He spilled inside her—deep, helpless pulses—growling her name like a prayer.

She did not stop.

She kept moving—slow now, languid—milking every last drop, drawing out his release until he whimpered from overstimulation.

When he finally softened, the vines coaxed him back to hardness.

Aurora leaned forward, lips brushing his.

“You are crowned,” she whispered. “Briar King. My consort. My thrall. My eternity.”

The throne’s vines tightened—embracing, restraining, loving.

Black roses bloomed along his arms, his chest, his thighs—marking him as hers.

She kissed him again—slow, deep, claiming.

And began to ride once more.

In the mirror that hung on the far wall—now half-covered in briar—the fae court watched.

They raised their goblets in silent toast.

The spindle had spun.

The sleep had ended.

The king had been crowned.

And the hunger would never end.

Aurora smiled against his mouth.

“Forever,” she breathed.

Valerian closed his eyes.

And surrendered to the only crown he would ever wear. Hers.


Chapter 9: The Last Mirror

The deepest chamber had become a cathedral of hunger.

The briar throne—once a single seat—had grown. Vines had woven outward from its base, forming a wide, circular platform of living black thorns and moss so thick it felt like velvet underfoot. Roses bloomed in concentric rings around the edges, their petals opening and closing in slow, hypnotic rhythm, releasing that narcotic nectar in delicate drips that pooled and evaporated into shimmering mist. The air was thick enough to taste—sweet, heavy, laced with the constant musk of sex and the faint metallic tang of fae magic.

Valerian knelt at the center.

Not bound this time.

The vines no longer needed to hold him.

He stayed because leaving would mean emptiness, and emptiness was worse than any ache.

Aurora stood before him—naked, crowned in living briar, golden hair cascading over her shoulders like molten sunlight. The faint glow in her skin had deepened; she looked carved from moonlight and shadow, every curve luminous, every movement deliberate. She held no weapon, no chain. She needed none.

She simply looked at him.

And he ached.

“Stand,” she said softly.

He rose.

The thorns beneath his feet shifted—gentle, almost affectionate—forming a path of soft moss that led him to her. When he reached her, she lifted one hand and traced the line of his jaw, thumb brushing the swollen curve of his lower lip where her teeth had marked him earlier.

“You still fight it,” she murmured. “Even now.”

Valerian swallowed. His voice came out rough, cracked from hours of groaning her name.

“I don’t know how to stop.”

Her smile was slow, tender, cruel in its gentleness.

“Then let me teach you.”

She stepped back and gestured to the far wall.

The mirror—once cracked and half-overgrown—had been cleared. Vines had peeled away like obedient servants, revealing the full oval of blackened silver. Its surface no longer rippled with fae faces. It showed only them: Valerian, scarred and trembling; Aurora, radiant and insatiable.

“Look,” she commanded.

He looked.

In the glass he saw a man he barely recognized—muscles corded from endless exertion, skin mapped with bites and scratches that never quite healed, eyes hollow yet burning with the same hunger that lived in hers. Behind him, reflected roses bloomed wider; vines curled around his ankles—not binding, but caressing.

Aurora moved behind him.

Pressed her breasts to his back.

Wrapped her arms around his waist.

One hand slid down to wrap around his cock—already hard, already leaking—stroking with slow, deliberate pulls.

“See how you belong here,” she whispered against his ear. “See how your body answers me even when your mind still whispers of escape.”

He groaned—low, broken—as her fingers tightened, thumb circling the sensitive head.

In the mirror he watched her hand move. Watched the way his hips jerked forward into her grip. Watched the flush climb his throat, the way his lips parted on shallow pants.

She kissed the side of his neck—soft, then sharp with teeth.

“Say it.”

“I belong here.”

“Louder.”

“I belong here.”

Her other hand slid up to his throat—fingers curling just enough to feel his pulse hammer beneath them.

“Again.”

“I belong to you.”

She rewarded him with a harder stroke—firm, twisting at the head—until his knees buckled.

The vines caught him—held him upright—let him lean back into her embrace while she worked him with devastating patience.

In the mirror he saw everything: the way his head fell back against her shoulder, the way his mouth opened on silent pleas, the way his cock throbbed in her grip, flushed dark and weeping.

She brought him to the edge—again and again—then eased off, letting him throb uselessly until tears pricked his eyes.

When he was trembling, hips jerking helplessly, she released him.

Turned him to face her.

Pushed him gently down until he knelt once more.

She stepped over him—straddling his thighs—and lowered herself onto his waiting mouth.

“Worship,” she commanded.

He did.

Tongue plunging deep, lips sealing around her clit, sucking hard enough to make her gasp. She rode his face with slow, rolling grinds—hands fisted in his hair, guiding him exactly where she needed. When she came it was quiet—shuddering waves, soft cries—her release coating his chin, his lips, dripping down his throat.

She lifted off him only to sink down onto his cock in one smooth motion.

She took him deep—deep enough that they both groaned—and began to ride.

Slow at first—torturously slow—lifting until only the head remained inside her, then sinking back down with deliberate cruelty. Each descent dragged a broken sound from his throat; each rise made her whimper at the emptiness she had created.

She leaned forward, palms braced on his shoulders, golden hair falling around them like a curtain.

“Look at me,” she whispered.

He did.

Her eyes—glowing brighter than ever—locked on his.

“You are my Briar King,” she said. “My consort. My offering. My eternity.”

She quickened her pace—harder, faster—riding him with single-minded purpose. Nails dug into his shoulders; teeth found his throat, biting just hard enough to mark anew.

Valerian thrust up to meet her—helpless, desperate—chasing the only release left in the world.

She came first—shattering around him with a cry that echoed through the vaulted chamber. Walls fluttered, milked him, pulled him over the edge with her.

He spilled inside her—deep, helpless pulses—growling her name like a prayer as the last of his resistance shattered.

She did not stop moving.

She kept rolling her hips—slow, languid—milking every last drop, drawing out his release until he whimpered from overstimulation.

When he finally softened, the vines coaxed him back to hardness.

Aurora kissed him—slow, deep, claiming.

“Forever,” she breathed against his lips.

Valerian closed his eyes.

And surrendered completely.

In the mirror, their reflection shimmered—two figures entwined, crowned in briar, bound in endless hunger.

The fae court no longer watched.

They had seen enough.

The spindle had spun its final thread.

The sleep had ended in fire.

And the king and queen of thorns reigned eternal—locked in a cycle of pleasure so complete that even oblivion would have been mercy.

They did not seek mercy.

They sought only more.

And the briars—blooming, breathing, eternal—gave it to them.

Forever.


The fae court never truly left.

Even after the last mirror in the deepest chamber clouded over with black rose vines and went silent, the court lingered—unseen, unfelt by mortal senses, but ever-present in the way the briars breathed, in the way the nectar dripped in perfect metronome, in the way Aurora’s eyes sometimes flared brighter when she came, as though drawing strength from distant laughter.

In the halls of the fae—beyond mortal sight, beyond the thorn wall that now encircled the entire castle like a living moat—the court gathered as it always had.

They met in a vast pavilion woven from living starlight and thorn-wood, its floor a mosaic of moon-pale marble veined with black. Pillars of twisted briar rose to a ceiling that was no ceiling at all: an open sky of perpetual twilight, where constellations shifted like courtiers changing partners at a ball. Roses bloomed from every surface—some small and delicate, others the size of dinner plates, petals so dark they seemed to drink the starlight rather than reflect it.

The scorned fae—Lirien, though few dared speak her name aloud—sat at the head of the long table. Her gown was made of living thorns that shifted and bloomed as she moved; silver hair floated around her shoulders as though stirred by an unseen wind. Her amethyst eyes still held the same cold delight they had worn the day she pronounced the curse over a cradle a century ago.

Around her lounged the court: tall, luminous beings with faces too perfect to be kind, wings of gossamer and shadow folded behind them, goblets of something dark and shimmering in their long fingers. They watched the single remaining mirror at the table’s center—a tall oval of blackened silver that showed only the tower chamber, only the throne, only the two figures locked together in endless rhythm.

Aurora rode Valerian slowly now—back arched, head thrown back, golden hair swinging with each deliberate roll of her hips. His hands gripped her thighs; his face was buried against her throat, teeth grazing skin. The thorns of the throne curled around them both—gentle restraints, loving shackles—blooming fresh roses every time she clenched around him.

A soft ripple of laughter moved through the court.

“She has remade him beautifully,” murmured a lithe male with eyes like fractured ice. “The proud prince of Eldrath is gone. Only the offering remains.”

Lirien tilted her head, watching as Aurora leaned down to kiss Valerian—deep, claiming, swallowing his broken moan as she ground harder against him.

“Not gone,” she corrected softly. “Repurposed.”

Another fae—a female with skin like frost-kissed glass—leaned forward, chin resting on laced fingers.

“The spindle worked better than we dreamed. We expected death, or sleep eternal. Instead…” She gestured at the mirror. “This.”

Valerian thrust upward—helpless, desperate—driving a cry from Aurora that echoed faintly through the mirror’s surface. The roses around the throne bloomed wider; nectar dripped faster, pooling beneath them in dark, fragrant puddles.

Lirien smiled—slow, satisfied, almost tender.

“The contract was never about marriage,” she said. “It was about balance. A mortal prince for a fae-touched princess. A life for a life. But mortals are so very… hungry when given eternity.”

A third voice—low, amused—spoke from the shadows.

“And she feeds without end. The castle drinks their pleasure like roots drink rain. The thorns grow stronger. The roses bloom darker. Soon the entire kingdom will be briar and silence.”

Lirien lifted her goblet. The liquid inside caught the starlight—deep crimson, shimmering with motes of captured moonlight.

“To the spindle,” she said.

The court raised their goblets in unison.

“To the spindle.”

They drank.

In the mirror, Aurora came again—shuddering, sobbing his name, walls fluttering around him until he followed her over the edge with a broken roar. The throne’s vines tightened—embracing, restraining, loving—as fresh roses bloomed along Valerian’s arms, his chest, his thighs. Marking him anew.

The image rippled once—then stilled.

Lirien set her goblet down.

“Leave them,” she said quietly. “They no longer need an audience.”

The mirror clouded over—vines creeping across its surface until only black petals remained.

The fae rose—graceful, languid—drifting toward other entertainments: dances beneath impossible stars, songs that could unravel minds, games played with mortal souls still fresh from the world beyond the veil.

But Lirien lingered a moment longer.

She touched the clouded mirror with one long finger.

A single black rose bloomed where her fingertip rested—petals unfurling slow and obscene.

“Sleep well, little princess,” she whispered. “And feed forever.”

Then she turned away.

The pavilion emptied.

The stars shifted overhead.

And far below—in a castle swallowed by thorns, on a throne made of living briar—two figures moved together in perfect, endless rhythm.

No witnesses now.

No court.

Only hunger.

Only need.

Only eternity.

The spindle had spun its final thread.

And the fae—satisfied—let the roses grow.

Forever.
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