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ONE


Vexara

There are few places as magical as the Velvet Fang. To others, it’s just a sex club for monsters, a place where they explore their forbidden desires for a few hours and leave satisfied.

To me, it’s the only sanctuary I have ever known.

The bass hums through the floor beneath my bare feet, a deep, steady pulse like the heartbeat of something enormous and hungry.

Velvet Fang has always felt alive to me. The club sits three levels below the city streets, hidden behind a nondescript door in an alley that mortals walk past every night without noticing. A glamour woven by witches cloaks the entrance, blurring curiosity and bending perception. Humans see nothing but an empty brick wall.

But monsters? Monsters know exactly where to find us.

Inside, Velvet Fang breathes heat, music, and desire. Low crimson lights spill across black marble floors. Velvet curtains divide shadowed alcoves and private feeding lounges. Magic hums faintly through the walls, protective wards etched into every beam and stone.

No coercion.

No hunting.

No one takes more than what is willingly given.

Those rules are the foundation of this place.

They are his rules.

A vampire laughs softly somewhere behind one of the curtained rooms, the sound low and indulgent. I catch the metallic tang of blood and pleasure mingling in the air as one feeds slowly from a willing donor.

Across the floor, a pair of werewolves press a submissive between them, inhaling deeply against the human's neck while she trembles with anticipation. They scent their partners the way wolves always do, reverent and possessive.

Near the bar, a demon negotiates something with a witch, his clawed fingers tracing lazy circles in the glowing sigil she has drawn across the table. Pleasure magic. Probably sensation spells.

Velvet Fang is indulgence.

But it is also sanctuary.

Because here, monsters don't have to pretend.

And no one leaves drained dry.

My tail curls lazily behind me as I step into the spotlight.

The room reacts instantly.

Desire spikes through the crowd like a spark hitting oil.

I feel it brush against my skin, warm and intoxicating.

Succubi don't just see hunger.

We taste it.

Every heartbeat in this room is a flavor.

Every pulse of desire a thread of energy waiting to be pulled.

My name ripples through the crowd in murmurs.

"Vex."

"Nyx."

"The succubus."

I smile slowly.

Vexara Nyx. The succubus everyone wants.

I hear my regulars screaming, “Please take me Vexara! Drain me!”

I blow a kiss at them and the crowd goes wild, screaming and shouting, begging to be my prey.

Gorath Thorne, the handsome orc who owns The Velvet Fang, watches me from the shadows like a guardian.

Tonight, I’m probably going to feed on a demon, but as usual, all I can think of is Gorath. His invisible presence crawls under my skin, stroking a fire that blazes through my nerves. My nerve endings shiver ever time his expression shifts. He’s standing far away, yet every subtle shift in his posture sends a ripple through my nerve endings.

I am the star succubus at the Velvet Fang. I could have any monster I wanted. Except one.

The club owner. He’d never exploit a staff member. He’s too honorable for his own good.

My horns curve back along my head like polished obsidian, catching the red light as I tilt my chin. My skin glows a deep crimson tonight, flushed with the energy already gathering in the room.

Once upon a time, that energy controlled me.

When I first crawled into this city decades ago, my instincts were wild. Raw. Starving.

Succubi aren't born knowing restraint. We learn it. Or we destroy everything around us.

I learned the hard way.

A memory flashes through my mind as I circle the stage.

A dim nightclub. A vampire beneath me, trembling as I fed too deeply. My hunger roaring in my ears like a storm.

I had been young then. Newly manifested. Barely able to tell the difference between pleasure and survival.

The vampire collapsed beneath me.

Too pale. Too still.

Panic erupted around us. The supernatural police were called. And I remember the cold certainty that I had just signed my own execution order. I was ordered to pay a huge amount of money to compensate for the vampire’s near-death. My only other option was to rot in prison for the rest of my life. My legs trembled as I realized I would die of starvation before I died from the stench of the prison.

Just as I was shivering with terror, he walked in.

I remember how impressive and scary he looked the first time. He was over 7 feet, which is incredible even for orcs. His brutish, muscular, monstrous frame tickled my ovaries, exciting me even as fear breathed against my neck. He was huge, green, and yet, all I could imagine was how thick and humongous his cock would be, and how good it would feel when he wrecked my pussy with it.

With someone like him, I’d probably get tired before I could drain him completely. He was scary, but weirdly enough, for a creature like me, he represented safety, Boundaries. Something so powerful, even I couldn’t destroy it with my wild, unruly hunger.

Gorath Thorne stared at me like I was nothing. All other monsters looked at me with naked lust, but his expression was a mask of disinterest.

My body trembled. Heat raked down my spine, pooling low in my stomach. I was usually sated after draining someone, but just Gorath’s presence stirred a different kind of need inside me—the need for intimacy, the need for sex that isn’t just for the purpose of survival and feeding.

It felt like a slap, like an electric shock, because I had never wanted someone just because I was attracted to them.

I judged monsters by the amount of semen and energy they could give me, pushing away the ones who didn’t have much.

Gorath Thorne probably had a lot of semen inside that monstrous cock of his, but that wasn’t even why I was clamoring to be under him, his huge weight pressing over me. I just wanted to know the sensation of being devoured and engulfed by a monster as large as Gorath.

Gorath had looked at the vampire, then at me trembling beside the body.

And instead of turning me in, he said something I will never forget. “I’ll pay her penalty.”

“And what about her? What do we do with her? We can’t let her roam the streets unsupervised. She’s feral,” the police had said, as he’d finished paying them an amount of money it’d take me forever to earn.

"She's coming with me." His gaze, cool and green, flicked over me. He was so dominant and I was so wet, there was no chance I was going to refuse him. Even if he just wanted my body to slake his lust, I’d have gone with him willingly.

But I already knew back then that wasn’t what he wanted me for.

“I’ll pay you back,” I said immediately as I followed him out of that club.

“You will,” he replied. “But before that, you’ll need to learn restraint.”

No accusations.

No disgust.

Just quiet authority.

Velvet Fang had only been open a year back then. A new place. A risky experiment in a world where monsters usually devoured each other.

He gave me rules.

Feed slowly.

Only willing partners.

Never drain.

If I lost control, I lost my place here.

At first I hated the restraint. Now? I understand it. Because here, under Gore's watchful eye, no one gets hurt.

Not even creatures like me.

Which is exactly why I respect him. And exactly why wanting him feels so dangerous.

The music softens. The stage lights narrow. My partner for tonight steps forward.

A demon lord, broad-shouldered with black curling horns and molten gold eyes. Powerful. Wealthy. Dangerous in his own right.

Perfect prey.

He kneels at the edge of the stage.

The ritual begins.

I step behind him slowly, letting my claws trace down the thick line of his shoulders. The room watches in breathless silence.

Succubus feeding isn't violent. It's intimate.

My tail curls around his waist as I lean down, my lips brushing the shell of his ear.

His breathing already shudders. Demons burn hot with desire. Their energy tastes like smoke and spice. The demon is as hot as the inside of a volcano. So ripe and ready. So needy to give me all his masculine seed and lust.

I let my magic slip free in gentle threads.

The demon gasps softly as the first pulse of pleasure rolls through him.

My fingers slide into his hair, tilting his head back against my shoulder. My lips hover near his throat but never quite touch.

I feed through sensation.

Through longing.

Through the delicate, intoxicating edge of almost.

The energy begins to flow.

Warm.

Rich.

Powerful.

But even as the demon trembles beneath my hands, my attention drifts.

Because I can feel him.

Across the room.

Heavy.

Still.

Watching.

My gaze lifts.

And finds him exactly where he always stands.

The balcony above the club floor.

Half hidden in shadow.

Gorath Thorne.

He is enormous even when standing still.

Seven feet of muscle and restraint, his broad arms folded over the railing as he watches the stage. Dark hair pulled back from his face. Green skin catching faint glints of crimson light.

His tusks are barely visible from here.

But I know that jaw well enough to see the tension.

I let my magic deepen slightly.

The demon beneath me shudders harder.

And Gore's fingers tighten on the railing.

Interesting.

A small smile curves my lips.

The room thinks I perform for them.

But the truth?

This show has always been for him.

The demon moans softly as another wave of pleasure ripples through him, his body trembling under my touch.

I lean closer to his ear.

But my eyes never leave the balcony.

Never leave Gore.

The air fills with the intoxicating scent of feeding.

My scent is sweet, sinful, and dangerous.

And even from across the room, I see Gore's tusks grind together slightly. He’s always controlled, always professional. All the staff respect him for that reason.

The ritual reaches its peak.

The demon gasps, his body shaking as the last thread of energy slips into me. I release him immediately, letting him slump forward onto the velvet cushions placed at the edge of the stage.

Satisfied.

Alive.

Exactly as Gore's rules demand.

I step back gracefully.

The crowd erupts.

Applause crashes through the club.

Patrons rise from their seats, eyes burning with interest.

Several already approach the stage.

"Vex, my turn."

"One drink, succubus."

"Just a taste⁠—"

I raise one hand gently.

A soft smile.

"I'm afraid I'm finished for the evening."

Disappointed groans ripple through the room.

But they respect it.

Because Velvet Fang runs on consent.

And because Gore enforces that rule with terrifying efficiency.

The crowd slowly disperses.

But I don't look at them.

My gaze lifts again.

Back to the balcony.

Back to him.

Gorath hasn't moved.

His massive hands still grip the railing.

And even from here I can see the tension in his shoulders.

The effort of holding himself still while my scent still hangs thick in the air.

Everyone in this club wants me–vampires, demons, werewolves, fae.

But while they watch me, I watch him.

The club owner.

Huge. Silent. Untouchable.

The only male who has never taken me to bed.

And the only monster I have ever desired.


TWO


Gorath

Velvet Fang breathes beneath my feet.

From the balcony above the main floor, I feel everything that happens in my club the way a beast feels vibrations through the ground.

I built this place so monsters would not have to become monsters.

Down below, a vampire feeds in one of the curtained lounges, slow and careful. The donor laughs softly as he wipes a drop of blood from his collarbone. A pair of werewolves lounge near the bar, their submissive sprawled comfortably across their laps while they stroke her hair and murmur to her.

Everything is orderly.

Everything is consensual.

That is the first rule.

Velvet Fang exists because the rest of the world assumes creatures like us are incapable of restraint. I prove them wrong every night by making certain my patrons leave satisfied instead of broken.

Running this place requires distance.

Distance keeps judgment clear.

Distance keeps instincts under control.

Which is why I never get involved with anyone who walks through these doors.

Especially her.

My hands tighten slowly around the iron balcony railing as the scent of succubus magic thickens in the air.

Vexara Nyx stands on the stage below.

Even from here I can see the ripple of red light sliding over her skin, the graceful curl of her tail as she circles the demon kneeling before her. The entire room holds its breath when she moves.

Succubi do that to people.

They make you forget everything else exists.

Her magic drifts upward like smoke. It wraps around my senses and sinks under my skin before I can stop it.

My tusks grind together.

Every night it is the same torture.

Watching her touch other men. Watching them tremble beneath her hands while the crowd devours the show.

My body reacts before my mind can shut it down. My scent spikes with instinctive interest. My pupils narrow. Deep in my chest something ancient stirs.

Mate. Claim. Knot.

The instincts of my bloodline whisper with brutal clarity.

I force my grip tighter on the railing until the metal creaks.

Succubi do not belong to anyone. They feed on many partners. They need variety the way a vampire needs blood. Orcs, on the other hand, bond once. When we choose a mate, the decision is permanent.

Those two truths will never coexist peacefully. Which is why I stay right here on this balcony instead of down there beside her.

Below, she starts to undress.

My breath catches despite every ounce of control I possess.

Vex moves like liquid sin as her hands slide to the clasp at her shoulder. The crimson fabric of her costume falls away slowly, revealing the deep rouge of her skin inch by devastating inch.

Her breasts spill free.

Full. Supple. Perfect.

Her nipples are already hard, dark peaks that tighten further as the cool air touches them. The crowd roars its approval, but the sound barely registers through the roaring in my own ears.

My cock pulses painfully against the confines of my trousers.

She continues the show, turning slowly so every angle of her body catches the light. Her waist curves inward before flaring to generous hips that sway with each deliberate step.

Then her fingers hook into the lace of her panties.

The black fabric clings to her skin as she peels it down her thighs. Even from the balcony, I see the gleam of wetness coating the delicate material.

Soaked, as if she dunked it in a fountain.

My primal instincts roar to life so violently I nearly crush the railing beneath my hands.

I want those panties between my teeth. I want to taste her arousal on the fabric while I bury my face between her thighs and devour her properly. I want my cock inside that wet, welcoming pussy instead of whatever demon gets the privilege tonight.

Vex raises one leg gracefully, bracing her foot on the edge of the stage. The movement spreads her thighs just enough to give the crowd a glimpse of her swollen folds.

Her pussy is red and perfect and ready.

The crowd loses its collective mind. Monsters burst into a cacophony, but the rush of blood in my ears and cock is louder than that.

My cock swells so hard it borders on agony. The thick ridge of it strains against my trousers, demanding release, demanding her.

I know I cannot have her. I know I should not even be watching this closely.

But I cannot look away.

The demon on stage rises from his knees, his massive frame towering over her even as she commands every inch of the stage. She guides him down onto the velvet cushions with a playful push, her tail coiling around his thigh possessively.

He spreads his legs. She straddles him slowly, her breasts swaying as she settles her weight over his hips.

My hand moves before I consciously decide.

Hidden in the shadows of the balcony, I reach beneath my waistband. My fingers wrap around the thick length of my cock, already leaking and desperate.

No one comes to the balcony during performances. I'm alone here. Concealed.

Free to do what I have done too many nights to count.

On stage, Vex lowers herself onto the demon's cock with agonizing slowness. Her head tips back. Her lips part on a soft moan that carries even over the music.

I stroke myself in time with her movements.

My fist slides along the length of my shaft, tight and rough in the way I need it. Pre-cum slicks my palm as I imagine it is her body gripping me instead of my own hand.

She rolls her hips, taking the demon deeper. Her breasts bounce with the motion. Her tail lashes behind her in visible pleasure.

I grip myself harder.

The demon's hands settle on her waist, guiding her rhythm. She braces her palms on his chest and rides him with increasing intensity, her crimson skin flushing darker as her magic feeds.

I imagine those hands on my chest, her pussy clenching around my cock instead of his.

My hips jerk forward involuntarily as I pump my fist faster.

On stage, Vex throws her head back. Her mouth opens on a cry of pleasure that makes every male in the room groan in response.

Including me.

The sound rumbles low in my chest as I stroke harder, faster, chasing the release that builds like a storm at the base of my spine.

She grinds down on the demon, her movements turning frantic. Her breasts heave with each gasping breath. Her pussy glistens wetly where their bodies join, slick coating her inner thighs.

My cock throbs violently in my grip.

Mine, the primal part of me snarls. She should be mine.

Vex cries out again as she comes, her body arching beautifully as the orgasm rolls through her. Her magic flares, visible as faint crimson light that ripples across her skin.

The demon beneath her shudders and groans, emptying himself inside her as she drains his energy in careful, controlled pulses. Her body absorbs his semen, sucking all the energy present in his potent seed.

The sight breaks me.

The demon beneath her trembles as she draws energy from him in careful threads, never taking too much, never crossing the line that separates pleasure from danger.

She learned that discipline here.

Under my rules. Under my watch.

At the sight of her hands on another monster, another cock buried inside her, rage mixes with passion. My release slams through me with brutal force. Hot ropes of cum spill over my fist as I bite down hard on my tongue to keep from roaring.

My entire body locks. My vision whites out at the edges. Pleasure rips through me so intensely it borders on pain.

And through it all, I never look away from her. Even as the demon collapses beneath her, sated and trembling.

Even as she rises gracefully, and the crowd erupts in thunderous applause.

Even as she steps to the edge of the stage and her eyes lift—unerringly—to find me in the shadows.

She smiles, as if she felt every second of what I just did. As if her magic reached across the distance between us and wrapped around me without ever needing to touch.

I release my softening cock and withdraw my hand. I retrieve my handkerchief, wiping the evidence away with mechanical efficiency.

But my heart still pounds. And her scent still clings to the air like a perfume I can’t scrub off my skin.

She owns me without ever laying a finger on my skin. And we both know it.

The demon collapses onto the velvet cushions when she releases him, flushed and dazed but very much alive.

The crowd erupts.

Applause rolls across the club floor.

Vex smiles at them, radiant and untouchable, before gracefully declining the offers already being shouted toward the stage. "I'm finished for tonight."

Even from across the room, I hear it.

And when her gaze lifts toward the balcony, I know she finds me watching.

She always does.

I hold her stare for exactly one heartbeat before I turn away.

Distance. Control. Discipline. Those three things keep Velvet Fang standing.

They are also the only things keeping me sane.

I descend the back stairwell toward the lower halls, moving through the quieter corridors behind the main floor. The club's hidden passages allow staff to move unseen when necessary.

A witch nods respectfully as she passes me with a tray of glowing glasses. One of the security shifters murmurs a greeting near the door.

Everything runs smoothly tonight, which means I can retreat to my office and breathe without succubus magic wrapped around my throat.

I round the corner toward the main hallway. And stop.

Vexara Nyx leans against the wall outside my office door like she belongs there. Her tail flicks lazily behind her. Her golden eyes lift the moment she hears my footsteps.

"Enjoy the show, boss?" Her voice drips amusement.

I remain exactly where I am, folding my arms across my chest to create distance that both of us know is meaningless.

"It was adequate."

Her smile widens.

"That good, huh?"

She pushes off the wall and steps closer, the sway of her hips completely unselfconscious.

Succubi move like that the way wolves bare their teeth. It’s simply their nature.

Still, the air grows warmer when she stops in front of me. She reaches out and drags the tip of one black claw lightly across the center of my chest. Even through my shirt, the sensation burns. Heat explodes in my chest, making it feel tight and painful. It refuses to spread to other parts of my body, intensifying in my ribcage, responding to her caress.

"You watched the entire ritual tonight," she says softly. "I could feel it."

"I always watch."

"It felt different."

Her tail curls slowly around her own thigh as she studies me. Those thick, plump thighs were slick with her arousal not even moments ago. Her pussy juices still glisten on the surface, dragging my mind to dark, sensual places. How would it feel to rub my fingers along her wet skin, knowing I was the one who made her drip? It would be the ultimate power trip, the ultimate dominance.

My cock twitches in agreement. Electric sparks snake through my system at the mere thought of watching her pussy spilling delicious slick for me, readying itself to take my cock. A ragged inhale passes through my nostrils as the images in my head turn more explicit. I’m picturing the rough slide of my erect dick into her impossibly tight cunt. I’ve heard the legends. There’s nothing as pleasurable as being inside a succubus’s pussy. It’s the ultimate sexual pleasure any monster can hope to experience—but it comes at a steep cost.

My body betrays me again. The scent of her magic stirs the darker instincts buried in my blood.

Mate. Claim. Knot.

I shut those thoughts down with practiced brutality.

"You should return to the main floor," I tell her.

Instead she tilts her head.

"You know," she says thoughtfully, "one of these days we should put you on stage."

I blink.

"Absolutely not."

She grins like she expected that answer. "Oh, come on. Velvet Fang would break attendance records overnight. The brooding orc owner finally joins the show. I’ll make sure you have a good time."

"The rules are clear. I’m the owner," I reply evenly. "Owners do not participate."

She hums thoughtfully and steps closer again. Too close. The warm scent of her skin wraps around my senses.

"You should loosen up," she murmurs. “It might help you get laid.”

Her hand slides lower along my chest before I can react.

I catch her wrist immediately. Not rough, but firm.

My hand easily encircles the delicate bones there. Her pulse flutters beneath my fingers.

Succubi flirt with everyone. I know this. She does not mean anything by it. Reading into the gesture would be a mistake.

Still, her gaze flicks down to where my hand holds her wrist.

A spark of something curious lights her eyes.

"Tell me something," she says.

"No."

She laughs softly. "I haven't asked the question yet."

I release her wrist. "What is it, Vex?"

She taps one claw lightly against her chin. "What’s your type?"

I stare at her. "My what?"

"Your type," she repeats patiently. "The kind of woman you like. What kind of monster does it for you, Boss?"

I shake my head once. "Orcs do not have types."

"Everyone has a type."

"We do not."

"Why not?" She folds her arms.

"Because we mate for life. And we care more about our partner’s loyalty than her appearance or her species."

Her expression shifts slightly. The disappointment is evident. I don’t know what she thought I’d say, but I’m not the type of monster who indulges in casual flings, not even when I’m pent-up and frustrated. I just use my hand instead. Like I did a few minutes ago.

I continue before she can interrupt. "When an orc chooses a mate, the bond is permanent. Whoever she is, she belongs only to him."

Her brows lift faintly. "And?"

"And she must want the same thing," I say evenly. "Absolute loyalty. One partner. One bond."

The words leave my mouth before I can soften them.

"She would carry my children," I add quietly. "Raise them beside me. Build a life."

Silence settles between us. For the first time since I have known her, Vex looks… uncertain.

Then something like sadness flickers across her face.

"Well," she says after a moment, forcing a small smile. "You are a gentleman. And I guess that’s why you stay away from succubi."

Her tail flicks, but it’s motion is sluggish, like she’s not even interested in moving it anymore.

"Succubi cannot be faithful," I say.

She furrows her beautiful, dark brows. "You sound very certain. You don't know that."

I hold her gaze steadily. "It is their nature."

"Maybe their nature is misunderstood."

I shake my head slowly. "You require multiple partners to feed."

"Not always." Her golden eyes narrow slightly.

I don’t respond. Because the alternative is a dangerous thought.

A succubus satisfied with one partner. Satisfied with me.

Impossible.

The silence stretches again. Then her fingers brush my chest once more. The contact is different this time. Not playful. Charged.

The air thickens around us.

My entire body locks. My pupils darken as instinct slams into my bloodstream like wildfire. My scent spikes immediately, sharp and possessive.

She feels it. Of course she does. Succubi are experts at reading desire.

My voice drops to a rough growl before I can stop it. "Don't."

Her lips curve slowly. “You say that now, but I bet one of these days, you’ll beg me for it.”

She gives me a sensual smile, then walks away, leaving me throbbing with desire.


THREE


Vex

Breaking Gorath Thorne turns into a hobby. The kind that grows slowly, the way curiosity becomes obsession when someone keeps telling you no.

The next night I show up at Velvet Fang wearing far less fabric than usual.

The corset hugs my waist and lifts my breasts high enough that several vampires immediately lose their train of thought when I walk past. My skirt is little more than layered slashes of black silk, leaving most of my thighs bare.

The outfit is designed for distraction. Specifically his.

I am not scheduled to perform tonight. I also do not need to feed. A succubus who feeds responsibly does not need nightly partners, and I already took enough energy from the demon yesterday to last several days comfortably.

That means I am here for one reason. To see him and remind him of all the ways in which I can give him pleasure if he stop denying himself what we both need.

Velvet Fang is already alive when I arrive.

Music rolls across the main floor in slow, seductive waves while crimson lights glow against polished stone. A vampire couple lounges near the bar sharing blood from the same glass. A witch is teaching a nervous fae how to focus a sensation spell.

Everything runs smoothly.

Of course it does.

Because Gorath Thorne runs it.

I spot him near the security corridor speaking quietly with the minotaur who works the front doors.

The sight of him still does strange things to my chest.

He stands like a mountain in the hallway, arms folded, broad shoulders blocking half the corridor while the minotaur nods respectfully at whatever instructions he is giving.

No one argues with Gore.

Not because he is cruel.

Because he is fair.

I slip between two passing patrons and slide into the hallway. "Gorath."

His head turns slowly. Dark eyes land on me, and pause. Just for a second. His gaze drifts downward before snapping back to my face.

Success.

His jaw tightens. "What are you doing here tonight?"

I lean one shoulder against the wall beside him, letting my tail curl lazily around my thigh.

"Drinking."

"You do not drink."

"I can if I want to."

"You do not need to feed tonight."

I smile sweetly.

"I did not realize I needed your permission to exist in your club."

His tusks show faintly when he exhales through his nose. "You never need permission."

"Good." I gesture toward the main floor. "You know; I’ve always been curious. Why did you start a sex club? You don’t even have sex with anyone, so it can’t be because you’re a connoisseur of carnal activities. You could have done just as well in the restaurant business or hotels."

That question surprises him. His brow lowers slightly. "Do you really need to know?"

"Most monsters hide," I say lightly. "Or hunt in dark alleys. You built an entire palace for indulgence. It must have taken a lot of money and effort. And there must be a good reason as to why you expended all of that on the Velvet Fang."

He does not answer immediately. For a moment I think he will brush me off the way he usually does. Instead he steps slightly away from the wall and leans against the railing overlooking the floor below.

His gaze drifts over the club.

"I built it because monsters are dangerous when they are forced to find pleasure in the open. There’s nobody to protect their victims or to control them when they go too far."

His voice is quiet.

Controlled.

That sounds like what happened with me before he took me in. But the club was already here before I ever arrived. So he must have known someone similar to me.

"That sounds like experience talking." I tilt my head.

He hesitates. Then says something I was not expecting. "My mother was a dryad."

That makes me blink. Orcs rarely mate outside their species. Dryads are delicate woodland spirits, graceful creatures tied to ancient trees and quiet forests. They are… soft. I can scarcely believe that such a monster bore a child as big and ferocious as Gorath Thorne.

"What happened to her?" I ask, because I’m certain something happened. The expression on his face is laced with sadness.

Even his smile has vanished. "There was a werewolf pack that lived near our grove. Most of them controlled their instincts well enough."

His gaze shifts somewhere far away. "But one of them did not."

The music from the club fades behind the weight of his words.

"During a full moon he lost control," Gore continues quietly. "My mother happened to cross his path."

Understanding settles cold in my stomach. My muscles jerk in shock as I realize the horror of what he must have gone through as a child. My heart squeezes in sympathy automatically.

"She could not outrun him." His voice never rises. But I feel the grief sitting beneath it like buried stone.

"The pack found him afterward," he adds. "He had no memory of what he did."

I swallow slowly.

"I’m sorry. That sounds awful."

He shrugs once. "It was many years ago. I’ve grieved her, and I’ve moved on."

"What about your father?"

That question seems to land harder. Gore looks back down at the club floor.

"My father loved her deeply. Too much. The bond between an orc and their mate is sacred and eternal."

Something in his voice changes. "He survived her death for three months."

Only three months.

Then he says quietly, "He drank himself into the grave."

I stare at him.

I have spent most of my life surrounded by monsters who crave pleasure, power, sensation.

Attachment like that is rare. Devastating.

The realization hits me slowly: Gorath is not disciplined because he lacks desire. He’s disciplined because he understands exactly what desire can destroy.

Because love destroyed his father. Because a creature losing control destroyed his mother.

Suddenly everything about him makes sense.

The rules. The distance. The refusal to indulge. He is protecting himself. And everyone else.

I find myself staring at him differently.

You are a good monster, Gorath. The thought slips through my mind unexpectedly.

I’ve never cared much about good or bad.

Succubi live in the space between. But standing here beside him, I imagine something strange.

I imagine him loving someone the way his father loved his mother then losing that love.

The thought sends an unfamiliar ache through my chest.

The monsters in this club want me. They desire me. They crave me. But none of them want me the way his father wanted his mother.

Suddenly, I realize I want to be wanted like that.

The notion unsettles me. Succubi live by their sexual craving and instincts. But that doesn’t mean we don’t have a heart. Nor do we lack emotions. I was so absorbed in my own physical urges that I forgot that deep down, I emotionally long for love, too. The kind of love that happens once in a lifetime. The kind of love that is like a vow that can never be broken.

I long to be held, kissed, cuddled, and needed for my emotional presence, not my magic or my pussy’s ability to make a monster lose himself in rapture.

For the first time in my long life, physical hunger does not feel like my only desire. I want Gorath to love me, to hold me, to mourn for me when I’m gone. I know he, like his dad, has the capacity for great love.

I glance sideways at him. "Is that why you never drink?"

Everyone in the club knows Gore refuses alcohol.

He shakes his head slightly. "I do not indulge in anything that clouds my judgment."

"Even if it helps you escape reality?"

His gaze slides toward me. Something low and rough moves through his chest.

Before he can answer, heavy footsteps thunder down the hallway.

The minotaur bouncer rounds the corner looking grim. "Boss."

Gore straightens instantly. "What happened?"

"Two werewolves just went feral in lounge three."

My stomach tightens.

The minotaur continues. "They were with a she-devil who agreed to a ménage with them for the night. She looks terrified."

For one brief moment Gore freezes.

Not long. Just long enough for me to realize what he is remembering.

His mother.

Then the moment passes.

"Remove them," he says sharply.

The minotaur grimaces. "We are short-handed tonight."

"Then I will help." Gore is already moving.

I follow without asking. The lounge doors slam open when we arrive.

The scene inside is chaos.

Two enormous werewolves tear through the room, their eyes glowing feral gold while shattered furniture litters the floor. The she-devil cowers against the wall, shaking.

The minotaur charges forward immediately. The wolves move faster. One leaps for his shoulder, teeth sinking into muscle.

Blood sprays across the floor.

“Shit!” the minotaur guard grips his wounded shoulder and falls to the floor, leaving Gorath all alone to deal with two ferocious beasts by himself.

Gore grabs the second wolf by the throat and slams him into a wall hard enough to crack stone, but the beast thrashes violently. For a moment even Gore looks overwhelmed. The other one is already digging his feet behind Gore, ready to pounce on him and tear his flesh.

Panic surges through me at the thought of Gore bleeding and being hurt. I can’t allow that to happen.

So I act. I step forward and release my pheromones.

Their warmth wraps around the room, and I know they’re irresistible, especially to werewolves who are in a rut.

"Hey," I purr softly.

Both wolves freeze. Every predator in the room turns toward me.

"Easy," I say gently. "If you need a release, I can help."

Their breathing slows. Their bodies shift instinctively toward me. Desire overrides rage with creatures like this.

I back slowly toward the exit.

"Come on," I coax.

They follow.

Of course they do.

Almost every creature follows a succubus when she offers pleasure.

I lead them through the hallway and out the club's rear entrance. Cold night air hits my skin.

Gore appears behind me seconds later, eyes wide with disbelief. "You should not⁠—"

“I will not let them hurt anyone else,” I tell him, knitting my eyebrows together.

That shuts him up. He follows the werewolves and me, looking tense.

He presses a button on the device he always carries around at the club. I look around the empty street outside the club. I managed to draw the werewolves away from the she-devil and the club, but now what? I can’t fight them by myself.

My worry must be visible because Gorath gives me a reassuring nod. “You can let go now. I called a satyr to put them to sleep.”

A new sound cuts him off. Soft music threads through the balmy night breeze, ticking my senses. A satyr security guard steps from the alley shadows, his flute already at his lips.

The melody slides through the air like silk. The wolves tilt their head, as if following the tune. I begin to feel drowsy, too.

But the wolves beside me collapse into deep magical sleep before I do.


FOUR


Gorath

The club finally quiets after midnight.

Not silent, never silent, but calmer. The kind of slow, satisfied rhythm Velvet Fang settles into when the worst of the night has passed and the patrons left inside are here for indulgence rather than chaos.

I walk the corridors one last time before retreating upstairs.

The minotaur already has his shoulder bandaged. The satyr who played the sleep melody lounges near the security desk, idly polishing his flute. The she-devil from earlier left with shaking hands but a grateful smile.

We barely contained the crisis and upheld the rules.

But I didn’t do it alone. Tonight I almost lost control of a situation in my own club.

The thought sits in my chest like a stone as I reach the upper floor.

And a succubus saved me.

My hand rests briefly against the door of the guest room at the end of the hall.

Inside, Vexara sleeps.

The satyr’s melody caught her too when he played it in the alley. Succubi are not immune to enchantment woven into sound, especially when their magic is already active.

She collapsed in my arms before she even realized what was happening.

I had caught her without thinking.

Her body was smaller than I expected. But also tantalizingly soft and fleshy in all the right places. Cupping her ass was torture and I couldn’t help but dig my fingers into those succulent globes of flesh. Desire shot straight through my core, making my cock vibrate with arousal.

Carrying Vex through the back entrance of the club felt dangerously natural. Her head rested against my shoulder while her tail hung loosely around my arm, the tip occasionally twitching as if she were dreaming.

Every step I took upstairs felt heavier than the last. Because putting her down meant letting go.

And I did not want to let go.

I shift slightly outside the door now, forcing the memory away before it becomes something worse.

She is resting safely. That is enough.

I turn and walk toward my office.

The room greets me with quiet shadows and the familiar scent of old wood and leather. Papers sit neatly stacked on my desk. Security reports from earlier in the evening remain exactly where I left them.

I sink into the chair behind the desk and stare at nothing for a long moment.

The werewolves replay in my mind.

The way the first one moved faster than I expected.

The way the second nearly slipped from my grip.

The way the minotaur bled.

And then—Vex was there, stepping forward without hesitation, offering herself as bait.

The wolves’ eyes locked onto her instantly.

The memory twists something unpleasant in my chest.

I hated the way they looked at her.

Like prey.

Like meat.

Like something to devour.

My hands curl slowly into fists.

I have watched monsters look at Vex for months. It never bothered me before. Tonight it did. Tonight it made something violent stir inside my ribs.

The sound of glass sliding across wood breaks the silence. I realize a moment too late that I have opened the safe beneath my desk.

Inside sits a single bottle.

I rarely look at it. I certainly do not touch it.

But tonight my fingers close around the neck of the bottle before I can stop myself.

The whiskey is dark and strong. The color in the bottle alone makes me flinch slightly.

My father died with this scent soaked into his bones.

I twist the cap open anyway.

Orcs rarely lose control. But tonight, I’m too rattled to maintain my composure. Whatever was left of my sanity after the werewolf incident was destroyed when I held Vexara’s body in my arms and carried her upstairs like she was my bride.

I wanted to push her down on the bed, and press my body on top of hers. I wanted to open her legs as tease the wetness of her sex. I wanted her to moan and whimper in my ears as I pressed my fingers inside her intimate channel and made her eyes roll back in euphoria.

The burn of the first swallow spreads through my throat like fire. The second follows before I can reconsider.

The heat settles in my chest, dulling the sharp edge of the night’s memories.

It does not dull the other thing growing there.

Desire.

Because now that I have held her, I cannot pretend that I don’t want her. She smelled like home, like my mate, like everything I want to lose myself in.

The memory hits me again.

Her weight in my arms. Her cheek brushing my neck. The soft rise and fall of her breathing against my chest. How perfect she felt nestled against me, and how I knew that was where she belonged.

Buts she would break my heart. She could never be happy with just me, and I don’t want to make her unhappy.

My grip tightens around the bottle.

A quiet sound interrupts the silence.

The office door creaks open.

I look up.

Vexara Nyx stands in the doorway. Seeing her again hits like a punch to the gut.

Her hair falls loosely around her shoulders, still slightly tangled from sleep. Her eyes glow faintly in the low light.

She stops when she sees the bottle. Then her nose wrinkles. "You’re drinking."

Her gaze lifts to mine slowly. "I never expected that."

I say nothing. There is nothing to say.

She steps inside and closes the door behind her. Her tail sways thoughtfully behind her as she approaches the desk.

"I woke up and the satyr said you carried me upstairs," she says softly.

Her eyes flick to the bottle again. "And now this."

Still I say nothing. My voice would betray too much. So instead I set the bottle down and force my tone into something steady. "Thank you for earlier. You saved a situation I should have handled."

Her brow arches. "And?"

"I will repay the favor."

Vex studies me for a long moment. Then she walks around the desk and climbs onto it slowly, settling herself on the polished wood like a cat claiming territory.

Her legs cross. Her tail curls lazily. "And how exactly will you repay me?"

"However you want." The words leave my mouth before I think them through.

Silence stretches. Her golden eyes search my face. Then something playful returns to her expression. Her tail lifts. The tip coils slowly around my wrist. The pressure of her appendage on my skin sends a shockwave through my system. What is she doing? Doesn’t she know that I’m drunk and I cannot fully control myself right now?

"Leave," I say quietly. "I don’t trust myself tonight."

Her tail tightens slightly. The blood supply in my arteries constricts as her tail applies more pressure. I feel the urgency in my groin, growing into a flame that will devour me. Blood pumps fiercely through my swollen dick. It throbs, begging for relief, begging to be sated.

Vex’s voice softens. "Why do you keep starving yourself?"

I close my eyes briefly. Because explaining this will only make things worse. But the whiskey loosens my restraint just enough for honesty to slip out.

"Because I’m afraid of what will happen if I give in."

Her tail stills. "What do you mean?"

I open my eyes.

"When an orc loses control," I say slowly, "it’s impossible to make them stop. I won’t stop until I’ve bred and knotted you."

Images flash through my mind. The wolves. My mother. Blood on forest leaves.

My gaze drops to her smaller frame sitting on my desk. "I’m worried I would not be much better than those werewolves."

She blinks. Then laughs. The sound surprises me. It’s airy and high, like a musical note. It’s also carefree and playful, like she’s ignoring the fact that I could do serious damage to her.

"Gorath," she says, amusement dancing in her voice, "I’m a succubus." Her tail flicks lightly against my arm. "Nobody has ever hurt me. I am usually the one doing the hurting."

My jaw tightens. "I’m large. Larger than the monsters you’re used to. And my organ...it’s big. I’m not even sure it’ll fit inside you."

She glances down my body slowly. Her tongue slips out to wet her lips. "Oh, I’ve noticed how big you are. And don’t worry, it’s going to fit."

My fingers skim the curve of her bare thigh. Just that small touch sends a shudder of pleasure through my system. "I’m not an expert at seduction. I can be rough."

Her gaze darkens with interest. "I enjoy rough very much. I love the rawness of genuine sex."

“You do not understand." I click my tongue sharply.

"Oh, I understand perfectly." Her voice lowers, laced with provocative seduction. "You want me but you think denying it will help you avoid what’s between us."

The air thickens. My grip tightens on the desk edge.

She leans closer. Then something shifts in the room. Her pheromones bloom. They slide through my senses like silk wrapped around a blade.

My control finally snaps. The instincts surge forward with terrifying force.

Mate. Claim. Knot.

Before I realize what I am doing, I grab her. She exhales softly as I pull her off the desk and into my arms.

Her body presses against mine. Her breasts smoosh against my shirt, her pebbled nipples poking through the thin material of her blouse. I feel those needy buds dragging up and down my chest as she moves.

God, she’s perfect. She fits against me like she was made for me.

My hands settle against her waist instinctively, fingers spreading across the curve of her hips. Heat floods my bloodstream as I breathe in her scent.

She feels exactly the way I imagined. Warm. Perfect. Feminine in a way that makes me hunger to thrust into her intimate heat.

My chest rises heavily as I force myself to pause. "You don’t understand what this means."

My voice comes out rough. "If I take you tonight, I will not look at you the same way afterward. I will always think of you as mine. I will become possessive over you."

Her fingers slide slowly up my chest. “I don’t think I’ll mind your possessiveness. You know, when you told me how much your father loved your mother, all I could think was that I wanted to be loved like that, too.”

“Vex, you can be loved.” I brush my thumb over her jaw. “Who wouldn’t love you?”

She nuzzles her head against my chest. “By you, Gore. I want to be loved by you.”

My breath grows heavier. “Vexara, you’re a succubus. We both know you’ll just break my heart because I’ll never be enough for you. And I don’t want to resent you for it.”

“I’m yours, Gore, whether you believe it or not. I’ve been yours since the night you saved me from the supernatural police.” She raises her head. Her eyes are watery and misty. "You built Velvet Fang so monsters could safely indulge what they are."

Her thumb brushes lightly across one of my tusks. "Maybe it is time you let it be your safe haven too."

Then she leans forward and kisses me.

Her lips touch mine and the world fractures.

Everything I have been holding back—every shred of restraint, every carefully constructed wall—shatters in an instant.

The kiss is hesitant at first. Soft. Testing.

Then hunger takes over.

My hands slide into her hair, tilting her head back as I deepen the kiss. Her mouth opens beneath mine and I taste her properly for the first time.

Sweet. Intoxicating. Dangerous.

My tusks brush against her cheek as I angle my head, careful not to hurt her even as everything inside me roars to take more.

She moans softly into my mouth.

That sound breaks something else inside me.

My grip tightens in her hair. My other hand drops to her waist, pulling her body flush against mine.

She responds immediately. Her hands slide down my chest, her claws scraping lightly through the fabric of my shirt. Then lower. Her fingers find the hard ridge of my cock straining against my trousers.

I groan into her mouth.

She strokes me through the fabric, her touch firm and deliberate. Pleasure shoots up my spine so violently my hips jerk forward involuntarily.

"Vex," I growl against her lips.

She just hums in response and presses harder. Then she shifts her weight, grinding her ass back against my erection. The pressure makes my vision blur at the edges. My balls tighten painfully, heavy and aching with need.

I break the kiss long enough to drag my mouth down the curve of her throat. My tusks scrape lightly against her skin as I suck hard at the junction of her neck and shoulder.

She gasps and arches into me. Her tail slides around my thigh, the tip flicking teasingly over my balls through my pants. The sensation is electric.

"Fuck," I bite out.

Her laughter is breathless. "You like that?"

I grab her ass with both hands, kneading the soft flesh roughly. She feels perfect in my grip. Small enough to maneuver but strong enough to take what I need to give her.

My mouth finds hers again. This time the kiss is brutal. All teeth and tongue and raw desire. I suck her plump bottom lip into my mouth, worrying it gently with my tusks before releasing it.

She whimpers. I cannot believe this is happening. Cannot believe a creature as beautiful as her wants a big, brutish monster like me.

But she is here, in my arms, kissing me like she has been starving for this as much as I have.

I know I should stop. Know this is reckless. Know tomorrow I will regret breaking every rule I have spent years building.

But tonight? Tonight I let myself go.

My hand slides between her legs. And I freeze.

There's no fabric protecting her cunt. No barrier. Just wet, slick heat against my palm.

I gasp into her mouth. "You're not wearing⁠—"

"No," she breathes. "I'm not. It was part of my plan to break your resolve. I guess it worked."

Her sex is soaked. My fingers glide effortlessly through her folds, finding the swollen bud of her clit. She cries out softly when I stroke it.

I circle the sensitive nub slowly, experimenting with pressure while her body writhes against mine. Her hips rock forward, seeking more friction.

"Gore," she moans. The sound of my name on her lips nearly undoes me.

I press two fingers lower, teasing her entrance. She is so wet I can feel it coating my hand.

"Please," she whispers.

I pull back just enough to look at her. Her golden eyes are hazy with desire. Her lips are swollen from my kisses. Her chest rises and falls rapidly.

She looks wrecked. And we have barely started.

"We need to stop," I say hoarsely.

Her hands immediately move to my belt.

"No," she says firmly. She tugs the leather free with practiced efficiency. Then her fingers find the button of my trousers.

"Vex, you are playing with fire."

"I don't care," she repeats. "You have been starving yourself for months. Tonight you stop. Tonight, you let the monster inside you win."

The button opens. The zipper follows. And then her hand slides inside. Her fingers wrap around my cock and I nearly roar.

The sensation is overwhelming. Her touch sends electric pulses through every nerve ending in my body.

I am painfully aroused, harder than I have ever been in my life.

She strokes me slowly, her palm sliding along the thick length of my shaft.

"Fuck, baby, how are you so good at this?" I growl.

I kick my pants down roughly, needing them off, needing nothing between us.

My cock springs free. Vex looks down. Her eyes widen slightly.

My orc cock is massive even by monster standards. Thick and long, the dark green shaft is heavily veined and already leaking pre-cum from the broad head. The base is thicker than the rest, designed to swell further when I knot.

Her gaze lingers there.

"You are enormous," she murmurs.

I feel a flicker of doubt. "If it's too much, you don't have to do it."

She cuts me off with another kiss. When she pulls back, her voice is firm. "I want this. I want you. Every inch of your green cock."

Her hand wraps around me again and I shudder. I rub my thumb over her wet entrance, feeling how ready she is.

"Can you take me?" I ask hoarsely. "Or do you need my fingers first?"

Her answer is immediate. "I'm as impatient as you are. I want your dick inside me now."

Something dominant surges through me at her words.

I grab her hips and lift her easily onto the desk.

"Then bounce on my cock," I growl. "The way you did with that demon."

Her brow arches. "Were you jealous?"

"Extremely," I admit roughly. "I wanted to be the one wrecking your pretty pussy. I wanted to feed you my semen and watch it drip out of you as I imagined my baby taking root inside your womb."

She blinks. "Can orcs and succubi even have kids together? I've never heard of it."

I lean down, brushing my tusks against her cheek.

"I don't know," I admit. "But just imagining your belly swollen and full makes me harder."

Her lips curve into a wicked smile. "Looks like you have a breeding kink, Boss."

"Maybe," I growl.

She wraps her arms around my neck. "You're lucky I intend to let you come inside me unprotected."

My control shatters completely.

I kiss her hard, rubbing my tusks against her face as I claim her mouth. Her tail flicks over my balls again and pleasure shoots up my spine like lightning.

I break the kiss and sit down heavily in my chair, pulling her into my lap. She looks impossibly small perched on my thick thighs.

Delicate and breakable. But when her eyes meet mine, I see nothing but hunger.

I grab her hips firmly with both hands. Her hips are fleshy and round, so ripe and feminine that I enjoy seconds just feeling them under me. Slowly, carefully, I sink her down onto my cock. The head pushes past her entrance and we both groan.

She is tight. So impossibly tight I have to force myself to go slow.

Inch by inch, I lower her onto my shaft. Her body stretches around me, accommodating my size with a slow, delicious burn.

"Gore," she gasps.

"I know," I grit out.

Finally, after what feels like an eternity, she is fully seated on my cock. I'm buried to the hilt inside her.

It feels like coming home. Her inner walls clench around me, hot and slick and perfect.

For a moment neither of us moves. We just sit there, joined completely, breathing heavily.

Then she rolls her hips. And the restraint I've been clinging to evaporates.

I grab her ass with both hands and lift her up before slamming her back down.

She cries out.

I do it again.

And again.

The sound of our bodies meeting fills the office. Wet. Obscene. Perfect.

She braces her hands on my shoulders and matches my rhythm, bouncing on my cock with increasing desperation.

"Yes," she moans. "Fuck, Gore, yes."

I lean forward and suck one of her nipples into my mouth, my tusks scraping lightly against the soft flesh of her breast.

She arches into me, her tail wrapping around my waist as she rides me harder.

I can feel my control slipping. The primal part of me surges forward, demanding more. Demanding everything.

"You feel so good," I growl against her skin. "So tight. So perfect. You were created for me, Vexara."

Her inner walls clench around me in response.

"I've never felt something so big." She gasps as I thrust up hard. "Never felt anything like this."

Pride swells in my chest. I want to ruin her for anyone else, want to make sure no other monster ever satisfies her the way I can.

My hands tighten on her hips as I pound into her harder.

"You're mine," I growl. "Say it."

"Yours," she whimpers.

"Again."

"Yours, Gore. I'm yours."

Something feral snaps inside me. I stand abruptly, still buried inside her, and sweep everything off my desk with one arm.

Papers scatter. The whiskey bottle crashes to the floor.

I lay her down on the polished wood and cage her beneath me.

Her eyes are wide. Dazed.

"I'm going to breed you," I growl. "Going to fill you so full of my cum you'll be dripping for days."

She moans and wraps her legs around my waist. "Please. Give me every drop of your semen. I bet it'll keep me fed and satisfied for weeks."

I pull back and slam into her hard enough to make the desk shake.

She screams, but it is not pain. It's pleasure. Raw and overwhelming. The kind that makes my head feel woozy, like I'm drowning underwater.

I fuck her hard and deep, driven by instincts I can no longer control.

My cock swells thicker with every thrust, preparing to knot.

"Gore," she gasps. "I'm going to come."

"Surrender to me," I demand. "I want to feel that slutty succubus pussy milking my cock."

Her body locks. Her back arches off the desk. And she comes with a cry that echoes through the office.

Her pussy clenches around me in rhythmic pulses, milking my cock as pleasure crashes through her.

The sensation pushes me over the edge. My knot swells rapidly, locking us together as my orgasm slams into me with brutal force.

I roar as I empty myself inside her. Hot ropes of cum flood her womb, pushed deeper by the thick knot sealing us together.

The sensation is overwhelming.

I feel a strange sense of completion, like I finally found what I have been seeking my entire life.

My hips jerk forward instinctively, grinding my knot against her as the last waves of pleasure roll through me.

Beneath me, Vex trembles. Her eyes are glassy. Her breathing ragged.

But when her gaze meets mine, something shifts between us.

Her succubus magic flares.

Not violently. Not hungrily. Gently. Our energies sync.

I feel it the moment it happens—a connection snapping into place between us like a lock finding its key.

Her feeding does not drain me. Instead it pulls slowly, carefully, drawing just enough to satisfy her without leaving me empty.

It should be impossible.

Succubi cannot feed this way. But she is.

As my knot continues to pulse inside her, flooding her with my seed, I realize something terrifying.

This is not just sex. This is a bond.

And I do not think either of us can break it now.


FIVE


Vexara

When I wake the next morning, the first thing I notice is the silence.

My apartment sits above a quiet stretch of the city where supernatural residents prefer to live away from human attention. Normally when I wake after feeding, there is a restless energy humming beneath my skin. Hunger never truly disappears for a succubus. It fades, dulls for a while, and then slowly creeps back until the need to feed returns.

Today there is nothing.

No ache.

No slow creeping emptiness.

Instead, my body feels warm and heavy in the most satisfying way imaginable, like I have spent an entire day basking in sunlight. My muscles stretch lazily against the soft sheets as I roll onto my back, my tail flicking once beneath the blankets.

I feel full.

Completely full.

The realization settles over me slowly as memories of last night drift through my mind.

Gorath’s arms around me. The weight of his body. The deep rumble of his voice when he lost control and finally let himself want me.

My cheeks warm slightly as the memories replay in fragments. The way he held me like something precious instead of something consumable. The way his restraint snapped after months of tension. The way every movement between us felt intense and consuming, but not desperate.

Feeding usually feels like survival. Last night felt like pleasure. True pleasure.

I curl onto my side, hugging a pillow to my chest as I let out a slow breath.

And now I want more.

The thought should worry me. Succubi who fixate on a single partner tend to make poor long-term decisions. Our instincts push us toward variety, toward constant sources of energy and stimulation.

But right now, lying here in the quiet comfort of my home, the only thing I want is the massive orc who lost control with me in his office.

A knock sounds at my door.

My eyes open.

Visitors are rare here. Most of my life exists inside Velvet Fang, and patrons rarely cross the line between the club and my private space.

Curious, I slide out of bed and pull on a silk robe before padding toward the door.

When I open it, Gorath Thorne fills the entire doorway.

For a moment I simply stare.

His broad shoulders nearly block the hall, dark hair tied loosely at the back of his neck. He looks exactly as he did last night except for one detail.

He is holding several bags of food in one massive hand.

"Hello," I say slowly.

His gaze sweeps over me immediately, searching my face as though checking for injury. "You look well."

I lean against the doorframe. "I am well. Why are you here? Shouldn't you be at the club?"

"It does not open for another few hours." He shifts slightly and lifts the bags. "I wanted to check on you."

The seriousness in his voice makes my chest tighten.

"You wanted to check on me?"

His jaw flexes.

"I was rough last night." His eyes flick downward briefly, then back to my face. "And large."

I bite back a smile. "That is an understatement."

"I was concerned I may have hurt you. I wanted to give you…aftercare."

He clears his throat and lifts the other hand, revealing a small box and a tube of clear gel. "I brought food. And medicine. Just in case."

For a moment I do not know what to say. Succubi rarely receive aftercare. Most partners simply enjoy the encounter and then drift away once the feeding ends. Concern for my comfort is… unusual.

Unexpected warmth spreads through my chest.

"You brought my favorite noodles," I say as I peek inside one of the bags.

"I asked the bartender what you usually order."

The simple effort behind that gesture touches me more than I expect.

I step aside. "You should come in."

He hesitates briefly before ducking through the doorway. My apartment suddenly feels very small with him inside it.

He sets the food down on the kitchen counter while I lean against the edge of the table and watch him.

"I really am fine," I tell him gently.

His brow remains furrowed. "You are certain?"

"I promise." My tail curls thoughtfully behind me as an idea forms. "But I would appreciate some help."

His attention sharpens immediately. "What kind of help?"

"You brought this for a reason." I pick up the tube of gel and hold it up. "Then you should use it. I think I feel sore between my legs. You should rub that into that spot." I point at the apex of my thighs.

His eyes darken. "I’m not certain that is wise."

"It’s aftercare," I say lightly. "You said yourself you were worried."

He exhales through his nose, clearly battling several instincts at once. Then he steps closer.

"Sit," he commands in a low but gentle tone.

I do not argue. Instead I settle onto the couch beside him. The moment I sit, his arm slides around my waist and pulls me gently into his lap with surprising ease.

My breath catches softly.

His body radiates warmth beneath me, solid and steady like a living wall of muscle. His hands are careful as he opens the tube, his movements deliberate in a way that makes my heart flutter unexpectedly.

"This may feel cold," he murmurs.

"I can handle it."

His large hand moves gently as he applies the gel, his touch careful and attentive rather than hurried. The cool sensation spreads across sensitive skin before warming beneath his fingers.

I relax slowly against him, letting my head rest against his shoulder.

"You were perfect last night," he says quietly, his thick fingers caressing the soft, sensitive flesh of my inner thigh. A tingle spreads across my pussy, making my core shiver with pleasure.

I glance up at him.

"Perfect."

The praise surprises me. Then his expression grows serious again. "But it was still a mistake."

I laugh softly. My fingers reach up and brush along one of his tusks, tracing the smooth curve.

"If that was a mistake," I murmur, "we should make more of them."

He does not laugh. Instead his gaze studies me carefully. "You feel well today?"

"I feel amazing."

"That is not what I meant."

I shift slightly in his lap and tilt my head.

"I feel… full."

His brow lowers. "Explain."

I think about it for a moment. "When I feed normally, the energy fades within a day or two. I start feeling the hunger creeping back."

"And now?"

"Now I feel like I could go several days without feeding."

His hands still slightly. "Is that normal?"

"It can happen sometimes," I say lightly, though I know it has never happened to me before.

"Should I summon a witch healer?"

“I’m beginning to realize that you’re a worrywart.” I laugh again and lean forward to kiss the tip of his nose. "I promise I am not dying."

His shoulders relax slightly. "I would prefer confirmation."

"You worry too much."

My eyes drift closed briefly as his hand continues its gentle care, the slow movement soothing more than stimulating. The sensation makes me melt deeper into his embrace.

And suddenly I realize something. He’s touching me without expectation. There is no hunger behind it. No selfish desire to take something from me. He is doing it because he wants to make sure I feel better.

My fingers curl lightly into his shirt.

For the first time in my long existence, I feel something unfamiliar settle inside my chest.

Every monster in Velvet Fang wants me.

They crave the pleasure I offer.

They crave the energy they receive in return.

But sitting here in Gorath’s arms, I realize something that makes my heart beat a little faster.

He does not want me for what I am.

He wants me because I am me.

And for the first time in my life, that feels far more intoxicating than feeding ever did.
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I do not go to Velvet Fang for the rest of the week.

At first it feels strange.

For years the club has been the center of my existence. My nights revolve around performances, feeding rituals, and the endless parade of monsters who crave a moment beneath my hands.

Normally by the second day without feeding, a familiar hunger begins creeping under my skin. It starts as a dull ache, a faint restlessness that slowly grows until ignoring it becomes impossible.

This time it never arrives.

Instead, I wake every morning with a bright, buzzing energy humming through my body. It feels warm and steady, like sunlight trapped beneath my skin. I stretch beneath the sheets and feel powerful, satisfied, and completely full.

The feeling lasts all day.

And the next.

And the next.

By the fourth day I sit cross-legged on my couch staring at nothing, turning the realization over in my mind.

One night with Gorath Thorne has kept me satisfied for an entire week.

Succubi feed constantly because the energy we draw fades quickly. That has always been the rule of my existence. The reason I perform regularly at Velvet Fang. The reason variety is supposed to matter.

Except suddenly it does not. I do not crave another partner. I do not feel restless. I only think about him.

The memories return every time I close my eyes. His hands on my body. The way he lost control with me after holding himself back for so long. The deep rumble of his voice when he said my name like it belonged to him.

My tail curls loosely around my leg as I stare out the window.

If one night with him feeds me this long…

Then maybe I could survive with just him.

The thought would have horrified me a month ago. Succubi are not built for loyalty. Our nature demands variety and constant attention.

But now?

The idea of being with anyone else feels strangely dull. I brush my fingers lightly over my collarbone and inhale. His scent still lingers faintly on my skin, even after days.

I exhale slowly. Maybe something is changing. Maybe I am changing. Or maybe something about Gorath is simply… different. The thought drifts toward a word I have rarely taken seriously.

Love.

The possibility makes my chest tighten. Because if I am falling for him, he does not seem to be falling with me.

He has not visited since that morning. He has not sent a message. And he has not appeared at my door again.

Part of me wonders if he regrets what happened between us. Gorath takes his responsibilities seriously, and I am technically one of the people who work under his protection.

Maybe he thinks crossing that line was a mistake.

Maybe he thinks I will eventually go back to feeding on everyone else and forget about him.

The problem is that I cannot stop thinking about him.

By the seventh day the restlessness finally wins.

I stand in front of my mirror, tying the thin straps of a black velvet dress behind my neck. The fabric hugs my waist and leaves most of my back exposed, the slit along the thigh high enough to show flashes of crimson skin when I move.

If I am going to confront Gorath Thorne, I may as well remind him exactly what he is trying to avoid.

Velvet Fang greets me like an old friend when I descend the hidden staircase.

The familiar pulse of music vibrates through the floor. Crimson lights glow against the marble walls while the scent of magic, blood, and pleasure hangs thick in the air.

Several patrons notice me immediately.

A vampire near the bar nearly drops his glass. "Vex, where have you been all week?"

"I was beginning to think you abandoned us." A demon steps forward with a charming grin.

I smile politely but keep moving. "Just taking a little break."

Their disappointment follows me across the floor, but I ignore it. My attention is already lifting toward the balcony above the club.

And there he is. Gorath Thorne stands exactly where he always does, massive hands resting on the iron railing as he surveys the room below.

My heart skips once. I climb the stairs slowly.

He senses me before I even reach the top. His head turns. Those dark eyes find mine instantly.

For a moment he simply stares. Then he steps away from the railing. "You are back."

His voice carries quiet concern. "I haven’t seen you here all week."

I lean lightly against the balcony beside him. "I didn’t need to come."

"Should I be worried?" His brow lowers slightly.

"Worried about what?"

"Succubi who do not feed regularly can lose control." His tone grows more serious. "Should I prepare the satyr in case you go feral?"

I laugh softly. "I do not need to feed."

His expression changes. "What are you saying? You have been starving all week."

"Yet, I feel fine," I continue, letting my tail sway lazily behind me. "Actually I feel better than usual."

"Normally my energy fades within a day or two." My tail brushes lightly against his thigh. "But this time it did not."

He does not move. I tilt my head slightly. "Maybe there is something special about your energy."

The air between us grows heavier. My tail curls slowly around his leg now, teasing.

"I thought I might test that theory,” I drawl.

His jaw tightens. "No."

"No?" I blink.

"Once was already too much."

His voice drops lower. "I have spent the last week trying to regain my discipline."

That confession surprises me.

"Really? I guess I am addictive."

"Your scent has not left my skin." His gaze flicks downward briefly.

Warm satisfaction spreads through my chest.

"We have not touched each other in over a week," he continues quietly. "And I still think about it."

I take another step closer. "Maybe that means something."

"Or maybe it means I made a mistake."

I smile slowly.

"Maybe it means we are meant for each other."

The words hang between us.

His breath deepens slightly.

I lift one hand and brush my fingers lightly along his arm. "Do you not want to find out if it is true?"

“And if we find out that’s true?” He releases a bitter, hollow laugh. “What happens to me, then? I cannot be with anyone but you. But you can be with anyone. I won’t enjoy seeing you with other monsters once I know you’re mine. And you won’t enjoy how domineering I can be.”

“Why do you always think the worst? What if me being satisfied like this isn’t a one-time thing? What if I can always be full of your energy? Then I wouldn’t need to feed on anyone else. Have you ever considered that possibility?”

Gorath clears his throat, his eyes bugging out. “What are you saying? You’re a succubi, Vex. You cannot stop craving sex.”

I wring my hands in frustration. “I told you. You don’t know everything about succubi.”

"Then maybe you should educate me," Gorath says, his voice rough.

I smile slowly and reach for his shirt.

My fingers find the first button. His breath catches but he doesn't stop me.

I undo it slowly. Then the next. And the next.

The fabric parts gradually, revealing the broad expanse of his chest. Dark green skin stretches over hard muscle, every line carved with the kind of strength that comes from years of discipline.

My hands spread across his bare torso. His skin is warm beneath my palms.

"You're so beautiful," I murmur.

His brow furrows slightly. "Orcs are not beautiful."

"You are." My fingers trace the ridges of muscle along his abdomen. "You're strong and powerful and handsome, and I have been craving this all week."

I lean forward and press a kiss against the center of his chest. His heart pounds beneath my lips.

"I've missed feeling you inside me," I whisper against his skin.

A low rumble moves through his chest. When I glance up, his eyes are dark and glazed with lust.

And I haven't even released my pheromones yet.

Satisfaction curls through me. This is all him. All genuine desire.

My tail slides between us, the tip brushing teasingly along the front of his trousers. He goes rigid immediately.

I can feel him through the fabric. Already hard. Already swelling.

I press the tip of my tail more firmly against his erection, tracing the thick length slowly.

"You're so big," I purr. "And so hard already."

His hands grip the railing behind him, knuckles turning white.

"Have you ever been this swollen for anyone else?" I ask softly.

"No." His voice comes out strained. "Only you."

The answer pleases me more than it should. My tail continues its teasing stroke while I hold his gaze.

"Good," I murmur. "Because I've only wanted you."

His expression shifts. "What?"

"I'm not attracted to other monsters," I confess quietly. "Not the way you think. When I feed, it's a compulsion. A survival instinct. My body responds because it has to."

My fingers slide lower along his chest. "But with you? The sensations are different. I actually want you. Not because I need to feed. Because I desire you."

Something raw flashes across his face. Then his hands move. One slides into my hair while the other cups my jaw. He tilts my head back and kisses me hard.

The kiss is claiming. Possessive. Everything his restraint usually holds back pours into it. I moan against his mouth and my hands drop to his belt. I undo the buckle quickly, fumbling slightly in my eagerness.

His trousers loosen. My fingers slide beneath the waistband and wrap around his cock. He groans into my mouth.

I stroke him slowly, feeling the thick ridge of his shaft pulse beneath my palm. He's already leaking, the head slick with pre-cum.

"You'll be the death of me," he breathes against my lips.

"Then at least you'll die happy," I whisper back.

His hands tighten in my hair. "You're so soft. So perfect. I can't resist you."

I stroke him harder. "Then stop trying."

"Your scent…" His voice drops to a growl. "It's everywhere. Like you're already mine. Like you're my mate."

He freezes the moment the word leaves his mouth.

Mate.

My heart skips. I stare up at him.

Could I actually be his mate?

The possibility hangs between us, fragile and dangerous.

Then something shifts in his expression. The restraint I've been chipping away at finally shatters completely.

He grabs me suddenly and spins me around. My back hits the wall hard enough to knock the breath from my lungs. The hardness of the wall and the rough dominance of Gore's action sends a spark of thrill through my veins. I like when he takes control, when he shows me how desperately he wants me.

"Gore—"

His mouth crashes against mine, silencing me. His hands are everywhere. One slides up my thigh while the other grips my waist.

Then I hear fabric tear. My panties fall away in shreds. Cool air whispers over my hated pussy folds, making them tremble with ache. Desire hums inside my pussy, making my core vibrate with a feral desire to be stuffed full of orc cock. It feels like all the blood in my body is concentrated between my legs, making that spot feel deliciously heavy.

"I'm done holding back," he growls against my lips. "You want me? Then take all of me."

His hand cups the sensitive flesh between my legs roughly. I gasp as his thick fingers slide through my folds. His rough, calloused skin against my throbbing, slick folds is the best kind of ecstasy. I whimper as he slowly rubs circles around my clit, sending electric sparks through me. A wave of rapture crashes into me when he drags those thick digits across my folds. Up and down, gliding sensually though my sensitive pussy. My bones feel like they're liquefying. My knees tremble as a flash of heat erupts through me.

"You're already soaked," he rumbles, voice laced with pride and satisfaction. I love making him happy, love how his voice sounds when he praises me. "Did you get this wet just from touching me?"

"Yes," I breathe.

"Good." His fingers push inside me without warning. Two thick digits stretching me open. "Because I'm going to breed you again. Right here. Against this wall. You're going to carry my knot and my babies, too. Your belly will be huge when you're carrying an orc baby, and I'll stroke it every day, telling you how proud I am, how well you took my seed."

My head falls back against the stone. "Yes. Please."

"Wrap your legs around me." He withdraws his fingers and grabs my thighs.

I obey immediately. He lifts me easily, pressing me against the wall while my legs lock around his waist.

His cock presses against my entrance. Thick and hot and ready.

"I'm going to fill you so full," he growls. "Going to pump you full of my seed until my baby is planted inside your womb."

"Gore—" I lose the rest of my sentence as the huge, blunt head of his cock notches against my tight, aching hole. He thrusts into me in one brutal stroke.

I cry out. The stretch is overwhelming. He's so big, filling me completely, pressing deep enough that I feel him everywhere. The veins cording his cock brush against my raw pussy walls. The friction of those bloated veins dragging through my channel is maddening. And so hot. I love every second of feeling his thickness, of squeezing his perfect cock in my cunt.

"Fuck," he groans. "You feel like a dream. Like you were made for my cock. You're the best I've ever had, Vexara, and you must know that."

He grunts, as if he's frustrated at how much he wants me. His tusks rub against my shoulders as he leans down and sucks on my neck. Delicious, soft sensations spiral through my bloodstream. His hips pull back and slam forward again. The angle drives him impossibly deeper.

"You're mine," he growls against my throat. "Say it."

"Yours," I gasp.

"Again."

"Yours, Gore. I'm yours."

His teeth scrape against my neck as he pounds into me harder. The wall shakes with every thrust.

"I'm going to breed you properly this time," he rumbles. "Going to claim you completely. Mark you. Make sure every monster in this club knows you belong to me."

My nails dig into his shoulders. "Yes. Claim me. Make me yours."

His pace turns brutal. Primal. Every thrust pushes me higher up the wall before dragging me back down onto his cock.

"You want my baby?" he growls.

"Yes."

"Want me to fill your womb?"

"Please," I whimper. "I want to feel your cum flowing out of me."

His knot begins to swell. I feel it catching at my entrance with every thrust, growing thicker.

"It's coming," he warns roughly. "My knot. Once it locks inside you, I won't be able to pull out."

"I don't want you to pull out," I gasp. "I want all of it. I want you to knot me and fill me and make me yours completely."

He roars.

One final thrust buries him to the hilt. His knot swells rapidly, locking us together as his orgasm hits.

Hot cum floods my pussy. I feel every pulse as he empties himself inside me, his seed pushed deep by the thick knot sealing us together.

The sensation triggers my own release. Pleasure crashes through me so violently I scream. My pussy clenches around him rhythmically, milking every drop as our bodies lock together completely.

Gore's arms tighten around me, holding me against the wall while his hips grind forward instinctively, pushing his knot deeper.

"Mine," he growls against my throat. "You're mine now, Vex. My mate."

And as his seed fills my womb and his knot keeps us joined, I realize something terrifying and wonderful.

I don't want anyone else.

I only want him.

And maybe that means I really am his mate.


SIX


Gorath

The club pulses around me, but I barely notice.

My body still hums with the aftershocks of what just happened against that wall. My hands still tingle with the memory of her skin. My cock throbs with satisfied exhaustion even though part of me already wants her again.

Vexara's scent clings to me like a brand. It has seeped into my clothes, my skin, every breath I take. I smell like her. Like us. Like the claiming that just happened whether I intended it or not.

I should feel guilty. I should feel concerned about crossing lines that cannot be uncrossed.

Instead I feel euphoric.

And terrified.

Because if this is what my father felt around my mother, I finally understand why he drowned himself in drink after she died. How could anything ever compare to this? How could existence continue without it?

The thought chills me even as warmth still radiates through my chest.

I need to find her.

The urge is irrational. We separated less than an hour ago. She went to clean up while I returned to my rounds through the club. But now my instincts are screaming at me to locate her. To keep her close. To make sure she is safe and satisfied and mine.

I move through the main floor with purpose, my gaze sweeping across the crowd. Vampires lounge near the feeding rooms. A group of fae laugh at the bar. Werewolves circle their chosen partners on the dance floor.

No crimson skin. No black horns. No golden eyes.

My jaw tightens.

Then I spot her near one of the private alcoves. Relief floods through me immediately.

But it is followed by something else when I see who she is with.

Morgana, the witch who regularly visits Velvet Fang, stands close to Vex. Too close. Her hand rests lightly on Vex's wrist while she murmurs something I cannot hear from this distance.

My feet carry me forward before I consciously decide to move.

As I approach, Morgana lifts Vex's wrist higher and presses two fingers against her pulse point. Her expression shifts into something thoughtful. Curious.

"Interesting," Morgana says quietly.

Vex tilts her head. "What is?"

"Your scent." The witch's gaze flicks briefly in my direction, then back to Vex. "It is intertwined with his."

My steps slow. I stop just outside their line of sight, close enough to hear but hidden in the shadows near the alcove entrance.

Vex laughs softly. "We had sex. Of course our scents are mixed."

"No." Morgana shakes her head. "This is different. Scents fade after intimacy. Yours has… merged."

Silence stretches between them. Vex's tail stills behind her.

"What does that mean?" she asks carefully.

Morgana releases her wrist and steps back slightly, her expression thoughtful.

"There are old stories," the witch says slowly. "Rare pairings between supernaturals that create energy bonds. Permanent ones."

My breath catches.

Vex blinks. "Energy bonds?"

"A connection that links two beings on a fundamental level." Morgana gestures vaguely. "It is why some mates can sense each other across distances. Why certain pairs cannot be separated without devastating consequences."

She pauses. "If such a bond formed between you and the orc, it would explain why you have not needed to feed this week."

Vex stares at her. "Are you saying I bonded with Gorath?"

"I am saying it is possible." The witch's gaze sharpens. "If true, his energy alone could sustain you indefinitely. You would not need other partners."

The words hang in the air like a spell. Hope and fear collide inside my chest with brutal force.

A bond. A permanent bond. The kind that would mean she belongs to me. That I could keep her. That she would never need anyone else. But also the kind that could destroy me if it breaks.

Morgana continues quietly. "Such bonds are incredibly rare. And once formed, they cannot be undone."

Vex's tail curls slowly around her leg. "How do I know if it is real?"

"Time will tell." The witch smiles faintly. "But if you continue to feel satisfied without feeding elsewhere, that would be a strong indication."

She glances once more in my direction, as though she knows I am listening, then steps away.

Vex stands alone for a moment, her expression unreadable.

Before I can force my stunned body to move, a werewolf approaches Vex.

I recognize him immediately. One of the regulars. Harmless. Polite. He has never caused trouble. But when he touches Vex's neck lightly while saying something that makes her laugh, my vision narrows.

My body moves before my mind catches up. I cross the distance in three long strides and stop directly beside them. The werewolf's hand drops immediately when he sees me. His eyes widen slightly.

"Vex," I say evenly. "I need to speak with you."

Her brow arches. "Now?"

"Yes."

She glances at the werewolf apologetically. "Excuse me."

Then she follows me without protest as I turn and walk toward my office. The door closes behind us with a solid click. I lock it.

When I turn, she is leaning against my desk with her arms folded, watching me with an amused expression.

"What was that about?" she asks lightly.

"I want exclusivity," I say bluntly. "I want you to be mine and mine alone."

Her brow lifts higher. "Excuse me?"

"You heard Morgana. If there is a bond between us, you do not need other partners." My hands curl into fists at my sides. "I want you to stop entertaining them."

She tilts her head. "The werewolf was just talking to me."

"He touched you."

"He touched my neck. It was innocent."

"I don't care." My voice drops lower. "I don't want anyone else touching you."

Her lips curve into a slow smile. "Are you jealous?"

"Extremely."

"We weren't flirting."

"That does not matter." I step closer. "All that matters is that anytime I see you with another monster, I feel like you're in danger and I want to protect you. I know I'm asking for too much, but I did warn you. I want us to be together in every way, Vex. I want you in my house. In my bed. I want to wake up with you beside me every morning."

Her amusement softens slightly. "Gore…"

"I know what I'm asking is unreasonable," I continue roughly. "But I cannot help it. You have no idea what it feels like to watch other monsters look at you the way they do."

"I do know," she says quietly.

I blink.

She pushes off the desk and steps closer. "I know exactly how it feels. Because I have watched you for months. I have seen other women approach you. I have imagined you with someone else and hated it."

Her tail flicks behind her. "I like you, Gore. Even if you do not believe me."

My chest tightens. "You would move in with me?"

"Yes."

The answer is simple. Immediate. And it makes something inside me settle.

But it also makes something else rise.

I close the distance between us and cup the back of her neck. She inhales sharply as my fingers tighten slightly.

"You need to pay for making me jealous first," I growl. "I'm going to tame that wildness inside you, and I will remind you who you belong to."

Her eyes darken. "And how will you do that?"

"Kneel for me so I can see that pretty mouth of yours."

Her breath catches. But she does not hesitate. Slowly, gracefully, she sinks to her knees before me.

The sight of her like this—looking up at me with those golden eyes, her lips parted slightly—sends a surge of raw power through my veins.

"Open your mouth," I command, brushing my thumb over her lips.

She obeys immediately. Her tongue slides out slightly, wetting her bottom lip.

I undo my belt with one hand, never breaking eye contact. My trousers fall away and my cock springs free, already hard again despite having knotted her less than two hours ago.

Her gaze drops to it. She licks her lips.

"I'm not going to be gentle," I warn.

"I don't want you to be gentle," she whispers.

I grip the base of my shaft and guide the head to her lips. She opens wider, taking me into the wet heat of her mouth.

The sensation is overwhelming. Her tongue slides along the underside of my cock as I push deeper. She relaxes her throat, letting me sink further.

"Good girl," I rumble.

She moans around me. The vibration travels up my shaft and makes my hips jerk forward involuntarily.

I grip her hair with one hand, holding her steady as I begin to move. Slow at first. Then harder. Deeper.

Her hands brace on my thighs. Her eyes water slightly but she does not pull away.

"I am going to fill your belly with my cum," I growl. "Just like I filled your womb."

She whimpers. The sound makes me thrust harder.

My cock pushes into her throat. She gags slightly but holds steady, taking everything I give her.

"You look so perfect like this," I groan. "On your knees. Taking my cock. Letting me use you."

Her tail curls around my calf. The sensation makes pleasure shoot up my spine.

I lose myself in the rhythm. In the wet heat of her mouth. In the way she looks up at me with complete trust even as I fuck her throat.

"Mine," I growl. "You're mine, Vex. Only mine."

She moans again. Her tongue flicks against the sensitive spot just below the head and I nearly lose control.

"I'm close," I warn roughly.

She does not pull away. Instead she doubles her effort, sucking harder, taking me deeper.

The orgasm slams into me with brutal force. I roar as I empty myself down her throat. Hot ropes of cum pulse from my cock as she swallows every drop.

When I finally finish, I pull back slowly. She gasps for air, her lips swollen and wet.

I cup her jaw gently. "Are you alright?"

She nods, her eyes still glazed with arousal. "Yes. I've done this before, Gore. Though you're quite big."

I lift her to her feet and kiss her deeply, tasting myself on her tongue.

When we part, I rest my forehead against hers.

"I love you," I say quietly. "I know you're my mate. That scares me, but also excites me."

The words slip out before I can stop them. But I do not take them back.

Because they are true.

She smiles softly. "I love you, too. And you don't need to be afraid. I won't betray you."

"Thank you." I kiss her cheek, then her neck, then her collarbones, her chest, and every other soft, perfect, feminine part of her.

And for the first time in my life, I feel complete.


SEVEN


Vexara

Three months pass before I realize something is wrong.

Or maybe not wrong.

Different.

Life with Gorath settles into a rhythm that feels so natural it still surprises me sometimes. I wake every morning in his bed with my tail tangled in the sheets and his massive arm draped across my waist like a living shield.

For someone who once avoided touching me entirely, he has become very attached to holding me.

Not that I’m complaining. I love the warmth of his embrace, how it feeds my emotional side as much as my physical side.

The early morning light filters through the tall windows of his apartment above Velvet Fang when I wake today. Gorath is already moving around the kitchen, the quiet sounds of cooking drifting through the space.

The scent alone makes my stomach rumble.

Which is strange.

Succubi do eat normal food, but we rarely crave it the way other creatures do. Most of our nourishment comes from energy, not physical meals.

Still, I stretch lazily and wander toward the kitchen.

Gorath looks up from the stove when I enter.

His expression softens immediately. "You should still be sleeping."

"I could say the same to you."

He huffs quietly as he slides eggs and roasted vegetables onto a plate. His massive frame looks almost comically large in the small kitchen, but he moves with surprising care.

"I get up early every day," he reminds me.

"You wake up ridiculously early. The bed feels cold when I wake up."

“I’m sorry. Do you want me to hold you?”

He sets the plate in front of me anyway. "Maybe you should eat first."

I lean against the counter and steal a piece of fruit from the bowl beside him instead. "You spoil me, you know."

His eyes soften slightly. "You deserve to be spoiled. You’re my mate. I will give you the best I can."

Before I can reply, he leans down and presses a slow kiss against my lips. The contact still makes warmth bloom through my chest every time. Feeding from him has become something far deeper than the transactional pleasure I once shared with other partners.

With Gorath, it feels intimate. Connected.

My tail curls happily around his thigh as he pulls away.

"I have to go downstairs soon," he says. "The furniture delivery arrived this morning."

"The new couches?"

He nods.

"For the private lounges."

Velvet Fang has been expanding steadily over the past few months. More patrons, more rooms, more staff. Gorath throws himself into the work with quiet determination, though he still returns upstairs every night like he cannot stand to sleep anywhere but beside me.

He brushes a stray lock of hair away from my face. "I will return soon. Wait for me?"

"I’ll be here."

His hand lingers briefly on my cheek before he finally leaves the apartment. The door closes behind him.

I look down at the plate he left me. And suddenly the smell makes my stomach twist.

I frown. That’s new.

Normally food smells pleasant at worst and mildly interesting at best. Now the scent of eggs hits my nose and my stomach lurches violently.

I rush to the sink just in time to lean over it. Nothing comes up. Still, the nausea leaves me breathless.

"What the hell?" I mutter to myself. I rinse my mouth and stare at my reflection in the window.

The feeling fades after a minute. But something still feels strange.

My stomach growls again.

Not the familiar pull of succubus hunger. Something… different.

I pick up a piece of toast and bite into it. Then another. And another. Within minutes the entire plate Gorath prepared disappears. But somehow, I still feel hungry. That has never happened before.

Succubi rarely experience physical hunger like this.

Energy usually sustains us easily. But today my body feels restless in a way I cannot explain. My body feels tired, and physical nourishment seems to be the only thing that can make me feel better. I empty out Gorath’s entire fridge in the next three hours.

As the morning passes, other small changes begin creeping in.

My emotions feel sharper. More intense. At one point I find myself tearing up over a sentimental song playing faintly from the club below. Later I snap at a bartender for stacking glasses wrong before immediately apologizing.

By the afternoon I cannot ignore it anymore.

Something is happening to me.

And I need answers.
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The healer’s shop sits tucked between two magical supply stores several streets away from Velvet Fang.

A small bell rings softly when I push the door open. The room smells like herbs, incense, and faintly glowing spellwork. A silver-haired witch looks up from behind the counter.

Her eyes widen slightly when she sees me. "Ah. A succubus. A rare customer. You look tired. Is that what’s bothering you?"

I lean against the doorframe. "That obvious?"

"You glow. But you also look exhausted and hungry."

"That does not sound comforting."

She smiles faintly. "Come. Sit. Let me examine you."

The examination does not take long.

Witches rarely need physical tools for diagnosis. Magic hums softly around her fingers as she rests her hand lightly against my abdomen.

Her expression changes almost immediately.

I watch her face carefully.

"What is it?"

She blinks.

Then looks at me again. "Well."

"You might as well say it." My stomach tightens.

She clears her throat. "You are pregnant."

The word lands like a thunderclap. "Come again? Did you just say what I thought you said?"

Her expression remains calm. "You are carrying a child. The baby has taken root inside your womb and has probably been growing for weeks. I’m surprised you didn’t feel the changes earlier."

I stare at her like she just said the moon was square.

Succubi do not get pregnant easily. In fact, most of us never conceive at all. Our bodies are not built for it.

"And the father?" she asks gently.

I do not even hesitate. "An orc. We’re together."

Her eyebrows rise slightly. "That is… extremely rare."

No kidding. My mind spins as the reality settles into place. Three months with Gorath. Three months of feeding exclusively from him. Three months of waking up in his arms. And now this.

My hand slowly drifts to my stomach. Pregnant. A bubble of joy moves up my throat. “Are you sure?” I ask the witch. “That I’m pregnant?”

“I am.” She pauses. “Is it unexpected? Unwanted?”

“Well, yes, unexpected. But, no. Not unwanted.” He has been breeding me for weeks now. But I never thought I could actually give him the child he wanted. He probably knew that, too, and yet, he made me his mate and refused to look at anyone else.

He loves me for real. And I know he will love this child just as much.

I swallow, closing my eyes and just feeling the wondrous new life growing inside me. It somehow makes me feel like I’m glowing even more than usual.

I’m carrying Gorath’s child. A real baby. In my tummy. And soon, my belly will swell and change and I’ll be able to become a mother.

A laugh escapes me before I can stop it. Of course this would happen to me.

Because apparently falling in love with the one monster who avoided me for years was not chaotic enough.

Now we are about to create something the world has never seen before. A baby that will be a species of its own.
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By the time I return to the apartment above Velvet Fang, my thoughts are still spinning.

Pregnant.

The word keeps echoing in my mind like a spell I do not fully understand yet. Succubi talk about pregnancy the way humans talk about lightning striking the same place twice. It is possible, technically, but rare enough that most of us never experience it.

And an orc child? I have no idea what that even means.

My hand rests lightly on my stomach as I push open the door.

Gorath is already inside. The moment I step into the apartment, he turns toward me from the kitchen, his brow furrowing slightly.

"There you are." His gaze moves over me quickly, checking for injuries the way he always does whenever I disappear unexpectedly. "Where have you been?"

"I went to see a witch."

His entire posture shifts instantly. He crosses the room in two long strides.

"Are you alright?" Concern fills his voice, thick and genuine. "I noticed you seemed off this morning. Why didn’t you tell me? I’d have taken you."

"I’m fine," I say quickly, though my voice feels a little shaky.

His hands settle on my shoulders, his dark eyes scanning my face carefully. "What did the witch say?"

"You were right about something." I take a breath.

His brow lowers slightly. "What do you mean?"

"You were worried something unusual was happening."

"Yes."

"Something is."

He grows still. "What kind of unusual?"

I look up at him.

The words feel strange in my mouth.

"I am pregnant."

For a moment the world seems to stop. Gorath does not move. He does not breathe. His eyes widen slightly as the meaning sinks in.

"I thought the witch made a mistake at first," I continue nervously. "Succubi almost never conceive, especially not with⁠—"

My words cut off abruptly, because Gorath suddenly scoops me off the ground. A surprised laugh escapes me as his arms wrap around my waist and lift me effortlessly against his chest.

"What are you doing?"

He does not answer immediately. Instead he lowers his head toward my stomach.

And kisses it.

The gesture startles me so much I go completely still. His large hand spreads protectively across my abdomen while he presses his ear against it, listening as though he might already hear something there.

"I can feel them," he murmurs.

"You absolutely cannot." I blink. “Really?”

He lifts his head slowly, his eyes glowing with something fierce and primal. "My child."

His voice vibrates with a deep rumble that sends warmth through my chest.

Orcs bond deeply with their offspring, even before they’re born. I knew that in theory. Seeing it happen in real time is something else entirely. His protective instincts explode so quickly it almost makes my head spin.

"You are carrying my child," he says, almost reverently.

My tail curls nervously around his arm. "Yes."

He sets me down carefully but does not release me. Instead his hands slide to cup my face.

"We are getting married." The words come out like a declaration.

Not a question.

Not even a suggestion.

"You skipped several steps there." I clear my throat.

"I was wrong about succubi."

The seriousness in his voice wipes the humor from my expression.

"I thought your kind could never be loyal," he continues quietly. "I believed that instinct would always pull you away."

His thumb brushes gently across my cheek.

"But you proved me wrong. You stayed. You chose me. You have been faithful in every way that matters."

My chest tightens. He rests his forehead against mine.

Finally, he says what we both know is true, but we didn’t have the courage to admit earlier. "You are my mate." Emotion thickens his voice slightly. "And now you carry our child."

A slow smile spreads across my lips. "So that means you are proposing?"

"I’m claiming what should have been mine months ago."

I laugh softly. "That is a very orc way to say it."

His expression softens. "I want a family with you."

The words warm something deep inside me.

"A real family," he continues. "The kind my parents had before it was taken from them."

His hands slide gently down to rest over my stomach again. "We will build something no one has ever seen before."

I look down at where his large hands cradle my abdomen. "What do you think they will look like? Our children? Green or red, or maybe neither? Orc? Succubus? Maybe neither?"

His brow furrows thoughtfully. "Green skin with horns? I’m not sure. This is not a question anybody knows the answer to.”

I laugh.

The thought sends a flutter of excitement through my chest.

An orc child. A succubus child. Or some strange beautiful combination of both. Whatever happens, I’m excited to meet the baby growing in my belly.

Gorath shrugs lightly. "I will love them regardless. Orcs love their children, you know, even if they sometimes look scary and mangled."

Something tight in my throat loosens at those words. I step closer and wrap my arms around his neck.

"I love you." I kiss the tip of his nose. The confession comes easily now. "You made me realize something."

His eyes soften. "What is that?"

"For most of my life I believed I existed only for lust," I say quietly. "For feeding. For satisfying other people's desires."

My fingers trace lightly along the edge of one of his tusks. "But you showed me that I am more than hunger."

Emotion warms my voice.

"I have a heart."

His gaze grows darker with feeling.

"And that heart deserves love."

I rest my forehead against his chest. His arms tighten around me.

"Despite everything people assume about succubi, I always knew that you were my mate."

"You did?" I glance up at him. “You sure didn’t show it.”

"Deep down," he says quietly. "But I was afraid."

"Afraid of what?"

"Being betrayed."

His jaw tightens slightly. "My father's grief destroyed him after he lost my mother."

The weight of that memory lingers briefly in his voice.

"I convinced myself it was safer not to love anyone that deeply."

His hand lifts to cradle my cheek again.

"So I locked my heart away."

I smile softly.

"And now?"

His eyes glow with fierce devotion.

"Now I know that fear cost me years I could have spent loving you."

His thumb brushes gently over my lips.

"I will spend the rest of my life making up for that mistake."

I lean up and kiss him again.

This time slowly.

Tenderly.

And when he pulls me close, one hand still resting protectively over my stomach, I realize something that makes my chest swell with quiet happiness.

For the first time in my life, I am not just a succubus feeding to survive.

I am a woman.

A mate.

And soon… a mother.


EPILOGUE


Gorath

Two years later…

Two years ago I believed monsters like me were destined to be alone. I believed restraint was the only thing standing between civilization and chaos. I believed desire led only to loss.

Now my office contains a cradle.

The irony is not lost on me.

Velvet Fang hums with life below us tonight. The music drifting through the floors carries the familiar rhythm of a busy evening, glasses clinking, low laughter, the soft murmur of negotiations between creatures who come here to indulge safely.

The club has grown far beyond what I imagined when I first opened its doors. More rooms and more staff.

New lounges filled with velvet furniture and enchanted lighting. And yet somehow the most important addition to the place sits beside my desk, rocking gently beneath my hand.

I lean back in my chair, reviewing the ledger Vex handed me earlier while my foot nudges the cradle back and forth in a slow rhythm.

"That new wing will be ready next month," she says from across the desk. "The witches want the ritual room finished before the solstice."

I glance up at her. "Then we will make it happen."

She sits in the large chair opposite my desk, reviewing a list of new membership applications. Her long dark hair spills over her shoulders as she works, horns glinting faintly beneath the warm office lighting.

Even after everything we have built together, the sight of her still catches my breath sometimes.

Vexara Nyx no longer performs on the stage downstairs. That chapter of her life ended the moment our son was born.

Now she rules Velvet Fang beside me. And she does it brilliantly. Patrons listen when she speaks. Staff respect her authority. The entire club runs smoother with her involved.

More importantly, she is happy.

I can see it in the way she smiles now.

A quiet sound interrupts the moment.

The cradle stops moving. Then comes the soft, unhappy whimper of a baby waking from sleep.

Vex glances up immediately. "Your turn."

"My turn." I rise from my chair with a small huff.

The moment I lean over the cradle, two small green hands reach upward toward me.

Our son looks up with wide golden eyes, his expression crumpled in mild outrage at the interruption of his nap.

I lift him easily into my arms. His weight feels perfectly familiar now, though I still remember the first time I held him like it happened yesterday.

He is smaller than most orc children his age, though the healer says he will likely grow into his strength later. His skin carries a soft green hue like mine, while his eyes shine the same bright gold as his mother’s.

Two tiny horn buds have begun forming at his hairline, barely noticeable beneath soft dark curls.

To me, he is perfect.

I kiss the top of his head gently as his small hands grab at my beard.

"There you are." He settles almost immediately, his crying fading into quiet sniffles as he presses his face against my chest.

Orcs bond deeply with their offspring. That truth has only grown stronger since he arrived. The moment I knew he existed, something inside me changed permanently. Now every instinct I possess revolves around protecting this small life. I need to know he’s okay, and hearing him in distress pains me. Vex tells me I’m overprotective and I’ve almost taken over her role as his mother. But I know she is loving in her own way, and my son appreciates her lullabies and easy manner as much as my physical affection and smothering.

"We still are not sure what he is yet," Vex says softly.

I glance at her.

"Orc," I answer immediately.

She scoffs, shaking her head. "You are biased. He’s too young for us to tell. I didn’t begin feeding until I was five."

Perhaps. But it is true that he seems more orc than succubus so far. He eats normal food with enthusiasm and shows no sign of feeding on energy the way his mother once did.

Time will tell. For now, he’s simply our son. And that is enough.

Once he calms completely, Vex rises and walks around the desk. "I will take him."

I hand the baby over carefully.

She settles into the chair beside my desk and begins rocking him gently, humming a soft melody under her breath.

The sight of them together still stops my heart.

Her belly is round again. The second pregnancy has progressed faster than the first, her robes stretching gently over the curve of new life growing beneath her skin. I still cannot believe such a miracle happened twice.

I kneel beside her chair and press a slow kiss against the side of her stomach. "I love watching you like this."

She smiles down at me. "Like what?"

"Like a mother." My hand rests gently against her belly as the child inside shifts slightly. "And as my queen."

She snorts softly. "Queen of a sex club."

"Queen of a sanctuary," I correct.

Velvet Fang has become something far greater than the indulgent playground I originally envisioned.

Creatures travel from distant cities now just to visit. They whisper about the owners with fascination.

The succubus who feeds from only one male, and the orc powerful enough to satisfy her.

Our reputation has only made the club more popular. More profitable.

But none of that matters as much as the small family sitting in this office tonight.

Our son curls sleepily against Vex’s shoulder.

My hand remains over her stomach. The baby inside shifts again.

Life.

Family.

Everything I once believed impossible.

I glance up at her.

She looks peaceful in a way I never saw during her early days at the club, when hunger drove every decision she made.

Now she leans back comfortably in the chair, our child in her arms and another growing inside her.

And for the first time in centuries, the succubus who once fed on the desires of countless monsters looks completely, utterly full.
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