
        
            
                
            
        

    


Claimed in the Dark: Possessive Alphas, Helpless Obsessions





10 Dark Romance Stories of Obsession, Breeding, Captivity, and Rough Submission







Introduction










They don’t ask.




They take.




And once they have you… they don’t let go.










These men aren’t soft.




They’re not romantic.




They’re obsessive, ruthless, dominant—and dangerously addicted to control.










In this collection of filthy, fast-paced stories, every one of them finds the one thing they shouldn’t want…




And takes it anyway.










You’ll find virgins claimed, brats broken, innocence stolen, and stubborn prey dragged into submission.




You’ll meet bodyguards who cross the line, enemies who turn possessive, and billionaires who want more than your name.










No safewords. No goodbyes.




Only obsession.










If you’re into dark alphas, forced surrender, primal sex, and intense powerplay—this collection is for you.











Get on your knees.






He’s coming for you.
















What’s Inside: 10 Dark Obsessions












1. The Cabin He Kept Her In


 
— Captive/captor, forced proximity, survival sex, primal dominance





2. Office Hours Are Over


 
— Boss/employee, power imbalance, blackmail, desk fuck





3. Bred by the Bodyguard


 
— Protector turned possessive, age gap, breeding kink, hotel room heat





4. Her Bully’s Basement


 
— Enemies-to-lovers, revenge, humiliation, submission





5. Stripped for the Club


 
— Auction kink, public use, masked alpha, degradation





6. The Virgin & The Dealer


 
— First time, older man, rough sex, twisted affection





7. Chase Me, Daddy


 
— Age gap, corruption kink, discipline, outdoor pursuit





8. Marked by the Pack


 
— Reverse harem, werewolf heat, knotting, rutting madness





9. Punished by the Professor


 
— Authority kink, punishment play, praise + degradation





10. The One Who Watched Her Sleep


 
— Stalker obsession, home invasion, rough claiming, ownership









Story 1: The Cabin He Kept Her In











Captive/captor · survival sex · primal dominance · obsession turned ownership











She didn’t know how long she’d been out.










When she woke, it was cold. Dark. The air smelled like pinewood and ash. Her wrists weren’t bound anymore, but her ankles still ached, and her breath fogged in front of her face.










The cabin was silent.










Except for him.










He sat in the chair by the fireplace, watching her like he always did—quiet, steady, eyes burning under that hooded gaze. She didn’t even know his name.










“You’re awake.”










Her throat was raw.










“How long?”










“Three days.”










She sat up too fast. The blanket slipped from her shoulders. Her body jolted—muscles stiff, thighs sore. Her dress was gone. Just one of his shirts hung from her frame now, oversized, unbuttoned to her ribs.










He didn’t move.










Just tilted his head.










“You screamed until you passed out.”










She looked down.










Her nipples were hard under the shirt. She crossed her arms instinctively.










“I want to go home.”










He stood.










“You are home now.”










She backed up until her shoulders hit the log wall behind her. He didn’t come closer—yet. Just watched her. Studied her like something he owned. Something he’d earned.










“You kidnapped me,” she said.










“I saved you.”










“From what?”










He walked toward her slowly. Calm. Hands behind his back.










“From everyone else.”










He stopped inches from her. Reached out. Brushed a thumb over her cheek. His touch made her flinch—and burn.










“You don’t belong to them anymore,” he said.










“I don’t belong to

 

you


 
,” she snapped.










His eyes darkened.










“We’ll see.”










He turned, walked to the table by the window, and unwrapped something from cloth. Bread. Water. Stew. The same way he fed her every time—carefully, precisely, like she was a fragile animal that needed taming.










She didn’t eat at first.










Then her stomach growled.










He smirked.










“You’re strong,” he said. “But your body will obey before your pride does.”










She hated how right he was.














The nights were the worst.










When the fire dimmed and she could hear the wind howling against the shutters. When the cot creaked and his breath was the only sound in the room.










She never saw him sleep.










And he never touched her.










But the

 

way he looked at her


 
—it was only a matter of time.










She tried to run once.










Made it as far as the frozen stream before he caught her—barefoot, gasping, shivering in nothing but his shirt.










He didn’t yell.










Didn’t hit.










Just dragged her back in silence, threw her over his shoulder, and carried her like she weighed nothing.










He threw her on the bed, gripped her chin, and made her look at him.










“You think I’m the monster.”










She spat at him.










He didn’t flinch.










“You’ll learn.”














It started that night.










She woke up with her thighs slick, heart racing, the heat between her legs unbearable. Her dreams had been dark. Filthy. His mouth. His hands. The weight of him over her.










He stood in the corner, watching.










She gasped.










“You’re dreaming of me.”










“Get out.”










“You’ll beg me to stay.”










He walked to the bed.










Knelt down beside her.










“You hate me now,” he said softly, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “But one day, you’ll come for me. Wet. Desperate. Wanting the man who took you.”










“Never.”










He reached under the blanket. Placed one hand on her thigh.










“You’re soaked.”










She slapped him.










He growled.










And kissed her.










Hard. Rough. Teeth. Tongue. A war between hate and hunger. She bit him. He bit back. Her fists pounded his chest. His hands pinned her wrists.










And then… she moaned.










He felt it.










The surrender.










The second her hips rocked against his.










“You want to be claimed,” he whispered.










She shook her head.










But her legs opened.










And he slid his fingers between her folds—slowly, deeply, until she sobbed into the pillow.










“You hate me,” he said again. “Say it.”










“I hate you,” she cried.










And came on his hand.










He growled. Tore the blanket off her. Yanked the shirt open until buttons scattered across the floor.










“No protection,” he warned.










“I don’t care.”










He slammed into her with a groan.










Thick. Deep. Stretching her open until her scream echoed through the cabin. She clawed at his shoulders. Bit his neck. He didn’t stop.










“You’re mine now,” he growled, fucking her harder. “Say it.”










“No—fuck—you—”










He reached between them. Rubbed her clit. Rough, relentless.










She shattered again.










This time sobbing his name.










“Again,” he ordered.










“I can’t—”










“You can.”










He kept going.










Pounding her into the mattress. Making her feel everything. Making her forget everything but him. Her body betrayed her with a third orgasm, back arching, slick dripping down her thighs.










He came with a growl.










Filled her deep. Didn’t pull out.










And stayed buried inside her for a long moment after.














She woke in the morning wrapped in his arms.










Marked. Sore. Owned.










He whispered against her skin:










“You’re free to leave whenever you want.”










But she didn’t move.










Not that morning.










Not the next.










Because he’d been right.










Her body obeyed long before her pride broke.










And now?










Now she wasn’t sure she ever wanted to go.









Story 2: Office Hours Are Over











Boss × employee · powerplay · blackmail twist · hard desk fuck











It started with an email she wasn’t supposed to read.










A thread buried in the “Executive Only” folder. Labeled

 

CONFIDENTIAL


 
. She clicked it by accident. Swore she only skimmed one line.










But her boss saw the logs.










And now, she was standing in his office after hours, trying not to shake in her heels.










“Tell me the truth,” he said. “Did you open the file?”










Her lips parted. “I didn’t mean to—”










“That’s not what I asked.”










He stood from his chair, slow and deliberate. Six foot three, salt-and-pepper hair, black tie loosened just enough to make her want to wrap it around her wrist.










He was powerful. Cold. Brilliant.










And she’d always wondered what he looked like without the jacket on.










“I didn’t think it was serious,” she whispered.










“You were wrong.”










He circled her.










Predator slow.










“You breached a privacy protocol,” he said, voice low. “You could be fired. Sued.”










“I’m sorry.”










“Are you?”










She nodded.










But her thighs pressed together.










He leaned in, lips close to her ear.










“I don’t think you’re sorry at all.”










She turned her head. Met his eyes.










And whispered, “What do you want me to do?”










Silence.










Then:










“Lock the door.”










She did.










“Now come here.”










He leaned back in his chair, watching her.










“On your knees.”










Her heart pounded. She hesitated.










Then dropped.










“You want to keep your job?” he said.










“Yes.”










“Then prove you’re loyal.”










She reached for his belt. Unbuckled it slowly. Unzipped his pants. His cock sprang free—thick, hard, already leaking.










She gasped.










“Don’t just look at it,” he said. “Earn it.”










She wrapped her lips around the head, moaning softly. He fisted her hair. Controlled the rhythm. Guided her deeper. She gagged once. He didn’t stop.










“You like this, don’t you?”










She nodded, eyes watering.










“You like being owned.”










He pulled her off.










Bent her over the desk.










Tugged her pencil skirt up.










No panties.










“Well,” he growled, “this makes things easier.”










He dragged the head of his cock between her folds, soaking and hot.










“No protection,” he warned.










“I’m clean,” she gasped.










“Still not pulling out.”










He slammed into her.










She cried out, nails clawing at the polished surface, body stretching to take him. He gripped her hips. Fucked her hard. Rough. Like he’d been waiting all quarter to ruin her.










“Still sorry?” he grunted.










“No—don’t stop—”










“Say you’re mine.”










“I’m yours—I’m yours—I’m—oh fuck—”










She came around him, hard and wet.










He didn’t slow down.










He flipped her, lifted her onto the desk, and took her again face-to-face. Her legs wrapped around him. Her lips parted. Her voice shattered.










“I’ve watched you,” he growled.










“I know.”










“Every meeting. Every time you bit your lip.”










“I did it for you.”










He came with a growl, flooding her deep.










She moaned, hips rocking into his, desperate to feel every last drop.










When it was over, she sat on his desk, thighs still trembling.










He buttoned his shirt.










“You’ll keep the job,” he said.










She smiled.










“I wasn’t worried.”









Story 3: Bred by the Bodyguard











Bodyguard × forbidden client · age gap · possessive protector · breeding kink











She hated him the second he walked through the door.










Too tall. Too serious. Too armed.










Black shirt, black gloves, and a face that hadn’t smiled in years. He stood in her penthouse like he owned it, scanning corners like she was some fragile thing he had to protect.










“You’re not what I asked for,” she said.










“I’m what you need,” he replied.










Her father’s doing. A billionaire with too many enemies and a daughter who didn’t listen. She’d gotten too close to something she wasn’t supposed to. Now someone wanted her scared—or gone.










So he sent

 

Hale


 
.










Ex-military. No-nonsense. Thirty-eight.










She was twenty-two, bratty, rich, and bored.










“I don’t need a babysitter,” she snapped.










“Good,” he said. “I don’t do babysitting. I do control.”










That should’ve been the first warning.










The second came when he followed her to Paris.










The third, when he handcuffed her to a chair in their hotel room after she tried to sneak out the fire escape.










“Try that again,” he growled, “and next time, I’ll cuff your ankles too.”










She hated how that made her wet.














The tension built for days.










He never touched her.










But he watched. Tracked her every move. Every breath. Every bite of lip and brush of fingers down her thighs when she thought he wasn’t looking.










“You’ve been staring at me,” she said one night, silk robe loose over bare skin.










“You’re not subtle.”










“And you’re not allowed.”










He moved toward her.










“Tell me to stop.”










She didn’t.










He backed her up against the hotel wall.










“You think this is just a job,” he said. “But the second you spread your legs for me, I’m never letting anyone else between them.”










She gasped. “That supposed to scare me?”










“No.” His hand slid beneath her robe. “Supposed to make you come.”










She was soaked.










He dragged his fingers through her folds. Teased her clit with slow, punishing circles until her knees buckled.










“Want me to fuck you?” he asked.










“Yes—”










“Bare?”










She whimpered.










“I want to feel it,” she breathed.










He ripped the robe open. Lifted her up. Pinned her against the wall and shoved his cock inside with one thick, brutal thrust.










“No protection,” he growled.










“Breed me.”










His eyes went dark.










“You don’t even know what you’re asking for.”










“I know I want it.”










He fucked her hard, deep, hips slamming into her thighs as her body opened around him, desperate and dripping. She moaned. Sobbed. Clung to him like he was everything she’d been afraid to need.










“You’re mine now,” he said. “You understand me?”










“Yes—fuck—yes—”










She came first, shaking.










He followed right after, filling her so deep she swore she could feel it in her throat.










He carried her to bed after.










Laid her down.










Kissed her forehead.










Then whispered:










“If I find out you’re on the pill, I’m throwing you over this balcony.”










She didn’t say a word.










Because she wasn’t.










And now he never had a reason to leave.









Story 4: Her Bully’s Basement











Bully × good girl · enemies to lovers · revenge and forgiveness · rough sex











She hadn’t seen him in ten years.










But she’d never forgotten his voice.










Or the way he used to say her name—sweetly cruel, like a dare.










Now she was standing in his basement. Same house. Different girl.










And he was standing across from her, beer in hand, older, broader, and twice as dangerous.










“Didn’t expect you to show,” he said.










“Didn’t expect to be invited.”










“I’m not the same guy.”










“Liar.”










He smirked.










“You’re right.”










She tried to keep her distance. Tried to act like being near him didn’t make her heart slam. Like she didn’t remember every stupid nickname. Every stolen note. Every high school day he made her feel like dirt.










But something had shifted.










He wasn’t just cruel anymore. He was watching her.










Like he finally realized what he’d pushed away.










“You hated me,” she said.










He stepped closer.










“No,” he said. “I wanted you.”










“You showed it real well.”










He stared down at her for a long moment.










Then whispered:










“Let me prove it now.”










She should’ve left.










Should’ve laughed in his face.










Instead, she followed him deeper into the basement. Old couch. Dim lights. Private.










“Sit,” he said.










She sat.










He dropped to his knees in front of her.










“What are you doing?” she whispered.










He slid her skirt up her thighs.










“Making up for every time I made you cry.”










Her breath caught.










His mouth found her inner thigh.










Then her panties.










She was wet already.










“You used to blush when I looked at you,” he said. “Now you’re soaking from it.”










She should’ve slapped him.










Instead, she moaned.










He pulled her panties aside and licked her slowly. Torturously. Until she was gasping, shaking, gripping his hair like it might save her.










“You taste like everything I used to want,” he said.










She came once on his tongue. Then again.










Then he pulled her down onto the carpet, flipped her over, and pulled out his cock—thick, hard, angry.










“No protection,” he said.










“I don’t care.”










He fucked her like he was rewinding time.










Hard. Deep. Possessive.










She cried out with every thrust, nails scraping the old floor, her ass slapping into his thighs.










“You’re mine now,” he growled.










“You were always mine,” she sobbed.










He came deep.










Filling her with everything he used to pretend he didn’t feel.










After, she lay there—breathless, sore, wrecked.










He kissed her back.










“Still hate me?” he asked.










She turned her head.










Smiled.










“Ask me again when I can walk.”









Story 5: Stripped for the Club











Auction kink · masked alpha · public humiliation · ownership fantasy











They told her to stand on the pedestal.










Hands behind her back. Chin up. Eyes forward.










She wore nothing but black stilettos, a velvet collar, and a tag that read “Lot 17.” The room buzzed behind the curtain—laughter, low murmurs, ice clinking in glasses. Bidders. Predators. Men with money and no limits.










She’d signed the contract two weeks ago. Just a fantasy, she told herself. A one-time act. Quick cash. Something to tell no one about.










But now?










Now her skin was on fire and her thighs were slick and she couldn’t stop shaking.










The handler whispered, “Don’t speak unless asked. You’ll be sold. Used. Watched.”










She nodded.










The curtain opened.










And the room silenced.










Rich men. Diamond women. All masked. Every face hidden but every gaze glued to her naked body as she stepped into the spotlight.










Her breath caught.










She wanted to run.










Instead, she stood still.










“Lot Seventeen,” the announcer drawled. “First timer. No limits. Wet already.”










Laughter echoed.










She flushed.










Her knees nearly buckled.










Then a voice cut through the noise.










Low. Smooth. Final.










“One hundred thousand.”










Gasps rippled across the floor.










The man stepped forward—tall, masked in matte black, gloved hands folded behind his back.










She felt him before she saw him. Like a magnet. Like a chain around her neck.










“Sold,” the announcer said. “To bidder Forty-Six.”














They brought her to a private room—dim, warm, rich with shadows and the scent of leather. The door clicked shut behind her.










He was already waiting.










Still masked.










Still silent.










Still watching her like she was his.










“You may speak,” he said at last.










She swallowed.










“You bought me.”










“I claimed you.”










He stepped forward, gloved fingers brushing her collar.










“Take your place.”










She knelt.










Eyes on the floor. Heart pounding.










He circled her. Slow. Methodical. Letting the tension coil inside her like a loaded spring.










“You were made to be watched,” he said. “To be used. To be owned.”










“Yes, Sir.”










He unzipped his pants.










Freed a cock that was thick, hard, pulsing with control.










She gasped.










“Do you want it?”










“Yes, Sir.”










He stepped closer.










“Earn it.”










She leaned forward. Licked the tip. Wrapped her lips around him and sucked, slow at first, then deeper, until he hit the back of her throat and her eyes watered.










He groaned. Fisted her hair.










“Look up.”










She did.










And saw herself reflected in the mirror across the room—on her knees, mouth full of cock, a masked man gripping her like she was already his.










He pulled out.










“On the bed.”










She obeyed.










He flipped her onto her stomach. Spread her legs. Slid two fingers into her slick cunt and groaned.










“You’re perfect,” he said. “And tonight, you’re mine.”










“No protection?” she whispered.










“Not for this.”










He lined up and slammed into her in one brutal thrust.










She screamed.










He didn’t stop.










He fucked her hard, deep, like he’d been waiting a lifetime. Her moans turned to sobs. Her sobs to broken cries. She came once. Then twice. Then begged.










“Please—please use me—”










“You are being used.”










He flipped her. Bent her in half. Took her again, one hand on her throat, the other rubbing her clit until she was dripping and ruined and shaking.










“I’m going to fill you,” he growled.










“Yes—yes—do it—”










He came with a grunt.










Spilled inside her. Stayed there.










After, she lay there—body trembling, heart racing.










He traced the tag still hanging from her collar.










“You’re not Lot 17 anymore.”










She looked up.










“Then what am I?”










He peeled off his mask.










Showed her a face she never expected.










And said—










“Mine.”









Story 6: The Virgin & The Dealer











Older man × virgin · first time · obsession · no mercy











She shouldn’t have been there.










Not in that part of town. Not in that bar. Not in front of

 

him


 
.










He leaned against the pool table like sin wrapped in leather—tattoos snaking down his arms, smoke curling from his mouth, and a scar at his jaw that made him look like he didn’t feel pain. Or maybe just didn’t care.










She didn’t ask what he did for a living.










She already knew.










Everyone knew what

 

Roman


 
did.










He sold the kind of things that made people disappear.




And she?




She was just a college girl with too much curiosity and not enough fear.










“You lost, sweetheart?” he asked, eyes dragging up her legs.










“No.”










“Then you’re stupid.”










“Or brave.”










He smirked.










“That’s the kind of talk that gets you ruined.”










She stepped closer.










“Maybe I want to be.”










He moved faster than she expected—grabbing her wrist, pulling her in until her chest hit his.










“You don’t know what you’re asking for.”










“I know you’re watching me.”










“I’m wondering how tight your cunt is.”










Her breath caught.










He leaned in. Whispered.










“You a virgin?”










She hesitated.










Then nodded.










He let go.










“Go home.”










“No.”










His jaw clenched.










“You really want your first time with a man who doesn’t know how to be gentle?”










“Yes.”










His hand gripped her throat.










“You’ll bleed.”










“Then make it worth it.”














He took her to the back office—dark, narrow, locked.










Threw her against the desk. Kissed her like punishment. Tore her blouse open, buttons scattering across the floor. His hand slid up her thigh. Found her panties soaked.










“Already?”










“I’ve been thinking about this for weeks.”










“You’re gonna regret that.”










He dropped to his knees.










Pulled her panties down.










And licked her with zero patience.










She gasped. Moaned. Shook as his tongue teased her clit, then fucked her with slow strokes that made her hips buck.










“Don’t move,” he growled.










“I—I can’t—”










“Then I’ll hold you down.”










He stood, undid his jeans, and pulled out a cock that made her eyes widen.










“No protection,” he said.










“I want to feel it.”










He pushed inside slow.










She cried out.










He growled.










“Fuck, you’re tight.”










She gripped the edge of the desk, panting as he stretched her open inch by inch. Her walls clenched. Her breath turned ragged.










And then he

 

slammed


 
into her.










She screamed.










He didn’t stop.










He fucked her through the pain, through the pleasure, until her body stopped resisting and started begging.










“More—harder—please—”










“You want to be filled?”










“Yes—yes—breed me—”










“You’re mine now.”










He came deep.










Filled her to the brim.










And stayed inside as she collapsed onto the desk, ruined.










After, he lit a cigarette.










Watched her red, trembling body like a man who didn’t trust what he just claimed.










Then he said:










“You come back here, I won’t be gentle again.”










She looked over her shoulder.










“I hope not.”









Story 7: Chase Me, Daddy











Age gap · corruption kink · brat taming · primal capture











She ran barefoot through the trees, dress hitched up around her thighs, breath ragged and wild in her throat.










Behind her, the woods rustled—closer. Louder.










He was coming.










She didn’t scream. She laughed.










“You’re slow, old man!”










The words were sharp and stupid, thrown over her shoulder like bait.










He took it.










And came after her.










Branches snapped. His footsteps pounded harder, faster. Her heart slammed in her chest as her feet hit the mossy forest floor, dress catching on twigs, bare skin kissed by moonlight and adrenaline.










Then—











Arms around her waist.











A growl in her ear.










And they went down in a heap.










She squealed, kicking and breathless, as he flipped her onto her back and straddled her hips in one smooth, punishing motion.










“Still running your mouth,” he panted, eyes dark as midnight. “Still think I won’t show you what happens when you tease a man like me?”










She blinked up at him, biting her lip, chest heaving. “Depends… are you gonna lecture me again?”










He grinned.










Then grabbed both her wrists, pinned them above her head, and leaned in close.










“I’m gonna break you.”










“Promise?”










He kissed her.










Hard. Deep. Teeth and tongue and heat.










When he pulled back, she was dazed—eyes wide, mouth slick, legs falling open beneath him like a welcome mat.










“You’re not wearing panties.”










“I didn’t plan on getting caught.”










“Liar.”










He reached down, flipped her skirt higher, and dragged his fingers between her thighs.











Slick.











She whimpered.










“You’re dripping.”










“You’re rough.”










“You like it.”










He shoved his pants down just enough to free his cock—thick, hot, veined and aching.










“No protection,” he said.










“I want it like this.”










“You’ll take every inch.”










He pushed inside.










She cried out—hips arching, eyes rolling back as he filled her in one long, merciless thrust.










“Fuck—yes—”










He held her down and

 

fucked her like a consequence


 
. Like every bratty word she’d thrown at him was fuel. His cock slammed deep, hard, relentless. Her back arched. Her moans turned to gasps.










“Still wanna run?” he growled.










“No—God—don’t stop—”










He pinned her wrists tighter. Ground his hips in harder. Every stroke hit her deep, dragging her closer to the edge.










“I’m gonna fill you,” he said. “You’re gonna take it all.”










“Yes—please—I want it—I want your cum—”










She came first, body shaking, clenching around him with wild, desperate spasms.










He followed with a growl—burying himself deep, thick cock pulsing inside her, spilling heat that made her moan like she was finally full.










He stayed there, panting against her neck, his hands sliding from restraint to reverence.










She whispered, still breathless:










“Think I’ll run again tomorrow?”










He smiled into her skin.










“I fucking hope so.”









Story 8: Marked by the Pack











Reverse harem · supernatural kink · knotting · primal claiming











She knew they weren’t human the second they stepped into the cabin.










Tall. Silent. Wild eyes that shimmered gold in the firelight. All three of them—brothers, they said. Barefoot, bare-chested, covered in tattoos that looked more like runes than ink.










She should have been afraid.










But something inside her pulsed.










“Do you know what tonight is?” the tallest one asked.










She swallowed. “Full moon?”










He smiled.










“It’s

 

rut.


 
”










She stepped back.










“You said I could stay here for safety.”










“You’re safe,” he said. “From the outside world.”










The others closed in.










“You lied,” she breathed.










“No,” he growled. “You agreed. You just didn’t know what to ask.”










The smallest one brushed a hand down her arm. His skin was hot. Fevered.










“Three of us. One of you.”










“I—I can’t—”










“You will,” the alpha said. “Because you’re already wet.”










Her back hit the wall. They surrounded her, scenting her skin, breathing her in.










Then the first one kissed her.










Slow. Deep. Wild.










The second dropped to his knees, pulling her leggings down.










“No panties,” he murmured. “Good girl.”










The third growled into her neck.










“You’re ours now.”










They stripped her bare.










Laid her down on the furs.










Worshipped her body like it was sacred.










And then the first one mounted her.










No prep.










No warning.










No condom.










Just thick, pulsing heat and the feeling of

 

something swelling


 
inside her.










She screamed.










He grunted. “First knot.”










“Knot?” she gasped.










They didn’t explain.










They just

 

took turns


 
.










Each one filling her deeper. Harder. Holding her still when she begged, whimpering, trying to close her legs but being

 

held open


 
by strong hands and thicker cocks.










They marked her.










Bite on her neck.










Bruises on her thighs.










Heat between her legs that didn’t stop when the last one finished—but began

 

again


 
.










“You’re ours now,” the alpha said, his voice rough as claws. “Forever.”










She came so many times she stopped counting.










And when it was over, she lay tangled in their arms.










Marked.










Stretched.










Owned.  And smiling.









Story 9: Punished by the Professor











Professor × student · punishment play · praise and degradation · dominance











She was top of the class.










Straight A’s, perfect papers, always early to lecture. But Professor Holt saw something in her she thought she hid well—

 

the way she crossed her legs too slowly


 
, the way she bit her pen when he spoke.










He gave her a B+ on her midterm.










And waited.










She showed up after hours, clutching the paper in both hands, cheeks flushed, chest rising fast beneath her white blouse.










“I deserve better,” she said.










He leaned back in his chair, eyes dark.










“Convince me.”










She swallowed hard.










“I—don’t understand—”










“I think you do.”










He stood. Closed the door. Locked it.










“You want an A,” he said. “You’re going to earn it.”










She backed up.










Until her thighs hit the desk behind her.










“Skirt up,” he ordered.










She hesitated. Then obeyed.










“Panties off.”










She slipped them down, trembling.










“Bend over.”










She bent.










He walked behind her.










Ran his fingers over her ass, down her slit—

 

already wet.











“You’re not as innocent as you pretend.”










“I just want to pass.”










“You want to be owned.”










She gasped.










He brought the ruler down hard.











Crack.











She yelped.










“That’s for correcting me in lecture.”











Crack.











“That’s for thinking I don’t see how much you tease me.”











Crack.











“That’s for being mine and not admitting it.”










She whimpered, legs shaking.










“You gonna be good now?”










“Yes, Sir.”










He undid his pants.










Pressed the head of his cock to her entrance.










“No protection,” he warned.










“I’m clean.”










“I don’t care.”










He thrust in deep.










She screamed.










He held her down and

 

fucked her like a lesson


 
—rough, steady, not stopping when she moaned or begged or whimpered. Her body opened for him like it had been waiting all semester.










“You’ll come when I say,” he growled.










“Please—please—”










“Beg better.”










“Please, Professor—I need it—I need your cum—”










“Say it.”










“Breed me.”










He slammed into her harder.










She came with a cry so loud it echoed off the walls.










He followed—groaning, deep, full.










Then pulled her up and turned her to face him.










Tucked her panties in his drawer.










And handed her a new paper.











A+.










Story 10: The One Who Watched Her Sleep











Stalker obsession · quiet invasion · intense claiming · twisted devotion











She never saw him.










Not once.










But she

 

felt


 
him.










At first it was the lights—left on when she knew she’d turned them off. Then the mug, moved just a little on the counter. The door unlocked. Her laundry folded. Her breath catching for no reason in the middle of the night.










And always… that prickling at the back of her neck. Like eyes on skin.










She started leaving notes.










“Who are you?”










No reply.










Just her underwear missing the next day.










She didn’t report it.










She didn’t scream.










Because deep down… part of her was wet with the fear.










And the

 

need


 
.














It happened on a Thursday.










She fell asleep with the window cracked and the sheets tangled around her bare legs. The softest breeze drifted over her body. Her hand brushed her breast, just once, in her sleep.










Then she felt it.











A touch.











Not her own.










Not gentle.










Her eyes flew open—










—and he was there.










In her room.










At the foot of her bed.










Black shirt. Gloves. Mask.










Still. Silent.










Her breath caught.










She didn’t scream.










Because she

 

knew


 
.










Knew it was him.










Knew this was coming.










“I’ve watched you for 63 nights,” he said. “I know the sound you make when you come. I know the scent of your sheets. I know what you dream about.”










She trembled.










“You broke in.”










“I let myself in.”










“You’re insane.”










“No,” he said. “I’m

 

yours


 
.”










He walked toward her.










She backed up.










Hit the headboard.










He climbed onto the bed. Crawled over her. Pressed one hand to her throat and stared into her eyes.










“You could scream.”










She didn’t.










“You could tell me no.”










She didn’t.










“Then I’m not stopping.”










He pulled the blanket away.










She wore nothing but a tank top.










His hand slid between her legs.











Slick.











“Did you touch yourself thinking about me?” he asked.










“Yes.”










“You liked being watched.”










She nodded.










“Then let me give you what you’ve wanted.”










He undid his pants.










Freed his cock—thick, throbbing.










No protection.










“No one else gets to touch you,” he said.










“Only you.”










“Say it.”










“You’ve always been the only one.”










He pushed inside.










She cried out—full, stretched, claimed.










He moved slowly at first. Deep. Reverent.










Then rougher.










He pinned her wrists. Fucked her like she belonged to him—because she did.










“You’re mine,” he growled.










“Yes—fuck—yes—”










She came once, then twice, trembling beneath him, every thrust driving her further into something she didn’t want to understand.










When he came, he didn’t pull out.










He stayed deep.










Filled her.










Marked her.










Owned her.










After, he kissed her jaw.










“I’m going to be here every night now.”










She turned her head.










“I know.”










And smiled.
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