
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: Une image contenant texte, Police, capture d’écran, lettre

Description générée automatiquement]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SWEET DESIRES - BUNDLE 3

    

    
      First edition. March 2, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 K.C. Hensley.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230517221

    

    
    
      Written by K.C. Hensley.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


[image: Une image contenant Visage humain, personne, texte, habits

Description générée automatiquement]

[image: Une image contenant texte, homme, Visage humain, affiche

Description générée automatiquement]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Book 17: Railed by the Viking
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The sun was shining bright in the magical forest. Eevie, an adventurous fae, danced among the glittering flowers, her wings buzzing with excitement. As she twirled and leaped, a melodic voice called out to her from the edge of the clearing. Startled, Eevie turned to see a tall figure emerge from the shadows. It was a Viking warrior, his eyes intense and his long hair cascading down his back. Eevie's heart raced as he approached, his presence both menacing and alluring. "Little fae," he rumbled, a hint of a smile playing on his lips, "you dance as if the world is yours to conquer. But be warned, danger lurks in these woods."

Eevie felt a shiver run down her spine as she looked up at the Viking warrior. His gaze held a mix of mystery and danger that both frightened and intrigued her. She knew she should heed his warning and flee, but a curious spark within her urged her to stay and learn more about this enigmatic stranger.

With a flutter of her wings, Eevie landed gracefully in front of the Viking, her eyes meeting his with unwavering determination. "What kind of danger do you speak of, mighty warrior?" she asked, her voice steady despite the butterflies in her stomach.

The Viking's expression softened slightly at her boldness, his gaze searching hers for a moment before he spoke in a low, rumbling voice. "There are dark forces at play in these woods, little fae. Creatures that would seek to harm one as delicate and free-spirited as you." He paused, his eyes narrowing. "But perhaps I can offer you my protection, if you would allow it."

Eevie pondered his offer, feeling a mixture of fear and fascination swirling within her. The forest around them seemed to grow quieter, as if even the trees were holding their breath in anticipation of her decision.

After a moment of silence, she straightened her back and met the Viking's gaze with a determined look. "I may be small, but I am not weak," she declared. "I will face whatever dangers come my way with courage and grace. But your company would not be unwelcome in this enchanted forest."

A flicker of respect crossed the Viking's features as he nodded. "Very well, little fae. Together we shall navigate these treacherous woods and emerge unscathed." With that, he extended a hand towards Eevie, a gesture of camaraderie and mutual understanding.

Eevie hesitated for a moment before placing her delicate hand in his rough palm, a silent pact forming between them as they set off into the depths of the magical forest. The air grew thick with the scent of moss and ancient magic as they weaved through twisted paths and shadowed groves, their footsteps syncing in an unspoken rhythm. The Viking's presence beside her was steadfast and protective, his keen eyes scanning their surroundings for any hint of danger.

As they ventured deeper into the heart of the forest, Eevie found herself sharing tales of her past adventures and whimsical encounters with creatures of all kinds. The Viking listened intently, his stoic demeanor softening with each tale she spun. In return, he recounted epic battles fought on distant shores and whispered legends of forgotten lands.

They reached a clearing and decided to stop a moment to rest. The vibrant hues of the setting sun painted the sky in a breathtaking display of pinks and oranges, casting a warm glow over the moss-covered ground beneath them. Eevie settled on a fallen log, her wings shimmering in the fading light as she watched the Viking warrior take a seat beside her. His muscles rippling beneath his tunic, he removed his helmet, revealing a head of hair as dark as the night sky. Eevie couldn’t help but be attracted to his forbidden allure, a pull stronger than any enchantment she had ever felt. The Viking turned to her, his gaze holding a warmth that belied his fierce exterior. "You are unlike any fae I have encountered before," he mused, his voice surprisingly gentle. "There is a fire within you that burns brighter than the sun itself."

Eevie felt her cheeks flush at his words, a flutter of butterflies dancing in her stomach. She met his gaze, her own eyes reflecting the admiration she felt for this enigmatic warrior. "And you, Viking, wield a strength and bravery that is truly admirable," she replied softly, her voice barely above a whisper.

A moment of silence passed between them, the crackling of the nearby campfire filling the space with a comforting warmth. In that serene moment, Eevie felt a connection forming between her and the Viking, one that transcended their differences and spoke to something deeper within their souls.

As the moon began its ascent in the night sky, casting a silvery glow over the clearing, the atmosphere between Eevie and the Viking crackled with a palpable tension. They sat in companionable silence, each lost in their own thoughts yet acutely aware of the other's presence. The air was heavy with anticipation, charged with a primal energy that seemed to draw them inexorably closer together.

Without breaking eye contact, the Viking reached out a hand to gently brush a lock of Eevie's shimmering hair behind her ear. His touch was electric, sending a shiver down her spine that she could not ignore. She turned to him, her heart pounding in her chest as she searched his stormy gaze for any sign of hesitation.

But there was none. In that moment, all pretenses and barriers fell away as the Viking closed the distance between them, his lips capturing hers in a searing kiss. It was a clash of fire and ice, passion and restraint, two beings from different worlds coming together in a collision of desire and longing. Eevie felt her entire being ignite with a fierce intensity, the heat of the Viking's touch searing through her like a wildfire.

Their kiss deepened, each movement a symphony of yearning and raw emotion. The forest around them seemed to hold its breath, as if nature itself recognized the significance of this union between fae and warrior. The air crackled with magic, intertwining with their shared desire and creating an invisible bond that pulsed between them like a living thing.

As they finally broke apart, breathless and flushed with passion, Eevie found herself lost in the depths of the Viking's stormy eyes. There was a hunger there, a primal need that mirrored her own, igniting a flame that burned brighter than any star in the night sky. 

Wordlessly, the Viking took her hand in his, his touch both gentle and possessive. Then, he stood, pulling Eevie up with him. The fire between them still blazed fiercely, but now it was matched by a tender urgency, a magnetic pull that drew them closer with every heartbeat. They moved as if in a trance, their steps guided by an invisible thread of fate that wound around their souls and bound them together.

The Viking led Eevie to a secluded spot beneath the ancient branches of an oak tree, its leaves whispering secrets in the night breeze. There, bathed in the moonlight's silver embrace, they came together in a dance as old as time itself. Their bodies moved as one, each touch and caress a silent promise of unspoken words and shared desires.

The world around them faded into obscurity as they became lost in each other, their union a primal symphony of passion and longing. Eevie's wings unfurled behind her, shimmering like opal in the moon's gentle light, a reflection of the fire that burned within her soul.

The Viking's hands explored her ethereal form with a reverence that spoke of a deep understanding and respect for the fae creature standing before him. His touch was both tender and commanding, igniting a whirlwind of sensations that danced along her skin like a melody of desire. Eevie arched into his caress, a soft gasp escaping her lips as she reveled in the intoxicating blend of pleasure and connection that enveloped them.

The Viking leaned in and captured her lips in a soft yet passionate kiss. His hand cupped her breast, sending a surge of electricity through her body that left her trembling with longing. Eevie's heart thundered in her chest, a primal drumbeat that matched the rhythm of their entwined souls. She melted into his touch, a creature of light and shadow merging with a warrior of fire and ice in a dance of sweet desire. The Viking broke apart from her lips, lowered his head and started to lick her hard nipple. 

Eevie gasped at the unexpected sensation, her breath catching in her throat as the Viking's tongue traced the delicate curve of her nipple. She felt the heat of his desire radiating through his touch, igniting a fire within her that threatened to consume her entirely.

He continued his exploration, his lips leaving a trail of wet kisses down her chest, until they reached the edge of her garment. With a swift movement, he tugged it aside, revealing the soft, silky skin of her belly and the curve of her hip. Eevie shivered in anticipation, the desire burning between them reaching its boiling point.

The Viking's hands moved lower, gliding over the delicate skin of her thighs. His touch was feather-light, yet it sent shivers of pleasure racing through her body. Eevie's breath hitched in her throat as she felt the heat of her desire building within.

As the Viking's hands moved lower, Eevie's heart pounded in her chest, a fierce rhythm that seemed to match the pulsing of the magic that had bound them since the moment they had met. 

The Viking's fingers brushed against the soft skin of her inner thighs, delicate touches that sent tendrils of desire cascading through her body. Eevie tensed with anticipation as she waited for him to continue his exploration.

With a low growl, the Viking's hands gripped her waist, pulling her closer to him. Eevie could feel the heat of his desire radiating through his touch, his eyes locked on hers as he moved closer. She could see the hunger there, the raw need that mirrored her own.

He helped her down on the moss, spreading her legs wide, revealing the most intimate part of herself to him. Eevie's heart raced, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she waited for him to touch her. Slowly, he approached his tongue, slipping her clit hood back and tasting her for the first time.

Eevie's back arched away from him, her cries echoing through the trees as his tongue danced on her sensitive flesh. The Viking continued his exploration, his lips and fingers moving in perfect harmony, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. 

Her senses were on fire, her skin tingling with the electricity of their connection. Eevie's wings vibrated with the salty taste of her need and the fire of his desire, the symphony of their passion rising to a crescendo.

He moved to her intimate place, teasing her with a finger, driving her wild with every stroke. She was begging for more as he began to thrust his finger inside her. The Viking's eyes locked onto hers, his gaze burning with a hunger that matched the fire crackling between them.

His pace increased, his thrusts growing deeper and harder, stretching her with every stroke. Eevie gasped and moaned, her body trembling with the intensity of his possession. Her fingers dug into the moss beneath her, her breaths ragged and shallow as the feeling of his finger inside of her built to a peak.

Suddenly, he removed his finger, leaving her throbbing and empty. Eevie's eyes widened with need, her body yearning for more. The Viking stood, his eyes never leaving hers as he removed his clothing. She watched in awe as he revealed his muscular form, his penis erect and pulsing with anticipation.

With a fierce desire, he moved between her legs, guiding himself to her entrance. Eevie's breath hitched as she felt the tip of his penis touch her sensitive flesh. She was wet and ready, her body pleading for him to enter her, to complete the dance of their passion.

He slid inside her slowly, his movements deliberate and precise. Eevie cried out in pleasure, her body quivering as he filled her completely. The Viking's hands gripped her hips, drawing her closer to him as he began to thrust.

Their bodies moved in perfect harmony, each thrust driving them closer to the edge of ecstasy. The fire between them crackled and burned, as if fueled by the passion that bound them together. Eevie's wings fluttered behind her as she rode the waves of pleasure that coursed through her body. She could feel the power of the magic that flowed between them, a living force that connected them at a deep level.

The Viking's thrusts became more urgent, his hips pounding against her with a primal force. Eevie met his every move, her body arching to meet his with each powerful thrust. She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him closer, driving him deeper. The Viking's gaze was burning with a hunger that mirrored her own. He lifted her legs up and positioned them on each side of her head, exposing her tight pussy to him completely. With a triumphant growl, he increased his pace, thrusting harder and faster.

Eevie moaned and screamed in pleasure, her body trembling as the fire between them burned wilder. The Viking held her legs down, and kept pounding her with sheer roughness. The force of his thrusts sent ripples of pleasure coursing through Eevie, her body writhing beneath him. She clawed at the moss beneath her, her cries echoing through the trees.

The Viking's mouth found her nipple, and he bit down, hard. Eevie gasped and moaned, her pleasure intensifying as he claimed her body. He continued to thrust, his pace unrelenting, driving her closer and closer to the edge. 

Her wings vibrated with the thunder of his pounding, her heartbeat echoing in sync with his. The world around them faded away, and all there was, was the primal symphony of their passion. He rammed his huge cock so hard in her tight pussy that she could feel his balls slapping against her ass with each powerful thrust. She wanted him to take her harder, deeper.

And the Viking did not disappoint. He increased his pace, pounding her with a fierce intensity that left her breathless. She cried out in pleasure, her body trembling with each powerful thrust.

He continued to bite and tug at her nipple, his mouth moving down to her neck, marking her with his teeth. Eevie's heart raced with arousal, her body tensing with each bite, each mark, each moment of intense pleasure.

The Viking's thrusts deepened, his cock sliding in and out of her wet pussy with a slick, wet sound. The moss beneath them was soaked with their mingled juices, the scent of their passion filling the air. 

Eevie's wings fluttered wildly behind her, her body arching and bucking to meet his every thrust. The fire between them raged out of control, their pleasure reaching a fever pitch, as if they were two burning embers fueled by the same intense desire.

The Viking's hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he rammed into her with every ounce of strength he had. Eevie's cries filled the air, her body trembling with the intensity of their lovemaking. The sensation was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. It was raw, primal, and utterly consuming.

As the Viking's thrusts became more erratic, Eevie knew they were close to the edge. She could feel the fire between them rising, threatening to consume them both in a blaze of passion and desire. The Viking's growls and grunts filled the air, a primitive sound that matched the fae’s breathy moans.

Then, without warning, the Viking's body tensed, and he rammed deeper into her, groaning loudly as his climax washed over him. Eevie felt the sensation of his hot cum spilling deep inside her, the warmth of it spreading through her womb.
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