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Chapter 1

The forest was quiet in that strange way it gets before a storm—no wind, no rustle, just the heavy weight of rain threatening above. My paws pressed into the damp earth as I stalked between the trees, my wolf on edge. Something was here. Something new.

And then I smelled it.

Sweet. Warm. Like wild honey dripping over firewood. My body went rigid, hackles rising—not in warning, but recognition. My mate.

I shifted without thinking, claws retracting, fur pulling back into skin as my body snapped into its human form. Naked, breath fogging in the cold air, I followed the scent deeper. Each inhale made my chest ache. Every step made the bond thrum louder.

A twig cracked ahead.

There she was.

Standing in a clearing, moonlight brushing over bare shoulders and the messy hem of her sundress. Her hair was wild like the wind had claimed her, her legs scratched from thorns. She looked lost, but there was nothing fragile about her. Her eyes met mine—huge, unblinking, utterly unafraid.

“You,” I breathed. My voice sounded rough, almost broken.

Her brow furrowed, lips parting slightly. “Do I… know you?”

The bond roared in my veins. My wolf pushed hard against my control, demanding I take her, mark her, claim her right there on the forest floor. My fingers curled into fists to keep from reaching for her.

“You will,” I said, stepping closer.

She stepped back. “Why are you—”

I was on her before she could finish, my hand braced against the tree beside her head, caging her in. I didn’t touch her. Not yet. But she could feel the heat pouring off me, the weight of what I was holding back.

“Say your name,” I demanded, my voice low, shaking.

Her lips trembled. “Emery.”

Emery. It rolled through me like lightning.

“Emery,” I repeated, leaning close enough that my lips brushed her ear. “You’re mine.”

Her breath caught. “I—don’t even know who you are.”

“You don’t need to.” My nose brushed her throat, inhaling her scent. “Your body already does.”

I felt her shiver. Her pulse kicked against my mouth. She smelled like fear and arousal tangled together, and my control snapped like brittle twigs underfoot.

My hand slid to the back of her neck, fingers tangling in her hair as I angled her face toward me.

“Run,” I growled.

Her eyes widened. “What?”

“Run.”

For a heartbeat, she hesitated. And then she bolted.

The second her feet hit the ground, I shifted, fur bursting across my skin as I lunged after her, my wolf howling in triumph.

Emery’s laughter—breathless, startled, wild—cut through the night as she sprinted through the trees. Her hair streamed behind her, catching bits of moonlight as she ran.

My paws tore into the earth, muscles coiled tight, every instinct blazing. She was fast—faster than I expected—but she was mine. Every sharp inhale of her scent just spurred me harder, the wolf in me thrilled by her attempt to escape.

She glanced back once, her eyes locking with mine. The flash of fear, the thrill sparking in her expression—it made my blood burn hotter.

She ducked under a low branch, leapt over a fallen log, her feet barely making a sound. Clever girl. She wasn’t running blindly; she was fighting to win.

But I wasn’t going to let her.

I surged forward, closing the gap in a blur. She darted left, skidding on damp leaves, and for a second, she almost lost me. Almost.

I shifted mid-stride, skin rippling back into place as I crashed through the undergrowth on two legs now, faster than any human could hope to be.

She screamed when I caught her wrist.

Momentum spun her around, her back slamming into a tree. My hand locked around both her wrists, pinning them above her head. She fought, twisting, her breath ragged.

“You’re quick,” I said, voice rough and uneven. “But not quick enough.”

“Let me go!” she snapped, shoving against me with her shoulder.

I only pressed closer, my body crowding hers, pinning her fully. “Don’t pretend you didn’t feel it too.”

Her chest rose and fell against mine, heat radiating between us. “I don’t even know you.”

“You don’t have to,” I murmured, brushing my lips against her jaw without kissing her. “Your body already knows me.”

Her breath hitched.

I dragged her wrists down just enough to shift both into one hand, freeing the other to trail slowly down her arm. She shivered, even as she glared at me.

“You like this,” I whispered, letting my nose skim along her throat. “You’re shaking, but it’s not from fear.”

“I hate you,” she spat, but her voice cracked halfway through.

I laughed softly against her skin. “You’ll hate me more when you’re begging.”

Her legs trembled when I pressed my thigh between hers, forcing them apart.

“You should’ve run faster, little mate,” I said, voice low, dangerous. “Because now you’re mine.”

Her wrists were still trapped in my hand, her back pressed flush to the tree. Her chest rose and fell in frantic, shallow breaths, every movement brushing her breasts against me.

“You’re shaking so pretty for me,” I murmured, my lips grazing her ear.

“I’m not—” Her protest cut off in a gasp when I bit lightly at her jaw, dragging my teeth along her skin.

“You are,” I corrected softly. “And I want to see you tremble more.”

I released her wrists slowly, deliberately, but my eyes held hers, daring her to try to run again. She didn’t. She just stood there, frozen in place, chest heaving.

“Good girl,” I murmured. My fingers brushed her collarbone, tracing it lightly before sliding down to the neckline of her sundress.

Her lips parted. “Don’t—”

“Don’t what?” My mouth curved in a smirk as I hooked a finger under her strap, sliding it down her shoulder. “Don’t touch you?”

Her silence was answer enough.

I slipped the other strap down, letting the fabric pool just enough to bare the swell of her breasts to the cool night air. She shivered, her nipples tightening instantly.

“Perfect,” I whispered, lowering my head until my lips hovered over one taut peak. I didn’t touch, not yet—just let my breath ghost over her skin.

She made a small, frustrated noise, and I chuckled darkly.

“You want my mouth here, don’t you?” My tongue flicked out, the lightest touch over her nipple before I pulled back again.

“Stop teasing me,” she hissed.

I grinned, slow and wicked. “Oh, I haven’t even started.”

My hands slid down her sides, gathering the hem of her dress. I lifted it inch by inch, exposing smooth thighs kissed by moonlight. My thumbs brushed the soft skin there, barely touching, making her squirm.

I crouched, pulling the dress higher until it bunched at her waist, baring her completely to my hungry gaze.

“Look at you,” I said softly, reverently, like a predator savoring the sight of its prey.

I pressed a kiss just above her knee. Then another higher. And another. Each kiss was deliberate, agonizingly slow, moving upward in a steady trail until my mouth hovered right at the edge of her panties.

I glanced up, locking eyes with her. “You’re already wet for me, aren’t you?”

Her face flushed, but she didn’t deny it.

“Answer me.” My voice was low, commanding.

“Yes,” she breathed.

I smiled—feral, triumphant—and hooked my fingers under the waistband, peeling the fabric down her legs.

“Keep your hands right there,” I ordered, nodding to the tree trunk. “Don’t move them. Not unless I tell you to.”

Her fingers dug into the bark, knuckles white.

I kissed the inside of her thigh again, so close she whimpered. My teeth scraped lightly over her skin, and she gasped, jerking slightly.

“Patience,” I murmured, my lips moving maddeningly slow as they trailed higher. “I’m going to enjoy every inch of you.”

I settled lower, hands gripping her thighs just above her knees, keeping her spread open for me. Emery’s breath came fast and uneven, her chest rising and falling as though she couldn’t decide if she wanted to fight me or melt.

“Keep your hands on the tree,” I reminded her. My voice was quiet but firm.

She gave a shaky nod, her fingers tightening around the bark.

I leaned in, inhaling her scent, rich and intoxicating, my wolf practically snarling with hunger. My lips brushed against her slick folds, the lightest touch, just enough to make her gasp.

“You taste like sin,” I murmured against her, and then I parted her with my tongue, slow and deliberate.

Her knees buckled, and I caught her easily, holding her steady as my mouth worked her. I started languidly, exploring every inch, letting my tongue lap and tease, just barely avoiding the spot that would undo her too quickly.

“Please…” she whispered, voice breaking.

I smiled against her, pulling back just enough to say, “Beg me properly.”

Her head tilted back against the tree, eyes squeezed shut. “Please. Please don’t stop.”

“Good girl.”

I dove back in, my tongue circling her clit now, finally giving her what she wanted. Her whole body jolted, a cry tearing from her throat. I sucked lightly, teasing between pressure and release, while my fingers spread her open further.

Her thighs trembled violently as I quickened my pace, alternating between slow, deep strokes and fast, precise flicks of my tongue.

“Look at me,” I demanded, voice muffled against her.

Her head lowered, eyes hazy and half-lidded, staring down at me.

“Watch while I ruin you,” I growled softly.

I slid one finger into her, curling it just right while my mouth stayed locked on her clit. The combination broke her. She cried out, hips jerking helplessly, her release hitting so hard she nearly collapsed.

I didn’t stop. I kept working her through it, relentless, my tongue and finger dragging every ounce of pleasure from her until she was whimpering my name in broken, breathless gasps.

Finally, I pulled back, licking my lips slowly as I looked up at her—sweat-slick, trembling, her dress bunched around her waist, panties gone.

“Not nearly done with you,” I said softly, standing to my full height, my body already hard and aching for her.

Her eyes widened slightly as she looked at me, lips parted, breath still ragged.

I leaned close, mouth brushing her ear. “Turn around and put your hands on the tree again.”


Chapter 2

“Turn around,” I repeated, voice rougher this time.

Emery hesitated, lips parted like she wanted to argue—but the moment I placed my hand on her hip and gave the slightest push, she obeyed. She turned slowly, the fabric of her dress still bunched high at her waist, her bare skin gleaming in the moonlight.

Her hands pressed against the tree trunk. She looked back at me over her shoulder, her eyes wide and dark, her lips swollen from biting them.

“Good girl,” I murmured, stepping in close behind her.

I dragged my hand up her spine, slow and deliberate, until I reached the back of her neck. My palm rested there, firm but not harsh. My other hand slid between her thighs again, feeling how wet she still was.

“You’re ready for me,” I said softly, almost reverently.

She didn’t answer, just breathed hard, her body arching slightly as if inviting me in.

I freed myself with one hand, the head of my cock brushing against her slick entrance. The heat of her nearly made me lose control right then.

“You want this,” I murmured, pressing forward just enough to make her gasp.

“Yes,” she whispered, so faint I almost didn’t hear it.

That was all I needed.

I pushed into her slowly, savoring the way her body stretched around me, tight and hot and perfect. Her nails dug into the bark as she let out a shaky moan, her hips pressing back against me.

“Fuck, Emery…” My voice was guttural, almost a growl, as I sank all the way in.

I paused there for a moment, my hand tightening slightly at the back of her neck.

“You feel like you were made for me.”

I pulled back, then thrust forward harder, the sound of our bodies meeting sharp in the still night air. She cried out, not in pain—but in surrender.

I set a rhythm, deep and deliberate, each thrust pushing her against the tree. Her moans came louder, more desperate, her hips meeting mine now, matching my pace.

“Say it,” I ordered between breaths, my lips brushing her ear as I drove into her.

“S-say what?” she gasped.

“That you’re mine.”

Her head tilted forward, eyes squeezed shut, her voice breaking as she obeyed. “I’m yours.”

The bond roared in my blood, stronger than ever, and I thrust harder, rougher, claiming her completely. Her cries echoed through the woods, and I could feel her tightening around me, close to breaking again.

“Come for me,” I growled, my hand slipping between her legs to circle her clit. “Now.”

She shattered instantly, her whole body convulsing as she came hard around me, crying out my name.

I followed her over the edge, burying myself deep as my release tore through me, my teeth grazing her shoulder as I bit down—not enough to mark, not yet, but a promise.

I stayed inside her, both of us breathing hard, her forehead resting against the tree.

“You’re not leaving these woods tonight,” I whispered against her ear, my voice low and certain. “I’m not done with you yet.”

Emery’s breathing was ragged, her forehead pressed to the rough bark, her whole body trembling from the force of what we’d just done. My hands still gripped her hips, thumbs stroking lazy circles against her flushed skin.

“Turn around,” I murmured, my voice softer this time but still leaving no room for argument.

She did, her eyes hazy and unfocused, lips parted as though she couldn’t quite catch her breath. Her hair was a wild mess, and it made her look devastatingly beautiful—feral, mine.

I bent down and scooped her up, one arm under her knees, the other cradling her back. She startled slightly, hands clutching at my shoulders.

“Relax,” I said, kissing her cheek as I carried her a few feet to a patch of moss and soft earth. I knelt, laying her down gently on her back.

She stared up at me, pupils blown wide, chest rising and falling in shallow pants.

I knelt between her legs, one hand sliding up her thigh, slow and deliberate.

“You think I’m done?” I asked, my voice low, a dangerous promise curling at the edges.

Her breath hitched, but she didn’t speak.

“You’re mine, Emery,” I whispered, lowering myself until my mouth hovered just above hers. “And I’m going to make sure you feel it.”

I kissed her—deep, slow, claiming—my tongue sliding past her lips as my hand trailed down, fingers brushing through her slick heat. She whimpered softly against my mouth, hips lifting to meet my touch.

I teased her gently, dragging my fingers over her clit in lazy circles before dipping one finger inside, curling it just right. Her legs spread wider instinctively, her moans muffled as I swallowed each sound with my kiss.

“You’re already so wet for me,” I murmured against her lips, adding another finger, thrusting slowly, steadily. “Such a good girl.”

Her head tilted back, lips parting in a sharp gasp as I pressed my thumb to her clit while my fingers curled deeper.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice breaking beautifully.

“I won’t.”

I worked her slowly, deliberately, keeping her right at the edge, watching every twitch of her muscles, every shiver that rolled through her. When she was trembling and pleading, I withdrew my fingers, slick with her arousal.

“Please—” she whispered, her voice so desperate it almost broke me.

I slid into her again, this time slow, deliberate, savoring every inch as her body clenched tight around me. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me closer, deeper.

I moved slowly, each thrust long and controlled, my lips roaming over her jaw, her throat, her collarbone. I kissed and bit and tasted every inch of her, my hips grinding deeper with each slow roll.

Her hands slid into my hair, tugging weakly, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

“You’re mine,” I whispered against her mouth as I thrust deeper, her nails digging into my shoulders.

“Yes,” she moaned, her body arching into mine.

Her climax hit her slow and hard, her whole body shuddering as she came again, clenching tight around me. I groaned, losing myself in her, thrusting deeper as my own release crashed through me.

I collapsed forward slightly, my forehead against hers, both of us gasping for air, our bodies tangled together on the soft forest floor.

I kissed her—gentle this time, lingering—before pulling back just enough to meet her eyes.

“You’re not leaving me, Emery,” I whispered, voice low and certain. “Not now. Not ever.”


Chapter 3

We stayed tangled on the forest floor, the air between us thick with heat and the bond thrumming so loud I could barely think. Emery’s chest still rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths, her hair fanned wildly around her flushed face.

I brushed a thumb along her jaw, tilting her chin so she met my gaze. “Mine,” I said again, firm, final.

Something flickered in her eyes—defiance.

She shoved lightly at my chest, just enough to push me back a few inches. “You don’t get to just… decide that.”

My brows lifted. “Don’t I?”

She sat up, gathering the loose fabric of her dress around her, glaring at me like she wasn’t still trembling from how I’d just taken her apart.

“You think you can just show up, throw me around, and own me?” she snapped, voice sharp now.

A slow, dangerous smile curved my lips.

“Yes,” I said simply, leaning closer. “Because you are mine, Emery. Every part of you knows it. You came for me when I told you to. You begged. You loved every second of it.”

Her jaw tightened. “Maybe I let you because I wanted to. Doesn’t mean I’m going to let you boss me around.”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “You really want to challenge me right now?”

She lifted her chin. “Maybe I do.”

The wolf in me surged, thrilled by her spark.

I grabbed her wrist and hauled her easily into my lap, twisting her so her stomach was pressed to my thighs.

Her eyes widened. “What are you—?”

“Teaching you,” I growled softly, pinning her with one hand on the small of her back.

“Don’t you da—ah!” Her protest broke off in a sharp gasp as my hand came down hard across her ass.

The sound cracked through the forest air, sharp and perfect.

“You think you can push me,” I murmured, my hand caressing the spot I’d just struck before delivering another firm swat. “You can fight me, mate. But you’ll always lose.”

She wriggled in my lap, half furious, half breathless. “I’m not—ah!—yours to—”

Another smack, harder this time.

“You are,” I said evenly, each word punctuated by another slow, deliberate strike.

Her breathing grew uneven again, her body betraying her as she ground against my thigh without meaning to.

I leaned down, my mouth brushing her ear. “Look at you. Already wet again, aren’t you?”

Her silence was answer enough.

“Say it,” I ordered, one hand tangling in her hair, tugging her head back slightly.

Her voice was shaky, defiant even as she gave in. “I’m yours.”

“Good girl,” I murmured, sliding my hand down between her legs, fingers stroking her slick heat as my other hand delivered one final, sharp smack to her reddened skin.

She moaned—loud, unrestrained—as my fingers sank into her again, her hips jerking helplessly against my thigh.

“You’re going to learn,” I whispered, curling my fingers inside her. “Every time you fight me, I’m just going to make you give in all over again.”

Emery was still draped across my lap, her breathing ragged, her skin flushed from my hand. My fingers were buried inside her, slow and deliberate, each curl making her hips jerk involuntarily.

“You look so fucking good like this,” I murmured, pulling my fingers free and running them lightly over her slick folds before sliding higher to tease the soft, untouched spot just above.

She gasped, trying to twist in my lap to see me. “What are you—?”

“Shh,” I said softly, my palm smoothing over her reddened skin. “I want to taste all of you.”

Her head jerked up in surprise, but before she could protest, I lifted her easily and set her on her hands and knees on the mossy ground in front of me. The sight of her there—back arched, dress bunched up at her waist, skin flushed—made my cock throb almost painfully.

I knelt behind her, hands gliding up her thighs, spreading her open slowly.

“Stay still,” I ordered. My thumbs parted her cheeks, giving me the perfect view of her glistening and swollen for me.

“Wait—” she started, her voice shaky.

“Trust me.” My voice was low, soothing but firm.

I leaned in and ran my tongue slowly up her slick folds first, letting her get used to the sensation again. She moaned, hips rocking back slightly.

Then I let my tongue drift higher, circling that tight, forbidden spot lightly.

She froze. “Oh my god—”

I smiled against her, my tongue pressing more firmly this time, teasing the sensitive ring as my hand slid down to stroke her clit at the same time.

“Relax,” I murmured, my voice vibrating against her as I licked her again, slower, deeper.

Her breath hitched, her whole body shivering as she tried to stay still.

“You taste so fucking good everywhere,” I said between slow, deliberate licks, one hand spreading her wider while the other slid two fingers inside her, curling in perfect rhythm with my mouth.

She moaned loudly, her knees trembling.

“Feel that?” I growled softly, my tongue flicking against her tightness as I thrust my fingers deeper. “No one will ever know you like this but me.”

Her hips pushed back against me, small, desperate movements she couldn’t control anymore.

I alternated between stroking her clit, curling my fingers deep inside, and working my tongue in firm, teasing circles until she was shaking uncontrollably, whimpering my name.

When she finally broke, it was violent—her body convulsing as she came, a choked cry ripping from her throat.

I didn’t stop. I licked her through it, savoring every tremor, my hands holding her steady until she collapsed forward onto her elbows, utterly spent and gasping for air.

I pulled back slowly, licking my lips, my voice low and rough as I leaned close to her ear.

“Now you’re ready for me to take you everywhere I want.”

Emery was still on her elbows, trembling, her breath coming in shallow pants as I sat back on my heels. My cock ached, heavy and desperate for her, but I wasn’t about to rush this.

I gripped her hips and hauled her upright easily, spinning her around so she straddled my lap. She gasped as she settled over me, my cock sliding through her slick folds, teasing her entrance but not pushing in yet.

“You’re going to ride me,” I murmured, one hand gripping the back of her neck, the other squeezing her ass. “But I’m still in control.”

Her lips parted, her eyes hazy and half-lidded as she tried to catch her breath.

I shifted my hips, sliding just the head of my cock into her—then pulling back out again.

She whimpered, trying to sink down farther on me, but I tightened my grip on her hips. “Not yet.”

I kissed her deeply, my tongue claiming her mouth as my free hand slid between her cheeks, fingers stroking lightly over the spot I’d just tasted.

She tensed instantly.

“Relax,” I whispered against her lips, letting one finger circle lazily as I pushed deeper inside her with my cock, inch by inch.

The combination made her moan into my mouth, her nails digging into my shoulders as I bottomed out inside her.

“That’s it,” I growled softly. “Take me all the way.”

I kept her seated fully on me as I pressed a slick finger slowly into her from behind, just barely, teasing her tightness while my cock stretched her from the front.

“Fuck—” she gasped, her head dropping to my shoulder.

“Too much?” I murmured, my voice full of dark amusement as I started to thrust my hips up into her—slow, controlled, deep.

She shook her head weakly, her breath hot against my neck.

“Good girl.”

I worked her like that—deep thrusts upward, my finger moving in time with my hips, my thumb brushing her clit at the same time. She was completely undone, whimpering against my neck, her nails clawing lightly at my skin.

“You feel that?” I growled, my teeth grazing her shoulder. “How full you are? No one else is ever going to touch you like this.”

Her moans grew higher, more desperate, as her body clenched around me.

“That’s it,” I whispered, my voice low and rough as my thrusts grew faster, deeper. “Come for me, Emery. Now.”

She shattered, crying out my name as she came hard around me, her whole body spasming as my finger and cock filled her completely.

I followed her instantly, groaning against her neck as my release ripped through me, holding her flush to me as I buried myself deep.

For a long moment, we just stayed there—tangled, breathless, her face pressed to my neck, my arms tight around her.

When I finally pulled back enough to look at her, her eyes were glassy and dazed, her lips swollen and parted.

“You’re mine,” I whispered again, kissing her deeply, possessively.

This time, she didn’t argue.


Chapter 4

Emery still sat straddling my lap, her legs trembling, her forehead pressed against mine as we both caught our breath. Her scent was everywhere—sweet, intoxicating, mine.

I cupped her jaw gently, brushing my thumb over her swollen lower lip. “You know what comes next,” I murmured, my voice low and hoarse from everything we’d just done.

Her brows knit slightly. “You mean…?”

I nodded once. “I’ve held back long enough.”

Her lips parted, but she didn’t move away. She just stared at me, her chest rising and falling rapidly, eyes dark and wide.

“You’re mine, Emery,” I said again, my voice quieter but carrying the weight of something final. “And I’m going to make it permanent.”

Before she could answer, I surged forward, kissing her hard—deep, consuming, leaving her no space to breathe or think. My tongue claimed her mouth as my hands gripped her hips, holding her tight against me.

I shifted slightly, thrusting into her again, slow but deep, filling her completely.

She moaned against my mouth, her nails biting into my shoulders as I started to move, a slow, powerful rhythm that made her whole body rock against mine.

“This time,” I growled softly, my lips brushing her ear, “you’re going to feel me claim you for real.”

I trailed kisses down her jaw, her throat, her collarbone—until I reached the place where neck met shoulder.

I paused there, letting her feel my breath, my teeth grazing her skin lightly.

Her entire body tensed in anticipation.

“Do it,” she whispered.

I bit down—hard.

She gasped, her head snapping back, a choked cry tearing from her throat as the bond roared to life between us, surging through every nerve like fire and lightning all at once.

I thrust harder, deeper, my hand fisting in her hair to hold her close as I fucked her through the explosion of sensation that gripped us both.

Her orgasm slammed into her fast and violent, her body clenching tight around me as she sobbed my name, overwhelmed.

The new bond’s heat seared through me too, my release tearing free in long, deep pulses as I buried myself to the hilt, my teeth still locked on her skin.

When I finally released her, licking over the fresh bite slowly, she collapsed against me, boneless, her arms wrapping weakly around my neck.

I held her tight, my lips brushing her temple. “Now there’s no going back,” I whispered.

Her eyes fluttered open, dazed but clear enough to meet mine.

“Good,” she breathed, her voice soft but certain.

I smiled—slow, feral, utterly satisfied—and kissed her again, tasting both her submission and her acceptance.

Emery was still draped across me, her body soft and trembling, my bite mark fresh and red on her neck. The bond between us hummed hot and fierce, a new connection that made every scent, every sound, every movement feel amplified.

I kissed her once more—deep, slow—before pulling back just enough to look her in the eye. “You thought I was done with you?” I asked softly, a dangerous edge curling in my voice.

Her lips parted, breath shaky. “I… can’t—”

“Yes, you can.”

I gripped her hips suddenly, spinning her around and pressing her forward until she was on all fours in the moss. She gasped, her hands digging into the soft earth.

“Stay just like that,” I ordered, my voice low and commanding.

I ran my hands down her back, fingers trailing over every curve, every flushed inch of her skin. Her ass was still red from my hand, and the sight of it made my cock ache all over again.

I spread her slowly, deliberately, admiring how wet she still was.

“You’re perfect like this,” I murmured, letting my fingers glide through her slick folds, teasing lightly but not pushing in yet.

“Please,” she whispered, looking back over her shoulder at me with glassy, desperate eyes.

I smiled darkly. “Oh, I’ll give you what you want. Every way I want.”

I pressed the head of my cock into her slowly, sinking deep in one long, powerful stroke until I was buried to the hilt. She moaned, her arms trembling as her head dropped forward.

I set a steady rhythm at first—deep, hard thrusts that made her cry out with each movement. My hands gripped her hips tightly, holding her right where I wanted her.

Then I pulled out completely.

Her head jerked up in surprise—just as I slid a slick finger slowly into her other tight entrance.

She gasped, her hips rocking back helplessly.

“You’re going to take me everywhere,” I growled, my free hand stroking over her spine before gripping her hair and pulling her head back gently.

I alternated—two deep thrusts of my cock inside her, then pulling out to circle and tease her with my fingers before filling her tight ass slowly, deliberately, my other hand slipping forward to rub her clit.

The sensations broke her—her moans raw and high-pitched as she struggled to stay upright, her body shaking violently from the overwhelming pleasure.

“Say it,” I ordered, fucking her harder now, switching between her holes with deliberate, primal rhythm. “Tell me you’re mine. Tell me you’ll never leave.”

“I—I’m yours!” she cried out, her voice cracking as her orgasm slammed into her again, hard and violent.

I fucked her through it, relentless, her body milking me as I finally let go, spilling deep inside her with a guttural growl, my teeth grazing her shoulder again in a possessive promise.

When I finally collapsed forward, pressing my chest to her back, she was limp beneath me, her hands trembling against the moss.

“You’re mine forever,” I whispered against her ear, kissing her bite mark gently.

She only managed a weak nod, breathless and spent.

And I smiled—because she finally understood she belonged to me in every way possible.
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She’s my kids’ nanny. Twenty-four, bratty, and always pushing my buttons.
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She’s my captive. My prize. And I’ll ruin her in every way that matters.

I’m a ruthless pirate captain, feared across every sea. When I take something, I don’t give it back—and tonight, I’ve taken her.
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And I plan to do just that.

This isn’t a story about love or redemption. This is a filthy, possessive pirate taking what he wants—and never giving it back.

Told entirely from the pirate captain’s point of view, Stolen by the Pirate is a short, deliciously dirty dark story packed with heat, obsession, and zero filler. No slow burn. No complicated plot. Just one dangerous man and the woman he refuses to let go.
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Ryan, Ethan, and Cole aren’t just sexy.

They’re possessive. Obsessive. Completely unrelenting.

And they’ve decided they’re going to claim every inch of me… over and over.

I should hate how much I like it.

But being tied up, used, and filled by all three of them at once?

It feels too good to stop.
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