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THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. The characters, incidents and dialogs in this book are of the author's imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is completely coincidental. 

All characters engaging in sexual activities are age 18 or older.

This book is written by a human.​
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Brief Summary
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The Nutcracker

What if the Nutcracker returned when Clara believed in Christmas Magic again?

Clara lost her belief in Christmas magic when her parents divorced. Years later, she spends her first Christmas alone and receives her old Nutcracker as a gift from her mother. Her belief in Christmas magic returned and made her Nutcracker come to life.

The Nutcracker has watched Clara grow up, trapped in a wooden body. When she finally believes again, he can become a man and show her how much he loves her.

The Outlaw

What if Princess Merida married Robin Hood?

Merida is not looking for a husband, but her parents refuse to let the matter go. To silence them, she hosts the clan games, confident that no one can out shoot her, until a cocky Englishman strolls onto the field shooting his way into her heart.

Robin Hood has left England after many years, looking for a new adventure. The moment he lays eyes on the red-headed Scottish Princess he knows she is the one.

The Wyvern

What if the Wyvern of Mordiford rained terror in the country because he was in Heat?

Maud goes to find the Wyvern she raised as a hatchling, desperate to understand why he is terrorizing their lands. Years have passed since he flew away and never returned, but her bond with him remains unbroken.  

An insatiable hunger consumes Gryndel, and when Maud comes to find him, all he wants to do is devour her. His Heat burns through him, but he only requests one taste of her to satisfy his hunger. Once he savors the sweet nectar between her thighs, he realizes one taste will never be enough.

The Hun

What if the Hun saved Mulan in the mountains?

After her brave actions in the mountains, Mulan gets captured by the enemy she sought to defeat. 

The Hun wants to convince her to stay with him and become part of his most trusted circle. Mulan is kept in the Hun leader’s tent, watched closely as he decides what to do with her. When she wakes in the dead of night, she finds herself drawn to him, and they finally give into their lust for each other. 

The Tin Man

What if the Tin Man made a deal to save the Wicked Witch of the West?

Everyone thought the Wicked Witch of the West was dead, but she escaped to brood over her revenge. She trusted and needed no one until he stood on her doorstep. The Tin Man arrived not to fight her but to come cash in a debt. 

Nick saved her, and now he wanted one thing from her: to feel again. Reluctantly, Elphaba agreed to help him. What began as a simple magical transaction slowly transformed into something more. With every touch, his numbness faded, and her cold heart started to thaw.

———-—
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READER ADVISORY: THIS story contains explicit sex scenes.

Grim Lovers 5 is a collection of five previously published standalone short erotic stories. 

It is filled with your favorite fairytale retellings. Explicit sex scenes, standalone, no cheating or cliffhangers. 
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The Nutcracker
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What if the Nutcracker returned when Clara believed in Christmas Magic again?

I always knew it wasn’t a dream, but no one would believe me. Years I spent trying to forget all about my Nutcracker, the Sugar Plum Fairy, and the Mouse King. It wasn’t until the first year I had my own Christmas tree that it happened again. 

On Christmas Eve, I lit my Christmas lights and started to unpack my gifts. The scent of my freshly baked cookies and the crackling of the surrounding candles filled the air. I might be alone, but the Christmas spirit and my sweet cat kept me company.

The first gift I grabbed was from my father. It wasn’t even wrapped, just a plain envelope containing a gift card from a store I no longer shop at. With a sigh, I lay it beside me on the carpet. I could probably re-gift it to someone else, so I didn’t mind as much. I knew he tried his best, but without my mother, he was always a disaster when it came to gifts. 

I unwrapped the soft wool socks I had gotten myself, immediately putting them on and loving how they felt on my naked feet. Next, I gave my cat her little toy for the year filled with treats. She meowed happily and started playing with it immediately. 

The last gift awaited me underneath my Christmas tree. It came from my mother, and knowing her, I had no idea what to expect. She had tried to guilt me into spending Christmas Eve with her and her new husband, but I was tired of having to pick a parent on this festive day. This would be the first year I didn’t choose and decided to spend the holidays on my own. Both my parents told me I was being selfish, but as I pushed down the guilt, I finally felt peace.

With slow movements, I unwrapped the beautifully packaged gift. The shiny gold paper and glistening silver ribbon fell to the floor as I pulled it away. It was a long box, so maybe it would be a bottle of wine or something. My mother loved her wine, even though I didn’t. After a moment of hesitation, I opened it. A gasp escaped as the flickering light from my Christmas tree shone on the painted, polished wood inside. It was my Nutcracker.

Suddenly, memories from years ago flooded over me. I had pushed them away for so long during countless hours of therapy. No one had ever believed me and the adventures I had lived through that one Christmas night, and after a while, I had stopped believing them as well. 

I let my finger glide over the gleaming wood, admiring the craftsmanship of the Nutcracker. It was a gorgeous toy, and his face was lovingly carved from wood. I studied his features as if it was the first time seeing him again. His rosy red cheeks and little mustache made a smile appear on my face. 

I could feel myself getting lost in the deep blue of his eyes when they suddenly blinked. I frowned, looking at the painted wood as it happened again. With a gasp, I let the wooden doll drop. When I blinked, it suddenly transformed into a man with a twinkle. The sounds of bells and the smell of Christmas magic surrounded me.

He was tall, imposing, and oh-so handsome. His tell-tale red costume hugged his muscular frame, and his mustache curled towards his cheeks. Everything about him was perfect and so familiar.

My Nutcracker was real, and he had become a man as I grew up to be a woman.

“Clara,” he sighed, extending his hand to me.

Without any hesitation, I accepted it. He pulled me up and into his embrace. His warm, muscular arms surrounded me, and my face pressed against his firm chest. He was actually real. His spicy wooden smell filled my senses as I looked up into his vibrant blue eyes.

“How?” I asked, shaking my head, trying to understand what happened.

“You just needed to believe again, my love,” he said, cupping my cheek and lifting my head for a kiss.

He was right. I stopped believing in Christmas magic when my parents announced their divorce the day after my adventure. Christmas became a stressful time, choosing between parents, being dragged from one party to another, them fighting over time spent with me, and then, even when I was with them, choosing entertainment and drinks over me. This was the first Christmas I chose myself, and I tentatively dared myself to believe in the magic that surrounded the holiday again.

“I do,” I said, getting on my tiptoes and meeting his lips halfway.

He tasted like Christmas and all things good in life. His soft mustache tickled my upper lip, and I melted into the kiss. I moaned against his lips, my mouth opening, and he immediately dove in with his tongue. Our tongues danced with each other as I tried to memorize his taste.

I had no idea how much I'd missed him until he was here again. Years passed, and I always dreamed of him, but slowly, I lost my memories of that one night. Now he was here, and he was real. Our kiss turned more passionate, and I moaned against his lips. His hands grabbed my hips, pulling me closer to him, and I could feel his arousal poke me in the stomach.

I couldn’t resist letting my hands wander lower and grabbing him through his pants. My Nutcracker groaned against my mouth, breaking the kiss to look at me. 

“I do not want to rush things,” he said.

I squeezed his hard cock, loving the way his throbbing length felt in my hands, and smiled. “I do. I’ve waited years for you, slowly starting to believe it was all a dream. If this is a dream, I want to make the most of tonight with you.”

“I could never deny you anything, Clara,” he said, cupping my cheek and lifting my head up for another kiss.

We discarded our clothes, and in moments, we were both naked, and I could finally see what was hiding behind his red suit. He was beautiful, with defined muscles leading down to a hard cock that looked like it could destroy me. It was long and hard, and a drop of precum adorned the tip.

He followed my gaze and smirked. “I have wanted you for so long. Waiting, dreaming of this day to come true. I watched you from afar, seeing you become this beautiful but lonely woman.”

Knowing he watched me was strange but also comforting. My feelings for him had evolved since I was a child, from affection to love to something deeper and more desperate. I hadn’t been with anyone for so long because they never seemed to match up with the image of my Nutcracker. 

“I was lonely because I was waiting for you, my love,” I said with a smile.

“Gods, Clara. How are you so perfect?” he said, pulling me down on my soft carpet and kissing me again.

I was far from perfect, as was he, but we were perfect for each other. I’ve always known he was the one for me, waiting, hoping. Now that I had him, I didn’t want to waste another second.

“Fuck me,” I moaned against his lips as I grabbed his throbbing length. 

“I need to taste you first,” he growled, pulling my hand away from him. “I want to be able to control myself, Clara.”

“I don’t want your control. I want you. All of you.”

“And you have me,” he said with another kiss.

My Nutcracker pulled away, kissing his way down my neck to my breast, lingering on both of them. He sucked my nipples until they were hard and aching, pleasure pulsing through me. I moaned as he continued his path down, kissing every inch of naked skin he encountered.

My pussy was wet and achingly empty. By the time he arrived at my throbbing center, I was desperate for his mouth on me and something inside of me. I needed to be filled by my Nutcracker. Luckily, he didn’t let me wait long as his mouth touched my pussy. We both groaned as he kissed me, opening up my pussy lips with his fingers to get better access. His tongue delved inside, making pleasure spark. It felt amazing as his hot, wet tongue slipped higher, encountering my clit.

Pleasure flowed through me as he kissed and licked every inch of my pussy. My hands traveled down, grabbing his curly hair to keep him where I needed him the most. He chuckled, devouring me as if I were his last meal on this planet. His hair was soft under my fingers, and I loved how he felt. I needed to hold onto him, just to know it was all real and not just a figment of my imagination.
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