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This book contains sexual content. It is not intended for anyone under the age of adulthood. All characters depicted in sexual situations herein are over 18 of age. This book is not to be used as an informational guide to any type of sex or sexual education. 

Some content within this book may be triggering or disturbing to some readers. Reader discretion is advised. 

This book features: Undernegociated kinks, consensual non-consent, pet play, pain play, humiliation play.
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The tower stands as the sole landmark in the plain. In any other situation, calling it a tower at all would be borderline insulting- it is taller than the average building, for sure, but in a forest, it would be lost among virtually any type of tree. Then again, maybe its owner purposely kept it small so it wouldn’t be seen from the path. From what you’d gathered, she seemed attached to her privacy.

Not that it matters. A witch, even one avoiding troubles, is still a witch. Those who deal with magic trample in the territory of the gods. And you, of all people, know this is not the kind of power that should be handed to just anyone.

You spot the witch soon enough. She’s outside, gathering herbs near the tower. She spots you too, you can tell. She straightens up, and watches you trot up to her. When you’re a couple feet away from her, she starts backing away, and so that is where you stop.

She takes in your appearance- the thick tunic, the sword by your hip. After a few seconds, she speaks: “Friend or foe?”

“Foe.” There is no point in tricking her. You derive no joy in killing (though, seeing her smooth skin, those hands that have never held any weapons, by the gods, you want to make her bruise, you want to feel her bones crack under your fists and and her skin cave under your teeth and-) you derive no joy in killing, nor in inflicting pain, but you do enjoy a good fight. “The villagers have asked for your head, I’m afraid.”

“... I’m not even bothering them. They don’t even know where my house is.” She rolls her eyes, clicking her tongue in annoyance. “You’re more polite than most, hero. Is there no way to convince you to turn back? Gold? Some potions? More power, perhaps?”

That last one sends shivers down your spine. “Afraid not.” You unsheathe your sword. “I’m not exactly in for the money.”

“That’s unfortunate.” She says, very casually. And then she throws a fireball at you.

You jump to the side. She’s had the foresight to keep a safe distance between the two of you- but that also works in your favor. You lunge towards her, slashing upright, but a shield of ice briefly forms to block your blow.

Fire and ice. Pretty standard. Though ice especially is quite the versatile magic. You have to be careful. She’s strong.

Your next couple blows are blocked similarly. The third is only deviated, your blade catching in the fabric of her dress. She’s skilled, very skilled, every spell of hers making your heart pound- but she clearly did not expect you to move this fast. No one ever does.

Your fourth slash leaves her side open. 

You rear your fist and punch her in the stomach. She makes an odd, choking noise, (that makes your heart sings,) so your rear arm again and-

when your knuckles connect with her again, you feel a hand grabbing onto your wrist, and then

lightning

lightning

lightning

You howl, electricity coursing through your veins, your lungs, in the very air you breathe. Your knees buckle under you, and you collapse on the ground.

“... Good gods.” The witch cradles her stomach. “You didn’t pull any punches, did you.”

Of course not, you want to say, but your mouth refuses to work. You try to get back up, once, twice- but your limbs won't hold your weight. You can only watch as the mage kneels next to you.

"Go ahead." You hiss as soon as you’re able. "Kill me."

You suppose you should feel- resentment, perhaps, or regret, at your imminent death. All you can come up with is ouch. This hurts. You’ve hunted monsters and witches for years, figuring that, well, if you die, you die. But you’d never thought your death would be so- anticlimactic.

At least you had a good fight. And that witch is quite pretty. There are worse ways to go, you conclude.

"Tempting." She reaches down to flip you on your back. "But I think that’d be quite the waste."

A waste...?

You want to tense up, but your body still won’t obey you. Does she know? She’s a witch. Can she sense it? Your curse? Will she try to extract it, distill it- that piece of the divine that has been forced onto you?

Her hand cups your cheek, tilting your head up. For a second, pure fear strikes you. You don’t mind dying. But what if she needs you alive for this? There are fates much worse than death. What if she bleeds you out, or skin you, or-

and then her lips are on yours, and your fear dies in that kiss.

You’re so stunned, you forget to think. You’re entranced by the star-like freckles on her dark skin. Her lips are warm and soft, and you want to (bite them) (bite her) (tear her apart) let it last forever.

The witch parts from you. "You're so cute." She purrs, patting your face. "You were polite enough to strike a conversation before trying to kill me, so I’ll let you go this time. But don’t you dare come back. Else, I’ll claim more than just a kiss.”

More than-

Blood rushes to your face. Is she- is she threatening you with- what kind of sick, deranged person would say that?! What kind of monster would- derive pleasure from the suffering of another? One would have to be a monster. One would have to be pure evil. One would have to be as bad as you.

“I don’t even hang around villagers much, I mostly do my own thing. So really, go focus on people who deserve it, hero.” 

She gets back up, still holding her stomach, and as she limps to get back into her tower, you are filled with the certainty that you have to fight this witch again.
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The second fight... does not go any better.

The witch is breathless above you, pinning you down by the wrists. A bruise is blossoming on her right cheek. Your ankle hurts from where her ice caught you to trip you.

“You know,” she pants, “most would stay away after a first loss.”

That’s true. Unfortunately for her, you are painfully aware of how unlike most people you are. “I’ve yet to meet someone I could not beat.”

The witch raises an eyebrow. “And now you clearly have.” Slowly, she peels her fingers away from your wrists, freeing you inch by inch. “Fun as it is to fight with you, I’d rather live my life without attempted murders. So, scram, and leave me at my peace. Next time, I will kill you.”

You bark out a laugh. “As if. You couldn’t even commit to your first threat.”

“My first...?” 

For a few seconds, the witch’s brows knit in confusion. 

Then understanding dawns on her features, and she smirks.

“Oh. Is that why you came back?” 

Suddenly, she pins your wrists down again with all her weight. “Did you want me to have my wicked ways with you, little hero? Were you eager to see what I’d do when you lost?”

“Wha- no!” You feel your face heat up at the suggestion. “Who would want that?” 

You may not be all that well-versed in the matters of intimacy, but do know that there are universally good
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