

    
        
          Spell Bound Mind

        

        
        
          Katie T. W.

        

        
          Published by KatieTheWriter, 2024.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      SPELL BOUND MIND

    

    
      First edition. November 26, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Katie T. W..

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230305200

    

    
    
      Written by Katie T. W..

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Katie T. W.

	    

      
	    
          
	      An Adventurous Girls Erotic Travelogue

          
        
          
	          Pleasured in Paris

          
        
          
	          Taking It Rough In Rome

          
        
          
	          Lesbians In Lesbos

          
        
          
	          Infidelity In Istanbul

          
        
          
	          Desire on the Nile.

          
        
          
	          Seduction On The Serengeti

          
        
          
	          Taken Thoroughly in Table Bay

          
        
          
	          Discovering Dominance in Dubai

          
        
          
	          Erotic Europe Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Author Exposed

          
        
          
	          Author Exposed: My brother-in-Law catches me writing erotica

          
        
          
	          Author Exposed 2: Filming Porn In The Corn

          
        
          
	          Author Exposed 3: My Husband Films Me and His Brother

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Delphine’s Boudoir

          
        
          
	          Mistake at Delphine’s Boudoir

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Katie and Jack

          
        
          
	          Dancing In The Moonlight

          
        
          
	          The Perfect Storm. The Perfect Honeymoon.

          
        
          
	          The Vacation Switch

          
        
          
	          The Vacation Switch- One Year Later

          
        
          
	          Katie And Jack: Seen And Shared

          
        
          
	          The Vacation Switch: Cruising Beyond Fidelity

          
        
          
	          The Vacation Switch Trilogy. Three book collection.

          
        
          
	          The Katie And Jack Stories. 7 Book Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Katie's Collection

          
        
          
	          Katie's Collection Volume 1: Thirteen Erotic Stories

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Roommates Parents

          
        
          
	          A Visit From My Roommates Mum

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Cloak, Dagger, and Desire

          
        
          
	          The Heart Of Vaylax

          
        
          
	          Collateral Damage

          
        
          
	          Driven To Infidelity

          
        
          
	          Beneath The Mask

          
        
          
	          Spell Bound Mind

          
        
          
	          The Waves of Pasión

          
        
          
	          A Christmas Arrangement

          
        
          
	          How To Throw A Party For A Cumslut

          
        
          
	          Aethelwyn’s Fire

          
        
          
	          Folk Melodies and Forbidden Pleasures

          
        
          
	          Virtual Vice

          
        
          
	          A Soldier's Secret

          
        
          
	          Sweat, Sparks And Sparring.

          
        
          
	          The Bacchanal Awakening: A New Year’s Offering

          
        
          
	          An New Years Feast

          
        
          
	          Have Yourself A Sexy Little Christmas

          
        
          
	          Festive Fucking. 5 Story Collection

          
        
          
	          Baby It's Cold Outside

          
        
          
	          The Car Sex Collection

          
        
          
	          The Wedding Party

          
        
          
	          A Cumslut At The Bus Stop

          
        
          
	          Wild Camping: My Wife’s Gift Was Her Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Cunting on the Pam

          
        
          
	          Payback's a Treat

          
        
          
	          The Offering

          
        
          
	          Stop and Frisk

          
        
          
	          A Sacred Loophole

          
        
          
	          Swinging Surprise

          
        
          
	          Dungeons and Domina

          
        
          
	          Katie's Cravings: 12 Story Collection

          
        
          
	          Tray's Anatomy

          
        
          
	          Dinner With New Friends

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Katie T. W.’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Katie T. W.

Late-Night Glyphcrafting

Forming Bond

Inescapable Awareness

An Intense Bond

A Duet While Apart

A Bond Unbroken

Breaking Apart by Coming Together

Sign up for Katie T. W.'s Mailing List

Also By Katie T. W.

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Late-Night Glyphcrafting

[image: ]


The workshop was dimly lit, the amber glow of mana-powered lanterns casting long shadows across the rows of cluttered workbenches. The air smelled of oil, soot, and the faint tang of ozone from discharged spells. Isolde Predar, or Issy to those close to her, leaned over a glyph she was carefully inscribing onto a metal plate. The delicate lines of the runes glimmered faintly as she etched, her silver hair falling over one shoulder, tied back in a simple braid.

Across the table sat Lyric Thorne, an older apprentice with a mischievous smile that never seemed to fade. She lounged with casual grace, idly spinning a small enchanted compass between her fingers. “You know,” Lyric said, her voice teasing, “if you focus any harder, you might scare the glyph into working by sheer intimidation.”

Issy glanced up, arching a brow. “And if you’re any less helpful, I might just tell the master and let the Guild assign you to recalibrating ward glyphs in the factory basement.”

Lyric laughed, a low, musical sound that warmed the chilly air. “Oh, don’t pretend you wouldn’t miss me. Who else would remind you to take a break before you drive yourself mad with perfectionism?”

Issy rolled her eyes but couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at her lips. “If I don’t finish this, Master Teran will have me running errands for a month. And some of us actually care about our work.”

Lyric leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand. “I care plenty. Just not about impressing Teran. What’s the point of all this precision when the Guild will still decide our futures, no matter what we want?”

Issy’s smile faded. She couldn’t argue. The Mage’s Guild controlled everything, their training, their assignments, and even who they were allowed to marry or have children with. It was suffocating, and Lyric’s words only reminded her of how little control they had.

“You’re thinking about it now, aren’t you?” Lyric asked softly. “All those rules. All those restrictions.”

Issy hesitated, then nodded. “It’s hard not to. They make us feel like we’re tools to be used, not people.”

Lyric reached across the table, her fingers brushing Issy’s wrist. The touch was warm and tender. “Then stop worrying about them for a while. We’re alone. No one’s watching. For once, just, let go.” It was rare for apprentices to be in the workshop alone but both Issy and Lyric were well trusted and had been allowed to hang back to finish the project they were working on.

Issy’s pulse quickened as Lyric’s thumb traced slow circles on her wrist. The lantern light caught the golden undertones of Lyric’s skin, the curve of her lips as she leaned closer. Issy’s mind raced. This wasn’t the first time Lyric had teased her like this, but tonight there was something different, something serious beneath the playful tone.

“Lyric,” Issy began, her voice barely above a whisper, “we shouldn’t, ”

“They don’t care what we do, as long as it won’t make a baby.” Lyric’s smile was soft now, inviting. “It’s the one bit of freedom they can’t control. Don’t you want to feel free, even for a little while?”

Issy didn’t answer, but her hesitation was enough. Lyric leaned in, closing the distance between them, her lips brushing against Issy’s in a kiss that was both gentle and insistent. For a moment, Issy froze, her mind shouting a dozen reasons why this was a terrible idea. Then the warmth of Lyric’s touch melted her resistance, and she kissed back.

The dim light of the mana-powered lanterns bathed Lyric in a soft glow, making her golden skin almost luminous. Her dark eyes glimmered with mischief and desire as she leaned closer to Issy, her lips hovering just a breath away. Issy’s heart pounded, her mind spinning with uncertainty and excitement. Lyric’s voice was low, a teasing whisper that sent shivers down her spine.

“Let go, Issy. Just for tonight.”

Lyric’s fingers brushed lightly against Issy’s wrist, the touch sending a ripple of warmth up her arm. The workshop was dim, the glow of mana-powered lamps casting long, flickering shadows across the cluttered space. The air felt heavy, filled with unspoken words and a tension that neither of them dared to fully acknowledge—until now.

Issy’s heart raced as Lyric leaned closer, her dark eyes shining with confidence and something softer, more inviting. The scent of oil and parchment mixed with Lyric’s warmth, and Issy felt herself stiffen, her mind a whirl of conflicting thoughts.

“You’re nervous,” Lyric said softly, her voice low and teasing, but not unkind. She tilted her head, her hand moving to rest gently on Issy’s knee. “You don’t have to be.”

“I—” Issy’s voice faltered, her cheeks flushing. “I’ve never... done anything like this before.”

Lyric smiled, a slow, reassuring curve of her lips that sent Issy’s stomach fluttering. “I know,” she said, her tone gentle now. “That’s okay.”

Issy’s hands fidgeted in her lap, her fingers brushing over the hem of her tunic. She glanced at the door, her mind racing with thoughts of being caught. “What if someone comes in? What if—”

“No one’s coming,” Lyric interrupted softly, her hand moving up to cup Issy’s cheek. Her thumb brushed over Issy’s skin, and the touch was so tender it made Issy’s breath hitch. “It’s just us. No one else matters right now.”

Issy swallowed hard, her eyes meeting Lyric’s. Her silver hair fell over one shoulder, and she instinctively tucked it back, suddenly self-conscious of how she must look—tired from hours of glyphwork, smudges of ink still faint on her fingers. “I’m not sure I know what to do,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Lyric’s laugh was soft and warm, wrapping around Issy like a comforting embrace. “You don’t have to know anything,” she said. “Just let me show you.”

The confidence in Lyric’s voice was soothing, and Issy felt herself start to relax, if only slightly. She closed her eyes as Lyric leaned in, their foreheads brushing before Lyric’s lips met hers in a kiss that was as soft as it was certain. The warmth of it spread through Issy, chasing away the cold knot of fear in her stomach. She felt Lyric’s hand slide to the back of her neck, fingers threading gently through her hair as the kiss deepened.

Issy’s nerves didn’t vanish entirely—they buzzed beneath her skin, a constant hum of uncertainty—but Lyric’s touch was steady, grounding her. She followed Lyric’s lead, her lips moving hesitantly at first but with growing confidence as Lyric’s hands roamed lightly over her back.

“See?” Lyric murmured against her lips, her voice low and teasing. “You’re a natural.”

Issy let out a shaky laugh, her cheeks still flushed. “You’re just saying that.”

Lyric pulled back slightly, her dark eyes searching Issy’s face. “I don’t say things I don’t mean,” she said simply. “You’re beautiful, Issy. And I want this. If you do too.”

The sincerity in her voice sent a shiver through Issy. She hesitated for only a moment
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