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To everyone who wanted Jareth and Sarah to end up together at the end of Labyrinth:

Don’t worry. Everyone gets a Fae King book boyfriend.
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​Summary
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When her infant brother is taken, Elara Ward must enter the Thorned Labyrinth to retrieve him from Vael, its cruel and beautiful fae king. She expects riddles and monsters—not desire.

The deeper she goes, the more she begins to suspect the Labyrinth was never about saving her brother. It was about testing her.

Vael doesn’t just want her obedience. He wants her soul, her body, her heart. And as he pushes her to her limits with twisted trials, sensual manipulation, and devastating tenderness, Elara begins to fall.

But no matter what her body craves—or what her heart dares hope—she has one goal: take her brother and leave the fae realm behind.

Even if it means breaking both their hearts.
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Jennifer

IT STARTED WITH A SCREAM. Not mine. Not yet.

David’s crib was empty, a stark, unsettling void where a sleeping child should have been. The silence in the room was thick, suffocating, broken only by the unnerving whisper of the wind. It wasn't a gentle breeze, but a mournful sigh that snaked across the wooden floorboards, as if searching for something lost. I knew, with a certainty that chilled me to the bone, that I had latched the window shut myself, triple-checking the catch. Yet, it gaped open now, a dark maw against the night, letting in the very element that seemed to have stolen my son. And there, stark against the pale wood in the center of the room, lay a single white feather. It wasn't just any feather; it was perfectly formed, impossibly pristine, and curved in a gentle, mocking arc, like a silent, unanswerable question mark left in the wake of David’s inexplicable departure.

He was gone.

My mind went blank. There was no room for thought, no breath to form a scream. All that existed was the sheer, unadulterated terror that propelled my legs forward, a desperate, instinctual flight. I didn't think. I didn't scream. I ran.

My feet pounded against the uneven ground, a frantic rhythm against the silence that had fallen. My lungs burned, but I couldn't stop, couldn't even articulate the dread coiling in my gut. Thinking was a luxury I couldn't afford; screaming felt like a betrayal of the urgency.

I ran.

Into the woods. The air grew heavy, thick with the scent of damp earth and decaying leaves. Sunlight, once dappled and cheerful, now struggled to pierce the dense canopy, casting long, skeletal shadows that danced with unseen movements. Every snap of a twig underfoot felt amplified, a jarring intrusion into the muffled silence.

Toward the old stone wall that everyone in town claimed was cursed. It loomed, ancient and formidable, a jagged scar across the landscape. The stones themselves seemed to weep with moss, their surfaces etched with patterns that hinted at forgotten languages or the desperate scrabbling of something trapped. A palpable chill emanated from it, more profound than the deepening twilight, a cold that seeped into the bone and whispered unease. Locals spoke of the wall in hushed tones, of the strange occurrences, the disappearances, the lingering sense of dread that clung to its very foundations.

I found the twisted gate, thorns curling around its arch like a smile. Not a welcoming smile, but one filled with malice and a promise of things best left undisturbed. The iron, rusted and gnarled, had warped over time, its once-purposeful design contorted into grotesque shapes. The thorns, unnaturally thick and sharp, were not merely growing on the gate, but seemed to be part of it, fused into the metal, reaching out with venomous intent. They clung to the archway, their dark, pointed tips like tiny, waiting fangs, daring anyone to pass. The gate itself was ajar, a dark, forbidding maw inviting entry into whatever lay beyond the cursed wall.

There was no bargain. No trick. Just a choice.

I stepped through. And the world changed.
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​Chapter One

The Gatekeeper
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Jennifer

THE SKY WAS NOT MERELY lavender; it was a bruised, ethereal tapestry of amethyst and rose, bleeding into the horizon where the sun, a dying ember, cast long, distorted shadows that stretched like skeletal fingers across the desolate landscape. Each shade of purple and pink seemed to vibrate with an inner luminescence, a melancholic beauty that hinted at a day drawing to a close, or perhaps, something far more profound and final. The celestial canvas was textured, as if painted with broad, passionate strokes from a celestial artist who had poured their grief and splendor into this twilight panorama.

The air, heavy and cloying, was a suffocating embrace, each breath a thick, viscous substance that clung to the throat. It was a physical manifestation of the oppressive atmosphere, a tangible weight that pressed down on the very soul. Within this cloying embrace, a dual scent warred for dominance, creating a disorienting olfactory discord. The cloying sweetness of sun-warmed honey, a deceptive promise of pastoral peace, conjured images of buzzing apiaries and golden meadows, a fleeting echo of a world that might once have been. Yet, this honeyed illusion was violently interrupted by the stark, coppery tang of blood. It was a visceral, undeniable warning, a primal scent that spoke of ancient rites, of spilled life, and of the lingering, indelible violence that permeated this forgotten, forsaken place. The air itself seemed to carry the memory of desperate struggles, a silent testament to the grim history etched into the very earth.

I stood at the precipice of the Labyrinth, a gaping maw of ancient stone that seemed to exhale an aura of primal dread. The walls rose before me, not simply stretching into an endless expanse, but appearing to writhe and twist with a life of their own. Their surfaces, unnervingly smooth and slick, glistened with a dew that felt less like moisture and more like a cold, viscous sweat exuded from the very stone. They were indeed sharp as knives, their edges honed by eons of time and an unseen, malevolent intent, promising to gash and tear at any who dared to venture within their unforgiving embrace.

Leaning with a grotesque familiarity against a cane, a macabre weapon fashioned not just from bone, but from the bleached, gnarled femur of some forgotten, monstrous beast, was a goblin. The very way he held it, the casual, almost tender grip on the ancient, ivory shaft, spoke of a deep, disturbing connection, as if the bone itself was an extension of his withered limb, a testament to a shared, primal existence. His skin, a mottled hue of bruised plums and sickly greens, was stretched taut over sharp, protruding angles – the skeletal architecture of a life spent scrabbling in the dark. It emphasized a gaunt, wiry strength that hinted at a relentless predatory nature, the kind that survives by outmaneuvering and outlasting, by embracing the very harshness of its environment. He looked like something that had clawed its way from the deepest earth, not merely surviving on scraps, but thriving on them, fueled by an ancient, inbred malice. His eyes, like tiny, malevolent beads of polished obsidian, gleamed with a knowing, unpleasant amusement. It was a predatory intelligence that seemed to bore into my very soul, dissecting my fears, cataloging my weaknesses, and finding them woefully wanting in comparison to the sheer, unfettered depravity that radiated from him. There was no warmth, no flicker of nascent empathy, only a chilling, expectant gleam that promised not just a fight, but a swift, brutal reckoning, a settling of ancient, unspeakable debts.
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