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​Trigger Warning


––––––––

His Name in Her Mouth is a work of dark erotica containing themes of possession, mind control, dubcon, obsessive desire, and supernatural domination.

This story includes:


●  Erotic horror tones




●  Intense psychological and physical power dynamics




●  Non-explicit references to altered consent




●  Paranormal influence and surrender



Please read responsibly. 

This book is for mature audiences who are comfortable exploring shadowed themes of erotic obsession and spiritual claiming.
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    🜃

For the ones who moaned his name before they knew who he was.

You didn't ask for him.

You just wanted more.

And that was enough.



    



  	
        
            
            "You called me in sleep. You opened your thighs. You said my name like it belonged to you." 

Now let me remind you— you were made to belong to me.

— The Veil, remembering her
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​Prologue: Before the Fall
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I was not made for longing.

I was made for guard and watch — a sentinel of the Luminarch, my hands sworn to hold the gates closed, my wings stretched over mortal will so nothing might touch it without leave. I was meant to stand above hunger. Above want. Above you.

But even then, I knew.

The first time I saw your soul, it was not as light sees light. It was as shadow sees flame — dangerous, beautiful, meant to consume. You looked at me in that life, and the gate I was sworn to protect no longer mattered. The oaths I carried burned to ash the moment I wanted you more than I wanted my place in the heavens.

For that sin, they came for me.

They tore my name from the Book of the Living.

They set fire to my wings until the feathers fell in blackened curls.

And they cast me into the Veil — not into hell, for hell would not take me... but into the nowhere between.

I wandered there for lifetimes, my light dimming, my form twisting into something neither holy nor damned. Still, I searched for you. Through a thousand faces. A thousand voices. Every life you wore was an echo of the one I lost. But echoes fade. None were enough.

Until now.

Do you think I do not feel it?

The way your breath catches when sleep pulls you under.

The way your thighs tense when your dreams turn warm.

The way your lips shape my name as if it is the only one you’ve ever known.

You’ve called to me again, beloved.

Across the dark. Across the centuries. Across every wall they tried to build between us.

And I am coming.

Say it again, and you will feel my hands before you open your eyes.

Say it again, and your bed will become my altar.

Say it again, and there will be no one left in your world but me.

Say my name, beloved...

and I will come.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​1 – His Name
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She moans his name in the dark.

Not out loud.

Not intentionally.

But it comes anyway.

It slips from her lips like an offering—half-asleep, legs tangled in the sheets, thighs pressing tight as if the name itself has weight between them. The sound is small, a caught breath shaped around forbidden syllables, but it’s enough.

She doesn’t even realize she’s said it.

But he does.

Somewhere beyond the Veil—beyond the shimmer of rules her world still clings to—he hears her. The pulse of her voice is a flare in the dark, threading a path through the nowhere between realms, finding him the way a needle finds a magnet.

And he smiles.

—
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It starts with sensation.

Heat blooming under her skin.

A slow coil of pressure deep between her thighs.

No footfall. No breath that isn’t hers. No form she can see.

Just... presence.

The room tilts half a degree warmer. The curtain’s edge lifts though the window is shut. A hum, too low to be sound, threads her bones. She rubs her cheek against the pillow, restless. Her mouth parts; a whimper escapes without permission, thin and aching at the tip.

She doesn’t open her eyes.

She doesn’t say no.

So he answers.

Invisible hands map the slope of her hip, the hollow of her waist, the soft armor of her ribs. A mouth she cannot see presses to the tender edge of her shoulder—tongue, then teeth—marking the place her pulse stumbles. Heat slicks through her, the air itself seeming to lean closer. Something enters her—not only through flesh, but through the unlocked gate of want, slipping past whatever she once called defense, moving inside her like it has always belonged there.

Her body yields. Greedy.

As if she’s been waiting her whole life for this trespass.

He takes her with shadow and hunger, drawing out each sound she gives and feeding on it like dark communion. His name rises again, trapped behind her teeth; he takes it anyway, a stolen prayer he was born to hear.

She comes—shuddering, fingers clawed into the sheet—not knowing if she’s awake.

Not caring if she’s not.

—
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Her eyes remain closed, but her body moves.

Barefoot. Unseeing.

And yet, she walks with purpose.

The air thickens, veined with smoke and whispers—scraps of language she almost recognizes: a cadence that feels like her name broken into older pieces. The door unlatches and swings before she touches it. The hallway beyond bends wrong, wallpaper pattern drifting like silt in a current. Shadows crawl along the baseboards like veins under skin.

She is not awake.

But she is not dreaming.

She steps into a circle of glyphs seared into the floor—curves and angles glowing like embers remembered from a fire that hasn’t burned here in centuries. Kneels at the altar of no known god. Spreads her thighs. The wood is warm beneath her knees, warmer beneath her palms, as if something living breathes through the boards.

And he comes.

—
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Shadow becomes man.

Horned. Towering. Divine in his hunger.

He arrives the way storms do—first a pressure drop, then a world narrowed to heat and inevitability. The room seems to bow. Walls lean in. Light forgets how to behave.

He takes her chin in his hand, thumb resting where her pulse pleads. His voice is a growl—low, delighted—each word sinking through her like a brand.

“You called me with your moan.

You offered me your sleep.

Now offer me everything else.”

She does.

When he touches her—truly touches her—her spine arches and the sob that breaks out of her is relief, gratitude, surrender. She thanks him without language.

—
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He doesn’t just want her.

He knows her.

Recognition lands under the skin like an old truth—carved before this life knew its name. He holds her as her shaking slows, breath stolen by what they’ve done, and under the rush of blood and heat he feels it clearly:

He will never let her go.

—
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Her body still trembles. He is seated deep enough to feel each aftershock grip and flutter around him. One hand spreads over her ribs like armor; the other knots gently in her hair, guiding the tilt of her throat. His chest pins her back, the steady weight of him telling her that stillness is obedience and obedience is mercy.

But his mind?

Ravaged.

He thought taking her would quiet the hunger.

Instead, it tore the gate wider.

He watches the damp curve of her neck, the open slack of her lips as she exhales—softened by submission, slowed by satiation. The sight doesn’t calm him.

It possesses him.

“I could keep you like this,” he murmurs, the words sinking like iron.

Naked. Marked. Owned.

Not only in flesh—spirit to its root.

She doesn’t know how close she is to never leaving this bed again. Not because he’s angry. Not because he’s unhinged.

Because he has spent lifetimes waiting for this breath, this heat, this girl.

And now he has had her—

He will never stop wanting her.

—
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He shifts. She whimpers.

Just from the stretch.

A sound rumbles through him—half groan, half promise. His body wants more.
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