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I thought my converted church apartment was ironic. A goth girl living in an old house of God. Edgy, right?

Then I discovered the gargoyle on my roof wasn't just decorative. He'd been watching me. For three years. Every 2 AM session with my vibrator, every whispered fantasy about being claimed by something dark and inhuman—he heard it all.

Trapped in stone, unable to do anything but want.

When my blood accidentally shattered his binding, I didn't just free a statue. I released Ezekiel—a fallen guardian angel with black wings, red eyes, and a very detailed memory of every moan I've ever made.

Now he's bound to me. Warm where he was cold. Flesh where he was stone. And absolutely determined to make every dark fantasy I whispered into the night come true.

"You called to me every night, begging for your dark guardian. Well, here I am."

I accidentally freed a gargoyle with anger issues and a three-year head start on knowing exactly how to wreck me. I'm definitely keeping him.


CHAPTER ONE
RAVEN

Living in a converted church was supposed to be ironic. A goth girl in an old house of God, how edgy. But lately, weird shit kept happening that had nothing to do with my aesthetic choices.

Stone chips scattered across my balcony every morning. My decorative crosses kept turning upside down. And there was this constant feeling of being watched, especially at night when I touched myself.

Which I'd started doing with the curtains wide open because something about being watched made it infinitely hotter. Every night at 2 AM, I'd spread myself across my bed, fuck myself with my favorite toy until I came screaming for my "dark guardian" to claim me. Pure fantasy, obviously. But the exhibitionism thrill was real.

Tonight, I was done with the mystery. Three AM, full moon hanging heavy over the city, and I was climbing onto the roof to figure out what the hell was damaging the old gargoyle statue.

What I found broke my brain.

The gargoyle was moving. His stone hand clawed desperately at his chest, cracks spreading across the surface to reveal something underneath that pulsed with otherworldly light.

"What the fuck?"

His head snapped toward me. Those carved stone eyes fixed on mine with an intensity that made me instantly wet.

"You can see me." His voice was like gravel and sin. "You can actually see me moving."

I should have run. Instead, I stepped closer. "Yeah, kind of hard to miss the moving statue."

"The church was deconsecrated. The binding's failing. I'm trapped between forms." More stone cracked and fell away. "Three years of this torture."

"Three years?" That's when I'd moved in.

"Three years of watching you." His stone gaze burned into mine. "You're the one in 3B. The girl who fucks herself every night at exactly 2 AM while calling for her dark guardian."

Heat flooded my core. "You've been watching me?"

"I've been going insane watching you. Listening to you beg for exactly what I am while I'm trapped in stone, unable to touch you, unable to give you what you're screaming for."

My mouth went dry. The raw hunger in his voice made my panties flood with arousal.

"What's your name?"

"Ezekiel." Red light flickered in those stone eyes. "Touch me."

"What?"

"Your blood. You have Bennett blood—I can smell the magic in you. Your touch might free me."

I reached out without thinking. The moment my fingers touched his chest, the stone cracked like lightning. I jerked back, but the sharp edge had already sliced my palm. Blood dripped onto him.

The reaction was explosive. Light erupted as stone shattered away. When my vision cleared, there was no statue.

There was a god.

Six and a half feet of alabaster muscle. White hair falling to broad shoulders. Black horns curving from his temples. Red eyes that burned with hunger. Massive black wings spread wide.

And he was naked. Completely, gloriously naked with a cock that made my mouth water—pale, ridged, and already hard for me.

"You freed me," he said, voice now pure dark velvet. "The binding transferred to you. I'm yours now, Raven."

"Mine?"

"Body and soul. I exist for you now." He stepped closer, and I could see his cock twitch. "Three years of watching you pleasure yourself. Three years of wanting you. And now..."

"Now what?"

"Now I can finally give you everything you've been begging for."


CHAPTER TWO
EZEKIEL

Three years of watching her had been the sweetest torture. Every night, listening to her moan and beg for her "dark guardian" while I was trapped in stone. Watching her beautiful body arch as she came. Hearing her scream for someone to claim her.

Now I was free, and she was right there. So close I could smell her arousal.

"This is insane," she breathed.

"This is fate." I moved closer, backing her against the roof ledge. "You called for me every night. Your dark guardian. Here I am."

"I didn't know you were real."

"I'm real." I pressed against her, letting her feel how hard I was. "And I'm done watching. I need to taste you."

"Here? On the roof?"

"Here. Now. I've waited three years, Raven. I can't wait another second."

I dropped to my knees and pushed her skirt up. No panties. The scent of her arousal hit me like a drug.

"Fuck," I groaned. "You're dripping wet. Is this what happens when you realize your fantasy is real?"

"Ezekiel..."

"Already so wet for me," I growled, spreading her thighs wider. "All these years of watching you touch yourself, and now I finally get to taste what I've been craving."

I dragged my tongue through her folds, and she screamed. She tasted like heaven and sin, sweet and perfect and mine. My tongue was longer than human, more flexible, and I used every advantage to make her writhe.

"Oh god," she gasped, her hands fisting in my white hair. "Your tongue... it's so long..."

I fucked her with it, pushing deep inside while my thumb circled her clit. Three years of fantasizing about this, and the reality was better than anything I'd imagined. I could feel her thighs trembling, hear her breath catching.

"That's it," I murmured against her flesh. "Let me hear those sounds you make. The ones that drove me crazy every night."

I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it with my tongue while sliding two fingers inside her. She was so tight, so hot, clenching around my fingers like she was trying to pull me deeper.

"Ezekiel! Fuck, I'm going to—"

She came on my tongue, flooding my mouth with her pleasure. I drank her down, growling at the taste, but I didn't stop. Couldn't stop. I needed more.

"Too much," she gasped, trying to pull away.

"Never too much." I held her hips steady, pinning her against the ledge. "You're mine now, Raven. Your pleasure belongs to me. And I'm going to take every drop."

I pushed three fingers inside her, curling them to find that spot that made her scream. My tongue worked her clit relentlessly, and within minutes she was coming again, harder this time, her whole body shaking.

"Please," she sobbed. "I can't... it's too intense..."

"One more," I commanded, adding a fourth finger, stretching her. "Give me one more, and then I'll give you my cock."

The promise made her clench around my fingers. I could feel her getting close again, her body wound tight as a bow. When I grazed her clit with my teeth, she shattered, coming so hard she nearly collapsed.

I stood, catching her before she could fall, my cock painfully hard and dripping. She looked wrecked—hair wild, makeup smeared, thighs still trembling, pussy glistening with arousal.

"Need you," I growled, lifting her easily. "Need to be inside you."

"Yes. God, yes. Please."

I pressed her back against the access door, and she wrapped her legs around me. The head of my cock pressed against her entrance, and we both groaned.

"Wait," she gasped. "Your cock—those ridges—"

"Designed to pleasure you. To drag against every sensitive spot inside you." I pushed just the head inside, and her eyes rolled back. "To make you mine."

"You're huge."

"You can take it. You were made for me." I pushed deeper, inch by inch, letting her adjust to my size. The ridges dragged against her inner walls, and I could feel every flutter, every clench. "Fuck, you're tight. So perfect."

"More," she begged, nails digging into my shoulders. "I need all of you."

I gave her what she wanted, pushing deeper until I was fully seated inside her. We both went still, overwhelmed by the sensation. I could feel something clicking into place—not just physical, but deeper. A connection forming between us.

"I can feel you," she whispered. "In my mind. In my soul."

"The bond. We're connected now." I started to move, slow deep thrusts that made her whimper. "Forever, Raven. You're mine forever."

She moaned, her eyes rolling back. "Fuck me harder. Show me what three years of wanting feels like."

I lost control. Three years of pent-up need exploded as I pounded into her, each thrust driving her harder against the door. The ridges on my cock dragged against her g-spot with every stroke, and she was screaming my name within minutes.

"That's it," I growled. "Let everyone hear you. Let them know who's claiming you."

"Ezekiel! Fuck, I'm going to come again!"

"Come on my cock. Show me how good I make you feel."

She came with a scream that echoed across the rooftops, her pussy clenching so tight around me I saw stars. But I didn't stop, fucking her through it, building her toward another peak.

I could feel something changing at the base of my cock—my knot swelling. Guardian anatomy responding to finding my true mate.

"What's happening?" she gasped, feeling the stretch.

"My knot. It's going to lock us together." I fucked her harder, chasing our release. "Going to fill you so full of my cum you'll be dripping for days."

"Yes," she moaned. "Want it. Want all of it."

The knot pushed inside just as she came again, and the sensation of her pussy rippling around my swollen cock triggered my own orgasm. I roared as I emptied myself inside her, pulse after pulse of cum, more than any human could produce. The knot ensured not a drop escaped, keeping her plugged full.

"So much," she gasped, feeling me still pulsing inside her. "You're still coming."

"Guardian anatomy," I panted against her throat. "We produce enough to ensure breeding. To mark our mates thoroughly."

"Breeding?"

"Only if you want it. But my body doesn't know that." Another pulse of cum filled her. "It just knows you're mine. Knows I need to claim you completely."

We stayed locked together for an hour, my cock still releasing periodically, filling her beyond capacity. Her belly had a slight swell from how much cum was trapped inside her. By the time my knot deflated enough to pull out, she was thoroughly claimed. My seed poured out of her, running down her thighs in thick streams.

"That was..."

"Just the beginning," I promised, scooping some of the escaping cum and pushing it back inside her with my fingers. "I have three years of fantasies to fulfill."


CHAPTER THREE
RAVEN

Living with a guardian was an adjustment. Ezekiel was insatiable—he needed me constantly, and the bond made me need him just as desperately.

We fucked everywhere. Against my kitchen counter while coffee brewed. In the shower until the water ran cold. On every surface of my apartment. The need never stopped, only grew stronger.

This morning, I'd barely gotten out of bed before he was on me, pressing me face-down into the mattress.

"Again?" I laughed, though I was already spreading my legs for him.

"Always," he growled, running his hands down my back. "Seeing you like this, ass up, pussy still swollen from last night... how could I resist?"

His fingers found me already wet—I was always wet now, my body in a constant state of readiness for him. He pushed three fingers inside without warning, and I moaned into the pillow.

"Still stretched from my knot," he observed, adding a fourth finger. "Still full of my cum from last night."

He was right. I could feel it inside me, marking me as his. The thought made me clench around his fingers.

"Please," I begged. "Need your cock."

"You'll get it when I'm ready to give it to you." He continued finger-fucking me, his thumb pressing against my other hole. "Maybe I should claim this too. Mark every part of you as mine."

The thought made me whimper. He'd been teasing about that for days, and the anticipation was killing me.

"Would you like that?" he asked, pressing his thumb inside slightly. "Would you like me to fuck your ass?"

"Yes," I gasped. "Want you everywhere."

"Greedy little mate." But he pulled his fingers out and replaced them with his cock, pushing into my pussy in one smooth thrust. "This first. Then we'll see about the rest."

He fucked me hard and fast, no build-up, just raw need. The ridges on his cock dragged perfectly against my walls, and I was coming within minutes, screaming into the pillow.

"That's one," he counted, not slowing down. "Let's see how many I can get before my knot swells."

By the time his knot locked us together, I'd come four times and was babbling incoherently. He'd filled me with another massive load, and I could feel it sloshing inside me with every movement.

"Perfect," he murmured, carefully maneuvering us onto our sides while we were still locked together. "My perfect mate."

***

Later, at the bookstore where I worked, he proved he had no shame about public claiming. The store was empty, and I was reshelving returns when he pressed against me from behind.

"Someone could walk in," I protested weakly, already pushing back against him.

"Let them." He bent me over the counter, pushing my skirt up. "Let them see how desperate you are for me."

He was right—I was desperate. My panties were soaked through, and when he tore them off, I just moaned.

"No panties at work anymore," he commanded, pushing two fingers inside me. "I want easy access to what's mine."

"Ezekiel..."

"Say it louder. Let anyone passing by know who's about to fuck you."

He replaced his fingers with his cock, pushing inside with one brutal thrust. I cried out, not caring who might hear. The risk of being caught just made it hotter.

"Such a good girl," he praised, setting a punishing pace. "Taking my cock where anyone could see. You love it, don't you? Love the thrill?"

"Yes," I gasped. "Love it. Love you."

"Love you too." He reached around to rub my clit. "Now come for me. Come on my cock while the door's unlocked and anyone could walk in."

The orgasm hit me like a freight train, and I screamed his name. He followed right after, flooding me with cum. We'd barely recovered when the bell above the door chimed.

"Welcome to Midnight Books," I called out breathlessly, trying to look professional with guardian cum dripping down my thighs.


CHAPTER FOUR
EZEKIEL

Two weeks into our bond, and Raven was changing. Growing stronger, faster, more resilient. Her human limitations were falling away, revealing something more.

"I feel different," she said, examining her reflection. Her skin had a subtle glow now, and her eyes held flecks of silver.

"You're becoming what you were meant to be." I wrapped my arms around her from behind, letting her feel my hard cock against her ass. "My equal."

We'd barely left the bathroom when she was pulling me toward the bedroom again, insatiable. The bond was making her hungrier every day, matching my own desperate need for her.

***

That night, she wanted to go out. "I need to dance," she said, putting on a black dress that barely covered anything. "I need to feel alive."

The club was packed, bodies grinding together under flashing lights. To the humans, I looked normal—the glamour hiding my wings and horns. But Raven knew what I really was, and I could smell how wet it made her.

We found a spot on the dance floor, and she immediately pressed her ass against me, grinding to the heavy bass. Her dress rode up with every movement, and I knew she wasn't wearing anything underneath.

"Fuck," I groaned in her ear. "You're going to make me lose control."

"That's the idea."

She turned in my arms, wrapping herself around me as we moved together. The crowd pressed close, anonymous bodies in the dark, but all I could focus on was her—the heat of her skin, the scent of her arousal, the way she moved against me like she was fucking me through our clothes.

"I need you," she gasped, loud enough for the people near us to hear. "Right now. Can't wait."

"Here?"

"Here. Now. Please."

She pulled me toward the wall, into a darker corner where couples were already grinding desperately. No one would look twice at two more people getting heavy.

I pressed her against the wall, hiking her dress up to her waist. Anyone looking would see everything—her bare ass, my hands spreading her thighs, the wet gleam of her arousal.

"Someone will see," I said, even as I freed my cock.

"I know." She reached back to guide me inside. "That's why I'm so fucking wet."

I pushed into her with one thrust, and she cried out, the sound lost in the pounding music. But the couple next to us definitely heard—I saw them turn to look, eyes widening when they saw what we were doing.

"Don't stop," Raven gasped when I hesitated. "Please don't stop."

I couldn't have stopped if I wanted to. I pounded into her against the wall while strangers watched. Her dress was pushed up completely now, her breasts spilling out, bouncing with each thrust. The couple next to us had stopped pretending to dance, openly staring as I claimed her.

"Oh god," she moaned, pushing back against me. "They're watching. They're all watching."

More people were noticing now. A circle of space had formed around us, filled with hungry eyes. Some were recording on their phones. Others were touching themselves or their partners, turned on by our display.

"You love this," I growled, angling my thrusts to make her scream. "Love being watched. Love showing them what a desperate slut you are for my cock."

"Yes," she gasped. "Only for you. Always for you."

I could feel my knot beginning to swell, and I knew we should stop, should leave before they saw something that couldn't be explained. But Raven was clenching around me, so close to coming, and I couldn't deny her.

"I’m going to come," she screamed, not caring who heard. "Fuck, Ezekiel, I'm coming!"

She shattered around me, her orgasm triggering mine. I barely managed to pull out before my knot fully swelled, spinning her around and pressing her to her knees. She knew what I needed, opening her mouth eagerly.

I came on her face and breasts, marking her visibly for everyone to see. The crowd gasped at the sheer volume—guardian physiology producing far more than human. She was painted with it, dripping with my claim.

"Fuck," someone whispered nearby. "That's so much cum."

Raven just smiled, licking her lips clean while dozens watched. She looked debauched, destroyed, perfect.

Security was pushing through the crowd now, but we were already moving. I pulled her dress down just enough to cover her, then led her toward the exit, my cum still visible on her skin.

"Holy shit," she panted as we stumbled into the alley. "That was... fuck, I'm already wet again just thinking about it."

I pressed her against the alley wall, unable to resist tasting her. "You're incredible."

"I'm yours." She pulled me up for a kiss, and I could taste myself on her lips. "Take me home. Need you properly. Need your knot."

"Going to fuck you until you can't remember your own name," I promised, already hard again.

"Yes. Please. Now."

We barely made it home before I was inside her again, this time letting my knot swell fully, locking us together for hours. She came over and over, each orgasm stronger than the last, her developing immortal body able to take more and more.

"The way those people watched us," she gasped during a brief respite. "The way they looked at me covered in your cum..."

"Made you feel powerful."

"Made me feel owned. Claimed. Yours." She clenched around my knot, making me groan. "Want to do it again. Want everyone to know how thoroughly you wreck me."

"My perfect exhibitionist." I thrust slightly, making her whimper. "We'll give them shows they'll never forget."

"Promise?"

"Promise. But next time, I want somewhere I can knot you properly. Let them see what you really take."

The thought made her come again, and I realized that her exhibitionist desires were only growing stronger as she changed. By the time she was fully immortal, we'd probably be banned from every club in the city.

Perfect.


CHAPTER FIVE
RAVEN

That night at the club had awakened something deeper in me. Not just the exhibitionism, but a craving for more. For everything. The way those supernaturals had watched Ezekiel claim me, the respect in their eyes when they saw his knot lock inside me—it made me realize I wasn't just playing at being claimed by something inhuman. I was living it. And I wanted to live it forever.

We'd barely made it home before he was on me again, pressing me against the apartment door, his hands everywhere.

"Can't get enough of you," he growled against my throat. "The way you took me in front of everyone... fuck, Raven."

I gasped as his fingers found me still dripping with his cum from the bar.

My demon carried me to bed, tossing me onto the mattress before stripping with inhuman speed. I watched him, drinking in the sight—alabaster skin, those black wings that seemed to absorb light, his cock already hard again.

"Turn over," he commanded. "Ass up."

I obeyed immediately, presenting myself to him. I heard his sharp intake of breath, felt the bed dip as he knelt behind me.

"So beautiful," he murmured, his hands spreading my ass cheeks. "And so fucking wet. Still dripping with my cum from earlier."

"Please," I whimpered as his fingers teased my pussy. "Need you."

"Where do you need me?" His thumb pressed against my other hole, making me gasp. "Here?"

"Yes," I moaned. "Want you there. Want you everywhere."

"Have you ever taken someone here before?"

"No. Want my first time to be you. Only you."

He groaned, his thumb pressing harder. "You'll need to be prepared. Stretched. I don't want to hurt you."

"Then prepare me."

He started with one finger, using my arousal and his cum as lubricant. The intrusion felt strange but good, especially when he leaned down to lick my pussy at the same time.

"Relax," he murmured against my flesh. "Let me in."

I did, breathing deeply as he worked me open. One finger became two, carefully stretching me while his tongue drove me to distraction. By the time he added a third finger, I was pushing back against him, desperate for more.

"Please," I begged. "I'm ready. Need your cock."

"So impatient." But he pulled his fingers out, positioning himself at my untouched entrance. "This is going to be intense."

"Good."

He pushed inside slowly, and I had to remember to breathe. The stretch burned, but underneath was pleasure unlike anything I'd experienced. He was claiming the last part of me that hadn't been his.

"Fuck," he groaned when he was fully seated. "So tight. So perfect."

"Move," I demanded. "Want to feel those ridges."

He did, pulling out slowly before pushing back in. The ridges on his cock created sensations I couldn't describe, each one dragging against sensitive nerves I didn't know I had. Within minutes I was screaming into the pillow, overwhelmed by the intensity.

"That's it," he encouraged, his pace increasing. "Take it. Take all of me."

He reached around to play with my clit, and I shattered, coming so hard I saw stars. He followed immediately, flooding my ass with his cum, claiming me completely.

We collapsed together, both panting. I could feel his seed leaking from both holes now, marking me inside and out as his.

"Mine," he murmured, pressing kisses to my spine. "Every part of you is mine."

"Yours," I agreed, still trembling from the intensity.

We dozed for a while, tangled together in the sheets. When I woke, he was watching me with those burning red eyes, his hand stroking my hair.

"I want to be immortal," I said without preamble. The words had been building in me all night, and now they spilled out. "I want forever with you."

"Raven—"

"No, listen." I straddled him, sinking down on his cock with a moan. Even after hours of fucking, I still needed more. Would always need more. "I've never felt more alive than I do with you. More myself. Why would I want that to end?"

"The transformation—" He groaned as I started to ride him, taking him deep. "Fuck, you can't have serious conversations while doing that."

"Sure I can." I clenched around him, loving how his eyes rolled back. "I've been thinking about it since the club. Seeing how the other supernaturals looked at us, at our bond. I want to be your equal in every way."

"You already are my equal."

"No, I'm not. Not really." I rode him harder, chasing my pleasure. His ridges hit perfectly when I was on top like this. "You hold back with me. You have to, because I'm still human. Still fragile."

"I don't want to hurt you."

"I know. But what if you didn't have to worry about that? What if I was strong enough to take everything you wanted to give?" I leaned down to kiss him, still rolling my hips. "I want forever, Ezekiel. Want to be strong enough to be your true equal. Want to explore eternity with you."

"It's irreversible. Once you're immortal, there's no going back."

"Good." I sat up, riding him faster now. "I don't want an escape clause. I want you. Forever. I want to fuck you for centuries. Want to watch the world change while we stay constant. Want to learn everything there is to know about pleasure with you."

"The next new moon—"

"When?"

"Tomorrow night."

"Perfect." I could feel his knot starting to swell, and I ground down on it. "Make me yours completely."

He flipped us over suddenly, driving into me with desperate hunger. "You already are mine completely."

"Then make me immortal." I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him deeper. "Make me strong enough to take everything you want to give me. To match your hunger."

"Fuck," he groaned, his thrusts becoming savage. "The things I'll do to you when you're immortal... when you can take my full strength..."

"Tell me." I was close, so close, the knot stretching me perfectly. "Tell me everything."

"I'll fuck you for days without stopping. Fill every hole until you're drowning in my cum. I'll claim you in ways that would break a mortal—bent in half, suspended from my wings, split open on my knot for hours." His thrusts became erratic. "I'll worship every inch of your eternal body. Make you come until you forget your own name. Show you pleasures that mortals can't even imagine."

"Yes," I gasped as his knot locked inside me. "Want all of it. Want everything you can give me."

We came together, the shared orgasm rippling through our bond. As he filled me with his seed, I could feel the magic building between us, preparing for tomorrow night's transformation.

"There's more," he said when we could speak again. "Things about immortality I should tell you."

"Like what?"

"Your senses will be heightened beyond human comprehension. You'll feel everything more intensely—including pleasure. What feels overwhelming now will be just the beginning of what you can experience."

"That sounds amazing."

"Your body will change. Become more resilient, more flexible. You'll be able to take forms of pleasure that would destroy a mortal body."

I clenched around his still-swollen knot. "Keep talking."

"You'll develop your own magical abilities. Some immortal mates can phase through matter, others can manipulate energy. We won't know what gifts you'll manifest until after the transformation."

"What else?"

"We'll be able to share consciousness during sex. Feel everything the other feels. True union of body and mind."

"God, yes." The thought made me clench again. "I want that. Want to feel what you feel when you're inside me."

"It's overwhelming at first. Many couples get lost in it for years, unable to separate enough to function."

"Sounds perfect."

He laughed, his cock pulsing inside me. "My eager mate. So ready to throw away mortality."

"Not throwing it away. Trading it for something better." I traced the patterns on his chest. "Trading it for you."

"Tomorrow night, then. Under the new moon."

"Tomorrow night," I agreed, already imagining what forever would feel like.

His knot was deflating, but neither of us moved to separate. We stayed joined, talking about immortality, about the future, about all the things we'd do with eternity. And when his cock hardened again inside me, we celebrated my decision the only way we knew how—with desperate, consuming passion that lasted until dawn.

By the time the sun rose, I was deliciously sore, thoroughly claimed, and more certain than ever. I wanted forever with my guardian. And tomorrow night, I would have it.


CHAPTER SIX
EZEKIEL

The transformation didn't need ceremony. Just us, our need, and the raw magic that had been building between us since I broke free from stone.

I'd put candles around our bedroom and some basic protection wards, but honestly, it was mostly for atmosphere. The real magic was in how desperately we wanted each other, how completely we'd already bonded.

"You sure about this?" I asked as she stood before me, naked and practically vibrating with anticipation.

"I've been sure since the moment you ate me out on that rooftop."

I kissed her hard, no gentleness, just raw need. She kissed back just as desperately, already pulling me toward the bed.

When I laid her down, I could see it starting—her skin had this faint shimmer, like she was lit from within. The magic was already recognizing what we were about to do.

"Fuck, I can feel it," she gasped. "Like electricity under my skin."

"That's your power awakening. Just go with it."

I pushed inside her slowly, wanting to savor this—the last time I'd fuck her as a mortal. Tomorrow she'd be my equal in every way, but tonight she was still beautifully, fragilely human.

The first thrust sent magic crackling through both of us like lightning. She cried out, her back arching off the bed, and I could actually see light beginning to pulse beneath her skin.

"Ezekiel," she moaned as I started to move. "Holy shit, I can feel... it's like I can feel your soul inside me along with your cock."

"That's the bond completing. We're joining completely."

The magic built with each thrust, with each moan and gasp. The air itself felt electric, charged with power. Through our bond, I could feel everything she felt—the stretch of my cock inside her, the overwhelming pleasure, the slight fear of the unknown, the desperate need for more.

"Harder," she begged, her nails raking down my back. "Need more. Need all of you."

I gave her what she needed, fucking her with increasing intensity as the transformation built. I could feel her body changing beneath me—muscles strengthening, bones becoming denser, every cell transforming into something more than human.

"Oh god," she cried out, tears streaming down her face. "I can see it. Everything. The threads connecting everything. We've always been connected, haven't we? Even before you broke free."

"Always," I agreed, driving deeper. "You were made for me. I was made for you."

"I can feel what you feel." Her pussy clenched around me impossibly tight. "I can feel how much you love me. How you've loved me since that first night watching me."

"Forever," I groaned, feeling my knot beginning to swell. "Going to love you forever."

The transformation was peaking, her skin now glowing so bright it cast shadows on the walls. The bed was shaking, the whole room trembling with the force of magic being released.

"It's happening," she gasped. "I'm changing. I can feel myself becoming... more."

My knot swelled fully just as the magic crested, locking us together at the exact moment of her transformation. The orgasm that hit us wasn't just shared—it was one single experience split between two bodies. I felt her pleasure, she felt mine, creating an endless feedback loop that seemed to go on forever.

Light exploded from her skin, so bright the windows shattered outward. The walls cracked. Picture frames fell. The very air seemed to sing with power.

When it finally faded, when we could see again, she was transformed. Still my Raven—still dark hair with purple streaks, still those beautiful eyes—but now so much more. Her skin had an otherworldly glow, her eyes held flecks of silver fire that moved like living things, and I could feel her new strength through our bond.

"Holy fuck," she breathed, looking at her hands like she'd never seen them before. "I can see... everything. Every atom, every particle of dust, every heartbeat in the city."

"It's overwhelming at first. You'll learn to filter it."

She clenched around my knot experimentally, and I nearly blacked out from the pleasure. Her new strength was incredible.

"I can feel your thoughts," she said wonderingly. "All those nights watching me. You really did go insane with wanting."

"Still want you just as desperately."

"Good." She pulled me down for a kiss, and there were actual sparks where our lips met. "Because I can already tell I'm going to be even more insatiable now."

My knot pulsed, filling her with cum, and she moaned at the sensation. Her immortal body could take so much more—I could feel through our bond that she wanted more, needed more.

"Tonight we will test just how much your new body can take."

"Promise?"

"We have literally forever to find out."

She laughed, the sound like music and magic combined. "Forever. Fuck, we actually have forever."

"Forever," I agreed, thrusting slightly despite the knot, making her gasp. "And I plan to spend every second of it inside you."

She kissed me again, harder this time. "And honestly? I can't wait to see what forever feels like."

Neither could I. But as I felt her new immortal body clenching around me, as I felt our souls truly merged through the completed bond, I had a feeling forever was going to be absolutely perfect.


CHAPTER SEVEN
RAVEN

One year later…

"You're insatiable," I told Ezekiel as he pressed me against the window of our new penthouse, his cock buried deep in my pussy while the city sparkled below.

"You love it," he growled, his cock hitting depths that would have been impossible when I was human. "Love that I can never get enough of you."

He was right. A year into immortality, and the hunger between us had only grown stronger. We fucked constantly, everywhere, never getting enough of each other. My immortal body could take everything—his full strength, his biggest knot, days of continuous claiming.

"Someone could see," I gasped as he pressed me harder against the glass, my breasts flattened against the cool surface.

"Good. Let them see how well I please my mate." He pulled out suddenly, making me whimper at the loss. "Turn around. Want to try something."

I turned to face him, and he lifted me easily, pressing my back against the window. The cool glass against my heated skin made me shiver.

"Hold on," he commanded, and pushed back into my pussy with one thrust while his fingers found my ass.

"Fuck," I gasped as he worked two fingers inside, stretching me while his cock continued its relentless rhythm. "That's so intense."

"You can take it." He added a third finger, and my immortal body sang with the dual sensations. "My perfect, greedy mate. Taking everything I give you."

A year ago, this would have been too much. Now it was perfect, my body craving the stretch, the fullness, the overwhelming stimulation that only he could provide.

"Going to come," I warned, the pressure building impossibly fast.

"Not yet." He stilled his hips but continued working his fingers in my ass. "Want to feel you desperate first."

"Ezekiel, please—"

"No. You're going to wait until I say."

The dominance in his voice made me clench around him. He kept me on the edge for what felt like hours but was probably minutes, his cock barely moving inside me while his fingers stretched and teased my ass.

When he finally let me come, pulling his fingers out and pounding into me with his full immortal strength, I screamed loud enough to crack the windows. The orgasm went on and on, my body capable of pleasure that would have killed me when I was mortal.

His knot swelled and locked inside me just as he came, filling me with so much cum I could feel my belly distend slightly. We stayed pressed against the window, locked together, while the city lights twinkled below.

"I want more," I said when I could speak again.

"Of course you do." He carried me to the bed, still knotted inside me. "My insatiable immortal."

When his knot finally deflated, I pushed him onto his back and straddled his face. "Your turn to taste what you did to me."

His tongue was immediately inside me, lapping up his own cum while I ground against his face.

I came twice before shifting down to sink onto his cock again.

"I've been practicing something," I said, rolling my hips.

"What?"

I clenched my inner muscles with my immortal strength—something that had taken months to perfect. The effect was immediate. His eyes rolled back, a roar tearing from his throat.

"Fuck! Raven!"

I did it again, milking his cock with rhythmic squeezes that I knew drove him insane. "Want to see how many times I can make you come without pulling off."

"You're evil."

"Your evil." I clenched harder, feeling his cock pulse. "Forever."

I rode him slow and deep, using my new strength to take him at angles that would have been impossible before. When his knot swelled again, I took it eagerly, continuing my internal massage.

Three hours later, he was begging. My immortal body could keep going indefinitely, and I'd discovered that I could make him come repeatedly while knotted if I worked him just right.

"Please," he gasped as I clenched around him again. "Raven, I need a break—"

"One more," I demanded, grinding down on his knot. "Give me one more."

He came with a roar that shook the building, his cock pulsing as he gave me the last of what he had. When I finally let his knot deflate and lifted off him, the flood of cum that escaped was impressive even for us.

"You're going to kill me," he panted.

"Immortal, remember? You'll recover in about ten minutes."

"You're terrifying."

"I'm yours." I curled against his side, satisfied for the moment. "Your terrifying, insatiable, immortal mate."

We lay together, bodies still humming with residual pleasure. After a few minutes, I felt him hardening against my thigh again.

"Already?" I laughed.

"You're not the only insatiable one." He rolled me onto my stomach, spreading my legs wide. "My turn to see what your immortal body can take."

He started with his fingers, working me open until I could take four easily, my pussy stretching to accommodate him. Then, slowly, carefully, he worked his entire fist inside me.

"Oh fuck," I gasped, clutching the sheets. "That's... that's so much."

"Too much?"

"Perfect. Don't stop."

He fucked me with his fist while his other hand played with my clit, and I came so hard I actually levitated off the bed for a second—apparently a new immortal power manifesting.

"Did you just—"

"I think I can fly," I gasped, then screamed as he curved his fist to hit that perfect spot inside me.

When he finally replaced his fist with his cock, I was so sensitive that I came immediately, and then again when his knot locked inside me.

"Speaking of new abilities," I said when I could think again. "I've been thinking about what you said. About guardian children."

He went very still. "And?"

"And I think I want to try. Want to see what kind of trouble we could create together."

"Our children would be the first of their kind. Half-guardian, half-immortal human."

"Sounds perfect." I clenched around his knot, making him groan. "Want to start trying now?"

"Now?"

"Well, in ten minutes when your knot goes down. Then immediately again. And again. And again."

Forever had never looked so good.
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