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This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Disclaimer:

This fairy tale is for adults only (18+). It contains mature themes including feminization, crossdressing, identity transformation, magical eroticism, and moments of romantic and sexual tension presented through a fantastical and humorous lens. There may be strong language, suggestive dialogue, and scenes involving gender exploration and sensual awakening.

If you are of legal age and open to whimsical spells, gender-bending enchantments, and a magically sissified adventure of self-discovery, romance, and chaotic beauty — then proceed, brave reader.

Enjoy the transformation.





Synopsis:

Aleria’s transformation is no longer just skin-deep.

What began as a humiliating curse is slowly unraveling her heart—and her identity. With each spell, each lesson, and every stolen glance from Mortimer, Aleria feels herself falling deeper into a world she never asked for... and a love she never expected.

But secrets have power, and Aleria is living a lie. As tensions rise and magical forces stir, the truth threatens to destroy everything she's built—including the fragile bond with the one man who might just kiss her curse away.

Now, caught between the need to return to her old life and the desire to embrace her new self, Aleria must face the final test:
Is the kiss of true hatred still the key...
or has it become something else entirely?

A dazzling, petal-filled conclusion to a tale of identity, obsession, and enchanted love—with lace, spells, and a whole lot of sass.





“What happened so far...

Prince Alaric, the unbearable heir of Arcanvia, was cursed by the sorcerer Mortimer after a public rebuff. His punishment: to become a princess... complete with magical petals, a melodic voice, and an urgent need to receive ‘the kiss of true hatred’ to break the spell.

With the help of his sister Elara, the imposing Seraphina, and the eccentric witch Tilda, Alaric adopted a new identity: ‘Aleria,’ a fictitious princess who, through deception, seeks to seduce Mortimer.

Between corsets, etiquette classes, strange incantations, and uncomfortably intense encounters with the sorcerer, Aleria begins to experience something she never imagined: real feelings.

Will she be able to fool Mortimer... without fooling herself?”


CHAPTER 1: CONFESSIONS IN TEARS AND PETALS

Mornings at the castle were no longer a battle for Aleria. She had grown accustomed to the dresses her maids carefully chose for her, the lavender-scented baths, and—though she would not admit it aloud—to the small pleasures her new life brought: the honey cakes brought to her in the evenings, the long talks with Elara in the gardens, and the way the servants now treated her with a gentleness Prince Alaric had never known.

Her sister, meanwhile, had flourished in her new responsibilities. With a keen mind for numbers and a smile that disarmed even the greediest merchants, Elara had managed to stabilize foreign trade, compensating for crop shortages with ingenious barters: wool from the mountains for grain from the south, medicinal herbs for tools. Even the royal portraits commented on how well she was doing—though Grandfather Gunther’s still insisted that “a prince should be doing this.”

That afternoon, the tower was bathed in golden light filtering through the stained glass windows, painting in colors the potions Aleria and Mortimer had just finished: vials to soothe children’s coughs, ointments to protect crops from frost, and a couple of pink concoctions that Mortimer insisted were “not relevant.”

“Let’s drink a toast!” proposed Aleria, taking out two carved glasses she had stolen from the castle’s cellars.

Mortimer hesitated, but seeing the enthusiasm in her eyes—those green eyes that lately disturbed him more than he wanted to admit—he agreed.

The wine was sweet, and with each sip, the words flowed easier. Perhaps that’s why, when Aleria asked, “Why do you hate Prince Alaric so much?” the answer was not a grunt, but a sigh laden with years of bitterness.

“The first day I came to court, I presented a spell to protect the crops from pests,” Mortimer began, twirling the cup between his fingers. “Alaric laughed in front of everyone. He said that if I didn’t have anything ‘more interesting’ than carrots, I’d better stick to decorating banquets with fireworks.”

Aleria clenched her fists under the table, feeling a knot in her stomach.

“He continued,” Mortimer went on, eyes fixed on the shadows of the wine. “He made fun of my clothes, my hair, my spells. His friends and those damsels who followed him like flies repeated every insult. Five years, Aleria. Five years of putting up with the future king treating me like a joke.”

Aleria’s cup shook in her hands. She had been that future king. She had spoken those words.

“That’s why I cursed him,” Mortimer confessed, his voice sounding vulnerable for the first time. “I couldn’t bear the thought of serving such a man. I would leave before I saw him crowned.”

A petal fell on the table, then another. Aleria could not stop the tears that followed.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, hugging him with a strength that surprised them both.

Mortimer stiffened at first, but then, slowly, his arms went around her back, clinging as if he feared she too would fade into petals.

He didn’t know why she was crying. She didn’t know why she cared so much. But in that moment, under the weight of guilt and something else—something warm and painful growing in her chest—Aleria swore silently that somehow, she would make it up to him.

Tears had dried silvery trails on Aleria’s cheeks as she crossed the drawbridge. The moon, high and cold, seemed to watch her with the same severity with which her conscience judged her. Each step toward the castle was heavier than the last, as if the ghosts of her past actions were clinging to her ankles.

Elara stood there, leaning against the frame of the front door, wrapped in a woolen shawl that matched her expression: warm but firm. She carried no books or scrolls this time—just that discerning gaze that always saw more than Aleria wanted to show.

“Sister,” she said, gracefully stepping away from the wall, “I think it’s time to make a decision.”

The silence that followed was so thick that Aleria could hear the rustle of dried petals under her shoes, the racing beat of her own heart.

“I know,” she finally replied, clenching her fists until her knuckles paled. “I know what I must do.”

But the words hung in the air, fragile as the spell that held her feminine form. Confess. To tell Mortimer that she was Alaric. To risk losing that warmth she had found in his arms, that look that was no longer one of contempt.

Elara did not press. She reached out a hand and gently removed a petal caught in her hair, examining it under the torchlight.

“Just remember,” she murmured, “hearts are not like curses, Aleria. They don’t break with a kiss… but they can break with a lie.”

Closing the castle door behind her, Aleria looked up at the tower rising in the distance, its black silhouette outlined against the starry sky.

Tomorrow, she thought. Tomorrow.


CHAPTER 2: HEIRESSES AND HEARTS UNCOVERED

The path to Mortimer’s tower was covered with fresh petals that morning, as if the forest itself knew that Aleria was carrying a confession in her hands. Every step she took echoed with determination—but also with a fear that chilled her veins. What would Mortimer do when he learned the truth? Would he curse her again? Would he cast her out of his life forever?

Meanwhile, the castle walls held very different secrets.

In the throne room, Elara stood before her parents, an official scroll in her hands and an expression caught between triumph and concern.

“The advisors are in agreement,” announced King Aldous, adjusting the crown on his head with a weary gesture. “Given… affairs of the heart, the kingdom needs an heiress who can assume the throne in the immediate future.”

Queen Maribel squeezed her daughter’s hand, her smile not reaching her eyes. “You’ve always had a cool head for ruling, my dear. And, frankly, it seems your sister has found her… true calling.”

Elara didn’t know whether to laugh or cry—did they truly believe Aleria was being courted by Mortimer? But she nodded anyway, feeling the weight of a crown she had never coveted.

That afternoon, the royal library became the scene of a clandestine meeting. Elara, arms crossed and one eyebrow arched, faced Tilda and Seraphina amid dusty shelves.

“Your potion is doing more than you claimed,” Elara accused, pointing to an open book depicting a heart pierced by a magic arrow. “Aleria cries at everything, Mortimer doesn’t growl as he used to, and even that man’s crow seems to be smiling!”

Tilda, perched precariously on a ladder of stacked tomes, giggled. “Magical feminization includes emotional changes!” She waved her ink-stained hands theatrically. “Or… perhaps she simply likes Mortimer.”

An uncomfortable silence settled over the room.

“What?” Seraphina rumbled—breaking her usual silence.

Tilda shrugged, knocking over a vial of fairy dust that burst into a pink cloud. “My spell only sensitized her body, not her heart. If she’s falling in love, it’s because she wants to.”

Elara pinched the bridge of her nose. Fantastic. Not only was her brother trapped in a woman’s body, but he’d also fallen for his worst enemy.

“Wait—that other potion. The one you told her to use to get close to him,” Elara said, advancing on Tilda.

Tilda leaned on a stack of spellbooks with a catlike grin that suggested she'd caught the canary. She let out a theatrical sigh.

"Of course the perfume was just that...perfure," she admitted, twirling an empty bottle between her fingers. "But didn't you notice how Aleria talked about Mortimer? She said he was handsome and a lot of nonsense. He's my friend, but I know only someone in love would see him with those eyes. So I thought—if they end up together, the kingdom would be better for it. We'd have a less insufferable sorcerer, and Aleria would be cured of her petal condition."

"But that's a side effect of your spell," Elara countered sharply. "You keep forgetting Aleria is really Alaric. When Mortimer finds out, everything will end badly."

"Wow," Tilda said, blinking. "I think I...forgot that detail. Mortimer doesn't like deception. Or Alaric." The sorceress made a face like she'd bitten into something sour.

Elara and Seraphina exchanged a glance heavy with unspoken dread.

Meanwhile, Aleria stood before the door of Mortimer's tower, her hands trembling around a confession rehearsed a thousand times in her mind.

But before she could touch the worn wood, the door swung open of its own accord.

Mortimer stood there—his expression one Aleria had never seen before: hope, raw and unguarded.


CHAPTER 3: BANQUET UNDER THE STARS

The tower door opened before Aleria could deliver her well-rehearsed speech. Mortimer stood in the doorway, his cheeks tinged an unusual pink, hands trembling slightly around two steaming cups of tea that smelled of cinnamon and honey.

“Come in,” he murmured, stepping aside. The gesture was awkward—as if he’d forgotten how to move naturally in her presence.

Aleria drew a steadying breath. This was the moment.

“Mortimer, I need to tell you something important—”

“Later.” He gently covered her eyes with one hand. His palm smelled of herbs and something sweetly earthy that made her heart race. “First… I have a surprise for you.”

He guided her up the spiral staircase, their shoulders brushing with each step, that crackling tension between them growing thicker. When he finally let her open her eyes, Aleria’s breath caught.

The tower’s peak had been transformed into a dream.

A small table draped in constellation-stitched linen glowed beneath dozens of floating candles. Delicate porcelain plates held dishes that smelled of foreign spices and something achingly familiar—like comfort, like belonging.

“Did you… cook?” Aleria asked, incredulous.

Mortimer cleared his throat, staring stubbornly at the wall.

“I followed instructions from a book. Simple alchemy.” A lie—one that ignored the three charred disasters now buried in his cauldron.

They sat. And then—magic.

Between bites of lopsided bread (scorched on one side, doughy on the other) and wine that warmed their cheeks, their conversation sparked and flowed like a perfect incantation:

“Remember when you mixed valerian root with glowshrooms and nearly obliterated my workshop?” Mortimer laughed, his gray eyes alight.

“You gave me faulty instructions on purpose!” Aleria lobbed a breadcrumb at him. He dodged with exaggerated dignity.

“A vital lesson in respecting protocols, Princess.”

They laughed. They toasted. And somewhere between the second and third glass, their hands met on the table—fingers intertwining as if they’d been carved from the same star.

Above them, the constellations leaned closer, burning brighter than they had in centuries.

The kiss began as an accident—a brush of lips when he laughed too close, a movement too quick as he reached for his wine—but ended in wildfire.

Mortimer closed the distance without thought, drawn by the candlelight catching in Aleria’s eyes, by the rose perfume that had become unmistakably hers. When their lips met, the world dissolved into embers.

It was tender at first—testing, trembling—as if they feared shattering the moment. Then it deepened: Mortimer’s fingers tangled in her hair, Aleria’s fists clutching his robes to pull him closer. The taste of wine and honey gave way to something headier, more perilous—surrender.

When they parted, Mortimer kept his eyes shut, stealing one last second of the lie. Aleria, dizzy with feeling, spoke before sense returned:
“It worked…” she breathed against his mouth, voice raw.

Mortimer wrenched back as if scalded.
“What?” But he already knew. His mind—sharp as a honed blade—pieced it together:
Her evasive half-truths about her past.
Her unnatural familiarity with court affairs.
Those green eyes that had haunted him for years.

“Alaric.” He spat the name like cursed ink.

Pale, lips still kiss-swollen, Aleria recoiled—knocking over her glass. Wine spread across the linen like a fresh wound.
“Yes,” she admitted, voice fracturing. “But it wasn’t a trick! I—I only wanted the curse broken at first, then—”

“Then what?” Mortimer slammed upright, rattling the table. The windows shivered with his roar. “You laughed as I fell for your game? The mighty sorcerer, duped by his own nemesis?”

Each word lashed deeper. Petals erupted from Aleria’s skin in a torrent, her body rebelling with her shame.

“I didn’t fake this!” she cried, tears scalding her cheeks. “I didn’t fake caring for you!”

Mortimer barked a laugh, bracing against the wall as if his bones had turned to ash.
“All of it… staged.” He stared at his hands—stranger’s hands. “The shared spells. The late talks. The—the kiss.”

The agony in his voice was a living thing. Aleria reached for him—one step forward, two steps back as he retreated.

“Enough!” He thundered, flinching from her touch like flame. His grip on the chair ground the wood into the stones, knuckles bleached white with fury. “If you care so much… consider your curse broken!”

Mortimer swept his arm through the air—a violent arc—and the tower quaked with thunder. Potion bottles shattered like brittle hearts; candles snuffed out in unison, plunging them into swirling darkness.

“Everything you did was a lie,” Mortimer hissed, his voice drowning in the storm’s howl. “Even your name.”

The tempest swallowed the tower whole. Black clouds clawed at the windows; an icy wind scoured the floor, lifting petals into a ghastly dance.

“Mortimer, wait!” Aleria lunged—but her hands passed through mist. His form dissolved like smoke, his raven’s cry a funeral keen trailing after him.

Then—silence.

Alone in the ruin of their feast, Aleria collapsed into Mortimer’s abandoned chair. Wine bled through the tablecloth. The burnt bread sat uneaten, a monument to what might have been.

And the petals—now brittle, colorless—were all that remained of her heart.


CHAPTER 4: CORONATIONS AND WITHERED HEARTS

Dawn found Aleria still clad in her emerald gown, the petals that once bloomed with her joy now crisp as parchment on the sheets—flower-tears shed in the night.

Yet the kingdom breathed easy. Fields greened again; market stalls swirled with the scent of honeyed bread (still faintly charred). All thanks to Elara, who—amid treaties and ledgers—had achieved what Alaric never could: peace without petals.

The royal dining hall dripped with gilded light, but nothing melted the glacier in Aleria’s chest. Her parents exchanged a glance before King Aldous shattered the silence:

“The Royal Council has decreed—and we concur—that Elara will be crowned heir in three days.” His hands split a roll with regal indifference.

Aleria’s fork clanged against porcelain, a dueling pistol’s report.

“What?” She stared at Elara, whose jaw tensed—a silent confession of guilt.

“It’s best for Arcanvia,” Queen Maribel murmured, tracing her glass’s rim. “You’ve been… preoccupied.”

Preoccupied. The word swelled with unsaid accusations: Enchanted. Transformed. Unfit.

Nails bit half-moons into Aleria’s palms—until lightning struck through her fury:

Prince Alaric had let plagues fester.
Prince Alaric had broken Mortimer before ever being cursed.
Prince Alaric had forfeited his right to rage.

“They’re right.” Aleria folded into herself, voice hollow as a deconsecrated chapel. “Elara will be a queen this land deserves.”

Elara’s eyes widened, but Aleria couldn’t bear their weight. The truth crushed louder than crowns.

That afternoon, they stole away to the roses—where the scent spoke of absolution, not betrayal.

“I’m sorry,” Elara whispered, plucking a petal like a guilty secret. “I never wanted your throne.”

Aleria watched the lake beyond—where swans carved perfect rings into the water, endless and ephemeral as regrets.

“It’s not your fault,” Aleria replied, her voice stripped of royalty—something raw and human beneath. “You were right. If I’d spoken sooner… if I hadn’t lied…”

A single petal escaped her sleeve, solitary as her regret. No others followed.

Elara caught her hand, startled by its winter chill.
“What will you do now?”

Aleria exhaled, gaze fixed on the distant tower—a shadow against the bleeding sky.
“What I should’ve done from the start.”

They sat on a lichen-crusted bench, the silence punctured by Elara’s next question:
“Sister…” She hesitated, blunt as a surgeon’s blade. “Do you mean to become Alaric again?”

No accusation. Only quiet wonder. Yet the words doused Aleria like midwinter surf.

“I… hadn’t considered it.” Her fingers brushed her cheekbone, the new slope of her waist. How long since Mortimer vanished? Days bled together in her grief.

Elara tilted her head, her emerald gaze dissecting.
“Two weeks,” she said, gentle but unyielding. “Two weeks since the kingdom healed. Since he left.”

Aleria’s lips parted. No breath came.

Fifteen dawns waking to silk, not steel.
Fifteen evenings addressed as ‘princess’ without scorn.

“No one cares,” she whispered, more confession than complaint. “No one mourns the prince.”

Elara squeezed her hand, anchoring her.
“Not true.” A pause. “Perhaps Aleria is… beloved. And I’ve gained a sister.” She shrugged, petals caught in her skirts. “But the choice is yours.”

A wren trilled approval from the hedgerow.

Aleria shut her eyes, let the sun kiss her eyelids.
“First, I find Mortimer,” she said at last, voice steel-clad again. “Then… we’ll see.”


CHAPTER 5: THE PATH ONLY MAGICIANS SEE

Dawn streaked the sky in amethyst and gilt as Aleria armed herself for the hunt. She chose not silks, but a pine-green woolen dress—practical, close-cut—and Seraphina’s borrowed boots that crackled like autumn bones with each step toward the door.

A shadow barred her path.

“No.” Seraphina stood immovable as a citadel, armored arms crossed.

“This isn’t a petition, Captain.” Aleria wrenched her pack higher on her shoulder. “I go with or without your leave.”

The warrior measured her with a gaze that had shattered battlelines. Aleria held it like a blade’s edge.

“…Damn you.” Seraphina jabbed her sword into its sheath. “Then we go.”

They marched through castle gardens under a sky the color of bruised steel, footsteps echoing in grim synchrony. Aleria’s boots splintered frost-laced leaves; Seraphina’s eyes scoured the path like a raptor’s, her grip never a breath from her hilt.

“Tilda must know something,” Aleria muttered, adjusting Elara’s cloak at her throat. “No one understands Mortimer like she does.”

Seraphina’s silence was agreement. But her clenched jaw spoke louder: this wasn’t just about interrogating a witch. It was about unearthing a truth that could gut them all.

The wind kicked up a funeral procession of petals—the spell’s last gasp, now trivial against what lay ahead.

They found Tilda suspended upside-down from a self-made rainbow, ranting about “gravity’s poor life choices.”

“Ah! The teary princess and the swordswoman with legs!” She uncoiled like a dropped spring, physics weeping at the insult.

Aleria dispensed with courtesy:
“Where is Mortimer?”

For once, Tilda went still.

“He comes from… dramatic stock.” She twirled a violet curl. “The Duskwoods weep blood, their portraits curse in iambic pentameter—you know the type. He fled when his house fell. But now that he’s lost everything again…”

A lone petal drifted from Aleria’s hair like a dying ember.

“I was a fool,” she whispered to the floorstones.

“Yes.” Tilda’s agreement held no sugar. “But y’know who’s also a prize idiot? Alaric. That jackass made my friend miserable—but enough stalling! Since you’re both lovesick disasters, I’ll help.”

She snapped her fingers. A map unspooled in midair, its borders stitched from violet lightning.

“The path to Duskwood Manor only shows itself to magicians.” Tilda grinned, wild as a fox in a henhouse. “Good thing I’m the greatest!”

Meanwhile, the castle drowned in sycophants and cheese.

Elara floundered in an ocean of parchment, her hair a nest of ink-stained rebellion, fingers permanently smudged with treaty wax.

The Ambassador of Fromage—a wedge-hatted man who smelled of aged brie—leaned forward. “And the sentient Gouda?”

“Tax-exempt,” Elara groaned, massaging her temples.

“Magnificent!” He presented a wheel of cheese with beady eyes and a smug mouth. “A coronation gift!”

The cheese blinked up at her.
“Your Majesty’s discernment… exquisite.” Its tone dripped unctuous flattery.

Elara deposited it onto a velvet cushion like a sentenced criminal.

“Sister,” she sighed as the cheese launched into an ode to curdled milk, “hurry home.”


CHAPTER 6: RUINS AND REENCOUNTERS

Duskwood Manor had been a bastion of power and magical elegance. Slender towers had once spanned the sky, enchanted glass windows had reflected visions of the future, and halls whose walls whispered ancient secrets. The Duskwoods were not only great sorcerers but also leaders, sages... and at times, tyrants. Their legacy was carved in every stone, in every time-worn rune.
But now, only ruins remained.

The walls were cracked and covered with black ivy, as if the earth itself were trying to swallow the past. The marble stairs crumbled to dust under every step, and the portraits of Mortimer's ancestors hung askew, their faces erased by time or shame. In the center of what had once been a great hall, Mortimer sat on a throne of broken stone, his raven perched on the backrest like a silent judge.
He savored sadness with the same intensity with which he had once savored revenge.

Meanwhile, miles away, the trio of seekers followed the path that only wizards could see.
“And with a step to the left and a leap into the abyss!” Tilda crooned, balancing on an invisible bridge that creaked alarmingly.
Seraphina, her face paler than the marble of the ruins, advanced with measured steps, as if every false move would send her straight into the void.
“If we fall, I’ll personally drag you to hell,” she muttered, fixing the witch with a murderous glare.
Aleria, caught between terror and determination, just gritted her teeth and pressed on.

Mortimer had heard them from afar. The echo of Tilda's voice, Seraphina's heavy footsteps, and... that scent of roses that still haunted him.
When they appeared through the trees, he was already standing, waiting for them with folded arms and an impenetrable expression.
Seraphina looked him up and down and nodded respectfully. She was the only one who had nothing to apologize for.
Mortimer looked away from Aleria, and for a second, the world stopped. She lowered her eyes; he clenched his fists.
“Mortimer, I…” began Aleria, but before she could finish, Tilda swooped in like a hurricane of fluttering blonde hair and cape.
“MY GREAT DRAMATIC FRIEND!” she shouted, strangling him with a hug that threatened to break his ribs.
And then, against all logic, Mortimer didn’t push her. He didn’t growl. He did not curse.

He smiled.
A small, tired, but genuine gesture. As if Tilda were the only being in the world that could bring him out of his bitterness just by existing.
“My dear friend,” he murmured, gently disentangling himself from her.

Finally, Mortimer led them through the rubble to a room that was miraculously still intact. The library.
The shelves still held books that whispered in forgotten tongues, and a fire crackled in the fireplace, as if someone (or something) had kept it burning for years.
“Speak,” said Mortimer, leaning against a dust-covered table. “But choose your words wisely. I have no patience for lies.”
His gray eyes bore into Aleria, and this time, she didn’t look away.

Tilda was the first to break the silence of the library, as always, without filter or sense of the moment.
“Oh, Morty, this is darker than your sense of humor!” she exclaimed, running her fingers along the dusty spine of an old book. “Although, well, when we first met, you were just as dramatic. Remember? You hid in a tower for a week because I told you your rain spell smelled like wet socks!”
Mortimer couldn’t help but smile—small but genuine—at the memory.
“And then I told you that I liked you like that, mysterious and stormy,” Tilda continued, hugging a vase that suddenly turned into a black cat. “That’s why, when I heard you fell in love with a princess, I gave her that perfume—the one with wild roses, just like the one you wore when we were fifteen!”

Aleria blinked, surprised. Had Mortimer used rose perfume?
“This place used to be so beautiful…” Tilda sighed, looking around wistfully. “Although now it has your style: dark, destroyed, and with sixty percent more crows than usual. I respect that.”
Mortimer rubbed the bridge of his nose, but his smile did not disappear.

Then, Aleria took a deep breath and stepped forward.
“Mortimer… I came to tell you the truth,” she began, the words coming out firmer than she expected. “The kingdom prospers, but it is not complete. The people need you. I need you. Now that Elara is the heiress, you could work with her, without… without having to deal with—”
“With Alaric?” Mortimer finished, arching an eyebrow.
“Yes,” Aleria admitted, looking directly at him. “But it’s all right. Elara is a better ruler than he ever would have been.”

Mortimer stood still, processing the news. Had Prince Alaric been displaced?
Tilda, unable to remain silent, let out a chuckle.
“It’s true, Elara is brilliant! Not like that fool of a brother of hers,” she said, shooting a knowing glance at Aleria. “She once came to my workshop, begging me to remove a curse from her, and instead, I gave her a feminization potion!”
She laughed so loudly that the cat-vase meowed in offense.

Mortimer looked at Tilda, then at Aleria, and then—
“WHAT DID YOU DO?!” shouted Aleria and Mortimer in unison.


CHAPTER 7: THE CONFESSED WITCH

The echo of Tilda's laughter abruptly died when she noticed no one else was laughing. Three pairs of eyes stared at her:
Mortimer, scowling, his lips pressed into a thin line; Aleria, paling slowly as if she had just understood something terrible; and Seraphina, with one hand on the pommel of her sword, as if considering arresting a witch for the first time in her career.

“What?” Tilda blinked, adjusting her crooked hat.

“So…” Mortimer spoke slowly, each word loaded with ice, “it was you. You helped Alaric.”

The air thickened, as if the library had held its breath.

“Why?” Mortimer demanded. “Why help my worst enemy? Why didn’t you break the curse at once?”

Aleria felt the ground shift under her feet.

“You mean…” Her voice trembled with disbelief and fury. “That you could have removed the curse at any time?”

Mortimer shot a cutting glance at Aleria before turning back to Tilda.

“Of course she could,” he said, his tone making it clear how obvious it was. “Tilda is probably the only sorceress in the kingdom who surpasses me in power. Breaking a curse like mine would be… a trifle for her.”

Seraphina slowly turned her head toward Tilda, who was now nervously fiddling with the cat-vase, avoiding all eyes.

“I’m sorry!” Tilda burst out. “I just thought it would be fun to make the prince suffer a little! He was so conceited, so unbearable!”

Her green eyes flashed with remorse as she looked at Aleria.

“But when I saw him become a princess…” she continued, softer now, “I thought that maybe this was his chance to change. To be someone better.”

Then, as if struck by revelation, Tilda gasped.

“…Oh.”

Everyone stared at her, expectant.

“Wait!” Tilda pointed a trembling finger at Aleria. “You… you’re Alaric!”

The silence that followed was so thick even the vase-cat stopped purring.

Mortimer closed his eyes, as if trying not to explode.

“Yes,” whispered Aleria. “I always have been.”

Tilda clutched her head in her hands.

“Oh, no, no, no, no!” Tilda groaned. “Morty, I’m so sorry! I didn’t know that…!”
She paused, swallowing hard.

“I knew how you felt about him,” she murmured, this time with genuine guilt. “I never meant to hurt you.”

“How did you feel about him?” Seraphina questioned.

Mortimer said nothing. He only turned to the window, staring at the ruins of his home as if searching for answers in the rubble.

The silence that followed was so heavy even the wind seemed to hold its breath.

Mortimer sighed, a sound weighted with years of pain. When he turned back to Tilda, his face was still tense, but the fury had faded.

“I knew you didn’t act in bad faith,” he said, running a hand through his tousled hair. “But your actions… caused chaos even you can’t comprehend.”

His gaze shifted to Seraphina, who stood motionless as a statue, awaiting orders.

“Captain,” he murmured, “I need a moment alone with Aleria.”

Seraphina didn’t move until Aleria gave a slight nod. With a final warning glance at Mortimer, the guardian left, dragging Tilda by the collar of her robe—“Hey! Unhand me, you armored brute!”—until the vase-cat nipped her finger, silencing her protests.

When the door closed, the air crackled with tension.

Aleria took a step forward, but halted when Mortimer retreated.

“Tilda said something… ‘She knew how you felt about him.’ ” Aleria began, her throat tight. “What did she mean?”

Mortimer closed his eyes as if praying for patience. When they opened, his gaze was so raw Aleria felt it pierce her soul.

“I always thought I was clever,” he said, bitterness etching each word. “Yet I was fool enough to fall for the same person twice.”

Aleria blinked, uncomprehending.

“When I first came to the kingdom…” Mortimer continued, staring through her as if watching a memory, “I was captivated by Prince Alaric. His poise, his confidence… even that damned arrogant smile. I prepared for days before our meeting—wore my finest robes, crafted a spell to benefit the entire kingdom…”

He paused, and Aleria saw something new in his eyes: the unhealed wound of a humiliated boy.

“And you—” Mortimer nearly spat the word, “you laughed in my face. Called my magic as dull as my looks. Made sure the entire court knew it.”

Aleria’s world tilted. She remembered that day—how she’d mocked the “brooding sorcerer” who’d stumbled over his words before the throne. She’d never imagined…

“So,” Mortimer cut in, his voice steady now, resolute, “I can’t go back. I won’t share a kingdom with Alaric again.”

He turned away, his silhouette framed by the ruins of his legacy, as if the conversation were already over.


CHAPTER 8: THE WEIGHT OF TRUTH

Silence spread like ink on parchment. Mortimer kept his fist pressed against the stone wall, knuckles white with strain, while firelight cast wandering shadows across his sharp profile.

"What if you didn't have to see him again?" Aleria's voice cut through the air like a dull blade. "The kingdom needs you. Queen Elara would respect you. You could help your people. And as for Alaric...you'd never have to face him."

Mortimer's fingers twitched against the stone, sending a fine dust shower to the floor.

"You'd only need to deal with...with me. With Aleria." A lone petal drifted from her sleeve as she shrugged. "Who's clumsy, yes. Who makes mistakes, absolutely. But who's willing to make things right."

Mortimer whirled around, his cloak flaring like bat wings. His storm-gray eyes burned with an intensity that made Aleria instinctively step back.

"Are you serious?" he spat the words like venom. "Alaric would have killed for that throne. Why surrender it now? Why choose to remain...this?" A sharp gesture encompassed her entire form - from the golden curls to the impractical heels she still hadn't mastered.

"Because my sister is better than I ever was." The admission surprised even Aleria with its raw honesty. "Elara's proven herself the finest ruler in generations. And I...as Aleria, I've learned more these past months than in all my years as prince."

A thin trail of blood welled at Mortimer's lip where he'd bitten too hard.

"If I return," he warned, closing the distance until mere inches separated them, "it won't be for you. Don't imagine I'll play the fool again, that same idiot enchanted by a pretty silhouette and damned petals."

"I know." Aleria held her ground. A cluster of roses sprouted from her collar, withering immediately. "That's why I'm telling you now. I've considered staying like this. I feel...more myself than ever before. This is my choice, whatever you decide."

The fire snapped as if laughing at them. Somewhere in the shadows, a portrait of Mortimer's ancestors whispered secrets lost to time.

"And what of your feelings?" Mortimer's voice dropped, suddenly rough. "You claimed..."

"That I love you." Aleria swallowed hard. "And I do. But if this is all we can have, I'll take it."

Mortimer's eyes slid shut. For three heartbeats, the world itself seemed to pause.

When they opened, something in his expression had shifted - something that made three perfect roses bloom instantly in Aleria's hair.

"Damn it," Mortimer growled.

Then—with the clumsy desperation of someone defying every instinct—he closed the distance between them.

This kiss bore no resemblance to their first in the tower, that sweet promise of what might be. This was all teeth and trembling restraint, flavored with unshed tears and decades of unspoken words. Aleria felt petals erupt from her skin in a pink tempest, her very magic rearranging itself beneath her ribs.

When they broke apart, neither moved away. They stood frozen, ragged breaths mingling in the library's chill air. The petals that usually sprouted from Aleria now lay motionless on the floor—as if the curse itself had paused to witness this moment.

"Can I ask you something?" Aleria whispered, fingertips brushing her swollen lips. "When we first kissed...the curse didn't break."

"No," Mortimer admitted, his voice softer than she'd ever heard it. "Because by then, it wasn't hatred behind that kiss."

Aleria surged forward, and this time Mortimer caught her with no hesitation. His arms locked around her with enough force to lift her feet from the ground—as if she might dissolve like morning mist if he didn't hold tight. She buried her face in his robe, inhaling the scent of parchment and bitter herbs that now smelled like belonging.

They might have stayed that way forever—both would later deny it lasted half so long—until Seraphina's sword pommel rapped sharply against the door.

"Apologies for interrupting this tender moment!" Tilda's voice sing-songed through the wood. "But destiny awaits! Also, the castle's probably on fire by now!"

Mortimer sighed but didn't fully release Aleria. Instead, his thumb traced her cheekbone, catching a tear she hadn't realized had fallen.

"Come," he said with finality, "before those enchanted locusts reduce the harvest to dust."

Aleria laughed—a sound so bright it seemed to push back the manor's eternal shadows—and clasped Mortimer's outstretched hand. She didn't let go as they emerged into the hallway, where Tilda bounced on her toes and Seraphina stood with arms crossed, one eyebrow arched.

And so the quartet departed:

Mortimer, with his reclaimed magic crackling at his fingertips

Aleria, her resolve reforged stronger than castle Steel

Tilda, her pockets suspiciously rattling with uncorked potions

Seraphina, her sword arm already relaxing—for once, not needed

The kingdom waited. And for the first time in years, so did hope.


CHAPTER 9: THE NEW ARCANVIA

The throne room doors burst open with a crash that sent crystal chandeliers trembling. Mortimer strode in, his cloak snapping like a war banner, eyes blazing with purpose.

"I've returned!" His voice rolled across the gilded vaults. "And I'll handle that pest infestation before—"

He froze mid-step.

Queen Elara sat poised on the throne, one eyebrow arched elegantly. Beside her on a velvet cushion, Fromage the talking cheese adjusted his wedge-shaped hat with a self-important flourish.

"Ahem!" The cheese puffed its rind. "Her Glorious Majesty resolved that issue weeks ago!"

The silence grew thick enough to slice.

"Thanks to our sovereign's trade agreements," Fromage continued, "farmers now hunt those amphibious pests as delicacies! Smoked, pickled, or served en croûte—our markets overflow! Truly, a golden age of gastronomy!"

Mortimer’s jaw slackened. Aleria clapped a hand over her mouth. Tilda snorted into her sleeve, while Seraphina simply crossed her arms—her expression screaming I told you so.

"Well." Mortimer rubbed his temple. "Evidently... much has improved in my absence."

His gaze darted between Elara, the preening cheese, and Aleria—half-expecting someone to yell gotcha!

Elara’s lips curled in that foxlike smile only she could pull off. She toyed with a scroll, its wax seal bearing the unmistakable mark of bureaucratic triumph.

"No need for embarrassment, Lord Duskwood," she purred. "Though since you’re here... My desk currently groans under enough petitions to choke a dragon. Care to lighten the load?" She leaned forward, emerald eyes glinting. "Consider it your official reinstatement."

Mortimer and Aleria exchanged a glance—a silent conversation passing between them in the space of a heartbeat. Their nods were nearly simultaneous.

"The honor would be mine, Your Majesty." Mortimer’s bow carried not a shred of his trademark irony.

"Command me, sister." Aleria grinned.

Fromage collapsed back onto his cushion with a creamy sigh of relief.

"At last!" the cheese proclaimed, rolling its eyes dramatically. "Now perhaps Her Majesty will sleep more than three hours at night!"

And so—amidst laughter and the hushed whispers of gossiping courtiers—Mortimer the Bitter and Aleria von Duskenthal became cornerstones of the new Arcanvia. A kingdom that, thanks to Elara’s brilliance, no longer needed heroes... but kept its doors open for them all the same.

King Aldous and Queen Maribel had gracefully bowed out of court life, retiring to a seaside village where they spent their days strolling windswept cliffs, hosting moonlit feasts, and laughing like they hadn’t in decades.

"Rule as you always have, daughter," Aldous had told Elara during their farewell, adjusting the absurdly oversized straw hat he’d adopted. "With cunning, competence, and just enough sarcasm to keep them guessing."

Maribel had taken Aleria’s hands, her eyes shimmering. "We may not have understood your... enthusiasm for visiting gloomy towers daily," she’d admitted, "but seeing you now? You have our blessing, darling."

There were no interrogations. No sideways glances. To them, Aleria had always existed exactly as she was—their child, whole and loved without conditions.

Elara ruled with a quill in one hand and a glass of wine in the other, delegating more than ever before. Mornings were for audiences with her unexpectedly brilliant cheese advisor; afternoons for losing herself in the royal library’s labyrinthine shelves.

It was there she first encountered Prince Cedric of Valtoria—a disheveled scholar whose glasses kept sliding off his nose as he squinted at a crumbling tome.

"Pardon me," he’d asked, "but is this treatise on magical hydroponics yours?"

Elara—who’d never so much as pinkened at suitors reciting poetry—felt heat rush to her cheeks. "Not yet," she replied, lips curving. "Though if you recommend it, I’ll claim it immediately."

The talking cheese had sighed so loudly it startled a nearby scribe.

Thus began a courtship woven through debates over ancient texts, shared silence in sunlit reading nooks, and tea that always went cold before they remembered to drink it.

Seraphina had discovered an unexpected passion for teaching.

"Pathetic!" she’d bark at trembling recruits. "In Arcanvia, even the gardening shears have better form!"

Yet to everyone’s shock, the stone-faced captain now patiently adjusted stances and—rumor had it—even uttered encouragement. ("Less weeping. More stabbing." counted as encouragement, surely.)

Tilda, meanwhile, blazed across continents like a comet. One week she’d be transforming pantry pests into candy ("Positive reinforcement for cleanliness!"), the next recalibrating an overzealous sun in the Southern Isles.

And on quiet evenings, when the castle’s shadows grew long, Mortimer and Aleria would steal away to the highest tower—not as prisoner and visitor, but as partners. Sometimes they bickered over spellwork. Sometimes they slow-danced to the wind’s melody. Always, the air smelled of roses.

The kingdom thrived.

And so did they.

He always carried with him a notebook full of scribbles and a pen that wrote by itself.
“Dear Morty,” his last letter read, “Did you know that dragons hate the smell of mint? Well, now you do. P.S.: Aleria, don’t let him go three days without sleep. Kisses.”

Aleria had traded ostentatious feasts for village gatherings. She listened to farmers, mediated disputes, and, when necessary, used her petals to brighten the day of a sick child.
“It’s the Flower Princess!” shouted the little ones, running after her.
And although they no longer sprouted from her skin as before, the petals were still there, hidden in her pockets, ready for when they were needed.

Mortimer was no longer “the Bitter One.” He now signed himself as “Mortimer Duskwood, Royal Advisor for Arcana and Magical Affairs.”
Under his direction:
Pests were converted into fertilizer.
The elves signed a peace treaty (in exchange for shiny mushrooms).
He created a calendar that predicted the weather with great accuracy.
He developed magical tools for lasting peace in all realms.

In the evenings, he walked with Aleria through the palace gardens, where the roses, curiously enough, bloomed most beautifully where she stepped.
“Do you miss being Alaric?” she asked once, without looking at him.
She took his hand, laughing.
“Me? I was never very good at being him.”

Arcanvia thrived, not because of magic or great heroes, but because of people who had learned to build on their mistakes.


Epilogue: “The Banquet of Roses”

The Great Hall of the Arcanvia Palace smelled of vanilla and freshly cut roses. Floating candles—now upgraded so they wouldn’t catch fire if someone sneezed—illuminated tables laden with honey cakes, crystallized fruits, and Fromage’s famous talking cheese.

It was Aleria’s birthday.

And how different it all was compared to that day, years ago, when Prince Alaric had toasted his own ego amidst feigned smiles.

Elara, now Queen Elara I, wore a crown simpler than those of her ancestors but infinitely more feared. Beside her, Prince Consort Cedric—still with his glasses askew—whispered in her ear some chemistry joke, making her smile in that way that only he could manage.

“Here’s to my sister!” Elara announced, raising her glass. “The only person who got Mortimer to smile before noon.”

Laughter. Applause. Mortimer, sitting next to Aleria, reddened to the roots of his hair but denied nothing.

In a corner, Aldous and Maribel watched the scene with pride. He had put on a few pounds (thanks to the daily banquets), and she had whiter hair, but she was still the only person capable of silencing a counselor with just a look.

“Remember when Aleria hated dances?” Maribel murmured, watching Aleria twirl in Mortimer’s arms, the folds of her blue dress leaving a trail of silver petals.

“He was insufferable,” Aldous replied, laughing. “Thank goodness he got his sister out.”

Aleria, now with slightly shorter hair and a scar on her eyebrow (a gift from a drunken goblin during some negotiations), leaned toward Mortimer:

“Can you imagine?” “If someone had told that arrogant prince that he would end up dancing with the sorcerer he mistreated…”

“I would have poured vinegar in the wine,” Mortimer replied, but he kissed her on the scar, as he always did when he mentioned that past.

There was no curse to break. Only this: their clasped hands, Mortimer’s silver ring gleaming in the candlelight, and the murmur of a kingdom that had adopted them both.

Tilda burst into the hall riding in a carriage made of animated pumpkins (a gift from a sorcerer in love).

“Surprise!” she shouted, throwing rainbow dust over the guests. “I brought a baby dragon! It doesn’t bite, much.”

Seraphina, now with the title of “Grand Mistress of Arms,” sighed and walked over to inspect the dragon.

“If it spits fire, I use it to roast the marshmallows,” she declared, and for the first time ever, someone saw her laugh.

At the end of the night, Elara approached Aleria with a small chest.

“From the counselors,” she said, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

Inside was an animated portrait. Not of Alaric, but of Aleria, in her diplomat's dress, laughing as a group of children threw petals at her.

"I know you're still a little vain," Elara murmured.

Mortimer raised his glass, and the room fell silent.

"To Aleria," he said simply. "The person who taught me that even the darkest spells can flourish."

And when he kissed his princess under a shower of golden petals (courtesy of Tilda), everyone applauded the couple's happiness.

Only this mattered: a kingdom at peace, a love that had conquered hate, and a future that, like Aleria's roses, continued to bloom.

The End.


Afterword: An Ending and A Beginning

Dear reader,

If you've made it this far, it means you've accompanied Alaric, Aleria, Mortimer, Elara, and all the inhabitants of Arcanvia on a journey that began with an insufferable prince and ended with a princess finding her true place in the world.

This story began as an experiment: What if the "hero" wasn't heroic at all? What if redemption came not from some grandiose act, but from learning to listen? From stumbling over petals and clumsy magic? From allowing oneself to change? Aleria didn't break her curse through strength or cunning, but through honesty. Mortimer forgave not out of obligation, but because he chose to believe in something new.

Elara, Tilda, Seraphina, and even the talking cheese taught me that even in a fantasy world, the most memorable characters are those who dare to laugh at themselves. (And yes, Tilda absolutely snuck into nearly every scene without permission.)

Thank you for laughing at the screaming portraits, for sighing at the near-kisses, and for not abandoning Alaric when he was - let's be honest - a crowning disaster. I hope that as you close this book, you're left with the same warmth it gave me: the certainty that no one is doomed to remain who they were yesterday.

Perhaps in some corner of your imagination, Arcanvia still lives on: with Elara and her bookish prince debating politics between laughs, Seraphina training guards with gruff shouts that barely conceal her pride, Tilda transforming mushrooms into fireworks, and Mortimer and Aleria wandering through gardens where roses still bloom in her footsteps.

This isn't goodbye, but rather, "until next time." After all, in a world with magic spells and eloquent cheeses, anything can begin anew.

With gratitude and a handful of enchanted petals,
Sofia Bacon
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