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I summoned a demon by accident. Now he won't let me go…

My coven sisters cursed me with the most humiliating gift imaginable—producing milk without ever bearing a child. Desperate to break their spell, I attempt a forbidden ritual that goes horribly wrong, summoning Krythol, a bound demon who's been starving for centuries.

He's never seen a witch who carries such precious nectar. Never tasted sustenance so sweet, so perfectly suited to his ancient hungers. This powerful creature doesn't want to drain me—he wants to treasure me. To worship my transformed body like the sacred vessel he believes it is.

I should send him back to the demon realm, should fight his growing dominance and whispered promises of eternal bondage.

But when he kneels before me with centuries of loneliness in his eyes, when his careful touch makes me feel precious instead of cursed...

Maybe surrendering to a demon's devoted possession is exactly what I've been craving.

A dark monster romance with a worshipful demon hero, magical bondage, lactation themes, breeding kink, and an HEA that transforms curses into crowns.
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CHAPTER ONE

The bindings are getting harder to hide.

I adjust the linen wrappings around my chest for the third time this morning, checking my reflection in the cracked mirror above my washbasin. The fabric pulls tight across my breasts, flattening them as much as possible, but I can still see the telltale roundness beneath my loose apprentice robes.

Three months. Three months since Morgana and her circle cornered me in the moonlit grove and spoke words that rewrote my very flesh.

"Let's see how proud you are when your body betrays you daily," she'd sneered, her fingers weaving corruption into the air around me. "When you leak like a common milk cow, unable to hide your shame."

I bite my lower lip—a nervous habit that's gotten worse since the curse—and press my palms against my chest. Already, I can feel the familiar ache building. By midday, I'll need to excuse myself to the abandoned tower room for relief. By evening, my bindings will be damp despite my careful positioning.

A soft knock interrupts my morning routine of checking for evidence.

"Lyra?" It's Master Hester's voice, though he sounds tired. "The grimoire cataloging won't finish itself."

"Coming, Master," I call back, grabbing my supply satchel and making sure the spare bindings are tucked deep inside. Just in case.

The day drags endlessly, each hour bringing increased discomfort. I organize scrolls to distract myself, alphabetizing by author when I should be sorting by subject. Master Hester notices—he always notices—but says nothing. He's been kind to me since the curse, in his distant way. He knows something happened, but he's never pried.

Unlike the other apprentices, who whisper and stare when they think I'm not looking.

By afternoon, the pressure is unbearable. I slip away to the abandoned tower, climbing the narrow stairs with my arms pressed tight against my chest. The pain is getting worse each week, as if my body is producing more to compensate for having no proper outlet.

The tower room is empty except for dust and forgotten furniture. I've claimed it as my sanctuary, the only place I can deal with my condition without witnesses. The routine is clinical, efficient, shameful. Express what I must into cloth scraps, burn the evidence in the cold fireplace, bind myself tighter for the evening.

But tonight, as I kneel beside the ashes of my humiliation, something inside me breaks.

"I can't live like this anymore."

The words echo in the empty chamber, and for a moment, I wonder if I spoke them aloud or just thought them with such desperation that they took on weight.

I've tried everything. The healers in the village took my silver and gave me bitter tonics that did nothing. Counter-spells from the basic texts failed spectacularly. I even humbled myself before the coven elders, begging for help breaking Morgana's work.

"A learning experience," Elder Matthias had said with cold dismissal. "Perhaps you'll be more careful about making enemies."

As if I'd chosen to cross Morgana. As if I'd had any choice when she decided she wanted the research position I'd already been promised.

The forbidden section of the library calls to me like a siren song as I make my way back downstairs. Master Aldric is gone for the evening—he never stays past sunset—and the other apprentices are at dinner. I have perhaps an hour before anyone thinks to look for me.

The grimoires in the restricted section are old, bound in leather that feels wrong under my fingers. Some of them seem to watch me as I search, their bindings shifting slightly when I'm not looking directly at them. But it's the thick volume wedged behind three treatises on theoretical ward-work that makes my pulse stutter.

"Summonings of the Third Circle: Compulsions, Contracts, and Catastrophes"

I should put it back. Should return to my room and accept that this is my life now—hiding, binding, burning evidence of my shame in secret. Should be practical.

Instead, I crack the grimoire open.

The first few pages are warnings, dire predictions of what happens to unprepared summoners. The magic required is beyond my apprentice-level abilities. The risks include possession, soul-binding, death, or worse. The entities described are ancient, powerful, and utterly without mercy for foolish mortals.

But halfway through the theoretical foundations, one passage makes my hands shake:

"For the breaking of unwanted enchantments and the granting of deepest desires, the summoner must offer blood, treasure, and service to entities of sufficient power. Third Circle beings possess the strength to unweave even complex curses, though their prices may exceed mortal comprehension."

My deepest desire. To be free of this daily humiliation, this constant reminder that I'm different, broken, cursed.

I gather supplies with the methodical precision Master Hester taught me for complex workings. Black candles from the ceremonial stores—I take four, though the text only requires three. Consecrated salt from the ritual supplies—Master Hester will notice it's missing, but not until tomorrow. A silver athame from the collection of ceremonial blades.

The personal sacrifice requirement gives me pause. The grimoire is frustratingly vague: "Something precious to the summoner, freely given to demonstrate sincerity of purpose."

My fingers drift to my throat, to the simple silver pendant that rests against my collarbone. My mother's last gift before the fever took her. The only thing I have left of the family I lost before the coven took me in.

"Forgive me, Mama," I whisper, lifting the chain over my head. "But I can't keep living as a cautionary tale."

The summoning circle takes two hours to perfect. I use salt mixed with ash from the tower fireplace—symbolic of transformation, according to my theoretical studies. Each symbol must be precise, every angle measured. One mistake could redirect the summoning toward something far worse than helpful.

My breasts throb as I work, the familiar ache building past uncomfortable toward painful. I grit my teeth and ignore it. After tonight, hopefully, I'll never feel this particular shame again.

When the circle is complete, I place the candles at cardinal and intercardinal points—more than the text requires, but I need all the containment I can manage. My hands shake as I light them with mundane matches. The flames burn steady and normal, which is somehow more unnerving than if they'd flared dramatically.

I pause at the circle's edge, reality crashing over me like cold water.

I could die. Horribly. And who would find my body? Master Hester, probably, when I failed to show up for tomorrow's cataloging. He'd see the summoning circle, the forbidden grimoire, and know exactly how stupid I'd been.

I could turn back. Return the supplies, pretend this never happened, continue my half-life of shame and secrecy.

Instead, I step into the circle and open my veins.

"Powers of the otherworld," I begin, reading carefully from the ancient text, my voice steadier than I expected. "I call upon thee to break the bonds that constrain me. I offer blood, treasure, and service in exchange for freedom from unwanted magic."

The silver athame bites deeper than intended. Blood wells up faster than I anticipated, hot and surprisingly abundant. It drips onto my mother's pendant with soft patting sounds that seem too loud in the quiet chamber.

Both pendant and blood fall onto the salt lines at the circle's center.

The reaction is immediate. The salt begins to glow with sickly green light, and the temperature plummets so quickly I can see my breath misting. The candle flames don't flicker—they roar upward, reaching toward the vaulted ceiling in pillars of unnatural fire.

My theoretical knowledge screams warnings, but it's too late to stop now.

"I summon thee, creature of power," I continue, my voice cracking on the ancient syllables. "Come to serve my will and grant my deepest desire!"

The words echo strangely, as if the chamber itself is repeating them. The green glow spreads beyond the salt lines, crawling up the stone walls like luminous moss. Wind whips through the sealed chamber, scattering my notes and extinguishing every candle except those marking the circle's boundary.

Something is coming.

The air above the circle's center begins to shimmer—not with heat, but with wrongness that makes my eyes water. The shimmer thickens, darkens, takes on weight and substance. Darkness pours into the world like spilled ink, and I taste copper and sulfur on the back of my tongue.

I should run. Every instinct I possess screams at me to flee, to put as much distance as possible between myself and whatever is manifesting in my poorly constructed summoning circle.

Instead, I stand frozen as the darkness solidifies into something impossible.

He's tall—over seven feet, with the broad shoulders and powerful build of someone accustomed to physical labor. But it's not his size that steals my words. It's the wrongness of him, the way shadows seem to cling to his form even in the blazing candlelight.

His skin is pale as bone, marked with intricate black tattoos that definitely move when I'm not looking directly at them. Dark hair falls past his shoulders in waves that catch the light like silk. His face could have been carved by a master sculptor, all sharp angles and classical proportions.

But his eyes...

Deep red, like garnets held up to firelight. Ancient and intelligent and currently fixed on me with an intensity that makes my knees wobble.

"Well," he says, and his voice is nothing like I expected. Rich and warm, with just enough roughness to suggest danger. "This is unexpected."

He moves with fluid grace, testing the boundaries of the circle. Purple sparks dance along his fingers when he encounters the barrier my salt lines created.

"You've bound me, little witch." He sounds more amused than angry. "Though I suspect that wasn't your primary intention."

"I—" My voice comes out as a whisper. I clear my throat and try again. "I was trying to break a curse."

"Ah." His smile reveals teeth that are just slightly too sharp to be human. "And instead you've summoned Krythol, Third Circle demon of the western reaches. How delightfully ironic."

Demon. The word hits me like a physical blow. I'd hoped for an entity, maybe a spirit or elemental. Something I could bargain with and dismiss cleanly.

Not a demon. Never a demon.

"I'm sorry," I stammer, backing away from the circle's edge. "This was a mistake. Can I—is there a way to send you back?"

"I'm afraid not, sweet summoner." He settles into a crouch with predatory grace, somehow making his massive frame appear relaxed despite the confined space. "The binding you've created is quite thorough. I am compelled to serve your will until you choose to release me, or..."

He pauses, his nostrils flaring slightly, and something changes in his expression.

"Or until the terms of our contract are fulfilled," he finishes, but his voice has gone rougher.

"What contract? I didn't make any contract!"

"Did you not offer blood, treasure, and service in exchange for the granting of your deepest desire?" His red eyes seem to glow brighter in the candlelight. "I have accepted those terms."

The formal words. The ritual phrasing I'd read from the grimoire without truly understanding their weight.

"But I don't want a demon!" The protest bursts out before I can stop it.

His expression doesn't change, but something cold slides through his voice. "What you want ceased to matter the moment you spoke binding words, little witch. I am compelled to serve, but that doesn't mean I must enjoy the circumstance."

He rises to his full imposing height, and power radiates from him like heat from a forge. The very air seems to thicken around him.

"Now then," he continues, his tone becoming almost businesslike. "What is this curse you wish broken? What service do you require?"

I press my arms against my chest instinctively, suddenly aware of the ache that's been building all day. The magical energy saturating the chamber seems to be affecting my condition, making the fullness more pronounced.

"My coven sisters cursed me," I begin reluctantly. "They made my body..." I trail off, heat flooding my cheeks.

His nostrils flare again, more pronounced this time, and his red eyes fix on my chest with sudden laser focus.

"You produce milk without bearing children," he says slowly, and there's something new in his voice. Hunger, yes, but also wonder. "Natural lactation. Pure and unlimited."

"It's humiliating," I whisper, using my arms to try hiding the evidence. "Every day I have to bind myself, hide it, deal with it in secret. They made me into a freak."

"A freak?" He moves closer to the circle's edge, and I can feel heat radiating from his form. "You carry sustenance meant for infants, sweet and pure, produced by your own body's magic. How is that freakish?"

"Because I've never—" I stop, unable to voice the clinical reality of my situation.

"Because you've had no one worthy to receive it," he says with certainty that makes my pulse race. "Tell me, little summoner—when did you last find relief? How long have you been carrying that sweet burden?"

My hand moves instinctively to my chest, and his eyes track the motion like a predator following prey.

"Since this morning," I admit, then immediately wish I hadn't. "But that's not—that's not why I summoned you."

"Perhaps not consciously," he agrees, settling back into his predatory crouch. "But magic often answers needs we don't recognize ourselves."

The ache in my chest is becoming impossible to ignore, worsened by his intense attention and the charged atmosphere he's brought with him. I press my lips together, fighting the urge to massage the tender flesh through my bindings.

"You're in pain," he observes, and suddenly his voice is gentle rather than hungry. "Aren't you, sweet little witch?"

"A bit," I lie, though we both know it's much worse.

"I could ease that pain," he offers quietly. "If you wished it."

The suggestion sends an electric shock through me that has nothing to do with magic. "What do you mean?"

"Demons sustain ourselves in many ways," he explains, his red eyes never leaving mine. "Fear, pain, sexual energy, strong emotions. But what you carry..." His voice drops to something almost reverent. "That is nourishment of the highest order. Life-giving essence, freely offered."

"You want to drink from me?" The words come out breathless.

"I want to ease your suffering," he corrects gently. "I want to show you what it means to have your gift properly received, treasured as it should be rather than hidden as shame."

"It's not a gift," I shake my head. "It's a punishment. A curse."

"Look at me," he commands softly, and I find myself obeying despite every lesson about demon manipulation. "Do I appear disgusted? Repulsed? Do I look like someone who finds you shameful?"

I study his face, expecting to see pity or calculation. Instead, I find something that looks almost like reverence. Like I'm something precious rather than broken.

"You're hungry," I realize. "That's why you're being reasonable. You need what I have."

"I have been trapped between realms for three centuries," he admits without shame. "Starving, alone, forgotten by those who once bound me. Yes, I am desperate for sustenance. But that doesn't make my offer any less genuine."

Three centuries. The casual way he mentions such vast stretches of time makes my chest tight with unexpected sympathy.

"I'm sorry," I whisper. "I didn't know—"

"You have nothing to apologize for," he interrupts. "You called, and I answered. You offer what I need most, and I offer what you need in return. This could benefit us both."

The circle seems smaller now, less of a barrier and more of an invitation. But I force myself to think clearly despite the growing pain in my chest.

"What's the catch?" I ask. "Demons don't give something for nothing."

"Clever little witch," he approves, though something predatory flickers in his expression. "The catch is simple: once you experience proper relief—once you feel what it's like to have your gift treasured rather than discarded—you'll never again be satisfied with your current solution."

"You're saying I'll become dependent."

"I'm saying you'll remember what it feels like to be valued," he corrects. "The choice will always remain yours. But yes, I believe you'll choose to continue our arrangement."

His honesty is somehow more dangerous than any lie could be. He's not hiding his motives or pretending this won't change everything between us.

And the pain in my chest is approaching unbearable.

"One time," I hear myself saying. "Just to see if it helps."

His smile is sharp and triumphant. "Of course, sweet summoner. Just once."

I approach the circle's edge on trembling legs, my heart hammering against my ribs. The salt lines glow brighter as I near them, recognizing that I'm about to break the barrier I created.

"What should I call you?" I ask, one foot poised at the boundary.

"Krythol," he says, rising to his full imposing height. "And you, little witch?"

"Lyra."

"Beautiful Lyra," he repeats, and the way he says my name makes warmth spiral up my spine. "Are you ready to discover what treasure you truly carry?"

I take the final step into the circle.

The moment my foot crosses the salt line, the barrier dissolves completely. Krythol's presence hits me like stepping too close to a bonfire—overwhelming heat and power that makes my head spin. But he doesn't move toward me immediately. Instead, he waits, letting me adjust to sharing space with him.

"Hello, Lyra," he says softly, and his voice without the barrier between us is like whiskey and smoke. "Thank you for trusting me."

"I haven't decided if I trust you yet," I manage, though my voice shakes.

"Wise of you," he approves, taking a single careful step closer. "But I hope to earn that trust, starting now."

When his hands reach for me, I don't flinch. They're large enough to span my waist, warm despite the otherworldly nature of their owner, and gentler than I expected. He helps me settle on the meditation rug I keep in the corner, his touch careful and respectful.

"Tell me if you want me to stop," he says, settling beside me with fluid grace. "At any point, for any reason."

I nod, not trusting my voice as his fingers find the lacings of my simple bodice. He works slowly, giving me every opportunity to change my mind, until the fabric falls away and my bindings are exposed.

"May I?" he asks, indicating the linen wrappings.

Another nod. His claws—I notice them now, sharp but carefully controlled—slice through the bindings without touching my skin. The fabric falls away, and the relief of being free from that constant pressure makes me gasp.

"Beautiful," Krythol breathes, and there's worship in his voice. "Perfect and full and absolutely magnificent."

When his mouth closes around my nipple for the first time, the sensation steals what little breath I have left. Nothing like the clinical necessity I've grown accustomed to—this is warm and gentle and impossibly right.

The relief is immediate and overwhelming, but it's more than physical. For the first time in three months, someone is treating my curse as something precious rather than shameful.

"Sweet goddess," Krythol murmurs against my skin, his voice rough with gratitude. "You taste like starlight and honey. Like everything I've been missing."

And as I arch into him, my fingers threading through his dark hair without conscious thought, I realize he might be right about one thing:

I'm definitely going to want this again.


CHAPTER TWO

I wake to jasmine and sulfur—an impossible combination that somehow works.

For a moment, I'm disoriented, caught between the familiar discomfort of my narrow cot and silk that definitely doesn't belong in my simple chamber. Then memory crashes back, and I bolt upright with my heart hammering.

The summoning. Krythol. What we did.

"Easy, sweet Lyra." His voice comes from across the chamber, warm honey with just enough gravel to remind me what he is. "You're safe."

I turn to find him standing near the window, fully clothed in dark leather that emphasizes his powerful build. The morning light streaming through the glass doesn't seem to affect him the way stories claim it should, but then again, demons probably aren't bound by folklore rules.

"How do you feel?" he asks, approaching the bed with careful steps.

"Different," I admit, sitting up and immediately noticing the change in my chest. Still full—it's been hours since he fed from me—but not uncomfortably so. Like my body has somehow adjusted overnight. "You?"

"Considerably stronger." His red eyes hold a vitality that wasn't there before, though he's still contained within whatever magical constraints bind him to me. "Your gift sustained me more than I dared hope."

Gift. He keeps using that word, and each time it sends an odd warmth through me.

"Did you do this?" I gesture to the transformed chamber. Rich tapestries line walls that were bare stone yesterday. Silk cushions are scattered across thick rugs. Candles burn in ornate holders, filling the air with that impossible jasmine scent.

"A small demonstration of what I can provide," he says with obvious satisfaction. "Comfort worthy of one who carries such precious—"

"How?" I interrupt, my practical nature reasserting itself. "Master Hester will notice. The other apprentices will ask questions. I can't explain silk and gold appearing overnight."

"The magic is contained to this room," he explains patiently. "To outside eyes, everything appears exactly as it did before. Only you can see the changes I've made."

"Illusion?"

"Enhancement. The comfort is real—your body will feel the silk, the cushions will support you properly. But mundane eyes will see your simple chamber with its narrow cot and bare walls."

I test this by running my fingers over the nearest tapestry. It feels genuine—heavy silk with intricate embroidery. But when I look toward the door, I can just barely make out the original stone wall beneath.

"Clever," I admit. "How long will it last?"

"As long as I have strength to maintain it." His expression grows carefully neutral. "Which brings me to a practical matter we should discuss."

"What kind of practical matter?"

He settles on the edge of the bed—or rather, the silk-covered platform my cot has become. "Your body is responding to my presence, adjusting to having a regular... recipient for your gift. You'll need relief more frequently now."

Heat floods my cheeks, though I'm not sure why. We're discussing a biological function, nothing more. "How much more frequently?"

"Perhaps twice daily, to start. Your production will increase as the magical connection between us strengthens."

"Connection?" The word comes out sharper than I intended.

"The binding you created links us," he explains, his voice carefully even. "Not just master and servant—that's mere compulsion. This runs deeper. My presence enhances your natural abilities, and your... nourishment... strengthens my power to serve you."

I bite my lower lip, processing this information. "So I'll become more dependent on you."

"We'll become more dependent on each other," he corrects. "I cannot maintain this level of comfort and service without regular sustenance. You cannot find relief elsewhere—other demons would sense my claim and avoid you, and mortals..." He pauses delicately. "Mortals lack the proper appreciation for what you offer."

"Your claim?" The possessive language makes something flutter in my stomach.

"The binding creates territorial markers," he says matter-of-factly. "Other supernatural entities will recognize that you're under my protection."

"Protection or ownership?"

"Is there a meaningful difference?" he asks, tilting his head with genuine curiosity. "I am compelled to serve your will, to ensure your safety and comfort. If that isn't protection, what would you call it?"

Before I can answer, my stomach growls loudly enough to echo through the enhanced chamber. Krythol's expression immediately shifts to concern.

"You need nourishment," he observes. "Your body worked hard last night—it requires proper fuel to continue producing such excellent sustenance."

He moves toward a side table that definitely wasn't there yesterday. What's arranged on it makes my jaw drop.

It's a feast worthy of nobility. Fresh fruits that must have cost a silver piece each, artisan breads still warm from ovens, delicate pastries that look like edible jewelry. Cheeses I recognize from the finest shops in the city, preserves that sparkle like jewels in crystal jars.

"Where did this come from?" I ask suspiciously.

"I have arrangements with certain merchants," he says smoothly. "They provide goods in exchange for minor services—locating lost items, ensuring their competitors have... difficulties. Nothing harmful," he adds quickly when he sees my expression. "Mostly I help them find things they've misplaced."

"You're telling me demons work as consultants?"

"We work as whatever pays for what we need," he replies with a slight smile. "Pride is a luxury I abandoned somewhere around the second century of starvation."

The casual reference to such vast time spans still makes me dizzy. This creature has lived longer than my entire civilization, yet he's sitting in my chamber discussing breakfast arrangements.

"Try the honey cakes," he says, selecting items with obvious care. "The baker infuses them with rosewater—quite delicious."

I let him arrange a plate for me, watching his large hands handle delicate pastries with surprising gentleness. When he offers me a piece of fruit, I accept it without thinking.

"You're staring," I observe after taking a bite. The honey cake is incredible—rich and complex in ways that make my simple coven meals seem like peasant food.

"You're beautiful when you eat," he says matter-of-factly. "Beautiful when you take proper nourishment, when you allow yourself to be cared for. I enjoy ensuring your needs are met."

"Why?" The question slips out before I can stop it. "The binding compels you to serve, not to... treasure me."

His expression grows serious, almost vulnerable. "May I tell you something of my history, Lyra? Of what brought me to your summoning circle?"

I nod, settling back against silk cushions that feel impossibly real for an illusion.

"I am old, even by demon standards," he begins, his voice taking on a distant quality. "Three thousand years I've walked between realms, answering summons from mortals who wanted my power. Warriors seeking strength. Sorcerers hunting forbidden knowledge. Nobles demanding I crush their enemies."

His hands clench slightly, and I catch a glimpse of the barely restrained strength he possesses.

"For three millennia, I've been tool, weapon, monster—always useful, never valued. Always powerful, never cherished." His red eyes meet mine again. "Do you understand what it means to starve not just for food, but for kindness? To go centuries without hearing 'please' or 'thank you' as if your service has worth?"

My throat tightens with unexpected emotion. "Krythol..."

"You apologized for summoning me," he continues, wonder creeping into his voice. "You asked if I was hurt, if I needed anything. You offered your most intimate gift not because magic compelled you, but because you felt guilty for my suffering."

"That's just basic decency," I whisper.

"Perhaps for you," he agrees. "But for me, it was the first genuine kindness I've received in longer than your people have had written language."

The vulnerability in his admission breaks something open in my chest. This magnificent, terrifying creature, reduced to gratitude by simple human courtesy.

"The care I show you," he continues softly, "the attention to your comfort, the reverence with which I treat your gift—that comes from choice, not compulsion. The binding forces me to serve your will. It doesn't dictate how I serve."

"You mean you want to take care of me?"

"I mean you've shown me something I thought lost to the world," he says simply. "Compassion without ulterior motive. Consideration for suffering that isn't your own. Of course I want to treasure that—want to ensure it's never damaged or diminished."

The intensity of his declaration should probably frighten me. Instead, warmth blooms in my chest that has nothing to do with physical need.

"What does that mean for us?" I ask softly.

"It means everything I do for you—every comfort I provide, every pleasure I give—comes from genuine devotion rather than magical compulsion." His voice drops to something intimate and hypnotic. "It means when I worship your beautiful body, it's because I choose to, not because I must."

The word 'worship' sends electric heat straight to my core, and I know he can scent my arousal because his pupils dilate immediately.

"You're responding to me," he observes with dark satisfaction. "Your body recognizes what it needs, even if your mind hasn't accepted it yet."

He's right. I can feel myself growing wet from proximity and promise, from the way he looks at me like I'm something precious. But it's more than physical—there's an emotional hunger building that I don't know how to name.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," I admit breathlessly.

"You're learning what desire feels like," he explains, his hand settling on my silk-covered thigh. "Not shame or clinical necessity, but genuine want. The knowledge that someone craves what you have to offer."

"Do you? Crave me?"

"Constantly." The admission is rough with honesty. "Your scent, your taste, the soft sounds you make when I please you. The way you arch into my touch as if you were made for my hands."

As if to prove his point, I find myself leaning toward him, seeking more contact. The simple pressure of his palm on my thigh is already making me ache for things I don't have names for.

"I'm full again," I realize with surprise, one hand moving to my breast. "It's only been a few hours, but I'm already..."

"Already aching for relief," he finishes, his voice dropping to something hypnotic. "Already needing what only I can provide properly."

"Will you...?" I start, then lose my nerve.

"Will I what, sweet mistress?" The formal address makes my pulse skip. "You need only ask."

The combination of submissive language and obvious hunger in his eyes makes me bold. "Will you feed from me again? Please?"

"Nothing would bring me greater pleasure," he says with reverent certainty.

This time, when he helps me from the bed, his hands linger on my skin. When he guides me to settle among the silk cushions, his touch carries promise as well as care. And when his mouth finally closes around my nipple, the relief is so intense it borders on overwhelming.

But it's more than relief now. It's connection, intimacy, the heady knowledge that this magnificent creature finds me precious enough to treasure.

"Perfect," he murmurs against my skin, his free hand beginning to wander. "So generous, so responsive. You taste even sweeter when you're not afraid."

When his fingers find the place between my thighs where I'm already wet and waiting, I don't protest. When he strokes me with the same reverent attention he pays to every part of my body, I don't hide my response.

And when pleasure crashes through me in waves that leave me gasping his name, I finally understand what he means about worship.

This isn't just feeding. It's devotion made flesh, desire transformed into sacrament.

"What happens now?" I ask when I can speak again, still boneless in his arms.

"Now you rest while I hold you," he says, settling more comfortably among the cushions. "And later, when you're ready, we explore what other hungers we can satisfy together."

As I drift toward contentment in his embrace, surrounded by impossible luxury and the scent of jasmine, I realize my entire world has shifted on its axis.

Yesterday I was a cursed outcast trying desperately to fix what was broken.

Today I'm beginning to understand that maybe I was never broken at all.

Maybe I was just waiting for someone who could see my worth.


CHAPTER THREE

I wake to the scent of worry.

Not literal worry, of course, but that's how my nose interprets the sharp, metallic scent that cuts through Krythol's usual warm presence. When I turn toward him, he's standing rigid near the window, his powerful frame tense in ways I've never seen before.

"What's wrong?" I ask, sitting up among the silk sheets he's wrapped around me like precious cargo.

"Master Hester came looking for you an hour ago," he says without turning from the window. "He stood outside this door for several minutes, listening."

Ice floods my veins. Master Hester never seeks out apprentices in their private chambers unless something is seriously amiss. "Did he hear anything? See anything?"

"To him, this appears to be your simple chamber with you sleeping peacefully in your narrow cot," Krythol explains, though tension still radiates from his form. "But he knows something has changed. Humans are more perceptive than they realize, especially those with magical training."

I bite my lower lip, processing this information. It's been three days since the summoning—three days of luxury and pleasure and feeling more valued than ever before in my life. But I can't hide in this chamber forever.

"I have duties," I realize aloud. "Cataloging work, research assistance. If I don't show up, he'll get suspicious."

"Then you should attend to them," Krythol says simply, finally turning to face me. "I can maintain this sanctuary whether you're present or not."

"Is that what this is?" I gesture to the transformed space around us. "A sanctuary?"

"What else would you call it?" He approaches the bed with that fluid grace I've come to associate with carefully controlled power. "A place of safety, comfort, and worship. Where you can be exactly who you are without shame or judgment."

The word 'worship' sends warmth spiraling through me, just as it always does. But there's a practical side of my mind that won't be silenced.

"My family will worry if I disappear entirely," I admit. "They expect letters. And the other apprentices already whisper about me—if I start acting too differently..."

"You're concerned about maintaining your normal life," he observes, settling on the edge of the bed with careful precision. "While also maintaining our connection."

"Is that possible?"

"Sweet Lyra," he says, his voice carrying gentle amusement, "I've survived three millennia by adapting to circumstances. Managing the expectations of mortals is well within my capabilities."

Before I can ask what he means, my stomach growls audibly. But this time, instead of producing an elaborate feast, he simply gestures toward my washbasin. Where my usual simple breakfast waits—porridge, brown bread, weak tea. Exactly what any apprentice might expect to find.

"Practical magic," he explains at my confused look. "I can provide luxury when we have privacy, necessity when we need to appear normal. The question is what you want, not what I can manage."

I study his face, looking for any sign that he's upset by the prospect of hiding what we've built together. All I find is patient acceptance and something that looks like understanding.

"I want both," I admit softly. "I want this—us, this sanctuary—but I also can't just vanish from my life. At least not yet."

"Then you shall have both," he says with certainty. "Spend your days fulfilling your obligations. Return here each evening for relief, pleasure, and the care you deserve."

"That simple?"

"That simple," he confirms. "Though I confess I'll count every moment until you return to me."

The possessive edge to his words makes heat pool between my thighs, but before I can respond to it, the familiar ache begins building in my chest. It's been six hours since he last fed from me—half the time it took when this arrangement began.

"I'm full again," I observe, no longer embarrassed by the admission.

"Earlier than yesterday," he notes with dark satisfaction. "Your body is adapting beautifully to having a proper recipient for your gift."

"How much earlier will it get?" I ask, suddenly curious about the logistics. "Eventually I'll be full constantly."

"Not constantly," he corrects, his hand coming up to cup my breast through the silk nightgown with reverent appreciation. "But frequently. Perhaps every few hours at the peak response."

The implications make my pulse quicken. "That often?"

"Does the prospect concern you?" he asks, though his crimson eyes burn with hunger at my obvious arousal.

"No," I say immediately, surprising myself with the certainty. "Actually, I... I like needing you that often. I like being connected to you through something so intimate."

His smile is brilliant with satisfaction. "My sweet little witch, learning to embrace what she was made for."

When he helps me from the nightgown this time, his hands linger possessively on my skin. But there's something different about his touch today—more confident, more commanding.

"I want to try something new," he says as he settles me among the furs and cushions. "If you're willing."

"What kind of something?"

Instead of answering immediately, he produces a length of silk ribbon from somewhere I can't see. Deep crimson, the same color as his eyes, soft as water between my fingers when he lets me touch it.

"I want to restrain your hands," he says, his voice dropping to something hypnotic. "Not to control you, but to help you focus entirely on sensation. To eliminate the distraction of thinking or directing."

The suggestion sends electric heat straight to my core. I've never been restrained by anyone, never given up that kind of control. But the way he asks—respectful but confident—makes me want to trust him completely.

"Why?" I whisper.

"Because when you can't touch or guide or control, all you can do is feel," he explains, his thumb stroking across my wrist where my pulse hammers visibly. "And I want you to feel everything I give you without reservation."

"What if I don't like it?"

"Then you say stop, and I release you immediately," he promises. "But I believe you'll find that surrendering control to someone devoted to your pleasure is more satisfying than you imagine."

I study his face, looking for any hint of selfish intent or manipulation. All I find is genuine desire to pleasure me, combined with a confidence that suggests he knows exactly what I need even when I don't.

"Yes," I breathe, the word seeming to surprise us both. "I trust you."

"My brave little witch," he murmurs, beginning to bind my wrists with gentle precision. "Learning to give herself what she truly needs."

The silk is softer than anything I've ever felt, secure enough that I can't free myself but comfortable enough that there's no pain. When he guides my arms above my head and secures them to something I can't see, I feel exposed and vulnerable and surprisingly aroused.

"Breathtaking," he says, settling beside me with obvious appreciation. "You look sublime like this, sweet Lyra. Trusting and open and entirely mine to pleasure."

"I'm not entirely yours," I protest, though the words lack conviction.

"Aren't you?" He trails one finger down my throat, between my breasts, over my stomach with maddening lightness. "Your body responds to my voice, craves my touch, produces sustenance specifically for me. Tell me how you're not mine."

Before I can argue, he leans down and takes my nipple between his lips. The sensation, amplified by my helplessness and his obvious control, steals every coherent thought from my mind.

"Better," he praises against my skin. "No thinking, just feeling. Just letting me take care of every need."

What follows is unlike anything we've shared before. He feeds from me with leisurely patience, alternating between my breasts while his free hand explores every inch of my restrained body. But it's more than just touch—he whispers words that make my skin tingle, that build arousal in waves I can neither control nor predict.

"Feel this," he murmurs, and heat floods my core. "And this," and my skin becomes so sensitive that even his breath makes me gasp. "And especially this," and arousal builds to nearly unbearable levels without tipping over into release.

"Please," I whimper, straining against the silk restraints. "I need..."

"You need what I give you," he corrects, his voice carrying absolute authority. "When I give it to you. Trust me to know what your body requires."

He brings me to the edge of climax three times, always pulling back just before I can find relief. By the time he finally lets me fall over that precipice, I'm sobbing with need and desperation.

"Now," he commands, his fingers moving with devastating precision. "Come for me now, sweet witch."

The orgasm that tears through me is more intense than anything I've experienced. I scream his name as pleasure crashes through me in waves so powerful I lose all sense of time and place.

"Divine," he breathes, watching my face with rapt attention. "Look how beautiful you are when you surrender completely."

As he unties the restraints with gentle hands, I realize something fundamental has shifted between us. The careful balance of the past few days has evolved into something more honest about what we both want.

"What's happening to me?" I whisper when I can finally speak.

"You're awakening to your true nature," he says simply, massaging feeling back into my wrists. "Learning what your body is capable of when properly guided."

"Guided?"

"Sweet little witch," he says with dark amusement, "you summoned a demon. A creature of dominance and overwhelming need. Did you expect me to remain entirely subservient?"

The binding compels him to serve my will, but as I look into his crimson eyes, I realize my will craves exactly what he wants to give—control, dominance, the complete surrender of responsibility for my own pleasure.

"I should go," I say reluctantly, glancing toward where my simple apprentice robes wait. "Master Hester will expect me for morning cataloging."

"Of course," he agrees, though something possessive flickers in his expression. "But you'll return to me this evening?"

"Yes," I say without hesitation. "I'll return."

"Good," he says, helping me dress with hands that linger possessively on my skin. "Because this is only the beginning of what I want to show you, sweet Lyra. What I want to teach your beautiful body."

As I leave the sanctuary he's created and step back into my mundane life, I carry the scent of jasmine and the promise of evening. For the first time since the coven took me in, I have something that's entirely my own. Someone who treasures me not for my usefulness, but for exactly who I am.

The day passes in a blur of routine tasks and growing anticipation. Master Hester notices my distraction but attributes it to the usual struggles of apprentice life. The other apprentices whisper, as they always do, but their gossip holds no power over me now.

Because I know that when darkness falls, I'll return to silk and warmth and a creature who worships me like the precious thing I'm finally learning to believe I am.


CHAPTER FOUR

I return to my chamber with pulse hammering from a day spent counting minutes until I could be here again. The transformation Krythol has wrought seems more elaborate tonight—candlelight that makes everything glow like precious metal, silk hangings that whisper of distant kingdoms, air thick with spices I can't name but that make my head spin with want.

But it's Krythol himself who steals my breath.

He's standing in the center of the space, and there's something different about his presence tonight. More intense. More focused. Like a predator who's finished playing with his prey and is ready to truly hunt.

"Welcome home, sweet witch," he says, and his voice carries undertones I've never heard before. Darker. More commanding.

"Home?" I repeat, setting down my satchel of research notes with unsteady hands.

"What else would you call a place where you're treasured above all else?" He approaches me with that fluid grace, but there's purpose in every step. "Where every comfort is provided, every need anticipated, every desire fulfilled?"

"I..." I start, then lose my words as he reaches me.

His hands frame my face with gentle reverence, thumbs stroking across my cheekbones. But his crimson eyes burn with an intensity that makes my knees weak.

"You've been thinking about me," he observes with dark satisfaction. "All day. I can smell it on you—arousal, need, the sweet scent of anticipation."

Heat floods my cheeks, but I don't deny it. "Yes."

"Good," he murmurs, beginning to unlace my simple bodice with practiced efficiency. "Because I've been thinking about you as well. About all the ways I want to worship your beautiful body tonight."

The word 'worship' sends familiar heat spiraling through me, but there's something different about how he says it. More possessive. More certain of his right to such devotion.

"Krythol," I begin, then gasp as his mouth finds the sensitive spot where my neck meets my shoulder.

"No words tonight," he says against my skin. "Tonight, you simply feel everything I give you."

The simple apprentice dress falls away under his skilled hands, leaving me bare in the candlelit chamber. But instead of the reverent appreciation he usually shows, tonight his gaze holds something hungrier. Something that looks almost like...

"Ownership," I whisper, recognizing the emotion in his eyes.

"Yes," he agrees without hesitation. "You are mine, sweet Lyra. Mine to pleasure, mine to protect, mine to treasure. And tonight, I'm going to make sure you understand exactly what that means."

Before I can ask what he means, the familiar ache in my chest demands attention. But this time it's more intense—urgent in a way that makes me press my hands to my breasts with a soft sound of discomfort.

"So full," he observes with dark satisfaction. "Your body is producing more each day, responding to my presence. Soon you'll need me constantly."

"Is that what you want?" I ask breathlessly.

"I want you dependent on me for relief," he says with brutal honesty. "I want you craving not just the physical ease I provide, but the pleasure that comes with it. The surrender. The complete abandonment of control."

The possessive declaration should alarm me. Instead, it sends liquid fire straight to my core.

He guides me to the nest of furs and silk with hands that shake slightly—the only sign that his control isn't as absolute as his voice suggests. But instead of settling beside me as usual, he kneels between my spread thighs with obvious intent.

"What are you doing?" I whisper.

"Showing you what worship truly means," he says, his hands stroking up my inner thighs with reverent touches. "What it means to be treasured by a creature who understands your true value."

When his mouth finds my pussy, the shock of sensation makes me cry out loud enough to wake the entire tower. His tongue is hot and wet and absolutely wicked, licking me like I'm something sweet he wants to devour.

"Fuck," I gasp, my hands fisting in his dark hair. "Krythol, that feels..."

"Incredible?" he suggests, his voice muffled against my wet cunt. "Your sweet little pussy tastes even better than your milk, witch."

His crude words should shock me, but instead they make me wetter. When he slides one finger inside my tight hole while his tongue works my clit, I nearly scream from how good it feels.

"Not yet," he growls, pulling his mouth away just as I'm about to come. "I want to feel this tight cunt squeeze my fingers first."

"Please," I whimper, my hips grinding against his hand. "I need to come."

"You need what I give you, when I give it to you," he says, his voice pure authority. "Tonight you learn what it means to have this sweet pussy completely owned."

He brings me to the edge two more times, always stopping just before I can come. By the time he finally seals his mouth over my clit and sucks hard, I'm destroyed.

"Come on my tongue," he commands. "Let me taste how sweet this pussy gets when you fall apart for me."

The orgasm that rips through me is brutal. I scream his name as my cunt clenches around his fingers, my whole body shaking as he licks me through every pulse.

But he doesn't stop there. While I'm still trembling from the aftermath, he moves up my body with predatory intent.

"Now," he says, settling over me with careful precision, "let me feed from you while you're still floating in pleasure."

When his mouth closes around my nipple, the combination nearly makes me come again. The relief of him drinking from my aching tits while I'm still sensitive from that massive orgasm is almost too much.

"Fuck, yes," he groans against my breast. "Your milk tastes even sweeter when you're satisfied. So rich and perfect."

"Krythol," I gasp, feeling arousal building again despite having just climaxed. "What's happening to me?"

"You're learning what your body is truly capable of," he explains, switching to my other breast with practiced ease. "How much pleasure you can process, how quickly you can recover, how deeply you can feel."

His words are proven correct when his wandering hand finds that sensitive place between my thighs and I immediately arch into his touch with desperate need.

"Already?" he asks, his free hand finding my soaked pussy again. "Your greedy little cunt wants more?"

"Please," I whimper, grinding against his fingers. "I need your cock inside me."

"Then you'll have it," he promises, positioning his impressive length at my entrance. "Every thick inch stretching this tight hole."

He pushes inside slowly, his demon cock bigger than anything I've ever imagined. The stretch burns in the best way, filling me so completely I can barely breathe.

"Gods, you feel incredible," he growls, his eyes locked on my face as he starts to move. "Look how perfectly this tight cunt takes my cock. Like you were made to be fucked by me."

The rhythm he sets is deep and claiming, each thrust hitting places inside me that make me see stars. I can feel every ridge and vein of his thick cock as he fucks me, stretching my virgin cunt wider than it's ever been.

"This is what it means to be mine," he snarls, his pace increasing. "Having this sweet pussy owned by demon cock. No human could ever fill you like this."

"Yes," I sob, my legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper. "Only you. Always you."

"Say it," he demands, his thumb finding my clit while he pounds into me. "Tell me who this cunt belongs to."

"You!" I scream as another orgasm builds. "My pussy belongs to you!"

"Forever?" he asks, and there's vulnerability beneath the command in his voice.

"Forever," I promise without hesitation.

When he comes, it's with a roar that shakes the walls. I feel his hot seed flooding my pussy as my own climax crashes through me, my cunt milking every drop from his throbbing cock.

"Mine," he growls, still buried deep inside me. "This sweet little witch and her perfect cunt are mine."

"What happens now?" I whisper against his chest as we lie entwined in the aftermath.

"Now," he says, his arms tightening around me protectively, "we stop pretending this is temporary. We acknowledge what we both want—you to be treasured and controlled, me to treasure and control."

"And the binding?"

"The binding ensures I cannot leave," he says carefully. "But it doesn't dictate how I feel about staying. That choice, sweet Lyra, is entirely my own."

"And you choose to stay?"

"I choose to stay," he confirms, his crimson eyes burning with intensity. "Not because magic compels me, but because I cannot imagine being anywhere else. Because you have become precious to me in ways that go far beyond simple hunger."

The admission sends warmth flooding through me that has nothing to do with physical pleasure. "You care about me."

"I am beginning to love you," he corrects, and the honesty in his voice takes my breath away. "Which is dangerous for a demon, but seems unavoidable where you're concerned."

Love. The word hangs between us like a bridge I'm not sure I'm brave enough to cross. But looking into his eyes, seeing the vulnerability beneath the power, I realize I've already made my choice.

"I think I love you too," I whisper, and his smile is brilliant with joy and something deeper.

"My brave little witch," he murmurs, pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. "Learning that love and surrender can be the same thing."

As we lie together in our silk-wrapped sanctuary, I realize my life has been completely transformed. Yesterday I was a cursed outcast trying to fix what was broken. Tonight I'm a woman who's found exactly where she belongs—in the arms of a creature who sees my worth and treasures it accordingly.

Tomorrow I'll return to my mundane duties, maintain the illusion of normal life. But every evening I'll come home to this—to him, to us, to the most profound connection I've ever experienced.

And maybe, eventually, I won't need to pretend anymore.

Maybe I'll be brave enough to choose this sanctuary permanently.


CHAPTER FIVE

I wake to the sound of Krythol pacing—something I've never seen him do. His usual predatory grace has been replaced by restless energy that sets every nerve in my body on edge.

"What's wrong?" I ask, sitting up among the silk sheets that suddenly feel less like luxury and more like a trap.

"Someone has been probing the magical barriers around this chamber," he says without stopping his circuit of the room. "Subtle attempts, but persistent. They're looking for you."

Ice floods my veins. "The coven?"

"Almost certainly." His crimson eyes burn with controlled fury. "I've deflected their searches for now, but they're getting more focused. More desperate."

I bite my lower lip, mind racing through possibilities. "How long do we have?"

"Days, perhaps less." He finally stops pacing, his attention focusing on me with laser intensity. "Which brings us to a critical decision, sweet witch."

"What kind of decision?"

Instead of answering immediately, he approaches the bed with that fluid grace I've come to associate with barely leashed power. But there's something different about his movements today—more urgent, more possessive.

"Your magical signature has been changing since our bonding began," he explains, settling on the edge of the bed. "Growing stronger. More complex. Soon it will be impossible to hide what you've become."

"What I've become?"

"Something unprecedented." His hand finds my face, thumb stroking across my cheekbone. "A witch enhanced by demon magic, bound to a creature of significant power. The coven will either try to control that... or eliminate it."

The casual way he mentions elimination makes my breath catch. "And our options?"

"We run," he says simply. "I take you far from here, somewhere they can't track us. Or..." He pauses, predatory hunger flickering in his expression. "We make ourselves too powerful for them to challenge."

"How?"

"Complete the bonding," he says, his voice dropping to something hypnotic. "Merge our magical essences fully. What you carry now—your enhanced abilities, your gift—would become permanent. Irreversible."

The implications make my pulse race. "Permanent?"

"You would cease to be entirely human," he explains. "Enhanced strength, longevity, magical abilities beyond anything the coven could imagine. But the process..." He trails off, jaw clenching.

"What about the process?"

"It's intense. Potentially dangerous. And once started, it cannot be undone." His crimson eyes search my face. "I won't begin something that could harm you, no matter how much I want to ensure you're mine forever."

The possessive edge to his words sends heat spiraling through me. But before I can respond, the familiar ache builds in my chest—earlier than ever before, urgent with need.

"You're full," he observes with dark satisfaction. "Your body is responding to the magical pressure, producing more as a defense mechanism."

"Defense mechanism?"

"Demon bonds are strengthened through intimate connection," he explains, beginning to unlace my nightgown with practiced efficiency. "Your instincts recognize the approaching threat and are preparing you for the joining that will keep us together."

When the silk falls away, his intake of breath is audible. "You're changing," he murmurs, his hands tracing patterns I can't see on my skin. "More sensitive, more responsive. Beautiful."

"Show me," I whisper, surprising myself with my boldness.

His smile is sharp and hungry. "My brave little witch, demanding everything."

This time when he guides me to our nest of furs and cushions, there are new elements I don't recognize. Silk restraints that seem to pulse with their own energy, bottles of oil that shimmer with magical light.

"What is all this?"

"Preparation," he says, producing a length of crimson silk that feels warm to the touch. "If we're to complete the bonding, you need to be ready for levels of sensation you've never experienced."

The suggestion should probably frighten me. Instead, it sends liquid heat straight to my core. "I trust you."

"Then give me your hands," he commands softly.

The silk restraints are unlike anything from our previous encounters. As soon as they touch my skin, they become part of me—warm, pulsing with energy that makes every nerve ending hypersensitive.

"What did you do?" I gasp as sensation floods through me.

"Magical enhancement," he explains, settling between my spread thighs with obvious intent. "Every touch will be magnified, every sensation amplified. You'll need to learn to process more pleasure than any human body should be able to handle."

When his mouth finds my pussy, the shock of sensation makes me scream loud enough to wake the entire tower. His tongue is hot and skilled and absolutely merciless, licking me like I'm something sweet he wants to devour.

"Fuck," I sob, my bound hands straining against the restraints. "Krythol, that's too much."

"It's exactly what you need," he growls against my wet cunt, his voice sending vibrations straight to my core. "Your body has to learn to accept overwhelming pleasure. To process magical sensation."

His crude words make me even wetter. When he slides two fingers inside my tight hole while his tongue works my clit, I nearly come apart immediately.

"Not yet," he commands, his free hand pressing down on my lower belly. "You don't come until I say you can. Until you're ready for what comes next."

The dominance in his voice makes me clench around his fingers. "Please, I need to come."

"You need to learn control," he corrects, adding a third finger that stretches me beautifully. "When the bonding begins, you'll experience pleasure beyond anything you can imagine. If you can't handle this, you'll never survive that."

He works me to the edge three more times, always stopping just before I can fall over. By the time he finally seals his mouth over my clit and sucks hard, I'm destroyed.

"Come now," he commands. "Let me feel this tight cunt squeeze my fingers."

The orgasm that rips through me is earth-moving. I scream his name as my pussy clenches around his fingers, every muscle in my body convulsing from the intensity.

But instead of gentleness afterward, he immediately moves up my body with predatory intent.

"Now for the real test," he says, his massive cock already hard and ready. "Let's see how much you can take."

When he pushes inside me, the stretch is overwhelming. The magical enhancement makes me feel every ridge and vein of his thick length as he fills my still-sensitive cunt.

"Gods, you feel incredible," he groans, his eyes locked on my face as he starts to move. "So tight and hot around my cock. Like your pussy was made to be fucked by me."

"Yes," I gasp, my legs wrapping around his waist to pull him deeper. "Made for you. Only you."

The rhythm he sets is deep and claiming, each thrust hitting places inside me that make stars burst behind my eyes. But it's more than physical—I can feel power changing between us, invisible threads growing stronger with each connection.

"Feel that," he pants, his pace increasing. "Feel how we're bonding. How your magic is reaching for mine."

He's right. There's energy building between us that has nothing to do with physical pleasure and everything to do with power recognizing power.

"I can feel you," I sob as another climax builds. "In my mind, in my soul."

"And you'll feel me forever," he snarls, his thumb finding my clit while he pounds into me. "Bound to me in ways no human authority can break."

When I come this time, it's with power crackling around us—actual magical energy that makes the candles flare and the silk hangings flutter without any wind.

"Beautiful," he breathes, following me over the edge with a roar. "My powerful little witch, coming into her true strength."

As we lie tangled together afterward, I can still feel the magical energy humming between us. Stronger now, more solid.

"What happens next?" I ask against his chest.

"Next," he says, his arms tightening around me, "we decide if you're ready to become something the coven could never control. Something that belongs only to me."

"And if I'm not ready?"

His smile is sharp and dangerous. "Then we run, and hope they never find us."

Looking into his crimson eyes, feeling the power still pulsing between us, I realize there's really only one choice.

"I want to be yours," I whisper. "Completely. Forever."

"Then tomorrow night," he promises, "we complete what we started."


CHAPTER SIX

The magical pressure hits us at dawn.

I wake gasping, every nerve in my body screaming warnings I don't understand. Beside me, Krythol is already moving, power radiating from his form in waves that make the air shimmer.

"They're coming," he says, his voice carrying a new rumble that definitely wasn't there yesterday. "Faster than anticipated."

"How long do we have?"

"Hours." His crimson eyes burn with urgency as he turns to me. "The bonding needs to happen now, or they'll separate us permanently."

"What do you mean, separate us?"

"Binding spells. Banishment. They have ways of ensuring I can never reach you again." His jaw clenches. "I won't lose you, Lyra. Not when I've finally found something worth existing for."

The desperation in his voice breaks open my chest. This powerful creature, afraid of losing me.

"Then we do it now," I say, sitting up despite the magical pressure that makes my skin feel too tight. "Complete the bonding."

"Are you certain?" He searches my face for any hint of doubt. "Once this is done, there's no going back. You'll be changed forever."

"I'm already changed," I point out, feeling the truth of it in my bones. "The question is whether I become something they can control or something they can't touch."

His smile is brilliant with relief and joy. "My brave little witch, choosing power over safety."

But before he can begin whatever ritual is required, another wave of magical pressure crashes over us. This time it's accompanied by voices—distant but growing closer.

"Master Hester," I whisper, recognizing the cadence. "And others."

"The full circle, most likely." Krythol's expression hardens. "They're not just coming to retrieve you—they're coming to eliminate the threat you represent."

"Then we need to hurry."

"Yes," he agrees, beginning to gather materials I don't recognize. "But Lyra, you need to understand what's about to happen. The bonding isn't just magical—it's physical, emotional, spiritual. Every part of you will be changed."

"Changed how?"

"Enhanced," he explains, arranging what looks like a ritual circle around our nest of furs. "Stronger, faster, longer-lived. Your magical abilities will be magnified beyond anything human. But you'll also be bound to me in ways that go beyond choice or desire."

"Bound how?"

"You'll need me," he says with brutal honesty. "Not just want—need. My presence, my touch, my essence. We'll be two halves of a whole, incomplete without each other."

The implications should terrify me. Instead, they send warmth flooding through my chest. "And you'll need me the same way?"

"I already do," he admits, vulnerability clear in his expression. "Three thousand years of existence, and nothing has ever mattered like you do."

Another wave of pressure, stronger this time. Footsteps on the stairs.

"Now," I say firmly. "Do it now."

He doesn't waste time with further explanation. Power flows from him as he speaks words in that ancient tongue, and immediately the air around us becomes thick with magical energy.

"Lie back," he commands, and something in his voice compels obedience. "Let the magic work through you."

When his mouth finds my breast, the sensation is magnified beyond anything we've shared before. Not just physical pleasure, but waves of energy that seem to rewrite my very essence with each pull of his lips.

"Gods," I gasp, my back arching off the furs. "What's happening to me?"

"Transformation," he explains against my skin, his voice already sounding different. Deeper. More resonant. "Your human limitations being burned away."

His free hand finds my pussy, already wet and aching despite the magical chaos surrounding us. When he slides three fingers inside me, the stretch feels different—better, more intense, like my body is adapting in real time.

"You're changing," he observes with dark satisfaction, his thumb working my clit while he continues to nurse from my breast. "Becoming what you were meant to be."

The dual sensation of his mouth and his skilled fingers drives me toward climax with impossible speed. But when it hits, it's unlike any orgasm I've experienced—power explodes through me along with physical pleasure, crackling around us like lightning.

"That's it," he growls, pulling back to look at my face. "Let the magic remake you."

But we can hear voices in the corridor now. Close. Too close.

"I need to be inside you when it completes," he says urgently, positioning his massive cock at my entrance. "The final bonding requires complete joining."

When he pushes inside me, the sensation is overwhelming. Not just because of his size—though he feels even larger now—but because I can feel our essences beginning to merge. His thoughts touching mine, his power flowing into me.

"Hold on," he warns, beginning to move with desperate urgency. "This is going to be intense."

The claiming that follows is primal, desperate, magical. Each thrust sends more power coursing through me, changing me on a molecular level. I can feel myself becoming stronger, more resilient, fundamentally altered.

"Mine," he snarls, his pace becoming brutal as the bonding reaches its peak. "Forever mine. No power in any realm can separate us now."

"Yours," I sob, meaning it with every fiber of my changing being. "Always yours."

When the final surge of power hits us, it's accompanied by the most intense orgasm of my life. I scream his name as pleasure and magic crash through me simultaneously, rewriting everything I thought I knew about my own limitations.

The transformation completes just as the door to my chamber explodes inward.

Master Hester stands in the doorway, flanked by three other coven members I don't recognize. But instead of the simple apprentice chamber they expect to find, they face impossible luxury and two beings crackling with more power than they've ever encountered.

"Lyra?" Master Hester's voice carries shock and something that might be fear. "What have you done?"

I sit up slowly, still joined with Krythol, and feel the new strength flowing through me. When I speak, my voice carries harmonics that make the walls tremble.

"I chose," I say simply. "I chose love over fear, power over submission."

"You chose damnation," one of the other coven members snarls, beginning to weave what looks like a binding spell.

The magic strikes our joined forms and dissolves. Like raindrops hitting heated stone.

Krythol's smile is sharp and dangerous. "You seem to have misunderstood the situation. She's not your lost apprentice anymore. She's my bonded mate, enhanced by demon magic and protected by powers you can't begin to comprehend."

"This is an abomination," Master Hester says, but I can hear the uncertainty in his voice. "Lyra, come with us now and we can still—"

"Still what?" I interrupt, rising from the furs with fluid grace that feels nothing like my old clumsy movements. "Still curse me? Still treat me like something shameful to be hidden?"

"We were trying to help you," he insists.

"You were trying to control me," I correct. "Just like you're trying to control this situation. But I'm beyond your authority now."

To prove my point, I extend one hand toward the doorway. Power flows from me effortlessly, and suddenly there's a barrier of solid energy blocking their exit.

"You have two choices," I continue, feeling Krythol's approval through our new bond. "Leave us in peace, or learn exactly how dangerous it is to threaten what belongs to a demon."

The coven members exchange uncertain glances. Whatever they were expecting to find, it wasn't this—two beings so thoroughly bonded that separation is impossible, powered beyond their ability to control or contain.

"This isn't over," Master Hester says finally.

"Yes," I reply with certainty. "It is."

The barrier dissolves, and they retreat. Quickly.

When we're alone again, I turn to find Krythol watching me with awe.

"How do you feel?" he asks softly.

I take inventory of my changed form—enhanced strength, magical abilities I can barely comprehend, and underneath it all, a connection to him so profound that separation is unthinkable.

"Complete," I say finally. "Like I've been waiting my entire life to become this."

"And now?"

I smile, feeling power and contentment flow through our bond. "Now we have forever to explore what we've become together."

His smile is brilliant with love and promise. "Forever," he agrees, pulling me back into his arms. "And I intend to treasure every moment of it."

As he claims my mouth in a kiss that tastes of magic and eternity, I realize the cursed apprentice is truly gone. In her place is something new—powerful, loved, and completely free.

Finally, finally free.


CHAPTER SEVEN

I wake to fire burning through my veins.

Not pain—transformation. Power rewrites my cells, reshapes my bones, floods my nervous system with electricity that makes me arch off the silk sheets with a cry of shock and pleasure.

"Easy," Krythol's voice comes from somewhere above me, rich with satisfaction and concern. "Let the magic work through you. Don't fight it."

"What's happening to me?" I gasp, watching crimson sparks dance between my fingers as I flex them.

"The bonding is completing," he explains, settling beside me to stroke patterns on skin that now glows with subtle luminescence. "Your human limitations are burning away, being replaced with abilities that match my own."

As if to prove his point, another wave of transformation crashes through me. I feel my bones growing denser, stronger. My muscles tighten and rebuild themselves with supernatural resilience. My senses sharpen until I can hear his heartbeat, smell the residual magic in the air, see details in the shadows that should be invisible.

"Fuck," I breathe, sitting up with grace that feels foreign to my formerly clumsy body. "Everything is... more. Brighter, clearer, intense."

"Enhanced strength, speed, magical capacity," he confirms, his hands tracing the changes with obvious pride. "Your lifespan now matches mine—centuries instead of decades."

The implications hit me hard. "I'm going to outlive everyone I've ever known."

"Everyone except me," he corrects, pulling me against his chest. "We're bound now in ways that go beyond mortal understanding. What affects one affects the other."

To demonstrate, he deliberately presses his thumb into his palm hard enough to draw blood. Immediately, I feel the sharp pain echo through my own hand.

Can you feel this? his voice whispers directly into my mind.

I gasp at the intimacy of it—not just hearing his thoughts, but feeling the warmth of his mental presence beside my own consciousness. Yes, I think back, and his smile confirms the connection works both ways.

"The bond grants us many abilities," he explains aloud. "Shared sensation, telepathic communication, enhanced magical resonance. But most importantly..."

He trails off as the familiar ache builds in my chest, faster and more intense than ever before. I look down to see my breasts visibly swelling, growing heavier with milk that carries actual magical weight.

"Gods," I breathe, pressing my hands to the fullness. "That's incredible. I can actually feel the power in it."

"Because your body recognizes its true purpose now," he says, his pupils dilating with hunger. "Nourishing your demon mate with gifts that will strengthen us both."

When his mouth closes around my nipple, the relief is electric. But more than physical satisfaction—I can feel power flowing between us, my enhanced milk carrying magical energy that makes him groan with pleasure against my skin.

"Incredible," he pants between pulls. "You taste of starlight and magic. Pure energy made sustenance."

His crude praise sends heat spiraling through my enhanced body. When his free hand finds my pussy, already slick with arousal, every touch feels magnified tenfold.

"Your touch burns," I gasp, my back arching as he slides two fingers inside my tight hole. "Like electricity racing through my nerves."

"Because you can feel my desire directly now," he explains, working me with devastating skill. "My hunger for you, my need to claim and possess every inch of your exquisite body."

The dual sensation of his mouth at my breast and his fingers deep inside me drives me toward climax with supernatural speed. But when it hits, power explodes outward—actual magical energy that shatters a mirror across the room and leaves scorch marks on the stone walls.

"Look at you," he praises, watching my face as waves of pleasure crash through me. "My powerful little mate, learning to channel magic through ecstasy."

"Did I do that?" I stare at the destruction, awed and slightly terrified.

"We did that," he corrects with dark satisfaction. "Every climax will release magical energy now. The more pleasure I give you, the stronger we both become."

Before I can fully process this information, he's positioning his impressive cock at my entrance. When he pushes inside, the sensation is overwhelming—not just his size, but the way my transformed body responds to him.

"Fuck, you feel different," he groans, beginning a slow rhythm that has me clawing at his shoulders. "Tighter, more responsive. Your cunt was remade to fit my cock."

He's right. Every thrust hits places inside me that send electricity through my entire nervous system. When he leans down to feed from my other breast while still fucking me, the combination threatens to overload my enhanced brain.

"Mine," he snarls against my skin, his pace becoming brutal. "My mate, my equal, my ideal fucking partner."

"Yours," I sob, meeting his thrusts with strength that surprises us both. "Always yours."

When we both come, the magical backlash is devastating. Three windows explode outward, deep gouges appear in the stone floor, and power cascades through every surface in the chamber. I feel his hot seed flooding my pussy while my own release sends energy crackling like visible lightning.

"We're going to bring down the whole tower if we keep this up," I observe breathlessly, staring at the destruction.

"Then we'll need to learn control," he agrees, still buried deep inside me. "But first, let me test your new abilities properly."

What do you mean? I think to him, marveling at how easy the mental communication feels.

Instead of answering, he withdraws from me and moves to stand across the chamber. "Try to reach me without moving from the bed."

I frown, not understanding what he wants. Then instinct takes over. I extend my hand toward him, and crimson energy flows from my fingers in visible streams. The magic wraps around his waist and pulls him back to me with gentle but irresistible force.

"Impressive," he says with genuine pride as he settles beside me again. "Most newly bonded take weeks to develop that level of control."

"It felt natural," I admit, studying the lingering sparks around my fingers. "Like the power was waiting for me to use it."

"Because it was. You were meant for this transformation, sweet witch. Your body, your soul, everything about you was ready to accept enhancement."

As if to prove his point, the ache builds in my chest again—faster than it's ever been before. I look down to see my breasts visibly fuller, heavier with magically charged milk.

"Already?" I breathe.

"The transformation process requires enormous energy," he explains, moving to settle between my thighs with obvious hunger. "Your body is producing extra to fuel the changes."

This time when his mouth finds my nipple, the sensation is even more intense. Each pull sends pleasure racing through my entire body, while the magical energy flowing between us makes the air shimmer with power.

"So sweet," he groans against my breast. "So rich and potent. I could drink from you for hours."

"Then do it," I demand, surprising myself with my boldness. "I want to feel what this enhanced body can handle."

His smile is sharp with approval and hunger. "My brave little mate, learning to embrace her new nature."

What follows is the most intense feeding we've ever shared. He alternates between my breasts with ravenous hunger while his free hand works between my thighs, finding places that make me scream with pleasure. Each climax I experience sends more magical energy cascading through the chamber, until the very air crackles with residual power.

"More," I demand when he pauses to catch his breath. "I can take more."

"Greedy little witch," he praises, positioning himself to enter me again. "Learning what this body was made for."

When he slides into my soaked pussy this time, I can feel every ridge and vein of his impressive length with supernatural clarity. The enhanced sensitivity makes me sob with pleasure as he begins moving with careful control.

"Tell me what you feel," he commands, his voice rough with desire.

"Everything," I gasp, my enhanced body processing sensation that should be overwhelming. "Every thrust, every heartbeat, every breath. Like you're claiming not just my body but my very essence."

"Because I am," he confirms, his rhythm becoming more demanding. "Body, soul, magic—all of it mine now."

The possessive words send me racing toward another earth-shattering climax. When it hits, the magical backlash is so intense that cracks appear in the stone ceiling.

"We need to be more careful," I observe as dust rains down on us.

"We need practice," he corrects, pulling me up to straddle his lap. "Learning to control and channel this power instead of letting it run wild."

The new position lets me feel the full scope of our transformation. Every movement sends sparks dancing between us, every touch carries magical weight, every kiss tastes of power barely contained.

"How do I learn control?" I ask, grinding down on his cock with my new strength.

"Like this," he says, placing his hands over mine. "Feel the energy building, but instead of letting it explode outward, direct it inward. Make it strengthen our bond instead of destroying the furniture."

I focus on the sensation he's describing, feeling the familiar buildup of magical pressure as pleasure mounts. But this time, instead of letting it escape, I pull it back into myself—into us.

The result is extraordinary. Instead of destruction, the energy flows between our bodies like visible light. Our skin glows with shared power, our bond strengthens until I can feel his thoughts without trying, and the pleasure builds to heights I never imagined possible.

"Perfect," he breathes as we move together in perfect synchronization. "See how much stronger we are when we work together?"

"Yes," I sob, feeling another climax building—this one controlled, focused, channeled into strengthening rather than destroying. "We're extraordinary together."

When release finally takes us both, it's with power that flows through our bond instead of exploding outward. I feel his seed filling me while magical energy cascades between us, making us both stronger, more connected, more complete.

"That's how we'll face whatever comes," he says as we lie entwined in the aftermath. "United, focused, channeling our power instead of letting it run wild."

"Speaking of what comes," I say, still marveling at the way our enhanced bodies recover so quickly, "you mentioned enemies. Others who might sense what I've become."

His expression grows serious. "Enhanced magical beings leave traces in the supernatural realm. Your transformation created ripples that certain entities will detect."

"What kind of entities?"

"Demon lords who might want to control or eliminate a potential threat. Angelic forces who see our bond as corruption. Other covens who view your power as dangerous competition."

The weight of his words settles over me, but instead of fear, I feel determination. "Let them come. Let them all see what we've become together."

"My brave little mate," he murmurs with obvious pride. "Ready to face the world with me."

"Ready," I confirm, testing my new abilities by making sparks dance between my fingers. "Whatever threats we face, we face them united."

Through our bond, I feel his protective fury and fierce love in equal measure. But there's also excitement—anticipation of the challenges ahead and confidence in our combined strength.

As we begin another round of claiming and feeding, magical energy flowing between us in controlled waves, I realize my old life is truly over. In its place is power, purpose, and partnership with the most incredible being I've ever encountered.

I love you, I think to him as his mouth finds my breast again.

And I love you, he responds, his mental voice warm with devotion. My enhanced mate, my ideal partner, my everything.

The bond between us pulses with shared satisfaction and anticipation for whatever comes next. We're no longer just demon and summoner, or even just lovers.

We're something new entirely.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The magical pressure returns at dawn, but this time it's different.

Instead of the probing searches from before, this feels like a sledgehammer against our defenses. Multiple sources of power converging on our location with hostile intent.

"They're here," Krythol says grimly, already moving to dress himself in the black leather that emphasizes his dangerous nature.

"How many?" I ask, though I'm already pulling on the simple apprentice dress that now feels like a costume from my former life.

"At least six. Master Hester, the three from yesterday, plus two others I don't recognize." His crimson eyes burn with controlled fury. "They've brought reinforcements."

Through our bond, I feel his protective instincts flaring alongside his anger. But there's also confidence—absolute certainty that nothing they can do will separate us now.

"Let them come," I say, power crackling under my skin in response to the threat. "Let them see what their former apprentice has become."

The confrontation happens in the main corridor outside my chamber, where the illusions Krythol maintained can't hide what we've become. Six members of the coven stand in a loose semicircle, their robes marking their ranks within the hierarchy.

Master Hester steps forward, his face grim with determination and genuine sorrow. "Lyra, please. End this madness before it goes too far."

"Too far?" I laugh, and the sound carries harmonics that make the stone walls vibrate. "You cursed me, abandoned me, left me to suffer in shame for months. Now you're concerned about things going too far?"

"We were trying to teach you humility," Elder Matthias interjects, his voice sharp with disapproval. "To cure you of the pride that made you think you deserved better than your station."

"My station?" Power builds in my voice, making the corridor temperature drop noticeably. "You mean my place as your whipping girl? Your cautionary tale about the dangers of ambition?"

"Lyra," Master Hester tries again, raising one hand in what's probably meant to be a calming gesture. "I know you feel wronged, but binding yourself to a demon—"

"I didn't bind myself to anything," I interrupt, stepping closer so they can see the power burning in my transformed eyes. "I chose love over fear. I chose someone who values me over people who see me as disposable."

"You chose corruption," one of the new arrivals snarls—a scarred woman whose power signature marks her as a battle-mage. "Demonic influence that's rotted your soul. We should have killed you the moment we sensed the change."

She begins weaving what looks like a binding spell, but not the gentle restraints they used before. This is combat magic, designed to trap and potentially harm.

The spell hits me square in the chest and dissolves like mist against sunlight.

"Interesting," I say mildly, feeling their shock ripple through the magical atmosphere. "Is that the best you can do?"

"Impossible," the battle-mage breathes. "That was a sixth-circle binding. Nothing human could—"

"But I'm not human anymore, am I?" I interrupt, letting power flow around me in visible waves. "That's rather the point."

The burst of energy I release sends all six of them stumbling backward, their own magical defenses barely holding. Not enough to seriously harm—I'm not ready to become a killer—but sufficient to make my point crystal clear.

"You seem confused about our relative positions," I continue, advancing on them with predatory grace. "So let me clarify: I'm no longer your apprentice. I'm no longer bound by your authority. I'm new, powerful, created through your own ignorance and cruelty."

"This is an abomination," Elder Matthias spits, though he doesn't try another attack. "The corruption of natural order—"

"The corruption of your expectations," Krythol corrects, stepping up beside me with fluid menace. "You created exactly what you feared most, then act surprised when she refuses to be controlled."

"Created what?" Master Hester asks, genuine confusion replacing some of his determination.

"Did you really think your curse was original?" I ask with dark amusement. "Forced lactation without pregnancy? That's not punishment magic—that's preparation magic. You made me into the ideal vessel for demon bonding without even realizing it."

The color drains from Master Hester's face. "That's not possible. The texts we used—"

"Were written by demons," Krythol finishes with predatory satisfaction. "Planted in your libraries centuries ago, waiting for the right combination of ignorance and cruelty to activate them. You've been manipulated, Master Hester. Used as tools to create exactly what you thought you were preventing."

"Lies," Elder Matthias snarls, but his voice carries less conviction now. "Demonic deception—"

"Prove it," I challenge, power crackling around me like visible lightning. "Test your precious curse-breaking magic against what I've become. See if your 'punishment' can be undone now that I've embraced its true purpose."

The battle-mage steps forward, beginning to weave complex patterns in the air. "Gladly. Whatever corruption you've accepted, it can be cleansed—"

Her spell is more sophisticated this time, designed specifically to sever supernatural bonds and restore natural states. The kind of magic that should tear apart any demonic enhancement.

It strikes me and shatters instantly, the backlash sending her to her knees with blood streaming from her nose.

"Fascinating," I observe, studying her with clinical interest. "Your magic recognizes that what I've become isn't corruption at all. It's evolution."

"How?" Master Hester whispers, staring at me like I'm some creature from nightmares.

"Because the bond between us is built on choice, not compulsion," Krythol explains with evident pride. "She didn't just accept demonic enhancement—she chose it. Embraced it. Made it part of who she is rather than fighting against it."

"The texts described forced binding," the battle-mage gasps, wiping blood from her face. "Demons claiming unwilling vessels—"

"Because those were the texts demons wanted you to find," I say with growing understanding. "They told you exactly what you expected to hear about demonic corruption, while hiding the real magic in plain sight as 'punishment' spells."

The silence that follows is heavy with implications. I watch as understanding dawns on their faces, see the moment they realize they've been played for fools.

"Even if that's true," Master Hester says finally, "we can't let you remain here. Your presence endangers everyone in the area. Other demons will be drawn to what you've become."

"Then it's fortunate we won't be staying," I reply. "This place holds nothing for me now but painful memories."

"Where will you go?" he asks, and I'm surprised to hear genuine concern in his voice.

"Wherever we choose," Krythol answers. "My mate is no longer bound by mortal limitations or human jurisdictions."

"Your mate?" Elder Matthias looks physically ill. "You've perverted the sacred bonds—"

"I've found love," I interrupt firmly. "Real, mutual, chosen love. Not whatever you'd recognize if it burned your scrolls and rewrote your precious traditions."

"This isn't over," he snarls, but the others are already backing toward the stairs.

"Yes," I say with absolute certainty, "it is. Go back to your coven and tell them what you've learned here. Tell them that the girl they cursed found worth more than their approval."

They retreat without another word, though I can feel their resentment and fear through the lingering magical traces. They'll spread word to other covens, warn them about the dangerous rogue who chose demon bonding over human authority.

Good. Let them spread the word. Let every magical community know that some people refuse to accept shame as their natural state.

"That went better than expected," Krythol observes as we return to our chamber.

"Did it? We're probably going to have enemies everywhere now."

"We were always going to have enemies," he points out, beginning to strip out of his leather with obvious intent. "At least now we've chosen them ourselves."

When his hands find me, pulling me against his heated body, I realize I'm shaking—not with fear, but with residual power and adrenaline from the confrontation.

"You were magnificent," he murmurs against my throat. "Absolutely terrifying and completely mine."

"Yours," I agree, already responding to his touch with enhanced sensitivity. "Always yours."

When he kisses me this time, it tastes like victory and power and the promise of freedom. Whatever comes next—enemies, challenges, entire worlds trying to separate us—we'll face them together.

His mouth trails down my body with urgent hunger, and when he speaks against my skin, his voice carries the weight of oath and promise.

"My mate," he growls, claiming my breast with possessive intensity. "My partner. My equal in all things."

"Show me," I challenge, my own voice rough with need and newfound confidence.

He answers by lifting me effortlessly, pressing my back against the stone wall with strength that would have crushed my human form. Now I match his power, wrapping my legs around his waist as he drives into me with supernatural force.

"Fuck yes," I snarl, my nails raking down his back hard enough to draw blood. "Use that demon strength on me."

Each thrust slams me against the wall, the impact sending spider cracks through the ancient stone. My enhanced pussy grips his cock like a vice, milking every ridge and vein as he pounds into me with brutal intensity.

"Look what you do to me," he growls, one hand fisting in my hair while the other supports my weight. "My exquisite little mate, taking demon cock like she was made for it."

"I was made for it," I gasp, power crackling between us with each collision. "Made to be fucked by you, owned by you, claimed by—"

My words dissolve into screams as he hits that spot inside me. The orgasm that rips through me sends lightning dancing across the walls, leaving scorch marks in jagged patterns around us.

But he doesn't stop. If anything, my climax drives him to greater heights of possessive fury. He carries me to the bed, throws me down on the silk, and spreads my thighs with hands that shake from barely controlled need.

"Mine," he snarls, diving between my legs with ravenous hunger. "My mate's sweet cunt, dripping with my seed."

His tongue works me with demonic skill, licking and sucking until I'm sobbing his name and clawing at the silk sheets. When I come on his mouth, the magical backlash shatters the remaining windows and leaves deep gouges in the floor.

"More," I demand, hauling him up my body with strength that matches his own. "I want your cock in my mouth while you drink from my tits."

He groans at my crude demand, positioning us so I can take his impressive length between my lips while he latches onto my aching breast. The dual sensation—his cock hitting the back of my throat while he drinks deeply from my enhanced milk—sends us both spiraling toward climax again.

When he comes, flooding my mouth with his hot seed, I feel power surge between us so violently that chunks of stone fall from the ceiling. We're both marked now—bite marks on my throat, scratches across his shoulders, bruises that will fade in hours thanks to our enhanced healing.

"Gods," I pant, licking his taste from my lips while power still crackles under my skin. "We're going to bring down the whole tower if we keep this up."

"Then we'll find somewhere more durable," he says, pulling me against his chest with possessive satisfaction. "Somewhere we can fuck without worrying about structural damage."

I laugh, the sound carrying harmonics that make the cracked walls vibrate. Six months ago, I would have been horrified by such crude talk. Now it makes me feel powerful, desired, completely free to be exactly who I am.

"Speaking of which," he continues, his hands already stroking my skin with renewed interest, "we should discuss our immediate plans."

"Plans?" I ask, though I'm distracted by the way his touch sends heat racing through my enhanced body.

"This place is compromised now. The coven will return with reinforcements, or send word to authorities who might try to contain us." His fingers find my still-slick pussy, making me gasp. "We need somewhere secure to establish ourselves."

"Where?" I breathe, my hips moving against his hand without conscious thought.

"I know a place," he says, sliding two fingers inside me with practiced ease. "An abandoned fortress in the northern mountains. Built centuries ago by a demon lord who wanted privacy for his... activities."

The way he says 'activities' while working his fingers inside me makes his meaning clear. "What kind of activities?"

"The kind we've been engaging in," he says with dark amusement, adding a third finger that makes me cry out. "It's warded against magical surveillance and built to withstand supernatural combat. Ideal for a newly bonded pair who might face challenges to their authority."

"Sounds excellent," I gasp, already racing toward another climax. "When do we leave?"

"Soon," he promises, his thumb finding my clit. "But first, let me claim you properly one more time in the place where we began."

When he moves between my thighs and slides his impressive cock inside my ready pussy, I know this is our goodbye to this chapter of our story. Tomorrow we'll begin building our own future.

"My mate," he growls as he begins moving with devastating precision. "Ready to conquer the world with me? Let's build our forever."


CHAPTER NINE

We leave the tower at midnight, when the moon is dark and scrying eyes are blind.

Krythol carries our few possessions in a pack that seems far too small for everything we're taking—another demonstration of demonic magic that I'm still learning to accept as normal. I wear my simplest traveling dress, though underneath I can feel power humming through my enhanced body like electricity waiting to be unleashed.

"How far?" I ask as we pick our way down the mountain path, following routes that exist more in Krythol's ancient memory than on any map.

"Five days by foot," he says, his voice barely above a whisper in the darkness. "Longer if we encounter complications."

"What kind of complications?"

His crimson eyes sweep the shadows around us with predatory alertness. "Other demons sensing what you've become. Territorial disputes. Magical authorities who haven't learned to leave us alone."

The thought of more confrontations makes my stomach clench, but Krythol's steady presence beside me reassures me. Whatever we face, we'll face it together.

We walk in comfortable silence for the first hour, our enhanced senses picking up details the darkness would hide from normal humans. Night birds calling warnings to each other. The rustle of small creatures in the underbrush. The distant howl of something that's definitely not a wolf.

"Tell me about the fortress," I say when the mountain path levels out into easier terrain. "How did you know about it?"

"I knew its former owner," Krythol replies, his voice taking on the distant quality that means he's accessing very old memories. "Lord Vex'tar. A demon of considerable power who valued his privacy above all else. More than that—he was my mentor, centuries ago."

"Your mentor?"

"When I was young by demon standards, barely three hundred years old, Vex'tar took interest in my potential. He taught me advanced magic, combat techniques, the subtleties of power that can't be learned from books." Krythol's expression grows soft with old affection. "He was the closest thing to family I had after my own bloodline scattered."

"What happened to him?"

"Time," Krythol says simply. "Even demons don't live forever, though we endure much longer than mortals. But before he chose to fade, he called me to his deathbed. Told me the fortress would be mine when I was ready for it—when I had found something worth protecting besides myself."

"He knew you'd find me?"

"He knew I was lonely. Knew that all my power meant nothing without purpose." Krythol's hand squeezes mine gently. "He sealed the fortress with magic keyed to my essence, but dormant until I claimed it with someone I loved. A home that would only awaken when I was ready to truly share it."

The casual way he discusses such vast spans of time still makes me dizzy. "How old are you, really?"

"Three thousand years, give or take a century." His hand finds mine in the darkness, warm and reassuring. "Though I've only truly been alive since the night you summoned me."

The romantic sentiment wrapped in such an impossible timeframe makes my heart skip. "And the fortress has been empty since then?"

"Vex'tar designed it to remain hidden and protected until I was ready to claim my inheritance. The magical wards he placed recognize my authority, but more than that—they were waiting for me to arrive with love in my heart rather than just hunger for power." His voice grows warmer with anticipation. "The fortress will welcome us as the masters Vex'tar always intended."

As we continue walking, I become increasingly aware of the changes in my body since our bonding completed. Not just the enhanced strength and magical abilities, but subtler shifts. My stamina seems limitless—I could walk all night without tiring. My senses pick up details that would have been invisible before. And underneath it all, a constant low-level awareness of Krythol's presence that's both comforting and arousing.

"I can feel you," I say suddenly, the realization hitting me. "Even when I'm not concentrating on our bond. Like you're part of my own heartbeat."

"And I you," he confirms with obvious satisfaction. "The completed bonding creates permanent connection. I know when you're hungry, tired, aroused, content. Your emotions are as clear to me as my own."

"That doesn't concern you? No privacy, no separation?"

He stops walking and turns to face me, his hands framing my face with gentle reverence. "Sweet witch, I spent three thousand years alone. Privacy is the last thing I want from you."

When he kisses me, it's soft and thorough and filled with promise. Not the desperate claiming we've shared before, but something tender that speaks to the foundation we're building together.

We make camp beside a small stream, though 'camp' is a generous term for what Krythol conjures. Silk pavilion that appears from nothing, soft bedding that rivals our tower chamber, even a small fire that burns without fuel or smoke.

"Show off," I tease, settling onto cushions that feel impossibly real for magical constructs.

"I want you comfortable," he says seriously, beginning to unpack provisions that definitely weren't in that small bag. "The journey is necessary, but I won't have my mate suffering discomfort unnecessarily."

The care he shows touches something deep in my chest. Even fleeing our former life, he's focused on my wellbeing above all else.

"I'm not as fragile as I was," I point out, accepting the perfect meal he's somehow produced. "The bonding changed me, made me stronger."

"Stronger, yes. But still precious to me beyond measure." His crimson eyes burn with intensity that makes my pulse quicken. "I will always seek to provide for your comfort, your happiness, your every need."

As we eat, he tells me stories of his travels in ages past. Before his captivity, when he moved freely between realms and witnessed the rise and fall of entire civilizations. His voice carries wonder and melancholy in equal measure, painting pictures of a world far older and stranger than anything I imagined.

"You've seen so much," I say when he pauses in his tales. "Experienced things I can barely comprehend."

"And now I want to experience everything new with you," he replies simply. "To see the world fresh through your eyes, to build something that's entirely ours."

"What do you want to build?" I ask, genuine curiosity making me lean forward. "Beyond the fortress, beyond safety. What's your dream for our future?"

His expression grows thoughtful, distant. "For three millennia, I existed to serve others' ambitions. I want to discover what my own ambitions might be, given the chance."

"And?"

"Peace," he says immediately. "Contentment. A place where we can be exactly who we are without judgment or threat." His voice grows warmer. "Perhaps, eventually, a family. Little ones with your courage and my protective instincts."

The mention of children sends unexpected heat blooming in my chest. I've never seriously considered motherhood before, but the image of small beings that are part him, part me, part something entirely new...

The mention of children sends unexpected heat through my chest, but also uncertainty. In the world I came from, family meant obligation, duty, expectation. Here with him, it would mean completely different things.

"I've never really thought about it," I admit. "Children, I mean. My life before you was about surviving each day, hiding what I was."

"And now?" he asks gently.

"Now everything feels possible," I say, the truth of it surprising me. "But also overwhelming. We're still figuring out what we are to each other, let alone what we might create together."

"There's no urgency," he assures me, his thumb stroking across my knuckles. "We have centuries to explore every possibility. The fortress, our bond, perhaps eventually a family—all in the time that feels right."

That night, as we lie together in the impossible luxury he's created in the middle of nowhere, I let myself imagine our future. Not just the immediate safety of the fortress, but years stretching ahead filled with discovery and growth and the deep contentment of being truly known.

The second day brings different terrain—rolling hills covered in forests that feel ancient beyond measure. Krythol navigates with confidence, but I notice him becoming more alert as we travel.

"What is it?" I ask during our midday rest.

"We're approaching the borders between human and supernatural territories," he explains. "The areas where jurisdiction becomes... complicated."

"Dangerous?"

"Potentially. There are creatures here who don't acknowledge human authority, but who might see you as either threat or opportunity."

As if to prove his point, we encounter our first supernatural beings that afternoon. A small group of what Krythol quietly identifies as wood spirits—beings that look almost human but carry an otherworldly grace that marks them as distinctly not mortal.

They block our path with polite but firm determination, their leader stepping forward with cautious curiosity.

"Travelers," she says, her voice carrying harmonics that make the forest around us seem to listen. "You carry mixed magics. Explain your business in our territory."

"Passage only," Krythol replies, his tone respectful but carrying subtle authority. "We seek no conflict with the forest folk."

"You are demon," she observes, then turns her attention to me with obvious surprise. "But you... you are something new. Human-born but changed. How fascinating."

"We're bonded," I say simply, stepping closer to Krythol's side. "Traveling to establish our own territory."

"Bonded," she repeats, wonder creeping into her voice. "True bonding, not simple contract or compulsion. We have not seen such in many ages."

The wood spirits exchange glances that communicate volumes. Finally, their leader nods with approval.

"Pass freely," she says. "And know that the forest wishes you well in your endeavors."

As they melt back into the trees with supernatural grace, I realize the importance of what just happened.

"They recognized us," I say as we continue walking. "Not as separate beings, but as something unified."

"Supernatural creatures understand bonds in ways humans rarely do," Krythol explains. "They sense the truth of what we've become—two halves of a stronger whole."

"Will others see it the same way?"

"Some will. Others will see only threat or opportunity." His hand finds mine, squeezing gently. "But together, we can handle whatever comes."

The third and fourth days test our endurance as we climb higher into mountain country where the air grows thin and the paths become treacherous. But I adapt easily to the challenges, my enhanced body needing little rest. Krythol watches me with obvious pride as I navigate terrain that would have been impossible before our bonding.

"You're growing stronger," he observes on the fourth evening as we make camp beside a crystal-clear mountain stream.

"I can feel it," I agree, marveling at how effortless the day's climb felt. "My body continues changing, discovering what it can do."

"The bonding process continues for months," he explains, conjuring our familiar comfortable shelter. "Your human limitations burn away gradually, replaced by capabilities that match your true nature."

"And what is my true nature?" I ask, genuinely curious.

His smile carries softness and fierceness simultaneously. "Powerful. Magnificent. Made to stand beside me as an equal in all things."

The fifth day brings us into high mountain country, where the air grows thin and the landscape becomes stark and beautiful. Krythol's mood improves dramatically as we climb, his steps becoming lighter with each mile.

"Almost there," he says, pointing toward a distant peak that seems to disappear into clouds. "Can you sense it?"

I concentrate, letting my enhanced awareness extend beyond my immediate surroundings. There—a pulse of power that feels ancient and welcoming, recognition calling to recognition.

"It knows we're coming," I realize with wonder.

"The wards recognize my magical signature," he confirms. "They're preparing to welcome their new masters."

As the sun begins to set on our fifth day of travel, we round a bend in the mountain path and I see our destination for the first time.

The fortress rises from the living rock like it grew there, black stone that seems to absorb and reflect light simultaneously. It's massive without being ostentatious, clearly designed for both comfort and defense. Ancient windows catch the dying light as watching eyes, and I swear I can see curtains moving in chambers that should be empty.

"Home," Krythol says simply, and the satisfaction in his voice is profound.

"It's incredible," I breathe, awed by the sight. "How did one demon create something so magnificent?"

"Centuries of work and unlimited resources," he replies. "Plus the kind of magical knowledge that comes from living through multiple ages of civilization."

As we approach the main gates, they swing open without any visible mechanism. The fortress is welcoming us, recognizing Krythol's authority and, by extension, mine.

The fortress Krythol led me to is everything he promised—ancient, impregnable, and suited to our needs. The previous owner clearly understood the requirements of supernatural beings who needed privacy for intense... negotiations.

"Any regrets?" Krythol asks, wrapping his arms around me from behind.

"None," I say firmly, leaning back against his strength. "This feels like home already."

"Good," he murmurs against my neck. "Because I have plans for you in every room of this fortress. Starting with that large bed I conjured in the master chamber."

"Just the bed?" I tease, turning in his arms.

"The bed, the bath, that thick rug by the fireplace, the dining table..." His eyes burn with promise. "Everywhere, my beautiful mate. I want to claim you in every corner of our new domain."

The thought sends familiar heat spiraling through me. "Then what are we waiting for?"


CHAPTER TEN

The first attack comes three weeks after our confrontation with the coven.

I'm sprawled naked across Krythol's chest, still breathless from the third climax he's wrung from my oversensitive body, when his hand suddenly covers my mouth.

"Stay quiet," he whispers, his voice urgent in my mind. We have company.

Through our bond, I feel his tension as he senses the magical signatures approaching our tower. My pussy is still slick with his seed from our marathon session, my thighs sticky with the evidence of how thoroughly he's claimed me this morning.

What is it? I think back, my nipples hardening against his chest as adrenaline mixes with residual arousal.

Rival demons, he replies grimly. They've heard about our bond, about your transformation. They want to see what we've become.

"More visitors who think they can take what's ours?" I ask, sitting up so my bare breasts sway enticingly above him.

"Worse," he says, his hands automatically cupping my tits possessively. "These aren't here to negotiate. They're here to test our strength."

"How many?" I grind down on his still-hard cock, making him groan despite the danger.

"Four. Ancient ones." His jaw clenches even as his hips thrust up into me. "They probably think a newly bonded pair will be easy prey."

"What do they want?" Though I can guess from the way his cock twitches inside me.

"You," he says simply, his hands tightening on my breasts. "A witch enhanced by demon magic is unprecedented. They want to study you, claim you, or destroy you."

Fury floods through me at his words. "Let them fucking try. Let them learn what happens when they threaten my mate's cock."

His smile is sharp and hungry. "That's my fierce little witch. Ready to defend what's ours?"

Instead of answering with words, I lean down to kiss him hard, tasting his possession and my own defiance. When I pull back, my lips are swollen and my pussy is clenching around his length.

"After we deal with them," he growls, "I'm going to fuck you so hard they'll hear you screaming my name from whatever realm I send them to."

We dress quickly—though I'm acutely aware of his seed still dripping down my thighs, marking me as thoroughly used. The demons are waiting in the courtyard, and I can see immediately that these aren't like Krythol. Where he radiates controlled power, these creatures barely contain their violence.

"So," their leader says, his voice like grinding stone, "this is the little mortal who thinks she can play with demon cock."

"I don't play," I reply, power crackling around me. "I excel at taking demon cock. Ask your betters who've tried to challenge us."

The crude confidence in my voice makes Krythol rumble with approval, and I feel his pride through our bond.

The attack comes without warning, but we're ready. Months of fucking have taught us to anticipate each other's movements, to respond as one unit rather than two separate fighters.

I catch the diving attacker with energy that sends him crashing into stone, while Krythol tears into the two flanking us with claws that draw actual blood. The violence is exhilarating, almost as arousing as our earlier lovemaking.

"Behind you," I warn, spinning to blast the leader as he tries to blindside Krythol.

"Together," Krythol says, reaching for my hand.

When our fingers interlock, power explodes outward—not just magical energy, but the combined force of our sexual bond, our physical connection, our complete unity.

"Enough," the leader gasps, raising clawed hands in surrender. "We've seen what we came to see."

"And what's that?" I ask, keeping my power ready.

"True bonding," he admits reluctantly. "Not just enhanced fucking, but genuine partnership that amplifies both participants beyond normal limits."

After they leave, I realize I'm shaking with adrenaline and arousal. Combat apparently turns me on almost as much as Krythol's skilled tongue.

"How do you feel?" he asks, pulling me against his chest.

"Fucking incredible," I admit. "And so wet I'm dripping."

His nostrils flare as he scents my arousal. "Violence is an aphrodisiac for demons. And apparently for demon-bonded witches as well."

"Prove it," I challenge.

He lifts me effortlessly, carrying me toward our tower while his hands roam possessively over my body. By the time we reach our chamber, I'm panting with need.

"You were magnificent down there," he praises, tearing away my clothes with supernatural speed. "My fierce little warrior, defending our territory like a queen."

"I loved it," I gasp as his mouth finds my throat. "The fighting, the power, the way we moved together."

"Strip," he commands, his voice carrying demonic authority. "I want to see every inch of what I'm about to claim."

I obey eagerly, revealing skin still flushed from battle and arousal. When I'm naked, he circles me like a predator, his gaze burning over my curves.

"Perfect," he growls. "My beautiful mate, ready to be thoroughly fucked as a victory celebration."

"Then stop talking and start fucking," I demand, boldness making me shameless.

He laughs, the sound dark and promising. "Demanding little witch. Get on the bed. On your hands and knees. I want to take you from behind while you're still high on battle-lust."

I position myself eagerly, arching my back to present my dripping pussy to his hungry gaze. When his tongue licks a long stripe from my clit to my entrance, I cry out loud enough to echo through the tower.

"Fuck, you taste even sweeter when you're victorious," he groans against my wet cunt. "Like triumph and arousal and my perfect little mate."

His crude praise makes me wetter. When he slides three fingers inside me while his tongue works my clit, I nearly collapse from the intensity.

"Please," I beg shamelessly. "I need your cock. Need to feel you claiming me."

"Greedy little cunt," he says approvingly, positioning his impressive length at my entrance. "Always wanting more, always ready to take everything I give you."

When he drives into me with one brutal thrust, the stretch is perfect. My enhanced body takes his demon cock easily, my pussy clenching around every ridge and vein.

"Gods yes," I moan, pushing back to take him deeper. "Fuck me like you mean it. Like you're marking me as yours."

"You are mine," he snarls, setting a punishing rhythm that has me screaming with each thrust. "My mate, my queen, my perfect little cocksleeve."

The degrading praise sends me racing toward climax. When he reaches around to rub my clit while pounding into me, I shatter completely.

"That's it," he growls as I convulse around his cock. "Come on my dick while I fuck you senseless."

But he doesn't stop. Instead, he flips me over and drives back inside before I've recovered, his mouth sealing over my nipple to drink from my aching breast.

"More," he demands against my skin. "Give me more of that sweet milk while I breed this tight cunt."

The dual sensation of his cock filling me and his mouth draining my breast sends me spiraling toward another climax. When it hits, magical energy crackles around us, leaving scorch marks on the stone walls.

"Perfect," he roars, following me over the edge. "My warrior goddess, taking my seed like the perfect mate you are."

As we collapse together, thoroughly fucked and completely satisfied, I realize defending our territory has become the ultimate aphrodisiac.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

The delegation arrives six months later, during the first real snowfall of winter.

I'm currently straddling Krythol's face while he devours my pussy like it's his last meal, his tongue working magic that has me gripping the headboard and grinding against his mouth shamelessly.

"Fuck," I gasp as he sucks my clit between his lips. "Right there, don't stop—"

The magical signatures approaching our tower interrupt my impending climax, and I curse creatively in three languages.

"Visitors," Krythol murmurs against my wet cunt, his breath making me shiver. "Formal delegation, by the feel of it."

"Right fucking now?" I ask, looking down at him with frustration. My pussy is dripping with arousal, my nipples hard as diamonds, and I was maybe thirty seconds from coming all over his skilled tongue.

"Twenty magical signatures," he confirms, pressing one last kiss to my swollen clit that makes me whimper. "Including what feels like minor demons. A proper embassy."

"They can wait," I decide, grinding down on his mouth again. "Finish what you started."

His laugh vibrates against my most sensitive places. "My insatiable little mate. Always wanting more pleasure."

"Always getting it from you," I counter, then cry out as he seals his mouth over my clit and sucks hard.

The orgasm hits like lightning, making me scream his name while magical energy crackles around us. By the time I can think clearly again, he's already moving me into position for his cock.

"Quick claiming before we receive them," he growls, sliding his impressive length inside my still-spasming pussy. "Need to mark you as thoroughly fucked before dealing with politics."

"Yes," I sob, meeting his brutal thrusts eagerly. "Want them to smell your seed on me when we meet them."

He pounds into me with supernatural force, both of us racing toward climax enhanced by the urgency of our situation. When he comes, flooding my cunt with his hot seed, I feel marked and claimed and ready to face whatever political bullshit awaits.

An hour later, we're seated in our enhanced main hall—me with his cum still leaking down my thighs beneath my formal robes, Krythol radiating satisfied possession beside me.

"Lord Krythol, Lady Lyra," the delegation leader says, offering respectful bows. "I am Magistrate Elena Blackthorne of the Northern Magical Council."

"Speak your purpose," I reply, letting power flow through my voice while secretly enjoying the feel of Krythol's seed slowly dripping from my well-fucked pussy.

"The Council has been monitoring your successful defense against supernatural threats," she explains. "Your... innovative approach to demon-mortal bonding has not gone unnoticed."

Through our bond, I feel Krythol's amusement at her diplomatic language for 'fucking a demon until you transform into something unprecedented.'

"We want to offer you formal recognition as an independent magical territory," she continues. "With full sovereignty and representation in Council decisions."

The political discussion that follows is interrupted twice by my body's enhanced needs. The first time, I excuse myself briefly to express milk that's built to painful levels, biting my lip to keep from moaning at the relief. The second time, Krythol's hand finds my thigh under the table, stroking higher until he's teasing my still-slick pussy through the fabric.

"Fuck," I whisper under my breath, trying to maintain composure while his skilled fingers work me toward another climax.

"The Council has also authorized a gift," Magistrate Blackthorne says, producing a crystalline scroll case while Krythol's thumb finds my clit through my robes.

I barely manage to accept the gift without gasping as he brings me right to the edge, then stops.

When the delegation finally leaves with promises to return for our answer, Krythol and I barely make it to our private chambers before we're tearing at each other's clothes.

"Talking politics while my cum was dripping out of your cunt," he growls, backing me against the wall. "Did it make you wet, knowing what we'd done while they spoke so formally?"

"Soaked," I admit breathlessly. "I kept thinking about your cock inside me while they discussed sovereignty and representation."

"Dirty little witch," he praises, lifting me so I can wrap my legs around his waist. "Getting aroused by power and politics and the memory of being thoroughly fucked."

When he drives into me against the stone wall, I'm already clenching around him from the extended foreplay of political negotiations while secretly horny.

"They want us to be leaders," I gasp as he pounds into me with brutal efficiency.

"Do you want that?" he asks, his rhythm becoming more demanding. "Want to rule alongside me? Command others while I command your perfect body?"

"Yes," I sob, the dual fantasy of power and submission sending me racing toward climax. "I want to build something with you that lasts beyond just us fucking each other senseless."

"A dynasty built on love and great sex," he agrees, reaching between us to rub my clit. "Founded by a witch who chose demon cock over conventional wisdom."

When I come, it's with a scream that probably reaches the departed delegation. Krythol follows immediately, roaring his satisfaction as he fills me once again.

"So we accept their offer?" I ask as we catch our breath, his cock still buried inside me.

"We accept," he confirms, already hardening again. "But first, we celebrate properly. I'm going to fuck you on every surface in this tower to mark our decision."

"Starting where?" I challenge, grinding down on his growing erection.

"Starting right here against this wall," he says, beginning to move again. "Then the dining table where we'll eat breakfast off each other's bodies. Then that altar where you first fed me. Then the library rug where I want to eat your pussy while you read political treaties."

As he claims me against the wall with renewed vigor, I realize our future is going to be built on exactly the foundation that brought us together—incredible sex enhanced by genuine partnership, with just enough political power to make things interesting.

"My queen," he pants against my throat, his thrusts becoming more urgent.

"My king," I reply, meeting his rhythm eagerly. "Now shut up and fuck me properly. We have a dynasty to build, and it starts with you making me come until I can't remember my own name."

His laugh is dark and promising as he carries me to the bed without pulling out. "As my lady commands."

He proceeds to make good on his promise, claiming me in every position we can think of until I'm a boneless, satisfied mess. By the time we're done celebrating our decision, the sun is rising and I'm thoroughly marked as his in every way that matters.

"Ready to rule the supernatural world?" he asks, stroking my sweat-dampened hair.

"Ready to rule it with you," I correct, pressing a kiss to his chest. "Though if all our political meetings involve you fingering me under the table, I might become a very enthusiastic leader."

"I'll make sure they do," he promises with a grin that's all sharp teeth and wicked intent. "After all, what's the point of power if you can't use it to keep your mate properly satisfied?"

As we plan our future between bouts of claiming each other senseless, I realize this is exactly what I want—partnership in every sense, built on love and lust and the certainty that whatever we create together will be worth the effort.

The political implications can wait. Right now, all that matters is his hands on my body and the knowledge that we're building something incredible together.

Forever. authority.

But tonight, we're simply Lyra and Krythol—mates, partners, and the foundation of everything we plan to build together.

Perfect in our love, unshakeable in our bond, and ready for whatever tomorrow brings.

Forever.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Three weeks into my reign, I discover that commanding a magical empire is almost as intoxicating as surrendering to my demon lord's cock.

Almost.

"The Northern Covens are requesting formal audience," Elena, my newly appointed chancellor, reports as I hold court in the obsidian hall Krythol conjured for our use. "They want to discuss tribute arrangements and magical trade agreements."

"Schedule them for next week," I say, power flowing through my voice in ways that make the assembled witches straighten with attention. "Any who wish to join our alliance will be welcomed. Those who don't..." I smile, watching several courtiers shift nervously. "Well, they'll learn what happens when they oppose us."

From his throne beside mine—carved from black stone and radiating menace—Krythol chuckles with dark satisfaction. "My Queen grows more decisive by the day. I approve."

The title sends heat spiraling through me, especially when he says it with that possessive edge that promises private consequences later. Our bond hums with shared authority now, enhanced by the magical connections flowing through me from twelve sworn covens representing over four hundred witches.

"Your Majesty," Marcus, our military advisor, steps forward with a scroll. "The border patrols report unusual activity near the Shadowmere territories. Unauthorized magical workings, possibly hostile."

I feel Krythol's protective instincts flare through our connection, his readiness to destroy threats evident in the way his claws extend slightly.

"Define unusual," I command, settling back in my throne.

"Scrying attempts focused on our capital. Divination magic trying to penetrate our defenses. And..." Marcus hesitates. "Reports of a gathering army. Mundane forces, but commanded by battle-mages."

"How many?" Krythol asks, his voice carrying undertones that make the temperature in the hall drop noticeably.

"Unknown. But enough to concern our scouts."

Through our bond, I feel his hunger for violence, his eagerness to crush anyone who dares threaten what we've built. But I've learned that ruling requires more subtlety than simple destruction.

"Send diplomatic envoys first," I decide. "Offer them the same choice we've given everyone else—join us or face the consequences. If they refuse..." I smile coldly. "Then my lord will handle the military response personally."

"Wise," Krythol murmurs approvingly. "Always try diplomacy before demonstrating why it's foolish to refuse."

"Your Majesty," a young witch approaches hesitantly, "there's been another challenge to your authority. The Shadowmere Coven claims your transformation makes you unfit to rule other witches."

The hall falls silent. Everyone waits to see how their Queen will respond to such direct insolence.

"How fascinating," I say mildly, rising from my throne with fluid grace. "And what exactly makes them authorities on fitness to rule?"

"They say no true witch would bond with a demon," the messenger continues nervously. "That your... enhancement... makes you an abomination rather than a legitimate leader."

Power builds around me like storm clouds gathering. Every candle in the hall flares with crimson flame as my will reshapes reality.

"I see," I say softly. "Tell the Shadowmere Coven they have seventy-two hours to swear fealty or face annihilation. And remind them what happened to the last group that questioned my legitimacy."

"Yes, Your Majesty," the messenger squeaks.

"Breathtaking," Krythol murmurs as I settle beside him again. "My Queen, commanding absolute respect through measured demonstration of power."

"Our power," I correct, though his praise makes my pussy clench with want. "I couldn't rule any of this without you."

"No," he agrees, his hand finding my thigh beneath the formal robes. "But watching you wield the authority we've built together makes me want to bend you over this throne and fuck you until you scream."

His crude whisper sends electricity racing up my spine. The combination of public power and private submission has become my greatest aphrodisiac.

"Control yourself," I murmur, though I'm pressing my thighs together to ease the ache building between them. "We're in session."

"Are we?" His fingers stroke higher, finding the edge of my underwear. "Because I'm thinking about dismissing court early for a private consultation."

Before I can respond, another advisor approaches with urgent news about grain shipments from our southern territories. But I can barely concentrate on trade negotiations when Krythol's skilled fingers are teasing me through silk, making me desperately aroused while maintaining my queenly composure.

"Your Majesty?" Elena prompts. "The southern lords are awaiting your decision."

"Approved," I manage, hoping my voice sounds more authoritative than breathless. "Standard tribute rates apply."

Krythol's thumb finds my clit through the fabric, pressing just enough to make me bite my lip. The bastard is enjoying this—getting me worked up while I'm trying to rule an empire.

"Court is dismissed," I announce abruptly, rising on shaking legs. "We'll reconvene tomorrow morning."

The moment we're alone in our private chambers, he's on me. His mouth crashes against mine while his hands tear at my formal robes with desperate hunger.

"You have no idea how arousing it is," he growls against my lips, "watching you command hundreds of witches while I make you wet under your royal gown."

"Bastard," I gasp as the silk falls away. "I could barely think straight."

"Good," he says, backing me against the wall. "I like knowing that even while ruling an empire, you're desperate for my touch."

When his mouth finds my breast, the relief is immediate and overwhelming. The familiar pressure has been building all morning, demanding attention with increasing urgency.

"Fuck yes," I moan as he drinks from me with ravenous hunger. "I've been aching for hours."

"I know," he says against my skin. "I could smell it on you during court. Could sense how desperate you were getting."

His free hand slides between my thighs, finding me soaked and ready. When he pushes three fingers inside my tight hole, I cry out at the stretch.

"My powerful Queen," he praises, working me with devastating skill. "So wet, so ready to be claimed by her demon lord."

"Please," I beg, my hips grinding against his hand. "I need your cock. Need to feel owned by you."

"Then take it," he commands, lifting me so I can wrap my legs around his waist. "Take what belongs to you."

When he drives into me with one brutal thrust, I scream loud enough to echo through the palace. My cunt stretches around his impressive length, taking every ridge and vein while he pins me against the stone wall.

"This is what you are," he snarls, pounding into me with supernatural force. "My Queen in public, my desperate little fucktoy in private."

"Yes," I sob, meeting his punishing rhythm eagerly. "Yours completely. Always yours."

The degrading praise combined with his ruthless claiming sends me racing toward climax with startling speed. When he reaches between us to rub my clit, I shatter completely.

"That's my good girl," he groans, following me over the edge with a roar that shakes the windows. "Coming on my cock like the perfect little slut you are."

As we catch our breath, still joined against the wall, I realize something has been different about my body lately. Not just the usual enhancement from our bond, but something more fundamental.

"Krythol," I begin hesitantly. "I've been... different recently."

"Different how?" he asks, immediately alert.

"Fuller. More sensitive. And my monthly cycle..." I trail off, realizing I can't remember when I last had one.

His expression transforms, nostrils flaring as he scents me more carefully. When understanding dawns, his smile is brilliant with wonder and possessive satisfaction.

"Sweet Queen," he breathes, dropping to his knees before me. "You're carrying our child."

The words hit me like lightning. Pregnant. I'm pregnant with Krythol's heir.

"Are you certain?" I whisper, though something deep in my soul already knows he's right.

"Completely," he confirms, pressing his ear to my still-flat stomach. "I can sense the developing life force. Our daughter, growing strong inside you."

"Daughter?"

"The magical signature is already distinct. Feminine, powerful, unprecedented." His hands frame my belly with reverent care. "Our heir will be the first of her kind—half-demon, half-witch, born to rule."

The magnitude of this revelation steals my breath. Not just personal joy, but political implications that could reshape our entire world.

"When?" I ask.

"Soon. You're perhaps six weeks along." He rises to cup my face with shaking hands. "How do you feel about that?"

"Terrified," I admit. "Ecstatic. Ready to give you the dynasty you deserve."

"Our dynasty," he corrects, kissing me with devastating tenderness. "Built on love, strengthened by power, secured through the child we've created together."

When he guides me to our bed and settles me among silk cushions, I realize everything has changed again. Not just our relationship, but our entire future.

"Will you still want me when I grow round with your child?" I ask, voicing my deepest fear.

His laugh is rich with genuine amusement. "Sweet witch, pregnancy will make you more beautiful to me, not less. Your body changing to accommodate our heir, growing fuller and more fertile every day..."

His hands stroke over my stomach with possessive reverence. "You will never be more desirable than when you're heavy with my offspring."

The promise sends arousal flooding through me, enhanced by hormones I'm only beginning to understand.

"Show me," I breathe.

What follows is the most tender claiming we've shared since our bonding. He worships every inch of my body with reverent passion, already treating me like the precious vessel carrying his heir.

"My fertile Queen," he murmurs as he moves inside me with careful strength. "My perfect mate, creating new life while ruling an empire."

"Our heir," I gasp, the dual reality of pregnancy and power overwhelming in the best possible way.

When climax takes us both, it feels like a blessing on our growing family. As we lie entwined afterward, his hand protective over our developing child, I realize we've entered a new phase entirely.

Not just rulers anymore, but dynasty founders. Not just mates, but parents of something unprecedented.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Six months into my pregnancy, I hold court from a throne designed for my changed body.

The sight of their Queen visibly, gloriously pregnant has profoundly affected our subjects. Some approach with awe, others with nervous respect, but all understand that our child represents the future of magical power in this realm.

"The Eastern Kingdoms have formally requested integration into the empire," Elena reports as I recline in my specially cushioned throne, one hand stroking the pronounced curve where our daughter moves with supernatural strength. "Full territorial merger, not just tributary status."

"Terms?" I ask, trying not to wince as another powerful kick reminds me of my daughter's developing abilities.

"Standard governance structure, with local lords maintaining administrative control under imperial oversight. They're offering twenty percent above normal tribute rates."

"Accepted," I decide. "Send confirmation and begin transition protocols."

"Your Majesty," Marcus approaches with barely contained excitement, "the magical scholars have completed their analysis of the Princess's developing abilities. The results are... extraordinary."

"Tell me," I command, though Krythol and I already sense much of our daughter's emerging power through our bond.

"She's manifesting abilities from both bloodlines simultaneously," Marcus explains. "Demonic strength and longevity combined with witch intuition and spellcraft. But more than that—she's creating entirely new forms of magic."

"New forms?"

"Power that bridges realms, abilities that shouldn't exist according to current magical theory. Your daughter isn't just half-demon and half-witch, Your Majesty. She's something unprecedented."

The implications send anticipation racing through me. Our child won't just inherit our empire—she'll have power to expand it beyond anything we've imagined.

"Fascinating," Krythol says from beside me, his hand joining mine on my belly. "Our little princess, already exceeding expectations."

"She gets that from her mother," I say with a smile, then gasp as another strong kick makes my point for me.

"Are you uncomfortable?" Krythol asks immediately, concern flooding through our bond.

"Just full," I admit, which has become my constant state as pregnancy has progressed. "She's demanding, this daughter of ours."

"Then perhaps," he says with familiar heat in his voice, "we should adjourn for your afternoon feeding."

The suggestion sends warmth flooding through my enhanced, hormone-charged body. Our intimate moments have become even more intense as my pregnancy has advanced, every sensation magnified by the changes in my body.

"Court dismissed," I announce, accepting Krythol's help rising from my throne. "Reconvene tomorrow."

But instead of heading to our private chambers, he guides me toward the great window that overlooks our thriving capital.

"I want to try something," he murmurs, positioning me before the glass.

From this height, the entire scope of our empire spreads below us. Markets bustling with commerce, magical academies training the next generation, homes where families live in peace under our protection.

"Look what we've built," he says, his hands settling over my rounded belly. "All of this exists because you chose courage over fear."

"We built it together," I correct, leaning back against his strength.

"And now look at you," he continues, beginning to unlace my formal gown. "My pregnant Queen, heavy with my heir, ruling an empire while your body creates new life."

The gown falls away, leaving me naked before the window. Anyone looking up from the city below could see their Queen displayed like this—pregnant, claimed, utterly owned by her Demon Lord.

"Someone could see," I whisper, though the thought sends molten heat straight to my core.

"Let them," he growls, his hands cupping my heavy, milk-laden breasts. "Let them see how their Queen is treasured. How completely she belongs to me even while ruling thousands."

When he begins massaging my aching breasts, milk beads immediately at my nipples. The sight of it, combined with being so exposed, makes me wet with arousal.

"So full," he observes with dark satisfaction. "So heavy with nourishment for me. Do you know how it affects me to see you like this?"

"Tell me," I gasp as he continues his maddening touches.

"It makes me want to claim you before the entire empire," he admits roughly. "To show them all that their powerful Queen melts for her mate's touch."

His hands guide me to bend forward slightly, bracing against the windowsill, my heavy breasts hanging full and ready. From this angle, anyone in the courtyard below could witness exactly what their rulers are doing.

"Krythol," I moan as he positions himself behind me. "What if—"

"Let them watch," he interrupts, sliding into my wet pussy with one smooth thrust. "Let them see how their Queen takes demon cock. How she comes apart for the male who owns her completely."

The combination of being filled so thoroughly while potentially being observed sends me racing toward climax faster than ever. When he reaches around to cup my breasts, milk flowing over his fingers, the dual sensation overwhelms me.

"That's it," he encourages, his rhythm building as he pounds into me. "Let them witness what you become when I claim you."

"I need you," I sob, my hips pushing back to meet his brutal thrusts. "Need this, need you filling me while our daughter grows inside me."

"And you'll have it," he promises, his pace becoming relentless. "Every day for eternity. My pregnant mate, always ready for me."

When climax crashes over me, I scream his name so loudly it echoes off the palace walls. My body convulses around his length while milk flows freely from my breasts, marking the window with evidence of our joining.

"Glorious," he roars, following me over the edge. "My fertile Queen, coming on my cock while carrying our heir."

As we stand there afterward, still joined, still breathing hard, I realize something profound about what we've become. We're not just mates or rulers—we're a force of nature, reshaping reality through sheer intensity of connection.

"More," I whisper, surprising us both with my boldness.

"More?" he asks with delighted amusement.

"I want you to take me on my throne," I say, heat flooding my cheeks. "I want to be claimed in the seat of our power."

His smile is brilliant and predatory. "My insatiable Queen, growing more demanding as her pregnancy advances."

He carries me back to the throne room, empty now that court has been dismissed. The great chair where I pass judgment and command thousands seems to pulse with accumulated authority.

"Sit," he commands, and I settle into the throne with legs spread, completely naked and aroused.

"Look at you," he breathes, kneeling between my thighs. "My pregnant Queen on her throne, ready to be worshipped."

When his mouth finds my cunt this time, the sensation is electric. Not just his skilled tongue, but the symbolism of being pleasured in the seat of our power.

"More," I demand, my hands fisting in his hair. "I want your cock in me while I sit on our throne."

"Demanding little Queen," he praises, rising to position himself at my entrance. "Always wanting everything I can give."

When he slides into me this time, the throne amplifies every sensation. I can feel our bond spreading through the entire palace, our power strengthening with each thrust.

"This is what true authority looks like," he growls, his rhythm relentless. "Not just commanding armies, but this. Us joined completely, creating life and ruling an empire simultaneously."

"Yes," I sob, my body racing toward another shattering climax. "This is what we were made for."

When he speaks the ancient words that trigger my release, the orgasm that tears through me shakes the palace foundations. I scream our triumph to the vaulted ceiling, voice echoing with supernatural power.

As evening falls and we prepare for our formal dinner with visiting dignitaries, I catch sight of myself in the mirror. Gone is the frightened girl who accidentally summoned a demon eight months ago. In her place stands a Queen—powerful, pregnant, absolutely certain of her place in the world.

The assembled nobles rise as we enter the dining hall, their respect genuine and their awe evident. Several avert their eyes with knowing looks, clearly having heard our afternoon activities.

"My lords and ladies," I say, settling into my chair with regal composure, "welcome to our table."

As the evening progresses, I feel our daughter responding to the energy around us, moving within me like she already understands she's part of something grand.

"A toast," one of the visiting dignitaries proposes, "to Their Majesties and the heir they carry. May your dynasty endure for a thousand years."

"To a thousand years," the hall echoes.

Later, as Krythol helps me from my formal gown, I realize something fundamental has shifted in how I see our future.

"We're creating something that will outlast us," I say, his hands lingering on every curve.

"We're creating something eternal," he corrects, settling me among silk cushions. "Love so powerful it reshapes reality, a family so strong it becomes legend."

When his mouth finds my breast for our evening feeding, the sensation carries the weight of everything we've shared today. The public claiming, the throne room worship, the knowledge that our entire empire understands how thoroughly I belong to him.

As I drift toward sleep in his arms, our bond humming with contentment, I know with absolute certainty that every moment of struggle was worth reaching this earned happiness.

*****

FIVE YEARS LATER

*****

"Mama! Mama! Watch me fly!"

I look up from nursing our newest addition—three-month-old Prince Byrin—to see four-year-old Princess Abbia hovering six feet off the ground, her tiny wings beating with fierce determination.

"Very impressive, sweetheart," I call out, keeping my voice steady despite the heart attack she's giving me. "But remember Papa's rule about flying indoors."

"But Mama," she protests, landing with supernatural grace that still amazes me, "the ceiling is so high!"

"Rules are rules, little dragon," Krythol says, scooping her up with one arm while settling beside me on our private balcony. "Save the aerial shows for outside."

Our daughter grins up at him with crimson eyes identical to his own, tiny horns just beginning to emerge from her dark curls. At four, she already displays more raw power than most adult witches, her combination of demonic strength and witch intuition proving as formidable as our scholars predicted.

"How's our prince?" Krythol asks, stroking Byrin's downy head as he nurses contentedly.

"Hungry as always," I say with a smile. "And growing incredibly fast. I think he's going to be even larger than his sister."

"Strong heirs for a strong dynasty," Krythol says with satisfaction.

Through our palace windows, I can see the bustling metropolis that's grown around our seat of power. Witches and demons living in harmony, magical research advancing exponentially, prosperity spreading throughout our ever-expanding territories.

"Any word from the Northern Expansion?" I ask, referring to our latest territorial acquisition.

"Complete integration ahead of schedule," he reports. "Apparently, news of your third pregnancy convinced the last holdouts to surrender gracefully."

I stroke my barely visible belly, where our next child grows. Three months along and already I can feel the developing life force, strong and magical and utterly ours.

"Three children under five," I marvel. "When I was hiding in that tower, ashamed of my gift, I never imagined any of this."

"I knew from our first feeding that you were destined for greatness," Krythol says with quiet certainty. "I just didn't realize how spectacular that greatness would become."

"We built it together," I correct, leaning into his warmth while our children play nearby. "Everything we have exists because we chose love over fear."

As Abbia practices levitating toys while baby Byrin gurgles happily in my arms, I realize we've created something that will endure long after we're gone. Not just an empire, but a new way of existence. Proof that love can transform curses into gifts, loneliness into family, shame into unshakeable pride.

"What are you thinking about?" Krythol asks, sensing my contemplative mood through our bond.

"Forever," I say simply. "How grateful I am that forever means spending it with you."

"And I with you," he replies, his arms encompassing our entire family. "My Queen, my mate, my everything."

Our bond pulses with shared contentment, enhanced by the lives we've created and the love that started it all. In the distance, I can hear our thriving empire—merchants calling their wares, children playing in streets, the general hum of a society built on the foundation of two hearts that found each other against all odds.

"Tell me the story, Mama," Abbia says, settling against my side with the precocious intelligence that marks her as her father's daughter.

"What story, sweetheart?"

"The one about the cursed witch and the lonely demon who found love and built a kingdom."

I smile, stroking her hair while Byrin continues nursing peacefully. "Once upon a time, there was a girl who thought she was broken..."

As I tell our story—edited for young ears but honest about the journey that brought us here—I watch Krythol's face transform with remembered wonder. The same expression he wore when he first tasted my gift and saw possibility where I saw shame.

As the sun sets over our kingdom, painting the sky in gold and crimson, I know with absolute certainty that every moment of struggle was worth it to reach this earned contentment.

Some curses, it turns out, are just blessings in disguise.

And some demons are exactly what we've been waiting for our entire lives.

"And they lived happily ever after?" Abbia asks sleepily.

"They lived," I correct gently, "completely and joyfully and together. Which is even better than happily ever after."

"Much better," Krythol agrees, his arms tightening around all of us. "Because real love isn't about endings—it's about beginnings that never stop."

Our bond hums with truth and satisfaction as our family settles into the peace we've built together. Tomorrow will bring new challenges, new territories to govern, new lives to protect under our rule.

But tonight, we're simply what we've always been at heart—two souls who found each other in the darkness and chose to build something luminous together.

Forever.
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