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Chapter 1

The trail wasn’t on any map. I’d been hiking for hours, chasing the last golden leaves of October, and when I saw the narrow path splitting from the main route—overgrown, half-hidden under curling red maple leaves—I followed it without thinking. My phone had no signal. The sun was dipping. I should’ve turned back.

Instead, I walked deeper.

The trees grew denser. Darker. The wind quieted, as if I’d stepped past a veil, into somewhere old. Somewhere waiting. And then, through a break in the birches, I saw it.

A cottage. Stone and moss, windows glowing gold from within. Smoke rising in a thin curl from the crooked chimney. There were gourds lined along the step, dried bundles of herbs hung from the eaves. It shouldn’t have been there.

I stepped closer.

The door creaked open before I could knock.

She stood there barefoot on old wooden floorboards, wrapped in something thin and dark that clung to her curves like liquid shadow. Her hair was long and loose, her skin a soft warm brown, and her eyes—fuck, her eyes—met mine like she already knew I was coming.

“Cold?” she asked. Her voice was low, lilting, a little teasing. “You look lost.”

I opened my mouth. Nothing came out. The air smelled like cinnamon and clove and something… thicker. Her.

“I—yeah. I took a wrong turn.”

Her smile was slow. “Or the trail took a right one.”

She stepped aside without waiting for permission, and I walked in like I didn’t have a choice. Like I hadn’t already made one.

Inside, the cottage was warm and dim. Dozens of candles burned on every surface. The scent was heady—spice and woodsmoke, honey, the faintest trace of something wet and primal. She handed me a mug of something hot. Cider. Rich and mulled. My fingers brushed hers. Her skin was hot.

“You have a name?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said, lifting the drink to my lips. “It’s—”

She touched my chest, right over my heart. “Don’t say it. Not yet.”

Something in me flinched. Not fear. Anticipation.

Her fingers trailed down, dragging slow heat over my sternum.

“You’re welcome here,” she murmured, “but names have weight, and this house is older than words.”

I stared at her mouth. It was soft and full and close enough to kiss. She watched me like she could taste what I was thinking.

And maybe she could.

She led me to a low couch draped in velvet throws, the cushions so deep I practically sank when I sat. The room flickered with candlelight, shadows crawling over carved wood shelves, dried herbs suspended from ceiling beams, and books stacked in unsteady towers like bones in a forgotten tomb.

She moved like smoke. Bare feet soundless on the old floorboards, that thin wrap shifting around her body, clinging with every sway. She knelt before the fire, tossing a pinch of something into the flames that cracked and flared green before settling again to orange.

Then she turned and sat beside me, knees folded beneath her, closer than polite. Her thigh brushed mine. Her warmth soaked into my skin. She smelled like earth after rain, and something darker beneath it, something that made my breath catch in my throat.

She spread a black silk cloth across the table between us, smoothed it with her palms—then looked up at me and smiled.

“Cards?”

I nodded like I had a choice.

She pulled a deck from somewhere I hadn’t seen, wrapped in faded red ribbon. The paper was thick, edges worn. She shuffled lazily, one-handed, her nails trailing against each other with a soft rasp. She watched my hands the whole time. My shoulders. My throat. Her smile never quite reaching her eyes.

“Past,” she said, drawing the first card and laying it down. “You left something behind.”

Another card. “Present. You’re full of heat. Confusion. Hunger.”

She looked straight into me when she said that, and my cock stirred under my jeans like it recognized the accusation.

She set the third card. “Future…”

Then she didn’t say anything. Just tilted her head.

“What?” I asked, throat dry.

She touched my knee. Not an accident. Her fingers curled. “The card says you’ll lose control. Completely. That you’ll let someone… take.”

My pulse kicked.

Her hand slid higher, just a little, knuckles grazing denim. She wasn’t even pretending anymore.

“You’re so tense,” she murmured, “like you’re bracing for something. Like you want to be touched but don’t know how to ask.”

I inhaled, but the air didn’t seem to reach my lungs. My body leaned toward hers without conscious thought. She moved even closer, thighs against mine now, and let her fingers trace the inside of my wrist—slowly, deliberately—then brought it to her lips.

She kissed it. Light, soft, open-mouthed.

I swallowed hard.

“I know what you want,” she whispered. Her lips skimmed my palm, my fingertips. “And you’re not going to say no. Are you?”

I didn’t.

She straddled me.

Just like that. One graceful swing of her leg, and she was in my lap, body pressed to mine, her hands cupping my face, eyes searching like she was trying to read the shape of my want.

“Still lost?” she murmured.

My hands slid up her thighs before I could think.

She smiled like she’d won something.

Her thighs tightened around my hips as she shifted in my lap, soft weight pressing into me, the thin wrap slipping low enough to expose one shoulder. Candlelight played across her collarbone, the top swell of one breast barely hidden, and every part of me ached to pull her closer, to pull the fabric down, to taste her.

But she moved first.

Without breaking eye contact, she reached toward the low table beside us. There was a bowl there—carved wood, its grain stained with juice. Inside were dark red berries, fig slices glistening with syrup, thick curls of some kind of sugared peel. I hadn’t seen her bring it out.

She plucked a piece of fruit between her fingers—something small and glossy, glistening with honey—and lifted it to my mouth. Her hand didn’t shake. Mine would’ve.

“Open,” she whispered, lips barely moving.

I did.

The fruit was ripe and soft, bursting against my tongue. Sweet, spiced. Sticky juice dripped to my lower lip—and she leaned forward, licking it off with the tip of her tongue, slow and delicate.

I groaned.

She smiled against my mouth, then kissed me—not deep, not yet, just brushing, breathing into me as if she needed my air. Her fingers dipped back into the bowl, slower this time, dragging through the syrup before she fed me again. And again.

Each time messier. Each time her tongue followed.

My cock throbbed under her weight. Her hips shifted just enough to press there, and she made a soft little sound in her throat when she felt it.

“I could do this all night,” she murmured, dragging her sticky fingers across my lips, then slipping them into my mouth.

I sucked them. Couldn’t stop myself.

Her breath caught. Her pupils were wide now, her thighs clenching tighter.

She pulled her fingers out, slowly, letting them trail down my chin, down my throat. Then she grabbed my shirt, tugged it up, over my head, baring my chest to the warm, flickering dark.

“Now you,” I whispered.

She didn’t answer—just stared at me a moment, like she was weighing something.

Then, without a word, she loosened the knot at her hip and let the wrap fall.

No underwear. No hesitation.

Her skin glowed gold in the candlelight, curves soft and full, her breasts high and heavy, nipples already dark and stiff in the heat. Her waist narrowed, her stomach curved, and when she shifted her hips forward—my breath caught hard—her cunt brushed my bare stomach, wet and warm and slick against my skin.

I tried to sit up, to grab her—but she pushed me back with one hand.

“No,” she breathed, settling herself higher, her breasts level with my face now, skin still slick with the faint juice of the fruit she’d fed me. “You’re not going to rush this.”

Then she threaded her fingers into my hair and pulled my face to her chest.

And I lost the rest of myself.

Her skin was hot silk, and the moment my mouth closed over her nipple, she let out the softest, desperate little gasp—“ahhh”—barely a breath, but her thighs flexed, and she arched into me, chest rising to my mouth. I sucked gently at first, tasting skin, salt, the faint stick of syrup, before dragging my tongue slow over the swollen bud, then sucking harder, wet, greedy.

Her hips rolled. Her breath got sharp. She grabbed my shoulders, nails digging in. I moved to the other breast, kissed the curve, licked up the slope to the nipple, wrapped my lips around it and moaned into her as she rocked forward again, her slick heat sliding higher over my abs.

“You taste like wine,” I said hoarsely, licking up between the swell of her tits.

“I taste like need,” she whispered, voice trembling now. “And you haven’t even begun.”

She rocked against me—slow at first, a lazy, sinuous slide of heat across my abs, her cunt leaving a wet sheen on my skin. Her hands stayed at my shoulders, nails gently digging in, and her eyes never left mine.

“You feel that?” she whispered, breath shallow.

I nodded. Couldn’t speak. My cock pulsed hard beneath my jeans, straining against the fabric, trapped and aching while she ground her hips up and down my stomach, slick and flushed and hot.

Her thighs squeezed around my ribs as she leaned forward, pressing her tits against my mouth again. I opened instantly, greedy for her, sucking at her nipple, running my tongue in slow circles while she moaned—soft, breathy, high-pitched.

“Hhnn… yes… just like that…”

Her voice cracked halfway through, and her hips jerked, dragging her soaked slit harder over the ridges of my stomach. She arched her back, one hand sliding into my hair, holding me against her chest like she was feeding herself to me piece by piece.

I grabbed her ass with both hands, fingers sinking into warm flesh. Tried to pull her higher. She let me.

Her pussy slid higher up my torso, leaving a trail that made my abs twitch. I kissed between her breasts, up to her throat, dragging my tongue over her skin while her hips kept grinding. My jeans were wet now, soaked through with precum, the friction unbearable.

“You’re gonna make me—fuck, slow down,” I groaned.

She laughed softly, almost pitying. “This isn’t about you. Not yet.”

Then she braced herself on my chest and rode harder.

Her slick folds dragged up and down my bare stomach, slick sounds filling the dark little room, wet and obscene, broken only by her gasps and the faint slap of skin against skin. She moved faster now, grinding down with intent, chasing something, using me like a toy she knew would never say no.

I looked up. Her eyes were closed, mouth parted, head tilted back. Her breasts bounced with each grind, nipples flushed and stiff, and I wanted to suck her again, to bite—but I couldn’t move. She had me pinned. I was just there to be used.

She grabbed my wrists, pinned them above my head with one hand. Her other hand snaked down between her legs, pressing two fingers to her clit as she kept riding my body, using my abs for friction. She whined—a desperate, needy little sound—and her thighs started to tremble.

“Mmmf—fuck, right there, gods… you feel so good under me… warm, strong, fuck—yes—yes—ahhh, fuck!”

I felt her spasm, thighs clenching, pussy flooding even more heat against my skin as she came, hips jerking wildly, her fingers rubbing tight circles. She cried out, long and broken, her voice bouncing off the stone walls.

And still, she didn’t let go of my wrists.

She collapsed over me, breath hitching, skin sticky, tits flattening against my chest. Her lips brushed my ear.

“I’m not finished with you,” she whispered.

Then she kissed me—deep this time. Tongue slick, tasting of fruit and breathless hunger.


Chapter 2

She let go of my wrists.

For a second I thought that meant mercy.

Instead, she slipped off me with a roll of her hips and a satisfied little sigh, standing over me, her body gleaming with sweat and candlelight, thighs slick, cunt flushed and dripping. Her wrap lay forgotten across the room. Her eyes caught mine—and she grinned.

“Lie back,” she said, voice thick, commanding.

I obeyed.

She straddled me again—but higher this time. Knees bracketing my head, thighs warm against my ears, her scent washing over me in hot waves. She reached down to stroke my hair, to hold my face still, and then she began to lower herself.

My lips parted just before she pressed down.

Her pussy met my mouth in one wet, perfect grind, her folds slick and hot against my tongue. I groaned, grabbed her hips, pulled her down harder. She gasped—“Ah—yes,”—and started to roll her hips, dragging herself against my mouth like she owned it.

Which, in that moment, she fucking did.

Her taste flooded my tongue, sweet and earthy and sharp, her clit swollen and aching. I licked up the length of her slit, tongue broad and slow, then zeroed in, flicking against the tip until her thighs trembled and she let out a sharp, needy little whimper.

“Don’t stop,” she hissed. “Fuck—don’t you dare stop—”

I didn’t. Couldn’t.

I wrapped my arms around her thighs, held her down, buried my face in her cunt. My nose bumped soft curls, my tongue circled and flicked and sucked. Every time I found the rhythm, she’d change it—grinding harder, tilting her hips, pressing down until I could barely breathe.

She was using me. Shamelessly. Feral now.

Her breath broke into gasps and cries, hips jerking in short, frantic thrusts.

“Right there—yes—gods—yes, don’t you fucking stop—don’t—hnnh—”

Her thighs locked tight. Her body stiffened. She ground down hard and came with a choked cry, shuddering above me, fingers buried in my hair as if anchoring herself to earth.

But she didn’t lift off.

She stayed.

Panting. Wet. Letting the aftershocks roll through her. Letting me taste every drop. My cock ached like it was going to split open—but she hadn’t so much as unzipped me. Still fully clothed from the waist down. Still denied.

She looked down at me, dazed and flushed.

Then smiled again.

“You’re better at that than I expected,” she murmured.

She shifted her hips, letting me breathe again, but stayed straddling my face, lazy and smug, thighs trembling around my ears.

“I could keep you like this,” she whispered, brushing her fingers across my jaw, “just your mouth, for hours. Make you beg.”

I groaned, tried to move—tried to reach for my belt.

Her hand slapped mine away.

“Not yet,” she said.

She rose from my face with a long, deliberate roll of her hips, her slick heat dragging one final shiver from my tongue. Her thighs trembled as she stepped back, skin flushed, breath uneven. My lips were wet with her. My cock throbbed in its prison of denim, soaked through at the tip.

“Up,” she said, and I didn’t hesitate.

I sat up, chest slick from her, and reached for my fly.

She watched.

I stood and kicked off my boots, shoved down my jeans and boxers, finally letting my cock spring free—hard, flushed dark, slick at the tip. Her eyes dropped to it like gravity.

She knelt.

Not gracefully this time. No performance. Just dropped to her knees before me and wrapped one hand around the base of my cock, exhaling slowly like she’d just opened a gift she’d been waiting to unwrap.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Look at you.”

Her tongue flicked out—just under the head—hot and fast, and my hips bucked before I could stop them.

She chuckled.

Then she opened her mouth and took me in.

Hot. Wet. Deep.

My knees almost gave.

Her lips slid down slowly, inch by inch, until the head hit the back of her throat—and she swallowed, soft and steady, no gag, just warm, slick constriction that made my whole spine lock. Her hand twisted at the base, stroking what her mouth didn’t reach, tongue swirling, lips tight.

She pulled back with a wet pop, eyes locked on mine.

Then took me in again.

Slow. Deep. Unforgiving.

She made a sound—mmmhh—that vibrated through me, and I nearly lost it. My hands gripped her hair, but she didn’t stop. Just moved faster, fucking me with her mouth, drool starting to slick her chin. The soft slap of her lips against my skin echoed in the firelit silence.

I moaned.

“Please—fuck—gonna—”

She pulled off, panting, spit glistening down her neck.

“No,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “Not yet.”

She rose.

Turned.

Bent over the low table beside us.

Didn’t look back.

Just reached back with one hand, spreading herself open, dripping, needy, glistening in the candlelight.

“Now,” she said. “Fuck me now.”

I stepped in behind her, grabbed her hips hard, and lined myself up. Her body was already open, slick, welcoming, but tight enough that the first push still made us both groan—deep, involuntary, like it ripped through our bones.

“Ahh—god—yes,” she hissed, bracing herself on the table as I sank in.

She was wet heat and velvet grip, pulling me in inch by inch, and once I bottomed out, I paused—gritting my teeth, fighting not to come on the spot. Her ass pressed to my hips, her pussy fluttering around me.

“Move,” she growled. “Fucking move.”

I did.

I started to thrust, slow and deep at first, letting the sound of our bodies fill the room—wet and thick and hungry. Her moans picked up with every stroke, hips rocking back to meet me, the table creaking under her weight. I grabbed her hair, pulled her head back, leaned over her body and growled into her ear.

“You like being fucked like this?”

She whimpered. “Yes—yes—harder—”

I pounded into her.

No more restraint. Skin slapping skin. Her hands braced flat on the wood. My thighs crashing against hers, every stroke burying me deeper, the sound obscene, her pussy gripping me like she never wanted to let go.

She came again with a scream—legs shaking, body seizing around my cock—and I didn’t stop.

I couldn’t.

Her body sagged forward over the table, legs shaking, cunt fluttering around me even as I held still, buried balls-deep inside her. Her moans had gone soft, breathless things now, like she was coming down from somewhere high and distant.

But I wasn’t done.

I pulled out slow, dragging wet heat down my shaft, and she whimpered.

Then I grabbed her hips and flipped her.

She let me—limp and pliant, eyes dazed, lips parted. Her hair fanned out over the tabletop, candlelight flickering along her curves. Her breasts rose and fell with ragged breath, nipples flushed and swollen. Her thighs opened without me asking, knees hooking over the table’s edge.

She looked up at me. No more riddles. Just raw, waiting hunger.

I lined up again and pushed in, slow and steady.

She arched with a hiss, nails scraping across the wood. I watched every inch disappear into her, my cock sliding into that swollen, dripping heat, her pussy slick and pulsing around me. Her legs locked around my hips the moment I bottomed out.

“Hard,” she breathed. “Don’t hold back.”

I didn’t.

I braced my hands beside her shoulders and fucked her deep. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her back arched to meet me. The table creaked again—wood groaning under us, sharp thumps echoing as my hips slammed into hers.

Her cries weren’t words now—just sharp little gasps, moans, the wet slap of skin on skin.

“Fuck—you feel so—good—” I panted, thrusting harder, faster, watching her fall apart.

Her eyes rolled back. Her mouth opened in a silent moan as I reached down and rubbed her clit with my thumb, circling fast. She bucked up into me, her entire body tightening.

Then she came again—legs squeezing, cunt clenching around my cock like it was trying to pull me deeper, keep me there.

I kept thrusting through it, grinding into her, my release building fast now. The tight heat of her, the sight of her wrecked beneath me, spread wide, shining with sweat and slick, her body trembling and open and gasping for more.

I grabbed her jaw, tilted her head back, kissed her deep and filthy as I fucked her through the kiss, hips pounding faster, sloppier now.

“Fuck—fuck, I’m gonna—”

“Inside,” she gasped against my mouth. “Come in me. I want it. Now.”

That was it.

I growled, slammed into her one final time—and came with a full-body jolt, cock pulsing deep inside her, hot and thick, spurting until I had nothing left. My hips jerked helplessly as she clung to me, her nails raking down my back, both of us soaked in sweat, her cunt milking every drop from me.

I collapsed over her, still inside, breath catching, heart pounding like I’d run a goddamn marathon.

We didn’t move for a long time.

Her breath slowed. Her fingers traced soft circles on my shoulder.

Then she whispered, low and satisfied, “Now you’re mine.”


Chapter 3

She stayed under me for a long time. Breathing. Letting me pulse out the last of myself inside her. Her hands roamed lazily down my spine, nails dragging lightly enough to make me twitch.

Then she tilted her head—and her eyes caught the candlelight just wrong.

They glowed.

Not bright. Not supernatural. Not a spotlight. But they burned gold for a second. Maybe less. Maybe I imagined it. But I was wide awake now. And her smile was no longer soft.

“You thought that was it?” she whispered.

I opened my mouth. She rolled her hips.

My cock was still inside her, and somehow, somehow it was already starting to swell again.

“I didn’t say I was done,” she purred, voice dropping lower, rougher.

She shoved at my chest and I let her flip me, the table creaking beneath us as she clambered over me like a creature on the hunt. My back hit the floor—rug soft, wood hard beneath—and then she straddled my waist again, lowering herself without hesitation back onto my cock.

“Fuck—” I gasped, the heat of her like a second skin, her muscles already squeezing around me, slick with our mess.

Her hands pinned my wrists above my head, her nails digging into my forearms. She didn’t ride me slow this time. She didn’t tease. She slammed down, hips snapping, her tits bouncing, her breath ragged and hungry.

“You think you fucked me?” she hissed. “You think you made me come?”

Her nails raked down my chest, sharp and punishing.

“No. I let you.”

She ground her hips, twisting, clenching down hard, and I shouted—fuck, it was too much—but she didn’t stop. She kept moving, relentless, wild, her pussy choking my cock, dragging me higher and higher while she rode me like I was hers.

Because I was.

She leaned down, teeth grazing my throat.

“You’re mine,” she growled. “Say it.”

I groaned, bucking up into her. My wrists twisted in her grip. I was so fucking hard, so fucking full, my balls tight again, overstimulated and starving all at once.

“S-Say it,” she snapped, biting my shoulder—not hard enough to break skin, but close. “Say it, or I’ll ride you until you break.”

“You’re mine,” I gasped, chest heaving. “I’m yours—fuck—”

She moaned. Loud, sharp, victorious. And came again—slamming down hard, hips jerking, grinding into me with wild, messy desperation as her cunt clenched hard and fast, soaking my cock with another rush of slick heat.

She didn’t even wait for the tremors to stop before she started again.

Fucking me faster. Rougher. Our slick bodies slapping loud in the firelight, her hair wild around her shoulders, her hands grabbing my throat now—just enough pressure to make my blood pound louder.

I was close. Way too close.

“I’m gonna—fuck—again—”

She leaned in, lips brushing mine.

“Do it,” she whispered. “Give it to me.”

And I did.

With a roar. With my entire body. My hips bucked up into her one last time, and I came again, cock pulsing wildly, hot and aching as I filled her all over again. My vision blurred. My hands scrabbled for her thighs, her hips, her waist—anything to ground me.

She collapsed over me, panting.

Laughed.

A low, satisfied sound.

“Still think you’re the one who found me?” she murmured, lips brushing my ear. “You’ve been walking toward this moment your whole life.”

The fire crackled, throwing flickering orange light across the walls. My body felt broken open—cock still twitching, chest heaving, muscles trembling in the aftermath—but she hadn’t moved.

She sat up on my lap, still impaled on me, still wet and dripping from two orgasms and both our cum, her inner walls pulsing around my softening length like she was coaxing me back to life.

It was working.

Her eyes shone with something more than lust. She leaned down, pressing a kiss to my chest—right over the place her mouth had first touched me when I stepped into her home.

“Don’t move,” she said softly.

I didn’t.

She rose off me slow, a thick, obscene sound following the separation, a wet slide of my cock from her soaked heat. I groaned. She stood, walked to the shelves without bothering to cover herself, and took down a coil of dark silk—red, or maybe black, hard to tell in the candlelight.

When she turned, there was something ancient in her gaze.

She came back to me like she was returning to a ritual.

“Give me your wrists,” she said.

My breath caught.

I raised them.

She straddled me again, took both wrists and bound them with a slow, firm knot—silk looping around bone, soft but tight, the ends trailing like ribbon down my forearms.

“Good,” she murmured, sitting back on my thighs. “Now you’ll stay.”

She leaned in and kissed me—not like before. No more teasing. No hunger. This kiss was slow, deep, thick with honeyed finality. Her lips moved against mine like she was sealing something. Like she was pressing her name into my blood.

Her fingers curled around the knot between my wrists.

“You won’t leave,” she whispered, pulling my arms up over my head. “Not really. Not after this.”

Then she rose up, positioned herself, and sank back onto my cock.

I was still sensitive—fuck, it almost hurt—but she was slow, impossibly slow, wrapping around me like warm syrup. Her cunt swallowed me inch by inch, soaking and hot, grinding down until I was buried to the base, and she moaned softly—head tilted back, mouth open, like she was drinking moonlight.

I gasped.

I couldn’t thrust. Couldn’t touch her. My wrists were bound, my hands useless above my head.

She moved anyway.

Long, deep strokes, grinding her hips in lazy circles at the bottom of every descent, her inner walls squeezing and milking me like she was drawing magic from my cock. Her hands slid over my chest, palms flat, fingers splayed, feeling every ragged breath.

“You don’t get to finish this time,” she said softly.

I groaned, hips bucking involuntarily.

She slammed down once, hard.

“Shhh,” she breathed. “This is mine.”

She rode me slow, drawing it out—tight and wet and warm, her pussy dragging over my cock until I was hard again, twitching inside her. But she never sped up. She just rocked, breathed, whispered.

Words. Ancient ones.

Her lips moved against my throat, my chest, my mouth, spelling things I couldn’t understand. I felt them more than heard them—syllables that curled in my bones and coiled around my spine, threading through my pulse.

She fucked me through a spell.

Bound and helpless, I let her ride me into something deeper than sex—her voice low, melodic, growing with each thrust, her body glowing in the firelight like a goddess mid-ritual. Her nails raked gently down my ribs. Her breath washed over my face.

“You’re mine,” she whispered, again and again. “You’re mine. You’re mine.”

Her pace increased—just a little—hips grinding with more urgency. Her walls clenching tighter.

“I can feel it,” she gasped. “Right there. Your soul—your fire—your name—”

She slammed down, hard, again and again, and I snapped—legs shaking, balls tightening, the knot in my gut exploding. I cried out, but no sound really formed—just heat, blinding, as I came again, cock twitching, helplessly spilling into her as she rode me through it.

And she didn’t stop.

Not until she was full. Not until her own orgasm crested again, her body shaking, her voice breaking on a final moan—“Ahhh—yes—yes—fuck—mine—mine—mine—”

She collapsed onto me, soaked, trembling.

Breathing heavy.

We lay there, tangled, panting, her cunt still wrapped around my cock like a brand.

The silk stayed knotted around my wrists.


Epilogue

She didn’t move.

Her body lay heavy and warm across mine, sweat drying on our skin, my cock softening inside her, but not slipping out. Not with the way she clenched every few seconds. Slow. Deliberate.

Like she wanted to keep me in her. All night.

The silk still bound my wrists. My arms ached. My chest heaved. My pulse was slower now, but not calm. Not really. It felt like my body was still lit from inside, as if the spell she whispered hadn’t faded—it had just sunk deeper.

She shifted.

Pressed a kiss under my ear.

“You did well,” she murmured.

I couldn’t answer. Could barely form words. Just swallowed, throat dry, every nerve in my body still ringing.

She curled against me, her thighs folding tight to either side of my hips, her breasts against my chest, her hair a veil between us and the cooling air. She smelled like salt and smoke, like candlewax and clove and something darker I still couldn’t name.

Her cunt still held me like a sealed promise.

“I told you,” she whispered, fingers sliding up my chest, over my throat. “This isn’t the end. It’s the beginning.”

She kissed me—slow, soft, like claiming territory.

“I know your name now,” she breathed against my lips.

I tensed.

“You never said it,” I rasped.

Her smile curved, slow and wide.

“I didn’t need to. I took it.”

My cock twitched inside her—exhausted, sore, but still responding.

She chuckled. “Oh, he heard me. Your body already belongs.”

I swallowed again, hard.

“What did you do to me?” I asked.

She leaned in close, lips brushing mine.

“I bound you,” she whispered. “To me. To this place. To this magic. You were ripe. So full of fire. Lust. Need. All you lacked was direction. And now…”

She rolled her hips slowly, and I gasped. Still sensitive. Still too much. But my cock started to stiffen again inside her.

“Now,” she breathed, “you have purpose.”

Her fingers touched my chest—right where she kissed me that first time.

The skin was warm. Warmer than the rest. It throbbed.

I looked down as far as I could with her pressed to me—and saw it.

A mark.

Small. Barely darker than my skin. But unmistakable.

A knot. Twisted. Endless. The shape of the silk.

Her brand.

“You’re mine,” she whispered again, more gently this time. “Body. Cock. Soul. It’s done.”

She kissed my throat.

“But it’s only the beginning.”

I trembled under her.

“You’ll stay here,” she continued, voice smooth and low. “At least until the leaves fall. Until the cold sets in. You’ll fuck me when I call. Eat me when I need. Sleep curled in my sheets. And if you ever try to leave…”

She smiled again. Her cunt clenched down hard.

“You won’t get far.”

I shuddered.

“And maybe,” she murmured, licking up my throat, “when the first snow falls… I’ll fuck you in it.”

She rolled her hips again, just enough to slide over the head of my cock, just enough to make me groan.

“You’ll like that,” she whispered. “I promise.”

And I knew—deep in my bones, past the blood, in whatever she’d touched with her spell—I wasn’t going anywhere.

Not tonight.

Not for a long, long time.
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