
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


CROWN OF BLACK FLAME

by Vexi Thorne

CONTENT WARNING

This book contains explicit sexual content, ritual themes, non-human entities, and intense fantasy horror elements. All characters are aged 18 or older. All depictions of consent are deliberate, stylized, and fictional. Reader discretion is advised.

COPYRIGHT © Vexi Thorne

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations for review purposes.

DEDICATION

For the ones who burned, and the ones who were never allowed to.


🖤 CROWN OF BLACK FLAME



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1: The Temple Hungers
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(FIRST CONTACT begins)
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The door sealed behind her.

No wind. No echo. Just heat. Rising. Crawling. Breathing.

The air tasted like old metal and forgotten prayers — thick, heavy, sharp.

Seryn didn’t move. Couldn’t.

Light bled from her palms, the last of her training, flickering. Failing.

She wasn't alone.

She felt him before she saw him.

Weight in the dark. Watching.

The sigils on her thighs began to glow.

The wrong glow. Black flame.

Her breath hitched.

This wasn't a trial. This was a summoning.

Something old was waking.

And it didn’t need her consent.

Just her body.

Just her womb.
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“You smell like fear,” it said.

Not with lips. With presence.

Words etched into her skull like flame licking marrow.

Seryn spun, fists up, trembling, stupid.

There was nothing behind her — just the altar.

Smooth obsidian. Roped with heat.

It pulsed.

Her sigils pulsed back.

She backed away from both.

She pressed to the wall, stone scalding her spine.

And then—

A shape. Not quite shadow.

Too solid. Too slow. Too large.

The horns came first. Curved like broken crescents.

Then the eyes.

Molten, lidless.

She flinched.

It smiled.

Or something like it.

“You brought me your cunt wrapped in light.”

Her legs betrayed her first.

Not from weakness. From heat.

Between them — damp. Shameful. Immediate.

“No,” she whispered.

“Yes,” it answered.

His form took shape in the molten dark. Broad. Vicious. Beautiful.

Not skin — smoke and pressure.

Not eyes — furnaces.

Not man. Never man.

She tried to summon her flame.

Nothing. Her light wouldn’t rise.

But her body did.

Nipples hard. Thighs tight.

It stepped closer.

The ground cracked where it moved.

She backed into the altar.

Its breath hit her ear, low.

“Your womb’s calling me.”

A claw lifted her chin.

“Say please.”

She should’ve screamed.

Should’ve struck.

Should’ve run.

But his claw against her chin felt... reverent.

Like he’d found a relic and didn’t dare break it.

“Please what?” she rasped.

He inhaled her. Deep. Filthy.

“The heat between your legs doesn’t lie.”

She slapped him.

Palm to smoke. Skin to power.

His head turned with it.

Slow.

Then... he laughed.

A sound so low her knees buckled.

“Good.”

The claw slid down her throat. Not cutting. Just pressing.

To her chest. Her ribs.

Over her navel.

Stopped where the sigil glowed blackest.

Her womb.

“You’re opening.”
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“No—”

Her voice cracked, but her thighs didn’t close.

The sigil pulsed.

It throbbed like it knew him. Like it wanted to be seen.

He dragged one claw lower. Between the folds of her robe.

Not touching flesh. Yet.

“You were sealed to me before you were born.”

She shook her head.

“I’m not—”

“Ready?” he finished. “You are. I can smell it. Your body’s begging.”

The air between them pressed tight. Hot. Wet.

“You think this temple is holy?”

He smiled.

“It’s a breeding ground.”

The robe slid off her shoulder.

She didn’t stop it.

Didn’t blink.
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His breath moved with the robe, peeling it lower.

Ritual silk pooled at her hips, useless now.

Her breasts bared under temple ink — the black flame carved between them.

It flared.

So did he.

He moaned.

It wasn’t a sound meant for prayer.

His claw hovered, not touching. Just heat.

“First,” he said, “you’ll come for me.”

“No,” she whispered.

“Yes,” he breathed.

The claw curled. The air shifted.

Not touching — but her nipples tightened. Her womb clenched.

Magic. Need. Pressure.

She gasped, back arching.

She didn’t want to want it.

But she did.

Gods, she did.

Her back hit stone.

She arched, panting, legs trembling.

The sigil on her womb pulsed faster — syncing to his breath.

“You feel it, don’t you?” he rasped. “The calling.”

“I... can’t...”

“You can.”

She gripped the altar edge, nails scraping.

The heat between her legs built fast, molten, sacred.

Pressure with no fingers. No cock.

Just him.

The monster groaned.

“That’s it. Cry if it’s too much.”

She did.

Her thighs spread wide. On instinct.

And she shattered.

No climax — a quake.

She moaned his name without knowing it.

Came so hard her vision tore white.

“Good girl,” he growled.

She whimpered. Shame coating her lips like prayer.

She wasn’t supposed to break like that.

Not for a monster. Not for him.

He stepped closer. No shadows now — he blocked the flame.

Veins of molten gold split his obsidian chest.

Thick arms. Fangs bared.

And fuck, his cock.

Dark. Roped in glowing heat. Heavy enough to throb with each breath.

She stared. Couldn’t stop.

He saw it. Smiled slow.

“You’ll take it,” he said.

“I can’t.”

“You will.”

He gripped her ankle.

Dragged her down the altar like an offering.

And knelt.
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He lifted her legs.

Spread her wide with claws that didn’t cut — just held.

“Look at you,” he rasped. “Dripping from one touch.”

She tried to close.

He growled.

Not cruel — possessive.

“You begged with your cunt, Seryn. Let me answer.”

His breath hit her. Scalding. Holy.

Then his tongue — long, thick, inhuman — licked once.

Flat. From slit to clit.

She screamed.

Back arched.

He did it again.

Held her down while she shook.

“Again,” he whispered.

Her thighs twitched.

Again.

Her voice broke.

He moaned against her.

Worship.

And she shattered for him a second time.

His tongue slid deeper.

Thick. Forked. Hungry.

It filled her without fucking — just tasting.

The slit clenched around it, tight, slick, weeping.

Seryn writhed, nails carving stone.

“No—can’t—too much—”

He growled low. Kept going.

Worshipping.

His claws dug into her thighs, holding her open like sacred fruit.

She pulsed around him.

Shaking.

Clit swollen, teased by the flick of heat each time he pressed deep.

She sobbed.

Pleasure with no mercy.

He didn’t stop. Not when she begged.

Not when she came again.

She didn’t come.

She shattered.

And still, he stayed inside.
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Chapter 2: Crown the Altar
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She was panting.

Slick coating her thighs. Tears streaking dust.

And he was still there. Still feasting.

Not out of hunger.

Out of reverence.

Every quake her body made, he claimed it.

Lapped it.

Memorized it.

“Three times,” he whispered. “And I haven’t even entered you yet.”

She twitched beneath his breath.

“Stop—”

His claws gripped her hips.

Not hard. Just firm.

He licked again.

Up the crease. Over the clit.

Slow. Final.

“You taste like purpose.”

She whimpered.

“You’ll take all of me,” he said. “And when I breed you—”

He kissed her womb.

“Your gods will kneel.”

She tried to crawl away.

Tried to drag herself over the altar’s edge.

But her limbs betrayed her — too loose, too slick, too fucked.

He let her move. Watched her shake.

Like prey.

Like offering.

Then he grabbed her ankle again.

Dragged her back down.

This time — on her belly.

“Face down,” he said.

Voice thick. Dripping with heat.

“Ass up.”

She gasped.

Her knees parted. Automatically.

“I—”

“You’re ready,” he cut in.

One claw slid up her spine.

She arched.

And then—

His cock pressed against her. Heavy. Pulsing. Not in.

Just a promise.

A threat.

A prophecy.

It dragged through her slick.

Big. Too big.

Wider than anything holy.

Seryn cried out.

He groaned.

“You’ll take every inch.”

He leaned over her back — his chest scalding against her spine.

His voice at her ear.

“Want it raw?”

She didn’t answer.

Didn’t need to.

Her body did.

It arched.

Welcomed.

Begged.

He thrust in slow. Just the tip.

She screamed.

Her walls clamped down, desperate.

He growled — a sound like mountains splitting.

“Greedy already.”

Another inch. Then another.

She sobbed.

Stretched wide.

Breeding seal pulsing.
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