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Chapter 1

I woke with the taste of her name on my tongue.

It coated my mouth like warm honey and blood—thick, syrupy, and utterly forbidden. Her voice had called to me from some half-assed circle scratched in chalk on a warped attic floor, the lines sloppy, symbols stolen from Pinterest, not a scrap of Latin spelled correctly. But it didn’t matter. Magic doesn’t care about precision when the intention drips off a girl’s lips like that.

And oh, she was ripe with it.

I opened my eyes. Not the slow flutter of a man waking from sleep—no, I emerged, fully formed, body humming, cock already hard with the rush of her soul’s invitation.

She stood there, barefoot on creaking floorboards, one shoulder of her oversized black tee slipping down her arm. Brown curls frizzed wildly around her flushed cheeks. A carved pumpkin flickered behind her on a crate—smiling, unlike her.

She blinked. “Uh… what the fuck?”

“Delicious,” I said. My voice rasped low, guttural. Her pupils dilated.

She stumbled back, nearly tripping over a stack of books. One fell open. A grimoire—stolen, no doubt, from the internet’s darkest corners. I’d heard worse spells in bathroom graffiti.

“Who the hell are you?” she snapped. “And why are you naked?”

“Because you summoned me, sweetheart.” I stepped forward, letting her see all of me. Letting the power in the bond pull taut between us, like a thread between teeth.

Her gaze dropped—then snapped back up. Defiant. But the blush didn’t lie.

“I didn’t mean to summon anything.”

I laughed. “Intention doesn’t matter, remember? You spoke the words. You lit the candles. You dripped your blood—”

“That was an accident!”

“Still counts.”

I circled her, slow, barefoot, the air around us crackling. The bond had taken hold the second her blood touched the circle. She didn’t know it yet—but she was already mine. For the night. For as long as I could last in this realm. Which, given how hungry I was…

“Listen, weird naked guy—”

“Incubus.”

She stopped. Her breath hitched. “That’s not real.”

“Tell that to your thighs,” I whispered at her ear.

Her body betrayed her. I could feel it. The bond thrummed every time she reacted—every glance, every tiny gasp, every heartbeat pounding faster in her chest. And oh, she wanted to fight it. That was going to make this so much better.

“You can say no,” I said, dragging a finger lightly along her collarbone. “You can resist. You can run. But we both know you won’t.”

She swallowed hard. Her breath was ragged now.

“…What happens if I say yes?”

I smiled. Slowly.

“The circle binds us for my pleasure. But lucky for you, my pleasure begins and ends with yours.”

I reached out, and she didn’t move away. Fingers curled around her jaw. I tilted her face to mine. So close. So warm.

“I can feel your hunger,” I murmured. “It called me across the veil.”

She opened her mouth—to deny it, maybe. Or beg for it.

Didn’t matter.

I kissed her.

And she melted like wax against fire.

She tasted like heat.

Not sugar. Not spice. Not some mortal metaphor wrapped in a cliché. Just pure, primal heat. Like the first mouthful of wine after too long in a cage.

Her lips parted beneath mine, not yielding—opening. There’s a difference. Yielding is passive. Opening is a choice.

And she chose.

The bond snapped tight the moment her hands touched my skin. Her fingers trembled, then locked around my forearms like she didn’t know whether to shove me away or drag me closer.

Too late.

The circle flared.

She gasped as violet light surged up from the chalk lines on the floor, wrapping around her ankles like smoke made solid. It slithered up her calves, her thighs, her waist. I stepped back, admiring the way the magic coiled around her like a possessive hand.

She looked down, wide-eyed. “What—what the hell—?”

“You’re mine now.”

The words came easy. True words always do.

She jerked her arms, trying to move, but the magic had already bound her wrists behind her back—tethered not to the floor, not to me, but to the contract. That accidental invocation. Her blood had made a promise, and I was the answer.

“I didn’t agree to this!”

“You kissed me.”

“I didn’t mean—”

I leaned in again, teeth brushing her earlobe. “Intent. Doesn’t. Matter.”

A shiver racked her body.

The magic pulsed.

I slid my hand under her shirt, palm flat against her belly. Her skin was already flushed, quivering. The bond magnified everything—every sensation, every nerve ending on fire. I could make her come with a whisper if I wanted.

But I didn’t want.

Not yet.

“Do you feel it?” I murmured, pressing my palm just below her ribs. “It’s inside you now. Winding tighter. Wrapping around every soft little nerve. You fight it, and it tightens. But if you let go…”

She whimpered.

I smiled.

“Say it,” I whispered. “Say you feel it.”

She clenched her jaw. Still trying to fight.

I stepped behind her. Her knees trembled.

My hands slid under her shirt again—this time from behind. Her back arched. I barely touched her and she reacted like I’d set her skin alight.

“You want to say it.”

Silence.

My hand dipped lower. Fingertips grazed the waistband of her panties. Still not touching—just letting her know I could.

The bond flared again, coiling tighter around her thighs, her wrists, her throat—just enough to make her breath catch, but never stop.

I leaned in close, lips at her neck.

“Last chance,” I whispered. “Say it… or I make you scream without touching you at all.”

Her breath hitched.

“…I feel it,” she said.

There she is.

Magic surged.

She arched—eyes wide, mouth open, a moan caught in her throat as the bond rewarded her honesty. A wave of sensation rolled through her like molten silk—knees buckling, body straining against invisible binds that held her upright.

I held her.

One arm wrapped around her middle, the other across her chest, holding her close while the magic did what it was designed to do.

Pleasure.

Overwhelming. Relentless. And rising.

I murmured in her ear, slow and low. “You don’t come until I say. Understand?”

She couldn’t answer.

Didn’t matter.

I let the magic crest just shy of the edge. Let it hold her there—tight, trembling, desperate.

I kissed her throat.

Then I whispered, “Now… beg.”

She begged.

Soft and ruined, the word spilled from her lips like a broken hymn.

“Please.”

My cock throbbed—sharp, deep, aching. That one little word snapped what little control I had left.

I turned her, slow, gripping her jaw, forcing her to meet my eyes. Hers were glazed with heat and haze, pupils blown wide, lips wet from panting. A thin sheen of sweat clung to her skin. Beautiful. Flushed. Ready.

Mine.

“You have no idea,” I growled, “what that word does to me.”

She whimpered.

I didn’t wait.

One hand yanked her panties down her thighs—silky, soaked, nearly dripping with how ready she was. The bond pulsed in response, glowing violet, sparking as the fabric hit the floor.

“Spread your legs for me.”

She hesitated—just a breath.

Then obeyed.

“Ohhh, fuck yes. Look at you,” I rasped, voice dark and low as my fingers traced the slick heat between her thighs. “Dripping. Begging. You were made for this.”

Her breath hitched, body twitching under my touch.

“This pussy’s been starving for me, hasn’t it?”

She tried to shake her head—still clinging to the illusion of control—but her hips betrayed her, arching forward, chasing friction.

I slid two fingers into her.

She moaned—loud, raw, uncontrolled.

“That’s it. No more pretending, little witch. This is what you summoned. Not a man. Not a toy. Me.”

My fingers moved inside her, slow and deep, curling just right.

“You feel that? That’s the bond. It doesn’t just bind your body to mine. It syncs us. Every pulse in your pussy matches the throb of my cock. You’re already wrapped around me and I haven’t even fucked you yet.”

I dragged my fingers out, soaked and shining, and held them to her mouth.

“Open.”

She obeyed.

“Taste how ready you are for me.”

Her lips closed around my fingers, eyes fluttering. I growled.

“Good fucking girl.”

I dropped to my knees behind her, yanking her shirt over her head—no bra, no barrier, just bare, perfect skin and nipples so hard they looked like they hurt.

I didn’t give her time to think.

I lifted her leg up onto a wooden trunk beside her—opening her completely—and guided my cock to her entrance.

“Last chance,” I said, pressing the thick head against her slick heat. “Say stop, and I’ll walk away. Say nothing, and I’m going to wreck you.”

She didn’t speak.

Didn’t breathe.

Didn’t need to.

I slammed into her in one deep, hard stroke.

“Fuuuuck.” I hissed through my teeth as I bottomed out. “Tight little cunt’s already trying to milk me.”

She cried out—head back, mouth open, body shaking with the force of it. The magic surged, coils of light dancing up her thighs, around her wrists, amplifying everything.

I pulled out—slow, almost gentle.

Then drove in again, harder.

“Take it. You begged for this. You summoned this cock. So now you fucking take it.”

She moaned—louder now, no resistance left.

I fucked her hard, each thrust pounding deep, the sound of wet skin and sharp breaths echoing through the attic. My hands bruised her hips. Her nails clawed at the trunk for balance. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t form words—but she didn’t need to.

Her body told me everything.

“You want to come?” I growled.

She nodded, frantic.

“Then say it.”

“…Please,” she gasped. “Please—please let me—”

“Beg for it like you need it.”

“Please—fuck—please, let me come, I need it, I—please!”

The bond lit up, white-hot.

“Then come for me.”

She shattered.

A scream ripped from her throat, body convulsing around me, pussy squeezing so tight it nearly dragged me with her.

I held on—barely.

Growling like an animal, I slammed into her again, and again, riding out her orgasm, chasing mine—

“Mine,” I snarled. “You’re mine—say it—”

“I’m yours—I’m yours—”

That was it.

I came, deep and hard, groaning into her neck as I emptied inside her, cock twitching with every pulse. The bond roared, heat and light flooding both of us, a wave of shared release that knocked her forward and had me gripping her just to stay upright.

We collapsed together.

Still connected.

Still panting.

Still bound.

She slumped against me, skin slick and trembling, her body still spasming from the orgasm I’d wrung out of her like a soaked rag. Her chest heaved. Her thighs quivered. And yet—

She was still wet.

Still open.

Still mine.

The bond wasn’t done.

And neither was I.

“Good girl,” I whispered against the shell of her ear, voice thick with satisfaction and something hungrier. “But we’re just getting started.”

She tried to speak, some breathy protest caught in her throat—but her body betrayed her again, hips shifting, pussy fluttering around my cock still buried deep inside her.

“Ohhh, fuck, look at that.” I grinned, slowly grinding against her, just enough to make her squirm. “Still holding me like you need it. Like you ache for it.”

I slid one arm around her middle, lifting her with impossible strength, carrying her backward—my cock still inside her—until I sat down on the floor with her straddling me.

She collapsed against my chest, limp, undone, a fucked-out little mess, her head lolling on my shoulder.

I let her rest.

But only for a moment.

Then I whispered, low and dark:

“You know what happens now, don’t you?”

She blinked—barely—murmuring something soft, unintelligible.

I laughed.

“You summoned an incubus, sweetness. Did you think I fucked you just for the hell of it?”

My hand slid between us, palm flat over her lower belly.

“I feed from this.”

I rolled my hips—deep, slow—grinding inside her with the kind of pressure that made her gasp again. Her body jerked, still so sensitive, her nails digging into my shoulders.

“Ohhh, fuck, there it is. Every ripple of your pleasure? Every squeeze of this greedy little cunt? That’s my meal.”

I thrust up again—slow, torturous, deliberate.

She moaned.

I groaned right back.

“Mmm, gods, you feel so fucking good. Tight. Hot. Soaked. I could drown in this pussy and die happy.”

Her hips twitched.

“Oh, don’t try to run now. You can’t.”

I bit her neck—not hard, just enough to make her whimper.

“You’ve already let me in. Your body knows me. Craves me. And now?”

I thrust again, deeper.

“Now I feed.”

The runes on the floor flared to life—burning symbols of lust, binding, surrender. I watched them light up as I rocked into her again, faster now, rhythm building with each wet slap of skin on skin.

She writhed in my lap, panting, helpless.

“Don’t hold back,” I growled. “Give it to me. Every moan. Every twitch. Every fucking clench. Let me taste your soul on my cock.”

She came again.

No warning. No buildup.

Just a violent, breathless snap of her body unraveling. Her head fell back, mouth open in a silent scream as her pussy clenched around me like a vice, milking me, feeding me.

I drank it in.

Energy poured into me—sweet, sharp, electric. Her orgasm flowed into my bones like molten gold. I could feel her inside me now—raw, primal, unfiltered lust flooding through the bond and into every nerve in my body.

I hissed, gritting my teeth as the pleasure surged. It made me harder. Thicker. Hungrier.

She sagged against me—shaking, overwhelmed, totally fucked through.

And I still wasn’t done.

“Fuck, I could keep feeding on you all night,” I groaned, still rolling my hips in slow, possessive circles. “One more time, sweetness. Just one more…”

Her head lifted, eyes dazed, pupils blown. She opened her mouth—

And whispered, “More.”

That was all I needed.


Chapter 2

“More,” she whispered.

That single word cracked me wide open.

I grabbed her hips, hard, and slammed her down on my cock.

Her cry—sharp, raw, fucked—rang through the attic like a bell. Her whole body jerked, nerves flaring. She was already trembling, already twitching, already ruined. But the bond didn’t care.

And neither did I.

“You want more?” I growled, thrusting up into her with brutal force. “Then take it.”

I set a rhythm—deep, merciless, fast. My thighs slapped against her ass, the sound obscene, wet, desperate. She couldn’t keep up. Couldn’t move. Could barely breathe. Her mouth hung open, tears starting to streak down her cheeks—not from pain, not even close—but from the relentless flood of pleasure.

“Ohhh, fuck yes,” I hissed, voice filthy with need. “Cry for me, sweetness. Cry because I won’t stop. Cry because your greedy little cunt’s already coming again—”

She did.

Another orgasm tore through her, sharp and sudden. Her walls clenched so hard around me I nearly lost control.

“Fuckfuckfuck—yes—milk me, baby. That’s it. Just like that.”

She collapsed forward, forehead on my shoulder, whimpering. Her whole body spasmed with every thrust, slick gushing down my cock and soaking my thighs. I could feel it. Taste it. The magic dragged her deeper with every wave.

“Still coming,” I whispered, grinning against her hair. “Even now. You can’t stop, can you?”

“N-no—can’t—oh fuck—”

“That’s because you’re mine now,” I snarled. “You’ll keep coming until I’m done with you.”

I shifted, laying her on her back on the attic floor, grabbing her ankles and folding her in half—knees to her chest, pussy spread wide and dripping for me. Her eyes rolled back. She was gone. Brain scrambled. Body trembling. And still, she begged.

“Please—please—too much—”

“No,” I growled. “It’s not too much. It’s mine. Every moan. Every drop. Every ruined, wrecked, fucked-out sound from your perfect little mouth.”

I pounded into her—harder, faster, deeper.

Her head snapped back. A scream ripped from her throat as she came again. I could see her body give up—her muscles twitching, thighs quaking, her belly fluttering from the force of it. She sobbed, eyes wide and wet, mouth open, unable to form words.

“Coming again?” I growled. “Fucking insatiable. You’ll never stop. Not until I’ve drained every last bit of your soul into my cock.”

She wailed. It was pure, desperate bliss.

I leaned over her, one hand wrapped around her throat—not squeezing, just holding. Claiming. My hips still slammed into hers like a force of nature, unrelenting.

“Say you’re mine.”

She tried.

I slowed just long enough to growl it into her ear: “Say it.”

“I’m—yours—I’m yours—”

That was it.

I snapped.

With a roar, I buried myself deep—all the way—hips flush against her, cock pulsing, spilling everything inside her. Magic exploded through the circle—violent, beautiful, blinding. Every rune flashed. Every candle went out at once.

And she came again.

Even as I emptied inside her, she came. Body arching off the floor, sobbing, gasping, drenched. Pussy squeezing me with wet, fluttering contractions until I couldn’t breathe.

It was beyond sex now.

It was possession.

And still, the bond hummed.

Still, we were connected.

Still, I was hard inside her—cock twitching, satisfied… but not done.

I didn’t pull out.

Couldn’t.

Her body was still clenching around me, fluttering from the last orgasm—or was it the fifth? Sixth? I’d lost count. And so had she. That fucked-out look on her face, the way her lips trembled, her lashes fluttered like she was high on me—gods, it was fucking perfect.

I was still buried inside her, cock hard, balls aching again for more. And she was so open. So full. So fucking wrecked.

I brushed a thumb over her cheek, smearing a tear she hadn’t even noticed.

“Look at you,” I murmured. “Fucked stupid and still needy.”

She blinked up at me. Barely responsive. But when I moved—just a slow, shallow roll of my hips—her lips parted and a soft little whimper spilled out.

“You feel that?” I whispered. “Still hard. Still inside you. Still fucking yours.”

I kissed her. Slow, deep, claiming her mouth the way I’d claimed every inch of her body.

Then I sat back, guiding her with me, keeping us connected as I leaned against the wall—legs spread, cock still thick and buried in her soaked heat. Her body followed mine instinctively, straddling me, limp but pliant, her thighs draped across mine, her pussy pulsing around my shaft.

“Your turn,” I growled against her mouth. “Ride me.”

She blinked. Swallowed. “I—I can’t—”

“Yes you can.”

I grabbed her hips. Lifted her. Just a little. My cock dragged against her insides, slow, heavy, deliberate. She moaned.

“You’re going to worship this cock the way it deserves. You begged for it. You let it ruin you. Now fucking ride it.”

I didn’t wait.

I guided her hips, rocking her slowly up, then down—her heat swallowing me again inch by inch.

Her head fell back. Her moan was pure surrender.

“Ohhh, fuck yes,” I groaned. “Just like that. Nice and slow. Let me feel that sweet little pussy stretch around me again.”

She started to move on her own—weak, shaky, but trying.

“That’s it, baby,” I praised, voice rough and low. “So fucking pretty. Look at you. Taking every inch like a good little cum-drunk witch.”

Her hands landed on my chest. Nails dragging down my skin. Her rhythm built, riding me now in slow, desperate rolls, grinding down on me with each stroke.

I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled—not hard, just enough to make her look at me.

“Eyes on me,” I growled. “Worship this cock with those hips. Make me feel how much you fucking need it.”

She whimpered again, bouncing harder, riding me now with more strength than I thought she had left. Her thighs clenched. Her pussy squeezed. Her breath came in short, sharp cries every time she sank down.

I could feel her close again. Right on the edge. Again.

“Say it,” I demanded, one hand gripping her waist, the other buried in her hair. “Say whose cock this is.”

“Y-yours—fuck—it’s yours—”

“Say it like you mean it.”

She screamed it now.

“Yours! Your cock—your fucking cock—!”

Her body clenched.

She started to come again, hips jerking, thighs locking tight as her pussy milked me hard.

But I didn’t let her stop.

I kept her moving. Kept fucking her from beneath, thrusting up into her even as she rode me—using her, holding her in place, driving into that drenched, twitching, worshiping hole until I was ready to come again.

“You’re gonna take my cum again,” I growled, teeth bared, thrusts faster now. “You’re gonna ride this cock until I flood your pussy. Until it’s leaking out of you down your thighs.”

She cried out—fucked beyond sanity.

And when I came again—deep, pulsing, claiming—she shattered with me, shaking apart in my arms, her body collapsing onto mine as we spilled together in a slick, perfect mess.

We were both a mess.

My chest heaved. Her breath ghosted against my skin. The circle around us pulsed faintly now—spent, but still humming. Like it knew there was more.

And gods, there was always more.

She stirred on top of me, body weak but twitching, her skin tacky with sweat, thighs quaking. My cock slipped out of her slowly—wet and heavy, soaked in my cum and hers, still half-hard from how greedily she’d clung to me.

She looked down at it. Then up at me.

I smiled.

“Down,” I said, voice low and rough. “On your knees.”

She obeyed instantly. That alone made my cock twitch again.

She knelt before me, legs shaky, lips parted, her gaze locked on the slick length between my thighs—still glistening, glistening with her submission.

I tangled one hand in her hair, just enough pressure to hold her still, to make her feel owned.

“Look at this mess,” I said, dragging her mouth closer to the tip. “Look what your pretty little cunt did to me.”

She whimpered.

“Now clean it.”

She didn’t hesitate.

Her tongue darted out, warm and soft, licking the tip—slow, reverent, tasting both of us in one long, wet stroke. My hips jerked in response, still sensitive but loving it.

“Good fucking girl,” I growled, letting my head fall back. “That’s it. Clean your cum off my cock. Worship it. Show me what that filthy little mouth is made for.”

She moaned around the head as she sucked it in, gently, her lips wrapping tight as her tongue licked me clean.

I groaned, tightening my grip in her hair.

“Ohhh, fuck yes. Just like that. Take it slow, baby. Savor it.”

Her lips moved down the shaft, mouth hot, tongue swirling. She was gentle, careful, almost delicate with it—like she understood this wasn’t about sucking me off to get me hard again.

This was about devotion.

About service.

And I fucking loved it.

“That mouth… gods, I could live in it,” I rasped. “So soft. So obedient. You love it, don’t you? Tasting yourself all over my cock. Drinking it down like you earned it.”

She moaned again, deeper, needier, and I felt the vibration in my balls.

I watched her, eyes half-lidded, cock twitching under her tongue as she licked me spotless—every drop, every shine, every wet, milky pearl she didn’t miss.

“Cleanest fucking mouth I’ve ever seen,” I muttered, gripping the back of her head, letting her suck the head slowly between her lips one last time. “You were made for this.”

She pulled back with a gasp—lips slick, chin messy, eyes glazed and completely mine.

And I smiled.

“Good girl.”


Chapter 3

She was still kneeling—mouth wet, chest rising and falling in shallow gasps, skin glowing like something half-wrapped in divine sin.

My sin.

I reached down, wrapped a hand around her throat, and pulled her up to her feet—then laid her back onto the warm, pulsing center of the circle. It welcomed her like it had been made for her body. Which, in a way, it had.

She looked up at me, dazed. Her thighs spread instinctively. Still trembling. Still leaking.

I knelt between them.

“Now,” I murmured, trailing my fingers along the inside of one thigh, “I’m going to taste you properly.”

Her breath caught.

“Not because you asked. Not because you begged. Because I want to.”

My hands slid up her thighs, thumbs parting her lips. She was drenched—smeared with my cum and hers, swollen and glistening and wrecked. My mouth watered.

“This,” I growled, leaning in, “is your reward.”

I started with a kiss—slow, open-mouthed, tongue dragging flat against her clit in a long, filthy stroke.

She gasped—back arching off the floor.

I grinned against her. Then dove in.

I devoured her.

Tongue working in slow, firm strokes, alternating pressure—lapping, teasing, dragging—until her thighs shook and her hands fisted in my hair. I sucked her clit gently, then harder, letting the bond pulse through my tongue like a brand, feeding her pleasure back into itself.

“Gods, you taste like sin,” I murmured into her. “Like every fucking nightmare I’ve ever wanted to drown in.”

Her hips bucked. She moaned—half a sob, half a plea. I licked her deeper, dipping inside her, then back up to suck her clit again, letting the tip of my tongue circle slowly, then rapidly, until her legs started to spasm.

“Ohhh fuck—please—please, I’m gonna—”

“Do it,” I growled, locking my arms around her thighs. “Come all over my fucking tongue. Right now. Now.”

She screamed.

The orgasm hit her like lightning—sharp, unstoppable, full-body. Her legs clamped around my head and I held her there, tongue relentless, drinking in every shudder, every twitch, everything.

She collapsed. Limp. Done.

But I wasn’t.

Because now it was time.

I leaned up, face slick with her, and looked at her ruined, heaving body. Then down at the soft skin just below her navel.

“Time to finish it,” I whispered.

I pressed my tongue there—low, just above her mound—and began to write.

Not letters. Not mortal runes. My mark. Curved and jagged. It seared into her skin like heatless fire, glowing violet as the magic branded her from the inside out. She gasped, her whole body tensing as pleasure—pure, bright, blistering—poured through her from the place I kissed.

The rune sealed itself with a spark and a pulse.

She came again.

Screaming. Writhing. Overstimulated beyond reason.

I held her down, tongue still pressed to her skin, watching the mark glow with her orgasm—alive, throbbing, mine.

It shimmered once.

Then sank into her flesh like ink under the skin—leaving behind a faint, intricate symbol: three curved lines in a circle, pulsing softly with her breath.

My mark.

My witch.


Chapter 4

She was twitching still—shaky from the mark, her skin flushed and glowing with magic, breath ragged, thighs trembling.

I didn’t need to speak.

My hands guided her up, gentle now, reverent. I pulled her onto my lap, cradling her against me—legs around my waist, bodies flush, chests pressed tight. She didn’t resist. She didn’t hesitate.

She just curled into me.

I held her there. One hand at her back. The other beneath her thighs, guiding her, positioning her slowly as I slid inside.

Gods.

So wet.

So warm.

So fucking deep.

She gasped—soft, sharp—head falling against my neck as I sank into her in one long, deliberate stroke. Her body opened for me like it had been waiting for this exact angle, this exact moment, this exact depth.

We didn’t move.

Not yet.

Just sat there—locked together, perfectly joined, her cunt squeezing around me in slow, pulsing aftershocks.

I wrapped my arms around her. Tight. Possessive. My cock seated fully inside her.

And then I began to move.

Not hard. Not fast.

Just deep.

Controlled. Measured. Slow, grinding rolls of my hips, like I was sculpting her body from the inside out.

Her breath hitched every time I bottomed out—every time my cock pressed just right against that sweet, swollen spot deep inside her that made her toes curl and her voice catch in her throat.

“Feel that?” I murmured against her jaw. “This is mine now. Forever.”

She whimpered, hips rolling to meet mine.

I kissed her. Lazy, open, tasting her sighs. My hand slid down her back, cupping her ass, lifting her into the rhythm.

“This isn’t fucking,” I growled softly. “This is claiming. I’m not just inside your body—I’m in your blood now. Your soul.”

She moaned, high and needy.

And I just kept moving—long, slow strokes, dragging every inch of my cock through her slick, fluttering heat. She clenched around me with every thrust, her hands fisting in my hair, her breath turning to whimpers, then gasps.

I looked her in the eye.

And didn’t look away.

“You belong to me now,” I whispered. “You know that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she breathed, almost a sob. “Y-yes—”

“Say it.”

“I’m yours. I’m yours.”

Fuck.

I growled, hips moving faster now—still deep, still steady, but with more weight, more claim. Each thrust rocked her whole body against mine, the slap of wet skin filling the attic in time with her moans.

“You’re gonna come on this cock one last time,” I whispered, biting her earlobe. “And when you do? I’m gonna come with you. Deep inside. So deep, you’ll still feel me dripping out of you in your fucking dreams.”

She whimpered again, riding the edge.

I held her tight. Buried myself deep. And whispered against her lips:

“Come for me, little witch.”

She shattered in silence.

Her body locked, her breath froze—and then she broke all at once, legs shaking, cunt spasming around me in rhythmic waves that milked me straight over the fucking edge.

I came hard, deep inside her, groaning low against her throat, holding her tight as we pulsed together—cock twitching, seed spilling, the bond glowing one final time before settling into a steady thrum beneath our skin.

We stayed like that.

Locked together.

Still connected. Still full.

My cock softening inside her as she slumped against my chest.

Her body limp.

Fucked.

Marked.

And mine.

She didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

Her body was wrapped around mine, skin flushed, breath barely rising, lips parted and pink. My cock rested inside her, softening, but still thick enough to keep her open—full. I could feel my cum leaking from her with every little twitch of her hips, slick and warm between us.

I shifted, just a little.

She moaned in her sleep.

But no—not yet.

I kissed her shoulder. The side of her neck. The mark below her navel. All mine.

“Shhh,” I whispered against her ear, voice soft now, low and rough. “You’ve done enough. You’ve given me everything.”

She stirred weakly—head nuzzling into my neck, thighs tightening reflexively around my waist.

Still greedy. Even in sleep.

I smiled.

One hand splayed low on her belly. The other cupped the back of her neck. Her pulse fluttered against my thumb.

I leaned in close. Let my lips hover over her ear.

And I spoke the spell.

Not Latin. Not human.

It was older. Darker. A promise, not just a command.

Words I hadn’t spoken in centuries. Words meant only for the chosen.

I said them slow, letting each one drip from my tongue like honey over fire.

She gasped.

Her whole body tensed once.

Then relaxed completely.

Eyes fluttered.

Closed.

Breath slowed.

Her body melted into mine, head limp on my shoulder, mouth soft, arms around my chest like she was still clinging to something in a dream.

And my cock?

Still inside her.

Still warm.

Still home.

I shifted back, cradling her, wrapping one arm around her back and the other beneath her thighs—holding her there. Holding her in.

The magic settled.

So did she.

And I just stayed there, hardening again slowly, aching in that perfect, satisfied way that had nothing to do with lust and everything to do with possession.

I’d fed.

I’d marked.

I’d claimed.

And now, she slept—full of my cum, full of my bond, full of me.

Exactly how I wanted her.

Exactly how she’d stay.
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When Ash finds an old book buried in his late mother’s attic, he doesn’t think the strange, teasing incantation inside will actually work.

He reads it out loud in front of his stepsister Riley—half as a joke.

But the moment he speaks the last word, something shifts.

Suddenly, Riley can’t say no.

Not to being touched.

Not to being taken.

Not to being bred.

She’s his to use—in the kitchen, in her sleep, while she’s on the phone with their mother.

No clothes unless he says so.

No boundaries. No escape.

And no protection.

Ash never meant for it to go this far.

But now that she’s wet, obedient, and constantly begging for more?

He’s not letting her go.

Because magic didn’t just make her his.
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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.

A fiery redhead with a sharp tongue and a body that was made to tempt me. She glares at me like she hates me. But her body tells me the truth—she’s mine to claim, to tease, to corrupt.

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.

If you love:
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