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Foreword



All characters in this book are over 18 years of age. This book features kinks and themes that may be offensive to some. The author doesn’t endorse the characters’ beliefs or behavior.

It contains instances of breeding kink, pregnancy, knotting, mild degradation, age gap, unprotected sex, pregnant sex, daddy kink, and Ddlg role-play. It also features miscommunication and trust issues between the characters. Read further only if you are comfortable with these themes.


Chapter 1



Nova 

The bartender is staring at me.

“Why do you look so sad, Senorita?” The flirty gargoyle leans over the counter, his hands busy mixing drinks for one of the other patrons. He’s an older monster. Wrinkles sag on his stony skin but he’s still got his charm.

I wait for his desire for me to pierce through my cloud of melancholy but it doesn’t happen. My mind is weighed down by heavy thoughts of my impending marriage to some cold, heartless monster. My father is ruthless, ambitious, and greedy. All that matters to him is to use me to ensure his business’s growth. And that means forming a marriage alliance with one of the rich monster families that have come to dominate the economy. I have only a few months left of college. After that, I’m going to be sold off to some stuffy husband in an arranged marriage.

I sigh.

“I’m not sad,” I say to the bartender. “Just thirsty.”

I let him dwell on the double meaning behind my words. My inner thighs are warm with anticipation. I came to this bar tonight to find someone attractive to have sex with and forget about how oppressed I am in real life. So far, I haven’t had any luck with picking up men—or monsters.

“I think I have just the drink for you.” The gargoyle cackles as he disappears behind the counter. He pulls a long glass bottle filled with green alcohol from the shelves behind the bar and mixes it with a few different liquids. Then he offers it to me in a sleek cocktail glass with a lemon wedge. “Sunshine Days. My own creation. It’ll lift your mood. Guaranteed.”

“Thank you.” I take the drink gratefully, sipping on it. The tartness of something citric mixed with sweet strawberry and volatile alcohol hits the back of my throat. I swallow down two more sips. I appreciate the way it makes my limbs feel loose. Maybe liquid courage is all I need to ask the bartender to spend the night with me when his shift ends. He’s a bit old for me, but I doubt I’m getting any better options tonight. It’s a weekday night and most of the crowd at this high-class bar consists of old businessmen and traders.

I picked this bar because I wanted to be claimed and fucked by the kind of guy I dream of—sophisticated, educated, and gentle. But I guess guys like that aren’t interested in a twenty-two-year-old curvy girl with a secret daddy kink.

The bartender looks behind me and his eyes widen.

“What is—” I swallow my words.

Every hair on my body rises when I hear a low, animalistic purr. I snap my gaze behind me where I spot a massive werewolf. He’s looking at his expensive golden watch, talking to someone on his cell phone as he occupies the seat next to me on the counter.

“My usual.” His silky voice caresses my pussy as he nods at the bartender who nods back. He must be a regular. The two seem familiar with each other.

I can tell from one look that he’s the Wall Street trader type. Busy. Workaholic. Has expensive taste and loves fine things. That watch on his furry wrist probably cost thousands of dollars. And he likely has more than one timepiece that costs a fortune.

As the gargoyle gets busy making his order, I flip my hair behind my shoulders, baring a strip of my naked skin.

Movement registers at the edge of my vision. The werewolf’s head is turned toward me. He’s still speaking to whoever he was speaking to but his gaze periodically skims over me. “Yeah, I’ll have the deal finalized by Monday morning. I’m off work now…bye, I’ll email you later.”

The cold, perfumed air in the bar prickles my back. The tops of my breasts that swell over the low neckline of my little black dress, are peppered with goosebumps. How can he be making me react like this just by looking at me? He’s not even staring or examining my body—he just vaguely looked in my direction.

The glowing intensity in his green gaze is supernatural. Ethereal. Like something out of a fiction novel. I’m mesmerized by the way his eyes glitter up close. I’ve never seen a monster with such bright green eyes. I like it. And it’s not only his eyes. His silver fur shimmers under the bar’s yellow lighting. I want to drag my fingers up that soft layer covering his muscled arms. God, he’d feel so nice to cuddle. If I were his wife, I could wake up cocooned in that smooth furry body every morning and have him lick me with that thick, long tongue of his…

Heat floods my core. The more I imagine blissful domestic mornings with the werewolf, the crazier I seem to myself. He’s simply a stranger in a bar. I don’t even know his name.

But I want to.

I mean, monsters like him are probably married to their jobs. He’d be a terrible husband. Workaholic. Boring in bed. Life would get mundane in no time.

Despite my attempts to convince myself that he’s just a materialistic workhorse dressed in a snazzy suit who happened to hit the genetic lottery, my core continues to flutter at his mere presence.

“Damn pheromones,” I mutter to myself. I know some monsters—especially werewolves release those when they’re tired, stressed, need sex…anything. And while those pheromones are not supposed to influence another species, somehow I’m being drawn into his spell.

I must’ve stared at him pretty hard. No matter how human he behaves, at his core, he’s an animal who senses danger. Who protects himself. Who prey on weaker species. His eyes are on me in a heartbeat. He sniffs the air as if trying to collect my scent. Trying to determine if I’m dangerous. “Excuse me? Did you say something to me?”

“Nothing.”

He’s not convinced by my feeble response. But he doesn’t make an issue out of it. He returns his attention to his mobile phone and I breathe a sigh of relief. But it’s short-lived.

Because a moment later, he’s on his feet, craning his neck toward me. I should jerk back when his head comes toward me but I don’t. My belly only grows hotter with intrigue.

He sniffs my neck. Takes long inhales of my body scent like it’s the most potent perfume in the world. Then releases a sexy growl.

The way my thighs squeeze together to keep my pussy from leaking more slick tells me that Mr. Werewolf is the one I need to get my body off tonight. It’s not like I’m committing to a lifetime with him. It’ll be fun, memorable right. That’s all.

The rumbles echoing through his throat send delicious waves of heat down my body.

When I drop my eyelids and pull my head back to grant him access to my bare neck, he’s taken aback. He pulls away immediately. “Sorry, that was rude. It’s an animal instinct thing.”

“I understand.”

His electric green eyes widen, showing a trace of openness. “You do?”

“Yeah, I used to have a werewolf classmate in high school. She sniffed people all the time. Said it helped her feel safe and identify danger.”

His mouth opens. He releases a stream of breath. He straightens himself before turning to me. He curves his claws around the big tumbler the bartender handed him. “Can you move away? Sit five seats over?”

“Did you not like what you smelled on me?” I inquire. “Do I smell like an enemy?”

“No.” His fingers go to his immaculate green tie. He loosens it as if he’s suffocating. “But your smell is too strong. It gives me a headache.”

It’s clear from his tone that he didn’t mean to say headache. In fact, my gaze trails down his wide torso to the massive tent in his pants.

The werewolf is turned on by me. My smell turned him on. Just like his pheromones made me feel sexual toward him. Isn’t that a sign that we’re compatible in bed? Animals recognize mates through their sense of smell. Humans are animals, too, at the end of the day.

I smooth my palm up his thick thighs, my throat drying up at how good his rippling muscles feel under my touch. He’s all man. All alpha. I bet he never goes easy on the women he fucks, pounding them mercilessly until he’s gotten them to come. Part of me wants to be his woman. Wants to be ruined by that massive monster cock while he holds me down with those thick, powerful arms. “It looks like my smell gave you a boner, too.”

Lux glares at me. He’s angry that I saw through him but he doesn’t protest. I guess he’s honest, at least.

“Can you move?” he repeats himself.

“I was here first, you know. Why don’t you move?”

“Because this is my seat.” His eyebrows furrow. “I always sit here. Otherwise, I can’t relax.”

“I like this spot, too.” I pat the leather chair. “It has the best view of the bartender. Don’t want to miss the flirty kisses he’s blowing my way. If I’m lucky, he might go home with me.”

The werewolf makes a noise that’s between a grunt and a sigh. He pinches his forehead between his sharp nails. “Listen, I like your sassiness, Missy. It takes guts to be that confident in a place filled with alpha monsters. I doubt you’ll have any trouble finding a warm body for the night with that firecracker personality. So forget me and the gargoyle geezer who mixes drinks and go sit somewhere you can actually meet some decent men.”

“What’s your name?” I ask, intrigued. People usually criticize me for being a spitfire, for being passionate and sexual. He looks so stuffy but he isn’t like the men in upper-class society who pay for expensive foreign hookers while expecting their wives to be virtuous and proper.

“Lux.” He doesn’t give me his last name. Obviously. We’re strangers.

“Suits you,” I say.

“Leave.” He sounds hungry and starving.

“Don’t deny that you’re turned on by me,” I tease, feeling like a femme fatale—a sexy, grown-up woman whose sexuality can make a strong man lose his mind. Usually, I’m the one being controlled by men. It’s nice to feel like I can control them, too. Even if it’s only in a primal, sexual way.

“Missy, it’s not a good idea arguing with me.” The werewolf slams his heavy knuckle on the table, making a loud crashing noise. “Get up.”

“I’m not arguing. I’m firmly and politely telling you that I’m going to keep my ass planted here.” I don’t miss the way the cocky werewolf’s eyes lock on my curvy ass. He swallows so hard I hear his Adam’s apple bob. Watching him do that feels like injecting a drug into my veins. I came here tonight to feel sexually powerful. Before I’m sold off like a piece of meat to some rich husband by my greedy father, I wanted to have a hot night with a stranger I picked up at a bar. It has been at the top of my bucket list for ages.  

“And I’m politely telling you to go somewhere else.”

“Why are you so uncomfortable anyway?” I rest one hand on my generous hips. “I’m sitting over here quietly minding my own business.”

“You’re distracting.”

“How?”

“You just are.”

I giggle. “Are you going to keep pretending you don’t want to fuck me hard?” I trace the hard ridge of his cock over the fabric of his expensive pants. “Your erection seems to have gotten bigger. Want me to take care of it?”

“That’s a bad idea,” Lux says, darkness curling under his sentence.

I knew that he might reject me when I shot my shot but it stings more than I expected it to. It brings out the mean streak in me that lashes out when I’m hurt. “Can’t handle a woman who is a firecracker?”

“You want me to be honest?” Lux raises an eyebrow, lips inching upward in a smirk. “Small, vulnerable creatures like you awaken my primal instinct. The instinct to conquer and prove my strength.” His voice falls, morphing into a seductive whisper. I feel goosebumps rise on my arms at the way he strokes a clawed finger over the counter’s marble surface. “I want to pin your arms, hold down those fat hips, and breed you until you’re leaking my seed from your wet slit.”

I yelp. What he just said should scare me. I should be on my feet, running out of here. But I can’t help the way my pussy gushes at the promise of being pinned down and sprayed with warm monster cum. My walls contract, feeling the primal need to breed.

I’ve always played the part of the prim and proper heiress—being submissive, looking pretty, and getting a degree from a prestigious college so wealthy men would want me as their trophy wife. But that doesn’t mean I don’t burn with need and passion like any other person.

When a monster gazes at me the way this Wall Street werewolf is, like he wants to devour me, my sexual nature is laid bare. My blood is hotter than lava, and my pussy is desperate with ache. I don’t think I’ll sleep tonight if I don’t ride the huge, thick werewolf cock that Mr. Wall Street is packing under those tailored slate pants.

“So you have a breeding kink and a primal kink?” I shift my ass on the chair, loving the powerful effect I’m having on the werewolf. His teeth are bared and I can see him drooling. There’s no doubt he’s drooling for me.

“Yes and yes. Will you finally leave now?”

“I’m not scared of you,” I reply.

“What did you say your name was?” He rasps like he’s in pain.

“Nova.”

“Nova.” My name sounds a hundred times sexier in that growly, deep voice of his. “You’ve got my attention. Usually, women trip over themselves to leave whenever I mention my strange sexual fantasy about knocking them up.”

“It’s not that strange,” I reply. “A lot of monsters have breeding and primal kinks. It’s part of their animal nature. I studied that in college.”

His amused grin is debonair and charming, giving me a glimpse of a new side of him. “What class teaches you things like that?”

“Monster sexuality.”

His throat vibrates as he launches into a rumble of laughter. “Didn’t expect you’d be into that.”

“I’m into a lot of things you wouldn’t expect,” I add a cry to my voice, letting it sink into his conscience. Letting the sophisticated music and serene vibe of the bar relax him enough to make our encounter something more than just a casual conversation between strangers.

There’s a beat of charged silence as Lux contemplates whether to push this any further. Then he does.

He presses his nose against my ear. His long, delicate whiskers tickle my earlobe, making me moan. “Like breeding?” His words are a faint whisper but they’re full of promise. “You want to be held down and be impregnated by a big, bad werewolf?”

Yes. Yes. Yes. 

My pussy loves the idea. It drips moisture, clenching with desire. I know it’s reckless but this is what I came here for. A hot, passionate night with a sexy monster I’ll never have to see again. Guessing from his vibe, he doesn’t run in my circles anyway.

“I’m on birth control,” I say. “So there wouldn’t be any risk of pregnancy even if you came inside me.”

He rakes his claws over my back. My nerves shiver at the thought of a monster touching me. His non-human nature is undeniable. “That’s what I like to hear. I don’t want to marry or have kids right now, which is why my breeding kink is so weird to me.”

“As long as this remains a one-night stand, you can fuck me raw and forget about it,” I say. “If we ever meet again, just pretend you don’t know me.”

“You’re my type of girl.” An electric shock blasts all the way down to my toes when Lux kisses the curve of my neck. God, why does it feel so intimate and warm when he does that?

“Then get a room and rail me.” My cheeks are heating up. I’ve never behaved like this before, said such filthy things to a monster I barely know. I’ve only had one sexual experience in my life. It was an awkward, painful first time with a human man who left me unsatisfied.

Somehow, I don’t believe Lux will treat me the same way.

His arms are as strong as steel. I feel that in his powerful embrace when he wraps his arms around me. “You sure you want to try this? I’m not going to cry if you back out now. Or at any point.”

“I’ll let you know if I feel uncomfortable,” I say.

“Good.” He licks my bare shoulder. “You’re so small yet so brave.”

I make a small, strangled sound when his claws trace my inner thigh, reaching deeper under my dress to cup my wet arousal. Gosh, my panties are soaked from how much I’ve been craving him. When he extracts his hand, I see his palms are wet with my slick.

Lux rubs his wet palm over my dress. “Baby, you’re gushing like a fountain. You like the idea of being bred that much?”

My pussy spits out another stream of moisture in response to that statement. I guess we both have our answer.

I’ve never been that wet down there. What is it about this monster that’s making me drip like a leaking faucet? “I don’t want people seeing me like this.”

Lux’s mouth cracks into a smile that shows all his sharp teeth. I must have triggered his primal, masculine side because Lux straightaway scooped up my body into his arms and carried me out of the bar. I melt into his embrace when his arms wrap around me.

“I have a room here at this hotel,” he says, carrying me through the back to a set of elevators that are not accessible to the public.

I wriggle in his hold, loving how small, feminine, and precious I feel. His fur warms my skin. Like this, it’s easy to imagine that I’m enveloped in love. Held by a man who cherishes me. It brings out my deepest core need, the need to be protected and loved. A need my greedy, materialistic father never bothered to fulfill.

Before I can hold my tongue, the words are tumbling out of me, “Yes, Daddy.”

“What did you call me?” Lux’s eyes are nearly red with lust. His deep tone reverberates through his chest, bleeding into my skin and traveling through my blood. I think he likes being called Daddy. Deep inside, no matter how much he denies it, he probably wants to become one. Badly. Guys like him are secretly romantic. Maybe he’s just waiting for the one.

“Don’t you want to feel like a daddy?” I brush my fingers over his thick throat, ruffling his fur and leaving a trail of messed-up hair. “Isn’t that why you want to breed me?”

He grinds his teeth. The muscles on his snout and jaw protrude as he tries to reign in his desire but it eventually wins. “Fine. You can keep calling me that.”

“You liked it, didn’t you?” I smirk, having caught him out on his secret fantasy.

“Yes, baby. I did.” His expression melts into tenderness. He kisses between my breasts, a sweet peck on my chest that gives me goosebumps. His needy mouth doesn’t stop there. He swirls his thick, huge tongue over my breasts. The stimulation immediately makes my nipples peak into hard points that poke through the slinky fabric of my dress. “Mmm. Those nipples are so thick and tasty. Daddy’s going to suck them until they’re all sore.”

“Yes!” I let out a hoarse whisper. “Take my body, Daddy. It’s all yours.”

I writhe in pleasure as he peppers kisses up my throat. “Such a pretty girl. Daddy’s good girl.”

My pussy nearly detonates when he calls me his good girl. It’s like some neglected part of me has been seen and showered with praise for the first time.

“I want to be your good girl,” I say. The problem is, I mean every word and not just sexually. I want to be the woman he spoils and lavishes with attention, in and out of bed. I want to be cared for by him and be his girl. My voice breaks from neediness, “I want Daddy to love me more than anyone else.”

“Oh, my precious baby.” The werewolf’s teeth gently work up to my earlobe, gripping my sensitive flesh between sharp canines. “You’re so cute. Daddy wants to keep you forever.”

Daddy wants to keep you forever. 

So unlike my real father who wants to marry me off to some brutal monster and get rid of me as quickly as he can.  

The ding of the elevator’s arrival doesn’t dent our intimacy one bit. Lux carries me inside and presses one of the buttons. Something soft and furry creeps under my dress, pulling my panties aside and tickling me.

“That can’t be your hands,” I say, seeing that he’s using them to hold me from our reflection in the mirror.

“My tail,” he supplies. “I’m going to get your pussy all nice and loose to take me.”

The tip of his soft tail brushes up and down my slit, sparking currents of pleasure. It’s not as intense as fingers rubbing on me or a cock. It’s pleasant, and the stimulation is just right to make me relax.

My core leaks moisture. His tail slides into my entrance, though it’s too fluffy to actually fill me or penetrate me properly. The hairs beat inside my intimate heat, loosening my walls. I clench and unclench, trying to ride his tail. It’s sweet torture. Teasing me like this, he makes me crave more of him—the hard parts that will feel so good lodged inside me.

Lux’s eyes are locked on me throughout. Our reflection in the elevator’s mirrors reveals a very hungry, bad werewolf and an innocent, pleasure-soaked woman whose hair is in a wild tangle. My cheeks are more flushed with red than I expected but I don’t care. This mindless experience, this marriage of tender intimacy and scorching heat is everything I’ve dreamed of.

“You can’t take your eyes off me,” I remark, seeing how his neck is crooked low.

“Daddy likes watching his little girl when she’s enjoying herself.” He sounds so invested in this. Like nothing in the world matters to him more than my happiness.

I need to stop him. He’s going to confuse my body if he keeps treating me like this. I’m afraid I might become addicted to his attention and fall for him.  

Unfortunately, stopping is the last thing he plans to do. When the elevator comes to a halt on our floor, he carries me through the empty, lemon-scented corridors. My senses are drowning in this consuming experience of citrus aromas, soft fur, earthy heat, and all the wetness that’s rubbing between my thighs.

I hear the room’s lock click when he inserts his card in the slot. He pushes the door open. I expected a double room with a bed and a desk but it’s a suite. There’s a massive living area with plush sofas, a coffee table, and even a red piano. The bedroom is separate. The door’s open and we both drift in, me securely held in his arms.

I realize with a start that Lux might be richer than I assumed before. But I don’t have the time to dwell on it when Lux throws me onto the bed. I sink right into the thick duvets and pillows. He hooks a claw around my dress’s straps and pulls them down.

He drags the dress down over my body, exposing more and more of my skin as he goes.

“Such pretty, firm breasts.” He licks my peaked nipples, before bringing his tongue lower down. My core throbs when his tongue teases my seam, moving up and down while delving deeper into my slit. I can’t believe the filthy, naked sounds coming out of my mouth right now. As his tongue worships my clit and my entrance in turn, my belly grows tight with the need to explode.

I shout his name when he sucks on my clit. A hot streak drills through my pussy, liquefying my insides. The tension in my stomach starts to loosen, catapulting me toward an inevitable climax.

Lux eats me out, licks me, sucks me, and murmurs dirty things that vibrate over my folds for long minutes.

“Are you not tired from giving me oral for so long?” I ask, even though I want him to keep going. But the part of me that has always received the bare minimum affection and effort from men feels unsure about accepting so much from a monster I barely know. I feel guilty for making him work so hard for my sake. The previous guy I slept with never ate me out like this even though I was a virgin.

“Making you feel good feels good for me, too,” Lux replies.

His response melts my heart, making me fully relax and open up to his loving tongue.

“You’re totally imagining how that pussy you’re licking is soon going to be overflowing with your white release,” I tease.

Lux’s rumble of laughter buzzes over my sensitive folds like a vibrator on maximum setting. God, here’s another advantage of doing it with a monster. Their deep growls have a vibration effect. “I’m scared of how you’re able to see through me,” the werewolf says.

“Do you want to know what else I see in you?” I lose my breath and trail off when he sucks on my clit, pushing me to the cusp of an orgasm. “You pretend to be disinterested in marriage but that’s because you don’t want to waste your time with the wrong woman. You’re looking for your fated person. You believe in soulmates, don’t you?”

Lux’s eyes flash red. I notice how his snout is wet and dripping with clear, sticky liquid. He laps it up, letting me know how delicious he finds my fluids.

“I hope you find her,” I say. I wish I was your soulmate.

“Baby, right now, I only care about you,” Lux says. His tongue strums my pussy with increased vigor like he’s determined to break me and show me how much he means what he says.

I can’t last under that assault. The pressure inside me balloons before bursting. Streams of electric joy fly through my blood. It’s an out-of-body experience, this orgasm. My soul seems to have floated far away from my body, in a place where I can’t feel my own limbs or my own blood.

All I feel is sweet pleasure.

My pussy squirts as I’m gripped harder by my release. Lux starts drinking from my folds. That’s so different from all the dirty things his tongue has been doing to me.

“Such a good girl. You squirt so much for Daddy. I love how wet your cunt is. That’s going to make it easier for Daddy to seed you.”

Damn, this feels so different compared to my last time. So thrilling. Lux has ruined me for other men. Will I be able to lie in my marital bed under some cold, careless man and ever be able to take his indifference once I’ve experienced this? I quickly chase away those thoughts.

Lux seems to be enjoying himself and so am I. Whatever happens tonight will not intrude on this happy moment.

“Take me, Daddy,” I spread my arms in a gesture to welcome him into my embrace.

My pussy is now open and quivering after an orgasm, it’s time for the main course.

Lux climbs on top of me. His shadow is so thick it blocks out all the light. Fear of being taken and bred by a huge, powerful monster grips my ankles. But the fear fuels something else inside me. Desire. I like feeling vulnerable and helpless while a big monster claims my pussy.

“You’re definitely on birth control, right?” Lex’s eyebrows knit, creating a deep valley between them. “Just in case, get a morning-after pill tomorrow. I don’t want any consequences from tonight. Like I said, I’m not looking to get married to start a family right now.”

“Of course. I was planning to.” I nod, but I’m barely listening to the words. I’m consumed by the lavish luxury of being taken care of by a powerful werewolf. This is so much better than having sex with any human. Lux’s huge size and the way he completely dominates my body is a massive turn-on.

“You know what Daddy can’t forgive?” he asks, his expression twisting into a dangerous one. “Liars. Users. People who use him to get what they want. But my pretty girl would never do that, right?”

I shake my head.

“Good girl.” His voice is lower but more potent. “Daddy’s going to reward you with his cock.” His claws caress my naked belly and my pussy clenches hard, knowing he’s imagining it big and swollen with his heir. “I’m going to put a baby in that cute little stomach.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I croak out. My orgasm from before is still buzzing through my veins like a potent drug. I’ve never experienced such a powerful shot of ecstasy before. I don’t think I want to stop having sex with Lux after one night. I need more. I want more.

But I will honor our agreement.

“Spread those wet pussy lips open for me,” Lux says. “My claws might hurt you if I do it.”

I’m all for obeying my gentle dominant Daddy. I let my fingers slide down to my wet folds and part them, showing Lux my forbidden heat. It’s the garden he’s about to plant a seed in tonight.

“Such a pretty cunt. So pink and wet to take Daddy. This is your sacred feminine space that nurtures life and Daddy wants to honor it.” Lux closes his eyes briefly like he can’t bear to look at how beautiful I am. Nobody has treated my pussy as anything more than a tool to be used for their satisfaction. Nobody has treated it like it’s a gorgeous thing, a wondrous organ capable of giving life. “Baby girl, Daddy feels like a lucky man to be able to cum in your precious pussy. You’ll let me, won’t you?”

He searches my face for signs of doubt. Earlier, Lux said I could back out any time but I don’t want to. Not now when it’s getting good.

“Yes.” I grab a handful of his fur. “Please knot me.”

“So you know about knots.” He smiles but it’s more of a relieved smile than a happy one. “We’ll be locked together for hours. You won’t be able to go home until much later.”  

“I have all the time in the world,” I say with a naughty smile.

Lux positions himself at my entrance. The big head of Lux’s cock pricks my wet entrance. I relax my body, welcoming his erection to my depths. I want to eat that cock up with my wet walls, squeeze them until I’ve milked him dry. Knowing I can make a powerful creature like him surrender to my cunt is a powerful high.

“You’re so big, Daddy.” I raise my knees, trying to accommodate his girth in my tight channel. He’s stretching me out so well, making my walls needy for more inches of his dick.

Lux penetrates me inch by inch. With every little bit of cock he feeds me, my body demands more. I quickly get over the initial shock of how fat and massive his dick is. Maybe it’s because I’m so well-lubricated from the oral he gave me.

“God, you feel like heaven. I could go crazy for this pussy.” He releases breathy grunts as he begins to move in me.  

His rod pumps in and out of my hole, brushing against my sensitive inner walls. My pussy sings with delight. Every scrape of his hard organ against my insides sends a flood of delight roaring in my groin. I’m paralyzed by the electric shock of being pumped by a true-blood monster.

A huge monster who has a thing for breeding me.

Lux curls his hands around my thighs and lifts my legs up, hooking them over his shoulder.

His thrusts hit deeper now, going straight to my cervix. I feel dizzy from the pleasure. My lower half is entirely numb from pleasure. Yet, when he breaches my slit and shoves more of himself into me, I feel like I’ve come back to life again.

My first time wasn’t like this. Two pumps and he was done. It was underwhelming.

My body sings with sensual indulgence. I’m being spoiled by Lux. He spreads me wider, railing me harder. He changes the direction he hits me for, trying to find the one that will make me cry out the loudest.

The pressure building inside me is maddening. My thoughts blur as my brain begins to surrender to the onslaught of emotions and physical sensations coiling around me. My nerves are so close to detonating. Just a few more strokes and Lux will have me breaking open for him.

“Just a bit more…please don’t come yet…” I beg. “I’m so close…”

“I won’t, baby. Daddy always takes care of his girl first.” Lux drops his head beside me, biting down on my pillow. I can tell he’s at the end of his rope but he’s resisting for me. “But you’re definitely making it hard for Daddy with that ripe cunt. Daddy can feel how fertile you are and he wants to spill his seed inside you so badly.”

“Uh.” My body bounces on the mattress violently when he pulls out all the way, catches a breath, and then slams into me again. That is all I need to hit my peak.

Driving rough into me again, Lux rubs against a sensitive spot inside me. I scream, unable to hold back the intense hit of something I felt when his cock touched that place inside me.

I sob as my body shatters at the unknown stimulation, turning into goo. I feel like I’ve turned into a puddle of water. I feel fluid. Hot and cold at the same time.

Lux is still going. He sinks his claws into my hips. I don’t even care that it will leave marks. I want him to do what he said he will.

...hold down your fat hips and breed you….

His cum sprays in me in thick ropes. It’s way more than I’m used to. My insides turn sticky as his seed coats them. My unprotected walls absorb his essence greedily.

Well, I’m on birth control so I have nothing to worry about.

“That felt so good. To release into your warmth like that.” Lux’s breathy voice quiets into nothing but breath. His cock continues to cream me full of cum. I had no idea werewolves could produce so much sperm every time. Briefly, I panic, thinking what if my birth control fails? There’s so much thick baby batter inside me. It’d be a surprise if I didn’t get knocked up from this. Then again, I’m sure science is more reliable than my intuition.

My pussy walls expand as his knot swells inside me, right at the entrance of my womb, pushing his cum into my intimate vessel and locking it in place.

We spend moments together in companionable silence, both of us swimming in the aftershocks of our climaxes. The quietness isn’t uncomfortable. It’s so easy being around him. I don’t feel the need to hurry up and say something, leave, or do anything but exist.

His knot is swollen inside me, locking us together in what feels like a fated bond. Tying us together for the span of this night.

Lux doesn’t skimp on the kisses and cuddles afterward. He covers my body in sweet little brushes of his tongue and mouth, grabbing my tiny form and holding it close to his chest like I’m some precious treasure.

Tears pressed against the back of my eyes. I can’t explain why I find this so beautiful. Being treated well should be a given yet it has never been for me.

Lux’s nose bumps against mine.

“Did my baby girl like that?” he asks. “Is she happy to have her womb filled with Daddy’s cum?”

“So happy.” I reach out and wind my arms around him, pulling him into a kiss. “I don’t want to inflate your ego but that was the most amazing sex of my life. I’ve never done it with a monster before.”

“I’ve never done it with a human, either,” he admits. “Your cunt was tighter than the ones I’m used to. God, it was amazing. You squeezed me so hard I thought I’d stop breathing.”

He curls his fingers and runs his knuckles over my stomach. Dragging them up and down, he hums a tune that sounds suspiciously close to a lullaby. One you’d sing for a child. He’s a bit spaced out, staring at the full moon outside the window. I don’t think he’s even aware he’s singing. Maybe he’s taken in by the moonlight—don’t werewolves have a thing for the moon?

But the more he rubs me with affection and the more he hums, the deeper I fall into his spell.

I can tell that Lux will be a fantastic father. A stable provider who will lavish affection on his children. Who will make love to his wife at night and make her feel cherished? My stomach tightens with a desire I can’t fully put into words.

“I want to carry Daddy’s baby in my stomach soon,” I pipe up. I don’t know why I said it. It’s just that when he touched my skin, I forgot that this was supposed to be a kink thing. It slipped my mind that all this is an act and that I really can’t afford to get knocked up from this one-night stand. I just wanted all of it so badly—a baby of my own to hold and nurture, a strong man who’d care for me, the warmth of a family we’d create together. Then I’ll have someone I can love wholeheartedly and not worry about being used by them. But really. This tender lovemaking isn’t going to lead to a baby or a lifetime of happiness and togetherness. It’s just a fantasy.

Lux blinks. His mouth twists into a frown. “Let’s stop the roleplay. I’m no longer your Daddy, you’re no longer my girl and we’re no longer talking about breeding.”

“Okay.” I wrap my arms around my bent knees, trembling from the sudden coldness in the room. “But can I at least stay here for the night? I…can’t really go home now.”

“Be my guest.” He spoons me, getting behind my naked body with his. His body heat and fur are comfier than a duvet. “I’ll even cuddle you to sleep.”

“I’d like that,” I say, burrowing into his soft chest. He feels so good. I have no doubt I’ll sleep like a baby tonight.

I wish it didn’t have to end with one night, though. But there’s no way I can ask him to keep seeing me when I don’t know when I might be engaged or married off to another man. I can’t drag Lux into the toxic drama of my life.

One thing’s for sure: I’ll remember this night forever.


Chapter 2



Lux

My teeth are worn out with how much I’ve been grinding them. I have a hard time dealing with frustration and having to go on a pointless date with some pretty, young human heiress is a waste of my time.

No matter how many times I’ve told my grandfather and father that I have no intention of settling down, they seem hell-bent on blackmailing me into attending another ‘meeting’ with a prospective bride. When that doesn’t work, they resort to tricks.

“I thought this was going to be a conversation about the family business.” I fold my arms over my chest, eyeing the two aging werewolves who are sitting on matching armchairs in the study. They have strong jaws, sharp teeth, and gray fur, but there’s more white mixed in with it than there is in mine. Grandpa’s fur is entirely white, and his intense blue eyes sparkle like two gems in a snowy desert. Dad still has a lot of gray, but his glasses age him.

“There’s something else that needs urgent attention,” my dad says. “Go to the dining room.”

“And what about you two?”

“We need to sort out a few details, then we’ll join you,” Dad replies, trading a mischievous glance with Grandpa. I used to love these men and worship them as my heroes until I was twenty-five—at which point they suddenly went from being business mentors to matchmakers.

I slam my heavy foot on the ground, rattling all the furniture in the room. Plumes of white breath leave my enraged nostrils. God, I hate when they make some poor, unsuspecting girl wait to have lunch with me. It’s disrespectful to her and it’s disrespectful to me. Besides, I’m sure she wants to marry some normal guy, not a werewolf freak with a breeding kink who wants to take her raw. “I’m not going to marry her.”

Grandpa clears his throat. “You’ll find the one who was meant for you someday. And then you’ll regret not having found her sooner because you could have been happier for longer if you had.”

“I’m happy,” I reply. My lie feels bitter on my tongue. Nova was right when she told me I’m a hopeless romantic. I feel like I’m missing a part of my heart without my soulmate in my life. Too bad soulmates aren’t easy to come by. I’ve tried so hard, looked for her in all the places. Dating apps. Bars. Events. Even my workplace. I’m always sniffing every woman I meet, thinking she’ll be the one, but none of them have had that special scent so far.

Nova did smell really tantalizing, though…

“Yeah, that’s why your eyebrows are always furrowed and you keep snapping at everyone you see?” Grandpa’s laughter is deep and irritating. I hate how the old man thinks he knows everything there is to know. He may have built a billion-dollar empire at a time when monsters were still discriminated against by humans, but that doesn’t mean he’s any better than me.

It was due to his overbearing ways that I left the family after graduation and decided to become a trader on Wall Street. I’ve done well for myself, amassing my own fortune of millions, even though it’s nothing compared to the generational wealth of the Longhorn clan.

“This is the last one I’m agreeing to,” I mutter,

“This is not a blind date, Lux,” my Dad chimes in. “The situation is a bit more serious.”

“What do you mean?” It’s not like my father to throw around the word ‘serious’ without good reason. “What’s more serious than a blind date? An arranged marriage?”

Dad clears his throat. “We want you to marry this particular woman.”

“Which particular woman?” I ask.

“Go to the dining room. You’ll find out.”

I swallow, the unwelcome reminder of Nova flaring into my mind. I felt something when we talked when she opened and accepted me with all my secrets, kinks, and fantasies. It was just one night, but she’s engraved into my mind. Too bad I don’t know who she is and promised her I’d never meet her again.  

Stuffing my claws in my pockets, I stride out to the dining room. My heart is racing in my chest. Something about Grandpa and Dad’s demeanor tells me that they’re determined to make me marry whoever this woman is.

But the person who greets me in the dining room isn’t a woman or a monster. It’s a human man. He’s wearing an expensive, old-fashioned suit.

“Hello, Lux. I was looking forward to meeting you.” There’s something about his voice that rubs me the wrong way. Werewolf instinct is never wrong and my guy is telling me he’s a bad man with worse intentions.

“Who are you?” My shoulders tense as he flashes a slimy smile at me.

“Bart Baron.” He sketches a bow. “Nova’s father. Remember Nova? The girl you met a few weeks ago? Guess what? She’s pregnant with your child.”

Images flash into my brain at light speed. The pretty girl at the bar. The one who called me Daddy and made me feel like the king of the world when I came inside her pussy.

Shit. I thought there would be no consequences. But it looks like I actually bred her. That shouldn’t make me feel so good. I shouldn’t be proud of myself for putting a child inside my baby girl with luscious hips and dreamy eyes. Nova might be a bombshell and great in bed, but I’m not ready to marry her.

“No.” I swallow. “She said she was on birth control.”

“She lied. She trapped you. Seduced you until you dropped your guard and came inside her like a randy youth with no control.” Shame pelts me at his words. He’s right. I was so stupid that night. Taken in by her beauty and bold, fierce sex appeal. I never considered she was trying to use me.

But the acid in my throat is burning at the idea that Nova trapped me. She got pregnant on purpose so she could use an innocent child to fulfill her desires.

“Nova didn’t even know my name,” I say. I’m pretty certain that couldn’t have been an act. Or was it? Dammit, I can’t trust my own judgment anymore.

“She might not have known your name but she knew she wanted to trap you.” Mr. Baron runs his red fingers over his clean-shaven jaw. “She could tell you were rich and that’s all she cares about.”

The Nova who looked at me with vulnerability in her eyes and called me Daddy didn’t seem materialistic. She seemed genuinely empathetic to my kinks. But what if that was a lie, too? I feel like I’m sinking into a spiral where I don’t know what’s real and what’s not. That’s a horrible feeling.

Bart Baron slides his fingers through his white hair. I can feel his breath on me. It smells of leather and tobacco. “It’s long been a dream of mine to be joined to a great family like the Longhorns.”

“I will not marry a woman who is a gold digger,” I assert.

I was very clear about it: the two things I hate are liars and users. And Nova is apparently both. She lied to me about being on birth control and then used me to get the marriage she wanted.

I can’t believe I didn’t see through her scheme. Dammit, I’m a fool. I got carried away by how smart and understanding she was, and how quickly she accepted my kinks.

Because she had something to gain for it. 

“Think carefully, Lux. She’s pregnant with the next Longhorn heir. I cannot marry her off to any other decent man when they all know she already slept with you. Her life is ruined if you don’t take responsibility.”

My anger over her betrayal wars with my natural instinct to protect and nurture what’s mine—and despite all the lies she has told me, I never doubt that the baby inside her is mine. I feel it in my bones. A wolf’s instinct is never wrong.  

“Did you even ask her?” I scream. “What if she doesn’t want to marry me?”

“She agreed.” The words shatter me. “She thinks the child should grow up with the father, too.”

“No.” I bury my face in my hands. “I don’t want it. I’ll pay her. I’ll make sure she has enough money to care for the baby and herself. There’s no need to force this marriage.”

“I won’t have my family’s honor tainted by your reluctance,” he bellows. “My daughter isn’t a whore you can fuck and leave.”

“I’m not going to leave her out to dry. I’ll financially provide for her. All you want is my money.” I raise my voice. I’m feeling hopeless and powerless. I know I should marry Nova. In another other circumstance, I’d have done it in a heartbeat. But her deception cuts to my core. I don’t want to be a pawn in Bart Baron’s power game. I deserve a real marriage, even if it starts with a surprise pregnancy. But anything with Nova would simply be an arrangement where I’m used for my wealth. I’ll be an ATM and nothing else. “I said I’ll give it to you.”

Mr. Baron clicks his tongue. “I’m not so naïve. I need more than your money. I need the reputation and status of being part of the Longhorn clan. It’ll open all kinds of doors for me in society.”

The glint in his eyes warns me he’s an avaricious man. My luck couldn’t get worse. Of all the monsters in Manhattan, I’m the one who fell for the greedy father-and-daughter duo.

“You can’t make me do this.” I clench my fists, my claws cutting into my palms.

“If you don’t marry my daughter, I’ll kill the baby and her with it.” My blood chills at the man’s tone. He really means it. He’ll kill my child and Nova. My muscles clench in fear as my instincts shudder with the prospect of losing the woman with whom I share deep intimacy. Even if it was for only one night. “You want to have the murder of your own child and its mother on your hands?”

I move before I can think. My claws wrap around his thin neck, ready to twist it. “Don’t you dare?”

“I guess you care about the baby.” He smiles, showing all his crooked teeth. “Its fate rests in your hands now.”

“You’re despicable.”

“I am,” Bart agrees. “Which is why you’ll have to agree to this alliance. For the sake of your child’s life.”

My ribcage closes in with fury. All the anger, confusion, and fatigue of the past few minutes gets to me and grips my muscles. I can’t do anything but react. My instinct is to protect. Right now, Mr. Baron poses a threat to all the things I love and hold dear—my freedom, Nova, and my unborn heir. My claws wrap around his throat. He’s so fragile, so weak beneath me. A mere human whose strength is no match for a werewolf’s.

He makes an ugly noise when air empties out of his throat. I should stop. I know humans are fragile. But I can’t. Not when he threatened to lay a hand on my pretty, gorgeous Nova. I close my eyes, chiding myself for thinking of her as ‘mine’. But I can’t reason with my body.

Bart Baron coughs, beating his fists against my arms but I’m too deep into this.

Thankfully, the door to the dining room bangs open before I can go too far.

“Lux.” My father rushes into the dining room, peeling me away from Bart Baron. He’s usually an easygoing man. But his tone is aggressive and strict. Like an alpha trying to discipline a rogue wolf in his pack. “That’s enough. You’re going to kill him.”

“He deserves it.” I stagger back, pushed by my father. Even though Dad is older, he isn’t weaker.

“We don’t harm humans,” Dad says. “Stop acting disgracefully. You’re a Longhorn. Get a grip.”

I breathe hard, trying to find calm. My blood is buzzing with disappointment. An arranged marriage with a human woman means I lose my chance of ever finding my true mate. Maybe Nova was right when she said I’m a romantic because the thought leaves me in two.

“I can’t do this,” I whisper to my Dad, hoping he’ll understand.

He shakes his head. “You knocked her up and you have to take responsibility for her. Werewolf men don’t abandon their children.”

“She trapped me!” I yell.  

I knead my throat. Guilt is poking at my chest. I know that when I come back to my normal self I start thinking rationally again, and I’ll decide to marry Nova. I’d feel like shit otherwise. My breeding kink is what got me into this mess and I’ll have to pay for it dearly. I know it’s my duty as a man, a werewolf, a soon-to-be father.

Dad slumps his shoulders, glaring at Mr. Baron. “Well, I won’t deny the girl’s father is a cunning opportunist.”

“Exactly. We can’t have a woman like that in this family.” I’m grasping at straws here, trying to appeal to their traditional side. A woman’s character must be stellar if she wants to join an old and established family like ours. I hope they’ll see that Nova will never belong here. “Do you understand me now?”

“There’s no choice.” Dad shakes his head. “The baby in her stomach is yours, isn’t it?”

“Of course it is.” I gnash my teeth.

“Then you have to make sure your child grows up in a safe environment.” He gives Mr. Baron a pointed look. Then he leans in to whisper to me, “You need to be married for you to get custody later.”

I see his point. He wants me to be able to protect my child. And if Nova and her father are as cold and characterless as they’ve revealed themselves to be, it won’t be difficult to prove in court that she’s unfit to be a parent.

It’s the right thing to do for the sake of my child who is innocent.

So I agree to do it.
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The wedding is far too grand. Dad and Grandpa spared no expense. I’m the only heir of the Longhorn fortune and they wanted to make my wedding the grandest spectacle in high society. By looking at the scale of the event, nobody would be able to tell that they organized the affair within a fortnight.

My tailored suit feels too tight and suffocating, not because it isn’t well-made but because I don’t want to be wearing it in the first place.

I imagine the sweet, vulnerable Nova who gave me her cunt that night and try to reconcile it with the scheming woman who forced me into marriage to increase her family’s fortunes. I still can’t fathom how they could be the same person. But that just goes to show how dumb I am.

Well, I’ll get a divorce once the child is born. Even if Nova wasn’t my mate, I could have tried to make our marriage work if she had at least been honest. But a lying user like her doesn’t deserve a chance. I’ll raise the child on my own. I can’t keep a woman like that as my wife.

“I know it all happened suddenly, but I hope you will be happy.” Grandpa pats my shoulder, all paternal. “I’m so proud of you for taking responsibility and doing right by her, even if things didn’t happen the way they should have. Sometimes, happy endings come from unexpected beginnings.”

He wipes the wetness surrounding his eyes.

It wasn’t every day that I got to see the patriarch of the Longhorn family tearing up. I wanted to tell him to save his emotions for something more genuine than a marriage forced through blackmail but I didn’t want to break his heart. He was old. And hopelessly romantic. Maybe I got that from him.

“Your bride is very beautiful, though she looks tired. The pregnancy must be tough on her.” Despite my resolve to never care about Nova Baron again, my heart softens at the thought of her struggling with her health.

I tell myself that some part of her probably hates having to go through with bearing my child. She probably wants to be loved but has lost all confidence that she ever will be. There was a brokenness to her that I witnessed that day. She was hurt by men before.

I sigh. There I go, spinning tales about her. I need to wake up and face the facts. Nova only cares about the money and elevated lifestyle she’ll get to live by marrying me. Giving birth to a child is a small price to pay in comparison.   

Time passes too quickly.

I don’t even know how I coax my feet to move to the altar. Every second is torture.

They’ve arranged a live orchestra to play the wedding march. As the notes of that sacred, beautiful song echo through the church, the door opens, and Nova marches in with Mr. Baron.

The white mermaid gown she’s wearing hugs her curves like a glove. Guess Bart Baron wants the whole world to know that she’s knocked up with the Longhorn heir. I grimace at the tasteless display. But not even my anger can stop my base instinct from reacting to her refreshing beauty. My eyes skim her growing bump, her swollen hips, and sexy breasts that are huger than I remember.

My cock throbs in pain, wanting to be inside her again. Wanting to hold down those thick love handles while I kiss her pregnant belly and thrust into the cunt I bred.

I shake my head to dispel the thoughts. I can’t touch her. That would only make things more complicated. I have to keep my heart away from that scheming woman, treat her like a ghost. It’s the only way to retain my sanity until our child is born.

After what seems like forever, she is finally standing in front of me. The veil covers her face. I can barely see her.

“Are you happy now?” I whisper.

“I didn’t want it to be like this,” she murmurs.

“I suppose you wanted a grander wedding.” The bitterness makes my throat burn. “Or a more lavish ring.”

“I wasn’t given a choice,” she says. “My father forced me into it.”

“Then if I give you one now, will you leave?” I ask knowing I can’t afford to cancel the wedding and put my unborn child in grave danger.

“No,” she replies. “I like you. You were kind to me that day. For once, I want to grab onto the person I desire. I’ll try to be a good wife to you and I hope we can be happy together. At least for the sake of our child.”

Her words twist around my neck like an invisible noose. What if she actually likes me? But that conflicts with my trust issues. She already violated my trust once. Who is to say she isn’t lying to me again to soften me up?

There’s no time to continue our conversation, though. Our wedding vows are recited one by one, both of us unwilling players in the game of matrimony. To her credit, she sounds even more disinterested than me.

“You may now kiss the bride,” the clergyman who read out our vows commands.

I wish I could avoid this part. Nova lifts her veil, revealing her fucking perfect face. The sunlight in the chapel makes her skin glitter like a diamond. Smothered in makeup, her beautiful blue eyes are brought into relief by the dark, thick lashes framing them.

Her lips are pink and luscious, a temptation I couldn’t resist even if I had to.

Good thing I have an excuse to indulge myself.

I lower my mouth onto hers, capturing it in a deep kiss. But because betrayal is roaring inside my veins, I bite her lip, thrusting my tongue deep, licking every corner of that traitorous mouth that lied to me. Doesn’t make her taste any less delicious. Her blood drips onto my tongue and I drink it down like I drank down the slick from her cunt.

My body goes numb when I realize that she tastes like strawberries and cream. Addictive. Potent. Irresistible.

Like a mate is supposed to.

I peel my snout away before the insidious thought in my head can grow roots: what if Nova is my actual mate?


Chapter 3



Nova 

My husband hates me. He refuses to look me in the eye. He hasn’t touched me once since that brutal kiss at our wedding. He leaves early in the morning and comes back home late at night. We live in the same house but sleep in separate rooms.

I do my best to make him like me. I cook him food he likes, pack lunchboxes for him, and buy him sleep sprays and multivitamins. So far, he has rejected every olive branch I’ve offered.

I don’t blame him. He was clear about what he wanted that night. He wanted a one-night stand, not a shotgun wedding.

I didn’t intend for my birth control to fail. I didn’t expect to get pregnant. But once I realized I was growing a new life, there was no doubt that I wanted to keep the child. I wouldn’t be able to let go of this precious chance at having a real family, no matter what perils I had to endure for its sake. I didn’t even care that I’d have to raise my child alone. I was so relieved to have a real family to call my own, even if it wasn’t the picture-perfect family with a husband I’d imagined.

I was determined to love and protect my baby. I even made a plan. After graduating, I’d get a job and create a new life for myself and my child. I’d run away from home and become independent. The whole scenario felt so real in my head. It was like I could touch it.

But reality is never that easy. My father found out about my pregnancy. Well, I was showing after five months so it was bound to get out. He dragged me by the hair and slapped me until I broke and confessed to him about Lux, the man whom I had met at a bar. He extracted all the details—Lux’s appearance, his career. Then he showed me a picture that looked exactly like him.

His full name was spelled out under the image: Lux Longhorn.

“Who is he?” The question left my trembling lips as my Dad looked at me with a smile. He looked like he was pleased with me, which made no sense because he was never pleased with me.

He stroked my developing stomach like it was a diamond. “I thought you were a whore, but it turns out you spread your legs for the right man.”

I jerked my head up, tears streaming down the raw, red skin of my cheeks that bore my father’s hand imprints. The abuse was just normal in this household. I couldn’t really do anything about it. But the pride in his voice was something new. What was I missing? “Excuse me?”

“Lux Longhorn is part of the illustrious Longhorn clan. They’re in a different league than us, Nova. Billionaires many times over. Plus, they have an extensive network of influential people: politicians, tycoons, and celebrities. There’s nobody they don’t know. An association with them will be good for me.”

“No.” I knew Lux didn’t want marriage and I didn’t want to be foisted off on a man who didn’t want a wife. “I won’t marry him.”

“You don’t have an option. I’m locking you in your room and you won’t be let out until the day of the marriage.”

“He’ll never agree to it. Lux doesn’t want kids,” I said defiantly, certain Lux would persevere in the search for his true mate. Though my heart burned with a fierce need to be freed from this oppressive household, I didn’t want it to come at the cost of someone else’s happiness.

“Let me worry about that. You focus on keeping that whelp in your belly alive. You’re a woman. You’re at least good for that.” My father snorted derisively.

I clambered to my feet, ready to run. I didn’t care where I had to go, but I wanted to get away.

But his security caught me and threw me in my room before I’d reached the threshold of our foyer. I could never win against his strength.

I sigh as I throw away the dinner I left on the table last night for my workaholic werewolf. I wish I could eat it, but pregnancy has made me crave specific things and anything else just won’t do. Today, it’s potato wedges. I already put some in the oven.

I carry my round belly and aching body to the chair where I wait for my fries to bake. The kitchen is open-plan and the apartment we live in has only one floor so when Lux rolls out of his bedroom, he has to pass through the dining table as he heads over to the door to leave for work.

“Good morning,” I call out. “Hope you have a good day at the office.”

I expect Lux to trundle past without sparing me a glance but he actually arcs his head toward me. Not only that, he actually winds his way toward me.

My belly flutters, remembering how good his mouth felt between my thighs. Well, that’s the reason I’m all big with his baby now.

As he advances closer to me, my pussy flutters, demanding his touch again. His gaze is climbing up my body, brushing over my swollen stomach, growing boobs, and trembling lips until it latches onto my face.

Thank goodness I smothered myself with makeup or he’d spot the scars on my cheeks. The ones left by my father repeatedly hitting me. I know it’s silly to hide it from my husband but I don’t need him pitying me or thinking I’m damaged goods because my father roughed me up.

I place a hand protectively over my bump, massaging it. “Do you want to feel the baby inside my stomach?”

Lux’s mouth parts open. The skin at the corners of his eyes tightens. He is clearly affected by the sight of the child growing inside me. I can tell how badly he wants to cradle my bump and feel the baby.

Nerves pop at his temples as he forcefully pulls back. “No.”

“You’re not curious?”

He draws his fingers into fists. “I’ll find out what the child looks like when they’re born.”

“It’s a boy,” I tell him. “I found out recently. Do you have any names in mind?”

Doesn’t everybody have at least some interest in their child’s name? I’m hoping I can appeal to Lux’s paternal instinct. It might be easier to gain a way into his heart through our son.

“I’ll leave the names up to you.”

“You don’t want to contribute?” My voice falls in disappointment. I quickly school my features, hoping Lux didn’t catch that split second of hesitation. “I mean, it’s your firstborn child. You’re going to be a father.”

There’s an invisible sense of doom circling the room. It gets more intense during the brief silence before my husband answers.

“Nova, you already took away my choice as to when I wanted children,” he says. The bitterness in his expression is a nightmare to witness. I didn’t know the sexy, dominant werewolf who bred me could make such an expression. “Thanks to you, I couldn’t even pick my own wife. Yes, I’m aware of the fact that I’ll be a father soon. I honestly don’t care what you name our son. Will you stop pressuring me to contribute more than I want to?”

“I’m sorry.” I rise to my feet, cradling my stomach. Guilt, shame, and a deep sense of powerlessness slam into me like a typhoon. Every now and then, I remember that Lux was—is—still looking for his fated soulmate. I’m not what he wants, even if he’s exactly what I’ve dreamed of. “I know you didn’t want children so soon. I won’t force you to play any role in our son’s life if you don’t want to. I decided to have this baby on my own and I’m more than capable of caring for it.”

Lux’s chuckle of laughter is dark and derisive. “Nova, you don’t earn a cent. How do you plan to take care of another person? A child requires food, diapers, and a million other things. Isn’t that why you married me? You need my money.”

His body is curling in, shoulders dipping. He’s withdrawing, writing me off as a greedy woman. But I won’t be treated like a gold digger when I’m not one.

“I can’t deny that I need your financial help right now. But that doesn’t mean I will forever.” I rub my fingers together. It feels like I’m standing on quicksand. “I’m applying to jobs. I have a degree. I can support myself.”

Lux raises his head. “Have you managed to land a single interview so far?”

“Not yet,” I admit, feeling nervous. The job market is tough but I’m determined.

“Good luck,” Lux swivels, his back to me. It feels like I’ve lost. I can’t manage to get him to look at me the way he did that night when he knotted me. He was so caring that day. The perfect, gentle daddy Dom of my dreams.

“Why do you hate me so much?” I scream as his form flits across the space to the door. “I’m trying my best to be nice to you.”

“Because you lied to me, Nova.” Lux is frowning. “I don’t forgive liars.”  

“I didn’t lie to you!” I say. “I wasn’t counting on my birth control to fail.”

Lux drops a long sigh. “Were you even on it in the first place?”

“Of course I was! Do you not believe me?” Tension vibrates through the air as his eyes narrow. The house smells of roasted potatoes and salt but I don’t feel like I’m in a cozy domestic space. It feels like I’m out on a battlefield trying to defend myself against an enemy who wants to cut me down. 

When the strain between us reaches fever pitch, Lux mutters, “I don’t know what to believe. All I know is that I was reckless. If I had used a condom, neither of us would be here. I’m sorry for getting carried away that night.”

He sounds sincere. I don’t know why his apology pisses me off. It’s like he regrets our kinky sex when we both know it was the best night of our lives.

“It don’t regret it.” I rest my hand on top of my swollen stomach.  

“You say that now. It’ll be hard carrying a monster baby because of how small you are.” Lux sinks his hand into his pockets. “They’re bigger than human babies and grow fast.”

That figures. I’m only five and a half months along, but my stomach looks like a seven-month pregnant woman’s.  

My werewolf husband retrieves his phone and then starts texting. “You need to see a doctor who specializes in monster pregnancies. I’ve asked my assistant to find you the best obstetrician in town. I’ll text you the details of the appointment by tomorrow. Go see them.”

“I don’t have your number,” I reply. “We never exchanged contact details.”

We’ve been married for a week and don’t even have each other’s numbers. That’s how close we are. It’s ridiculous.

“Give me your phone.” Lux reaches behind me to seize my mobile phone that’s lying on the kitchen counter. He taps the screen to input his number, then makes a call to his number to show me it works.

“Thanks.” I sandwich my phone between my palms. Lux’s gesture is a positive sign. We fall silent after that, but Lux continues watching me even though he’s late for work. It’s like he’s lost in a spell. My nerves tingle in anticipation, hoping he acts on the attraction he’s feeling toward me. It seems like he’s still drawn to me.

“Do you really want this child, Nova?” Lux whispers. “I realized I never asked you.”

My lungs tremble at the question. “I was scared when I first found out that I was carrying a child. It felt like a huge responsibility. But I was happy, too. I don’t know why. I just was. It felt right to become a mother.”

“What about your education?”

“I finished all the coursework for my degree. The morning sickness made it hard during the last semester, but I pulled through. My professors were understanding.”

“I hope you didn’t suffer too much.” Is it my imagination or is he actually talking to me in a softer tone?

“I’m fine now. If you could stop hating me, everything would be perfect. Can we not go back to the way we were that night?”

“When you called me Daddy?” Lux’s voice is laced with unmistakable desire. His whiskers are fluttering. He’s feeling the powerful draw that has pulled us together since the first moment.

“I made you a Daddy,” I remind him.  

Lux opens his mouth to say something but he’s cut off by a loud ringing sound. The timer goes off at that moment, letting me know my fries are done.

“The timer!” I rush to turn it off.

Frustration climbs up my spine. I was so close to cracking Lux’s unbothered façade. He was almost about to touch me, to admit that he still felt something for me.

But now the distant look is back in his eyes. The fragile intimacy growing between us has been shattered. And I don’t know how to get it back.

“I’m late for work,” Lux mumbles as he peels away from me, exiting the apartment like his tail is on fire.
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I spiral into loneliness as the days go by. There are no household staff at Lux’s apartment I can turn to for company. The cleaning service he works with sends a cleaner to our apartment twice a week but she doesn’t speak any English so I can’t communicate with her. Our meals are delivered by a service but I choose to make my own. Cooking is the only way I can kill time. And it’s a creative hobby that I enjoy.  

Lux makes small talk with me in the mornings. Simple things like asking if I’m doing alright, if I’m craving anything, what I’m planning to do for the day. He comes home after I’m asleep most days. He’s probably busy with work but what if he’s avoiding me? I feel like I can’t ask him that without picking a fight. I mean, it’s not like he shirks his responsibilities as a father. He makes sure I’m provided for. The other day, he even made time to accompany me to the appointment with my new doctor. Lux says he’ll do everything to make sure our son is healthy.

But the problem is that our relationship is too compartmentalized. We’re co-parents and housemates. Nothing more. My werewolf daddy makes it clear every time we interact.

I want to be his wife, his baby girl, the woman he adores and cherishes. The woman he can’t help but fuck raw every night.

I thought I’d be desired and cared for if I married Lux. That’s why I convinced myself to walk down the aisle despite my father’s abuse and threats.

But now it’s clear I was engaging in self-deception. No man will ever love me. No man will ever want me. Because I’m broken and wrong in some way I can’t define. Perhaps I wasn’t born to be loved. Unlike Lux, who has a monster-fated mate somewhere, I have no soulmate, no magical union waiting to happen for me.  

At least I have my child. I’ll have to be content with being a mother.

That afternoon, as I’m lazing around reading a magazine, my phone beeps with a message from Lux.

There’s an important charity event taking place this evening. It’d cause speculation if I attended without my wife. My assistant will be over with your dress and a makeup artist soon. I’ll pick you up after work. Be ready by seven. 

True to his word, a woman arrives with a box a few hours later.

“Please change into this,” she instructs, handing me the large red box. “Then I’ll start doing your hair and makeup.”

“Sure.”

I carry the box to my bedroom. Placing it on the bed, I unwrap the ribbon and toss it on the bed. Then I examine the dress inside the box. It’s a sequined black gown with long sleeves and a modest sweetheart neckline. It’s generous enough to accommodate my expanded body.

The dress is classy and conservative, the sort of thing a proper high-class socialite would wear. But my heart rebels at the thought of wearing something Lux chose when our relationship isn’t that close. I want him to notice me, to desire me, to lose his mind and fuck me. But if I wear this dress, the only scenario that I can see playing out is him giving me an approving nod, then forgetting about me all night.

If I want to seduce my husband, I need to up my game. I sense Lux wants me but he’s resisting because I’m pregnant. For me, pregnancy has only made me hornier than before. I want him holding my belly as he drills into me and makes me feel like a well-bred wife.

Throwing the dress back into the box, I dig through my closet for the scandalous outfit I bought a few years ago. I saved it and brought it here even though I didn’t think I’d get an opportunity to wear it.

It’s a strapless gown with a deep, plunging neckline. It cinches at the waist before ballooning out into a fountain of black tulle. It’s loose, generous enough around the stomach so I can still fit into it.

When I study my reflection in the mirror, I blush. My breasts are way bigger than they used to be and the cloth that’s supposed to cover my breasts barely covers my dark areolas. All my boob flesh spills out through the sides. It’s like my entire boob is on display. I should probably reconsider wearing this dress. A single nip slip could end up with me flashing my naked tits.

This outfit is not charity gala-appropriate. But I’m sick of following rules. Where has that ever gotten me?

Gathering my courage, I leave my room to get my makeup done. If the hairstylist has any opinions about my daring choice of costume, she keeps it to herself.

I ease my shoulders, laying back against the chair as I’m pampered and fussed over. At some point, I fall asleep, only to be woken up by the heavy slamming on the door.

The first thing I realize is that the makeup artist is gone. Before I can start worrying, I spot the Post-it note on the mirror saying she did my makeup and left.

Through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the apartment, I can tell it’s dark outside. I must’ve dozed off.

I waddle to the door, trying to keep my breasts from jumping out. I should securely tape them with body tape to ensure they don’t pop out.

“Good evening.” I draw back to let Lux’s giant body enter our home.

Lux slides the door shut, his eyes immediately homing in on my exposed cleavage. I smile internally, loving how uncomfortable I’m making him. He’s the one who has been torturing me with disinterest for weeks. Now he’ll see what payback looks like.

“Shall we go?” I point my eyebrows up, sweeping past him to the door. “Wouldn’t want to be late.”

Without a beat of delay, his claws caress my exposed back. He curves both hands around my waist, pulling back my tiny body like I’m a doll. My pussy clenches hard at how small he makes me feel. His powerful form engulfs me and reinforces my femininity even now that I’m so much bigger than I was. The pregnancy weight does nothing to deter him from flipping my body around easily.

Thick, violent puffs of air bullet out of his nose. “What the fuck are you wearing?”

“A dress,” I reply flatly.

“This isn’t the one I sent.”

I roll my shoulders. “I picked it myself. It suits me better.”

Anger rises in his eyes but he quickly cools it down. That’s when I realized he wasn’t angry—he was jealous. It’s so obvious in the way he nervously bites his bottom lip. “Nova, this is not appropriate attire for a society function. You know that.”

“I know it,” I admit.  

His irritation flares, creasing his forehead. “Then why aren’t you taking it off?”   

“Because I want to feel sexy.” I tip my chin up, facing him head-on. “I don’t want to feel like a neglected housewife who is five months pregnant and just somebody’s arm candy.”

My response makes Lux freeze. His eyes search me. I don’t know what he’s trying to find but it’s clear he doesn’t find it. “I’m not neglecting you.”

“You are.”

“I’ve provided everything you want.”

“Just because you haven’t let me starve to death doesn’t mean you’re paying attention to me.” I huff. “A woman needs love, attention, care. And sex.”

Lux makes a strangled noise. “Sex? Do you want sex? Is that why you’re dressed like a hooker? You want every man and monster at the party to be drooling over those tits?”

“If you don’t want me, I’m not going to keep pining for you.” I shrug and advance toward the door. “I have other options.”

Lux staggers back, stunned by my fiery display. What I don’t expect is the blood-curdling howl that rips out of his throat the very next second. My body stills. It sounds so terrifying yet there’s so much longing in that sound. I can’t tell whether he’s angry or sad.

I hear his feet pad over the hardwood floor. He beats me to the door, blocking my path. His face has changed into something monstrous. There isn’t a huge physical difference apart from his red eyes. His teeth are sharp and pointed, dripping saliva. He looks like a dangerous werewolf, not a polished Wall Street trader.

Seems like I awakened his primal instinct. He closes his hand around my stomach like he’s staking his claim.

“Whose baby is growing inside you, Nova?”

“Yours.”

He circles my wrists with his fingers. “And whose ring is on your finger?”

“Yours.” My throat feels dry while my pussy is gushing. The controlled way Lux takes over the situation makes me feel in the knees.

“So whose cock belongs inside you?” I shiver at the filthy question. I love this wild, kinky side of my husband. It’s the part of him that I gave my unprotected pussy to.

“Anybody I choose.” I stamp my foot on his. “If you can’t make an effort to make me feel desired, you don’t deserve me.”

I blink. His hands move too fast. He slashes his claws over my dress’s bodice, ripping it to pieces. I yelp, shocked at his strength. I did not imagine how sharp those claws could be, how they could cut. The tatters of my clothes drift down to the floor. Lux pulls down the rest of the dress, leaving me exposed.

Cold air skims my skin. I’m wearing nothing but a thong.

Lux howls again. Gathering my full boobs in his hands, he presses the tip of his snout to my nose. “These breasts are growing big and full to feed my child. You want other men to see what belongs to me?”

“I need someone who will treasure me,” I reply. “I’m sick of people forgetting that I exist. I deserve to be pleasured. I deserved to be taken on dates and made love to. And you—husband dear—are not good enough for me.”

“What?” Lux’s ears perk up.

He’s listening to me. So I tell him everything I haven’t said for all these weeks. “I’m not going to be a good little girl anymore. You want me to be faithful when you’ve already abandoned me? You don’t even treat me like your wife.”

“Because I wasn’t sure of your motivations.”

“If you want to keep doubting me, be my guest. I’m through with it, though. I’m going to move on.”

As I swivel on my heels and back away, Lux’s hand reaches out to grab mine. His claws rake over my skin. “Nova, wait.”  

“Unless you want to apologize, I’m not interested in hearing it.” I shield my naked breasts with one hand. My blood stirs at the way Lux is staring at my dark nipples—like he wants to devour my body. I can’t handle the mixed signals. His body needs me like mine needs his. But his mind is conflicted.

“I called the clinic you used to go to when you were a student,” he starts. “They said you were on birth control and the doctor herself assured me she had inserted the device into your uterus. So I suppose you weren’t lying.”

I stretch my neck. “I told you I wasn’t. Why didn’t you believe me?”

Lux runs his free hands through the gray fur on his head. “Baby, I’m sorry I didn’t trust you. I’m sorry I was cold to you and made you feel like you were unwanted. Your father was so convincing when he said you were trapping me because you wanted a better life. He deceived me and I was confused about who to trust. I had to be certain.”

“And are you certain now?” I stop fighting his grip.

“I am. You’re the sweet, innocent woman I fucked that night. You know I was smitten with you even after you left.” He chuckles. The redness of his blush shows itself over his fur. I never imagined that a big, bad alpha werewolf like Lux was capable of blushing.

“But you knew I wasn’t your soulmate,” I state.

“That doesn’t matter….” Lux trails off. “All I can promise is that I’ll do better in the future. I’ll think of you and your needs before mine. Because your body is mine, too.”

The way he drops his eyelids so seductively makes my heart quicken in anticipation. He kisses my breasts. “You want me to make you feel good, baby girl?”

“Yes.”

“I’m going to make your neglected pussy feel so good.” He cradles my stomach. “Then you’re going to be a good girl for me and change into the dress I bought for you.”

When he grabs my pussy like it belongs to him, my entire body goes numb before exploding like a hot volcano. Possessive Lux is incredibly hot.

Lux grabs hold of my thighs and begins rubbing up and down my bare skin. His rough, dominant touch releases waterfalls of electric current into my bloodstream. I cling to his touch, needing him to touch me in all the places he has neglected—my breasts, my bump, my thirsty pussy.

“Your butt is so soft.” Lux’s whisper caresses my neck. His hands slide behind my thighs, grabbing my butt cheeks and squeezing. My core spills moisture in response to the warm kneading of my skin. My husband’s hands are so strong yet the fur makes his touch seem luxurious.

“Did you forget you’re my baby girl?” His breaths tear as he finally gives in to his desire and palms my swollen belly. Sharp pricks of longing and arousal poke through my skin everywhere he touches me. It has been so long since I was desired and claimed. I can tell how much my husband loves touching my round stomach from the way his erection is growing. “I bred that cunt to remind you who it belongs to.”

“Then why don’t you use what’s yours?” I retort. “You don’t even look at me anymore.”

“Because I can’t.” He emits a pained growl. “You’re pregnant.”

“It’s safe for us to have sex,” I assure him. “I can take it. Please.”

“Are you sure?” There’s so much resistance, so much hesitation in his eyes. I can see that his protective instinct is warring with his baser desires.

I nod vigorously. “Please. I’ll go mad if I don’t get off tonight.”

I know a lot of men get grossed out by pregnant bodies and don’t want to touch their partners because they’re scared of affecting the baby. The tent in Lux’s pants gives me hope that he’s not one of those men. I guess he still finds me irresistible when I’m bloated with his seed.

After a long pause, he nods. “I’ll be careful. I won’t penetrate you.”

He quickly unzips his pants. I gasp at the rock-solid dick that emerges from underneath. Thick veins decorate his impressive organ.

Lux turns me around, pulling my ass against his groin as he slides his thick, meaty pole between my thighs. My clit trills with pleasure every time his thick head rubs against my pleasure button. My folds part for his thick girth, buzzing with delight at the friction between his cock and my intimate core.

I want to ask him to push into my empty channel, to give me all of his length like he did when he got me pregnant. My walls close over nothing, needy for stimulation.

“We can go further,” I tell him. “Shove your cock in me.”

“No. It’s too much.”

“It isn’t.”

“Listen to me, baby girl. Let’s take this slow.”

I want to demand that he take me now but he probably has a point. My body isn’t used to having sex. I haven’t done it once since I got pregnant. It’ll take a while for me to become accustomed to being filled—especially by a big monster dick.

Lux continues rocking into me, rubbing his penis over my folds. He presses my thighs together to make the space between my legs tighter. I moan every time his head wrecks my clit, then goes back to teasing my entrance.

The sweet siren call of an orgasm is already ringing in my ears. I’m so sensitive right now.

I come apart easily as he puts a few more strokes on me, spilling a fountain of moisture in his poor dick.

“You still gush when you come. It’s so sexy,” Lux whispers.

I grind myself against him to prolong my climax and make it more intense. It feels more intimate when I can feel him connected to me as I’m coming. All the tension and resentment I’ve been holding onto evaporates as my muscles relax, fed by delicious aftershocks of ecstasy.

“Good girl, come for Daddy. Drench Daddy’s cock,” Lux encourages me.

“I’ve been more responsive to any touch since I became pregnant,” I say, closing my eyes and letting him hold me from behind as I ride out the last moments of my ultimate high. “It makes everything feel more intense.”

The orgasm is intense but short. Lux doesn’t even let himself come before pulling away from me. His cock looks painfully hard.

“Will you be alright like that?” I glance at his dick.

Disappointment grips me when Lux slides further back. “Change into another dress. We have to leave.”

Without finishing what he started, he marches off to the bathroom, leaving my pussy burning.


Chapter 4



Lux

I must have been out of my mind when I decided to bring Nova to the charity gala organized by the Association for Human-Monster Relations. I thought it’d look bad if I turned up alone when my wife is a human and the association is all about promoting closer relationships between humans and monsters. But my public image seems to have come at the cost of my sanity.

Nova is a temptation from head to toe. Though I was able to convince her to change into a more modest piece of clothing, seeing her naked with her fertile belly and lush curves was a steep price to pay. My dick was straining against my pants throughout the drive. The only reason I didn’t plunge my hard erection into her soft cunt is because of the traffic that kept my attention diverted.

The venue for the charity event is packed which means that Nova has been glued to my side since we arrived. Every time my wife’s hair brushes my fur, my groin quivers with heat.

My response isn’t purely lust. Whatever I feel for her isn’t purely physical anymore. Her scent seeps through my nostrils to a deep part of me, awakening a desire I can’t put into words. It’s like I’m remembering a long-lost bond. It feels as though Nova and I have been soulmates for centuries and we have reunited again in this life. She feels so familiar and the pull between us is older than the stars.

I shiver, afraid. These feelings could only mean one thing—that Nova is my soulmate after all. Only fated soulmates have bonds that feel older than time. Often, they fall into each other’s lives through mysterious circumstances, and fate engineers a way to keep them stuck to each other. Now that I know she actually became pregnant due to chance, what if her accidental pregnancy was just destiny’s way of telling me she’s mine?

“You’re deep in thought.” Nova’a red-painted lips have my full attention as she closes them around the edge of her wineglass. She sips the white wine delicately and I visually follow the liquid as it goes down her throat, making the smooth column swell as a result.

“Are you angry at me for before?” It’s not like me to care about her feelings after she deliberately wore a provocative outfit to get a rise out of me. “I was high-handed before. Seeing you in that dress just brought out my caveman instinct. Under all the polish, I’m still a beast. I want your sacred form to be mine, especially because you’re carrying my child.”

“Really? You want me to be yours?” She scoffs. “Then you’ll have to make more of an effort. Because let me tell you, I’m not an object. I’m a living, breathing woman who needs to be loved and fucked regularly. In that order.”

God, she looks fierce and ethereal when she’s asserting herself. This is the part of her that I fell for that night. The most irresistible part of her. Now that she’s pregnant, her ability to fight for what she wants only looks sexier. Because it means she’ll be the kind of mother who will fight for our child, too.  

I empty my lungs, fighting the black static in my head. My thoughts are being eaten away by the sense of rightness that fills the space between us. There’s only a single voice in my head and it’s demanding that I make my wife scream with pleasure for bearing the burdens of pregnancy alone. “Nova, I want you so badly, and now that I know you can be trusted, nothing will stop me from taking your perfect body whenever I please,” I whisper, even as I move closer to her warm body. Even as I slide my knuckles under her perfect, swollen breasts. “But I can’t hurt you.”

“Because I’m pregnant?” She throws up her hands in exasperation. “Honestly, women have sexual needs even when they’re knocked up. And you won’t hurt me. I’m not that fragile.”

My throat constricts at her words. Needs. She has sexual needs. God, if she only knew how filthy my mind is. I’ve been dreaming of fucking her raw with her pregnant belly bouncing ever since I saw her in her wedding dress.

“We’re not like that,” I remind her.  

“Why not? You’re my husband. You must provide me pleasurable sex. Do I have to beg for it?” She throws her head back, mischief glinting in her smile. “Or do you want me to call you daddy now that you’re actually a daddy?”

“If you do, I can’t be held responsible for what I do,” I tell her.

Nova presses her breasts against my chest. “Take me.”

“We’re in a public place. There are other people here,” I remind her. Already, whispers and eyes are following us. I’m a well-known face in these circles and everybody is curious about my pregnant wife. After all, she’s the one who made me settle down.

“Fuck me in the toilets if you must,” Nova murmurs. “I can’t bear to be unfulfilled tonight.”  

“You won’t be alone or unfulfilled.” I squeeze her tiny hand to reassure her. I swallow, wondering if this is the right time to tell her that I don’t hate her anymore. Her needy, desperate gaze convinces me to speak.

“What I meant was that I don’t want us to start with sex. I didn’t even court you properly before we were married. I need to wine and dine you first, show you what it’s like to date a Longhorn. The intimacy comes after that. Consider it my apology for how cruel I was.”

“We already did things in the wrong order,” Nova reminds me. “I got pregnant first, remember?”

“Which is why I’m determined to do it right this time. Baby, let me treat you like a princess. You’re not a whore and I’m not going to give you a quickie in the toilet. You deserve more than that.” I press my lips against her, giving her a chaste kiss. “Let me take you out tomorrow evening. Is there any place you want to go to?”

“Nowhere specific.”

“Is there anything you like to eat?”

“I like to eat everything.”

I smile at her response. She really acts like a child sometimes. But I find that cute, too. Her scent is so pleasant right now because she climaxed a few hours ago. I never knew a person’s scent changed after having sex. Or maybe it’s because the weird angst and tension between us is gone. I’m glad I cleared up the air. Withholding affection from my wife was slowly killing me on the inside. I’m naturally inclined to provide. To protect. To love.

I curve my hand around Nova’s midsection, letting my fingers drum over her big belly. I can’t believe my baby is growing inside her. It’s a miracle. One that I took for granted.

Just like meeting Nova, and then meeting her again.

It looks like this brave, petite woman might really be my soulmate. Her scent changes my mood. When she used to smell anxious and sad in the mornings, it was agony to cross the living room without running to comfort her. Now that she smells healthy again, I want to bury my nose in her neck and never stop sniffing her.

With every passing second, I feel more and more stupid for having acted the way I did. All the reasons I shouldn’t touch her, shouldn’t give in to our attraction, seem trivial. I bred her. I put my baby inside her fertile womb. And now she’s mine forever. Those three things matter more than all my angst about being betrayed. Even if she took advantage of me, it doesn’t change the fact that she’s my fated mate. My other half. My soul’s yearning. I can’t live without her.

That’s why I’m going to make her my wife in every way starting now.


Chapter 5



Nova 

Being nestled against my husband is the best place to be. I settle myself more comfortably into the crook of Lux’s arm as he wraps it around me. We’re both lounging on the couch, watching a movie.

“A romantic comedy?” I gasped when he revealed his choice of film. “You don’t seem like the type to watch romance flicks.”

“Both of us need a little romance in our lives right now.” He winked at me. “Let’s restore our faith in happily-ever-afters.”

The movie was about a con artist falling in love with her mark. It had action, thrills, swoony moments, and everything else you’d expect from an A-grade romance.

“That was a fun film,” I reply when the end credits are playing. “Maybe we should make this a daily thing.”

“If you want to.” Lux grabs my body and helps me stand. With my stomach becoming heavier, simple activities require more effort than before. But my considerate husband is there to help me get out of bed every morning.

He literally lifts me up now, his strong muscles hoisting me up with ease. He places me on the dining chair. His eyes turn watery as he glances at me like he’s savoring every detail of my facial composition.

“So pretty.” He kisses the top of my head, running his claws down my shoulders and arms. “My baby girl is so sexy. I want to eat you for dinner.”

My insides are shaking with the intensity of heat that courses through my blood. Lux is so huge. Just being in the proximity of such a large beast who clearly desires me turns me on instantly. I guess being sexually needed by a big monster is my number one turn-on.

I push my thighs together to hide my arousal. I’m wearing a short dress and the spot in my panties will be evident if Lux looks under my skirt.

“Sexy? I’m over a hundred pounds and heavily pregnant. I look like a whale.” I chuckle.

Lux kneels on the floor and presses his snout to my stomach. “The fact that you’re ripe and swollen with my seed only makes me want you more. Your body is so beautiful when it’s pregnant. I want to keep stroking that beautiful belly all day.”

He wraps his hand around my midsection protectively. Just the way he claims the baby inside me as his, claims my womb as his sets off shudders in my core. My pussy clenches, getting wetter every time he drags his fingers over my stomach. “I’m constantly turned on knowing that my breeding kink made you this way. It’s so hot that our sex bore fruit and changed your body. You’re a fertile divine goddess, Nova.”

“I thought you regretted getting me pregnant,” I murmur.

“I was confused. I didn’t want a gold digger as the mother of my child. But trust me, the day I saw your killer pregnancy curves in your wedding gown, I wanted to rip your clothes to shreds and fuck your pregnant body in front of everyone. I wanted to lock you down and keep you forever.”

My body trembles at his intensity. There’s a rough edge to his words. He sounds like a monster but that makes me want him more. I guess a lot of my sexual attraction toward him is also fueled by the fact that he’s the father of my baby. That he was the man who bred me and made me feel feminine and fertile. Every time I feel my full stomach, I want him to fuck me again and breed me like I belong to him. The claim he staked on my womb that day is imprinted into my body.

“Tell me what you want,” Lux murmurs. “I hoped to take you on a trip to Paris for our first date but with you being heavily pregnant, the doctor said it wasn’t safe.”

He sandwiches my hand between his. “But I promise, the moment you’re able to travel again, we’re going on the most lavish getaway.”

“You’ve changed,” I mumble.

“It’s your effect on me.” Lux leans in to sniff my neck. When his warm nose presses against my cold skin, my heartbeat skyrockets. “You smell like my mate. I can’t get enough of being around you. Your pheromones have a powerful effect on my brain.”

My whole body freezes at the word ‘mate’. When I was taking the course on monster sexuality, I remember reading about the concept of fated mates. They’re two souls meant to unite in this lifetime. Not all types of monsters have fated mates, but werewolves do. Their mate is the most sexually compatible with them and the scent of them drives a werewolf crazy with lust. Not only that, mates can reproduce easily. They understand and please each other’s bodies without trying to.

When I add all that up, it seems more and more likely that I could be Lux’s mate. We have crazy sexual chemistry and he plays my body like a guitar. Plus, he knocked me up easily even though we’re of different species. The icing on the cake is the way fate conspired to bring us together through an unplanned pregnancy and my father is determined to marry me to a Longhorn. It’s like our story was predestined.

I swallow, reaching for the cool glass of water Lux has prepared for me since I can’t drink alcohol. “You think I could be your mate?”

“Maybe.” Lux inhales me and moans. “I want to believe you are because you’re my wife and you’re going to bear my child.”

My hopes are dashed by his words. He’s not sure whether I’m his mate even though everything points to that conclusion. I’m getting ahead of myself here. I should be focused on our present, not on whether we have a divine connection.

“You said you didn’t want to sit next to me at the bar when we met,” I remember. “You were turned on by me back then, too.”

“You’ve been driving me insane with that sweet scent of yours for weeks. It was only a matter of time before you broke me and I surrendered and fucked you raw. But I’m glad I resisted. I want to get to know you.”

My core is aching like there’s a wound inside it. It’s demanding Lux’s hardness. I know he wants to treat me right and I should let him, but my sex drive refuses to tamp down.

Irritated by my own insatiable sexual appetite, I grab a glass of water and try to cool myself down. But my husband’s heavy-lidded green eyes are too distracting. I end up spilling water on my face.

“Dammit!” I curse, wiping my face with a napkin. All my makeup scrubs off with it. Well, so much for me looking pretty. I suppose it’s not a bad idea for Lux to get used to my bare face since we’re bonded together for life.

My stomach tightens with fear when Lux’s claws are still on my face.

Panic clutches at my nerves. I suddenly remember the reason why I’ve been using heavy makeup at home. To hide my shameful past.

Now my wounds are exposed.

“What are those marks?” Lux scrutinizes the scars on my cheeks. Dad hit me a lot of times, every time I refused to obey him or tried to run away. I used makeup to cover those up during my wedding but now they’re visible. Lux’s strong hands bracket my face. His warm fur feels so good on my scarred skin. “Who hit you?”

“My Dad,” I reply, feeling vulnerable. Admitting my most horrific moments feels like reliving that trauma. I feel less than desirable, less than human when I think of the way I was treated. I want to forget about that part of me. But Lux’s understanding and concern coax the words out of my lips. I know he’s worried. He’s probably imagining the worst. The only thing I can’t bear is to see him so unhappy. “Every time I resisted marrying you, every time I tried to run away from home, he caught me and beat me.”

Lux’s nostrils flare. His eyes redden.

“That bastard. You’re pregnant. How dare he lay a hand on his daughter?” The rage in his voice surprises me. I didn’t think he’d care. He has been content to ignore my existence.

But I need more from him. I need him to care about me more. To tell me he’ll cherish me. “Abuse is a normal thing in our house.”

Lux withdraws his hand from my face, leaving me cold and feeling alone. “Why didn’t you tell me when we met that night? I could’ve helped you.”

“I was just a stranger. Would you have gone so far for a woman you just met?” I rock my eyebrows upward, challenging him.

“Yes.” Lux’s muscles poke through his neck. “My instinct to protect would have made it impossible to leave you alone.”  

I shrug. It’s not something I’m proud of; my family dynamics. And I didn’t want to drag an outsider into it. “My Dad wanted a son and he has made sure I regretted being born every day of my life. I doubt you could have done anything to lessen his resentment toward me.”

Lux’s hand settles on my head. It’s so big, it covers my head like a big hat. But I like it. I like being comforted and taken care of by this big, powerful werewolf.

“Why did you run away?” Lux asks. “Because he was hurting you?”

“No, because he was forcing me to marry you. He made what was between us seem like it was his plan all along. Which it wasn’t. I didn’t want to be reduced to his pawn.”

“Then why did you agree to the wedding?” Lux smooths his furry knuckles over my scars. He looks at them with so much pain, like it physically hurts him to see me wounded. My heart flutters at the closeness. He has been treating me so well since the charity event. I still can’t believe it’s real.

And if I’m not careful, I’ll end up falling in love with him. I know we’re married, but if life has taught me anything, it’s that men cannot be trusted to stick with me. Who knows when Lux will grow bored of me and start acting distant again? I can’t get used to his consideration.

“I didn’t agree to the wedding,” I reply. “I was forced into it. I simply thought I’d make the best of the situation. Plus, I already liked you so being your wife didn’t seem like a punishment. I wanted to take a chance on my feelings and hold onto you, even if I wasn’t your soulmate.”

The broken look on Lux’s face makes me hate myself for being so honest. Just when he started to like me, I had to go and make him feel guilty for it.

“I’m so sorry, Nova.” He draws me into a tight embrace. “You’ve had to deal with horrible things in your life. Baby girl, I like you a great deal but I’m not going to keep you by force. If you want to leave me, I won’t stop you.”

“I can’t go back to that house,” I say. “I’d rather stay with you. Like I said, I like you. Especially when you’re being attentive to me.”

“I’m going to make sure you’re always loved.” Lux nuzzles his snout against my cheek. “You’ll be safe here.”

“Thank you. All I’m focused on right now is giving birth to this child.” I grip my belly. “Everything else comes after that.”

“Of course.” Lux licks my earlobe. “You’re going to be the most amazing mother. Our son is lucky to have you. And so am I.”

“Lux, do you think we can be a happy family even if we started out as strangers forced into a marriage?”

“I’m sure we can.” My husband’s eyes soften. There’s no doubt in his statement. His words give me strength.

Even though our marriage started off with distrust and coldness, things are already getting better. It might not be long before we can evolve into a real, warm, loving family unit.

“But before that, I’ll make sure your dad pays for treating you badly.” Lux’s determination makes my stomach clench with anticipation. Call it intuition; I can sense he is planning something. And it’s not going to go well for my father. “Do you know the reason I agreed to marry you was because he threatened to kill both you and our child if I didn’t?”

“What?” I flinch back as if I’ve been physically slapped. “I had no idea.”

“It was the most horrible moment,” Lux admits, wiping his face with his palm. “I resented him for trapping me but I already resented myself for having unsafe sex. I’d never have forgiven myself if something happened to you or our unborn baby. That’s why I had to marry you so I could keep both of you safe.”

I wondered all this time why Lux gave in to my father’s demands. I knew he didn’t want a wife or kids. He’s strong-willed enough to reject a marriage proposal he doesn’t have an interest in. In fact, I was counting on him to refuse to marry me. That would have freed me from my father’s clutches. Of course, my dad would have treated me even worse in the aftermath. But I never imagined he’d go as far as harming me and my child if we proved useless to him.

I shudder, realizing I narrowly escaped death. All because Lux gave up his freedom and the dream of finding his true mate to keep me safe.

I mean, he has money. He has a job so he’s not financially dependent on his family. Even if they threatened to cut him off, he wouldn’t have lost much. He didn’t marry me because he needed to get his family’s fortune. Now I know what motivated him.

My emotions twist at the idea that he was given the choice between being a murderer or Bart Baron’s son-in-law. He might seem powerful, but my father played his weakness.  

“I’ll make him pay for hurting you,” Lux promises. “I’ll make sure he can never do anything to you or our baby.”

“I’m happy to be away from that house,” I confess. “I felt like I was suffocating there. It was clear my dad was planning to marry me off to the richest suitor. He doesn’t care about my happiness at all. That’s why I was at the bar that evening; I wanted to feel liberated.”

Lux’s gaze moves down to my full stomach. “You weren’t the only one looking for liberation. I wanted to let out my wild side and breed you, too. Thank you for giving me the freedom to be myself that night. It was the best sex of my life.”

Mine, too. “We’re more alike than I thought. We were both looking to be our authentic selves.”

“And we found the right person who let us be ourselves.” Lux cracks a smile.  

I don’t say anything, simply allow my husband to kiss me. His lips glide slowly over mine. The assault of his tongue makes fireworks explode in my belly. I’m melting into the heat between our bodies. It’s so easy to stop thinking and lose myself in the moment whenever I’m in Lux’s arms. I instinctively trust him. I know he’ll take care of my body and make me feel great.

Even the very first time we met, I was the same. I jumped into his arms without a second thought and let him take the lead.

I loved the idea of him taking care of me. I even loved the fantasy of him impregnating me.

But more than anything else, I love the reality of Lux Longhorn as my husband.
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“I have good news.” Lux is beaming when he enters the apartment a few weeks later. I waddle over to him. I’m a lot bigger now that I’m in the seventh month of pregnancy. Lux wasn’t kidding; werewolf babies are huge. The obstetrician advised me against giving birth naturally; the baby is too big and my birth canal can’t take that much stretching. Lux made sure I had the best surgeon for my C-section and already set the date. He wouldn’t hear any argument on the issue. Not that I was arguing, either.

“I hope the news is really good because I’ve been missing you.” I pout. “You’ve been coming home late.”

Of course, Lux eats me out every morning to apologize for his behavior. He even snuggles with me for hours and leaves late for work so I don’t feel lonely or insecure. He’s determined to be a caring husband. He’s determined to not let me relapse into the trauma of being abandoned by my husband.

“Sorry, baby.” The big werewolf shrugs out of his jacket. My chest swells with desire when I see his strong muscles rippling under his thin white shirt. I wish I could peel off that shirt and bury myself in that broad, furry chest. “I was working on getting your father removed from the board of his companies. It was an intensive project. I had to dig up a lot of dirt on him.”

“My dad?” I curl my hair around my finger. I didn’t expect this to be the subject of today’s conversation. “You’ve been doing what?”

“I had to make him pay for blackmailing me and abusing you.” He cups my face, eyes narrowing with malice. “After that night, when I saw what he did to your face, I was boiling with rage. I wanted to tear him apart. I wanted to mutilate his body with my own hands.” He pauses, trying to regain control over his emotions. “But I found a more constructive way. This morning, he was arrested for fraud. He can no longer manage his companies and his shares will be transferred over to you.”

“You mean his company is mine now?” I gasp, grabbing my stomach when my body threatens to collapse from the shock of this information.

“Nova, you’re now the owner of a multi-million-dollar corporation. Congratulations!” Lux digs his fingers deeper into the sides of my face, folding them so his claws don’t poke me. “You’re a rich woman in your own right. If you choose to, you could even run the company as the new CEO.”

I am paralyzed by the magnitude of what Lux has done for me. He has put my dad in jail and made sure I get his fortune. The implications of that are so far-reaching, that I don’t know where to begin. For one, I’m now financially independent. I no longer have to worry about being left in the cold without any money to support my child. That’s the hugest relief I can have when I’m seven months pregnant and worried about what will happen if things go south between Lux and me. Now he has made sure that I’ll be provided for in any situation and I won’t have to depend on him or my dad.

“Thank you.” My lips tremble as the words fall from my mouth.

“It’s what you deserve. I wanted to give you a present you’d love and I think this is it. I hope you forgive me for not even giving you an engagement ring before we were married.”

“It’s the best gift I could ask for. A whole company!” I direct my gaze downward, feeling too exposed and vulnerable to stare Lux straight in the eye. “But I don’t think I’m qualified to run it. I’ll leave that in the hands of a professional.”

“It’s your company now so you can do whatever with it.” Lux leans in for a long kiss. Our tongues mingle. He tastes like wood and smells like the most luxurious musk. My brain relaxes, knowing I’m in safe hands. It’s my instinct kicking in again. No matter how much Lux has hurt me, my body never stops trusting him. It’s like it knows he will come through for me.

I moan as he intensifies the kiss, plunging into my mouth and rocking my world. Every brush of his tongue against mine sets a fountain of liquid gushing out of my pussy. My husband did the most wonderful thing for me—he gave me freedom from depending on anyone for the rest of my life. Yet, all I ache for is his thick manhood pressed inside me, reminding me of how fertile and desired I am.  

“Lux, this is the best gift ever.” My voice goes husky. My throat is dry from that scorching kiss. “But can I ask for one more?”

“Anything you want, baby girl.” Current zig-zags up my body when he calls me that. His baby girl. That’s what I want to be.

“Be my Daddy again,” I plead. “The way you fucked me when you were breeding me was so animalistic and hot. I want that again. I know I’m pregnant, but I need you to claim me like you want to knock up my fertile body.”

“Nova.” Veins rise on Lux’s throat. “Baby girl, you’re such a tease. You want Daddy to stuff you with his seed again?”

I nod. “Cream my pussy until I’m sore.”

Lux gently peels my nightgown off my body. He surveys my expectant body, swelling on my material curves. Dark desire makes his pupils widen until they’ve engulfed his green irises entirely. I brush my fingers against my soft skin, gliding it over my full breasts. My areolae are big and dark, so close to producing milk. I give my boob a squeeze, observing Lux’s crotch. Predictably, his cock rises, letting me know he finds my body irresistible even now.

“Daddy, do you want to suck on my breasts?” I ask, batting my eyelashes.

Lux emits a low growl. He sounds like a predator, like an animal who wants to devour me. And I love it.

Ripping his shirt off, he hastily tugs down his pants, too. His boxers are the final piece of garment to leave his body. Then he’s fully bare, just like me.

He towers over me with his monstrous height. His body is so wide and thick. His arms settle on my shoulders before sliding down further.

He cups my ass, kneading my fleshy cheeks. Grunts and tight sounds escape his lips in a string as he grinds his erection against my wet core. The contact energizes my clit. Before long, I rocked to his rhythm, sliding my wet, needy folds over his long dick.

Lux bends his head, flicking his tongue over my hard nipples. He kisses both my buds.  

“Look at these marvelous titties. Daddy wants to see them dripping with milk.” He sniffs my chest. “I can smell the milk inside you. You’ll be such a delicious mommy, always leaking cream for her babies.”

“Babies?” I quirk my eyebrow.

“Baby girl, Daddy is never going to get tired of breeding you.” My belly is scooped up by his hands. “Not when you look so pretty pregnant.”

His possessive, determined tone fills my head with images. I can picture myself holding lovely wolf babies, imagine their little mouths suckling at my udders. I can see this house filled with children and the thought makes me happy. A big family has always been my dream. I’m eager to give birth to more babies and nourish them. I want to be a nurturing mother who is always carrying new life in my womb.

Plus, the thought of lactating makes me feel so hot like I’m a fertile goddess who can nourish lives with my breasts.

“I want to be pregnant with your babies,” I tell him. “Breed me well, Daddy.”

Lux really knows how to access the primal, feminine parts of me. That’s why I accept his seed in my unprotected cunt so easily. Because it feels right. It feels like his seed belongs inside me, warm in my womb.

“Daddy will have to be careful because you’re already growing his baby inside you.” He licks one thick, hard nipple. “But he’ll make sure you’re dripping his cum from your tiny slit.”   

My husband’s mouth latches onto one of my nipples and he sucks my breast with force. His raw need is evident in the way he loses himself while he’s suckling me. His teeth scrape me, inciting a tender wave of pleasure.

I fall back, his arms caging me and keeping me from falling. Lux moves on to my other nipple, grinding his tongue over the hard, aroused peak until I’m crying. Tears are literally streaming down my cheeks from how good it feels to have my nipples played. Lux is pinching the nipple that he just lavished attention on and the wetness coupled with the sensitivity from being pregnant elevates the sensation of having my nipple tweaked to new heights.

Earthquakes of euphoria rattle my body every time he tweaks my responsive tip while his tongue flicks over the other one. It isn’t long before I’m begging him to stop.

“Please, Daddy. Stop. I can’t take it anymore. My pussy hurts from how good it feels.” The pain is buzzing through my system, transforming into waves that numb my thoughts.

“My baby girl’s tits are delicious. Daddy wants to keep loving them,” Lux responds. But he respects my needs so he immediately removes his hands and mouth from my bosom. “On your knees baby girl. Daddy wants to see your bulging bump hanging as he wrecks your pussy from behind.”

I’m close to sobbing from the need to be sated. He revved me up with foreplay. Now my pussy is threatening to burn to ashes unless he gives it the same love.

I slide down to my knees, carefully testing my wrists on the ground. When I’m on all fours, with my cunt gaping open and my pregnant stomach and big breasts bouncing under me, Lux mumbles in satisfaction. “That cunt looks so wet and ripe to take Daddy’s cock.”

“I can’t wait. I want to come, Daddy.”

Lux mounts me, positioning his throbbing cock head at my weeping pussy hole. He slides both hands under my belly to hold it stable. Then he impales his cock on my cunt, pressing close to me as he hugs our growing baby inside my belly. My thighs tremble with the force of his penetration.

I lose the ability to form coherent words the moment his erection digs deep into my lubricated channel, sparking heat along its path. The feeling is a hundred times more intense with my big stomach hanging in front of me, reminding me of the consequences of taking my husband raw. I love being reminded of how risky sex between us is. It adds an edge of thrill and danger which stimulates my nerves.

“Your pussy spreads for me so well. It knows it’s mine.” Lux keeps my belly cradled and safe as he begins to move inside me, hitting me deeper with every successive thrust. He goes slow, making every stroke long. My needy pussy grabs his dick, aching with the need for more.

“Lux…” The tiny voices coming out of my throat in a steady rhythm coax him to go on.

“Does my baby girl like being reminded of how much Daddy wants her even when she’s knocked up?”

I moan.

“Daddy adores your pregnant body,” Lux reassures me. “It’s curvy and delicious. Daddy dreams of seeing his newborn baby sucking milk from those full, creamy breasts.”

Lux thrusts into me harder, reminding me of how monstrous his dick can be. It’s incredibly huge when it’s fully erect, bigger than any human cock. The ache in my pussy bloats into a bomb about to explode. It’s like he’s opening my nerves with every stroke, making all the sensations spill out. He pumps me like he means to fill my cunt with another child. But he supports my belly throughout, keeping me safe.

Heat lashes my body. My pussy rocks back, seeking his cock, needing to satiate his desire. His head is thick. When it pushes against my womb, the breath leaves my lungs. It’s such an unbelievable feeling. His touching such an intimate part of me opens the floodgates of my pleasure.

The ecstasy of my alpha Daddy pressing against the womb he bred shortcircuits my brain. Every cell overflows with rapture. I close my eyes and let myself unravel. The orgasm is heightened by Lux coming inside me. His cum is warm and thick. It washes over my bare walls, making me feel complete.

I relish being held by him, his steady hand over my growing belly reminding me of how much he wants to protect me.

His cock keeps spurting semen inside me until he has emptied every drop. Then his knot swells and locks us together.

I sit on his lap, satisfied because I’m full of my husband’s knot. His release is sloshing inside my feminine channel, soaking me with his essence and reminding me of how good it feels to be bred.

Lux caresses my stomach.

I open my thighs, allowing him to dip his fingers lower and circle my clit. He’s going to stroke me to another orgasm slowly and I’m determined to enjoy the sensual journey. “That was fantastic, Daddy.”

Lux’s tail wraps around my legs. I know it’s his way of keeping me warm since I can’t dress while I’m stuck to him. “I wish I could give you another baby soon, but this one’s still got a while until he’s ready to leave his mommy’s warm body.” He gives my big stomach a pat.

“You’ve made me so happy.” I lean into the makeshift bed of his chest, letting my eyelids roll down as my husband continues to stimulate my clit. The heat from him rubbing against my nerves seeps into me slowly, like a warm cup of hot chocolate. “I’m rich and I’m full of you. The best combo.”

“I couldn’t get Bart to get away after the way he treated my wife,” Lux whispers in my ear. “You’re the most precious girl in the world, Nova. No man has the right to treat you badly. Not even me. I’m just glad you’re mine and I get to keep you cozy in my arms until we grow old.”

I quiver at his words. He thinks I’m precious. He thinks I’m his. He wants to grow old with me. I have never known any stability. Nobody has seen me as a part of their life. Nobody has wanted to keep me around forever.

Until Lux.

“I’d love to be wrapped in your fur,” I say. “It’s the best blanket ever.”

“Nova, I love you so much. You’re the perfect wife.”

My heart stills. Lux loves me. He finally admitted it. But even if he hadn’t, the fact that he went as far as to destroy my father so I could have a fortune and life of my own proves his love. The way he has been taking care of me and providing me with everything I need shows me that he isn’t half-hearted about our connection. The words are simply the icing on the cake.

“I love you, too, my werewolf husband.” I kiss his hand. “And I hope we’ll grow old together.”


Chapter 6



Nova

I feel like I’m living in paradise. Things are going so well between Lux and me these days. Thanks to him, I now have a fortune and enough money to live the way I want to. I no longer have to worry about providing for my child or the future children I’ll have.

I smirk to myself. I’m definitely planning to have more kids with my sexy husband. A lot more. I love how his eyes are always filled with lust whenever he glances at my pregnant body. I love how he does everything to take care of me so I can focus on giving birth to a healthy baby. Our dates have become a nightly thing. We always watch a movie followed by a candlelight dinner. Then, Lux massages my aching feet and cramped shoulders until I’m relaxed. If I’m not too sleepy, he makes love to me slowly, exploring every inch of my growing body with his tongue and teeth.

When he leaves me in the morning, there’s an empty space in my heart. I know we can’t be stuck together all the time, but as my stomach grows bigger, so does my need for his warmth.

I have been picking out stuff for our son’s nursery to keep myself occupied. The nursery is almost done now, so I need to find a new project. I wonder if I should renovate Lux’s study next. He never lets me inside that room. It’s like his fortress. And I want to know all his secrets. It makes me uncomfortable to not know a part of his life.

Lux has never forbidden me from entering his study, but he’s usually there and locks it when he leaves for work. “There are confidential work documents in there. I’ll get sued if someone finds out that my wife went through them.”

I don’t intend to read through Lux’s papers, only tidy up a little. The door is open today and I step in, surveying the small space. It’s the tiniest room in the apartment, as big as a spacious closet. There’s a desk with a computer and shelves stacked with loads of files.

Cradling my big stomach, I bend down and open the drawers. The first drawer contains his seal, paperweights, and stationery. It’s normal stuff, nothing out of the ordinary. The second drawer has sheets of paper with something printed on them. I’m about to close it when my name catches my eye.

It’s typed on the paper. Immediately, I pluck out the papers from the drawer and take a closer look at them.

My heart ceases functioning when I read the title of the document.

Divorce Application Form

My eyes scan the page, trying to absorb its contents. Lux has filled out our names in his neat handwriting along with the date of submission of the form—which happens to be the day after my baby is due.

My throat swells with fear and disappointment. I’m a fool. I’m so gullible. Lux has been planning to divorce me behind my back and claim custody of our unborn child all along. What if the reason he has been treating me so well is because it was a way to keep me from looking too closely at his activities? Making me feel secure could have been part of his plan, too.

My baby kicked in my stomach. The feeling of pain is intensified by the panic of losing my child. I refuse to let anyone rip my son away from me.

I have money now. I can do anything I want. I don’t have to worry about being powerless. Yet, thick streams of tears drip down from my eyes. The agony lancing through my throat is unbearable. I drop down on the floor. Wiping my tears away, I swallow the bitter taste of defeat.

My feelings for my husband have grown so much. I love Lux so much. He’s everything I need in a man. In a husband. I was already picturing our happy family with him as the father. A part of me can’t imagine living without him. My life has been a dream since he started treating me well.

But like everything else, it had to come to an end. Looks like nobody will ever love me unconditionally. Lux just wanted sex. He kept me around because he wanted the baby inside my stomach to be his.

It takes hours for all my anger, resentment, and shock to wash away. I find the strength to stand. I know what I have to do.

I’m not going to stay where I’m not needed, not loved, and not welcomed. Lux wants to leave me?

I’m going to beat him to it.


Chapter 7



Lux

When I entered my home that night, it was quiet. Usually, Nova’s giggling at some TikTok on her phone or cooking away happily in the kitchen. The darkness in the living room further heightens my concern. All the lights are off. It’s like there’s nobody at home. Did she go out?

Placing my briefcase at the entrance, I dash to our bedroom. My chest sags with happiness when I see my wife packing a suitcase. But the joy is quickly ruined by fear.

I creep closer to her. The suitcase is stuffed with her clothes. There’s another one next to it. It’s like she’s stuffing all her belongings into these bags.

“Are you going somewhere?” I clear my throat. “Why’re you packing?”

“I’m leaving this house.”

The coldness in her voice sets off an alarm inside my head. Nova always sounds so cheerful. This isn’t like her.

I kneel on the floor, next to her. I put an arm around her shoulder but she brushes me off. “Don’t touch me.”

“What do you mean?” The slimy feeling in my gut is growing like a serpent. Her demeanor tells me I messed up but I’m not sure how. “You’re seven months pregnant, Nova. Where are you planning to go?”

Nova tightens her fists. She snaps her head up, narrowing her sexy eyes at me. I wish I didn’t find her so alluring when she’s mad but Nova is sexually my kryptonite.

“I saw the divorce papers in your study,” she says, fire burning in her eyes. “We haven’t even been married for a month. Were you always planning to get rid of me once I had given birth?”

I stiffen. “You were going through my stuff without my permission?”

“Yes, and I’m not ashamed of admitting it.” She puffs out her chest defiantly. “There should be no secrets between a married couple—”

“You’re right.” I turn on my heel, gritting my teeth violently. “I should’ve told you about that application but it slipped my mind completely.”

Her eyebrows furrow. “So you do want to divorce me? But you said you love me.”

Her bottom lip trembles. She’s trying to be strong but her hormones must be out of whack due to her condition.

“I love you, Nova,” I assure her. “I’m not planning to divorce you. Ever.”

“How can I believe you after I saw the application form?” Her low tone is laden with accusation. “Your behavior toward me is so inconsistent. The moment you started treating me well, I found out you’re scheming to cut me out of your life forever and take my child.”

“I’m not planning to take anything from you.” I forcefully grab her resisting body and pull her into a hug. She squirms, but I have no problem using my strength to make her submit to me. I squeeze her body closer, her baby bump knocking against my stomach. “Hush, baby girl. I know you’re shocked, but let me explain.”

“I don’t want to hear it!” She fights my grip on her body. “I’ve decided I’m going and that’s it.”

“Calm down, Nova.” I hate sounding harsh but the situation is going to slip out of control unless I do. I protect her bulging belly with my hand as I pull her back toward me. “Or Daddy will have to spank that naughty ass.”

Nova freezes when I slide my hand under her dress and pat her ass cheeks lightly. She moans. I don’t give her a break, pushing my fingers under her panties where her folds are bathed in her arousal. My baby girl is so turned on by my dominance. She’s my mate. Her body will keep reminding her of it no matter what happens between us. She can’t resist me just like I can’t resist her.

I gently caress her pretty, wet folds. I know just how to touch her to make her come. I’ve had plenty of experience these past few weeks and I’m not above using my skills to smooth things over between us.  

“Please, don’t…” Nova sobs as her pussy sprays moisture on my fingers. “I can’t say no to you even when I hate you because your touch is divine.”

“Let me make you feel good while you listen to me.” I bite her ear. “I signed those divorce papers ages ago before we were married. My father and I both thought your dad had ulterior motives in wanting a marriage between our families. We assumed you would be the same. I didn’t want my child growing up with a greedy mother who didn’t care for him. Getting a divorce and taking custody of him seemed like the only way to spare my heir from a miserable childhood. I didn’t want to turn an innocent child into a pawn in the power game between your family and mine.”

“I would never use my child that way.” Nova pants as her cunt grows hot and bothered by my attention.

“I know, baby. You’re the most devoted mom.” I pepper her shoulders with kisses while I strum her clit. I love how wet my wife gets for me. It makes me feel like the most powerful monster on the planet. “I didn’t know anything about you at that time. Your father was prepared to use you to climb up the social ladder. I figured you’d be the same. I’m glad I got to know you better. Now I can be certain you’re the best mother my child could ever have.”

“Are you being honest?” Nova arches her back as I push a thick digit into her pulsing pussy. Her walls lock around me, drenching my skin and fur with moisture. I trimmed my claws a few days ago so I could finger her delicate channel. It was the best idea I ever had.

“Baby, I could never lie to you.” Sitting on the bed, I pull Nova onto my lap and swirl my tongue around Nova’s hard nipple. The pebbled bud has a delicious texture that makes me crave it. So I suck at her other hard peak, too. “I hate liars. You know that.”

“What if you eventually find your soulmate? You’ll break up with me when that time comes, won’t you?” I shove another finger into Nova’s needy seam, stretching her walls. Nova bounces up and down on my fingers, seeking her release. I can tell she’s close. Her eyes are drifting closed. But she’s not about to climax without first spilling everything on her mind. “It’s to dissolve our marriage now. I’m already madly in love with you. It breaks my heart to imagine you not loving me back. My attachment to you will grow stronger the more time we spend together. I won’t be able to bear the heartache if you decide to walk away from me later.”

“I will never walk away from you.” I grind my fingers harder into her, curling my fingers to press against the sensitive nerves in her channel. Nova lets out a loud scream. I’ve never heard her yell like this. I must be doing something right. Without letting up, I stroke the spot I found until Nova’s begging me.

“Please…don’t abandon me…” A twinge of pain registers in my chest at my mate’s broken tone. “I need you.”

“Nova, I need you more. I get restless and lonely when you’re not around. Do you think you’re losing your mind over me? I’m worse.” I spear into her cunt with three fingers now to convince her of my passion. “I can’t stop touching you, even when we’re having an argument like this. The urge pleasure you is greater than the urge to breathe. Baby girl, you have Daddy wrapped around your little finger. I’ll never neglect you or make you feel unloved again. You deserve to be cherished more than anyone else in the world. I’m going to spend every day of my life reminding you of that fact.”

“Lux…thank you. I can never stay angry at you because you're so sweet.” Nova is huffing air out of her mouth. I scissor my fingers. That finally gets her over the edge.

Her walls choke my fingers. God, I wish it was my dick she was milking. I fondle her big stomach as she rides out her release, rubbing her clit over my hand to prolong the exquisite sensations. She leaks her moisture onto my fingers until it drips down my knuckles.

“You’re fucking sexy when you drench my fingers like that.” I keep my fingers tucked inside her. I love feeling her wetness and her softness. Her sexual releases feel delightful to me—which is why I can’t stop giving her orgasms. “How could I leave you when you’re my mate?”

Nova breathes erratically as she comes down from her orgasm. “I’m your mate? You said you weren’t sure.”

“I was.” I tuck my hand under her soft belly. “My gut told me you were special from the moment I first smelled you. Once we were married and you were in my apartment, your scent drove me crazy. I couldn't tell you because I didn’t want you feeling responsible for my response to you. You didn’t choose to be my mate. Humans don’t believe in fated mates, do they? If I told you, you’d feel like you couldn’t leave me. It would have trapped you in guilt. That’s why I lied.”

“Are you crazy? I’ve always dreamed of being somebody’s soulmate. I fell in love with you the day we met. And I longed to have something special between us.”

“I’m sorry.” I pull her dress up to lick her bump. “Forgive me. I’m so happy you’re the mother of my child. I can’t believe I thought you were a gold digger. You’re the most beautiful soul in the world, Nova. And I’m so proud you belong to me.”  

“I always thought I was unlovable but when I’m with you, you make me feel like I’m the only woman in the world.” Nova brushes my ears. “You’re a monster but I want you to be my monster. My Daddy. And my baby daddy”

“I’ll be all three,” I promise her. Then I look up, meeting gaze with steely resolve. “Where are the divorce papers?”

Nova points to the bed. I spring to my feet and grab the divorce application, ripping it to pieces in front of her eyes. “There. Now you don’t have to fear that I’ll leave you. I’m going to stick to you and love you until you’re dead.”

“Lux, do you really mean that?”

“One hundred percent,” I growl. “You’re stuck with this werewolf for life, Nova. I’m a possessive beast. I’ll do anything to make you stay by my side. I’ll fill your stomach with another baby to tie you to me. Understood?”

She coughs.

“God, you sounded like a possessive daddy when you said that.” Nova blushes. “Why do I find that sexy?”

“Because you’re my soulmate.” I gather her body up, holding her like she’s my bride. “We’re made for each other. All your flaws and quirks tantalize me. And mine you.”

Nova’s eyes shimmer with tears. Her lips are quivering again but this time, I can tell it’s from uncontrollable glee.

“I’m so glad we met that day.” She sniffles. “I knew you were the one the moment you sniffed me. There were butterflies in my stomach.”

“My instinct told me you were special, too. But I was too stubborn to admit it.” I drag my nose along her bloated womb. “But fate is more stubborn than you or me. It gave us this precious baby to remind us that we’re meant to be together. That we’re family.”

Nova nods. “Always.”

“Always,” I agree. “You’ll be my only love for as long as I’m alive.”

I let Nova process her feelings as I rock her in my arms. Once her emotions have settled, I drop my mate onto the bed and have my wicked way with her until sunrise. After all, keeping her happy and filled with cum is what I live for.


Epilogue



Lux

Six months later

“Good morning, gorgeous.” I yawn, circling the sofa where Nova is cradling our newborn son, Simon, in her arms. Her face is radiant, though there are under-eye circles from the sleepless nights she has spent since Simon’s birth. I stoke her satin hair. She jerks, her innocent, wide eyes turning to me. “How’s my sexy mama doing?”

“He needs to be fed all the time.” Nova releases a long sigh. “He’s so thirsty, just like his father.”

The sly smile coupled with the twinkle in her eyes tells me that she’s referring to my lust. Ever since she gave birth, we haven’t had sex. But I haven’t been stingy with complimenting her new body or massaging her sore breasts when she’s filled with milk. I want my mate to never be insecure about my love. Though the abstinence will continue for a few more weeks until her body is fully healed, I still get a boner every time I see my fertile wife nursing our child.

Nova looks so gorgeous with her big breasts spilling out and our baby’s mouth latched onto her bloated nipple. Our son gulps her sweet breast milk slowly, enjoying his mother’s nourishment while I relish the sight of them bonding together. Simon is half-wolf, and half-human, which means he’s a shifter. He can transform into a wolf at will. He hasn’t mastered that skill yet so for now, he looks like a human child all the time. It’d be my pleasure to teach him how to be a big, bad werewolf once he has grown up.

I pad over to the kitchen. It’s time to feed my alluring baby mama. Nova has no time to look after herself with the duties of motherhood taking up all her attention.

Moving fast, I get busy preparing breakfast. Since Nova’s occupied with nursing Simon and taking care of his needs, I’ve taken over cooking and household chores. I cut down on my hours at work so I could spend more time with my family. After all, I have more money than I could possibly need. Taking care of my baby girl is my biggest priority.

Since my culinary skills are still developing, I whip up a simple breakfast of eggs, bacon, and toast.

By the time I’m done, Simon is snoring away happily in his crib. Nova is stroking her flat stomach which is soft, but nowhere near as round and bulging as it was during her final month of pregnancy. My heart stops. My breeding kink whispers kinky things in my ears. I can’t stop imagining getting Nova pregnant again and having lots of little children running around our house calling me daddy. But I have enough self-control and love for my wife to know that she will need a few months to get over birthing a werewolf child before we try for another one. Since she’s still young and ripe, there should be no problems even if we wait a few years.

Nova’s huge, swollen boobs bounce as she sashays toward me. The thick white droplets of milk clinging to her dark areolas call out to me. My wolf instinct wants to savor every creamy bit of her.

But she stops at the dining table. My wife starts arranging cutlery on the table, still fully naked. Her ass jiggles tantalizingly, making my erection stain against my pants.

I come up behind her and wrap my arms around her stomach, pressing my clothed dick against her bare pussy. I trace her stretch marks, loving the reminder of her pregnancy. Pregnant Nova is my spank bank material. Every time I think back to her swollen belly and fuller curves, I end up masturbating.

“Rest up, baby girl.” I kiss the nape of her neck. Turning her around, I close my mouth around her sore, lactating nipple and lick away all the traces of breastmilk. “I don’t want you stressing yourself out. Feeding Simon every few hours takes a lot out of you. I can set the table myself.”

“I know you can,” Nova replies in that sassy tone of hers. “But I want to do more than nursing my baby.”

I lay our plates filled with steamy hot breakfast on the table. “You know you don’t have to do anything right now. Daddy can take care of stuff while my baby girl focuses on nurturing herself. Are you taking your multivitamins?”

“Yes, Daddy.” She grinds her pussy against my hard length, smearing my pajama pants with her wet slick. God, this woman drives me crazy with lust. I grab her soft hips and almost burst in my pants when I realize how small she is. “I’m going to become healthy quickly so you can put another baby inside me.”

This petite, motherly goddess just gave birth to my huge son and she wants another? Simon was heavy when he was born. He’s as big as a one-year-old human baby now even though he’s only four months old.

“There’s no need to hurry.” I kiss her lips. The smoothness of her silky skin makes my nerves tingle. I can’t believe how I managed to marry and impregnate such a lush, soft creature. I must be the luckiest werewolf alive. “You’re stuck with me forever, so we can take our time growing our family.”

“That’s true.” Nova drags her tongue along my jaw. “I’m yours for eternity, Lux. I’ll have all your babies and take your dick in me until we both can’t do it anymore.”

My dick likes her idea and it starts leaking pre-cum.

“I want to keep you happy and satisfied so I’ll have to eventually knock you up again,” I smirk. “I’ve never met a woman who loves being impregnated so much.”

“It makes me feel feminine and reminds me of how soft I am,” Nova replies. “I know the first time happened by accident but I love the feeling I get when I see Simon drinking from my breasts. I can’t wait to nurture more lives with my body. I love being a caregiver.”

“Let me take care of your first so you’re healthy enough to nourish more children.” I grab her and put her down on the chair. Seizing a knife and fork, I cut pieces of egg and bacon and feed my lovely wife. She enjoys every bite, eating it eagerly. When she tries to take the fork in my hand, I hiss. “I’m going to feed my precious little girl until her lips are fat enough to drive me crazy with desire.”

“You’re the best husband ever.” Nova’s laughter is high-pitched yet full of warmth. “Never thought I’d say that.”

“And you’re the best wife ever, Nova. I’m so glad fate forced us to marry each other. I couldn’t have lived without my mate. You’re my home, my comfort, my favorite place. Your smile makes me want to lay the world at your feet.” My heart beats when I see Nova’s eyes tear up. “Our family is perfect because you’re the mother of my children.”

“Thank you so much.” Nova brushes a tear from her face. “I never believed I could be loved but you’ve shown me that I’m precious and I can be happy, too. You’ve given me everything I could want in life. I’m completely fulfilled because I’m with you.”

She’s right. Our life has been so great ever since Simon was born. I never realized how much I needed a companion by my side. Someone fierce, protective, nurturing, and kind, who makes me feel like I belong. Someone who accepts my kinks, my love, and my protection without hesitation. I have found heaven with Nova.

And I’ll be by my mate’s side until death do us part.


Also by Krystal Clark



If you love steamy monster romance with lactation and breeding, check out my Monster Daddies series, starting with the gargoyle romance, Maid for the Gargoyle Lord.

My Best Friend’s Monster Dad

Kraken King’s Bride

Love contemporary romance?

Buy my box set collections, Milky with Big Bellies and Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection, which contain 10 of my other books focused on breeding, daddy kink, and lactation.

Milky with Big Bellies

Taboo Daddy Short Stories Collection

You can also check out my longer story, Pregnant for My Dad’s Enemy if you love breeding and lactation kink mixed with a bit of mafia and insta love.

Pregnant for My Dad’s Enemy

And if you like a bit of daddy kink and degradation, check out:

Degraded by My Best Friend’s Dad

Stalker Daddy’s Milk

Billionaire’s Cream

Keep an eye out for my new releases on Amazon. I release at least one book a month. You can also subscribe to my newsletter to be informed of new books and read exclusive excerpts.


About the Author



Krystal Clark is an emerging author of erotica and monster romance. She writes hot and steamy short stories with happy endings. She writes a variety of kinks. If you are a fan and would like to see her write any specific tropes, feel free to reach out to her.

[image: Facebook icon]

OEBPS/font_rsrc108.ttf


cover.jpeg
KRYSTAL CLARK





OEBPS/image_rsrc10A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc10B.jpg





