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Welcome to the Sacred & Spicy World of The Unbound Flame

This isn’t just a fantasy. It's a full-body invocation. If you’re here, it means you want more. More
connection. More sensation. More soul.

The Unbound Flame is an Epic Fantasy/Conscious Romantasy with sacred sensuality at its
core. This is not just spice for the sake of shock or smut. Every scene is woven with intimacy,
consent, reverence, and deep emotional stakes.

The sensual scenes in the main book fade to black. The add-on scenes take it deeper (pun
intended). But all of them are rooted in character, magic, and transformation.

This exclusive scene is part of the full Spicy Edition of this book, where magic lives in the body,
intimacy is elemental, and healing tastes like desire.

These scenes aren't just for spice, they're portals into deeper pleasure, devotion, and power. All
are grounded in enthusiastic consent, mutual reverence, and sacred slowness. The sensuality
here isn’t performative — it's transformative.

If you're here, you've been called into the Flame. &

If you find yourself desiring more, you can purchase the full Spicy Scenes add-on. There are 6
so far, and a mix of MF, FF, and MFF. The link is in the email you received with this one. If you

have any challenges, or want to provide feedback, you can email me at

theunboundflame@agmail.com.

And if you want to join THE FLAMEKEEPERS, the ARC (advanced reader circle) for The
Unbound Flame~ where you receive a free book in exchange for reviewing and helping spread
the word, you can apply here:

https://www.haralove.com/unboundarc

P.S~ These scenes are created to help build your authentic creative pleasure. Feel free to either
just read them...or to make a ritual out of it. Light a candle. Read it aloud. Touch your own body
with reverence, and feel into what sacred spice might awaken in you...
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4+ 4 Chapter 16, Scene 2.5: Shael'dorin Kai'velor —
“Rising Together Through Reverence”

THE CANOPY

4+ A Day Divided

Ylaris made her decision with an air of quiet finality, and though she spoke
it plainly, the weight of it lingered in the air.

“Liora needs a private lesson today,” she had said after their morning meal,
her voice low, laced with a knowingness that only added to its unspoken
gravity. “Her training must begin with unlearning. It is best if she does so
without distraction.”

Kael and Sarai exchanged a knowing glance, a silent agreement between
them that no argument would sway this course.

Liora had seemed uneasy, but it was a tension unlike the usual: a stiliness
borne from recognition more than anything.

Sarai hadn’t asked if Liora was ready, because, in truth, she wasn'’t sure
she was ready herself. But in the quiet that followed, Sarai had looked to

Kael, and the answer was in his steady gaze.

Ylaris’s voice had softened as she turned to them, an undercurrent of
purpose in her words.

“Today is yours to explore. Go to the springs. You have much to learn about
one another.”

The words settled between them—a weightless truth, a sacred invitation.



And so, without a word spoken between them, Kael and Sarai had left.
4+ Quiet Reflection

The afternoon sun stretched its fingers long across the land, warming
everything it touched as Kael walked beside Sarai, their steps leisurely and
unhurried.

The forest, vivid with life, was a place transformed. Leaves shimmered in
the sunlight, each one a jewel in the light's embrace, their edges kissed by
the wind.

The earth beneath them held the deep scent of pine and jasmine, wild
thyme trailing along the path. The air was rich with life—alive in a way Kael
hadn’t known it to be before.

Sarai walked just ahead, her fingers brushing gently against the bark of a
nearby tree. Her movement was lighter now, her gaze wandering as if it too
was caught between worlds—one foot in the past and one in the present.

It was this shift in her that caught Kael’s attention, this quiet unfolding.

She was no longer hiding behind the warrior she had once been—not now,
not here.

In this place, she was becoming—softening, yet no less powerful.
He wanted to know her, all of her, the way she was now. Not just the
woman who had left so many years ago, or the one who had returned, but

the one she was still discovering.

A soft breeze stirred the air, and Sarai turned to glance at him, her eyes
catching his.



“What?” she asked, her lips curving in that small, playful way that sent a
thrill through him.

Kael shook his head, a rare, unguarded smile tugging at his lips.
“Nothing.”

But it was everything.

4+ Sensory Awakening

The mineral-rich springs shimmered in the late afternoon light, the steam
rising in slow, curling tendrils that caught the sun’s fading rays. The scent of
earth and stone mingled with the warm, heady air, thick with the natural
essence of the place.

Sarai stepped into the water first, a soft exhale escaping her as the heat
enveloped her skin. The tension of the day, the weight of the world she
carried, unraveled beneath the water’s embrace.

Kael followed, moving more slowly, his muscles tight with anticipation. The
moment the water touched him, he felt it—the release, the grounding, the
quieting of everything.

They sat in silence for a long while, side by side, allowing the quiet to settle
over them. The gentle ripple of water around them became a meditation, a
rhythm between their breaths. There was no rush, no urgency. For once,
they had time.

Sarai’s gaze drifted to the smooth stone ledge beside them, where a woven
tray had been set. The contents were carefully arranged, as if Ylaris had
foreseen this moment—a subtle reminder of how deeply she understood
them.

Ripe, glistening fruit.



Honey-drizzled pastries, golden and delicate.

Chilled herbal tea, fragrant with the essence of the mountain.

Sarai let out a soft laugh, her lips curving in surprise.

“Ylaris.”

Kael smirked, his gaze soft.

“She really does think of everything.”

Sarai reached for a plum, biting into its tender flesh. The juices burst in her
mouth, sweet and tangy—Ilike summer itself wrapped in a moment of pure
indulgence. She closed her eyes briefly, savoring it. It wasn'’t just the fruit. It
was the sensation of being here, of being present, alive in a way that felt

unfiltered.

Kael picked a cluster of grapes, rolling one between his fingers before
popping it into his mouth. He didn’t rush it. Neither of them did.

The air between them was heavy with unspoken words, but neither felt the
need to fill the space.

When the food was finished, they lingered, bodies relaxed, breath steady.

But there was something deeper building beneath the surface...something
almost ready to be explored.

Sarai reached for his hand beneath the water, her fingers brushing his.

Kael’s breath filled his back, and his pulse quickened at the simple touch.
Their magic stirred, tentative but undeniable.



Sarai’s fingers slid over his, slow, deliberate—and he didn’t pull away.
The world seemed to stop for a moment, as if it too was holding its breath.
Kael pressed his temple to hers.

“Shael’'venor kai'tharen,” he whispered.
We are woven.

And then, without another word, they rose from the water.

4+ Remembering

The forest floor, dappled in the golden sunlight, greeted them as they
stepped out of the water. The scent of pine, damp earth, and sunlight filled
the air around them, grounding them as they toweled off and drew on silken
robes.

When they looked up, they saw it.

A canopy of woven silks stretched between the trees, fluttering gently in the
breeze. Beneath it, a bed of plush cushions and thick, inviting blankets
were arranged with care.

On it, a note.

‘Remember to breathe.”

It wasn’t accidental. It was intentional.

A space meant for them.

Sarai stood silent, fingertips curling around the edge of her drying cloth.
She didn’t need to speak.



Neither of them did.

This was a space made for this moment. For them. For their union.

And this time, neither hesitated.

4+ Awakening Each Other

Sarai stepped onto the cushion, steam rising from her skin, and slowly let
the silk robe fall from her shoulders to pool at her feet. Moonlight kissed
every inch of her bare body, and Kael's breath caught in his throat.

She didn’t hide. Didn'’t hesitate.

She simply stood in her knowing, radiant and unafraid, the moon itself

behind her head like a crown.

Kael stepped up behind her, his movements slow, deliberate. For a
moment, he just stood there, in awe of her beauty.

Then, wordlessly, he slid his robe from his shoulders. It whispered to the
ground.

Naked now, Kael let the cool air meet his fire. His sacred staff stood full and
pulsing between them, but he made no move forward. Not yet.

He stood there, bare and breathless, like she was the altar and he was the
offering.

He whispered, “You're the most divine thing I've ever seen.”
They stayed like that for a moment, moonlight painting their bodies in
silver—two souls bared, breath mingling, suspended between the ache of

desire and the holiness of restraint.

Then Sarai reached for his hand.



No words. Just skin on skin, warm and steady.

She guided him down with her, lowering onto the silk-draped cushion, her
legs folding beneath her as she settled.

Kael followed, kneeling across from her. His eyes never left her face.

For a breath, they simply sat together. Knees brushing. Hearts thrumming.
The forest quiet around them, the stars holding their silence.

Then Kael lifted his hand and traced a single finger along her collarbone,
reverent and slow. “Are you sure?” he asked, voice hushed.

Sarai smiled, heat and softness braided together. “I've never been more
sure.”

The air around them was thick with anticipation, the silk canopy swaying in
the gentle breeze. Their inhalations synchronized—slow, steady,

synchronized.

Kael reached for her first, pressing his lips to the space between her brows.
Sarai’s lashes fluttered shut, her heart fluttering in her chest.

His touch was tender and yearning...worship she hadn’t known she craved.

Sarai returned the touch, her lips soft against his forehead, sealing this
quiet, sacred exchange between them.

His hands moved to the nape of her neck, tracing the curve before his lips
followed.

Sarai shivered as her magic stirred, humming beneath his mouth.



When she mirrored his touch, Kael’s body stilled beneath her hands. For a
moment, neither of them moved, caught in the bliss of connection.

They were bound in a reverence that was older than memory.

They honored each other, slowly, intentionally.

Each kiss both hunger and prayer, offered in devotion.

Each touch, an altar of becoming.

His lips brushed over her heart, and her power pulsed beneath his mouth.

When his lips found the center of her chest, her Thalek’ven pulsed...the
flame spreading through her body.

Her hands slid down his back, fingertips finding the hollow behind his heart,
and his breath shuddered.

Their kiss deepened, slow and intentional.
They weren'’t in a rush. They didn’t need to be.
They were lost in the pulse of sacred union.

4+ The First Union

Kael pulled back just enough to look into her eyes, his thumb stroking along
her jaw.

“Would you like to lie back?” he asked softly. “Let me honor you... with all
of me.”

Sarai nodded, her breath catching as she leaned into the invitation.



“Yes,” she whispered. “| want to receive you. All of you.”

Kael guided her back with care, one hand supporting her spine, the other
adjusting the silks beneath her.

“Are you warm enough?” he murmured. “| want you to feel comfortable.
Please tell me if you need anything...or if you need me to stop at any time.”
She smiled and nodded, heart aching at his tenderness, her body already
melting into the softness of the cushions below.

“l just need you.”

He smoothed her hair away from her face and pressed a kiss to her temple,
as if tucking her into sacred space.

Then he knelt beside her, his root and tide lines glowing faintly—up his
stomach and back, down his inner legs. His hands rested on his knees,
waiting, watching.

“You're staring,” Sarai said softly, lips curling in soft mischief. She reached
up and traced the edge of his jaw, her fingers brushing stubble and tension.

Kael caught her wrist and pressed a kiss into her palm. His voice was
rough with emotion. “| don’t know how to do anything else when you look
like this.”

Her smile gentled. “Then don’t stop.”

When he leaned in to kiss her, it was cautious at first—testing the current.
But it deepened quickly into something undeniable, something that claimed
and remembered.

Tongues tangled. Hands wandered. Sarai shivered at the intensity, and
found herself wondering if she could hold it all...but she quickly pushed the
thought aside and stayed present.



The Weave around them shimmered faintly, silver vines of threadlines
curling toward the edges of the platform.

Kael's hands traced her skin like scripture—along her ribs, across her
breasts, over her thighs, down her legs. Every inch touched was an
invocation. His mouth followed, pressing kisses down her throat, along her
collarbone.

She arched into him, fingers threading into his hair. Her body opened for
him without hesitation, a mix of soft invitation and coiled hunger.

When he kissed the inside of her thighs, slow and reverent, her Bloom Line
lit beneath him—silver and violet blooming beneath his mouth.

His gaze lifted, seeking permission to go deeper.

She met his eyes, breathless.
How blessed was she, to be loved like this? To be seen, and still so
wanted...

She nodded, her voice breaking on a moan.
“Yes...please. | need you.”

She opened for him in offering, her bloom lines pulsing with heat between
her thighs, revealing the soft, sacred petals of her flower temple.

He stroked up her legs, from sole to center, his eyes shining with devotion.
Every inch closer tightened his chest—not just with desire, but with the
aching truth of how much she had come to mean.

The closer he got, the more undone he felt.
It was as if the flame of her body and spirit was burning through every

shield he’d ever worn.

And he let it.



When he reached the gate of her Temple, he exhaled—like he’d finally
arrived home.

“Thank you for being here with me,” he whispered, voice rough. “I've been
dreaming of worshipping you for the last 10 years.”

Her breath caught in surprise.

Her lips parted, and for a moment, she couldn’t speak.

So many years of being unseen. Unmet.

And now this man—this warrior, this soul she thought lost—wanted nothing
more than to worship her.

“‘No one’s ever said that to me,” she whispered. “Not like that. Not and
meant it.”

She swallowed.

“Then yes. I'm ready to be seen. To be held. To be worshipped. And to
worship you in return.”

Kael grinned,

Kael parted her bloom with his fingers, tracing the delicate petals with the
pads of his thumbs, caressing with aching care, brushing along each curve
like he was memorizing a holy text written only for him.

He circled, stoked, and coaxed from base to tip, tending to every piece of
her swollen lips until she was dripping and writhing in pleasure beneath his

hands.

Then he lowered his mouth, kissing the soft folds of her petals with hunger
laced with awe, moaning with delight at the taste of her.

His root throbbed, pressing into her thigh.



She gasped, and his grip tightened on her thighs, grounding her. He
wanted to go slow, to savor her, but the taste of her was undoing him in
new and holy ways.

His fingers cradled her Flower Temple as his tongue moved in slow,
spiraling devotion, drinking in the way her body softened and opened to
him.

Kael groaned against her heat as her body pulsed with silken magic
beneath his hands.

His hands moved to her breasts, cupping them like holy chalices. He
brushed his thumbs along her nipples, teasing them into full attention, the
puckered targets for his desire.

“May | kiss your breasts?” he asked, his voice husky with restraint.
“Oh gods, yes,” she breathed.

He bowed his head, kissing the soft swell of one, then the other, his lips
lingering, tasting her salty sweetness.

All the while his thumbs traced slow figure-eights around each nipple,
drawing moans from her that made his pulse stutter.

She moaned softly, her back arching, and he smiled against her skin—Ilost
in the sacred curves of her body.

Kael lingered there, kissing the peaks of her breasts as if offering libations
to a goddess.
Her breath hitched with each press of his lips, her hips beginning to rise of
their own will.

Slowly, he began to move downward, trailing his mouth along her ribs,
down the soft curve of her belly.



Each kiss was a vow.
Each pause, a prayer.

Sarai’s fingers wove into the silk above her, her chest rising and falling like
waves.

When he reached the juncture of her thighs, he knelt fully between them,
spreading her with care.

He breathed her in like holy incense and looked up once more, eyes
blazing with love and longing.

“Let me sing to your Flower Temple now,” he said.

She nodded, unable to speak.
And then he did.

But he didn’t rush.

He parted her again slowly with his fingers, breathing her in like incense at
the altar. His lips followed—Kkissing along the outer petals of her Temple,
tasting her essence in delicate, reverent passes. He started with soft
kisses—barely-there brushes that made her hips rise instinctively—then
deepened into lingering strokes of tongue and lip, tasting, teasing.

He nibbled gently along the curve of her lower lips, suckling the soft edges
like they were fruit ripened just for him.

His tongue moved in slow spirals, then firm flicks, coaxing her open by
degrees. Each kiss was a key. Each flick, an invitation. He traced around
her pearl without touching it directly, savoring the tension he was building
inside her.

Sarai writhed beneath him, gasping as he circled, stroked, and kissed
every part of her outer bloom—but still held back from the center.



Only when her thighs trembled and her hands clenched the silk above her
head did he look up, eyes burning with reverence.

“‘Now,” she whispered. “Please...”

Kael groaned as he finally descended, pressing his mouth to her sacred
center like he was sealing a vow.

As his mouth found her pearl, she cried out, sharp and trembling.

Her hand flew to the silk above her head, gripping tight as Kael circled his
tongue and caressed her petals, gentle and relentless, building her with
every flick and press.

His tongue circled, licked, pressed in rhythmic reverence.

Every motion was a prayer.

Every flick was a call and answer to the divine.

Each stroke, a note in a sacred symphony rising between their bodies.

He groaned into her heat, not just from lust, but from a reverence too deep
to hold in.

The Weave shimmered. The trees leaned closer. The air thickened with
magic.

And still he stayed there, buried in her, lips and tongue moving moving like
devotion made flesh—as though worshipping her was the only magic he’d
ever need.

She opened beneath his mouth like flowers in moonlight, blooming wider
with every touch.

And when his tongue pressed deeper into her temple, her whole body
responded—arching, trembling, unraveling in the most delicious way.



The branches of the canopy overhead swayed, just slightly, as though the
trees themselves leaned in, aching to feel what was being made.

His hands slid back down her body, over luscious mountains of her belly
and hips, returning to her Flower Temple with holy purpose.

He kissed her inner thighs once more, then lowered his mouth again to her
pearl, tongue circling in a rhythm that was both worship and incantation.

With his mouth busy in spiraling reverence, his fingers found her
entrance-slick, pulsing, already fluttering open for him.

He slid a finger inside slowly, taking care to wet the edges, tracing the
threshold with tenderness and honor.

Then stroking, tapping, swirling with tender precision, each movement
attuned to her breath and bloom.

Every part of her responded, body contracting in bliss, energy rising in the
mist.

He moved within with wonder, exploring the ridges of her inner stalk, the
way it rippled around his finger and drew him deeper.

He let his thumb rest gently against her pearl while his finger curled upward
inside her, seeking the place where pleasure connected with her core
magic.

A second finger joined the first—stretching her, filling her, while his tongue
continued its steady invocation above.



Sarai gasped, hips rising, as Kael stroked the sacred place within her—that
velvet ridge that made her tremble—again and again, matching the rhythm
of his tongue to the pulse of her breath.

His mouth and hands worked in harmony—an ecstatic duet, one part fire,
one part water, drawing her deeper, pulling her closer, until her body
quaked beneath him.

His fingers moved in deeper circles now, pressing and curling in rhythmic
waves—stroking the sacred point of pleasure hidden within her Temple, the
place that made her see stars.

His tongue flicked over her pearl—back and forth, then spiraling, then
stroking again—harder, faster, deeper, dancing between her clit and her
entrance until she was thrashing against the silk, moaning his name like a
prayer.

“Sarai...” he groaned into her heat, voice shaking with need.
“Let go for me. Let me drink your nectar.”

The Weave shimmered all around them, threadlines thick with golden light.
His fingers thrust deep, thumb pressing into her pearl. His tongue followed

in furious rhythm—Ilapping, claiming, coaxing.

Sarai gasped, then cried out—a sound that split the silence like lightning.
Her hips lifted, her thighs clenching around his head.

And then she broke open.

Her first climax came like rain against flame—sudden, steaming,
uncontainable.

Her release surged up from deep within her Temple, more than just
pleasure—a wild rush of elemental power, old as the roots of the forest.



Fire and air, water and vine and soil...every part of her essence spilled
forth.

Kael moaned into her as her nectar washed over his tongue, thick with
sweetness and sacred magic.

His hands held her firmly as she pulsed around his fingers—tight, wet,
endless—and he drank from her like a man starved of life itself.

She sobbed his name, splintering into a thousand glowing pieces.
And the forest trembled with her release.

Her Flame Line pulsed gold down her arms.
Her Root Line blazed crimson up her thighs.

The canopy above shivered—leaves rustling, moonlight fracturing, like the
forest had climaxed with her.

But Kael didn’t stop.
He held her through the waves, tongue and fingers moving in seamless,
sacred rhythm—drawing her higher again, refusing to let her slip away from

the magic they’d conjured.

He circled her pearl with focused devotion, fingers stroking deep, until her
breath caught again—until her body began to rise.

And then she broke a second time, harder.

Her hands twisted in the silk above her, her thighs trembling around his
shoulders, her whole body thrumming with fire.

She cried his name again and again, voice hoarse and holy, as if she was
calling him into the center of her soul.



Only when her body finally stilled—breathless, radiant, dazed with pleasure
and power—did Kael begin to rise.

He moved up her body with aching tenderness, kissing her threadlines as
he ascended, mouth reverent as a monk at temple doors.

When their lips met, it wasn’t hunger this time.
It was communion.

Sarai wrapped her arms around him, pulling him into her chest, into her

breath, into her heart—
until there was no space left between them.

They lay together in silence, their breaths slowly syncing again—no longer
ragged with hunger, but softened by presence.

Kael’'s arm curled around her shoulders, pulling her close. Sarai rested her
head against his chest, the steady rhythm of his heartbeat grounding her,
the heat of their joining still pulsing between her thighs.

For long moments, they didn’t speak.

The canopy above them stirred in the breeze, and the forest exhaled its
blessing.

Sarai’s fingers began to trace soft, aimless patterns along Kael’s ribs...then
his chest...then lower.

His breath caught when she brushed the space just above his root line.

She tilted her head up to look at him, eyes glittering in the moonlight—full
of mischief, heat, and something deeper.



“‘May | worship you now?” she whispered.

Kael blinked, surprised by the question. Then his breath shuddered out,
and he nodded—slow, reverent, almost overwhelmed.

“You don’t have to,” he murmured, voice low and loving.

‘I want to,” she said, her voice steady and full.
“Let me honor you the way you honored me.”

Kael laid back at her gentle urging, breath slow but unsteady, watching her
like she was the goddess of every myth he’d ever dared believe in.

Sarai straddled him—not to ride, not yet—but to reign.

She hovered just above, her palms resting lightly on his chest, eyes locking
with his. The air between them thickened, not with urgency, but with
reverence so intense it felt like a spell.

She lowered her head, pressing a kiss to the space just above his heart.

“| see your strength,” she whispered.
“Your ache. Your offering. | receive it.”

Another kiss, lower now—his solar plexus.
“I honor the fire you carry.”

Her hands slid down his chest, tracing the ridges of muscle and line.
His breath hitched as she reached his Root Line, glowing with a deep

golden-red pulse, alive beneath her touch.

She kissed just below his navel, and his hips twitched.
He exhaled her name like a sacred word.

Then she moved lower.



When her lips brushed the base of his sacred staff, Kael's hands gripped
the silk beneath him, his entire body bowing like a bowstring drawn tight.

She looked up, her eyes fierce and tender.
“May | offer you everything?” she asked.

Kael nodded, but his voice cracked with vulnerability. “No one’s ever... like
this. Not like this.”

“Then let me be the first,” she said.
And she was.

She wrapped one hand around the base of him, feeling his heat—heavy
and pulsing with restrained power.

Her thumb traced the underside of his shaft, along the thick vein of his Root
Line, feeling his energy respond—twitching, sparking, glowing brighter.

She leaned in and pressed her lips to the head of him, a kiss of anointing.
Kael’s breath stuttered, his hands trembling now as he tried to stay
grounded.

Her tongue followed, circling the head, tasting him, teasing him—until her
lips parted fully and she took him into her mouth with aching slowness.

Not rushed. Not desperate.
Devoted.

He groaned—a sound pulled from deep in his chest—as she sucked softly,
her tongue flicking the underside of his tip with practiced reverence.

She began to move in a slow, deep rhythm, mouth and hand working in
harmony, breathing through her nose, letting him fill her mouth, her
presence, her magic.



Her other hand rested on his belly, grounding him.

Kael arched, whispering her name again and again.

Each thrust of his hips was tentative, as if afraid to disturb the sanctity of
what she was giving him.

But she welcomed it—opened deeper, took more.

And as she sucked, she sent magic through her hands and lips and tongue,
activating his Root Line, fanning the flames of his power—

until golden light coiled up his spine and into his chest.

She moaned around him, vibrating through his cock, and Kael cried
out—not from climax, but from the unbearable beauty of being seen, held,
honored.

She pulled back, slow and wet, and kissed the tip of him again.

“You are holy,” she whispered.

Then she kissed lower—his shaft, his base, the tender skin
beneath—offering worship to every part of him.

Her tongue caressed his sac, and she took each orb into her mouth with
care, sucking gently, humming softly, until he was shaking beneath
her—torn between surrender and the rising edge of need.

“Sarai...” he gasped. “If you keep—"

She silenced him with a kiss to his heart.
“Not yet. Not until you’re inside me.”

The Joining



Kael was trembling beneath her now—not from fear, but from the
unbearable tenderness of being chosen, welcomed, worshipped.

His breath was ragged. His eyes were wide.

Sarai leaned down and pressed her forehead to his. Their breaths mingled.
Their energies entwined.

‘I want you inside me,” she whispered, voice low and steady, a spell cast
from her core.

“Not just your body. All of you. Every line, every scar, every vow you’ve
ever broken and remade.”

Kael’s eyes shone with unshed tears.
‘I don’t want to hurt you,” he said, voice cracking.

“You won't,” she replied, brushing her lips against his. “We were made for
this.”

She rose above him, guiding him with one hand, her hips poised like a
priestess over a sacred altar.

The head of his staff met her petaled gate, and they both gasped—the
contact electric, like two lightning bolts finding each other mid-air.

She took a breath, closed her eyes, and slowly sank onto him.

Her body received him inch by inch, her petals parting, her Bloom and Root
Lines flaring to life—silver, crimson, and violet weaving together in spirals
of sacred light.

Kael groaned beneath her, his hands gripping her hips, to guide as well as
to anchor himself to the reality of this moment.

When she took all of him, she paused—settling onto his root like a queen
reclaiming her throne.



For a breathless eternity, they stayed still.

“This...” he whispered, voice breaking. “This is the only place | want to be.”

She touched his cheek. “I'm so happy you're here with me.”
The Weave pulsed around them.

Their energies threaded together—root to root, flame to flame, sky to
sky.

Then she moved.
Not to ride him—but to awaken him.

Her hips rolled in slow, sacred circles.
Her hands pressed to his heart.
Her walls gripped him like invocation.

Every thrust was a remembering.
Every stroke was a vow.

Kael moved like he was trying to memorize her from the inside out—and
Sarai met him, matched him, opened for him in a way she never had for
anyone.

She let him all the way in.
Her body rose to meet his, chests pressing together.

His cock stroked the altar of her temple, awakening the sacred spot Ylaris
had once told him about—the seat of her forgotten power.

Kael gasped, moaned, and surrendered completely.

Sarai rocked above him, rising and falling, her body a vessel of the divine,
a song sung by the stars.



Magic swelled between them—old magic, deep magic, the kind that
remembered who they were before the world forgot.

“You’re inside me,” she whispered, voice shaking.
“And I've never felt more whole.”

Kael cupped her face. “I'm yours,” he said. “In this life and the next.”

And they moved together—building a rhythm that was both fire and lullaby,
flesh and spirit, past and future.

Their breath synced. Their moans wove together like spellwork.
Sarai felt like she was unraveling—not in fear, but in trust.

With him.

Safe. Seen. Claimed.

Magic pulsed between them—Kael's Root Line glowing thick and golden,
anchoring her.

Sarai’s Flame Line flaring crimson, rising from her core to her heart, down
her arms, lighting up her threadpoints in sacred reply.

Kael shifted, pulling her legs around his waist, holding her open as he
drove deeper.

Harder now.
Hungrier.

She gasped his name, her body quaking with the pressure building
between them.

He edged her again and again—pulling back just before she tipped into
climax, stroking her with thrusts that made her sob with need.

“Kael,” she gasped, arching. “I—please. Please. Please. Oh my god,
please.”



He silenced her with a kiss.
“Not yet. Let it build. Let it burn.l want to feel you release all that is ready.”

The forest stirred—Ileaves shivering, steam rising in coils from the springs
below.

The weave buzzed around them like a harp string pulled tight, every thread
alive with anticipation.

Kael shifted his grip, eyes blazing with devotion and desire, and drove his
staff into her stalk, deeper, more focused, every thrust a heartbeat, every
motion an invocation.

His hips rolled with primal purpose—not rushing, not frantic—but
intentional, like he was sculpting the memory of her into his bones.

Sarai cried out, her back arching, head tipping back into the moonlight,
mouth parted in raw ecstasy.

Her hands clutched at the silk beneath them as her body opened wider,
trembling, shining.

Kael wrapped one arm under her back, pulling her flush against him—no
space between their hearts, no air between their skin.

“I'm here, my Flame,” he growled into her ear, voice thick with reverence.
“Come for me.”

And she did.
Again. Harder. Deeper. Brighter.

A sacred collapse rippled through her—light streaming from her
threadpoints, her whole being pulsing with release.

Her thighs quaked around his waist, her moans broken, desperate, holy.

But Kael didn’t stop.



He gritted his teeth, holding the line of his own climax like a priest holding a
chalice, refusing to spill before the prayer was complete.

Her release drenched his root and seeds, heat and nectar and magic
flowing like wildfire between them, and still he stayed with her—meeting
her rise, anchoring her through the storm.

“That’s it,” he murmured, voice shaking now. “Let it all go, my Flame. I've
got you. I'll always have you.”

That unlocked a new level of depth in Sarai’s temple. She unfolded like
origami, causing him to shake with full bodied pleasure.

‘I need you,” he groaned. “Gods... | need all of you.”

Sarai cupped his face with both hands, legs tightening around him.
“Then take it,” she said.

And that permission broke him in the most delicious way.

He surged into her with primal, sacred need—still careful, no longer
composed.

Earth and air.
Fire and water.
All crashing together, fusing between their bodies.

Kael buried his face in her neck, gasping her name like a prayer, like a
surrender.

Their skin slapped, their bodies colliding in holy rhythm, their threadlines
pulsing with wild, unstoppable light.

Sarai’'s back arched, her Flame Line blazing gold, her Bloom Lines
blooming violet and silver, her entire body a living invocation.

Their final climax came like a storm breaking open the sky.



A surge of heat, of power, of magic so raw and ancient that the Weave itself
shuddered.

Her body arched again—light flaring from her threadpoints like a thousand
stars bursting free, cascading in waves through the forest around them.

Kael cried her name—in lust, in worship, in sacred connection, as he
poured himself into her, his Root Line pulsing thick and golden, grounding
them both in the here and now.

His body trembled, whole being unraveling in the safety of her arms.
And she held him.
Held all of him.

Their hearts beat wild against each other, no longer separate rhythms but a
single shared drum.

Tears slipped down Sarai’s cheeks.

It wasn’t pain or sadness.

It was the unbearable beauty of being met.

Because this—

This was the kind of intimacy that called something ancient back to life.
The kind that unknotted old soul wounds.

The kind that rewrote endings into beginnings.

The kind that tethered two beings across lifetimes, realms, and stars.
4+ The Afterglow

As their bodies and souls met in union, somewhere far beneath the
sanctuary, the roots of the forest trembled.

The mist curled upward.



The canopy of leaves parted—just wide enough for a single line of
moonlight to drape across their bodies.

They stayed like that—wrapped around each other, breath syncing again.
Not from passion now, but from presence.

The kind that heals.

The kind that roots.

The kind that anchors.

They didn’t need to rush back to Hearth Hall.

They had time.

They had each other.

And for the first time in her life, Sarai didn’t feel like she had to brace for the
moment it would all be taken away.

The forest held its breath.

The moon bowed her silver face.

And Sarai and Kael merged fully, finally, completely.

Not as lovers.

Not as warriors.

But as ancients reborn in the bodies of those brave enough to love.
The night had settled into a deep stillness.

Kael lay beside her, one arm tucked beneath her shoulders, the other
tracing soft, absent patterns along her hip.



Their skin still glowed faintly with the heat of their joining, but the urgency
had eased.

What lingered now was something older.

Something quieter.

Sarai rested her head on his chest, listening to the rhythm of his heart.

“l used to think,” she murmured, “that | had to carry everything alone.
That if | let anyone too close, it would all fall apart. That | would fall apart.”
Kael’s fingers paused. “And now?”

She was quiet for a long moment, then whispered—

“‘Now I think... maybe falling apart isn’t the worst thing, if | have someone to
hold me through it.”

Kael turned, propping himself up on one elbow so he could see her face.
Moonlight caught in her hair, casting silver shadows across her cheeks.

“You've always carried too much,” he said. “Even before the tragedy. Even
before the visions.

But you don’t have to anymore. Not with me. Not with us.”
Sarai swallowed. Her eyes stung.

“I'm scared,” she admitted.

Kael nodded. “So am 1.”

She blinked. “You are?”

He smiled—a little crooked, a little sad.

“Of course | am. I've never...” He hesitated. “I've never loved someone the
way | love you.”



A breath. A sigh.

“And that terrifies me. Because | don’t want to lose this. | don’t want to lose

”»

you.

Tears slipped down her cheeks.

“Then don’t.”

‘I won'’t,” he said, fierce and soft all at once. “Not ever.”

They stayed like that—eyes locked, breath braided—not in passion now,
but in presence.

The kind that anchors.

The kind that heals.

The kind that endures.

Below them, the hot springs gurgled gently.
Above them, the trees whispered their blessing.

And in the heart of the forest, the weave pulsed with a quiet, ancient
knowing.

They had time.
They had each other.

And Sarai—for the first time in her life—didn’t feel like she had to brace for
the moment it would all be taken away.

She pressed her forehead against his, her breath uneven, her body still
trembling from the release.

Kael wrapped his arms around her, holding her tightly—as if anchoring
them both to this new beginning.

Sarai exhaled.



“I'm so glad you waited for me.”

Kael touched her cheek with heart-wrenching tenderness.
“I'd wait a thousand years for you, Vey’kai thlosai.”
‘Flame of my heart.”

Her lips parted on a soft breath. Her eyes fluttered closed.
Joy radiated through her like golden embers.

This was better than she ever imagined.

So joyful it almost felt like a dream.

Then, as exhaustion settled over her like a silken tide...
...a Whisper rose at the edge of her consciousness.

A breath.

A memory.

A warning.

Shael’ven lirae.

Torin’kai nar’veth.

The Veil is thinning.

The time is near.
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