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This collection contains the following fairytale retellings with a spicy twist in order of publication.

The Beast

What if the Beast never turned into the Prince?

Hook

What if Hook is the one to save Tinkerbell when she almost died due to a lack of attention?

Frost

What if Jack Frost taught the Snow Queen to control her powers?

The Jungle Man

What if Tarzan found a dirty book while learning how to read with Jane?

Rumpelstiltskin

What if the Miller’s daughter couldn’t give away her firstborn to Rumpelstiltskin because it was already his?

The Frog Prince

What if the Swan Princess kissed the Frog Prince, and they helped each other to break their curse?

The Genie

What if Aladdin didn’t find the Magic Lamp but Princess Jasmine did?

Peter & Pan

What if Peter & Pan grew up and revisited Wendy?

The Fae Guardian

What if Cinderella didn’t have a Fairy Godmother, but a Fae Guardian?

The Dragon

What if Rapunzel was guarded by a Dragon who fell in love with her and helped her get out of her tower?

The Thief

What if Aladdin fell for another Thief instead of Princess Jasmine?

The Huntsman

What if the Huntsman helped Snow White defeat the Evil Queen?

The Bear

What if Goldilocks fell asleep in a single man’s bed?

The Mad Hatter

What if Alice returned to Wonderland as an adult?

Bluebeard

What if the Little Mermaid found love with Bluebeard?

The Soldier

What if Princess Louise woke up when the Soldier’s Tinderbox dog brought her to him?

The White Bear

What if spending three nights in the dark together could break the curse of the White Bear King?

The Advisor

What if Jafar abducted the wrong Thief?

The Beanstalk

What if a lonely widow planted the magic Bean instead of Jack?

The Hunter

What if a Good Witch found Hansel and Gretel?

The Nutcracker

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

The Outlaw

What if Princess Merida married Robin Hood?

The Wyvern

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

The Hun

What if the Hun saved Mulan in the mountains?

The Tin Man

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

———-—
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Reader advisory: This story contains explicit sex scenes.

Grim Lovers 1-5 is a mega collection of all 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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What if the Beast never turned into the Prince?

#
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I was married to a Beast, and I loved every second of it. He was big, monstrous, hairy, and all mine. After we rid the village of Gaston and his toxic ideas, everyone accepted us as we were. We got married, and my father even walked me down the aisle, apologizing for everything he had done. Our union broke the curse on his servants, and we lived our married life in the castle. 

I had everything I could dream of: a loving husband, a giant library, and amazing friends who weren’t ceramics, but there was still one thing missing.

He had pleasured me plenty, but we hadn’t gone all the way yet. My sweet Beast feared hurting me, but I needed my husband to fuck me. Teasing and flirting always ended in him pleasuring me. Not that I was complaining, but I had seen his monstrous cock, and I wanted it to fill me up and stretch me to my limit.

So I devised a plan. All our staff would be gone for the evening, leaving us all alone in the grand castle. I would wear my most sexy lingerie, courtesy of Madame de la Grande Bouche, who used to be my wardrobe. The food was ready and included all his favorites, along with some aphrodisiac dishes. An automatic music player would play a seductive tune, another of my father's brilliant inventions. And to top it all off, I had locked all the doors and windows so he couldn’t run away.

I had just finished my bath, adding some rose scent to the water, to make me smell like his favorite flower. As I started applying my body lotion, I could hear him enter the bathing room behind me. My Beast loved to watch me from a distance, not saying anything, just enjoying the view. I slowed my movements, lingering over every inch of my body and rubbing the sweet-smelling lotion into my skin.

The arousal of the act excited me as I neared the sensitive tips of my breasts. My nipples puckered as I put a dab of lotion on each of them. I turned around so he could have a good view of my ministrations while I massaged both tips slowly and sensually. 

His labored breaths filled the small bathing room, and I knew he was getting turned on as well. A small moan escaped me when I pinched my nipples. He growled in response, and a shiver of delight coursed through me. Would this be enough to finally break his resolve? To unleash the Beast and have him take me like a husband should take his wife?

I made another whimper as I kept stimulating my nipples. I could feel wetness gather between my legs. My arousal grew, and the scent of it filled the air. He sniffed, and after I made another sound of desire, he was suddenly on me. His gigantic form covered my back, his arms surrounded me, and his hands roamed my body. He immediately went for my pleasure point. A guttural growl sounded from him as he discovered how wet and ready I was for him. He pushed a long and meaty finger inside me, thrusting it in a maddening rhythm. 

My muscles squeezed around his digit as I gasped and moaned. His hungry growls in my ear only enhanced my arousal. He fucked me hard and fast with his finger, as I kept stimulating my breasts. I could feel the pleasure inside me grow to incredible highs, and before I knew it, I crested the top of my climax. 

I screamed as it engulfed me, my voice ricocheting against the tiled walls. My body shivered, my muscles clenched around his finger, and he groaned behind me. I could feel his massive cock straining against his trousers at my back. Waves of pleasure washed over me as my pussy milked his finger. 

I needed a moment to catch my breath, but I also needed his cock inside me. Another moan escaped me as his finger left my pussy. Stretching my arm behind me, I tried grabbing him, but he evaded my grasp and left the bathing room before I got a hold of him. 

My Beast left me as I was still shivering from the explosive orgasm he had just given me. Again, not taking his own pleasure, just providing me with mine. This would end tonight. His actions only made me more determined in my plan of seduction. 

I quickly dressed in the gorgeous lingerie and evening gown that showcased all my curves. It was the same golden color as the dress I had worn when we first danced. I put up my hair in an elegant updo, so my neck was available for him to kiss and nibble on. A shiver of anticipation filled me, and I rushed to the dining room. The climax had been amazing, but it had only fueled my arousal for him.

My Beast was already seated at the head of the table, looking at all the amazing food that was laid out. I gave him a quick peck on the lips and took my seat next to him.

“Dig in,” I said, and gestured to all the delicious items before us.

Taking a duck leg, I started to feast on it, but my Beast remained silent beside me. I looked up and saw a frown grace his beautiful, monstrous face. I never grew tired of looking at him. His magnificent, towering horns, plush fur, adorable dark nose, and vivid sapphire eyes all combined to create the distinctive face of the husband I adored. 

“Where is the cutlery?” he asked.

I shrugged. “Probably all dirty. We will just have to eat with our hands.”

He looked at me as I slowly licked the sauce off one of my fingers. His eyes turned hungry, fixated on my mouth. I opened my mouth, letting my tongue slide over my lips, wetting them. With a growl, he averted his eyes, focusing on the food before him. My husband attacked the meal with such enthusiasm that I watched him, momentarily dumbstruck. He looked downright feral as he decimated the food. I had made him lose control, but instead of taking it out on me sexually, he was taking his frustration out on the way he ate.

When there were only scraps left, he wiped his face with a wet towel. A small laugh escaped me. In the time I had eaten one duck wing, he had devoured everything else. His eyes focused on me again. A low growl filled the room, and a shiver of delight went through me.

“I’m ready for my dessert.”

Before I could say anything, he had whipped his arm across the table, scattering the plates. He grabbed me and pulled me onto the table in front of him. I opened my legs, giving him access, and in one move, he ripped my panties off. I gasped, mourning the loss of the pretty little thing, but my gasp soon turned into a moan when his mouth was on me.

He devoured me with even more gusto than the meal. His massive tongue licked me, touching my entire pussy in one sweep. He opened my folds with his fingers, focusing his attention on my clit. My sounds of pleasure filled the empty dining room, mixed with the wet sounds of his mouth on my pussy. 

“Please, fuck me,” I begged, gripping his hair and pulling his head up.

He shook my hands loose and focused on his meal again. I wouldn’t be ignored again.

“Please, fuck me, my husband. I need you to fill me with your cock.”

He growled against my pussy, sending vibrations through me that only enhanced my pleasure. I was already so close to my climax, but I wanted him to come with me. 

“Fill me, please.”

He obeyed me, but not in the manner I had wanted. His tongue lapped at my clit as one of his thick fingers entered me. Pleasure filled me as my husband took care of my every need. He suckled and licked at my clit as he fucked me with his thick finger. When he curled the digit inside of me and touched my inner pleasure point, I almost shot off the table, crying out in pleasure. The sensations were enough to set me off. Pleasure washed over me as my muscles squeezed around the delicious fullness that his finger created. A sound of satisfaction escaped me as pleasure filled my body, but my mind was not yet satisfied.

“Fuck me,” I whispered, my voice hoarse from the loud sounds of desire I had uttered.

He pushed up from his chair, and my heart leaped up in excitement, but he left me yet again. As if the devil were on his heels, my husband ran from the dining room, leaving me limp on the dining table.

As soon as my strength returned, I went to find him. There were only so many places he could go to escape in our castle. I found him in the library, sitting in his big red chair. He was holding a book but looking into the fire, his mind somewhere far away. I crawled into his lap, his warm embrace surrounding me.

“Is something wrong with me?” I asked, my voice barely audible over the crackling sound of the fireplace.

The question pulled him out of his thoughts. He looked at me with so much love and devotion in his eyes that it nearly took my breath away. He stroked my cheek with his finger, and I leaned into the touch.

“Of course not, my darling Belle. Why would you think that?”

“Then why won’t you fuck me? I need you. I need my husband.”

A deep and heavy sigh resounded from his chest, vibrating through me.

“I am afraid I will hurt you. Do I not please you enough? Are you not satisfied?” he asked, tracing my lips with his finger that still smelled like my desire.

“Of course I’m satisfied, but I want all of you.”

He shook his head, pulling his hand back. I grabbed it before he could, desperate for his touch.

“I can give you everything that your heart desires, but I cannot give you that, my sweet wife.”

“All I desire is you,” I said, pulling his hand to my mouth and sucking on his fingers, my taste mixed with his in a delicious cocktail. “I know that you won’t hurt me,” I said, switching fingers, sucking on them one by one.

A pained groan came from him. The fire in his eyes and the rock-hard erection beneath me spurred me on. Even if his mind told him he shouldn’t, his body wanted me. 

I pulled his hand down between us against my wet pussy. “Can’t you feel how much I want you?”

He growled and pushed two fingers inside me. I gasped at the intrusion, and his brow furrowed. My pussy clenched and stretched around him.

“You are too small,” he growled as he worked his fingers in my pussy.

“Give me more,” I moaned.

He pushed a third meaty finger in, making me stretch in the most delicious way. My breathing came out in huffs, and I grabbed his arm to steady myself. 

“You will never be able to take me,” he said as he fucked me with his hand.

“Yes, I will,” I moaned as I rode his fingers, chasing yet another orgasm. “You’ll fit.”

I grabbed his cock through his trousers, marveling at his size. He was substantially bigger than his three already-filling fingers, but I knew I could take him. 

“Please fuck me, my beautiful Beast,” I begged.

I pulled at the buttons of his trousers, but as soon as I freed him, he grabbed my hands with one hand around my wrists. He pulled both high above my head, making my back arch. My breasts pushed into his face, and with a growl, he attacked my nipples. Pleasure rushed through me, and I could do nothing to stop my climax from taking over. I moaned and begged my Beast, but he ignored my pleas and continued to pleasure me until my orgasm flushed my body. Waves of pleasure washed over me as I cried out my release. My whole body trembled, and I sank against him.

“Please, fuck me,” I mumbled against his chest, absolutely exhausted by the triathlon of pleasure I had endured at his hands.

He gently hushed me as my eyes drooped closed. I wanted to fight the sleep and make him fuck me, but my body decided otherwise. Dozing in his arms, he brought me to our bedroom. I fell asleep in the arms of my husband, thoroughly pleasured, but still not fucked.

I woke up in the middle of the night, determined to get what I wanted. I had to resort to Plan B, which I had prepared in case my carefully orchestrated seduction didn’t work. Without waking my Beast, I tiptoed out of our bed. Grabbing the shackles I had stashed under it, I got to work securing him. A few times, he almost roused, but luckily, he kept on snoring like he usually did. 

When he was fully detained by the bonds, I undressed and got rid of his underpants. Finally, I had time to study his monstrous cock in peace. Even flaccid, it was massive, and a little tinge of worry filled me. Maybe he was right, and he would never fit me, but I pushed that thought out of my mind. He was my husband, and I was going to fulfill our marital bond tonight. 

I studied his cock, loving the way it matched the rest of his monstrous appearance. It was dark, thick, and had ridges that would feel heavenly inside of me. Sitting between his legs, I leaned in to study it more closely. When my breath hit his hot skin, it started to stir. A small groan sounded from my Beast, and I knew I had to act quickly before he woke up. I grabbed his cock gently, slowly stroking it up and down. It immediately started to grow in my hand, and soon I wasn’t even able to encompass its girth with one hand. Using both my hands, I stroked him until he was fully erect. My Beast stirred again and moaned softly. My desire won, and I put my mouth on the mushroomed head, licking him and reveling in his manly taste. 

With a start, he woke up. My Beast tried to get up, but the bonds held. He growled and looked at me, his eyes heavy with sleep. When he saw me naked on my knees, between his legs, working his cock, he groaned. His cock jumped in my hand, and I made a soft sound of surprise.

“What are you doing, my sweet Belle?” he asked, his voice rough with sleep and desire.

“Showing my husband that I can take him.” 

Before he could protest, I straddled him, positioning my pussy above his giant erection. It looked so much bigger between my legs. I glided my pussy over his enormous length, coating him in my wetness. He growled again, the sound only adding to my arousal. 

“Fuck, Belle.”

His voice sounded so tortured that I stopped. I looked up and gasped at the wild and feral look on his monstrous face. I had never seen him so on the edge of his control. It was magnificent; he was magnificent and all mine.

“I need you,” I whimpered, as I pushed my pussy over his cock again.

He snarled, breaking the chains, and before I knew what was happening, he had me on my back on the bed. 

“I’ll give my wife what she needs,” my Beast growled.

He pushed my legs open and positioned his cock against my pussy. Very slowly, he slid in. It felt like he would never fit, as if he would just stretch me until I couldn’t, and he wouldn’t even be inside yet. I moaned, and he growled, and after another push, he breached my entrance. The massive head of his cock was inside my pussy, and I already felt stuffed. I looked down and moaned when I saw how much of him was left. 

“You’ll take all of me, won’t you, my sweet Belle,” he growled and pushed in deeper. 

Words were lost to me, and I could only give him sounds of pleasure. He pushed, and I stretched as more and more of him filled me. It felt like he went on forever, but somehow my pussy could take it. Inch after delicious inch entered me, and my body took it all. He touched nerve endings deep inside me I didn’t even know existed, sparking pleasure like never before. Just when I thought that there was no way that I could possibly take more of him, he bottomed out. A guttural groan sounded from him as his cock filled me all the way.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he hissed.

I moaned as I grabbed his arms, needing something to hold on to, his soft fur clenched in my hands. As he pulled out, my eyes popped open, and I let out the most guttural sound. I had almost forgotten about his ridges, but I felt every single one of them as they dragged along the inside of my pussy. He groaned, and I moaned as he pushed back in. My muscles squeezed around him, making the reentry harder and even tighter. 

“You fit me like a glove,” my Beast said, his voice almost reverent.

I opened my eyes and looked into the beautiful eyes of my loving husband. It was almost as if a mirror was in front of me, reflecting every single emotion I felt. With every pull and every thrust, I could see the amazing pleasure we were both experiencing. It felt like coming home, so very comforting and pleasurable at the same time.

Pleasure inside me sparked, and when he bottomed out again after a particularly hard thrust, I suddenly came. The most unexpected orgasm washed over me, making my muscles squeeze around him as if to hold him inside of me forever. He snarled again and started fucking me hard. It almost felt like my orgasm didn’t have an end, or maybe he just gave me a consecutive row of them. I didn’t know, and I didn’t care. All I could think about was how good he felt inside of me and how my body was receiving pleasure in a way I could have never imagined. My pussy trembled as my back arched off the bed, as pleasure consumed me.

I lost track of time, and of the times I came. I had unleashed the monster, and he was taking out all of his pent-up sexual aggression on me in the best of ways. My beautiful Beast was fucking me, and it didn’t seem like he would stop anytime soon. 

I glided on the waves of pleasure in the arms of my husband, reveling in all the sensations he was presenting me with. He made me reach highs I had never conquered before, going higher and higher until it almost felt like I was flying on a cloud of pleasure. When I was almost too sensitive to his never-ending fucking, he suddenly stilled, his cock throbbing deep inside of me. With a guttural groan, he released his seed, filling my pussy. He gave me spurt after spurt of his seed until he was spent and collapsed next to me. Both our breaths were coming out in huffs and pants, and I crawled into his arms.

He immediately turned to me, cradling my face and looking into my eyes with a searching gaze.

“Did I hurt you?” he asked, his voice rough with fatigue yet tender with love.

I shook my head, not trusting my voice, and crawled closer to him. He pulled me into his embrace, and I fell asleep in the arms of my Beast that had thoroughly fucked my brains out.
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The End
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What if Hook is the one to save Tinkerbell when she almost died due to a lack of attention?
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“Easy there, Tink,” I heard a rough voice say.

I slowly blinked a few times. The spots dissipated from my view, and I realized I was in the ship’s cabin of Captain Hook. How did I get here? The last thing I remembered was... Peter kissing Wendy. I had felt my powers die out and had tried to warn Peter, but all he cared about was the new girl. Blinking again, I could make out a dark form in the small room. I squinted to try to focus, but that only hurt my head.

“Easy, girl,” the voice said again.

I closed my eyes and let the voice soothe me. I felt cherished and safe, things I hadn’t felt in a long time. Even if it was thanks to Peter's nemesis, I didn’t care. Hook had saved my life.

“Thank you,” I said, my voice hoarse and faint.

“My pleasure,” Hook said.

He sounded a lot closer than before. I carefully opened my eyes and saw him standing next to the bed I was lying on. His bed, in his cabin on his ship. I should feel scared, being in the enemy's den, but I realized I wasn’t.

Hook offered me a glass of water, and I drank it down greedily. It softened the burn in my parched throat. When he tipped the cup, his finger grazed my chin. A burst of desire shot through me, and I moaned, making me choke on the water. He immediately took the cup away and dried me with a soft cloth. 

“Please,” I moaned.

“What do you need, my girl? Tell me and I will give it to you,” Hook said. 

His eyes were so warm and full of emotion that they warmed me from the inside. I hadn’t really paid a lot of attention to his face until now. Every time we saw him or one of his Pirates, Peter always told us to run and avoid any type of contact. I didn’t understand the conflict between our people, but what I did know was that he was here with me, looking at me as if I were the best thing in Neverland. 

Hook was handsome in a rugged way, almost the opposite of Peter's boyish good looks. His hair was a shiny black that looked so soft that my fingers itched to touch it. It was a bit too long, as was his facial hair, but it soothed him well. It gave his face a powerful look, and I couldn’t look away.

“Touch,” I whispered.

He groaned as his piercing blue eyes grew hot with desire. 

“Are you sure? Because once I do, I don’t know if I can stop,” Hook said.

I smiled and tried lifting my hand to caress his cheek, but I was still too weak.

“I trust you,” I said.

He smiled, caressing my cheek so very softly. I could feel his touch vibrate through me, giving me back my powers.

“Don’t you know that you should never trust a Pirate, my sweet girl?”

Hook leaned in and kissed me. I moaned into the kiss, opening my mouth. His lips felt chapped and hard beneath my soft ones. The elements weathered his face, as he was always outdoors working, not sitting inside on his ass. He growled in the kiss, plunging his tongue into my mouth, devouring me as he went. He tasted like all my dreams come true, a real man, musky, tangy, and delicious. The kiss invigorated me, fueling my powers as I touched his tongue with mine. 

We kissed as if we were the two only people in the world, and it didn’t matter that he was the Captain of the Pirates and I was the Fairy of the Lost Boys. I lost myself in the kiss and found the Fairy that I used to be. As the last of my kind, I felt like I had found a family again with the Lost Boys, but they never treated me like an equal. They always thought of me as Peter's annoying groupie. Hook was treating me like a woman for the first time in forever, and I loved every second of it. 

It wasn’t until he started caressing me that I realized how touch-starved I had been. His hand roamed my body, as his hook angled my face so he could conquer my mouth even more thoroughly. I arched into his touch, feeling every caress aiding my recovery. Soon I would be at my full strength again, but I didn’t want to tell him because I never wanted this to end. 

Hook broke off the kiss, and we both gasped for air. 

“Tell me I need to stop,” Hook panted. His eyes searched mine for any sign of aversion.

“Never,” I said, and grabbed his face, pulling it to mine again.

Our lips met, and the kiss was even hotter and more feral than the one before. The cool metal of his hook on my cheek was in stark contrast with his heated lips on top of mine. Even with a dangerous weapon so close to my face, his every touch ignited a fire inside of me that had been dormant for some time.

“Can I undress you?” Hook asked against my lips.

I moaned my consent, and with one sweep of his sharp appendage, he ripped my delicate green dress open. The soft fabric fluttered to the side, and my breasts were exposed to the cool air in his cabin. My nipples puckered, begging for his touch. Hook pulled his head back and groaned when he looked at my naked form lying in his bed.

“You have no idea how long I have been dreaming of this,” Hook said.

My breathing was coming out in puffs. “Probably as long as I.”

His eyes shot to my face, and his brows furrowed. “But Pan?”

I shook my head. “We never did anything. I was more of an ornament for him than a person.”

Hook growled and kissed my lips. “A fool he is, for he just lost his greatest treasure to a Pirate.”

I wanted to answer, but when his lips descended on my neck, I lost the words I was going to say. I could only experience every sensation he was giving me with his mouth and tongue. The raspiness of his weathered lips combined with the soft slickness of his tongue made every touch magical. I was already at my usual power level, but each touch filled me with more strength. Arousal, desire, and pleasure rose inside me; my body was not used to this feeling, but immediately welcomed it.

He sucked on my neck, creating goosebumps along my arms and moans in my throat. The tinge of pleasure and pain combined filled me with wonder. He licked the offended spot, and I made another sound of pleasure.

“You’ll wear my mark for everyone to see,” Hook whispered, as his mouth followed a path down my collarbone to my breasts.

I loved him marking me as his. It made me feel at home again, as if I belonged somewhere, to someone who cherished me. His lips reached the tips of my breasts, and I moaned. His tongue switched between both nipples, wetting them. The cool air on one hand was in stark contrast to his hot mouth on the other. He pleasured both breasts alternately, and I could feel the arousal rise inside of me. My pussy got wet, and I needed more of his touch. I moaned and mewled with his every caress, lick, and nip. His mouth was doing things to me that overshot even my wildest fantasies.

“You taste like candy and fairy dust,” Hook said between kisses.

He was the first man to taste me, so I would take his word for it. He licked me as if I were the sweetest thing in the world, and he couldn’t get enough of my taste.

“I might get addicted to it,” Hook murmured against my breast.

A happy giggle bubbled out of me. This roguish Pirate, feared on all the seas, was getting addicted to my taste. His eyes shot up, and I could see an amused twinkle in them. Not breaking eye contact, he licked my nipple again, slowly. My giggle turned into a moan as pleasure filled me.

His mouth descended over my stomach to my parted legs. Anticipation vibrated through me as my pussy clenched around nothing, aching to be filled by him.

“I wonder if you’re as sweet here,” Hook said, as he swept his finger through my slick folds.

I gasped as he showed me the wetness coating his finger. When he licked it, I moaned at the same time as him.

“Even sweeter,” he said, and dove between my legs.

I got no warning before his tongue suddenly plunged between my pussy lips. Pleasure shot through me as he licked every inch of me. His moans vibrated through me, only enhancing my pleasure. It was too much, too sensitive, too much pleasure. I tried closing my legs, but his massive shoulders blocked me. He hooked an arm around my leg, pinning me down on the bed. I totally surrendered to his ministrations, and I loved it. 

Hook opened my folds with his hand as he licked me. Slowly, he stroked his metal prosthetic over my stomach, lower and lower until it was on top of my mound. The slight scratch left a faint red line on my skin. Another mark on my body that I would wear only for myself to see. His hook was incredibly sharp and dangerous, but he handled it as if it were an extension of his body, under his full control. The glistening weapon gently rubbed lower and lower until it touched my clit as he watched with reverent eyes. 

The pleasure of his hand and tongue combined with the little tinge of pain from his hook was too much, and I exploded in a cloud of pixie dust. Waves and waves of pleasure washed over me as my body trembled, my wings fluttered, and fairy dust covered us both. Hook held me, murmuring sweet words as I got down off my amazing high. His dangerous metal claw was positioned next to my body, no longer touching my sensitive clit.

“Good girl,” Hook said.

Those words did something inside me. His praise of my first orgasm beneath his hands was almost as arousing as his touches had been. I moaned, and I could feel another climax rising already. I wanted to explain it or beg him to give me another, but I couldn’t find the right words. Hook looked at me, and I saw understanding in his bright blue eyes.

“You’re going to come for me again and again, like the good girl you are.”

I moaned and nodded. His mouth descends on my pussy again. He licked me as he pushed a finger inside me. I clenched around him, moaning as he gave me more and more pleasure. His soft tongue laved my sensitive clit, soothing it and pleasuring it at the same time. He added another finger inside me, thrusting at a leisurely pace. He slowly built up my orgasm, making me aware of it and when it would crest. 

“Are you ready for the next one, my sweet girl?” Hook asked. 

After I gave a sharp nod, he added a third finger, slowly stretching me to take it. 

“You’re so tight. You’ll feel amazing wrapped around my cock,” Hook said. 

When I was able to take all three of his fingers, he started a steady pace of thrusting. He stretched and filled me just right, fucking me with his fingers in a way that made my climax gently rise inside of me. When he lapped at my clit again, the pleasure almost reached its climax, but he held his fingers motionless inside me. I moaned and wiggled, trying to get him to move again, but he held his hand still.

After another delicious lick, Hook lifted his head and said. “You’re going to fuck yourself on my fingers, chasing your orgasm, and you’re going to come for me.”

My mouth fell open in shock, and my muscles clenched around his fingers. He groaned, dove down again, and started licking my clit with those delicious little movements. The pleasure rose inside me again, but I needed more friction to be able to reach it. 

“Please, Hook,” I begged, but he held his hand still.

With a huff, I started to move my hips, fucking myself on his hand. I closed my eyes and tried to surrender to the feeling, but it didn’t work. 

“Look at me,” Hook murmured against my clit, the words vibrating through me.

A shiver of delight filled me, and I opened my eyes. His encouraging gaze helped me find my confidence. I moaned and moved my hips as he lapped at my clit. The friction was amazing as his tongue worked my clit. The balled-up tension inside me was released, and pleasure washed over me. My muscles clenched around his fingers, only enhancing the amazing feeling of being filled by him, and I came with a pleasured cry. Pixie dust surrounded us again, the gold specks giving his skin a warm undertone. He growled, and the vibrations only prolonged my climax. Pleasure filled every sense as my whole body released the tension it had built up.

He dragged his fingers out, licking my release and pixie dust from his hand.

“You did amazing,” Hook said while licking his fingers. He looked at me and added. “Good girl.”

Another shiver washed over my body, filled with the same pleasure as my orgasm.

“How are you feeling?” Hook asked.

I sighed. How to even describe the turmoil that was waging war inside of me? Amazing, invigorated, powerful? 

“Better,” I said, going for the easy answer instead of the existential one.

“Ready for another?”

With a moan, I nodded. I was ready for everything he was willing to give me. He stood up from the bed and undressed with hurried hands. His body was amazing, muscular, hairy, and manly, and for this brief moment in time, all mine. His cock rose proudly between his legs, mouthwatering large. He gripped it, stroking it a few times. 

I could see a bead of precum on the tip and couldn’t resist my urge to taste him. I sat up in bed, grabbed his cock, and pulled him to me. With a startled groan, he let me. His cock felt hard beneath my touch, but his skin was soft. I leaned over and swept my tongue over the head of his cock. His musky, salty taste exploded in my mouth, and I moaned in delight. With a groan, he pulled me off him.

“I don’t want this to end too soon,” Hook managed to say between gritted teeth.

I didn’t want this to end ever, but I didn’t want to scare him off, so I remained silent and released his cock from my grip. Now that I was sitting upright, I could stretch my wings. I opened them, and his gaze drifted to the shimmering membrane. 

“You’re beautiful,” Hook said with an almost reverent tone.

I could feel my cheeks heat up, and my wings fluttered in excitement. With every flap, the pixie dust I had created whirled around the cabin. Soon, every inch of his personal space would be covered in the stuff. Peter always hated it when I left a trail of fairy dust, but Hook didn’t seem to mind.

He pushed me down on the bed, leaning over me. My wing stuck underneath me at an awkward angle, and I winced. He immediately pulled back and analyzed the situation. Stroking his bearded chin in a move that shouldn’t be as sexy as it was, he shook his head.

“What position will be comfortable for you?”

I didn’t know. I never had sex with a non-fairy before, and all my fairy experience was so long ago that I didn’t remember much of it. When he saw the dumbfounded look on my face, he smiled gently at me.

“No worries, we’ll figure it out together.” 

Hook looked around his small cabin and pulled his chair into the middle of the room. He sat on it and spread his arms wide, inviting me to sit down on his legs. I bit my lip, admiring his powerful legs that led my gaze to his hard cock. When I hesitated for a moment too long, he growled. The low and deep sound vibrated through me, and I moaned in response.

“Are you going to be a good girl and sit on my lap?”

My wings fluttered, and I flew to him, my feet never touching the ground. I landed on his lap. His hands immediately encompassed my waist as he pulled me on top of his cock. I was still soaking wet from my previous orgasms, and his massive cock slipped easily into my eager entrance. I moaned when he stretched me more than his three fingers had done at the same time as Hook let out a muttered curse. 

“Good girl,” Hook managed to get out.

His encouraging words were enough to let me break free from my internal struggles. He wanted me as much as I wanted him. His rock-hard cock was deep inside me, and I was going to make sure that this was as enjoyable for him as it was for me. I squeezed my inner muscles as I pushed up, gripping his cock hard with my pussy. As I descended again, I gripped his hand and placed it on my breast. I gripped his faux hand to steady myself as I rode his cock.

“Fuck, you’re marvelous, Tink,” he said.

“You feel so good inside of me, Hook,” I moaned.

I lifted his hook to my lips, as my wings and legs worked to ride him hard. I lifted his hook up towards my face. As I slowly licked his metal appendage, his eyes fixated on my mouth. He groaned and pulled me into his arms to kiss me. His mouth devoured mine as he pushed his hips up to fuck me harder. 

My climax rose with each thrust. The pleasure inside me was getting bigger and bigger. I pulled back, panting to look at Hook's expressive face, which only enhanced my arousal. His bright blue eyes were hot with desire, and his face was contorted with pleasure. I wanted him to lose control inside of me. I needed him to claim me as his forever.

“Please,” I moaned, not entirely sure what I was begging for. 

“You’re going to come and squeeze me hard like a good girl, aren’t you?”

I nodded, riding him harder, chasing that high together with him.

“You’re going to make me come as well. I’m going to fill your good girl cunt with my seed. Making you all dirty and ruining you for any other man. You’re mine, Tink.”

His dirty words were enough to push me over the edge. I screamed his name as my orgasm washed over me. Pleasure filled my body as I trembled on top of him, my muscles squeezing his rock-hard cock. I could feel him throb inside me, and with another thrust and a pleasured cry, he came as well. My pussy milked his cock as he filled me with his seed, and pleasure flowed through me. My wings fluttered, and a massive burst of pixie dust coated us and the cabin in a golden layer. I trembled with pleasure as he poured spurt after spurt of his cum into me.

I let myself fall against his chest, and immediately his strong arms surrounded me. His hand caressed my quivering back, and he whispered soothing words in my ear.

“You did so well, my good girl.”

Another shiver of delight went through me at hearing his praise. I wanted to stay like this forever, warm, sated, safe, and cherished.

A loud knock on the door startled us. 

“Uhm, Captain,” a voice said through the door. “Pan is here, and he isn’t looking happy.”

I shivered again and nestled closer to Hook. A million thoughts crossed my mind, but one remained firmly in place. I wanted to stay here with Hook.

He growled as his embrace tightened. “Tell him we’re busy. Tink is staying here. She almost died because of him, and I won’t let that happen again.”

There was silence on the other side of the door, and then heavy footsteps that walked away. I looked up at him: my savior, the Captain of the Pirates, my Hook.

“Are you sure?” I asked, my voice thick and unsteady.

He gently cupped my face with his hand and stroked my cheek with his hook. “I have never been more sure of anything in my whole life. Do you want to stay? I can always drop you off somewhere safe by the mermaids, or wherever you...”

I cut off whatever foolish thing he was about to say next with a kiss. His hard mouth softened under mine, and he kissed me back. I didn’t know what the future would hold for us, but I knew how he made me feel, and that was all that mattered.
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The End
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What if Jack Frost taught the Snow Queen to control her powers?

#

[image: ]


“Again,” Jack said.

I huffed out an annoyed breath, but listened to him and created yet another ice statue of him. I was forever grateful that he had come to the castle just in time to help me and prevent a forever winter in my country, but his training techniques were a bit... self-centered.

Since the beginning of our training, I have created a thousand statues of him, a million snowflakes shaped like his head, a mirage in the sky of him on a horse, and even an ice castle. He also taught me a dozen different ways to harness my power and control my emotions, but it was almost as if he was testing and poking me to see when I would crack under his constant pestering. 

“Again,” Jack said.

A little mischievous idea entered my mind. The next statue I created of him had a slightly bigger nose. The next one had frizzy hair, and the one after that had short legs. It took five more statues of him looking more and more grotesque before he caught on.

He crossed his arms, with his little smirk forever plastered on his face. “You think that’s funny?”

I giggled as the next statue I created mirrored his stance, but had stick arms instead of his impressive biceps. Jack shook his head, trying to hide his smile but failing miserably.

He rolled up his sleeves, showing off his muscular arms. He wasn’t massively built, but he had muscles all over, and when he showed them off, I suddenly had a hard time concentrating on things.

“Two can play that game,” Jack said and created five statues with one flick of his hand.

I still marveled at his powers. He had taught me so much, but he had decades of practice before me. When I inspected the statues, I noticed they were of both of us, depicting increasingly erotic positions. I gasped and turned to him. Jack shot me a challenging look with one eyebrow arched. He was trying to get under my skin, and it was working, but I couldn’t admit that. I was still a queen, and I wouldn’t let him embarrass me. We were both adults. It just happened that I had a crush on him, and those images were creating fantasies in my head about what it would be like between us.

With a deep breath, I worked to create a lifelike statue of him as detailed as I could. I filled in some things I hadn’t seen yet, like his muscles and six-pack, but the moment supreme would be his cock. I gave him the smallest cock I could think of.

Jack’s first look was one of appreciation as he saw the attention to detail I had put into it, but when he got to his appendage, his eyes shot hot with fire. He flicked his hand and let it grow to a size I knew couldn’t be real, but I watched transfixed anyway.

“This is more accurate,” he said, gesturing to it. 

I laughed. “No way.”

Suddenly, he was standing before me, almost touching. He was as tall as I, and his mouth was level with mine. I wanted to kiss him, but I wouldn’t be the one to make the first move.

“Do you want me to show you?” Jack asked.

His cocky grin was nowhere to be seen; his face suddenly more serious than I had ever seen before. I wasn’t sure what to say, but my dear sister yelling at me disrupted my answer. 

“You've gotta come see this.” Anna stopped when she saw us so close together, a cute blush on her face from the running. “Oh. Am I interrupting something?”

Her husband ran after her, and I immediately took a step back. If they were both here, it must be something important. 

I nodded at Jack and said. “We’ll continue our training later.”

His charming grin was plastered on his face again, and he gestured to the castle on the mountain behind him. “You know where to find me.”

After I dealt with my state affairs, which were not nearly as urgent as my sister had led me to believe, I went back to Jack’s castle. I wanted to discuss what had happened earlier. There was a definite chemistry between us, but we shouldn’t act on it. He was my instructor, and I was queen. It would never work, especially considering he would leave as soon as I had mastered my powers fully.

When I reached his room, I heard strange noises coming from behind the door. It almost sounded as if he were in pain. I opened the door and saw him standing in the middle of the room, stroking his cock in front of an ice statue of me, naked on my knees.

With a gasp, I drew his attention, and he cursed. With a flick of his hand, the statue disappeared, and suddenly he was standing before me, absolutely naked, nothing obstructing my view. I could see that his actual cock was as lifelike as the one on the statue I had created and he had let grow. He was absolutely magnificent. His whole body was lean and muscular without even a speck of hair, and his pale cock was massive and fully erect in his hand. With another flick of his hand, he created a garment, but before it could hit his skin, I dissolved it into snowflakes. 

“Don’t,” I said, my voice echoing against the ice walls.

Jack pulled his hand from his cock as I took a step closer.

“Stop,” I said, and he froze.

I slowly got down on my knees and repeated myself more clearly.

“Don’t stop.”

Kneeling before him, I let my clothes disappear. Jack gasped and looked at me with wide eyes. His heated gaze roved over my body, and I could feel my nipples pucker.

“Don’t stop with what you were doing,” I said and gestured my head towards his hard cock. 

As if not sure, he slowly gripped his cock again. A tremor went through his whole body as he pumped his cock with lazy strokes while looking at my naked body. 

“Is this what you were fantasizing about?” I asked, while I spread my thighs so he could see my pussy.

A tortured groan erupted from his throat as he worked his erection harder. Arousal grew inside me as I watched his hand move over his delicious cock. With a flick of my wrist, I let the icy floor move like a carpet, so he slid closer to me. His cock looked even better in close-up. I could see every vein running along his length, and I was dying to taste it.

“Don’t stop,” I said again.

Jack stroked his erection while looking at me with fire in his eyes. He made sounds of pleasure but didn’t speak a word. I had never seen him so quiet before. Now I knew what the trick was to shut him up. A smirk lifted my mouth, and he moaned.

“Are you going to come all over my breasts?” I asked as I cupped them.

My nipples puckered when his heated gaze fixated on them. The cold never bothered me, but his hot looks did things to my body that I hadn’t felt in a long time. I pinched my nipples between my fingers and bit my lip to stifle my moan. 

Jack cursed and worked his cock faster. I could see his body tremble and tense. His sharp inhales of breath were the only warming I got before he came. His seed shot out and covered my naked chest as he groaned. It felt pleasantly cool on my skin. I had expected it to be warm, but it matched his body temperature as it did mine. 

“Do you feel better?” I asked.

He groaned and pulled me up into an embrace, not caring that it got his seed on his chest as well.

“Fuck, that was hot,” Jack said.

His body trembled as he hugged me close, his face buried in my hair.

A giggle escaped me. “I would rather say cold, but...”

My words were caught off when he captured my mouth with his. The kiss was filled with longing and pent-up desire. This kiss was going to be the beginning of our story. I wanted him so much. I knew it wasn’t smart, and that there were a thousand good reasons not to do this, but the one that overruled them all was that I needed him. I may be a queen and ruler of a country, but I was also a woman with needs that I knew only Jack could fulfill.

With a flick of his hand, Jack created a massive throne suited for royalty. It was beautiful with snowflakes and crystals adorning the backrest, and soft, glimmering pillows of snow on the seat. He gently sat me down on the seat and kneeled before me. 

“My turn,” he said and dove in between my legs.

A gasp escaped me as his amazing mouth attacked my pussy. It felt like he was determined to give me the same amount of pleasure he had experienced. His lips and tongue felt divine against my skin, his temperature matching mine. 

“Oh, Jack, that feels good,” I moaned as he circled my clit with his tongue.

“Fuck, you’re delicious,” he murmured against my pussy.

I gripped the armrests for balance while the arousal inside of me grew. It was incredibly hot to see Jack, my teacher, kneeling between my legs, determined to give me pleasure. As he pulled back, I mewled in disappointment. His cheeky grin was back on his face, and I loved the twinkle in his eyes.

“Are you ready for more?” Jack asked.

I just nodded, not sure what more he could give me than the pleasure of his mouth. His mischievous grin turned wider, and with a flick of his hand, he created something out of ice. My eyes widened when I realized it was a glistening dildo. It was almost a perfect match for his cock, but two sizes smaller.

“I’m going to work this in you slowly and let it grow until you’re ready to take me,” Jack said.

Before my eyes, the dildo grew until it was the same size as him. My eyes shot from the dildo to his face, to his cock, and back. My pussy clenched around nothing, achingly empty, and I moaned in need.

“Fuck, yes, please, Jack,” I moaned.

“Is my Snow Queen begging for my cock?” he asked with his head cocked to the side.

I huffed out an annoyed breath, sitting up straighter, ready to close my legs. His hand stopped me, pressing my legs wide as he came closer. He sat so close that I couldn’t close my legs, his shoulders blocking me. 

“A queen doesn’t beg,” I said breathlessly.

“But it looks so good on you,” he said with a smirk.

He teased the dildo between my pussy lips, coating it in my juices. I moaned as the cold temperature hit me. It was a tinge colder than him, which created an amazing sensation in my pussy. A shiver ran through me as my arousal grew. 

“Are you ready to beg?” he asked.

I shook my head as he pulled the dildo back up, showing me how wet it had gotten from my juices. He let it decrease in size and licked it.

“I could get addicted to your taste,” Jack said.

Before I could answer, he pushed the dildo inside. Even at the smaller size, it already felt big and deliciously stretched me. I moaned as he pushed more and more inside, stuffing me with his icy appendage. 

“Are you going to take my cock as well as this?” Jack asked as the dildo finally bottomed out inside. 

I could feel his fingers graze against my clit as he pulled back and pushed it inside of me again. My pleasure grew with each thrust of the dildo and each caress on my clit. I couldn’t answer his question as I was so caught up in the sensations he was giving me. 

“Are you ready for more?” Jack asked as he kept pleasuring me.

“More,” I moaned, nodding and spreading my legs wider.

My muscles squeezed around the dildo as it increased in size, making me feel fuller than before. He thrust it in and out, each stroke sparking pleasure inside me.

“More,” I moaned again, knowing he was still bigger.

He growled and let the dildo grow again. He fucked me harder with it, his eyes focused on my face. 

“Jack, please,” I said.

He leaned closer to me, eyes focused on me, thrusting the enormous dildo inside of me.
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