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DEDICATION
Halloween is a glorious time of year. The leaves are turning, there’s pumpkin spice everything, and all manner of beasties crawl from their dens to make sweet, sweet love to some lucky woman’s ladybits. So, please enjoy this little tome in the spirit of the holiday. Let the monster fucking begin!




AUTHOR'S NOTE:
My stories are very “what you see on the tin” type of stories. If it’s about a hellhound, it will be a full-shift hellhound in a sexual situation. Very few of my monsters are humanoid, and none could pass as human. Please do not read any further if this will upset you. Please see the content warnings on the following page.




CONTENT WARNINGS
Taken by the Zombie Horde: Dubious consent, body horror, gore
The Monster in the Box: Mildly dubious consent
Taken by the Hellhounds: Extremely dubious consent/Non-con, anal to vaginal sex, sexual slavery, gang-bang
Seduced by Death: Temporary child death, mildly dubious consent
The Dance: Dubious consent
Taken by the Demon: Dubious consent, unnegotiated bonding
The Mirror: Dubious consent, Somnophilia
Taken by the Demon Lord: Dubious consent, coercion, mild injury, unnegotiated power exchange
The Incubus: mildly dubious consent, choking, scratching
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Taken by the Zombie Horde
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Chapter One
Sophie paused in the middle of the road and looked both ways. There was nothing but trees for as far as the eye could see. She had left Northern California days ago, and the evergreens of Oregon had taken over. The road she traveled down was a narrow, winding, two-lane highway. She had not seen anyone, zombie or human, for two days.
The wind suddenly blew in from the east, carrying a familiar low moan. They were coming. Sophie jogged to the opposite edge of the road and stepped off the highway. The moment she entered the trees, the sunlight faded. Shadows of the towering evergreens closed around her. Shuffling steps came closer, the groaning growing louder.
She crouched low to the ground and sprinted between the trees. Branches slapped her face and body as she ran down the hill to flat ground. The sounds slowly faded until there was nothing but the rustle of her passing through the forest. Sophie paused to look around.
The trees abruptly ended at the edge of a dirt road. It ran both ways for as far as she could see. Sophie glanced back over her shoulder. Nothing moved in the forest behind her, and the only sound was the wind and the occasional bird song. She stepped onto the road and began walking.
The narrow dirt path curved toward the west after about half a mile, and Sophie slowed to a stop. Her mother told her to avoid the coastline. Most people fled that direction when things took a turn for the worse. The zombie population was still far higher there. She would be safer inland.
A branch snapped off to her left, and Sophie jerked. She narrowed her eyes, peering into the shadows. Seconds later, the token groan of the dead echoed through the trees. The zombies were tracking her. Sophie gripped the shoulder straps of her pack and started walking again.
There were millions of them, but they were slow. She fell into a light jog. If she stayed ahead of them and found a place she could barricade herself in for the night, they would probably pass her by. Or the same thing would happen to her that happened to the couple that left San Jose with her. A zombie horde swarmed them, and there was nothing left but blood smears on the pavement.
Sophie shivered at the memory. Of all the ways to die, she thought zombies must be the worst. They were slow in their eating, and it could take hours for their prey to bleed to death. Sophie shoved the morbid thoughts away and focused on finding a place to pass the night. There had to be a cabin or hunting shack somewhere nearby. The road had to lead somewhere.
She crested a small hill and paused. A cozy cabin sat at the bottom of the hill in a small clearing. It was overgrown, fallen branches covering one corner of the roof and collapsing half of the porch. Compared to the zombie-infested forest, it was an oasis. Sophie hurried toward it.
She climbed the porch steps, ducking under a branch that had speared through the crumbling shingles. She peered up at the damage done by the fallen limbs. It appeared to be localized to the porch. The cabin itself seemed to be intact. Sophie eyed the front door.
She slowly reached down to her side to pull her hunting knife from its holster. The closed door was a good sign, but she had learned not to be hasty. Too many people had died from that. And if she had learned nothing else from the fiasco in San Jose, she had learned that other people were often more dangerous than the zombies.
Sophie inched closer to the closed door. She winced as the floorboards creaked beneath her boots but reached out with one hand. The doorknob turned easily. She gave the door a light push, and it swung open with a loud squeak. Sophie tensed, glancing back over her shoulder at the forest. The zombies had definitely heard that.
Everything in her wanted to lock herself inside the cabin and hunker down, but good sense told her otherwise. She had to clear the building first. The only thing worse than zombies outside was a zombie locked inside with her, waiting to pop out of an unsearched closet. Sophie adjusted her grip on her knife and quietly slipped inside the cabin.
It was dark from the dust covering the windows. Obviously, no one had been there in a while. A good sign. Sophie closed the door behind her and peered into the shadows. Nothing moved aside from some cobwebs hanging in the corner. The cabin was a single room with only two doors. One behind her and one that likely led to the bathroom.
There was a narrow cot against the wall on her right and a small fireplace across from her. Aside from the cot and a massive elk head mounted above the fireplace, the cabin was empty. The kitchenette in the corner lacked any plates, glasses, or cutlery. Apparently, the hunter who owned the cabin brought everything with him. Sophie sighed.
She bent to peek under the bed. There was nothing but dust and a few empty shotgun shells. She started to shrug off her bag and paused. The bathroom. Sophie tightened her grip on the knife and crossed the room to the bathroom door. It swung open with an ominous creak to reveal a small sink and a composting toilet.
The room was barely large enough to turn around, but she checked behind the door to put her mind at ease. The cabin was secure and empty. She sighed and shrugged off her backpack. She could stay the night, but then she would have to move on. From the last map she saw, there should be a town less than five miles away.
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Chapter Two
Sophie carefully lifted the edge of the cardboard covering the window and peered out. After leaving the cabin, she wandered for days. The town on the map was much further north than she had realized. There had been a few close calls. She shivered and pulled her blanket closer around her.
The street outside was deserted, but that could change at any time. The zombie hordes were getting bigger as the number of humans fell. When she finally found the town, most of it was uninhabitable, burnt-out husks of houses and buildings. The few that had escaped the fire were all in the historic district. Buildings made from centuries-old brick.
She had set up a temporary base in what had been a lawyer’s office directly across from the partially burned-down courthouse. A military surplus store down the street had been mostly untouched. Everyone had died before they thought to stock up. It was a depressing thought. It made her think of the group from her hometown.
Her parents, their neighbors, Dan and Barbara, and a few people from the next neighborhood over. It seemed like forever since she had seen them, and the loneliness was starting to eat away at her. Before he died from pneumonia, Dan used to say none of them had any hope of seeing the New Year. Sophie grimaced at the calendar on the wall.
It was only August. Dan was probably right. Since he died in February, things had only gotten worse. The small group had gotten separated when a huge horde swept through the small town they had been hiding in. Her parents ran one way, and she ran the other. She had not seen them since. It had been four months.
She was realistic enough to accept that they were likely dead. Almost everyone was dead in one form or another. Sophie twitched when the first zombie came into view down the street. After months of watching them, she had grown more fascinated than afraid. Her heart still beat faster at seeing them, but it was only partially in fear.
Sometimes, she thought she saw human intelligence in their eyes. A spark of life. Part of her, the mortally lonely part, wanted to cling to something. Anything. She watched the zombie wander across the street toward the burnt-out courthouse and sniff the air. After a moment, it turned and wandered back the other way.
Sophie relaxed. When it did not come back after a few minutes, she let the cardboard fall back into place and slumped against the wall. She crossed her arms and stared across the office at a generic picture of a beach. Maybe she should walk into the street and let the zombies kill her.
The thought did not cause the same knee-jerk rejection it once did. She rubbed at her arms. She was just hungry, she decided. And touch starved. Sophie ripped open a protein bar and began mechanically chewing. The hunger she could fix. There was nothing to be done about the rest of it.
As she finished the stale protein bar, something thumped against the wall between the lawyer’s office and the ice cream parlor next door. She paused in the act of wadding up the wrapper to listen. The sound came again. It was chased by a very familiar groan.
Sophie went still, not even breathing. There was no way the zombie knew where she was. Another thump, much louder, came from the door to the street. It was echoed by several more from the backdoor and walls on either side of her. They knew. She did not know how they knew she was there, but they knew.
Hysteria squeezed her lungs as she slowly stood and moved to the middle of the lobby. The front window would never hold up to their banging. Any moment, they would realize the front of the office was glass. She backed into the receptionist’s desk, knocking it with her hip.
The sound only made the zombies more eager to get at her. She took in a shuddering breath. In the next second, the front glass shattered, and the zombies burst through the thin layer of cardboard. Sophie stared at them wide-eyed, her hand fumbling with the knife at her side. They moved toward her like a wave of gnashing teeth and black eyes.
The knife fell from her numb fingers. She heard a loud rip over the sound of their excited growls as the first of the zombies reached her and dragged her to the ground.
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Chapter Three
She could not breathe, could not move. The zombies were everywhere. The stench of their rotting flesh filled her nose as their hands clawed at her. Sophie sobbed, knowing death was near. A gaping, toothless mouth appeared in her line of sight a moment before something clamped onto her right nipple and sucked hard.
Sophie’s spine bowed, and a shocked cry escaped her. The startling pleasure sent shock waves down between her thighs. The hands continued to rip at her, jerking her clothing aside to reveal more of her soft skin. A second mouth closed on her left nipple, the unmistakable feeling of a cold, dead tongue rasping over the hardening bud.
She screamed in terror, even as her hips jerked at the sensation. Revulsion warred with the pleasure of the suckling. Her pants were ripped from her until only the thin fabric of her panties was between her and the zombies’ grasping hands. Cold hands jerked her thighs apart, rubbing at her pussy through her panties.
Sophie squeezed her eyes closed, willing her body not to respond, but the intense sucking at her nipples made her inner muscles clench. Wetness dribbled out of her, dampening her panties. The zombies growled, and several hands pawed at her thighs. The thin fabric was no match for their grasping fingers. Without warning, her panties ripped away, and cold fingertips ran over her spread pussy.
Her eyes flew open in surprise, watching in horrified fascination as the zombies licked her juices from their fingers. Soon, it was not enough for them. Several pairs of hands pressed her thighs wide as a zombie leaned down to sniff at her vulnerable pussy.
“Please, no!” she begged, praying it would not infect her.
Instead of the expected bite, the undead tongue rasped over her clit. The pleasure hit her like a punch to the stomach. Her thighs trembled in the zombies’ unbreakable grip. The creature immediately licked her again, its tongue cold and slightly rough. Sophie cried out, her toes curling as the unexpected pleasure continued.
The sucking on her nipples added another dimension, pushing her toward something devastating. Her body wound tighter and tighter. Every lick and suck made her cry out wordlessly. Even knowing how close she was to death, her body demanded the approaching ecstasy.
Suddenly, cold fingers prodded at her soaked pussy. Two of them squirmed inside her, stealing her breath. Her whole body spasmed. With a wail, she came, gushing over the undead hands and grasping fingers. The torment did not stop.
Sophie screamed, tears of ecstasy streaming down her cheeks as more fingers slipped inside her. Cold hands spread her cheeks, fingers soaked with her juices plunging into her tight ass. Three and then four fingers pumped into her sopping-wet pussy. Still, the tongue continued to lap at her overstimulated clit.
Pleasure so intense it edged on pain made her writhe in the grip of the undead. Every breath was a gasp, barely audible over the wet sounds of the fingers thrusting into her aroused body. She jerked in the zombies’ grip, helpless and unable to move in any direction. She was unsure if she wanted to escape the feeling or let it rise into what promised to be a devastating orgasm.
The choice was taken from her. The zombie licking her clit sat up. She watched in dawning horror as it shuffled forward on its knees, and she got her first glimpse of its cock. It was huge and mottled in the early stages of decay. Sophie screamed, struggling to close her legs. The hands on her were too strong.
With one hard thrust, the massive zombie cock thrust into her body. Sophie arched her back, the cry that fell from her lips equal parts pleasure and revulsion. She could feel the frigid thickness of the zombie’s cock inside her pulsing body. Her tight pussy pulled it deeper inside despite her disgust.
The zombie pulled its hips back and plunged into her, hitting something pleasurable deep inside her. She cried out in ecstasy and jerked her hips up to meet the next thrust. The zombies sucking on her nipples nibbled the tender buds with toothless mouths, and the fingers squirming in her ass made her pussy clench tighter.
Her disgust faded until there was no room for anything but pleasure. She whined and screamed with each hard thrust, the zombie impaling her on its huge cock. She looked down to see her juices covering the hands that clutched at her. She was so wet the zombie’s massive cock moved inside her freely, its decomposing balls slapping against her ass with each pump of its hips.
Her body wound tighter and tighter until the ecstasy was almost agony. She screamed wordlessly, begging for release. She could feel it just out of reach. Suddenly, one of the hands groping her thigh moved to her soaked folds and grazed her clit. Her pussy spasmed, clamping down on the cock moving inside her so hard she feared it would tear free of the zombie’s decomposing body.
She shrieked her pleasure, wave after wave of ecstasy rolling through her until she felt drained and delirious. She was still trembling when the zombie pulled its cock from her and bent down to sniff at her again. It fastened its mouth over her and began to suck the juices from her body. She convulsed in the zombies’ grip, oversensitive enough to roll into another almost painful orgasm.
“Oh, God!” she begged. “Please, no more!”
The fingers pulled out of her stretched ass, and she started to relax. Her eyes drifted closed as the zombie stopped sucking at her pussy. She had a brief moment of respite before, with a jerk of its hips, the zombie’s cock pushed into her ass. Sophie choked on her breath, arching her back as pleasurable fullness warred with over-stretched pain.
The zombie continued to enter her tiny back entrance with sharp thrusts until it was fully seated. She groaned, too full to even try to struggle. More cold fingers found their way to her pussy, squirming inside her to dip out her juices for sampling. With her ass impaled by the massive cock, she could do nothing to stop the others from sucking at her nipples and plunging their fingers and tongues into her pussy.
She writhed as much as she could in their grip as the horde fucked her. She was bruised everywhere, and her ass ached, but she made no move to escape. Each jerk of the zombie’s hips moved the huge cock inside her, making her pussy gush into the waiting mouths. When she came again, it was with a broken cry.
Her body was no longer her own. She had become the zombies’ favored treat, and they would never let her go. The huge cock slid out of her, only to be replaced by more fingers and tongues. Sophie let her limp thighs fall open to give them full access, abruptly noticing that they had released their tight grip at some point. Perhaps they knew she no longer had any interest in escaping.
She jerked her hips, the cold tongue of a zombie sliding in and out of her pussy, her juices covering the creature’s rotting face. Every backward stutter of her hips plunged three undead fingers into her stretched ass. The zombies attached to her breasts continued to lick and suck and gnaw on her nipples, tormenting the nubs until she came from their stimulation alone.
Eventually, Sophie lost track of time. Hours turned into days, days turned into weeks. She slept or ate when the horde left to hunt and surrendered herself to them when they returned. Thoughts of her family eventually faded to be replaced with what the horde brought her. Devastating pleasure and overwhelming ecstasy. And an end to her loneliness.
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Chapter One
Rachel nodded to the doorman on her way through the door. She was halfway across the lobby when the front desk clerk called out to her.
“Ma’am?”
Rachel paused. “Yes?”
“A package came for you today. I had someone put it in your foyer.”
Rachel glanced toward the elevator. Funny. She was not expecting anything.
“Thank you,” she murmured.
“Have a nice evening, Ma’am,” the clerk called after her.
Rachel continued across the lobby and pressed the button for the elevator. She had not ordered anything in weeks. What could have been delivered for her? It fleetingly crossed her mind that it could be dangerous, but she quickly dismissed the idea.
She was just a low-level executive at the firm. While their most recent client was odd, he hardly seemed dangerous. But there was something strange about how he always watched her as if trying to figure out what made her tick. Rachel huffed in amusement. She doubted he would ever figure it out.
Rachel pressed the button for the elevator and stepped on the moment the doors slid open. She was alone in the small, quiet space for the entire ride up to her floor. She only passed two people in the hallway on the way to her apartment. Rachel hesitated with her keys in her hand.
She unlocked her front door and stepped into the foyer. The light she always left on in the kitchen lit up part of the living room and dining room but left most of the foyer in shadow. She could only see the outline of a large box. Rachel pushed the door closed behind her and flipped on the light switch beside her.
She raised her eyebrows at the size of the box. When the clerk told her they had put a package inside her apartment, she had not imagined something so large. She put her purse and keys on the table by the door and moved closer. The box was square and almost as tall as her waist. The thick piece of tape holding it closed had lifted up on one side, and both flaps were open slightly.
Rachel leaned down to lift the edge of one flap. Light spilled into the box. The empty box. Rachel frowned in confusion. Why would someone send her an empty box? She squinted at the label on the side of the box, but there was no return address.
She started to turn away and caught a glimpse of something white at the bottom of the box. She reached in and picked it out. It was a single thick sheet of paper. On one side were several lines of ornate handwriting. On the other side was a strange symbol she had never seen before. It looked like some kind of glyph or rune.
It was oddly familiar. Like something she had seen at work. On company stationery, maybe? As she puzzled over it, she flipped the paper over. There, in several neat lines, was a note addressed to her.
My Dearest Rachel,
Please accept this gift as a token of my desire for you. I am certain it will sate your own desires.
With Endless Devotion,
XX
Lucien
Wide-eyed, Rachel reread the message several times. So, it was their most recent client. The odd man who followed her with his gaze. But why would he think a note and an empty box would win her over? And why would he think he knew anything about her desires?
Rachel huffed in amusement and folded the paper, dropping it back into the empty box. She started to turn away when an alarming idea occurred to her. What if there had been something alive in the box, a dog or cat, and it had escaped. It could be wandering free in her apartment somewhere.
The last thing she needed was an animal chewing up her shoes or destroying her furniture. Rachel glanced over into the dining room. There was no movement in the shadows under the table or chairs. She skirted around the side of her sofa to check under the coffee table. There was nothing there, either.
Rachel cast a quick look into the empty kitchen before moving deeper into her apartment. She peeked into the bathroom and flipped on the light. The shower curtain fluttered against the side of the tub. Rachel frowned and walked across the room to jerk back the curtain. Nothing.
She scanned the empty tub and bathroom and headed for the spare room. If there was something in her space, it had to be in one of the two bedrooms. There was nowhere else to hide. But there were no sounds in her apartment other than her soft footsteps on the carpet running the length of the hallway.
No barking, growling, meowing. Nothing. She opened the door to the small bedroom and flipped the switch inside the door. The overhead light illuminated a small, neatly-made bed and a bedside table. She started to back out of the room when she caught movement from the corner of her eye.
The closet door popped open. She expected something to come tumbling out, but there was nothing. The door slowly creaked open to reveal an empty closet. Rachel sighed and crossed the room to push it closed. She was overthinking the empty box. She needed a bath and some dinner.
Rachel flipped the spare room light off on her way out and headed for the master bathroom. The large tub was part of the reason she took the apartment. It was large enough for three people and lined with jets. Rachel toed off her shoes at the foot of her bed and walked into the large bathroom.
She eyed the large tub for a moment. It seemed like a bubble bath sort of day. After dumping the lavender-scented soap into the tub, she turned on the hot water. Rachel shed her clothes in her bedroom, but before she could return to the bathroom, she heard a door creak.
She walked down the hallway naked and flipped on the light to the spare room. Sure enough, the closet door was standing open again. Rachel sighed and flipped the light back off. She definitely needed that relaxing bath and to stop worrying about a strange admirer and his empty gift box.
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Chapter Two
Rachel eased down into the hot water with a heartfelt groan. The day’s trouble seemed to melt away in the softly scented water. She leaned back against the side of the tub and sighed. The radio on the bathroom vanity was turned down low, just loud enough for her to make out the melody but not the lyrics.
She quietly hummed along to the music. Rachel slid down until everything below the neck was hidden beneath the fragrant bubbles. The song on the radio changed, and she let her eyes fall closed. It was so nice to have peace and quiet after the non-stop movement at the office.
Rachel smiled to herself. She was so busy enjoying the bath she almost missed the quiet splash. Her eyes popped open, and she looked around the tub. She expected to see one of her candles missing, fallen into the water, but they were all still there. Nothing seemed to have moved.
She shrugged it off. Maybe she was imagining things in the quiet. She probably still had the empty box on her mind, part of her expecting an interruption to her relaxation. She shifted in the warm water, and her toes bumped against something soft.
Rachel wiggled her toes against it for a moment before she frowned. There should not be anything soft in the tub. Just as she opened her eyes, something brushed against her ankle. It felt alive, but that was impossible. She was being paranoid.
Rachel slowly pulled her knees up toward her chest. She had only moved a few inches when the gentle touch to her ankle turned firm. Something encircled her ankle and calf and jerked her leg straight. Within seconds, her other ankle was seized, and she slid a few inches deeper into the water.
She thrashed in the warm water, bubbles slopping over the edge of the tub to splash onto the floor. Through her panic, she could feel the grip moving up her legs to her torso. Rachel sucked in a deep breath to scream. The sound died in her throat as something peeked out of the water.
The water rolled down its bright red skin as its large, black eyes stared at her. It was impossible to guess the size of it, with most of it still hidden beneath the bubbles, but it was definitely not like any animal she had ever seen. Something softly tickled the underside of her right breast.
The creature made a purring sound, and a moment later, something rubbed over her nipple. Rachel gasped and reached up to push it away. Her fingers grazed wet, rubbery skin before her wrist was seized and moved down to her side. She hissed in shocked pleasure when it lightly tugged at her nipple.
Something slid up over her ribs to cup her other breast. Rachel arched against her will, gasping as her other nipple was seized. More of the touches came, seemingly everywhere at once, some moving higher to lightly stroke her collarbones and others slipping down between her thighs.
Rachel stared up at the ceiling in shock. She knew she should be doing something to fight against the thing, whatever it was, but it was not hurting her. In fact, its touch was the most attention her body had gotten in a long while. When two thick bands circled her thighs, she let her knees fall open.
Warm water caressed between her thighs. The feeling was quickly joined by a teasing touch along her sensitive flesh. What felt like a thick finger eased between her folds, running from her swelling clit down to her tight entrance. A tug on her nipples made her cry out and jerk her hips.
The finger-like touch sank into her several inches, and she shivered. Her pussy clenched down on the creature’s strangely textured appendage. Bumpy protrusions covered every inch of it. As it sank deeper, the bumps rubbed along her inner walls. Rachel bit her bottom lip to silence the whine that wanted to escape.
Something touched the underside of her chin, and she lowered her gaze. The dark eyes were still staring at her. As she watched, a long tentacle rose from the water. It drifted closer to her. It stroked her cheek while the one inside her found a particularly sensitive spot.
Rachel shuddered hard, moaning. The tentacle took advantage of her open, panting mouth. It slipped between her lips and caressed her tongue. Her pussy clenched in pleasure as the tentacle massaged the sensitive spot inside her over and over. Her thighs shook, trying to close one moment and spread further apart the next.
It was like nothing she had ever felt before. The pleasure built until she was thrashing helplessly. Mangled pleas for more fell from her lips. The creature’s grip was unbreakable. It continued to torment her sensitive nipples as it drove her closer to a devastating orgasm.
Her body felt like it was on fire. Completely out of her control. She was nothing but sensation; her world narrowed to the feelings the creature was bringing out in her. Rachel’s chest heaved, her heart threatening to pound out of her chest. Finally, the pleasure peaked.
Rachel’s muscles snapped tight, and she wailed. Her body convulsed in ecstasy, ripples of pleasure flowing through her entire body. Every movement of the tentacle inside her made her cry out and shake in overwhelming pleasure. It went on until she was too weak to cry out anymore.
The tentacle slowed and finally eased out of her slick, sensitive pussy. Rachel moaned and went limp. She would have sunk under the surface of the water if it were not for the surprisingly strong grip of the creature’s tentacles. They supported her weight in the water until she regained her breath.
As soon as she could think clearly, a blush colored her cheeks. The creature was obviously what had been in the box. Her face burned hotter at the realization that Lucien had somehow supplied her with something that did exactly what he said it would do. Sate her desires.
Despite her embarrassment, Rachel had to admit that it was a perfect gift. It deserved a fitting gesture of appreciation.
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Chapter Three
Rachel set both coffee cups on the table and sat in one of the chairs across from the sofa. Lucien watched her with interest. From his point of view, her invitation was probably unexpected. If he had given other women a similar ‘gift’, they would likely have avoided ever being near him again. It was not the most appropriate way of expressing romantic interest.
“I received your…gift,” she said.
Lucien calmly took a sip of his coffee. “It was not my gift. I simply arranged for him to have what he desired.”
Rachel blinked in surprise. “Your note said it was for me.”
Lucien shrugged one shoulder. “The note was not from me. He is fully capable of dictating what he desires.”
As the knowledge sunk in, Rachel shifted in the chair. She licked her lips. “The note was signed by you.”
“No. I signed beneath the signature to show my place as transcriber.”
Rachel glanced down at the note on the table between them. The ‘XX’ above Lucien’s name made more sense. But the creature had sought her out if the man was telling the truth. It wanted her enough to arrange a meeting. Rachel felt a combination of confusion and arousal settle deep in her belly.
“Where is he now?” Lucien asked.
“In the bedroom.” Where the creature had settled after the bath incident. He had wrapped his tentacles around her during the night, and she had woken cradled in his embrace. An alarming thought suddenly rose in her mind.
“Are you going to take him with you?”
Lucien laughed in what appeared to be genuine amusement. “I would not be allowed to separate you from His Highness.”
Rachel’s eyes widened. “What?”
“Members of the royal family bind themselves to a chosen human. It is permanent once they have placed their mark.” Lucien gave her a sly grin. “You are very lucky. I know many who would give anything to be bound to one of the infernal princes.”
What had she gotten herself into? Before she could fully freak out, something velvety soft wrapped around one wrist. She gasped and looked down to see the creature on the floor near her feet. His tentacle gently squeezed her wrist, the tip tickling her palm. A burst of arousal drowned out the fear.
“If it pleases His Highness, I will leave the two of you alone,” Lucien said. He set his coffee cup down on the table and stood.
Rachel distractedly noticed the creature waving a tentacle toward the man in dismissal. After Lucien was gone, all of her attention landed on the creature. An infernal prince. She had her own opinions on what exactly she was dealing with, but she pushed them aside.
The prince’s large, dark eyes watched her as a single crimson tentacle rose to stroke her cheek softly. Rachel gasped at the first touch to her inner ankle. More tentacles crept up her legs, pressing her knees apart as they went. Another tentacle wrapped around her other wrist, pinning both arms to the sofa at her side.
Rachel shivered at the teasing strokes to her inner thighs. A tentacle shifted her panties aside as more tentacles gently stroked over her pussy. They spread her, running over her folds. Rachel felt herself responding, growing wet for the creature’s touch.
The tip of a tentacle dipped inside her, stroking the walls of her slick pussy. Rachel arched into it and was rewarded with the tentacle sliding deeper. The tip of another tentacle circled around her sensitive clit, teasing but not touching the sensitive nub. Rachel jerked her hips.
Tentacles wrapped around her thighs and knees, pressing her thighs up and apart, leaving her bare to the creature’s gaze. Tentacles slipped between the buttons of her blouse, slipping inside her bra to wrap around her hard nipples. Rachel moaned in pleasure. She felt her own wetness on her thighs, smeared by the writhing tentacles.
The thick tentacle inside her slid in and out of her pussy, smearing her arousal over her throbbing clit and down to her virgin back entrance. A thin tentacle slipped inside her where she had never been entered before, and Rachel gasped and arched at the sensation. It was a faint heat, an edge to the shocking pleasure pulsing through her body.
She cried out at a sharp tug to her nipples, and her pussy clenched. A second tentacle slipped inside her soaked pussy. Rachel cried out. Her hips jerked into it, urging the two tentacles to thrust. She wanted the creature, the prince, to take her. She craved it.
“More,” she moaned.
The grip on her legs and wrists tightened. A moment later, all three tentacles inside her pulled out and thrust back in. Rachel let out a shuddering gasp, her toes curling.
“Yes!”
Her back passage clenched around the writhing tentacle. At her passionate cry, the prince thrust into her again. Her wetness gushed out of her, pleasure making her so wet it was almost embarrassing. She moved into the creature’s thrusts as much as she could, but the prince seemed to enjoy her bound and moaning.
Tentacles tugged at her nipples, stroked her breasts, and massaged her inner thighs. The gentle touches drove her wild. They were in perfect contrast to the almost rough thrusting between her legs. Tentacles kept her spread wide open, and a third dipped into her hungry pussy.
Rachel screamed her pleasure. She was so full. Every heavy thrust struck a tender spot deep inside her, forcing her closer to completion. The tentacle teasing her clit finally rubbed over the swollen nub. Her spine bowed, toes curling, as white-hot pleasure erupted from her pussy.
She was vaguely aware of screaming when she came. Her whole body shuddered over and over, the ripples making her thrash in the creature’s unbreakable grip. The touches continued until she was sobbing from the force of the pleasure. Finally, the infernal prince let her rest.
Rachel moaned brokenly, her pussy still spasming around the tentacles inside her. The aftershocks faded slowly. She lay panting in the creature’s grasp. The tight grip faded into a more supportive hold. It was the only thing that kept her from sliding into the floor. 
She shakily raised her head to look down at the creature covering her. He was larger than she had realized. She had only seen parts of him in the bathtub, and when they woke up together, she was still too groggy to fully appreciate his size. He must have been curled up tightly inside that large box.
Rachel looked away from the mass of tentacles to study what appeared to be the prince’s face. His black eyes stared back at her. Lucien said she would be marked, but the creature had not marked her. Rachel frowned.
“You didn’t mark me,” she whispered.
The creature cocked his head to the side. A low purr vibrated his body, including the parts of him still inside her. Rachel gasped, eyelids fluttering in pleasure. His tentacles slowly eased out of her, and she could not hold back a whine at the loss. She stared in confusion as he pushed her skirt up to reveal her thighs.
“What are you…?”
She trailed off when she caught sight of a strange mark on her inner thigh. The same symbol on the note that came with the box. The prince stroked a tentacle over the mark, and she shivered. It was more sensitive than the rest of her skin. Rachel looked away from the mark to see the creature still watching her.
She had been marked. The prince intended to keep her. She was unsure what she was supposed to feel, but all she felt was pleasure and the burn of arousal. Rachel licked her lips.
“Alright. Now that you’ve marked me, what do you want to do with me?”
The prince purred and jerked on her shirt. Several of her buttons popped free, and her blouse gaped open.
“Oh,” she moaned.
They would get along just fine.
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Chapter One
Her grandmother always called them the Fair Folk. Her mother muttered about fairies. Kate was not sure what her father’s opinion had been; he had become a victim of the forest that surrounded their village soon after she was born, but most of the other villagers had a fearful respect for the beings who called the forest home.
Kate had always had a complicated relationship with the forest. It had taken her father from her, taken dozens of people over the years, but it had never felt malicious to her. It felt like a magical place. Since she was a girl, she had snuck into the trees to wander the mossy paths and splash in the cool, clear streams. A watchful presence always seemed to follow her there, unseen but safe.
The only place she avoided, the place everyone feared, was the cave at the center of the woods. The village elder said it was the gateway between worlds. It was rumored that anyone who entered was taken by the fairies and never seen again.
“Are you nearly ready, Kate?” her mother called. “We can’t be late.”
Kate looked down at herself and brushed a bit of soot off her skirt. The dress was hardly new, sewn by her mother two winters past, but it was her best. The elder always insisted the villagers dress in their best clothes to give the tribute. He said anything less was disrespectful and would bring the Fair Folk down upon them.
Kate hurried to the door where her mother and grandmother waited. Her mother carried their tribute basket, an array of bread, cheese, and fruit preserves they had spent months preparing. Her grandmother looked at her oddly when she stepped out of the cottage but said nothing.
As they left their small home behind to head toward the village center, her grandmother was uncommonly quiet. She walked with her hands tucked into the front pockets of her apron, a thoughtful frown on her face. Kate glanced at her several times as they walked, but her grandmother never looked up from the ground.
They reached the village center just as the elder was making his announcements. Kate was only partially listening, still sending her grandmother concerned looks, when a disquieted hush went through the crowd. From the mutters she overheard, something was different this year. The Fair Folk were seeking another kind of tribute.
The elder continued the usual announcement as if nothing had changed and gestured for the nervous villagers to follow him. Kate fell in line near the back, her mother in front of her and her quiet grandmother at her side. Just before they entered the forest, her grandmother made eye contact with her and motioned for her to stop walking.
The other villagers passed them with curious stares, but Kate kept her eyes on her grandmother’s serious face. When the last of the people had passed, her grandmother grabbed her wrist to reel her in close.
“This came for you,” she whispered.
Kate looked down at her open hand to see a sparkling green stone on a wispy, golden chain. It was beautiful in an otherworldly sort of way. She stared in confusion. “What do you mean?”
“I found it outside the door this morning,” her grandmother said. She sighed, suddenly looking her age. “It’s fairy-made.”
“I don’t understand,” Kate said. She had never heard of the Fair Folk leaving gifts. They took things. They did not give them.
“You need to wear it,” her grandmother urged. “Otherwise, you will cause offense.”
Kate looked down at the necklace. It was so shiny it seemed to glow in the shadows of the trees. Something in her yearned to take it, but she knew better. All her life, her grandmother had warned her about the fairies.
“What does it mean?” she asked softly.
“I can’t say for sure, but I believe it is an offering,” her grandmother said. “You have attracted someone’s interest during your forest wanderings.
Kate blinked in surprise. “You knew about that?”
Her grandmother gave her a faint smile. “Grandmothers always know.”
Kate returned the smile and ducked her head to allow her grandmother to slip the chain around her neck. It settled so lightly that she had to look down at her chest to be sure it was there. The emerald sparkled against the pale gray of her dress.
“We should join the others,” her grandmother said, pulling Kate’s attention away from the necklace. “We do not want to miss the tribute.” She started down the forest path.
Kate only hesitated for a moment before she followed after her. The forest was filled with the same bird songs as usual. The cool air smelled of damp earth and growing things. Kate took deep breaths of it, smiling at the familiar scent. By the time they reached the clearing, she had mostly forgotten about the strange gift.
The villagers stood in a clump around the stone altar at the center of the clearing. They glanced around nervously, eyeing the trees for any sign of movement. The elder ignored their obvious fear and focused on the tribute ritual. Kate was usually fascinated by the drawing of runes and mumbled words, but her attention kept drifting.
Someone was watching her. She glanced around at the other villagers, but none of them were paying her any mind. No, it was not them. It felt familiar. Kate peered into the trees.
It was similar to the watchful presence she always felt in the forest, but somehow more. As if the attention had sharpened or there were more eyes on her. She was not sure how to interpret the odd feeling. As she studied the trees, her hand drifted up to touch the stone around her neck.
The second her fingertips made contact, the focus sharpened on her, and a gust of wind blew through the trees. It sounded like footsteps circling the clearing. Kate was faintly aware of the frightened whispers of the other villagers, but she could not take her eyes off the shifting shadows in the forest.
There was someone there. Several someones. She could not see them, but she knew they were watching.
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Chapter Two
The forest was dark around her, the shadows too deep to see far beyond her outstretched hand, but she somehow knew where she was. The cave. And she was not alone. She could sense eyes on her. Shadows moved in the dark, larger than her but not shaped quite like men.
She could feel the stone floor of the cave beneath her feet, but the air was warm and damp. Her nightgown clung to her skin. The shadows moved closer, half a dozen of them, circling her in the dark. It should have been frightening, but all she felt was interest.
Kate heard a whisper in her mind. It was like a breeze rustling through the leaves of a tree, six voices all speaking at once. The first touch came as a light graze between her shoulder blades. She let out a shaky gasp. Feelings exploded inside her mind, twirling with the voices to paint a picture with emotions.
The shadows loomed over her. Kate had never seen the presence that watched over her in the woods, but she felt the same safety she felt then. The shadows were her protectors. At her realization, she felt a surge of emotion from them. Fondness, love…something deeper and hotter.
Another hand joined the first, stroking down her spine to settle on her lower back. Kate shuddered with the unfamiliar pleasure. A hand traced the chain of her necklace to where it ended just above her gown. Kate only hesitated for a moment before she quietly asked for more.
There was no shyness in her. As the hands stroked over her, only the thin cotton of her gown between their large hands and her skin, she gave into the pleasure. Long fingers caressed her back, her shoulders, her hips, always close but never close enough to the fire that was growing in her.
“Please!” she gasped.
Hot, wet mouths took the place of hands. They were everywhere at once, sucking at her pebbled nipples through her gown and licking at her throat. A long tongue caressed her gasping mouth before slipping inside to muffle her moans. She lost track of everything except the pleasure singing through her veins, arching her back and pulling shocked gasps from her lips. When her knees threatened to buckle, a dozen hands were there to keep her in place.
“More!” she breathed.
Hot breath caressed her belly, and she jerked her hips, needy but not sure what she needed. The voices whispered her name just as a mouth closed over her most secret place. It was only the hands holding her that kept her on her feet. A hot tongue licked and probed at her untouched womanhood until she was soaked with a combination of saliva and her own arousal.
Kate lost all control of her body, thrashing in the grip of her shadowy lovers and gasping for more. There were hands and mouths everywhere, but none as intense as the one between her thighs. When the pleasure finally peaked, it took her breath away.
She shook, jolting each time the tongue lapped at that tender place until she was whining. The mouth slowly pulled away from her, the hands following with even more hesitation, and she could feel her lovers’ craving in her mind. There was a deep well of hunger and need, all of it wrapped up in adoration.
It was too much for her overwhelmed mind to take. Kate finally gave in to the siren call of exhaustion, and the cave faded around her.
She woke with a gasp, her body still shaking from remembered pleasure. The first splashes of sunlight streamed beneath the wind shutters, casting the room in dim morning light. Kate sat up and looked around. Her family was still asleep, her grandmother on her pallet beside her and her mother snoring softly on her other side. 
Kate slowly sat up and looked down at herself. Her gown was dry, showing no signs of the damp cave or everything that came after. She raised a trembling hand up to brush her hair back from her face, and her fingers found the necklace around her neck. It was warm to the touch.
She jumped at a sudden knock on the front door. Kate rose and hurried to the door, grabbing a shawl from the hooks beside the door for decency. She opened the door a crack and peeked out. The village elder stood on the doorstep, a dour expression on his face. She opened the door wide enough to slip outside.
“My mother and grandmother are still asleep,” she said by way of explanation.
The elder waved her off. “It doesn’t matter to me. I came to speak with you.”
Kate raised her eyebrows. “Oh? Why?”
The elder’s gaze dropped from her face to the necklace around her throat. “This is for you,” he said, holding out his hand.
A delicate golden ring lay in his palm, a perfect match for the necklace. Kate frowned in confusion.
“I had a visit from the Fair Folks in the wee hours of the morning. The guardians of the gateway, to be precise.”
“The guardians?” she questioned.
“Those who protect this world from the dangers of the fairy realm,” he said impatiently. He held the ring out toward her again. “They left this for you.”
Kate hesitated. “Why?”
“They desire you as their bride,” he said flatly.
Behind her, she heard a gasp. Kate turned to see her mother standing in the shadowed doorway, staring at her in shock. She could just make out her grandmother’s face around her mother’s shoulder. Her grandmother’s eyes were knowing.
“I-I need to think about this,” Kate stuttered. She looked back at the village elder to see him still holding out the ring.
“Fine. Take the ring.” He dropped his hand the moment she picked up the ring from his palm. “I will tell you this, young lady. The Fair Folk do not wait well. Make your decision quickly.” With that, he turned and hurried away.
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Chapter Three
Walk with me,” her grandmother said. She slipped around her mother to duck out onto the step.
Kate looked from her grandmother’s serious expression to her mother’s pale face. She nodded and let her grandmother lead her away from the cottage.
They walked for several minutes in silence. The path her grandmother chose was the same one Kate took to enter the forest. Her grandmother walked to the edge of the trees and stopped, peering into the shadows. 
“You aren’t the first,” she said.
Kate frowned in confusion. “Not the first?”
“To be chosen,” her grandmother clarified. “There was another long before you were born when I was just a young girl. A young woman like you was chosen by the Fair Folk, the realm guardians, as a bride.”
Kate’s eyes widened. “What happened to her?”
Her grandmother shrugged. “People would see her from time to time, out there in the woods. Always seemingly happy as the guardians hovered nearby.”
“Have you ever seen them?” Kate asked. “The guardians?”
“No. No one has in a long time.”
Kate thought of the shadowy figures in her dream. She knew nothing about their appearance, only how they felt when they touched her. She blushed at the thought.
“I am not sure if they took a bride before her, but they lived together the rest of her earthly life,” her grandmother said. “Her burial shroud was left with the village elder two summers before you were born.”
“Do you think I should go?” Kate asked quietly.
Her grandmother smiled faintly. “Your heart has never been in the village. You only seem happy when you are out there.” She gestured at the trees.
Kate followed her gaze to the forest ahead of them. It was true that she felt more alive in the woods than she ever did in the village, but was that reason enough to leave her family behind?
“What would you and mother do without me?”
Her grandmother chuckled and turned away from the forest. “You worry about you, dear. Your mother and I will be fine.”
Kate watched her head back toward the cottage. She started to follow her when she heard a rustle in the trees. A branch snapped somewhere in the shadows. She could feel a presence, unseen but watchful. Kate smiled into the trees and turned away to follow her grandmother.
The rest of the day passed in a blur, her mind already out in the forest, even as her family bustled around her. She snuck her hand into her apron pocket every few minutes to feel the ring. She tried to make sense of her jumbled feelings. Part of her wanted to stay in the village, close to her family and everything familiar.
Kate sighed to herself. If she was honest with herself, the majority of her had always been out in the forest. After her dream, she knew the comfort she felt out among the trees was from the guardians. They had been the silent presence that followed her, keeping all darkness away. If she was painfully honest with herself, she craved the feelings they evoked in her.
Even after a full day, she could clearly remember the sensation of their hands and mouths. She shivered. But was passion and comfort enough to seek in a marriage bed? Was there more?
“Kate?”
Kate raised her head to see her grandmother staring at her. “Yes?”
“Have you made up your mind?”
Kate blinked. Had she? Maybe her decision had been made when she chose to accept the necklace. Was everything beyond that second-guessing herself? She smiled faintly.
“Yes,” she murmured. “I have.”
Kate pulled the ring from her pocket and slipped it on her finger. It was warm to the touch, comforting and steady, as if it had always been meant to be there. When she looked up, her grandmother was smiling.
“You were always a child of the forest,” she said softly. She held her arms out for a hug. “I am not surprised the Fair Folk recognize a kindred spirit in you.”
Kate hugged her tightly. “I will visit,” she said. Her eyes went to her mother standing just behind her grandmother. “I will.”
Her mother gave her a wobbly smile. “I know.”
Once the hugs and goodbyes were said, there was no use delaying the inevitable. The moment she stepped out of the cottage, Kate could feel the difference in the air. The forest was alive with the rustle of leaves. It sounded like hundreds of voices whispering their excitement at once.
She walked the path, pausing at the tree line for a heartbeat before continuing on. The sun had already begun to set. The shadows between the trees deepened by the minute. Kate heard rustles in the darkness, giggles of excitement interspersed with the quiet voices. She caught glimpses of movement from the corner of her eye, but when she turned her head, there was nothing to see.
It would have made her nervous if she could not also feel the steadying gaze of the guardians on her. Kate continued down the path, twisting and turning until the great, gaping mouth of the cave finally lay in front of her. She had never seen it in her waking life, only vague glimpses of the inside during her dream.
As she stared up at it, she felt a familiar presence come up behind her. It was quickly joined by another and another. The guardians formed a living wall behind her, the heat of their bodies burning away the slight chill in the air. Kate licked her lips nervously and slowly turned to face them.
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Chapter Four
They were not what she had imagined. They were tall, lean, and fierce. Kate looked them over with wide eyes. If she could not feel them in her mind, she would be afraid. Despite their frightening appearance, they still felt the same as they always had. Kind, protective, longing.
Kate smiled up at them and moved closer. They surrounded her, gently herding her toward the mouth of the cave. Their domain. The forest was alive with whispers and titters of excitement, but the guardians blocked her view of the trees around her. She stepped into the cave.
A path led deeper into the shadowed interior, and the guardians urged her to follow it. Kate thought of the stories of Fair Folk carrying off mortals and realized that was precisely what was happening. Though, she was there of her own free will. She wanted to be carried off.
The idea sent a shiver of anticipation through her. The things the guardians had done to her in her dream had carried an unreal quality, some of the details blurred. What would it be like to be fully immersed in their attention? Kate inhaled shakily at the thought.
The guardians led her deeper and deeper into the cave until there was nothing but the faint sound of dripping water and her own excited breathing. She wondered if they could hear her heart pounding. Her body already felt alive like it only had once before, when they came to her in her dream.
They came to a stop in a large cavern. The space was lit with lights that floated along the high ceiling. As she looked up in wonder, hands stroked over her shoulders and down her back. Kate turned to face her future mates. They watched her with eyes that glowed with otherworldly light. 
There was a question in her mind, spoken in half a dozen voices at once. Was she sure? Kate smiled.
“Yes,” she whispered.
The air around her glimmered. When a hand turned her around to face the cavern, a cozy nest appeared in the center of the floor. Kate drifted toward it curiously. Silk, satin, and fur formed a large pallet. The golden threads in the fabric caught the light from the fairy lights hovering above her head. It was beautiful.
Kate grabbed fistfuls of her dress and eased the hemline up her legs. Hands were immediately there. Claws lightly skimmed her slim calves, and several hands palmed the soft skin of her thighs. Kate pulled her dress over her head and let it fall to the cavern floor, standing bare in front of her future mates.
The whispers of desire in her mind were nearly drowned out by pleased purrs and rumbling growls. The guardians urged her forward to the edge of the pallet, and Kate dropped to her knees. Impossibly soft fabric cocooned her lower legs. She took a deep breath and fell forward onto her hands, leaving herself open to her mates.
Claws scrambled across the stone floor as they surged forward to surround her. Hands stroked down her back to cup her plush backside as more stroked her hips and thighs. Others cupped her breasts, gently tweaking her hardening nipples. It was impossible to tell one pair of hands from another when they all seemed desperate to touch as much of her as possible.
Long fingers tangled in her hair to bare her throat to a hot tongue. Another mouth placed hungry kisses on her inner thighs. Yet another lapped at her breasts while someone seemed fascinated by her delicate toes. Kate stopped trying to keep track of all of them, simply giving herself over to the sensations.
She felt flushed, the warm, damp air of the cave only increasing the heat building inside her. Kate shifted her hips restlessly. The mouth on her thigh abandoned the soft skin to move higher. It nuzzled at her womanhood until a hand appeared to spread her open for a plunging tongue.
Kate gasped, arching her back to push her hips back into the hot, wet mouth. The voices whispered their encouragement. Hands seized her hips to urge her into a steady rhythm. Every slick slide of the tongue was echoed by nuzzles and sucking kisses on her breasts. The guardians who could not have access to those parts of her seemed intent on stroking and licking the rest of her.
“I want—!” she broke off, unsure what it was she needed. There was a deep ache inside her, a craving for something more.
The whispers grew louder in her mind, the layers of emotion growing more complex. Desire, devotion, and a deep well of protectiveness. The tongue slowly slid from her clenching womanhood to be replaced by two long, thin fingers. They slipped inside her smoothly, her channel slick with her arousal.
Kate moaned, panting into the warm, clinging air. She could feel several of her mates crowding in closer, eager to see her body stretch around the twisting fingers. It should have shamed her, but she spread her thighs wider and shivered in pleasure. A third finger slid into her, stretching her virgin body.
She curled her fingers into the pallet and moaned for more. The fingers eased out of her to be replaced with something thicker and hotter. Kate gasped at the stretch. Hands rubbed her sweaty skin, soothing her through the first slow thrust as her body struggled to adjust.
She felt fuller than she had ever imagined. Her inner muscles fluttered in alarm, but beneath the faint ache was a pleasure she craved. Kate tentatively shifted her hips. A jolt of pleasure made her cry out.
“More!” she begged.
The thickness slid out partway and eased back inside her. Her body pulsed. Kate shamelessly shoved her hips back into the next thrust. Her inner muscles clenched, and her mind filled with her mate’s pleasure. He began to thrust faster.
Hands stroked over her in a frenzy as the cavern filled with the sounds of their passion. Kate arched, desperate cries falling from her lips until they were taken in a fierce kiss. Every part of her felt flushed and hot. Her mind was a swirl of her own pleasure mixed with that of her mates.
The throbbing need inside her built with every deep thrust until stroking fingers found their way to the apex of her thighs. Kate cried out into the mouth covering hers. Her body clenched so tight it was almost painful. She shuddered hard as the pleasure swept through her. Every stroke of the fingers on her heated flesh made her moan brokenly until she was too weak to do more than tremble.
Hands slowly lowered her down onto her belly, the thickness easing out of her with a gush of wetness. For several long minutes, Kate tried to remember how to breathe. Her body still ached pleasantly in some places and felt warm and alive in others. She panted into the plush blankets as the guardians stroked over her damp skin.
They were her mates, she suddenly realized. She had accepted them and shared a marriage bed. Already, she could feel the desire from her mates who had not yet had the privilege of taking her. Their protectiveness warred with their need to fully claim her. Kate shifted in place, feeling a rush of arousal at the idea. 
Her mates helped her roll onto her back in the soft bedding. She lazily sprawled across the pallet and smiled at the fondness she felt through the bond. They would spoil her at this rate. At the thought, she slowly parted her thighs to put herself on display for her mates. The guardians pressed in tight around her.
“Another,” she demanded.
Her mates happily obeyed.
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Taken by the Hellhounds
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Chapter One
Jessi adjusted her grip on the straps on her backpack and glanced around. In the falling darkness, the surrounding houses were just shadows outside the glow of the street lights. The neighborhood had been rundown for years. Perched at the edge of town, most of the houses had long since been abandoned.
A cold wind blew down the street, and Jessi pulled her jacket tighter around her. Her own house was outside the city limits, a good twenty-minute walk from the more active downtown area of the town. Every day, she walked from the small community college to her parents’ old vacation home.
It was more of a rundown shack. They had abandoned it when they divorced, and both of them moved to opposite ends of the country. It had been a surprise to them when she said she wanted to attend a small college rather than the university her father had been grooming her for. Her mother was simply pleased her father had been thwarted.
The sun dropped down behind the tree line, and the wind began to pick up. The sky was gray overhead, promising a storm in the near future. Jessi quickened her pace. She hurried through the empty neighborhood and paused outside a set of rusty, wrought-iron gates.
The old town cemetery.
No one used it anymore. The chain on the gate was so old the lock had nearly rusted through. Jessi peered through the bars. Her mother always told her to avoid the cemetery after sundown, something about local rumors. Some people thought there were monstrous creatures inside.
Evil hybrids of man and beast. Hellhounds, the locals said. Jessi huffed under her breath. All she knew was that the temperature was dropping, and it was getting dark fast. She had five miles left to walk if she bypassed the cemetery and one if she walked through it. The math was not hard to do.
Jessi jerked on the lock until it gave and pushed on the gate. It swung open with a loud screech that made her glad the neighborhood was abandoned. She slipped through the gates and wandered into the cemetery.
There was no noise inside the stone walls. No birds, no wind. Nothing. It was eerie, but she pressed on. The tall trees dotted around the field were gnarled with age, and their branches swayed despite the lack of wind. Jessi walked past the open doors of an old mausoleum and saw something move from the corner of her eye. She paused and turned back.
The dark shape was gone. Jessi frowned and looked around. The shadows of the trees grew by the minute, reaching across the dead grass toward her. The whole place gave her the creeps. She hurried forward.
As she rounded the corner of another mausoleum, something large and black rose in front of her. Jessi stopped in her tracks and stared. The black shape slowly took form, morphing from a vague outline to a monstrous creature with yellow eyes and thick black fur. Its canine jaws parted to reveal rows of razor-sharp teeth, and it let out a low, rumbling growl.
Jessi screamed and ran. She raced across the field, dodging headstones and praying she was heading in the right direction. In the growing shadows, one mausoleum looked a great deal like the others. A snarl from off to her right made her gasp and veer to the side.
Her shoe caught the edge of a headstone, and she crashed to the ground. Heavy footsteps approached from behind her and from her right. She scrambled to her feet. She caught a glimpse of another huge monster before something grabbed her backpack and jerked her backward.
The bag slipped off her shoulders, and she tumbled to the ground. There was another one! All three of the creatures stalked toward her until she was surrounded. They varied in size, but the shortest was still at least a foot taller than her. The largest towered over her by more than two feet.
Jessi cowered from her place in the grass. Her mind raced, trying to make sense of the creatures. They had to be the hellhounds the townspeople talked about. She should have paid more attention. Jessi slowly stood and looked around for anything she could use to defend herself.
She had some pepper spray in her bag, but it was in the grip of the smallest of the creatures. As she stared at her backpack, the medium-sized creature moved toward her. Jessi cringed away. She could not back up without bumping into the largest of the monsters. It growled at her.
When she looked back, the other creature was directly in front of her. Her gaze dropped to see a thick cock and furred balls hanging between his legs. As she stared, his cock twitched in her direction. Jessi shivered in horror. She only had time to gasp before he reached for her.
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Chapter Two
The creature’s clawed hands ripped her shirt open. Buttons flew in every direction. Jessi tried to jerk away, but a huge hand grabbed a handful of her hair and held her still. She cried out in fear as her shirt was ripped the rest of the way off, and the creature snapped her bra straps.
“Stop!” she screamed.
Once her bra was gone, he cupped her breasts in his massive hands. The rough texture of his furry palms rubbed over her nipples in a way that sent a jolt of pleasure through her virgin body. She yelled in denial and tried to pull out of the creature’s grasp. He ignored her struggles.
The button of her jeans popped off with one hard jerk from his hands, and he ripped several seams. The creature tugged the remaining scraps from her legs. He paused at her innocent, cotton panties. His huge hands reached for her hips, and she pulled as far away from him as she could.
The creature ripped her panties off her and grabbed her by the hips. She squirmed in his hold, shrieking in terror, as he carried her over to a nearby gravestone and knelt. Jessi fought his hard grasp, but her struggles did not even slow him down. He bent her over the cold stone and shoved her legs apart.
Jessi cried out at the first touch of his tongue on her wet folds. His long tongue swept over the swollen nub of her clit, licking at it over and over. Jessi’s thighs shook as wave after wave of pleasure went through her, dulling her terror. The creature slipped his thick tongue into her, causing her pussy to clench and her body to shake in ecstasy.
Tears escaped her eyes at the force of the pleasure. She whined and moaned as he pushed her through one wave of pleasure and into another. Her body was out of her control. There was nothing but the feel of his tongue twisting inside her virgin body and his breath snuffling against her sopping wet entrance.
Her body went tense when he parted her cheeks with his clawed hands and swiped his tongue over her delicate pucker. She gasped and tried to jerk away, but there was no escape. The hellhound thrust his tongue deep into her tight passage. The hot, wet muscle stretched her wide.
Her grip loosened on the edges of the stone. Her body clenched down around the intruder, but it did nothing to stop him from thrusting his tongue in and out of her over and over again. As her muscles gave in to him, Jessi hung her head and moaned.
That place seemed to be directly tied to her virgin pussy. The more he toyed with her back passage, the more her pussy clenched and ached for his touch. She bucked her hips to drive his tongue into her harder. It felt so forbidden and wrong to enjoy having the creature touch her, but she did not want him to stop. His tongue lapped at her stretched entrance, slipping deeper into her.
She felt the graze of his sharp teeth against her ass before he was pulling back. His hot breath caressed the backs of her thighs. Suddenly, his clawed hands jerked her backward onto the ground, and the wet tip of his cock pressed against her virgin pucker.
Jessi squeezed her eyes closed and pressed back against the bulbous head of his cock. It stretched her until she felt she could not breathe past the burn. Finally, her body gave way, and he began to enter her. She gasped and whined, twisting her hips. He held her tightly, and once he was inside her, he pulled back and shoved back in hard.
She heard him growl lowly before his hand slipped down to slide through her wet folds. He slid one furred finger inside her untouched pussy, thrusting it in time with his cock. Jessi gasped for breath. She pressed herself into each of the creature’s thrusts, needing him deeper inside her.
The heat built in her throbbing back passage and virgin pussy until she could not draw a full breath. She clawed at the dirt, feeling her body going tense from the pleasure. It grew inside her until her body pulsed hard. Wetness gushed from her to drench the creature’s hand, and her back passage clamped tight around his cock.
The hellhound growled deep in his chest, and she felt heat gush into her. It filled her until there was no more room, and it leaked out around his throbbing cock. Jessi collapsed onto the cool ground, breathing hard. She only had the strength to let out a weak moan when the creature pulled out of her ass. Her eyelids fluttered.
The hellhound grabbed a handful of her hair and jerked her head back. Her eyes settled on the two creatures watching them, and her body throbbed in arousal. Before she could brace herself, the creature’s thick cock speared into her virgin pussy. She screamed and came again, clawing at the ground. He set up a harsh rhythm, snapping his hips and driving his monstrous cock into her dripping pussy.
She moaned continuously, unable to think past the throbbing heat of him inside her and the stretch in her pussy. His furry pelt rubbed her sensitive skin in all the right ways, every drag of his cock an explosion of pleasure. He kept a tight grip on her hair, forcing her to arch her back.
The tip of his cock grazed something inside her that made her cry out. At the new angle, he hit it every time he pounded into her. Her pussy fluttered around him as the pleasure built. She whimpered and writhed on his cock, whining for more.
He let out a terrifying growl and reached down between her legs. He pressed two clawed fingers directly over her clit and rubbed hard. She screamed shrilly and came for him again. Jessi lost all sense of reality, aware only of the pleasurable haze centered between her legs.
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Chapter Three
The hounds that had been hovering at the edge of her awareness drifted toward them. As the creature draped over her back continued to thrust into her, one of the hellhounds knelt in front of her. Jessi weakly raised her head and gasped. The creature’s monstrous cock was hard and only inches from her face.
Jessi opened her mouth to scream, and the creature thrust his hips forward. His burning hot cock slid over her tongue and down her throat. Jessi choked as the creature growled in pleasure.  She tried to raise her hands to claw at him, but the monster behind her just fucked into her harder. The pleasure of the thrusts and the lack of oxygen dulled her mind.
Just when she thought she would black out, the cock in her mouth retreated enough for her to take a gasp of air. It immediately shoved back in. The creature behind her growled, grinding his hips into her and making his cock rub all the most sensitive places inside her.
Tears fell from her eyes as the cock thrust in and out of her throat. Her nails dug into the cold dirt, and her heart pounded. Her body throbbed in confused pleasure. The fear of choking kept her from trying to scream around the thick cock in her mouth. She needed every breath the creature allowed her between thrusts.
Suddenly, the base of the cock in her pussy began to swell. She whimpered in panic. Oh, God. The creature had a knot. The clawed hands on her hips jerked her back and forth onto the thickening shaft. Each time, the bulge at the base of the massive cock grew larger. It popped in and out of her sopping wet pussy with obscene squelches.
Jessi screamed around the cock in her mouth when the huge knot entered her for the last time and locked him inside her. Her body shook with mingled pain and pleasure as her inner muscles clamped down around the knot over and over. Claws lightly scratched over her hips, and the creature sent pulse after pulse of cum into her.
The cock in her mouth pulled out, and Jessi gasped for breath. She cried out softly at the claws that tangled in her hair, jerking her head back. She stared up at the creature through her tears, sobbing when he bared his sharp teeth and rubbed the head of his cock against her panting mouth.
The cock inside her throbbed and sent another pulse of cum into her stuffed pussy. Jessi moaned. The creature in front of her watched her with glowing, yellow eyes as he rubbed the tip of his cock all over her face. It was filthy and horrible, but it made her clamp down harder on the thick knot inside her.
He suddenly jerked hard on her hair. Jessi screamed in surprised pain a moment before the first splash of cum hit her face. The hot, thick release splattered across her chin and throat. She cried in denial, trying to escape. The creature pressed his erupting cock against her lips and gave her no choice.
Jessi sobbed and cried as she swallowed down the hot cum. Her hips jerked in confused arousal at the taste and the rumbling growl of pleasure that came from the monster’s mouth. Behind her, the creature tugged his hips back from hers. His shrinking knot came free with a pop, and cum ran down her thighs.
The creatures stood at the same time. Jessi’s overwhelmed mind was vaguely aware of them backing away as she lay shaking on the ground. Her pussy clenched, and she moaned at the feel of the hot cum gushing out of her. Her jaw ached from the abuse of the creature’s thick cock, but her body throbbed in lingering pleasure.
Heavy steps moved toward her. Jessi licked her cum-covered lips and looked up. The third creature loomed over her. Larger than the other two, he was nearly a head taller and more heavily muscled. Jessi shuddered in combined fear and anticipation. When he reached down for her, she went limp.
The hellhound lifted her from the ground and slung her over his shoulder. Jessi watched the ground pass under her until the grass became stone. She turned her head to see they were inside one of the old-fashioned mausoleums. The huge hellhound set her down on her feet and grabbed her by the back of the neck.
Her legs wobbled from lingering pleasure, and she stared up at him blearily. His lips pulled back from his sharp teeth in a parody of a smile. She only had time to gasp before he whirled her around and bent her over the stone table that held a cross and flowers. Her breath caught at the first feel of his massive cock.
She stared straight ahead as large, clawed hands landed on either side of her. Jessi braced herself for the hellhound’s cock. From the glimpse she had gotten, it was huge. Easily the size of her forearm. She clung to the stone beneath her and waited.
When the hellhound finally began to enter her, she screamed in denial. His cock was so much larger than she had imagined. It speared into her, stretching her to the edge of what her body could take. Once he finally settled inside her, she let out a shuddering sob.
The hellhound set a slow pace, taking her forcefully. He moved heavily inside her, so big she could barely breathe. He pushed his thick cock into her, giving her no choice but to take it. Jessi moaned at the feeling of being mastered so thoroughly.
She lay limply under his large body, letting him take her. Her pussy clenched and released rhythmically as she moaned and panted. It was a low, burning pleasure that spread outward from her dripping pussy.
When his size was not so overwhelming, he picked up the pace. Jessi choked at the first hard thrust. She spread her thighs as wide as they would go and clung to the table. He fucked her hard and fast, his massive cock destroying her pussy. She whimpered and cried under him, clawing at the stone.
He slammed in and out of her, the wet slapping of his huge balls against her pussy echoing in the mausoleum. She writhed under him, shoving herself back on the monstrous cock splitting her open. The pleasure built like a tidal wave. She gripped the edge of the table with both hands and howled as she came. Her juices gushed around the hellhound’s huge cock, only adding to the speed he could thrust.
She could already feel another peak coming. The heavy movement of him inside her rubbed everywhere at once. Her clit was swollen and sore, but it pulsed in time with his thrusting and the clenching of her pussy.
The hellhound fucked into her with more force. She gasped and rolled her hips, feeling his thick cock massaging her inner walls. Suddenly, his teeth were on the back of her neck, and he sped up his thrusts. Jessi shuddered.
She ground her pussy back on his cock. A moment later, his already massive cock widened, and a knot began to form at the base. It slipped in and out of her stretched opening, sending shocks of pleasure through her.
Finally, it swelled too much to slip out of her, and he shoved it in for the last time. Her thighs went tense at the stretch, and her pussy clenched hard. Once he was locked inside her, the hellhound released her.
Jessi panted against the cool stone of the table as he humped into her. Oh, God. They were trying to get her pregnant. She arched her back to take him deeper. His cock gushed until even the tight seal of his knot could not hold all of his cum inside her. Jessi’s muscles rippled around him, and she whined at the fullness.
One large, clawed hand moved from the table beside her to slip between her thighs. She gasped in ecstasy at the rough touch to her clit, and her body went tight. Her pussy clamped down on the hellhound’s thick cock, and she shuddered through a devastating orgasm. She was still moaning weakly when his knot went down.
His cock slipped out of her, and he backed up a step. Her knees immediately buckled, and she sank to the stone floor. Exhausted, she flopped over onto her side and closed her eyes. It felt like only a few seconds had passed when she was jerked out of sleep.
Clawed hands tightly gripped her thighs and jerked them apart. Jessi looked down and gasped. The smallest of the three hellhounds was between her legs. His eyes met hers, and after baring his teeth, he ducked his head to lick over her slick folds. Jessi gasped in pleasure.
The hellhound lapped at the cum slicking her thighs and ass before his tongue thrust into her. Jessi clawed at the floor beneath her, writhing in ecstasy, as he tongue-fucked her. He drank the combined cum from her clenching body, slurping wetly. Jessi wailed and jerked her hips up against his face.
One of his sharp teeth grazed her swollen clit, and she gasped, arching and coming explosively. She shook and moaned weakly as he finished cleaning her. Tremors went through her at each brush of his tongue on her clit, but she was too exhausted to come again. The hellhound sat back on his knees and stared at her with eerie, glowing eyes.
Jessi shakily rose onto her knees and grasped the edge of the table. The hellhound watched her stand silently. When she made a move to walk by him, he growled low in his throat. Jessi froze. The hellhound leaned in to sniff at her naked belly.
Jessi’s eyes widened. A horrible thought rose in her mind. Had they succeeded in getting her pregnant? She lay a shaking hand over her flat belly and stared at the creature. He turned his head away from her and yipped back over his shoulder. The largest of the hellhounds stalked into view.
Jessi’s breaths came faster as she realized the situation for what it was. They would never let her leave if she carried their child. They would fuck her day and night, and after she gave birth, they would breed her again. Her pussy clenched in horrified arousal. Her gaze wandered over the hellhounds as they closed in on her.
There would be no escape.
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Chapter One
As far as the world knew, Kanza Morris was an Ivy League graduate from an affluent Saudi family. She had come to the United States to study and stayed on after medical school. Her friends knew her that way, the governments of the world knew her that way, and sometimes she could almost believe it. Other times…
Kanza looked up from her book to glance at the man across the cafe from her. He made no attempt to hide his staring. And why would he? It was not like any of the humans around them could see him.
As if he heard her thoughts, the corner of his mouth curved into a faint smirk. Kanza dropped her gaze back to her book and forced herself to read the rest of the chapter. When she finished, she gathered her book, satchel, and half-finished coffee and left the cafe. She would not be back to that particular establishment.
It was the same game of keep away they had been playing for almost six centuries. Unfortunately, she was an object rather than a player in the game. Kanza pursed her lips as she strode down the street toward her car. She could feel him following her.
His presence was like a creeping fog to her senses. When she was young, before she realized the long-term status of their game, she had been confused by his appearance. Death should be gaunt and cold, a skeletal specter who lurked outside the warmth of the hearth. He was none of those things.
Death was tall and strong, beautiful in a way that was unfair to mortals, and she had never met anyone as bold as him. He thought nothing of dressing as a mortal to walk among them. Many times over the years, she had met his gaze across a crowded room before he turned his all-knowing gaze on some hopelessly ensnared mortal.
Kanza climbed into her car and drove away, refusing to spare him a glance where he stood on the sidewalk watching her. The inky blackness of his presence slowly faded from her awareness as she headed back into the city. She was due back at the hospital.
Of all her professions over the centuries, being a doctor was her favorite. She enjoyed it so much that she had gone through medical school several times in the past fifty years. Every ten to fifteen years, she changed her name, hair, and make-up style to start over in a new country. And like gravity, Death would fall into her orbit.
It was only a matter of time before he found her hospital. If there was one thing he could not stand, it was her tampering with his numbers. Kanza smiled to herself. She lived to thwart him.
She flashed her badge to the security guard at the parking garage and pulled into her assigned spot. She exchanged friendly greetings with the other staff members she passed on her way to the emergency room. Kanza barely had time to put her bag in her locker and change into her scrubs before the first gunshot of the day arrived.
She rushed out to watch the ambulance crew fly past her with a gurney. The nurses leaped into action, directing the gurney to the largest trauma room and demanding all the information the ambulance crew could provide. Kanza heard the phrases “stray bullet” and “six-year-old female” and hurried to scrub in.
By the time she was dressed for surgery, the nurses had the room prepped and ready for her. Kanza stepped forward, and the crowd of nurses parted for her to get her first look at the patient. The girl was small, even for six, and her thick curls were gathered into two ponytails. The white ribbons were stained red.
Kanza swallowed hard and looked up to see the emergency room doctor watching her. As the trauma surgeon on call, the girl’s life was in her hands. Kanza went to work. She set her jaw at the sight of the injury, an ugly exit wound on the girl’s left shoulder. A few inches lower, the bullet would have taken her life instantly.
Kanza set aside the part of her that wept for the innocent and threw herself into the rhythm of surgery. She extracted the bullet, but there was still too much blood. Every vein she sealed seemed to give birth to two more flowing rivers, like a hydra that wanted to steal the girl’s life.
Outside the door, Kanza could hear the girl’s mother screaming and crying for her child. Kanza willed her hands to move faster. She felt Death’s presence before she saw him from the corner of her eye. He stood propped against the wall beside the door, watching the chaos. Kanza bared her teeth behind her surgical mask.
“Doctor!”
Kanza looked up to see what the nurse was warning about, only to see the hiccup on the heart rate monitor. She looked down at the girl’s face and clenched her jaw. Her soft, dark skin was deathly pale, and she was perfectly still, as if she were already dead.
The monitor hiccuped again, longer than before. Kanza felt around for the source of the blood seeping between her fingers. She carefully hid the panic that forced her heart to pound in her chest. She found the vein a split second before the heart monitor flattened into a steady line.
No.
Kanza’s eyes flew to the flat line on the monitor. Outside the room, the girl’s mother frantically called the girl’s name. Ashley. Kanza spared Death a glance. He watched her with narrowed eyes. Behind her mask, Kanza smiled.
The soft blue energy of the girl lay quiet and peaceful inside her earthly body. It was a simple matter of waking it up. Kanza felt her power rise within her like a hurricane. It reached out to the girl like a bolt of lightning. A split second later, the girl’s eyes flew open, and she took a stuttering breath.
The somber mood in the operating room suddenly became a whirlwind of activity again. The emergency room doctor waved off the nurse holding the defibrillator paddles. Kanza kept pushing her power into the girl until the last of the veins were tied off, and she closed the incision.
Slowly but surely, the donated blood began to bring some color back to the girl’s face. Once the soft blue light inside the girl was luminous and vibrating with energy, Kanza withdrew her power. She could feel the force of Death’s ire from across the room. As soon as she could, Kanza slipped out of the room.
She came face to face with the girl’s parents. They clutched each other as they huddled in the plastic chairs outside the room. The moment they saw her, they were on their feet. Fear and grief carved deep lines into their faces. Kanza did not have the heart to make them ask about their child’s progress.
“Barring any complications, Ashley will be just fine,” she said gently.
All through their teary thanks, Kanza could feel Death’s glare boring into her back. She forced a smile and left the parents in the capable hands of the nurses. Kanza walked at a steady pace toward the locker room, trying to tell herself she was not fleeing.
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Chapter Two
“How dare you.”
Kanza flipped the lock on the locker room door and turned to face Death. His enraged growl fit the dark expression on his face.
“How dare I?” she asked. “It’s my job.”
If possible, his expression darkened further. “Death is my dominion,” Death growled.
Annoyance flared in her chest. “Well, you have no dominion over me.”
Death took a step closer to her, so close his long robe brushed her pant legs. He towered over her. “You are out of line.”
Kanza tried to ignore the waves of power flowing from him crashing against hers. She sidestepped him to put more distance between them.
“This power is mine to use as I see fit. It is no business of yours,” she said.
“You will stop this,” Death ordered.
Kanza turned to face him with a raised eyebrow. “Will I? What are you going to do if I don’t?”
A voice in her mind warned her not to push him. Death had overlooked her meddling over the years, but she had never stolen a life from him in his presence. Stealing from one of his army of reapers was one thing; stealing from Death himself was apparently one step too far.
“You think you are untouchable,” he said, voice dropping to a low rumble.
A shiver prickled her skin, and she told herself it was fear. There was an unnamed tension between her and Death; there had been since she came into her full power at twenty, and they had silently agreed to let it go unexplored.
There had been dozens of times over the years when Death had appeared just in time to get her out of a tight spot. Dozens of looks that lasted just a bit too long. Kanza told herself it was for the best. A necromancer had no business getting romantically entangled with Death.
“I will make a deal with you,” Death murmured, leaning in until their faces were mere inches apart.
Nerves fluttered in her belly, and she fought the urge to let her eyes flicker down to his inviting mouth. Death truly was unfairly beautiful. The thought had occurred to her many times over the years, any time she caught a glimpse of his strong jawline or sharp cheekbones. Against the background of caramel skin, his stormy gray eyes were arresting, and his gaze always seemed to be focused on her.
Kanza inhaled shakily. “What kind of deal?”
Death’s eyes flashed as if he could sense victory. “An exchange, my little necromancer. A death for a death.”
Kanza frowned. “I won’t let some of my patients die just to save others.”
Death smiled faintly as if her ire amused him. “You misunderstand me, dearest. I want my death from you.”
Alarm filled her. He wanted her to die? She searched his face for any sign of anger and found only the same low, simmering desire she always saw in his eyes. Kanza licked her lips as the pieces slowly fell into place.
“You want a little death,” she whispered.
Death smiled like something dark and hungry from the deep. “Yes.”
Kanza eyed him. Part of her wanted to agree immediately, but it had very little to do with the deal. They had been dancing around their attraction for so long, wanting him felt like a part of her. The idea of being able to give in to her desire with the knowledge she was also buying lives from him? It was an opportunity too good to pass up.
“Alright,” she said.
Death raised his eyebrows, clearly expecting it to take more to convince her. “We have an accord?”
Kanza let herself look at his lips as she licked her own. “We do.”
Death gave her a smile that was sin incarnate and leaned forward the last few inches. “Perfect,” he said before pressing his lips to hers.
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Chapter Three
His kiss was like a jolt of electricity. Kanza’s mouth fell open in a moan, and he took the opportunity to slip his tongue into her mouth. His hands fisted in her long, dark hair, and it took her an embarrassingly long time to remember they were in the break room at the hospital. She tore her mouth away from his with a gasp.
“Wait!”
Death went eerily still, in the way only someone who didn’t breathe could, and pulled back enough to meet her gaze. Kanza jolted at the ravenous hunger in his eyes. She had to clear her throat twice before she could speak.
“We can’t do this here,” she said.
Death blinked, and the dark beast within him was hidden away. “Come with me.”
It felt like only a matter of minutes for her to excuse herself from work for the rest of the day and change back into her street clothes. The nurses had nothing but smiles for her as she left, Death an invisible presence at her side. They walked down to her car, and she drove them to her condo in a haze.
She snapped back to reality the moment her front door closed behind them. Kanza looked from her living room to Death standing silently at her side. He glanced around curiously. It suddenly hit her that she had brought him to her home. She never brought anyone into her private space.
Death drifted further from the door toward the wall of windows that looked out on the city. Standing there in his midnight black robe with the expanse of skyscrapers behind him, it was easy to forget he was the most powerful being who walked the Earth. He looked like a man contemplating his place in the world.
Kanza walked up beside him to look out. She had always loved the bustling life in the city. All of the people were like a hive of bees, their many lives tickling along the edge of her power. Sometimes, she imagined she could feel each precious life individually. Kanza smiled at the thought.
“Do you ever stand here watching them?” Death asked quietly.
Kanza glanced at him. “All the time.”
“And do you feel envy?” When she did not reply, Death turned to face her fully. “At the short, interconnected nature of their existence,” he clarified.
Kanza looked down at the street twenty stories below and smiled faintly. “All the time.”
She could feel Death watching her. It always had the same effect on her. She licked her lips and cast him a look from beneath her lashes. One of his large hands rose to cup the back of her neck, and she shivered. His power slid along hers like a caress.
He gently stroked the side of her neck with his thumb, and her resistance broke. Kanza surged toward him. His hands caught her around the upper thighs just beneath the curve of her ass and jerked her hips against his hard. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling his face down to hers desperately, needy in a way she had never let herself be.
She kissed him frantically. The firm bulge of his cock hardened against her, only their clothing preventing him from slipping inside her. It was too much. There had been too many years of covetous looks and simmering desire, centuries of foreplay, for their situation to feel like anything but an inevitability.
Kanza pulled back enough to reach for her shirt. Death moved an arm around her waist to steady her, supporting her weight with a single arm beneath her ass. The show of strength was nothing short of erotic. Kanza tossed her shirt aside and unfastened her bra.
The moment her breasts were bare, Death ducked his head to suck a peaked nipple into his mouth. Kanza gasped, arching into the sudden pleasure. Death rasped his tongue over the hard, little bud, sending jolts through her body. She clamped her legs tighter around his hips and bucked against him.
His cock was an iron bar against the seam of her pants, each grind of her hips a teasing nudge against her growing wetness. Her pussy clenched at a particularly hard suck, and she moaned. Her nipple felt swollen and sensitive, with every touch a spark of electricity.
Death pulled away to look down at his handiwork. “Lovely,” he purred.
Kanza gripped the back of his neck. “More.”
His eyes rose to hers. The stormy gray darkened to near black at the demand in her voice, and his pupils dilated. “Of course, darling.”
Kanza whined as he fastened onto her other nipple with equal voraciousness. Had she always been this sensitive? She ground her hips harder against his, the combined pleasure pushing her toward her peak. When his hands shifted again, one to grab her ass and the other to fist in her hair, she gasped in pleasure. Her orgasm rolled through her, and she heard Death growl at the bite of her nails in his skin.
Before she could come down, he set her on her wobbly legs and stripped her pants and panties from her. Kanza only had a brief moment to feel bereft, and then he was on the sofa, tugging her into his lap with nothing between them. His robe lay discarded on the floor with her clothes, and he was hot, smooth skin along her back and thighs.
Death’s large hands stroked down her thighs to pull her knees apart, leaving her soaked pussy open and vulnerable to anyone who looked in her window. She arched at the thought of the picture she and Death presented. As if he heard her thought, he reached between her thighs to spread her folds with his fingers.
“Do you know how you look, darling?” he purred. “So wet and ready for me?”
He slipped one thick finger inside her and slid it out to hold up the evidence of her arousal. Her slickness glistened on his skin. Death leaned her back against him fully, pressing his throbbing cock into the small of her back. She watched with flaming cheeks as he slid his wet finger into his mouth and moaned at her flavor.
“Delicious,” he murmured. “I could eat you all up.”
Kanza moaned and pressed her lips to his. Her pussy clenched at the thought, so empty it ached. She shifted against his cock in a silent demand.
“Do you want that, darling?” he asked. “Or do you want my cock?”
Kanza shifted again, eyelashes fluttering at the drag of his teeth against her throat.
“I will give you anything you desire, darling.” Death’s voice took on a soft, fondness. “You only have to ask.”
Kanza forced her eyes open to look at him. The lust she expected stared back at her, but beneath it was a deep wellspring of emotion. A tangle of tenderness and obsessive devotion that was as close to love as the being known as Death was capable. Kanza melted against him.
“You’re mine,” she said softly, wonderingly.
Death smiled with too many teeth. “Completely.”
Kanza leaned forward to brace her hands on his knees. “Give me your cock.”
Death rumbled deep in his chest, and stroked his hands down her sides to her waist. The plump head of his cock nudged against her slick entrance. With a controlled roll of his hips, he pulled her onto his thick shaft. Kanza threw her head back at the perfect stretch of him inside her, moaning as he slid deeper. She could feel the slickness along her thighs smearing onto his skin.
The groan he let out when he was fully seated was more animalistic than anything a human throat could produce. He was hungry for her, but she wanted to devour him too. Kanza dug her nails into his thighs and pulled herself partially off his cock. When only the tip was inside, spreading her pussy open, she shoved back against him.
Her moan was mirrored by his deeper, rougher one. His hands gripped her hips and helped her slide forward again. She repeated the same gentle rocking motion several times, listening to Death’s growls nearly drown out the slick, wet sounds of her body taking him.
“Lean back, darling,” he rumbled.
Kanza shifted and dropped down. The fat head of his cock rubbed up against something that made her toes curl, and she gasped. She did it again, and the pleasure made her thighs tremble.
“There, darling?” Death purred in her ear.
She nodded frantically, hungry for more. He hooked his arms behind her knees and lifted her like she weighed nothing, letting her collapse back against his chest. She watched his thighs clench a brief moment before he thrust up into her. Kanza turned her face into the side of his neck and moaned for more.
He set a hard pace, rolling his hips up against her ass and lighting up that sensitive place inside her. Her pussy clenched over and over as the pleasure built. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. The need overwhelmed her, her pussy so wet she knew she was making a mess of both of them and the sofa.
Death turned his face toward her, and she heard him inhale the scent of her sweaty skin. A guttural moan escaped him, and his thrusts shortened to massage the head of his cock into that place inside her. Kanza gasped, fisting her hand in his hair as she came violently.
Her hips jerked uncontrollably, her pussy pulsing again and again as he thrust into her. She knew she was being loud, crying out her pleasure far too loud for someone with neighbors, but a new wave of ecstasy hit her with every jerk of his hips. He released one of her legs to reach between her thighs.
The stroke of his fingers on her slick folds was too much to take. She sobbed his name, grinding down on his cock, as he brought her off again. In the midst of her pleasure, she was vaguely aware of him spilling inside her. The excess slid out to add to her slick mess.
He stroked her throbbing clit until she was trembling, too tired to do more than moan weakly. Death finally stopped wringing pleasure from her and laid his large hand over her bare pussy. Kanza raised her head just enough to glance down. It looked like ownership. She relaxed back against him.
“How long have you wanted this?” she asked lightly.
Death looked down at his hand covering her, seeming enchanted with the sight. “What year is it?” he wondered.
Kanza smiled faintly. “Twenty-twenty-one.”
Death hummed. “Approximately five hundred and ninety years, two months, and fourteen days.”
Kanza blinked. “Approximately?”
His gaze slid to her. “I did not count the minutes and seconds.”
As she stared at him, she did the math in her head. That would mean…
“That’s around the time we met,” she pointed out.
Death gave her a look, something akin to the dark, hungry stare he often fixed on her. “Is it?” he asked lightly.
Oh. Kanza turned her head to look out the window and hide the pleased curve of her lips. She shifted her hips slightly just to feel the weight of his spent cock inside her. His hand twitched against her pussy.
“Again, darling?” he asked.
He did say she could have anything she wanted. Kanza turned to press her lips to his ear.
“I want your mouth.”
The smile he gave her was full of dark promise. “Anything, darling.”
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chapter One
Anya stood in line with the other eager, young hopefuls, all of them waiting their turn to scour the casting lists for their name in a coveted role. Every year, the Royal Ballet held tryouts at the academy. The students who were chosen got to dance in an actual Royal Ballet production.
Anya had heard of girls starving themselves, practicing until their feet bled, and even seducing the dance instructors, all for the chance to dance in the Royal Ballet. Everyone knew it was the key to true success as a dancer. If you were not chosen, you may as well be invisible in the industry.
Excitement from the head of the line pulled Anya out of her thoughts, and she craned her neck to see what had happened. Among the disappointed, crying girls, one girl was proudly beaming. Anya was not surprised that it was Galina. Many people, including most of the instructors, said Galina was the most gifted dancer at the academy. She seemed to have the natural ability to mesmerize an audience with the movement of her body.
Anya sighed. It must be nice to be so talented. Most days, Anya felt like her feet were not even attached to her body. She silently watched Galina move toward her.
“Congratulations,” Anya murmured.
Galina paused next to her. “What did you say to me?”
“I said ‘congratulations’, Galina,” Anya repeated. “You’re very lucky.”
Galina scoffed. “Luck had nothing to do with it.”
Anya watched her walk away with a frown.
“It’s true, you know.”
Anya turned to look at the girl behind her in line. “What’s true?”
The girl glanced around before leaning in close. “I heard it’s all rigged.”
Anya raised a skeptical eyebrow. “Right.”
“No, really,” the girl insisted. “I heard Galina was an average dancer when she started here, but she received personal tutoring for six months, and now she is…” the girl gestured vaguely.
“Exceptional,” Anya said.
The girl nodded. “Exactly.”
It sounded like a rumor made up by jealous girls, but if there was any truth to it… Anya looked toward the bulletin board. She was almost sure her name was not going to be on any of the casting lists. Not even as an understudy. She turned back to the girl.
“Who tutored Galina?”
The girl glanced around and shook her head. “Not here. Meet me in the north stairwell at five o’clock.”
Anya frowned. “You’ll tell me then?”
“Better,” the girl said. “I’ll show you.”
Show her? Show her what? Anya started to ask, but a commotion at the head of the line distracted her. She turned to look and sighed when she saw a girl sobbing hysterically. Another name that was not on the list. Anya turned back to the girl behind her and blinked in surprise.
The girl was gone. A different girl was behind her, one who gave her odd looks the longer she stared. Anya leaned to see around the girl, but there was no sign of the girl she had been talking to.
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Chapter Two
Anya crept through the halls as quietly as she could. The classroom wing of the school was closed after four. There would be consequences if she was found in the north stairwell after hours. The danger did nothing to dissuade her. She wanted answers too badly for that.
Anya reached the end of the hallway and carefully pulled open the stairway door. It swung toward her with a soft squeak that echoed down the empty hall, and Anya cringed. She hurried through the doorway before anyone could come to investigate. After hours, only the light at the base of the stairwell was lit. It left most of the stairs in shadow.
“Hello?” she whispered.
Anya pulled her phone from her bag to check the time. It was only a few minutes until five o’clock. Where was the girl?
“You came.”
Anya jumped at the quiet voice from behind her. She whipped around to see the girl hovering in the corner behind the door. She stood mostly in shadow, only her eyes glinting from the darkness. The sight gave Anya a chill, but she brushed her unease aside and stepped forward.
“You said you would show me,” she said. “Who is it?”
The girl gave her an odd little smile and moved toward the stairs. “Follow me.”
Anya hesitated. She watched the girl descend a flight of stairs and look up at her. There was something off about the girl. Anya had the strangest feeling she should be afraid of her.
“Do you want to see Galina’s tutor or not?” she girl questioned.
Anya set aside her feelings and hurried to follow her.
They took the stairs all the way down to the basement. The silence felt oppressive. Even the faint squeak of the door was muted. The girl stepped through the doorway and gestured for Anya to follow her. After a moment, she did.
When she first started at the school, she had heard a rumor about a basement. When she had asked one of the instructors, the woman had scoffed that she was talking nonsense. The school had no basement. Clearly, the woman had lied.
Anya thought of the conversation again as she looked around at the large open space. It was dim, some of the room in full shadow, but she saw no evidence of stored equipment or boxes. From what she could see, it was simply a large open space with a stone floor and a low ceiling supported by thick columns. Why would the school lie about an empty basement?
As she frowned around her, the girl drifted away. It took a moment for Anya to remember her presence and look around. The girl stood near the open basement door. As Anya turned to face her, she gave her another odd smile. Before Anya could react, the girl slipped through the door and closed it behind her. It locked with a loud click.
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Chapter Three
“Well, aren’t you a lovely creature,” a voice purred from the darkness.
Anya whirled around to face the room. She looked around with wide eyes, but there was no one there.
“So young, and pretty, and…fresh,” the voice continued.
The words themselves were not terrifying, but she still found her heart racing in panic. There was someone down there with her.
“Tell me, sweet morsel, why have you come?” Shadows shifted across the room, and Anya caught a glimpse of red eyes watching her.
She stumbled backward until her back hit the door. “Who are you?” she whispered. Or what. She was beginning to doubt the humanity of whatever was observing her from the darkness.
The shadows shifted and grew, slowly spreading across the room toward her. 
“Who am I?” the voice asked. It sounded like it was getting closer. The deep tone held a note of dark amusement. “Would you say my name if you knew it? Whisper, beg, scream it?”
Anya gasped and pressed herself harder against the door. She frantically twisted the doorknob behind her, but it stayed hopelessly locked.
Already, half the room was black with the shifting shadows, and the red eyes had only grown brighter as they advanced. Anya shook her head. She had to be dreaming or hallucinating.
“This isn’t real,” she whispered.
“Oh, but it is,” the voice purred. She could imagine a smile filled with shark teeth. “Are you just an unlucky wanderer, or have you sought me out?”
Anya’s mind spun. She had wanted to find Galina’s tutor, but this…thing could not be that. Could it?
“Do you know Galina?” she asked hesitantly.
The shadows halted only a few arm’s lengths from her. “Ah,” the voice murmured. “You seek a deal.”
“Deal?” she asked. In her curiosity, she drifted forward to peer into the shadows.
The eyes appeared to look her over. “Yes,” the voice said. “You are very appetizing.”
Anya backed up a step at the sound of a hungry growl. Part of her wanted to flee, but the rest of her was hesitant to lose what could be her only chance.
“What is the deal?” she asked.
A raspy laugh came from the shadows. “A hunger for a hunger, pretty girl.”
Anya frowned in confusion. “I don’t understand.”
The shadows suddenly surged forward, and she caught a glimpse of what hid in the darkness. Black, glistening scales, a mouthful of sharp teeth, and more twisting limbs than she could count. Anya bit back a scream.
“Are you going to eat me?” she whispered, voice shaking in terror.
“That is not the hunger I need sated,” the creature hissed through its sharp teeth. “I would consume your innocence.”
“My-my innocence?” Anya stuttered.
The shadows swarmed up around her, and she felt teasing caresses low on her belly. Her eyes widened in understanding. She struggled to think when fear and tentative hope fought for dominance.
“If I make a deal with you,” she asked hesitantly. “Will I be as good a dancer as Galina?”
“Every opportunity will be yours,” the creature said. It bared its teeth in a wide smile. 
More limbs stroked over her thighs and up toward her breasts. Anya shivered. She was unsure if it was terror or something else that made her shiver.
“Can I think about it?” she asked, gasping when long, sinuous limbs stroked over her throat.
The creature moved closer to her, leaning in until their faces were only inches apart. “You have one day.”
With that, the limbs retreated and left her sagging against the door. The lock clicked open behind her, and Anya wasted no time jerking open the door and fleeing the basement. She heard the creature’s dark chuckle as the door fell closed.
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Chapter Four
“No, Anya!” the instructor snapped. “Do it again. Correctly this time.”
Anya bowed her head and hurried back to her starting position. The rest of the class silently watched her, but she could feel the judgment from some of them. Anya had struggled with a single section of the routine for weeks. She was holding the entire class back.
She took her starting position, and the music began again. And she stumbled at the same place in the routine. Frustration and embarrassment pinked her cheeks as she looked over at her instructor. The woman shook her head in disgust.
“Enough! Go to a practice room. I do not want to see you again until it is fixed.”
Anya nodded, keeping her gaze on the floor as she retrieved her bag and fled the room. She found an abandoned practice room on the second floor and firmly closed the door behind her before sinking to the floor. She looked around the room with unseeing eyes, her thoughts a storm in her mind.
She thought of her parents, who were so proud of her invitation to the academy, the years of work, and her dedication to the dream of being a ballerina, and she felt her lower lip tremble. Anya pushed herself up from the floor to stand in front of the mirrored wall. She looked like a ballet dancer, all long lines and willowy limbs, yet she lacked the inherent grace of a dancer.
Anya had to struggle harder than the other girls to do what they did effortlessly. She practiced until she was exhausted, until her feet ached and bled into her slippers, but she never gave up. To dance, to be the prima ballerina in the Royal Ballet, was her dream. Anya studied her face in the mirror as her thoughts strayed to the creature in the basement and the offer it made.
At first, she had discounted the offer. Tossed and turned all night but refused to entertain the idea. It was a demon’s offer. She was young but not so foolish as to not see the kind of deal the creature wanted. Anya had heard stories from her Baba growing up. A demon would only offer a deal if the deck was stacked in its favor.
Anya frowned thoughtfully. She did not see how the deal it offered was truly evil. The creature had not asked for her soul, only her body. And in return… Anya looked at herself again. In return, she would have the same grace and allure as Galina.
Was it worth it? Her eyes looked over her body in the mirror. Anya had always considered herself gangly and awkward. Her chest was too flat, and her chin too pointed. She could not see the appeal. Even for a demon.
The thought of what the creature obviously wanted from her was enough to make her pale skin flush. Her protective parents had never allowed her to date before she entered the academy, and once she was admitted, all of her focus went toward her dance. She had only considered sex in passing.
Could she let the creature have her? The nervous flutter in her belly faded as Anya stared at herself hard. Would she? For the chance at her dream, there was little she would not do.
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Chapter Five
Anya closed the basement door behind her and looked around. At first glance, there was nothing out of the ordinary. It was just a large empty space. But then, darkness began to pool on the floor in front of her. It spread quickly, looking like an oil spill.
The demon rose from the darkness, the smoky shadows rising around it like a cloak. Even with its body obscured, Anya could not forget the glimpse she caught the night before. Now that she had made up her mind to take the creature’s deal, she wondered exactly how it could happen.
The creature was not shaped like a man. It had long, slender tentacles in place of arms and legs. As she squinted into the shadows, she remembered the hot slide of them over her body. Even through her clothes, she had felt the heat. What would they feel like on her bare skin? Anya bit her lip.
“You have an answer for me,” the demon said.
It was not a question, but Anya nodded.
The shadows drifted closer, and she caught a glimpse of the dark, twisting limbs. “You accept my deal?”
Anya’s heart started to pound. She silently nodded.
“You will have to say it, little one,” the creature purred.
The shadows were so close they lapped at her toes like the coming tide. Anya opened and closed her mouth several times, but she could not say the words. Fear and something hot and confusing choked her.
“I see,” the demon murmured. Its eyes seemed to look into her, and a single long tentacle snaked out to wrap loosely around the base of her throat. “You are still unsure.”
Anya licked her lips nervously. She could feel the hot tendril around her neck each time she swallowed. It should have terrified her, but it was oddly thrilling to have the demon’s undivided attention.
The creature moved closer until all she could see were teeth and burning eyes. “A sample, then,” it said. “Would that please you, pretty thing?”
A sample? Anya blinked in confusion. “What--?”
She broke off with a choked gasp as the tentacle around her throat tightened to pull her forward. Anya stared at the demon with wide eyes, confusion and fear overwhelming her. Before true panic could set in, another tendril stroked over her cheek and across her lips. Anya inhaled shakily.
The demon moved closer, ducking its head to breathe hotly against her neck. “Are you ready to give me your pleasure, my sweet morsel?”
Anya licked her lips, pausing at the honey-sweet taste the tentacle had left behind. She stared into the mass of writhing tentacles and shivered.
“Yes.”




[image: ]
Chapter Six
She heard a wicked chuckle in her ear before the tentacles swarmed her. They slowly slithered up under her shirt, caressing her ribs and playfully stroking the silky skin between her breasts. Anya inhaled shakily. After a moment of hesitation, she tentatively arched her back to give the demon better access.
The demon growled in her ear and more of the tentacles snaked around her arms, pressing her wrists to the wall near her head. Anya knew she should feel fear at being so vulnerable, but a nervous sort of excitement was building in her belly. The creature said he wanted her pleasure, but she had no idea what that meant.
The tentacles teased at the hardening buds of her nipples, and the shock of pleasure went to the untouched flesh between her legs. Anya pressed her thighs together, her eyelids falling closed at the sensation. She felt the hot slide of more thick tentacles slipping beneath the hem of her skirt. They eased between her legs, pressing her thighs apart and caressing the soft skin.
“Does this please you, lovely girl?” the demon purred.
A tentacle slithered over the thin fabric of her panties, directly over a place that made her gasp in pleasure. More of them wiggled over her waistband to touch the growing slickness between her thighs. Anya’s toes curled at the slow drag of the hot tentacles over her flesh. They teased at her virgin entrance, dipping inside her just enough to retrieve her wetness before spreading it up over the sensitive nub that made her hips jerk and her thighs tense.
The tentacles flicked and rubbed at the nub until her breaths came out as pleasured sobs, wordless begging for the ecstasy she could sense just out of reach. The tentacles binding her felt like the only thing holding her together. Her body shook, vibrating like a struck piano string. The heat built with every movement of the tentacles on her puffy nipples and throbbing nub.
The demon’s touch felt like ownership. Part of her knew it was dangerous to give herself over to the feeling, but it felt so good. A tentacle gently circled around and around her soaked entrance as if waiting for her to beg for it. And she wanted to. She wanted more of the overwhelming pleasure.
“Do we have an agreement, little mortal?” the demon asked. A long tongue flicked her earlobe.
Anya struggled to make sense of the question, her mind muddled by the creature’s unceasing torment. Her mouth fell open in a stricken cry as the flicking on her swollen nub increased to a frantic pace. She whined and thrashed in the demon’s unbreakable grip, unsure if she wanted to move into the intense pleasure or escape it.
The demon gave her no choice, holding her thighs apart and continuing until she let go of all control and let the feeling carry her away. Anya was vaguely aware of screaming when the first wave of ecstasy washed over her. It was quickly followed by another and another, an endless sea of pleasure that left her shaking and sobbing.
She lost track of everything but the heat and the clenching of her body. Her heart pounded, and her mind filled with static. After what could have been moments or hours, the waves finally slowed and Anya returned to herself. She blinked open her eyes to see the demon’s face only inches from hers.
“Do we have a deal?” it asked again. The tentacle around her neck tightened just enough to remind her of its presence. 
Anya licked her dry lips. Even with her body exhausted from pleasure, she still felt hunger. She nodded.
“No, little one,” the demon said with a dangerous smile. “Say it.”
“Yes,” Anya rasped. “Please, yes.”
“Very well.”
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Chapter Seven
“Yes, Anya!” her instructor crowed. “Beautiful! Just beautiful!”
Anya internally smiled, even as she calmly finished the choreography. She glanced around at the other students and saw a combination of awe and jealousy. It felt strange to be the focus of that kind of attention. To go from one of the worst in the class to the best. Oddly, she had surpassed even Galina.
In the weeks since she made the deal with the demon, she had not stumbled or forgotten a step once. Where her body had once been clumsy, and every step had required intense focus, she now floated across the floor with grace and ease. There were rumors that the ballet company wanted to make her Galina’s understudy.
As exciting as it was to see all her dreams within reach, part of her was always occupied with thoughts of the demon. She could not stop thinking about the way the creature had touched her. The overwhelming pleasure. Just the thought of it was enough to make heat pool between her thighs.
She knew there was more than what they had done together. The demon’s teasing touches around her entrance told her that. Anya found herself lying in her small bed at night, wondering what it would feel like to have the creature’s tentacles deep inside her. She thought of the lingering sweetness on her lips and imagined the taste on her tongue and spilling down her throat.
In her more guilty moments, she imagined the tentacles in places she had only ever heard about in nervous whispers. Was that something the demon wanted from her? Would it want to fill every part of her until none of her was unclaimed by it? She felt a dark, secret arousal at the thought.
It felt like all the dormant parts of her had been awoken in a single day of ecstasy. But still, she put off returning to the basement. She told herself it was wrong to want more of the demon’s hungry, grasping touch. The creature would think she was shameless and needy. Anya made herself stay away until the day before the next casting call.   
As the advanced students stood together in one of the larger classrooms, Anya caught sight of Galina. The girl was as lovely as always and surrounded by the usual group of girls who looked at her with adoration. As Anya looked at her, Galina turned her head toward her, and their eyes met. Galina scowled.
Anya blinked in surprise at the open hostility. The girl usually ignored her unless Anya dared to speak to her directly. What had she done to warrant the talented girl’s ire? Galina brushed off her followers and made her way across the room toward Anya. When she was only an arm’s length away, she leaned in.
“Don’t think you can take my place,” she hissed.
Anya frowned in confusion. “I’m not trying to take your place, Galina. I doubt I could. We have the same…tutor.” Surely, the demon could not place one deal above another.
Galina’s sneer faded into confusion. “Tutor? What tutor? You speak nonsense.”
“The basement,” Anya whispered, glancing at the girls around them.
Galina’s confusion did not fade. She gave Anya an odd look. “What basement? The school has no basement.”
Anya stared at her, her mind spinning. “Right,” she said softly. She forced a smile. “Just kidding.”
Galina gave her another look and turned away, stalking back across the room to her circle of sycophants.
When the instructors finally entered the room and began talking about the upcoming production, Anya heard none of it. Her mind was spinning with what Galina had said. There was no basement. Was the other girl lying or had she missed something? Had the demon ever actually said it had offered Galina a deal, or had she assumed?
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Chapter Eight
“You don’t have a deal with Galina, do you?” she whispered the moment the basement door closed behind her.
The shadows immediately gathered in front of her, and a familiar pair of red eyes regarded her from the darkness.
“No,” the demon admitted, sounding amused.
“You lied to me,” Anya accused.
“Did I?” The demon drifted closer, and several tentacles slithered out of the shadows to slide over her shoes. “Or did you make assumptions?”
“That girl said—” Anya broke off with a frown. “Did you send that girl to lead me here?”
The demon watched her silently.
Anya’s eyes widened. But why? Why her of all the dancers at the school? It made no sense. As the questions swirled in her mind, more of the demon’s tentacles spilled out of the darkness around her. They slowly twined up her legs, grasping possessively.
“Mine,” the demon growled.
Anya gasped. There was a dark sort of affection in the creature’s tone. Anya slowly reached out toward the demon’s face. Razor-sharp teeth harmlessly grazed her fingertips as the tentacles slipped over the hem of her skirt and pulled it down her thighs. She felt hot, leathery skin under her fingers for a brief moment before tentacles seized her wrists.
“We have a deal?” the demon demanded.
She should be afraid. Nothing was what it seemed. When she thought she was one of many girls who had entered into deals with the demon, it had felt far safer. Never safe, but safer. But now, knowing it was only her, she felt conflicted. It felt mortally dangerous to have gained the demon’s undivided attention.
Anya stared into the demon’s eyes, her breath hitching as the tentacles ripped her blouse open one button at a time. Could she make a deal? The island of unease in her mind was surrounded by a sea of remembered pleasure. She shivered at the snap of her bra band.
“Do we have a deal?” the demon snarled, every deadly fang bared.
“Yes,” Anya gasped.
Between one breath and the next, the demon’s tentacles were everywhere. They swarmed inside her panties, ripping the thin fabric aside as others lifted her off her feet. Thick tentacles wrapped around her thighs, binding her until her legs were spread wide, and she was pressed helplessly to the wall behind her.
The demon moved closer, its face only inches from hers. “You will give me everything?”
The tip of a tentacle gently stroked the growing slickness between her thighs, and Anya nodded.
A tentacle dipped into her virgin body. It slid into her tightness with embarrassing ease, the wet sounds of its movement loud in the quiet basement. Anya arched, and a ragged moan fell from her lips. The tentacle moved slowly, writhing inside her and stroking her inner walls.
It was a different kind of pleasure than before, a deeper, more complicated pleasure that left her feeling open and vulnerable. She tried to move her hips into it, but the demon’s grip was unbreakable.
“If you want more, you must ask,” the creature purred.
A second tentacle eased inside her, the two thin tendrils creating more of a stretch than she had ever felt. Anya dropped her head back against the wall behind her.
“More,” she breathed.
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Chapter Nine
A tentacle slithered up the side of her neck and over her jaw to dip into her panting mouth. A hot, sticky honey spilled across her lips before the tentacle settled sweet and heavy on her tongue. Anya began to suck on it without a conscious thought. She moaned at the demon’s pleased growl.
More of the sugary sweetness spilled onto her tongue as more and more of the tentacles caressed her. She could not keep count. The feeling of them on her skin and in her body was enough to make her feel light-headed. They massaged her breasts, circling the tight buds of her nipples until they ached for more attention. Anya thrust her chest out as much as she could.
She sighed in pleasure when her nipples were finally seized and lightly tugged, the sensation making her clench around the slow, teasing tentacles inside her. That place the demon had tormented began to throb for attention. Anya could only imagine what it would feel like to have the little nub flicked and fondled with the tentacle moving inside her.
She struggled to move her hips, silently begging.
“More, little one?”
Anya nodding frantically, hungry for the sharp, overwhelming pleasure of before.
The two thin tentacles slipped out of her body, and something large prodded at her entrance. Anya’s mouth fell open, the tentacle falling from her lips to slide wetly down her body. The demon’s eyes met hers a brief moment before the tentacle circled the sensitive nub between her thighs, and the larger one began to push into her.
Anya whined in confused pleasure. Her body was not sure if the stretch was something she wanted to embrace or escape, but combined with the torment of her puffy nipples and throbbing nub, she could barely form a coherent thought. The world narrowed down to the slow slide of the thick tentacle moving deeper into her until it filled her completely.
“So lovely, my tender morsel,” the demon purred in her ear. “Do you feel the way your body responds to me?”
Anya cried out as the flicks to her nub sped up, vibrating like they had when they had taken her apart before. She tried to speak, but the feeling of the thick tentacle sliding out of her to hover at her entrance made her breaths hitch. Without any warning, it thrust back into her.
It was a hot, deep pleasure, completely unlike anything she could have imagined. Anya was vaguely aware of twisting in her bonds, tossing her head as the demon teased and caressed and overwhelmed her.
“My mouth!” she gasped, needing the weight of a tentacle on her tongue to ground her.
The demon’s red eyes were covetous as it immediately slipped a thin tentacle between her lips.
Anya sucked at the sweet tentacle frantically, struggling not to scream or cry or any of the other myriad of reactions that bubbled inside her. The demon’s touch was a hurricane, and she was swept along in its path. Every inch of her skin felt tingly and alive, as if she had been asleep and was finally awake.
“More, precious one?” the demon purred.
Could she take more? Anya was not sure, but she nodded desperately.
A slick tentacle stroked teasingly between the cheeks of her ass, finding her untouched back entrance. Anya moaned around her mouthful. Yes. She wanted everything. She could feel the demon’s obsessive gaze as it pleasured her, its fixation growing by the moment.
The thin tentacle eased inside her tightness, and she shuddered. It was too much, but it was perfect. Anya felt overloaded. Every part of her was owned and filled by the demon. There was not a single part of her left untouched. As the tentacles inside her began to thrust together, she surrendered completely.
Her first orgasm shocked a garbled scream from her. The tentacle in her mouth withdrew to spread its sweetness over her lips. Anya panted and let out a soft whine when another peak followed soon after. She squeezed her eyes closed, trying to breathe through the pleasure. Deep, overwhelming ecstasy blanketed her.
The teasing caresses on her hard nipples and the unceasing torment of that pleasurable nub, drew sounds from her she was not aware she was capable of, but the demon only growled its encouragement. The ecstasy was so strong she was only vaguely aware of one peak ending and another beginning. It all blurred into one unending orgasm.
Anya did not realize she was sobbing in overwhelmed bliss until the demon began to ease her back from the edge. Her breaths came in shuddering gasps, her body continuing to spasm even after the demon eased out of her and ceased his torment. She slowly came back to herself as the demon brushed a tentacle against her cheek with what seemed like fondness.
“Our deal is made,” it purred.
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Chapter Ten
The dark stage suddenly burst with light, and Anya stood at the front of the group. Roses fell around her as she smiled serenely into the darkness. She could not see the crowd, but the applause was nearly deafening. It went on long after the final bows and curtain fall.
Even in her dressing room, she could still faintly hear it. Anya sat at her dressing table and smiled at her reflection. The deal she had struck five years before was still the best decision she had ever made. Even if everything was not exactly as she had expected.
The demon had lied to her. Or, perhaps, it was simply an omission. It never told her that she would come to crave it. The power, the prestige, or the demon’s attention. Anya felt it no matter how far away from the school her career carried her.
It was a constant presence in her mind. A hunger. And every time she went to it, she became more hopelessly entangled. Somehow, she could not find it within her to care. Because she knew the truth. The demon was just as entangled as her.
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Taken by the Demon
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Chapter One
This was possibly a horrible idea. Natalie glanced over at the book lying open on the table and frowned. Well, desperate times called for desperate measures. If her coven had not laughed her off, she would not be forced to go it alone. So, bad idea or not, she was going through with the ritual. Besides, it was just a simple love spell. What could go wrong?
And it was not even intended for her. Just a bit of a distraction for an annoying busybody. Or maybe more than that. Natalie shrugged to herself. The spell was for a soulmate, so the distraction could have more long-term benefits. It would be wonderful to get the annoying woman off her back for the foreseeable future.
The woman who owned the store next to hers had been trying to sabotage her business from the day she moved to the sleepy town. Spreading rumors about dark magic and other unsavory things. Natalie huffed. As if she would dabble in summoning demons. She was no fool.
Her little shop sold candles, jewelry, and perfumed oils. Nothing more harmful than strong-smelling incense. The woman's rumors were an affront to everything Natalie stood for. Most of her casting shielded people from evil. She had spent her adult life defending the oblivious ordinary people of the world from demons and the like.
Natalie gave the large pot in front of her a few more stirs and set down the ladle. There. That should be it. She glanced at the clock. Just enough time before midnight to shower quickly and lay down a protective circle. She tugged the band at the end of her hair free as she walked away.
Half an hour later, hair still damp from the shower, she lay down a salt circle on the floor of her casting room. The spell book was open on the table, flipped to the ritual page. It appeared to be straightforward enough. Just a few phrases and a sprinkling of the potion, and it was done.
Natalie tugged at the hem of her dress and rechecked the clock. Ten minutes. She drummed her nails on the table and scanned the open pages. It was a tempting ritual when she thought about it. A spell that would bring you the person best able to please you.
It was too bad she already had plans for her annoying neighbor. The woman's hair was already simmering away in the potion. Maybe, she would try it again sometime for herself. The usual kind of dating definitely was not working. She had been single for…Well, thinking about it was depressing.
Natalie sighed and looked at the clock again. Just a few minutes to midnight. It was time. She leaned over the edge of the circle to pour a ladleful of potion into the shallow pool a few feet away. It was just deep enough for rituals requiring gateways. Not that she had ever used it for that.
As she watched, the potion filled the circle to form what looked like a black hole in the floor. Natalie carefully leaned in to see the image that appeared. If the book was right, the pool should show the image and location of her busybody neighbor's perfect match.
Natalie frowned. But the potion did not seem to be working. She stood up straight to squint over at the book. There should be an image by now, right? It was midnight, she had followed the ritual and potion instructions, and she should be seeing a face in the black pool. There was nothing but what looked like moving shadows.
Well, that was a bust. Natalie sighed heavily and dropped the ladle back into the pot. What a waste of time. Oh, well. She would just have to think of something else. Maybe… Movement under the surface of the pool pulled her attention from her thoughts.
The swirling shadows seemed to be becoming more physical. Which should be impossible. The ritual was not supposed to create a gateway, just an image. Something very like panic fluttered in her stomach as she backed away. Salt crunched under her heel when she reached the other side of the circle.
Something began to rise up out of the pool. It was blacker than the liquid and glistened like it was covered in crushed diamonds. As more of it rose out of the pool, confusion joined the growing fear in her belly. It was not a human like she thought.
The black mass seemed to be the man-sized tip of a single tentacle. What extended out of the pool was larger than her, but she could sense it was only a tiny part of something unfathomably massive. The tentacle struck the ceiling and curved until it filled most of the room. All but the small circle where she stood.
Natalie stared around her with wide eyes. What kind of love spell was this? Just as the thought entered her mind, she felt a presence mentally nudge her. Natalie froze in place. What the…
It has been a long time since a human dared to summon me.
Natalie's eyes widened. The voice sounded like it was coming from everywhere at once. She inched toward the center of her protective circle, further away from the colossal tentacle filling the room. Natalie felt amusement from the presence a moment before the same voice chuckled.
Tell me, tiny human. Why have you summoned me?
Natalie opened her mouth, but the deep voice spoke again.
I hope, for your sake, that your reasoning is sound.
Somehow, Natalie doubted he would be pleased to know the entire thing was an accident. She wracked her brain for something to say that would not get her smashed, crushed, or otherwise killed.
Ah, I see. A twist of fate.
Natalie was unsure if she would call her idiocy a twist of fate. More like a failure to read the small print. She leaned in again to try and scan the spellbook. From what she could see, it was definitely supposed to show the intended's soulmate. Her neighbor must have a hidden crazy side if her soulmate was a…whatever Natalie had summoned.
One cannot summon the soulmate of another, little witch. You must know this.
Natalie narrowed her eyes at the dark presence surrounding her. "What are you trying to say?"
I am not the mate of this neighbor of yours.
Which would make the terrifying being her soulmate. Natalie's eyes widened. And what exactly had she summoned?
Allow me to introduce myself. I am the Demon Lord Nemondae.
Oh, dear.
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Chapter Two
Natalie huddled in the middle of the circle and refused to move or speak to the demon. The clock on the wall by the stairs was slowly ticking toward two o'clock, and she had not devised any kind of plan to undo the summoning. As far as she knew, the soulmate spell was a light spell. The light spells were, by nature, much harder to undo.
How in the heck had she summoned a demon with a light spell? It should have been impossible!
Do you intend to stay inside your circle until you perish from lack of sustenance?
The demon lord sounded genuinely curious, which only annoyed her more. Natalie cast a narrow-eyed look toward the darkness around her but kept her mouth closed. Talking to him would only act as encouragement. She could feel his amusement.
Would it put you at ease if I modified my form to fit your tiny human body?
Natalie opened her mouth to spit something scathing before clamping her teeth together. She would ignore him until he went away.
Suddenly, the dark tentacle filling the room began to recede. Natalie sat up straighter and watched the spectacle with wide eyes. The tentacle seemed to shrink and change form at the same time. The glittering midnight black flesh writhed under the overhead lights as one tentacle became over a dozen, and a body sprouted.
She tried to make sense of what she was seeing. The result was something with thick tentacles for arms and legs and thinner tentacles sprouting from the sides and back. She only glanced at the monstrous, tentacle-like thing between the demon's legs before she looked away.
Does this suit you, little witch?
His voice sounded different. Natalie told herself not to look at the demon lord, but her eyes wandered. The demon had sprouted a head while she was actively trying to ignore him. His eyes were two red, glowing pits, and his mouth was just a slit edged by sharp teeth. A jagged, crown-like ridge on top of his head gave the impression of a crown.
Natalie stared. This was her soulmate? What the heck was wrong with her? While there was a certain deadly beauty to the powerful tentacles and monstrous appearance, she was not prepared to accept that a demon lord could be the mate of a light witch. Definitely not.
"No."
Nemondae smirked.
"I banish you back from whence you came!" Natalie said.
Oh, my little witch. Surely, you know you must complete the soulmate ritual before considering a ritual to banish me.
The fondness in the demon lord's voice did nothing to tame her irritation. He was right. Damn him.
Shall we complete your ritual?
No. Definitely not. He was not getting anywhere near her, especially with that…thing between his legs. It was as thick as her wrist, and it writhed each time she glanced at it. A small, secret part of her wondered what that movement would feel like deep inside her, but she shoved the thought away before the demon could sense it.
She would have to figure out a way to get rid of the demon without completing the ritual. Surely, there was a way to skip the consummation. Not every soulmate pairing was immediately attracted to each other, right? She had to believe that there was some sort of precedence for her situation. Otherwise…
"I want to get my book," Natalie declared.
Nemondae glanced away from her long enough to locate her open spellbook. He said nothing, but the look he gave her salt barrier was very telling. It would be impossible for her to reach the book without leaving the safety of her circle.
Natalie inched away from the center of the circle to toe the line. One large step and she could snatch the book. She nervously eyed the demon. He looked back at her as if daring her to take that fateful step. Natalie scowled at him and stepped out of the circle.
The moment she felt the barrier behind her before her fingertips could even skim her book, tentacles surrounded her. Natalie gasped out a denial. He lifted her with surprising gentleness and pulled her into the living cocoon of his tentacles. They immediately swarmed around her, slipping beneath the hem of her dress in search of bare skin.
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Chapter Three
Natalie gasped at the first touch on her bare thigh. The tentacles were warm and pulsing faintly as they slid across her upper thighs and between to press against her panties. Natalie froze at the light, questioning pressure. Was she really going to let this happen? She looked down at where the tentacles gripped her and bit her lip.
If the demon was her soulmate, she could not banish him until the ritual was complete. As the thought rolled around in her mind, the tentacle pressed to her panties and lightly grazed her clit. Natalie jerked in shock, and a soft moan escaped her. It would not really hurt anything, right? Besides, she did want to banish the demon.
Does this please you, my little witch?
Natalie bit her lip to hold back a loud moan as several tentacles slipped into her panties to stroke her bare skin. They slid through her growing wetness to rub over her clit. A shiver ran down her spine, and her nipples hardened against the soft fabric of her dress. Immediately, more tentacles stroked up her ribs to seek out her breasts.
A tentacle flicked her clit just as the others found her nipples. They fastened onto the hardened buds and tugged lightly. Another teasing flick to her clit made her hiss and arch her back.
She let her legs fall open to give the tentacle more space. Nemondae growled something that sounded obscene and pressed her thighs further apart. His tentacles were suddenly everywhere. They stroked her cheeks, encircled her neck, and caressed her spread thighs. Each time he flicked her clit, her breathing hitched, and her pussy clenched deep inside.
Damn demon. She could feel his hunger but also his amusement. He wanted her to beg for it. The tip of his tentacle circled her clit over and over, just enough to make her crave more. The tentacles massaging her breasts rubbed and flicked at her nipples until she wanted to scream. Natalie knew she was moaning desperately, but she could not stop the noises.
Every movement between her legs made her thighs tremble. Her pussy ached to be filled, and she could not get the image of Nemondae's cock out of her head. The way it moved as if it had a mind of its own. How would it feel deep inside her, stroking everywhere at once? She whined at the thought.
Ask, and you shall receive.
What was she trying to prove by denying herself? Natalie gasped out a plea, reaching out as much as possible with her arms bound by the demon's tentacles. She felt Nemondae's triumph a second before he surged forward. His hips spread her thighs, and she caught a glimpse of his monstrous cock before the broad head spread her soaked pussy and sank into her one thick inch at a time.
Natalie threw her head back and groaned. The tentacle teasing her clit gently seized it and began to squeeze rhythmically. Natalie cried out, and her pussy clenched. Her wetness gushed out around Nemondae's cock, as he sank deeper. His blood-red eyes rose from watching his cock ease into her to meet her gaze, and she realized he was completely inside her.
He gave her a sharp-toothed grin, and she choked on a moan as his cock writhed inside her. It was better than she had imagined. Natalie felt a burst of smugness from the demon before he pulled his hips back and thrust back into her. She gasped his name.
The tentacle around her neck tipped her head back to bare her throat. Natalie watched Nemondae lean in from beneath her eyelashes. He grazed her vulnerable throat with razor-sharp teeth and growled in pleasure. Her hips jerked at the sound, and she clenched down around him.
He seemed to take it as encouragement. His tentacles tightened on her, spreading her legs wider as the tentacle on her clit tormented the swollen nub, and he began to thrust in earnest. The basement filled with the wet slap of their bodies, slicked with their mixed arousal.
His tentacles tweaked her nipples with each jerk of his hips, and his prehensile cock writhed like a snake inside her, massaging everywhere at once. Natalie's mind filled with static as her body became overwhelmed with sensation. Nemondae's tentacles could touch every sensitive place on and in her body simultaneously.
It was an erotic overload, and not even his smug pleasure filling her mind could distract her from the devastating orgasm welling up inside her. Her thighs clamped down on his hips, and her nails scored lines in his midnight flesh as her breath caught. Pure ecstasy rolled through her, curling her toes and making her cry out his name.
Yes, my little witch. Give me your pleasure.
Natalie wailed as Nemondae thrust faster and continued to torment her puffy nipples and swollen clit. She barely had time to breathe before another wave of pleasure crashed over her. She was vaguely aware of screaming as her body shook and her pussy fluttered in ecstasy. She was still shaking when the demon stilled inside her.
He chuckled. Natalie tried to glare at him, but her body was still tingling. A soft moan slipped from her lips when tentacles began softly stroking her sweaty skin. It was strangely comforting. She had to clear her throat before she could sound appropriately annoyed.
"What are you laughing about?" she demanded.
Nemondae bared his teeth in an amused smile.
Natalie narrowed her eyes at him. She got the very strong feeling he knew something she did not. She tried to ignore the effect of his gentle touches on her body and focus on his strange mix of fondness and smugness. He was far too pleased with himself.
You have never summoned a demon, have you?
Natalie scowled. "What? No!" At his continued amusement, she glanced over at her spellbook. "Why?"
He reached over with a tentacle to retrieve her book and passed it to her. The look in his eyes made a ball of unease settle in her stomach. What had she done now?
Natalie looked down at the open book and scanned the pages. Her soulmate summoning ritual was all laid out in black and white. She had followed it exactly.
Turn the page.
Natalie glanced at Nemondae's face to see him watching her with interest. She had a feeling she was not going to like what was on the next page. Like she was going to her death, she slowly turned the page. And there was the rest of the ritual. Complete with a warning.
She read it once, twice, three times before she raised her wide-eyed gaze to Nemondae's face.
"We're married?" she shrieked.
The demon's cock twitched inside her, and Natalie gasped. The damn demon had done it on purpose!
Yes.
"You tricked me!"
She felt his amusement.
Right. He was a demon, after all. She could hardly expect him to be an upstanding citizen. She looked down at the book again. According to the warning, completing the soulmate ritual with a dark creature made banishment impossible. Permanently. So she was stuck with him.
Nemondae shifted his weight, and his cock slid out a few inches and curved upwards to rub against something sensitive. Natalie's eyes fluttered shut at the sensation. Alright. Maybe it was not all bad. A tentacle tickled the tender skin over the pulse in her throat, and she bit her lip.
The things I will do to you, little witch.
Okay. Maybe it was even good. At least a little bit.
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chapter One
Rachelle carefully read over the instructions again. It was too important to let a minor mistake ruin her chances. After all, it would be nearly eighty years before the ritual would work again.
The ritual was simple, but the timing was everything. It called for a full moon on Halloween night in a blue moon October. Aside from the timing, all she needed for the first step was two candles, a dark room, and a mirror.
Rachelle glanced across the room where her grandmother’s full-length antique mirror stood waiting. She was as ready as she could be. She snapped the spellbook closed and walked over to stand in front of the mirror. Her own pale reflection stared back at her.
If her coven knew what she was doing, they would tell her she was playing with fate. It was commonly believed that a witch’s familiar was intended to come to her on her thirty-fourth birthday at exactly seven minutes past seven o’clock in the evening.
Rachelle did not want to wait three more years for the power boost a familiar would bring. With her soul bound to a familiar, there would be few spells she could not master without her coven. It would be complete freedom.
The fact that she would have a constant companion and confidante only added to her desire to hurry things along. Rachelle flipped off the lights in the room and knelt in front of the large mirror. She lit both candles, the left one for herself and the right one for her familiar. Once the flames flickered to life and turned a deep, blood red, Rachelle turned her attention to the mirror.
She spoke the spell slowly and clearly while peering deep into the mirror. At first, she only saw her own reflection. The mirror grew darker the longer she stared at it, and a strange fog took over her reflection. The surface rippled. A dark shape suddenly loomed over her, a vague outline in the fog.
A foot appeared first, stepping out of the mirror’s frame. It was like nothing she had ever seen. Easily three times the size of her own foot, it was covered in thick black fur and tipped in sharp claws. The foot was quickly followed by a heavily muscled calf covered in the same black fur.
Rachelle tore her eyes away to look up. Near the top of the mirror, a huge clawed hand curled around the frame on each side. From the fog emerged a figure made of nightmares. A long snout filled with razor-sharp teeth and piercing yellow eyes that immediately locked with hers.
Rachelle could do nothing but stare as the massive, wolf-like creature fully stepped out of the frame and stood to its full height. Her eyes raked over the imposing figure. The same black fur covered most of its body, cascading down its muscular arms and spreading across a broad chest.
As she stared, the chest expanded with the beast’s deep inhale. The pointed ears atop its head went back, and its eyes narrowed to slits. Rachelle dropped her gaze. Her eyes fell directly on the apex of its powerful thighs and the thick cock that hung there. A single, pearly drop of come beaded on the plum-size head before dripping to the floor.
Rachelle inhaled shakily. She knew her mind should be consumed with confused terror. She knew she should be trying to understand why she asked for a familiar, and the beast in front of her answered her call. Logically, she knew that. But her mind kept replaying the slow drip of come, and she could not look away from the quickly firming cock.
“I-I didn’t expect…” she trailed off helplessly.
The creature stared at her. Rachelle did not expect it to reply, so when it did, she jumped.
“So I gathered,” it, or rather he, growled. His eyes glittered with some unnamed emotion. “Yet, here I am.”
Rachelle looked away. She struggled to focus on the goal. The ritual. She kept her eyes away from the creature’s imposing figure as she hurried across the room to where her spellbook lay open. She had gone over the steps hundreds of times in her mind, but all of the information seemed to have vanished.
“The Marking,” the creature growled from close behind her.
Rachelle jumped and spun around to face him. “W-what?”
The creature huffed in what seemed to be amusement. “The next step of the ritual. After The Call is The Marking.”
Rachelle swallowed hard. “Right. Of course.”
As she gathered chalk powder and began to lay the intricate lines on the floor, Rachelle was acutely aware of the creature’s eyes on her. His silent stare was unnerving, but it lit an unfamiliar spark in her belly. More and more of her attention shifted to him. She finally broke the silence to regain her focus.
“What are you called?” she blurted.
“Belor,” he growled after a brief silence.
Rachelle chanced a glance in his direction. He had moved closer while she was trying to ignore him. He knelt just outside the circle she had created. His thick, muscled thighs were splayed, and his cock hung heavy and erect between them. Rachelle’s breath caught.
She stared, unable to tear her eyes away. A witch was not intended to feel anything but fellowship with her familiar, but the feeling warming her belly was far more than that. Belor’s cock jerked at her continued attention, and a spurt of come splashed onto the stone floor.
Rachelle felt her pussy clench at the sight. She could almost feel the slick heat of it slipping between her folds instead of being wasted on the floor. Her chest rose and fell quickly as she began to lean toward Belor. His yellow eyes blazed with a feral light. Rachelle watched him tip his head back and inhale deeply.
His broad chest expanded with the scent of her. The breath left him as a growl. His fingers curled, long claws scraping the floor. Rachelle could feel herself leaning toward him, drawn to him like she had been from the moment he emerged from the mirror. Their energy was so sympathetic, their magic so in sync.
But they would not be truly bound without the ritual. The realization was enough to dampen her desire slightly. Rachelle jerked back from the edge of the circle. She had to focus.
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Chapter Two
Rachelle dipped her fingertip in the paint and turned to face Belor. Even with both of them kneeling, he towered over her. They were close enough that she could smell the musk rising from his skin and feel the heat radiating off him in waves. It sent a surge of want through her.
She focused on his chest to center herself. Looking at the wide, furry chest did not do much to keep her mind from wandering, so she began on her glyphs. She raised her hand to lightly touch the tip of her finger to the center of his chest. The paint stained the dark fur, leaving a blood-red trail.
Rachelle drew her family glyph first. Belor’s skin seemed to grow warmer under her hand. She frowned at his chest to keep her eyes from straying to his. She could feel his complete attention on her. His heart beat strong and sure under her hand as she began to draw her personal glyph.
By the time it was done, her own heart was pounding in her chest, and her stomach was fluttering. She snatched her hand away before she could give in to the urge to stroke his chest, his arms, and further down. Belor reached toward the bowl beside them.
She watched him dip the fingers of one hand in the paint before coating his palm. His eyes fastened on hers.
“Disrobe, if you please,” he said. It was phrased as a request, but Rachelle could hear nothing but demand. He eyed her hungrily as she untied the belt and let it slide down her arms to leave her bare.
Belor’s other hand came to rest beside her hip. Rachelle only had a moment’s notice before his body was surging toward her. She tumbled backward to sprawl across the circle. He rose to hover over her, only a few meager inches between his hard cock and where she wanted it. She panted for breath and fought the desperate urge to jerk her hips up into his.
His eyes burned into hers as his painted hand pressed to her skin just beneath her heaving breasts. His long fingers curled on either side of her ribcage. Rachelle could feel the light tickle of his dangerous claws with every shaky inhale. For a breathless moment, they stayed frozen like that. Belor’s powerful hand was able to crush her chest but cradling her instead.
“Belor,” Rachelle pleaded softly.
There was only one step left in the ritual. The Binding. It would tie their lives and magic forever. It would make her one of the most powerful witches in her coven. As she looked up into Belor’s glowing, yellow eyes, Rachelle was not sure when power became secondary.
“Little witch,” Belor growled. He dipped his head to run his hot, wet tongue up the pale flesh of her throat. “Do you wish to be bound to me?”
“Yes!” Rachelle gasped.
“Do you wish to join yourself to me soul, power, and body?” He shifted his hips, and his fur rasped along her soft inner thighs. “Be mine as I am yours?”
Rachelle grasped at him, sinking her hands into the fur along his flanks and nodding frantically.
“Very well,” he rumbled. “So mote it be.”
Belor shifted his hips to let the wet tip of his cock teasingly slide against her slick folds before he rose onto his knees.
Rachelle moaned at the loss of his body over hers. She took a moment to calm herself, intensely aware of Belor’s heated gaze caressing her naked body, and pushed herself up into a seated position. The ritual. She could not get sidetracked, no matter how much she wanted to.
Her eyes cut to the ritual blade lying at the edge of the circle next to the silver bowl. As she crawled across the circle to retrieve them, she swore she could feel the full moon above her. Its pale light seemed to cut through the floors above her to illuminate the circle.
The moment she set the bowl in the center of the circle, the chalk lines flared to life with white fire. Rachelle knelt on one side of the bowl and held up the knife toward the ceiling. Belor silently mirrored her position on the other side of the bowl.
Rachelle held out her hand over the bowl as the magic thrummed through her. She lay the tip of the knife against the delicate skin of her palm and glanced up at Belor. His gaze was fastened on her hands. The moment he looked up to meet her gaze, she sliced.
Her blood dripped into the bowl, slowly covering half of the bottom. Rachelle tuned out the sharp pain to fix her attention on Belor’s offered hand. She sliced into his palm in the same direction as her own. The magic built as his blood joined hers in the bowl.
Rachelle’s heart beat in time with the pulse of the magic. Somehow, she knew Belor’s was echoing her own. When the last of the silver disappeared from the bottom of the bowl, Belor turned his palm toward the ceiling. Rachelle locked eyes with him and pressed her bloody palm to his.
Power burst from their joined hands, filling the circle and sucking the air from the room. For a minute that felt like a small eternity, the two of them were frozen in time and space. Everything outside the circle swirled around in a whirlwind of power, crashing against the walls and shattering against the chalk barrier.
Before Rachelle could fully take in the destruction, the power was being sucked back into the circle and into them. She tightened her grip on Belor’s hand and looked up at him. His eyes had darkened to a brilliant gold that only grew brighter the longer they stared at each other.
Suddenly, he was in her mind. She felt his satisfaction at the successful ritual and his reemerging hunger for her. Beneath the surface emotions, there was something that confused her. A satisfied longing. Rachelle leaned forward over the bowl, staring deeply into his eyes.
A jumble of emotions flooded into her mind, but it all converged into one inescapable truth. Belor had been waiting for her specifically. Of all the witches who called for familiars, it was her Belor had answered. Rachelle stared at him in shock until he swept the bowl away with one hand and crowded in close.
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Chapter Three
Everything she had been holding back flooded to the surface, and Rachelle reached for him. Her hands sank into the lush fur on his chest as his hands settled on her hips. His palms were fever-hot against her bare skin and large enough for his clawed fingers to nearly encircle her completely.
The thought of it, him so much larger and stronger than her, sent a surge of arousal through her. Belor pulled her flush against him, and she got her first feel of his thick cock. It throbbed, hot and slick with his precome, where it pressed against her belly.
Rachelle immediately shifted against Belor’s muscular frame, trying to get his cock where she needed it. Her own arousal slicked her thighs, and her pussy clenched in anticipation. Belor slowly slid her up his body, his thick fur caressing her hard nipples and inner thighs until his cock was pressed against her wet pussy.
A ragged moan tore free from her throat at the first slow grind of his hips. The wide shaft nestled between her folds to teasingly rub at her throbbing clit with every shift of his body. His hands moved around to cup her ass and move her higher until the fat head of his cock was bumping against her needy clit.
Rachelle whined as her pussy clenched over and over, the pleasure making her embarrassingly wet. It was so good, so hot her toes curled with every thrust, but she needed more. She wanted to be stuffed full of his thick cock.
“Please!” she begged, throwing her head back to bare her throat.
Belor’s tongue was immediately there, dragging over her throat and bathing her sweaty skin. A feral growl rumbled up from his chest a split second before he lowered her back to the stone floor and loomed over her. Before Rachelle could utter a word, he buried his face between her thighs.
She arched with a harsh gasp as pleasure exploded through her. His long tongue curled around her clit, the slippery little nub fully surrounded by tight heat with each lick. Rachelle’s hips jerked erratically into and away from the intense pleasure. He did it once, twice, and on the third pass, Rachelle could not hold back. She came with a cry of his name, her thighs trembling where they were clamped around him.
Before she had a moment to recover, his tongue slid down her folds to slip inside her tight heat. Her pussy fluttered, more slickness gushing out of her to wet his muzzle as he lapped at her like a delicacy. The vibration of his growl made her clench around his tongue, and his hands tightened on her.
“More!” she gasped.
Belor surged up over her, his eyes blazing down into hers. “You want me to fill you?” he growled.
Rachelle nodded frantically, pulling at any part of him she could reach.
He lowered himself until she could feel the tip of his cock resting against her slick entrance. “I will give you all you desire, my little witch.”
Belor lowered his face to hers as he pressed forward. The wide head of his cock slipped inside her with ease, her pussy so wet it pulled him in hungrily. Rachelle’s mouth fell open as she panted and moaned through his first deep thrust. Belor’s tongue slipped into her mouth, and she sucked on it hard.
Belor growled and pulled back to press into her again. Rachelle chased after the faint taste of herself on his tongue, pulling at his shoulders until she could run her tongue along his razor-sharp teeth. Her passion only urged him on. His hips rolled against hers over and over.
His hands encircled her thighs, pulling her into his thrusts and filling her until she felt like she would never be empty again. The wet slap of their bodies echoed off the stone walls, nearly drowned out by her wanting cries.
Rachelle panted for breath, every exhale a needy moan as Belor lavished attention on every inch of her he could reach. His tongue rasped over her hard nipples until she came with a throaty moan and clenched around his thick cock. The heat of his body and his single-minded devotion made her feel like she was drifting in an ocean of pleasure.
When the next wave began to build, she surrendered to it completely. Belor pressed his large hand to her chest as his hips ground against hers, and she felt his cock begin to thicken at its base. He reached down between them to lightly flick at her over-sensitive clit with one sharp claw. Rachelle arched under his restraining hand and screamed her pleasure.
Her pussy clamped down on the wide bulge at the base of his cock, and Belor roared. She felt heat flood into her, filling her until it leaked out around where they were so tightly joined together. For what felt like forever, there was nothing but pulse after pulse of ecstasy as their bond echoed the pleasure between them.
When it finally faded, Rachelle blinked open her eyes to realize Belor had moved them. She was sprawled across his powerful body, the two of them still connected. The moment she thought it, his cock twitched inside her again. She was still spread wide around the knot at the base of his cock, and it showed no signs of going down.
Rachelle raised her head to look at Belor. He was already watching her, his golden eyes projecting his fondness so well she did not need their bond to confirm it. She smiled.
“I was not aware a physical consummation was part of the ritual,” she teased.
Belor huffed. “Perhaps, you should not smell so delicious then.”
Rachelle gasped in mock outrage. “I do not!”
Belor’s eyes moved from her face to take in what he could of her body. “I could smell your arousal the moment you saw me. It was a pleasant surprise.”
Feeling more alert by the second, Rachelle clenched her inner muscles. “Maybe, I can…surprise you again later.”
Belor’s eyes glittered. “I have no doubt the future will be full of surprises, my little witch.”
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Chapter One
Hannah paused just inside the front door and looked around. Finally, after months of searching, she had her very own place in the city. An apartment that she did not have to share with annoying roommates or dorm mates. Just her and her stuff in her new apartment. She inhaled deeply and grinned. It even smelled new.
The loft was only a couple hundred square feet, but it was newly renovated and extremely affordable. Almost to an odd degree, considering the trendiness of the neighborhood. The building was a renovated warehouse in the city's art district. It was close to public transport, and even though the place was small, it should have been hundreds of dollars more than it was.
She had toured dozens of places, some in worse parts of the city and all more expensive before she finally found the one that felt right for her. The moment she walked in, the apartment felt like home. Even the one strange stipulation had not phased her. The mirror.
The large mirror was on the back wall of the loft, near the closet door. It was in the area that had clearly been designated as the bedroom corner. The mirror was not really to her taste, but its location was not up for negotiation. As long as she did not try to move it, she could have the apartment and all utilities for an amount that fit her budget. It was a small price to pay.
Hannah moved into the corner that made up the eat-in kitchen to wait for the movers to arrive. After she set her purse on the counter, she found her eyes straying to the large mirror. It was strangely ornate for the modern lines of the loft. It looked like something that would be purchased from an estate sale in Europe.
The heavy, silver frame was lightly tarnished in a couple places and had strange symbols carved into the metal. They seemed to get blurrier the harder she tried to make them out. Hannah jerked her eyes away when a knock came at the door. She hurried over to let the furniture movers inside.
She did not have much, only a few pieces of furniture and several boxes. The two men took less than an hour to carry everything into her apartment and set it in place. Her bed was the most challenging part.
Once the queen-size headboard was in the apartment, she realized it would not fit how she had envisioned. The bed had to run parallel to the back wall, the mirror partially hidden behind the mattress. Making the bed would be a chore. As she frowned at the bed, she could imagine the chill of cold glass on her bare skin during the night, the sudden cold jerking her out of sleep.
"Is there anything else, ma'am?"
Hannah looked away from the mirror to smile at the furniture movers. "No, thank you. That was all of it."
"Have a good day, ma'am."
She followed them to the door and locked it after they left. When she turned around, she smiled widely. The loft looked great filled with all of her things. Hannah still had a few hours before she had to turn in. She should be able to unpack most of her kitchen by then.
A few hours later, after unpacking the most essential things for the kitchen and bathroom, Hannah changed into her pajamas and slipped into bed. The apartment was dark aside from the small lamp beside her bed. It reflected in the glass of the mirror, and for a moment, Hannah thought she saw a shadow in the mirror.
She jerked her head around to scan her apartment. There was nothing. Hannah frowned and reached for the lamp. She just was not used to the new place yet. She had probably seen the reflection of a chair or something. Hannah flipped off the light and slid down in bed.
Despite the new place, she fell asleep almost immediately. Hours later, she jerked awake with a gasp. Hannah looked around with wide eyes. Nothing appeared out of place, but her heart was pounding in her chest, and the sheet was wound around her legs tight enough to bruise.
Suddenly, she felt the unmistakable feeling of something stroking the bare skin of her upper thigh. It was cool and slightly rough, and it was definitely not supposed to be there. Hannah jerked away to fumble for the lamp. Before she could reach it, the hand wrapped around her ankle and jerked her down in the bed.
She sank beneath the fluffy blankets, and no amount of thrashing did any good. Her body was tugged closer to the wall, and suddenly the air around her captured leg was cool and damp. A second hand joined the first, pulling her deeper into that strange coolness. As if she were slowly being dragged beneath the surface of a pond.
Hannah clawed at the blankets, but nothing prevented the slow sinking feeling. When the coolness reached her waist, both legs kicking in what felt like another world altogether, the tugging stopped, and the hands retreated. Hannah immediately scrambled back up in bed. She tumbled off the other side and landed on the floor with a thump.
For several long moments, she sat there breathing hard and trying to make sense of what had happened. There had to be a hole in the wall, or the mirror was hiding a door or something. There had to be a logical explanation because the one in her mind—that she had passed through the mirror's surface—was insane. Insane and impossible.
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Chapter Two
She had spent the rest of the night in the chair. At first light, Hannah was standing beside the bed, scowling at the mirror. She had a hammer in one hand and a crowbar she had borrowed from the building's maintenance office in the other. One way or another, she would find out what was behind the mirror.
The plan hit its first snag almost immediately. The mirror was seemingly fused to the wall. There were no bolts or screws that she could find, and trying to pry it away from the wall only created gouges in the drywall. After half an hour of fruitless attempts, she tossed down her tools and went into the closet instead.
The wall behind the mirror was the east-facing wall of her closest. Hannah spent a half hour tapping on the drywall, looking for strangely hollow spots or signs of a hidden door. There was nothing. She checked all the other walls in her closet to make sure someone had not come through a secret panel to scare her during the night. Again, nothing.
Hannah stepped out of the closet to frown at the mirror again. She had not tried to touch the actual mirror. Something about it struck her as off somehow. The glass was perfectly clear, but something about it made her think of the mirrored surface of a lake. Smooth and perfect on top, but hiding unknown depths.
She eased around the foot of the bed, pausing when her reflection appeared in the glass. Hannah climbed onto the bed and slowly reached out a hand to touch the mirror. Her fingertips did not hit the cool glass. For the briefest moment, she felt something soft and warm against her fingertips, as if someone were standing just on the other side of the mirror. Watching her.
Hannah scrambled backward, shaking her hand and wiping it on her pants, trying to get rid of the unexpected sensation. She kept her eyes on the mirror as she climbed off the bed and stepped back. Okay. She needed to calm down. Obviously, her mind was playing tricks on her. It was just a creepy old mirror.
She moved closer and reached out to touch the glass again. Glass. Nothing but cool glass. Hannah shook her head at herself. It had to be the stress of the move. She was starting a new job in a new city. Nothing but stress. Hannah turned away from the mirror.
It was not really hurting anything. She would just ignore it. Mind made up, Hannah continued about her day, trying to put the creepy mirror out of her mind. Running errands around town kept her mind busy all day, but when she returned to her apartment, the mirror was still there and just as ominous.
Hannah went through the motions of making dinner and watching TV to relax before bed. She even read a few chapters of a novel before she could not put off sleep any longer. Hannah slipped into her bed but stayed on the side furthest from the wall. She switched off her lamp, and the room filled with shadows.
Hannah lay there in the dark, staring at the ceiling above her. Her eyes drifted to the mirror several times. Each time, it was just a mirror. Eventually, her eyes drifted closed, and she fell asleep.
She awoke to pleasure like she had never felt before. Hands stroked up and down her inner thighs, and fingers eased between her folds. Before she could make sense of it, lips fastened over her clit, and a tongue dipped into her wet pussy to tease at the tight muscles. Her panic fled before it could take form, swept away by the unfamiliar ecstasy.
Hannah covered her mouth to smother a loud moan. The tongue began to lazily thrust into her tight heat, and she could only imagine the filthy sounds it was making. The fingers scrambled over each other, mouths shoving each other aside in their hunger to touch and taste her. Hannah moaned for more.
Her body began to tense as the pleasure grew more intense. Fingers slipped into her clenching pussy alongside the stroking tongue. The lips sucking on her clit drew it deep into a hot mouth to tease the tender nub with a fluttering tongue. Hannah whined, high and needy, as her body finally snapped tight.
She came with a sharp cry, her hips bucking to chase after the pleasure. One orgasm quickly rolled into a second as the hands and mouths continued to play with her body. They stroked and sucked at her until she came again. Hannah moaned weakly as the hands seemed intent on wringing every drop of pleasure from her body.
More fingers slipped into her soaked pussy, thicker than anything her virgin body had taken before. Hannah jerked her hips into the stroking fingers. They rubbed at her inner walls, seeking each tender place inside her. Other fingers roamed over the untouched flesh between her cheeks. With a soft, questioning caress against her back entrance, her thighs tensed, and the pleasure peaked again.
Hannah shuddered hard, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as she tumbled into ecstasy. Tension flowed out of her, and she collapsed back against the sheets in exhaustion. The fingers slowly slipped out of her, and multiple tongues lapped at her wet thighs. She was vaguely aware of hands rolling her onto her side and a warm blanket settling over her before exhaustion dragged her down into sleep.




[image: ]
Chapter Three
Hannah woke to banging on her apartment door. She half-fell out of bed, grabbed her robe, and stumbled to the door on wobbly legs. Muscles she had never used were sore and protesting the movement. Hannah sent a confused look back over her shoulder at the mirror and pulled open the door.
A woman immediately shoved her way inside. She was yelling loud enough to make Hannah wince, but none of the words made sense. Hannah opened her mouth to demand an explanation, but the woman fell silent. Hannah frowned as the woman began to shiver.
"You have to get rid of it," the woman hissed.
Hannah followed her wide-eyed stare to the mirror. "What?"
"That thing!" the woman yelled. "It's evil. Get rid of it!"
"Look, I don't know how you got in the building—" Hannah started to say, only to have the woman whip around to face her.
The woman stared at her with dark, bloodshot eyes. "It's not a mirror," she whispered. Her gaze moved back to the mirror as if she feared it might have moved when she was not looking. "It's a gateway."
"Right." Movement out in the hallway caught her eye, and Hannah turned her head to see two of the building's security guards hovering outside her door.
The woman followed her gaze, and her eyes went wide with panic. "No! I have to destroy it!"
Hannah stumbled back as the guards lunged for the woman.
"It's evil!" the woman shrieked as she thrashed. "It will kill anything it touches!"
Hannah watched the guards drag the ranting woman away, confusion warring with fear. The woman had to be ill or confused. Despite her odd dreams, the mirror was just a mirror. Hannah pushed her front door closed and locked it. She turned back to the room and noticed a thin book on the floor, half-hidden under her bookshelf.
She bent down to pick it up and frowned at the strange symbol on the cover. She could not read the title, which was written in something that looked like Latin, but the symbol was definitely familiar. She had seen the exact same symbol on the mirror. Hannah glanced across the room at the ornate frame surrounding the mirror.
Maybe the woman was on to something. Hannah flipped open the front cover and sighed. She could not read any of the text. She flipped through the first few pages until an image caught her eye. It looked exactly like the mirror, but the frame held a door rather than glass. What was it the woman said? The mirror was a gateway?
Hannah crossed the room to stand by the bed. From where she stood, it looked like an ordinary mirror. As she started to turn away, the surface of the glass rippled. For a brief moment, it looked like dozens of human-like creatures were standing on the other side of the glass. A glimpse of glowing eyes and a few pairs of horns made it obvious they were not human.
Curiosity had her up on the bed before she could question her motives. The dream she had, the overwhelming pleasure, it was real. There really were creatures trapped behind the glass. Hannah reached out to press her palm against the glass. Instead of the cool surface she expected, her hand sank through the glass like water and emerged on the other side.
Immediately, fingers laced with her own, and teeth dragged teasingly across the pulse point in her wrist. Hannah gasped in surprised pleasure and scooted closer. As more of her arm sank into the mirror, fingers stroked her skin, and mouths sucked on her fingertips. She licked her lips and shuffled forward until she was kneeling on the edge of the bed.
Hannah took a deep breath before uncurling her legs from beneath her and extending them both into the mirror. She shivered as hands massaged her feet and fingers tickled up her calves. A tongue licked the back of her knee, sending a shock of pleasure straight between her legs. The creatures found hidden sensitive places on her body she did not know she had.
A mouth sucked on her thigh just above her knee, as high as it could reach with only part of her leg inside the mirror. Hannah struggled to think past the pleasure of the hands and mouths on her. It could be dangerous to let them do what they wanted with her. Teeth scraped lightly over the arch of her foot. The sensation went straight between her thighs, and she felt her pussy clench.
They had not hurt her the night before, she reasoned. She wanted to feel that pleasure again. Hannah let her hips slide off the bed and through the mirror. The hem of her robe was immediately swept aside, and a tongue slipped between her folds to flick against her clit. Hannah arched, and her free hand fisted in the blankets beneath her.
Unlike the night before, two fingers immediately thrust inside her wet pussy. A set of lips fastened around her swollen clit to suck as the fingers pumped into her. They found that sensitive spot inside her and rubbed at it until her toes curled, and she came with a gasp. Before she had a chance to recover, something thicker and hotter took the place of the fingers.
Hannah moaned as a thick cock eased inside her virgin body. It was faintly textured and seemed to throb inside her. It pushed deeper, inching into her tight pussy with short thrusts until it was fully seated. Hannah shuddered at the fullness. She inhaled shakily and exhaled a loud moan as the cock began to move at the same time the tongue returned to her sensitive clit.
The maddening pleasure of the flicking tongue merged with the warm stretch of the cock until she was gasping out quiet pleas for more. Mouths began to suck at her curled toes, and she jerked her hips into the rhythm of the thrusts. Already, she could feel another peak looming in front of her, stronger than the last.
Suddenly, at least a dozen hands gripped her legs and flipped her onto her front. Her arm was pulled behind her and pressed to the base of her spine as the thrusts began again, stronger than before. Hannah gasped into the blanket beneath her. Fingers toyed with her swollen clit, teasing touches that sent shock waves of pleasure through her.
Slick fingers circled where the hard cock was thrusting inside her before drifting up to explore her ass. The hands had only teased that untouched flesh before, but her soaked pussy seemed to encourage them. What felt like a tongue, hot and strangely textured, lapped at her virgin back entrance before wiggling inside.
Hannah gasped in shocked arousal. Tongues licked up the wetness that gushed out of her with each thrust of the cock, and she panted in overwhelmed pleasure. A finger wiggled in beside the tongue as a pair of lips sucked on her clit. Hannah came, screaming into the blankets beneath her.
Still moaning, she did not fight the slick cock that eased inside her tight ass. It spread her wide, aching in a way that only made her pussy clamp down harder on the cock still thrusting inside her. Once they both entered her fully, they took turns thrusting. Hannah finally surrendered fully.
She reached back with her free hand and let the creatures grab both wrists. She whined in helpless pleasure. They held her in place, hands binding her wrists behind her and countless hands on her hips and thighs. Several mouths seemed fascinated by the taste of her skin, licking and sucking bruises everywhere they could reach.
The pleasure blurred into one massive storm of ecstasy. Everything between her legs felt soaked and warm, each thrust a smooth slide as if she were made to be taken by the creatures. No matter how she wiggled, they kept their pace, shoving her closer to a devastating orgasm. Her mind filled with the need to come just one more time.
Hannah whined and clenched around both cocks. She was rewarded with a hungry mouth lapping at her throbbing clit. She tugged her arms, but the creatures' grip was unbreakable. She would come when they let her and not a moment sooner.
Her pleasure rose higher and higher until she was crying out and thrashing. She just needed a little more. Suddenly, what felt like a claw gently flicked her clit. Hannah screamed and came. It seemed to go on forever as the cocks continued thrusting despite the tight clench of her pussy. Wave after wave swept over her until she was limp and in danger of sliding off the bed and into the mirror.
Right as she began to fall, hands gripped her around the waist. The cock in her ass slowly withdrew, leaving her feeling open and wet. Hannah shuddered. The cock in her pussy pulled out with more hesitation, seeming unhappy to leave her body's soft, clenching heat. Finally, she was empty, and the hands released her wrists with a fond caress.
Dozens of hands gently pushed her out of the mirror to sprawl across her bed. She stared at the ceiling for several moments, trying to make sense of what had just happened. She had never felt pleasure like that, had not even considered that it could exist. Yet the creatures on the other side of the mirror seemed to crave her, desperate for her pleasure. 
Still breathing hard, Hannah saw the book lying at the foot of the bed and grabbed at it. The woman said the mirror was evil and would kill anything it touched. If that was true, why did it not harm her? She flipped through the book until a particular passage caught her eye.
The right-hand page held an image of the gateway and a woman in a long, white dress. The woman held up her hand as if she had some sort of power over the door. Someone had written a few sentences below the image in a messy, cramped scrawl. Her answer.
The Incubus Gateway can only be controlled by one untouched by man. She feeds their power, and they grant her every desire. The demons will kill anyone who comes between them and their chosen.
Hannah read the passage twice before she closed the book. So, they chose her because she was untouched. A virgin. She glanced at the mirror.
And they were bound to her, driven to grant her every desire. As she looked at the mirror, her reflection faded into an image of the world beyond the glass. It was a massive, candle-lit room full of plush pillows and luxurious fabrics. Just before the vision faded, she saw the crowd of demons again. All of them were hungry, and all of them were focused on her. Hannah smiled.
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Taken by the Demon Lord
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Chapter one
They had breached the city walls. As screams of terror rose around her to fill the throne room, Dara kept her expression calm and collected. It would not do to add to the panic. She tightly gripped the arms of her throne to hide the shaking of her hands as a battered soldier rushed into the room. He gave her a rushed bow, and she quickly gestured for him to give her news.
"The Demon Lord's army is advancing," he gasped. "We can't push them back."
She knew there was little chance from the beginning, but foolishly, she still held out hope of survival. Of saving her people. Dara slowly stood.
"Retreat," she ordered. "Full retreat. Save as many as you can."
The room quieted around her, only the sound of distant screams to break the silence. She scanned the faces of the courtiers. They were not warriors; they had never known battle or death. Most of her kingdom was the same. They were simple farmers and craftsmen. She would not let them die under her watch.
Dara raised her chin. "Go!" she ordered. "All of you."
The soldier ran to pass on her orders, but many others stared at her in confused panic.
"Follow the siege plans," she said. "Now!" she snapped when they did not immediately follow her instructions.
All at once, they leaped into action. Dara sank back down on her throne to watch as the room emptied. They would flee to the south, to her cousin's stronghold. Though there had not been a siege since the days of her grandfather, the capital had a plan in place. The citizens would flee, and she would face their enemy with what remained of her army. Just as her father would have done and his father before him.
"Your Majesty?"
Dara looked up to see several palace guards hovering around her. Their fear was palpable. She did not blame them. One by one, all of the neighboring kingdoms had fallen to the Demon Lord Alok. He took no prisoners and left none alive. But he had saved her kingdom for last, and she knew exactly why. He sought to intimidate her.
She was not a fool. She knew what would happen when she refused him the last time. His last missive was clear; he would not ask for her hand again. She was of royal blood from a long line of warriors and a prize he coveted, but his patience had run out. It seemed he had decided to lay ruin to her kingdom in his fury.
He was the fool if he thought she would sit idly by and let him. Dara surged to her feet and started toward the door at a brisk walk.
"Bring my armor," she told the guards hurrying behind her. "And my sword."
Several broke away to do her bidding as she headed for the courtyard. Outside the palace, it was chaos. The courtyard was full of fleeing courtiers and palace staff. Dara skirted the mayhem and climbed the stairs to the parapets.
Beyond the wall, the fields were burning. Dara fought to keep her expression neutral in front of her guards. The demon had burned the city's crops. When she got her chance, she was going to make Alok wish he had stayed in the cesspit he called a kingdom.
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Chapter Two
Her armor felt heavy after so many years of peace. She had not worn it since her father commissioned it on her seventeenth birthday nearly a decade before. Despite the minor discomfort, her sword was as steady in her hand as it always was.
Dara rode out to the front lines, and her anger began to give way to confusion. She could see the breach in the wall, a gaping hole wide enough for a dozen men to stand abreast, and yet none of her men lay dead or dying. The Demon Lord's army had not passed into the city.
Dara slowed her horse to a stop and looked around for her general. He appeared out of the sea of faces and halted by her knee.
"My Queen," he murmured, bobbing his head in a quick bow. "I thought you had gone."
Dara raised an eyebrow. "I thought I told you to retreat."
His usually stoic face momentarily showed his amusement before he sobered. "There was a missive," he said. "From The Demon Lord Alok."
An uncomfortable feeling rose in her chest. "What did it say?"
"I did not read it, Your Majesty. It is addressed to you."
Dara fought not to show her unease. She held out her hand expectantly.
Her general pulled the scroll from his belt and handed it to her.
Dara kept her expression carefully blank as she unrolled the scroll and began to read.
To Her Majesty Queen Dara:
Despite my generous offers of marriage, you continue to be difficult. I find my patience has worn thin, My Queen, and with it my goodwill. I expect your presence beyond the wall at midday. If you will not join our lands in marriage, we will fight for them. If you best me in single combat, I will leave your lands in peace. If, however, I am victorious, I will visit devastation upon your lands, the like of which has never been seen before. I trust I have your full attention. I do not advise tardiness.
His Malevolence Lord Alok
Dara barely suppressed the urge to rip the scroll into tiny pieces. She took a moment to slow her pounding heart and hide the fire in her eyes before she looked over at her general.
"The demon seeks a meeting," she said.
The general eyed her, obviously sensing she was not being completely honest. "Will you go?" he asked.
She had no choice in the matter. Dara clenched her jaw and nodded curtly. Her eyes strayed to the wall and the horizon. Already, the sun was nearing its midway point across the sky. Alok had likely planned things that way, intending to spring a duel on her with no warning.
Fine. She would meet him, and she would fight him. He would die on her sword, or she would die on his. One thing was certain; she would never be a spoil of war.
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Chapter Three
She left her horse at the wall. With her sword clenched tightly in her fist, she stalked through the hole punched in her wall. As she walked from the breach to Alok's encampment, Dara could not help remembering the one time she had met the Demon Lord face to face.
Her first emotion upon meeting him was terrified amazement. His sheer size had baffled her when she was a girl of seventeen. At the time, he was the only demon she had ever seen in person. Even after a decade of seeing demons in various situations, he was still huge compared to the others.
She was unsure if it was his status as a Demon Lord or something specific to Alok himself, but he was nearly twice her height. It would have been less awe-inspiring if he had only been tall, but he was also thickly-muscled and scarred from several centuries of battles. He had a mouthful of sharp teeth and eyes that had burned right through her.
As she stood beside her father, Alok greeted the king with only the barest of nods before turning to face her. And that was when things got strange. She had expected the same annoyed acknowledgment her father had received, but the Demon Lord had locked eyes with her and bowed like a courtier.
Dara could not remember what he had said to her, something in Demon Tongue, but it had made her father stiffen in outrage. He had said something back to Alok in the same language, his tone angrier than she had ever heard before he sent her from the room. That had been the first and last time she had seen the Demon Lord Alok.
His letters had started only two months after the king died and Dara ascended to the throne. They were polite and nicely-worded but still offers of marriage from a demon. She had not taken the first two seriously. She had rejected the third. Finally, she had burned the dozen that followed.
And now he was at her gates, threatening her city. Her entire kingdom. Well, she would not be cowed by some demon. She did not know what evil plans filled his mind when he wrote letter after letter, but she would not be a plaything or a feather in his cap. He would not conquer her.
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Chapter Four
Alok swept back a tent flap with one long arm as if her thoughts had summoned him and emerged into the noonday sun. Dara's steps faltered. He was even larger than she remembered. A decade had made her memory fuzzy, or he had put on more muscle since she saw him last. Even from a distance, she could tell her head would barely clear the wide belt around his waist.
He stalked toward her with the confident swagger of a seasoned warrior. One who, if the rumors were true, had not lost a single battle in over two hundred years. Dara's gaze dropped to the sword at his hip. It was nearly as long as she was. One strike would cleave her in two.
She mentally shook herself and continued walking toward him. Her palms felt sweaty around the hilt of her sword, but she kept her pace steady and her gaze fixed on his face. They stopped several yards from each other, just close enough to speak.
"It seems you are punctual," Alok growled.
Dara blinked at his deep voice. Time had erased her memory of the rough, bass rumble. It was surprisingly pleasant. She pushed the traitorous thought away.
"You gave me little choice," she shot back.
His eyes narrowed at her tone. "You had another choice," he said. "And many chances to take it."
Dara bared her teeth in a humorless smile. "I would rather die."
Alok's body went rigid, and fire seemed to dance in his red eyes. "Very well." He reached for his sword.
Dara barely got her sword up in time to block his first strike. The blow knocked her off her feet, and she narrowly missed being crushed beneath his massive boot when he charged her. She scrambled to her feet, all hope of dignity abandoned in the face of his attack. It took all her courage not to flee as he advanced on her.
Alok swung his sword at her again, and Dara realized he had not used his full strength the first time. The second swing leveled her, her numb fingers dropping her sword as she lay panting on the ground. Dara internally cringed at his approach, but she could not rise higher than her knees before he was on her. The tip of his jagged sword nudged under her chin, and she had no choice but to look up at him.
"Do you yield?" he demanded.
Her whole body shook, but she refused to give him the satisfaction of seeing her fear. She glared up at him defiantly.
"Never!" she spat.
Alok tossed his weapon aside and lunged for her. She scrambled for her sword, but he kicked it out of reach before he wrapped one massive hand around her delicate throat. Dara expected him to squeeze the life from her, but he held her in place with a surprisingly gentle grip. She scowled at him in confusion.
"What are you waiting for?" she goaded him. "Finish it!"
"There is such fire in you," he growled softly. She was unsure what to make of his expression as he raised his other hand toward her face.
She immediately slapped it away and began to struggle. Too fast for her to react, he released her to grab her wrists.
"Be still!" he snarled, pinning her to the ground.
Dara suddenly realized their positions and true panic set in. He was so large, so much bigger than her, and as he knelt over her, he surrounded her. She jerked her arms frantically, kicking at any part of him she could reach. He did not even seem to feel it; his gaze focused on her face.
"So, the Warrior Queen can feel fear," he mused.
"I am not afraid of you, scum!" Dara snarled.
The Demon Lord bared his teeth at the insult but did not reply. His crimson gaze traveled down her body slowly and then back to her face.
"We will see," he growled.
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Chapter Five
No matter how much she dug in her heels, Alok easily pulled her behind him. When they reached the tent, he shoved the flap aside and pushed her ahead before following her into the dim interior. She immediately stumbled, her human eyes not as good as his in the low light. Before she could fall, he caught her elbow, and she found herself shoved to the ground.
She grunted in surprise when the surface under her knees was a soft pallet instead of the expected dirt. Dara twisted around to face him, only to have his body press her back into the bedding.
"Get off me!" she ordered, trying to hide the shake in her voice.
The Demon Lord was an immovable weight on top of her, his forearms bracketing her head as he held her wrists. Alok looked down at her with glittering eyes. Dara tried to buck him off, but her legs were parted around his body and all but useless. She could feel his burning heat just inches above the apex of her thighs.
"I have thought of you like this," Alok rumbled.
Dara pulled up what remained of her courage to sneer at him, "Disgusted?"
"Beneath me," he growled.
Her heart stuttered. "Unwilling," she shot back.
His expression turned thoughtful. "And if I granted you a boon? The lives of your people, perhaps."
Dara glared. "You think I would whore myself for your lies?"
Alok's eyes flashed. "I have never lied to you, woman!" he snapped.
Dara turned her face away in dismissal.
The Demon Lord growled something in demon tongue, and she could feel the force of his scowl. He gathered her wrists in one of his massive hands, catching her chin with the other. His skin was hot and rough, but his grip was gentle as he forced her to look at him. 
Dara's anger faltered for a moment in her confusion. She scanned his face. He had her at his mercy. There was nothing she could do against him; she knew he desired her, yet he did not press his body against hers.
"My offer of marriage still stands," he growled.
Dara hesitated for a moment before she said, "And my answer is still the same."
Alok snarled. "You are an infuriating woman!"
"Good!" she shot back.
"If your father had held up his side of the alliance—!" he broke off with a growl, looking away from her to glare at nothing.
Dara twisted her wrists in his grip. "What alliance? You speak nonsense."
When Alok did not reply, she jerked in his grasp. She partially sat up before his hand tangled in her hair and pinned her back down.
When his gaze returned to her, his eyes held a combination of exasperation and something that looked alarmingly like amusement. "Be still."
"What alliance?" she demanded again.
His expression soured. "Your grandfather, King Daran, allied with my lands. In return for aid in time of war, he offered the most valuable thing in his kingdom."
Dara's mind quickly scanned through the riches of her kingdom. "Gold?" she guessed.
The Demon Lord scoffed. "What need do I have for gold? I have an empire filled with gold."
Dara eyed him. "The Royal Treasury?"
"You know nothing of demons, woman."
She bit back a rude remark. "Fine!" she snapped. "What then?"
"There is only one thing a demon covets above all else," he said. His voice dropped into a deeper register, and he lowered his face closer to hers. "Their mate."
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Chapter Six
Dara felt as if all the air had left the room. "You lie," she whispered.
As he shook his head, flames burned in The Demon Lord's eyes. "You are mine. You always have been."
She could feel herself panicking, but she could do nothing to stop it. Had her father known? She thought of how he had turned away the suitors who came from other kingdoms and how he seemed pleased that her interests ran to training over boys. Dara's mind spun. Had he not died before her eighteenth birthday, would he have given her to a demon?
Dara stared up at Alok's face and felt faint. "We are not mates," she said weakly.
"Do not lie to yourself," he snapped. "You have never felt desire for a man, have you?"
"That's none of your business!" Dara shot back, both outraged and frightened. How could he possibly know that?
Alok continued as if she had not spoken. "We are bonded," he said. "From the moment of your birth, our fates were intertwined." His gaze moved over her face, and his expression momentarily softened. "There is no fighting this."
She wanted to deny it, scream at him until he told her it was all lies, but deep in her heart, she could feel the truth in his words. In her despair, one question rose in her mind.
"Why did you ask me?" she whispered.
The Demon Lord cocked his head in confusion.
"To marry you," Dara clarified. "Why ask when you already knew I had no choice in the matter."
He frowned at her, and his thumb stroked over the inside of her captured wrist. "I would have courted you had you not been so difficult."
"And now?" she asked softly.
Alok shook his head. "That time has passed. Now, you will submit to me."
His words reignited her defiance. "And if I will not?"
"You wish to fight me, little one?" He sounded amused at the thought.
For the first time, Dara truly looked him over. She set aside everything she had heard about demons, and this specific demon, to examine what was in front of her. His face was not like a human man's, but she discarded the thought as unimportant. After all, she had never looked upon a human man with lust. His skin was rough where hers was smooth, the color of the Red Sand Desert where hers was lightly tanned.
As her eyes met his, Dara admitted she did like his eyes. They were so unlike her bright blue gaze. His eyes were black as night except for a thin band of crimson. She frowned as her gaze wandered down over what she could see of his body poised over hers.
His shoulders were impossibly broad; her hand would look tiny against the bulging muscles. In her mind's eye, she considered the rest of his body. It was much the same. Powerful and dominating, a machine made for fighting and winning battles. The longer she considered it, the more she realized his physical form held a brutal sort of beauty.
Dara looked at his face again to see Alok patiently watching her. No matter the appeal of his body, she could not allow herself to submit. Queen Dara, daughter of King Lian and granddaughter of King Daran, submitted to no one. If he wanted her, he would have to take her.
"Yes," she said aloud. "I wish to fight you."
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Chapter Seven
The Demon Lord's eyes widened slightly before he tipped his head in agreement. "Very well."
Dara only had time to inhale before his hand tightened in her hair and his mouth descended on hers. His thin lips pressed to hers just short of bruising, and his tongue demanded entrance to her mouth. Dara turned her head to the side, but his grip on her hair quickly forced her back into position.
"Open to me!" he growled.
Her heart pounded in her chest, only partially in fear, and she softened her lips. Alok immediately ducked his head to plunge his tongue into her mouth. It was as hot as the rest of him, and Dara found her eyes falling closed as he stroked the insides of her cheeks and caressed her tongue with his. Lost in the simple pleasure of it, it took her a moment to regain her senses.
She bit down hard. The Demon Lord jerked back from her with a curse.
"You want a taste of my teeth?" he demanded.
Dara glared up at him. She could see a glimpse of his sharp teeth between his parted lips. Unlike her blunt teeth, his were like tiny daggers. They would quickly draw blood from her soft skin.
"I am not afraid," she shot back. "Do your worst!"
Alok growled and descended on her delicate throat.
Dara braced herself for pain. Instead, his hot tongue slid over her collarbones and bathed her throat to her jawline. She could not hold back a breathy moan. The teasing graze of his teeth only made her tip her head back to give him better access.
"You are so defiant," he snarled against her skin.
For the first time, she heard the lust in his voice. He liked her fire, she realized dazedly. So many had lectured her over the years. Her father. Her instructors. All of them insisting she smother the flames to embers. But not him.
Alok released his tight grip on her hair, and his hand stroked down her throat to the top of her breastplate. Dara gasped as he broke the leather straps holding it in place with a single jerk of his arm. He tossed it aside and looked down at her. Without the armor, it was easy to see the hard peaks of her nipples through her tunic.
Dara felt her cheeks flush at the visible proof of her reaction to him. His eyes met and held hers as he settled one huge hand on her breast. She arched before she could stop herself, pushing herself further into his grasp. He gently kneaded her breast, brushing his thumb over her nipple as he watched her face.
She tried to keep her expression blank, but the jolt of pleasure made her breathing hitch. Alok quickly repeated the motion until her thighs trembled against his sides. He moved across to caress her other breast when she stubbornly pressed her lips together. It was more sensitive than the other, and she could not help shifting her hips.
"Will you not cry out for me, little one?"
Dara clenched her teeth to hold back a whine as he flicked her tender nipple with the tip of his claw.
"No!" she gasped.
The Demon Lord hummed thoughtfully. "We will see."
He released her wrists and grabbed the front of her tunic. Before she could do more than grip his forearms, he ripped her tunic down the front to bare her chest to his eyes. Dara gasped and covered her breasts with one arm, pushing at his chest with the other. Alok brushed her hand aside and reached for her breeches.
The cloth ripped under his hands like paper. Dara kicked and thrashed, but he tugged the shredded fabric down her legs and tossed it aside. She landed a blow to his chin, and he caught her wrists with a snarl.
"Do not think my patience is without limit," he growled.
Dara narrowed her eyes, but her hateful reply ended in a moan when he bent his head and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. Not even the danger of his teeth could distract from the pleasure of his tongue rasping over the sensitive bud. She weakly tugged at her captured wrists, even as her back arched into the attention. Her mind went blank until he raised his head.
"Do you yield?" he asked.
"Never!" she gasped.
Alok nipped at the underside of her breast before he moved further down her body. Dara squeezed her thighs together. He pressed her knees apart with a soft growl and lay between them. Her breaths hitched in alarm, but she scowled up at him when his gaze rose to her face. She was not sure what to make of his expression.
"I have no interest in your fear, little one."
Dara's eyes widened in shock before she schooled her expression to be neutral. "I'm not afraid of you, demon."
What looked like amusement flashed in his eyes. "Of course not."
Despite her denial, the stiffness of fear faded from her body. She watched him with narrowed eyes as he pinned her down with one hand and raised one of her thighs with the other. She tensed her muscles to kick out at him, but he ducked his head and pressed his face between her thighs.
Her body went rigid in shocked pleasure at the first touch of his hot tongue on her virgin womanhood. His tongue swirled around a small nub, making her hips twitch against his mouth. Dara had to bite back a plea for more. She would not beg for him. No matter how much she wanted it.
His tongue moved away from the maddening nub to dip inside her. The feeling was not the same startling pleasure but a deeper yearning in the depths of her womanhood. She realized she wanted to feel the demon's tongue filling her. It was confusing, and part of her considered pushing him away.
As if he could sense her inner conflict, Alok growled and thrust his tongue deep inside her. Dara arched, gasping at the feeling of being full for the first time. She looked down her body to see The Demon Lord watching her reactions. She turned her face away.
He retaliated by pulling back to flick the tip of his tongue against that sensitive nub. Dara squirmed to escape the intense pleasure. He did not stop until she was gasping and whining. Without giving her a moment to recover, he plunged his tongue into her over and over, freeing her hands to rub at the swollen nub with one thick finger.
Pleasure crashed over her, stealing her breath away. She was vaguely aware of squeezing her thighs around his head and jerking her hips as wave after wave of ecstasy rolled over her. At her next moment of awareness, one of his thick fingers was slipping in and out of her as his teeth grazed the soft skin of her inner thigh.
She could not hold back a moan. Alok immediately rewarded her by swirling his tongue around that spot that gave her so much pleasure. Dara could feel her inner muscles clenching around his finger, betraying how much she wanted him. She struggled to hold back a plea for more.
"Beg for me, little one," he murmured against her.
She squeezed her eyes closed, shaking her head in denial. He slipped another finger into her, and she gasped at the fullness. His fingers curled as he pumped them in and out of her, the wet sounds of her body bringing a blush to her cheeks. She wanted more, but she would not ask for it.
His tongue flicked again in that way that drove her mad, and she whined. Dara grabbed at the furs beneath her, struggling to hold back the words that wanted to spill from her lips.
"There is no shame in desiring your mate," Alok rumbled. He twisted his fingers inside her.
Dara writhed. "Another," she gasped.
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Chapter Eight
It was not the plea he wanted, but he gave in to her. A third finger slowly eased into her, filling her so full she could not stop moaning. Each time his tongue flicked against her, she clamped down on his fingers. Her thighs trembled, heels digging into his back to keep him close. Her body felt flushed and overheated, hungry for him.
When three of his thick fingers easily moved inside her, he flipped her onto her front. Alok jerked her hips up, spreading her thighs wide, and pressed her head down into the furs. Part of her fought against the submissive position, but before she could utter a word, his fingers were back inside her, pumping into the tight heat of her body.
She felt herself clenching around him and buried her face in the fur to muffle her moans. Suddenly, hot, wet heat slid between the globes of her ass. Dara gasped in shock. Surely, he could not put his mouth there. She raised her head to tell him as much, but his tongue swiped over her back entrance and stole the breath from her.
It was odd. A dark, forbidden sort of pleasure. She quietly moaned for more. At the sound, Alok growled, and his tongue slowly slid inside her. Dara gasped, arching and grabbing fistfuls of the fur blankets, as she felt her back entrance clench around his tongue while her womanhood clamped down around his fingers.
The added fullness made the pleasure in her core threaten to boil over. She whispered a quiet denial when his tongue slid out of her, only to moan as it thrust back in. Her hips began to move into the pleasure, circling to grind back on his tongue and impale herself on his fingers. His pleased growls only encouraged her until she was jerking her hips and gasping his name.
The pleasure built until her body shook with it. Her peak ripped a ragged moan from her, and she panted into the furs. Her body clenched as The Demon Lord slid his tongue from her. He pumped his fingers several times, clearly enjoying the gush of her wetness, before he removed his fingers. Even with pleasure still singing through her, Dara whined at the loss.
"Hush, little one," he murmured. "I will not leave you unfulfilled."
Alok draped himself over her, his body dwarfing hers, and she felt the first prod of his massive cock. He was thick, so large she was not sure she could take him, but her slick heat yielded as he eased inside her. When he was fully seated, Dara felt the brush of his lips on the back of her neck before he rose on his knees and pulled her lower half into his lap.
She gasped out his name as he slid partway out of her and slowly eased back in. It was not what she had expected of him. She had imagined a rough taking that would leave her bruised and broken, not the passionate, possessive way he pleasured her. Dara could have withstood pain, but she had no defense against this.
She gave in completely, indulging in her helplessness. Alok's huge hands fastened on her hips and moved her as he desired, filling her slick heat faster each time until he was thrusting like an animal. Dara wailed in pleasure, her inner muscles clenching around him until it was too much for her to take, and she came with another gush of wetness.
She felt his hand against her where they were joined before one of his thick fingers slid into her back entrance, slick with her arousal. Dara moaned and looked back over her shoulder. Alok's eyes were fixed on where he filled her, his eyes utterly black with his hunger. Dara clenched around his finger, and his gaze snapped to hers.
"More!" she demanded.
He slid a second thick finger into her, and she gasped at the low burn of fullness. The two digits twisted inside her, slowly easing her open, and she realized his intention. It was depraved, what he wanted. No queen would ever agree to such a thing. The feeling of his cock twitching inside her made her clench.
"Dara," Alok groaned.
Would she let him take her there? Fill her in every way? Her body was flushed from the pleasure he had already given her. Maybe it was wrong, but she wanted to take him inside her there. She did not want to fight her desire for her demon mate.
"Fill me," she whispered.
The Demon Lord slowly pulled out of her slick heat, and Dara shivered in pleasure. His cock glistened with her wetness. Alok spread his fingers inside her back entrance one more time before replacing them with the tip of his cock. His dark eyes captured hers, and he began to push inside her.
Dara squeezed her eyes closed, grabbing fistfuls of the furs beneath her as the feeling overwhelmed her. Loud, bitten-off cries spilled from her lips as she tried to make sense of the sensations. It was a pleasure she had never imagined, wrapped in a low burn that made her womanhood leak onto his lap.
When he was fully seated, she shuddered. One of his massive hands smoothed up her spine and then back down. Dara moaned softly. He had felt impossibly large inside her womanhood, but now he stretched her beyond what she thought she could take. She was startled to realize she liked the feeling of being stuffed full with his cock, no part of her off limits.
"Fuck me," she breathed.
The Demon Lord went completely still as if he were shocked by her words before a feral growl rumbled up from his chest, and he began to thrust into her. It was hard and brutal, and she could not hold back her cries of pleasure. One of his hands tangled in her hair to arch her back as he eased her down onto her belly.
His other hand slid beneath her to stroke at the dripping folds of her womanhood. Pinned under his weight, she could only beg him for completion. The pleasure, ache, and demanding strokes of his fingers made her sob in overwhelmed ecstasy. The darkness behind her closed eyelids brightened to a blinding white as pleasure rushed through her. She heard Alok's monstrous roar and then nothing as she fell unconscious.
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Chapter Nine
Dara woke slowly. She was warm and comfortable. The bed under her cheek was hot, and its steady heartbeat almost sent her back to sleep. At the odd thought, Dara snapped awake. She raised her head to see The Demon Lord spread out under her. His eyes were open and fastened on her face.
She started to move away from him, but one large palm settled across her lower back to hold her in place. Dara considered fighting his grip.
"Do not," he warned.
She waited a long moment before she eased back down. "I will not always yield to you," she said.
Alok reached toward her. His hand hovered near her face until she nodded her permission. His rough hand gently stroked her cheek.
"I am not fool enough to think otherwise," he said.
They looked at each other in silence.
Dara considered her situation. It seemed he was correct that they were mates. She had never felt passion for any other, certainly not the burning hunger he had created in her. Even as newly explored parts of her body ached dully, she felt her interest stir. She supposed she could have a worse mate than the powerful demon beneath her.
One thing nagged at her. "Would you truly have conquered my kingdom?"
Alok smiled faintly. "I only ever desired to conquer you, my little mate."
Dara ducked her head to hide her pleased smile. "You know that is impossible."
"Yes," he rumbled. "I know."
Dara studied him thoughtfully. "I will accept your proposal," she decided.
He barked a laugh. "Will you?"
"Yes."
Alok gave her an amused look. "What makes you think I would give you a choice?"
Dara scowled. "When have you not given me a choice?"
The Demon Lord's expression sobered. "I find I have no desire to break your spirit."
His words warmed the heart she tried so hard to keep hidden. "Just as well," she returned. "You would fail."
Alok huffed in amusement. "I see life with you will always be a challenge."
"Of course," Dara said haughtily. "I would never have accepted otherwise."
The Demon Lord shook his head and pulled her down into a kiss. "Hush, mate."
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The Incubus
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Chapter One
Rhiannon eyed the members of the visiting coven. She was not sure if they just had shifty eyes or if they were truly up to something. It was sometimes hard to tell with witches. She came from a long line of them. She was an expert.
The high priestess of Rhiannon’s coven was in a closed-door talk with the priestess of the visiting coven, leaving the twelve remaining members of each coven to awkwardly stand around the dining room and pretend not to stare at each other. So far, her coven was winning on that front. The visitors were not good at hiding their gawking. It was a talent that took years of practice.
“Should we offer them something?” one of her coven sisters muttered.
“Like what?” Rhiannon whispered back. “A time machine?”
Not that it would do them much good. From the small amount she had overheard before the priestesses vanished into the office, the other coven had somehow managed to summon a demon. Worse still, the demon was apparently powerful enough to brush off their attempts to banish it. Which left them in a bit of a pickle.
Her coven was not the type to dabble in the dark arts. They were more the help-flowers-bloom-and-protect-puppies-type coven. Unless a demon was hurting puppies and pulling up daisies, her coven wanted nothing to do with it. At least that had been the rule until the visiting coven appeared on their doorstep.
“I don’t like this,” another of her sisters said. 
Before Rhiannon could respond, the office door opened, and the two high priestesses exited. From the pinched look on their faces, it was not going to be pleasant news.
“Sisters,” her high priestess said, looking at the twelve of them. “After careful consideration, I think it is our duty as witches to help our sisters from the visiting coven.”
Rhiannon glanced at the other coven from the corner of her eye. They were all giving each other unreadable looks. She got the feeling they were up to something.
“So, if you will all follow me down to the ritual chamber,” the high priestess continued.
Rhiannon fell into line at the back to keep an eye on the strangers. She told herself she was just being paranoid, but her intuition had never led her astray. Whatever the other coven had been trying to do, they had certainly not summoned a demon by accident.
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Chapter Two
The ritual chamber was uncomfortably hot with twenty-six witches crammed into the space. Rhiannon fanned herself with her hand and exchanged exasperated looks with one of her coven sisters. In the middle of the room, accompanied by the visiting high priestess, her high priestess was laying down a ritual circle.
It was all very standard, but a feeling of foreboding had been growing in Rhiannon’s stomach from the moment the other coven arrived. There was a dark cloud hanging over them, some kind of bad energy. The women were completely saturated in it. She could not believe none of her sisters felt it.
When the circle was complete, her high priestess ushered them all toward her, motioning for them to take their places around the circle. Rhiannon stepped up to the line, careful to keep her toes outside. The last thing she needed was some demon to chew her foot off. Once the members of her coven were in place, the visiting coven came to stand behind them, placing one hand on the shoulder of the witch in front of her.
Rhiannon barely suppressed a shiver when one of the visiting witches grabbed her shoulder. The contact made the feeling of darkness stronger. The high priestess began to chant, weaving words of protection with the words to call forth the demon terrorizing the visiting coven. Other voices rose to join her until both covens were chanting.
Rhiannon hesitated. She could feel the power growing by the moment, a feeling she was accustomed to feeling in the ritual chamber, but there was a heaviness to it she had never felt before. It felt strange. The hand on her shoulder tensed. Rhiannon quietly joined in with the others.
A strong wind began to blow through the room, rippling their ritual robes and snuffing out the candles on the altar. The stone floor blackened in the middle of the circle, filling the air with the sweet scent of Applewood smoke. Rhiannon raised her eyebrows. It certainly was not the stench of brimstone that she was expecting. 
The burn mark spread, darkening and deepening until it was like a pool of blackness on the floor. The witch beside her stumbled in her chanting at the sight of a hand appearing from the darkness. Rhiannon understood the sentiment. She was mumbling the chant, paying far more attention to the emerging demon than maintaining perfect diction.
She studied the hand curiously.  It was not what she expected. It looked almost human, five long fingers covered in smooth skin, but that was where the similarities ended. The skin was a gunmetal gray, and the nails were thick, black claws that glinted in the light of the few remaining lamps. A second hand quickly joined the first, and the demon began to rise from the floor.
The head emerged next, with an impressive set of horns, a headful of glossy black hair, and a face that made her chanting drop off completely. Were demons always so…? Handsome seemed like too weak a word for the creature’s captivating features. Her eyes moved over the high cheekbones and plush lips, several wholly inappropriate thoughts coming to mind.
The chanting tapered off to a breathless silence as the demon cleared the floor to stand tall and slowly look around. Rhiannon tried to resist the urge to stare. There was something strangely familiar about him, but she was sure she had never seen him before. He was tall, well over six feet, broad-shouldered, and completely, shockingly naked. Her gaze dropped against her will, and she almost whistled. So, that’s how they built them in Hell.
The demon turned to face the high priestess of the visiting coven. Rhiannon could not see his expression from where she stood, but from the way the witch’s face instantly paled, it was not a pleasant look.
“We banish you back from whence you’ve come,” Rhiannon’s high priestess said. “Begone!”
The demon let out a warm, pleasant chuckle. “I think not.” His laughter abruptly cut off. “That witch and her coven owe me for my gifts.”
Rhiannon glanced back over her shoulder to see two of the visiting witches eyeing each other nervously. She knew something felt off about them.
“What is it you were promised?” her high priestess asked, sending a look toward the silent witch beside her.
“Power for power.”
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Chapter Three
“You made a deal with an incubus,” her high priestess deadpanned. 
The other coven traded looks, shifting nervously. Both covens were crammed into the small room that adjoined the ritual chamber. Rhiannon leaned against the wall beside the door while the two high priestesses argued. She sighed. The bickering was not going to change the fact that there was a shockingly attractive but entirely wrathful demon in the next room.
“What was the deal?” Rhiannon finally blurted.
The two arguing women fell silent, and everyone in the room turned to stare at her.
“What did he give you, and what does he want?” she clarified when no one spoke.
Her high priestess looked at the other high priestess expectantly, motioning for her to answer.
“Aginok …assisted us with a personal matter,” the woman finally answered.
Rhiannon raised an eyebrow. She got the impression the high priestess was not going to volunteer any details. “Alright. And what did you agree to give him in return?”
The woman grimaced. “What all his kind want. Incubi feed on sexual energy and…occasionally souls.”
Several of the witches in the room gasped. Rhiannon tuned it out. Okay, so it was a stupid deal. She frowned thoughtfully. Her magic suddenly flared and she got an insane idea.
“Do you think he would be open to renegotiating?”
Once again, everyone in the room stared at her.
“I-I don’t know,” the high priestess stuttered. “We didn’t think to try.”
“Right. Well, I say we give it a go.” Rhiannon glanced at her high priestess to get a nod of approval and turned to open the door. “Here goes nothing,” she muttered to herself.
Out in the ritual chamber, the demon was still in the circle. Thankfully. He had obviously tired of standing and was lounging on the stone floor like it was a beach in Tahiti. He slowly turned his head to look at her. An unreadable expression crossed his face before he gave her a wicked smirk.
“Back so soon?” he purred.
Rhiannon tried to ignore the pleasant tingle his voice caused. It was all part of his power, after all. What good would an incubus be if he was not overwhelmingly seductive? She put on a cool expression and marched across the room to stand at the edge of the circle.
“We would like to negotiate.”
He raised an eyebrow. “Would you?” he asked sardonically. His gaze drifted past her to where the other witches were hovering in the doorway. “What did you have in mind?”
“The deal was for…energy, correct?” she asked.
His gaze moved back to her. “You mean sex, I presume.”
Rhiannon cleared her throat awkwardly and carefully kept her eyes on his. “Right. So, it was with the whole coven? Thirteen witches?”
The demon’s gaze turned curious. “It was.”
“Does it have to be those thirteen women, or does it matter?”
“Rhiannon!” someone hissed from behind her.
She ignored it.
The demon sat up and turned to face her fully. “Not specifically. Why do you ask?”
Rhiannon looked away to gather her thoughts. What she was planning to do was insane. It was a truly awful idea; it may get her killed, but her intuition and magic assured her it was somehow going to be alright. 
“Would it need to be thirteen separate women?” she finally asked. Her gaze swung back to meet the demon’s intrigued stare. “Or could it be one woman thirteen separate times?”
The women behind her fell completely silent. She doubted they were even breathing.
The demon tipped his head, smiling faintly. “Are you volunteering to feed me?”
Rhiannon inwardly winced at the question. It brought to mind her head on a platter.
“Not my soul,” she clarified. “But the rest of it, yes.”
“I see,” he said thoughtfully. Something flashed in his eyes, and he crooked his finger to urge her to come closer.
Rhiannon hesitated at the edge of the circle, her toes on the chalk line.
“I would say I don’t bite, but that would be a lie,” the demon purred. He rose to his feet and held out a hand toward her. “Come here, little mortal,” he urged, equal parts seductive and dangerous.
Rhiannon resisted the urge to look back over her shoulder. She took a deep breath and stepped over the line. Her breath left her in a shocked gasp as the demon moved far faster than she had anticipated. His hand hooked around the back of her neck and hauled her in against his body. Rhiannon inhaled shakily.
“Very nice,” the demon mused, running his hands over her to feel the curves hidden beneath her robe.
She hesitantly rested her hands on his hips, and a strange tingle swept up her arms. Her magic flared in response. “So, we have a deal?” she asked, sounding far steadier than she felt.
He tangled his fingers in her hair and pulled her head back. Rhiannon watched him from beneath her eyelashes as he lowered his head to sniff at her throat. She felt a hot tongue and the barest hint of teeth before he pulled back.
“Yes,” he replied. “You will do nicely.”
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Chapter Four
“Are you out of your mind?” her high priestess demanded. “Do you have any idea what you just did? What that creature could do to you?”
Very naughty things, most likely. Rhiannon kept her expression carefully blank. “I know what I’m doing.” That was debatable.
“Well, what’s done is done,” the woman finally said. She shook her head. “You have the chamber for as long as you need it.”
Rhiannon silently nodded. When it was obvious her high priestess did not have any last-minute words of wisdom, she turned to the door. The rest of her coven and the visiting coven hovered out in the dining room. Rhiannon scanned the sea of worried faces and forced a smile.
“I’ll be fine,” she said with as much false bravado as she could summon. “I have everything under control.”
She ignored the incredulous stares and walked over to the basement door. Rhiannon took a deep breath. She could do this. It was just sex. With a demon. Who was equally dangerous and attractive. She muttered a curse under her breath.
Rhiannon forced herself to turn the doorknob and step onto the stairs. The light at the base of the staircase left the top few stairs in darkness. Rhiannon stood there in the shadows for several minutes, trying to calm down. If she went into the basement like a frightened lamb, the demon would eat her alive.
She descended the stairs and paused at the bottom. The demon stood just inside the circle, his dark eyes already focused on her. As if he had been waiting in the same spot from the moment both covens went upstairs. Rhiannon felt an odd disturbance in her magic at the sight of him, but she tried to ignore it. She needed to keep her wits about her.
“I know who you are,” the demon purred.
Rhiannon blinked in surprise. “Okay? Rhiannon O’Hare. It’s not a secret.”
“Descendant of Morgan O’Hare,” Aginok continued as if she had not spoken. He eyed her curiously. “You are not what I expected.”
Rhiannon stared at him. She had the strong feeling she was missing something. “I’m sorry, what does that have to do with our deal?”
Aginok chuckled, a low, seductive sound that curled around her. “Sympathetic Magics.”
Rhiannon raised her eyebrows. That was a term she had not heard in a while. Aside from an obscure reference in her family grimoire, she had never heard it mentioned anywhere. It was a strange and extremely rare phenomenon that only occurred between witches and demons. A bonding between a powerful witch’s magic and the natural power of a demon.
Her eyes widened in shock. No. Oh, no. She was a light witch. There was no way she could be in a bond with a demon. It was impossible. She shook her head. He had to be lying.
“No,” she finally said.
Aginok gave her an amused look. “Despite your preferences, it is as I say. You are mine.” he crooked his finger. “Come here.”
Rhiannon stiffened. “No.”
The amusement vanished from the demon’s expression, and he bared his teeth. “Now!” he growled.
Part of her wanted to fight it, the pull she felt toward him, but her feet carried her toward him without conscious thought. Rhiannon paused with her toes on the edge of the circle. Once she stepped over the line, her decision was made. For better or worse, they would bond.
His power beckoned to hers, as enticing as his body. It silently promised everything she had ever desired. Rhiannon swayed forward, drawn by the temptation.
The moment she cleared the boundary, Aginok was directly in front of her. He moved so fast she only had time to gasp before his long fingers tangled in her hair and wrenched her head back. His mouth closed over hers, hungry and devouring as if he wanted to consume her.
Rhiannon grabbed his shoulders to pull him in closer. If she was going to bond with the demon, she would give as good as she got. Aginok purred when her nails scored his back, and he tore his mouth away from hers to suck bruises into the soft skin of her throat.
His sharp teeth grazed her flesh just short of painful, and Rhiannon shivered. Her hands wandered over the demon's naked body. She ran her nails over his chest, plucking at his nipples until he growled and ripped open the top buttons of her robe.
Aginok dropped to his knees, pulling her robe down her arms as he went. He gathered the fabric around her waist, jerking it taut and knotting it to bind her arms to her sides. Rhiannon narrowed her eyes at him.
"What is this?" She demanded, wiggling but unable to free herself. She finally stopped struggling to glare at him.
Aginok eyed her heaving breasts hungrily. "You are mine," he said. "This is how I want you."
He leaned forward and sucked one of her nipples into the hot cavern of his mouth, rasping his tongue over the sensitive bud.
Rhiannon gasped at the shock of pleasure. She arched into the attention, letting her eyes flutter closed. A moment later, his hand tightened in her hair and dragged her to the ground. Rhiannon's eyes flew open in time to see the blur of movement as Aginok pinned her to the ground and straddled her chest. She stared up at him, still panting from pleasure.
One of his large hands closed around her throat. "Open," he demanded.
"What?" Her eyes dropped to where the demon's other hand was wrapped around the base of his thick cock.
"Now," he growled.
Rhiannon licked her lips and opened her mouth. The head of his cock, already wet with precome, slipped between her lips to lay on her waiting tongue. Rhiannon hesitantly licked at the tip. She hummed in surprised pleasure at the honey-sweet taste of him.
She raised her eyes to see Aginok staring down at her hungrily. Without breaking eye contact, she closed her lips around him and sucked. His eyes fell closed with a growl of pleasure. 
Rhiannon internally smirked and swirled her tongue around the head of his cock, pausing to dip into the dripping slit.
Aginok groaned her name. His hips inched forward and back restlessly as she licked and sucked at him, and she felt heat pool between her thighs. At a particularly hard suck, he shuddered. His eyes flew open and fastened on her.
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Chapter Five
He pulled back, hunching over to attack her lips again. His tongue swept around her mouth, and he sucked at her lips and tongue as if he wanted to consume her. By the time he moved on to placing love bites down her throat, Rhiannon was gasping for air. She thrashed against the fabric binding her, wanting to cling to him. The demon cast her a darkly amused look and slithered down her body to suck a bruise on her right hip.
His large hands gripped her thighs and shoved them apart. He nuzzled her inner thighs, closing his eyes to inhale the scent of her arousal. With a pleased purr, he thrust his tongue inside her. Rhiannon arched, her mouth falling open in a gasp of shocked pleasure. Aginok curled his tongue deep inside her, tasting her reaction to him before he fastened his mouth over her to suck at her soaked pussy.
Rhiannon cried out, writhing in his unbreakable grip. When he was satisfied, the demon pulled back to look down at the mess he had made of her. Aginok licked his lips. He lightly circled her swollen clit with the tip of his clawed finger. Rhiannon panted. She was so wet every movement of his finger was audible.
"More," she moaned.
His dark eyes rose to her face. He gave her a sharp smile. Between one heartbeat and the next, he loomed over her, his hand around her throat and his cock poised at her entrance.
"More?" he purred.
Rhiannon moaned.
Aginok snapped his hips forward, burying himself inside her. Rhiannon arched. She pressed her throat harder into his hand until his fingers tightened enough to make her feel lightheaded. She nodded frantically. The demon smirked and began to thrust into her hard.
His free hand wandered down to toy with her clit, and the shocks of pleasure made her pussy clench around him. Her arms twisted at her sides, trapped in the fabric of her robe, as she helplessly whined for more. Rhiannon wrapped her legs around the demon's waist, raising her hips into his hard thrusts.
Their bodies slapped together, the sound loud against the stone walls of the basement. Rhiannon could hear her heartbeat in her ears as Aginok urged her toward ecstasy. Her breath caught, thighs tensing, as the heat finally exploded. She wailed, shaking and gasping, as Aginok released her throat to tangle his fingers in her hair and kiss her hard. He finally stilled, cock thick and hard, as her inner muscles spasmed with aftershocks.
"My turn," he purred against her lips.
He pulled out and flipped her onto her belly. Her bare breasts pressed into the soft furs, as his hands slid up her thighs to caress the plump curves of her ass.
"What are you—?" Rhiannon broke off with a shocked gasp as his teeth grazed one of the cheeks of her ass.
Aginok purred at her reaction and nuzzled the valley between, spreading her ass to get to his prize. His hot tongue swiped over her back entrance, and she could not hold back a confused groan of pleasure. He pressed harder until he was finally licking into her. Rhiannon moaned at the strangely pleasurable stretch and eased her hips back for more.
Aginok chuckled and thrust his tongue in and out of her, slowly widening her virgin passage. Rhiannon panted into the furs as the demon snaked a hand between her thighs to caress her dripping pussy. It made her clench around his tongue, and he growled and pushed his tongue as deep into her as it would go. Rhiannon moaned for more.
Aginok's fingers caressed the soaked folds of her pussy to gather her wetness before he spread it over her back entrance and began to push it into her. One slick finger slipped inside her with embarrassing ease. His tongue slipped in alongside one long finger, slowly widening her passage. Rhiannon quietly moaned for another.
The second finger made her groan. It was a deep ache that seemed to somehow be tied to her pleasure, a confusing feeling that made her bury her face in the furs even as she pushed back for more. Aginok growled at the smell of her arousal and lightly sucked at the tender skin he was easing open. He slid his fingers in and out of her smoothly, stretching and caressing where no one had ever touched before.
His other hand found the swollen nub of her clit and lightly tugged at it. Rhiannon jerked her hips into it with a whine. With her hands bound as they were, she could not get the leverage she needed to grind against his hands the way she desperately craved.
"Aginok!" she pleaded.
"What do you want, my little witch?" he panted against her lower back.
"I want—" she broke off with a gasp when he began to slide a third finger into her. "Aginok, please!"
He hummed, obviously pleased by her desperation. "Because you beg so prettily," he purred.
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Chapter Six
Rhiannon moaned when he slipped his fingers out of her. He placed one last kiss on her twitching back entrance before he sat up. Rhiannon tried to regain her breath, but too soon, something larger than his fingers was pressing against her.
Her mouth fell open in a low groan, as she gave every part of herself to her demon mate. It was heat and pleasure and a confusing ache that made her want to beg for more rather than retreat.
She whined as he slid inside her, spreading her virgin ass wide around his cock. He bent down over her, pressing her deeper into the furs, emphasizing how helpless she was beneath him.
"How does it feel?" he purred. He pulled back and slid back in slowly, groaning when she clenched.
"G-good," she stuttered. Rhiannon could feel the wetness dripping from her pussy to soak the furs.
Aginok's fingers wandered back to her pussy, stroking her folds and groaning at how wet she was. He rolled his hips.
"Do you admit you are mine?" he demanded.
How could she be anything else? He dominated every part of her.
"Yes," Rhiannon moaned. "And you're mine."
"Yes," he agreed, catching her earlobe between his teeth and lightly tugging. "Lucky us."
Rhiannon started to laugh, but it ended in a gasp when the demon snapped his hips forward.
"Do you want to come again, my own?" he teased. His fingers stroked over her clit several times, and he chuckled when she whined.
"Yes!" she gasped.
He pressed her into the furs, thrusting harder, impaling her on his cock over and over as he played with her clit.
"Yes?" he asked again. "Yes, what?"
Rhiannon gasped for breath, struggling to think clearly past the overwhelming sensations he was pulling from her body.
"Yes, I want to come!" she sobbed. "Make me come!"
"You are so gorgeous when you beg," he growled.
Aginok caressed directly over her throbbing clit, rubbing furiously until she finally tensed and came with an overwhelmed sob of ecstasy. Rhiannon shook, her ass clenching around his cock as she almost immediately came again. Her body pulsed with every stroke of his fingers until she was screaming his name. The demon urged through one orgasm after another until she collapsed beneath him in exhaustion, only able to moan weakly.
"Come in me," she murmured tiredly, face mostly buried in the furs.
Aginok paused in the act of sucking a bruise on the back of her neck, a harsh groan leaving him as he shuddered at her words. With one last jerk of his hips, he buried his cock deep in her ass and came.
Rhiannon smirked, exhausted but pleased at his reaction.
Already, she could feel the difference in her magic. The demon's power surged with the energy from her orgasms, feeding into her own magic to make it crackle under her skin.
"You are a succubus," Aginok growled.
"Coming from you, I'll take that as a compliment," she murmured.
The demon huffed in amusement, kissing her shoulder before he pulled out to collapse beside her.
They lay side by side, silently watching each other. Rhiannon slowly smiled.
"So, we're bonded," she said.
Aginok returned her smile. "It would seem so." His gaze moved from her face to look over the rest of her sprawled form.
Rhiannon narrowed her eyes at him. "No."
Her body was warm and pleasantly exhausted, but she ached like she had run a marathon. He was going to have to wait for the next round.
He smiled wickedly. "But our deal was for thirteen." He brushed her hair back to bare her shoulder. "You still owe me twelve."
Rhiannon raised an eyebrow. "We're mates," she pointed out. "I'm not exactly going anywhere."
His gaze turned smug. "You're mine."
"And you're mine," Rhiannon shot back. She looked him over and licked her lips. "Give me a few hours, and we'll knock the debt down to eleven."
"Deal," he purred.
As she stared into his eyes, she knew it was one debt she was looking forward to repaying.




AFTERWORD
Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story collection. Love & Monsters Volume Three will be released in early 2024. I would love to hear your thoughts on this book or any other, so feel free to swing by my Facebook page, Adrian Blue Author, to visit. As always, I am powered by coffee and reviews. :)
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