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Foreword



All characters in this book are over 18 years of age. None of the characters are blood-related. This book features kinks and themes that may be offensive to some. The author doesn’t endorse the characters’ beliefs or behavior.

It contains instances of breeding kink, pregnancy, knotting, adult nursing, unprotected sex, pregnant sex, milking, degradation kink, humiliation kink, age gap, public sex, exhibitionism, voyeurism, danger to a pregnant woman, kidnapping, and lactation kink. Only read if you are comfortable with these themes.


Chapter 1



Illaria 

The brothel Madame’s smoky scream slices through the air, reaching me where I’m curled up on my bed. My eyes are red with tears. The little warmth provided by my thin bedsheets is barely enough to chase away the coldness lodged in my chest like an ice block.

“Illaria, come here at once!” she calls to me like I’m a dog, a pet, an animal.

Maybe I am all three and I just can’t accept it yet.

My fingers curl into fists. Anger courses through me. My life changed so suddenly. One day, I was just a normal twenty-year-old spinster left on the shelf due to my father’s inability to pay my dowry. The next moment my father died, I was informed of the huge debt he owed to some unsavory succubi, and sold as a slave to a brothel in the Red Light district.

My back creaks as I try to get up. Pain shoots through to the back of my skull, drenching me in a cocktail of anger, resentment, and powerlessness.

My feet ache from the hours I’ve spent doing chores. Laundry and dishes. Mopping and cleaning up people’s private messes. Day in and day out. The brothel is open from dawn until the witching hour. I only get a break to eat and sleep. It’s slavery.

A sob wracks my chest when I feel the scar from the last time I was flogged for escaping.

I tried running away but the powerful gargoyles and harpies that serve the bawdy house owners in the red-light district came for me. They dragged me back screaming. My skin scraped against the floorboards, leaving me with wounds and scabs.

I should count myself lucky that I’m only asked to do menial tasks. It’ll take forever to pay my debt this way, but it’s better than being forced to perform carnal acts with monsters. Some of the other girls, the ones who are not succubi or sirens, dread the call of their next customer more than they dread death.

The Madame inhabits a room that has a desk, a chaise lounge, and some very fancy paintings that she bought for a sizeable sum. The gold frames reflect light into my eyes, making them water.

“I have a job for you.” The Madame taps her knuckles with her sharp, red-painted nails. She is over forty but due to being a succubus, looks like a young girl of sixteen. Her skin is porcelain white and smooth as silk. “You’re going to serve your first client today.”

“Client?” I jerk, my heart galloping at the ominous word. She wants me to sleep with a man? To become a prostitute and let some man drag his filthy hands over my naked body? “But that is not what I do.”

“You do what I tell you to do, Illaria. Don’t worry; I’ll take off a sizeable chunk of your debt for whoring yourself. After all, he’s an important client,” she stresses. “All of our clients are important, of course, but this one’s far above the rest.”

I barely restrain myself from scoffing. Important, my ass. He’s probably a merchant who struck gold when his ships anchored at the port this week.

The Blue Peacock’s Madame likes to think of herself as one of the big bosses in the red-light district but this establishment isn’t even among the best here. All it offers is an illusion of luxury and opulence for lesser lords and rich merchants who like to fancy themselves, kings.

“But why me?” I stutter. “I’m a maid. I’ve never done this before. I do not wish to serve clients. I will pay my debts by cleaning. Please, Madame, don’t do this to me.”

“I’m not giving you a choice.” There’s a warning in the Madame’s words. “Also, the client specifically requested you. Looks like you caught the eye of an important man. I mean monster.”

“A monster? You want me to be bedded by a monster?” My voice rises to a high pitch. I cannot believe this. Human men are bad enough but monsters…I don’t know what one will do to my body.

“An important monster,” the Madame stresses. “Do not show your ignorant prejudice toward monsters when you’re with the client or I’ll skin you. Understood? You must treat him as if he’s a god.”

“I cannot…I have never lain with a man before, let alone a monster. Do you want my ineptitude to ruin the reputation of The Blue Peacock?” My hands are clammy with sweat. No matter how many times I wipe them on my dirty gown, more sweat rushes out of my pores.

I’m trapped in a fate I thought I could avoid. The worst fate a girl could ever endure.

For a second, I consider running away. Death would be preferable to being violated by a monster.

But the Madame’s next words stop me. “If you think of running, I’ll catch you, throw you to the wolfmen, and let them violate you. You don’t want that, Illaria darling. The wolfmen are more brutal than our worst clients.”

Her red eyes glow with malevolent determination. I know she means every word. The hopelessness inside me intensifies. The best I can hope for is that the monster client will kill me and free me from this miserable life. Maybe he will be kind enough to do me that favor.

“Don’t worry; your first client is a sweet one.” The succubi Madame moves with a seductive sway of her lips, rooting through the closet in her office. She drags out a silk dress embroidered with pearls and tosses it to me. “Now change into that. You had better not tear it or I’ll be taking the cost out of your pay.”

She sneers. I can’t believe she’s a succubus. Her manner of speaking is brusque and rude. Seduction happens through words and a pleasant demeanor as much as one’s body.

My chest swells in anger then deflates in defeat. I’m fighting for words, fighting for breath. The feeling of entrapment presses into me, crushing my soul.

With a slump of my shoulders, I gather the dress in my arms and walk back to my room. I stare at myself in the mirror, at the beautiful reflection of me in a pretty crimson gown.  

I look like a princess. But I feel like a whore.

If only I could go to a fairytale ball in this magnificent dress. If only I could meet a charming prince who’d fall in love with me and free me from this cruel life. Despite the ugliness and harshness that have colored my life, I remain a dreamer. A believer in miracles. My head is full of pictures of being kissed and hugged and cherished.

I refuse to give up on my dream of finding love and building a loving family that I can care for. The image of my belly round with children and little mouths drinking from my full breasts makes me shiver with longing.

I want that future so much. A future I can never have once I’m soiled by a monster tonight.

A loud knock rips me away from my daydream.

“Illaria, hurry up. The client is waiting.” It’s the Madame.

She barges into the room. Surveying me, she nods in approval. Then she grabs my wrist and pulls me along.

“Lie back, think of something else, and let the client do what he came to do. Imagine that it’s your husband taking you. That is if you want to make the experience pleasant,” she advises. I detect a faint edge of sympathy but it’s gone in a blink. “Dwelling in your anger will only make it harder for you. First times are meant to be painful anyway.”

I nod meekly. I was never clever and no plan formed in my head. No scheme to extricate myself from this horrible situation.

Before I know it, I’m in the most exclusive part of The Blue Peacock. A golden parlor with an ivory piano whooshes by, followed by a secluded corridor separated from the parlor by thick gold curtains. The Madame draws them apart. Further down the hallway is the biggest room in the establishment.

“Go.” The Madame nudges me. “And remember what awaits you if you mess this up.”

I don’t have the energy to fight or to scream. I slide the door open, dread circling my neck like a noose.

Before I can change my mind, the door closes behind me. My pulse skitters.

The air inside the room smells salty. Fresh, like an ocean breeze. That surprises me. I slip in. The rooms at this establishment tend to be heavily perfumed in artificial scents that can give one a headache. The Madame thinks monsters might mistake it for pheromones but mostly, the patrons complain about the terrible smell.

My attention is snatched by the monster who occupies the center of the room. He’s standing in front of the bed, looking around with mild amusement. When the door creaks, his eyes fixed on me.

My chest shrinks in fear. He’s so big. Much taller than me. His chest is broad and strong. His tentacles are thick and flexible. Overall, he’s massive. And he’s a Kraken.

“Good evening.” The Kraken beams at me, his face shining with jovial warmth.

My mouth is still open and gaping at how his tentacles are writhing around his lower half, leaving a sticky residue where they drag across the wooden floor. Lord, scrubbing whatever that is from the floorboards tonight will break my spirit.

“I did not know Krakens could walk on land,” I say, trying to keep my eyes cast downward. But that’s impossible when a literal monster is standing in front of me, sucking up all the air in the room.

On closer inspection, he has some kind of feet hidden beneath all those tentacles. His tentacles are bluish-purple but shine with an iridescent light when the glow from the table lamp caresses them, bringing out their mystical luster.

He’s…breathtaking. His skin is the same bluish-purple tint but his lack of humanness doesn’t make him scary or intimidating. My heart skips a beat at how ethereal and luminous his face is. His features are surprisingly human, though: his aristocratic nose has a sharp slope, and his cheekbones are wide and high, framing the most unreal green eyes. His lips are a darker blue. They look soft and beautiful even from here. My body shivers at the idea of pressing my teeth on those lips, feeling that soft rubbery skin under my tongue. What sounds would he make? The desire to know everything about this man is an overwhelming force pressing against my brain.

Krakens are extremely rare. Most of them never come onto land, preferring to stay in their sea habitat where they have built an empire underground. Even the gargoyles lord who ruled over humans could not conquer the sea. Krakens are powerful and elusive. The kings and queens of the oceans and seas.

So I’m shocked that one of them decided to come out here, to The Blue Peacock, a mediocre bawdy house in the red light district.

“What’s your name, sir?” I inquire, wanting to put a name to this one-of-a-kind monster that I’ve had the privilege of meeting. Even if he’s going to ruin my life in a few moments.

“Drayden.” Human tongue must be foreign to him but he speaks it with such crisp elegance. Like he was born on land as an aristocrat rather than undersea.

“Drayden. I’m Illaria.” I lick my lips with a twinkle in my eye. It feels intimate to call him by his first name and it’s a different kind of intimacy than I’m used to. Not physical or sexual but purely emotional. I feel closer to him just calling him by that name.

His tentacles slither under him as his long, bare blue legs advance toward me. “Your name is as pretty as you. I’m honored to finally meet you.”

Honored? To meet a whore? This Kraken’s good manners will be his undoing someday. Does he not realize that I can’t refuse him even if he doesn’t act like a gentleman?

I mean, sure, I like him more now because of how considerate he is. He’s a good man…a good monster, I mean. I can tell.

His gaze hungrily rakes my bare shoulders, my full breasts, my fat hips, and thick thighs that show due to the thin muslin gown I’m wearing. His pupils expanded, swallowing up his irises. I’m not sure what to make of his reaction. Is he turned on or disturbed?

“Madame Clawley assured me that you were the best. Have you had this job for a long time?” He clasps his hands behind his back. It’s a subtle gesture but seeing it puts me at ease. Like he’s telling me that he’s going to keep his hands away from me.

“I’m a virgin,” I reply truthfully. I’m sure the Madame embellished the truth about me to make me appear more interesting but the client is going to figure it out once he pushes his cock into me anyway. “I was sold to the brothel against my will because of my father’s debt. I’m a maid here. I clean, mostly. This is my first time serving a customer. I’m afraid you’ll be disappointed by my seduction skills.”

His sharp intake of breath alarms me, especially because it’s coupled with his blue skin changing color to become an intense indigo. “I’m not disappointed at all, Illaria. It pleases me to know that you haven’t let other men put their hands on you.”

“Did you pay extra for my virginity? I hope you got a good deal.” My scathing voice is shrouded in bitterness. I don’t care if the Madame beats me, but I can’t hold back my anger anymore.

Drayden’s facial muscles twitch and he recoils as if I slapped him. “I take it you don’t want to lose your virginity.”

“Not like this.” I shake my head. “I told you I was forced against my will. I don’t want to be a whore!” My tongue keeps tripping with the words that I’ve held back for too long.

“You are a beautiful woman with spirit and I have never seen you as anything less.” His eyes glow with a deep blue light. His lips are parted. The Kraken is watching me, fixated on me, mesmerized by me.

His reverence toward me makes my stomach flutter in delight. There’s a wonder in his eyes when he watches me. No man has spoken to me like I was a fairy he had the privilege of meeting. No man ever told me I was beautiful. “I mean, I have no idea how things work between a human and a tentacle monster. I’m grossly ignorant. You deserve someone better. To be fair, I never imagined my first time would be with a monster.”

Drayden’s skin deepens in hue, to a darker blue. Especially his lower half. His tentacles writhe, trying to grab air. Or maybe he’s trying to grab me but can’t.

“How did you imagine it?” Drayden is relaxed, and calm. Not offended at all by my direct rejection. He crosses his arms over his broad, naked blue chest that’s suddenly got me feeling hot under the collar. “Your first time.”

Beneath the thunderous claps of my heartbeats, there’s intrigue. My soul is drawn to him in some way. I’m curious about this monster, about what it would feel like to have those supple tentacles holding me down as he probes my intimate heat with his rubbery appendages. About how he looks when he surrenders to ecstasy.

“Well…” I swallow, blinking rapidly. “I thought it’d be with my husband. And that he’d love me gently and tenderly.”

“What if the tender lovemaking gets you with a child?”

“Then I would be grateful. I thought I was too old to have any.” I lick my dry lips, staring down at my flat stomach, imagining it bulging out with an unborn child. It should feel weird discussing such details with a monster but it doesn’t. Drayden listens to me with keen interest, his magical green eyes fixated on my form. “I’ve always wanted my own family. The one I was born with wasn’t the best so I want to create a beautiful home of my own filled with love and warmth.”

There’s a perceptible narrowing of the Kraken’s eyes. It might be my delusion, but he seems touched. “Are you laughing at my unrealistic fantasies? I know I’m an old maid but I can dream.”

He smiles. “You’re not old. I’m forty years of age. In Kraken terms, you’re young.”

Forty? He looks like a man of twenty-something. I mean, I don’t know how Krakens age. Or if they even age.

“How long do krakens live?”

“We can live to be a hundred. Sometimes more.”

“A hundred!” I press my hand to my beating heart. “I’ll never have to be worried about being a widow if I marry a Kraken.”

Damn. Did I actually say that?

“Do you want to be married to a Kraken?” The teasing lilt of his syllables makes my stomach grow hot with need. I’ve heard the other prostitutes speaking of this feeling. Being aroused by someone. I never thought I’d experience it myself.  

“Of course, I want to marry someone. Preferably a human, but anyone who loves me would make me happy.” Despite the dark, twisting mass of shame in my stomach, I cannot deny my desires. “You can laugh at me if you like. Who’d marry a whore? I know I’m a ruined woman and too old for marriage anyway. Without a dowry, I have no chance of being wedded.”

“First, you’re not a whore. You’re a virgin who works at a brothel.” Drayden taps his long, blue digits on his chin. The way he looks at me like I’m a pure woman, not some soiled rag meant to be taken advantage of, makes my heart go warm and fuzzy. How can a monster be so lovely? So kind? It goes against everything I was told. “Second, I’d love to marry you.”

“What?” A frozen silence descends between us.

I cannot believe what I just heard. Did he say he wanted to marry me?

“But the Madame said that you’re someone important. There must be monster women lining up to marry you,” I continue. “Wait, were you joking when you said you wanted to be wedded to me?”

“No.” For the first time, he advances toward me. The heat in my belly intensifies into an inferno. I need his touch on me, stroking this heat away. “I wasn’t joking.”

“You’re serious?” That’s confounding.

“It was just a hunch at first but I’m certain now.” Drayden’s slimy tentacles caress my cheek. They smell salty but they’re not cold. There’s a heat emanating from them. It comforts me when the appendages press against my skin and their warmth suffuses into my chilled bones. “You’re my mate.”

A shocked whisper sticks to my throat. “Your mate? A monster’s mate?”

“The Kraken King’s mate,” he corrects, eyes glinting with amusement at my puzzlement. “Did I forget to mention that? I’m Drayden XVI, the ruler of the underwater empires.”

“A king? You’re a king?” My jaw drops open. I’m shocked. My body is fizzing with a combination of increased heat and excitement. It makes me feel amazing to have been desired by a king. A monster king. A man with unimaginable power and money.

Yet here he is, conversing with a whore who should have submitted to him.  

“Yes, a real king,” Drayden confirms, his blue lips split in a grin. “And the reason I requested you was because I happened to catch a whiff of your scent when I was passing you by in town. Us Krakens have mates that we are fated to be with. To breed with. We recognize them by their scent.”

I sniff my arms. “All I smell of is smoke and dirt. That can’t be the kind of perfume that makes a man want to breed me.”

“Illaria, I meant your pheromones, not your actual scent,” he declares. “You smell lush and ripe like a juicy peach. Every time I inhale you, I have the urge to put a baby in your fertile body.”

I jerk back, making a keening sound. “Can a human actually carry a monster’s child?”

“If they are mates, then her womb is perfectly designed to take his seed and grow it.”

“So that’s what…” I drift off, recalling the news that had the villagers in a tizzy a few years ago.

I’ve heard the stories. Two towns over, a human girl mated with a gargoyle lord. They have a brood of children now. Her belly keeps swelling with new pregnancies all the time, according to gossip. She gets knocked up with the gargoyle’s seed so easily, just like Drayden told me.

Years ago, people used to think monsters and humans were completely separate species, unable to be in a sexual union. But that has changed. Recently, there have been more and more monster-human unions. This has sadly led to a greater demand for human prostitutes at brothels such as The Blue Peacock where all the clientele consists of rich monsters.

“I planned to meet you like this,” Drayden takes my hand in his. I shiver at how smooth his skin feels on mine. Slightly rubbery and wet, but so big and masculine. “I had to make sure. But now that I’ve been in your presence, I know. My dick has been rock-hard since you walked in. I keep wanting to feel your pussy squeezing around me. I want my cum in you and I want to keep you forever. I already feel possessive. You’re mine, Illaria, and I’m going to marry you and make sure the world knows that, too.”

“If we’re mates, that means we were destined to meet.” My brain runs with his narrative, building upon it. That means I was destined to be sold to this place, to come to this town where Drayden was able to run into me on the streets. Becoming aware of the grand scheme of fate softens the fear in my heart. I was always afraid I was doomed to a life of emptiness and misery. Knowing that there’s something bigger meant for me restores my hope.

I want to seize this chance with both hands, no matter how unconventional it might be. Anything is better than rotting in this brothel.

“I'll marry you,” I say. “I’ll have your children.”

Drayden sucks in a sharp breath. “Illaria, do you feel what’s between us, too?”

“I don’t know. But I want to be married. You are the nicest person I’ve ever met. I trust you even though I shouldn’t.” I know it’s impossible to escape my fate, but Drayden seems so reliable, I can’t fathom him not being able to do something he committed to.

Drayden turns my palm over, whistling harshly when he sees. “These are not how a queen’s hands should be,” he states. “I need to get you out of this dratted place.”

“How will you do that?”

“With money,” he replies flatly. “I’ll pay your debt.”

“And what will I owe you in return?” I ask.

“You’ll be my queen,” he says. “The queen of the ocean realm. And the mother of my future heirs.”

“Kraken babies.” I rub my flat stomach, my imagination carrying me away from this cheap room. What will they look like? Will they drink from my bosom like human babies do? “Will they all look like you?”

“Will you not love them if they do?”

“I’ll love my children no matter how they look. And you look pretty dashing, Your Majesty.”

Drayden reaches out a hand and caresses my shoulder. “You mean that?”

“My whole body has been on fire since I met you,” I say truthfully. “I can’t say what that means.”

“It means your body longs to be joined to mine,” he finishes.

The Kraken wraps both arms around me, taking me in his embrace. It’s a beautiful feeling. I feel like I have finally found sanctuary. A place where I can put my head down and rest forever. A place where I am desired and loved. That place is Drayden’s arms.

“Take me,” I say, still lost in the throes of fantasy. Drayden has given me enough faith to dream again, to picture a better life for myself. “Make me yours.”


Chapter 2



Drayden

Illaria’s long brown hair brushes against my bare shoulder as she walks next to me. Her scent is pure torture, drenching me with lust and the primal need to mate. I want to grab her soft, lush body and fill it up with my seed until she’s sobbing with pleasure. But I hold myself back. The apprehension in her gray eyes earlier told me how terrified the brothel had made her. It’s not a place fit for a future queen; that’s for sure.

I need her to be relaxed and open to swell with my heirs. I want her to know that not all monsters are like the depraved creatures she encountered in the brothel.

That I’m different.

I’m better.

Because I’m her mate.

The White Sand Beach is a few miles west of the city and it’s one of the points that is connected to the underwater capital city of Mensaka where my main palace is located. If we are to be married, it will have to be there. It’s from here that I’ll bring her to my realm, my kingdom, my home.

The salty ocean breeze caresses my chest, stirring up the longing for home. The scent of the sea is the most comforting, familiar scent to me. I can’t wait for Illaria to feel the same about her new home someday.

Keeping her hand in my grip, I guide her to the shoreline where land meets sea.

“Are you sure I can breathe underwater?” she inquires, her shoulders tensing as we approach the ocean’s embrace. “This seemed like a good idea back at The Blue Peacock but in my haste, I may have conveniently ignored reality.”

“Take this.” I pluck out the magical choker I had a witch make for me from my pouch and snap it around her neck. “Wear it at all times and you’ll be fine. Once we’re married and you have taken my fluid inside your body, we will have become close enough for your body to change and become more like mine. Then you’ll gain the ability to breathe underwater without any aid.”

“Fluid?” Her eyes narrow in confusion. “Like a potion? I heard that the woman who married a gargoyle also drank a potion.”

“It’s not a potion.” And you won’t be drinking it. I swallow. I should tell her the truth but I can’t risk her running away from me after I worked so hard to pay off her debt and free her from that greedy Madame. So I choose not to elaborate on my statement.

“Well, I suppose you know what’s best, Your Majesty.” She attempts a curtsy but I grab her hips.

“I’m always Drayden to you,” I assert. “You don’t need to bow to me.”

“Will other people in your kingdom not find that odd?”

I laugh at her suggestion. I’ll have to explain the rules of the undersea court to her sometime. I forgot she was human and that my world and its customs were unfamiliar to her. “Nobody expects a queen to bow, Illaria.”

“Are you certain I’ll be seen as a queen?” Her suspicion is deeply embedded in those smoky eyes. “How many queens do you have?”

I sink my fingers into her fleshy ass. “None. You’ll be my only one.”

Her throat muscles tense, protruding against her pale skin. “Has anybody married a human before?”

“Never. But it’s not forbidden. No one will discriminate against you so put your worries to rest.”

Her hands come up to cradle her face. “I don’t know if I’m prepared to be royalty. I don’t know any of the rules, etiquettes, or procedures.”

“You’ll learn.” I stroke her hipbone with my thumb. “You were made for this.”

“You have a lot of faith in me. I couldn’t live with myself if I disappointed you. Nobody has been so kind to me before. I still can’t believe you paid off my father’s massive debt and plucked me from that horrible, filthy place. I’m grateful beyond words, Drayden. I fear I can never be good enough for you.”

“Trust me,” I whisper. “You’re good enough.”

I can’t believe this is happening. For forty years of my life, I had resigned myself to never knowing the sublime joy of finding one’s fated partner. And now I’m holding her hand. Watching the ocean waves lap against the shore while she smiles.

“The water is incredible,” she says as we step into the embrace of the waves. “So warm.”

I smile. “If you think this is incredible, wait until you see my palace.”
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“You were right. This is even more breathtaking than the ocean,” Illaria says a few moments later.

After wading deep enough into the ocean, the vortex under the White Sand Beach ocean portal pulled us in. The strong currents in that part of the sea pulled our bodies deeper until we were sucked by the strong force of the water. I had to cocoon Illaria with my tentacles and arms so the pressure wouldn’t crush her tiny body.

Thankfully, we landed right in the capital city of Mensaka before anything bad could happen.

“Welcome to my kingdom. My home. This is the city of Mensaka, the capital of the oceanic realms.” I clench my fingers, worried Illaria might change her mind and not like it here. I can’t let her go. Not now that I’ve fallen in love with her.

She won me over with her courage, her resilience, and outspoken nature. A monarch must be brave and strong, not demure and docile. I knew she was meant to be a future queen the moment she defiantly lifted those dark eyes up to me and said she wasn’t a whore.

“And would that be the palace?” She points to the series of coral spires in the distance.

“Yes, it’s your future home? Like it?”

“It’s far too grand for someone like me.”

“It won’t be you and me for long.” I wind a tentacle over her stomach. “Soon, we’ll have children to fill all that space with.”

Illaria’s shoulders sag, her eyes going hazy. There’s a faraway look in them like she’s already envisioning our lives with a big family.

Wrapping my tentacles around her body, I securely pin her against my chest as I cut across the water to the palace. I enter through the window of my room.

My room is untouched except for one detail—the lithe Kraken female sleeping on the bed. My bed.

“Did you⁠—”

“It’s one of my staff.” I wrap my tentacles around Illaria’s hand, reassuring her of my fidelity.

Stalking up to the bed, I clear my throat. Melia jerks awake with a start.

“Sleep on your own bed next time,” I tell her as she slithers back to her feet. She yawns. “This room is my private property.”

“I was working hard after you vanished off to Poseidon knows where—as usual.” She wrings her hands. “I ended up passing out. It’s not my fault.”

I cross my eyebrows in a frown but Illaria places her hand on my back. “She sounds like she’s telling the truth.”

“Who is she?” Melia, my royal aide, squints in suspicion. “You don’t usually bring humans from your trips to the land.”

Illaria’s gaze volleys between Melia and me. There’s still surprise in her eyes. Melia has tentacles and the same bluish skin as me, but I’m assuming it’s the fact that she was sleeping on my bed that has Illaria feeling insecure.

“She does that all the time. She’s overworked and tends to fall asleep anywhere when she’s tired.” I wrap an arm around my mate’s shoulder, whispering in her ear to make her feel secure. I want her to know she’ll always be the only one for me. “Melia is my royal aide and nothing more.”

“I understand,” Illaria says. “If you say so, I have no reason to doubt it.”

Her absolute faith in my word makes my cock hard. Nothing is sexier than a woman who trusts her man. Not only does it make me like her more, but it also makes me want to be a better man so I can be worthy of her belief.

“Can I join in on your conversation?” Melia rubs her eyes, watching Illaria with curiosity.

“You need to stop sleeping in my room. That’s an order.” I harden my voice, making it stern. “Only my queen has that right.”

“Last I checked, you don’t have a queen,” Melia chirps, eyebrows quirking upward.

I draw my arm around Illaria’s waist protectively. She leans into my broad chest, her soft hair making my groin shiver with heat. I want to bury my cock in her soft core, pump in and out of her velvet heat until we’re both lost in ecstasy. But that will have to wait for now.  

“Meet Illaria, future queen and fated mate,” I tell Melia. “You will refer to her as Your Majesty from this moment onward. Assign her a few maids—only the best. And look after her needs. She’ll need a tutor to teach her all about life in Mensaka. Also, have the royal tailor make her new gowns.”

“If you don’t mind me asking, what are you planning to do with her, Your Majesty? You left for the human world, then suddenly arrived with a strange woman in tow. Can you explain this to me?”

“I’ll marry her.”

“Marriage?” Melia’s eyes widen and her tentacles still. “That is not so easy. You know the ritual comes first. I’ll have to send out invites to all the court members, make sure they can all be present.”

“Then do it. Arrange the ritual to take place in a week.”

“I’m only one person.” Melia sighs. “You’ll need an army of aides to get a ritual organized so quickly.” 

“Then I’ll hire an army.” I’m not letting my determination waver. I watch my beautiful human mate, my chest tender with emotion. Her scent is different now that it’s mixed with the saltiness of the ocean. She smells like a nostalgic childhood memory. “It took me forty years to find my mate. I can’t wait any more.”

“You’ll have to wait at least a few days,” Melia says, all practical. “The court members have busy schedules.”

“They’ll have to clear it to meet their future queen.”

“Um…I don’t mind waiting,” Illaria interrupts. “I mean, I need to learn a lot before I can become a queen. Being thrust into such an important role all of a sudden will make me anxious.”

I caress her cheek, wishing I could remove the dark shadow of doubt that still lingers in her eyes. The shadows under her eyes are deeper, too. “You can learn all you need to once we’re mated and bonded. You won’t be expected to start your duties immediately.”

“But it is a good idea to prepare. She is a complete stranger to the undersea.” Melia clears her throat. “Now, if you’ll relinquish her to me, Your Majesty, I’ll get started on teaching her about life at the palace.”

I loathe letting go of Illaria’s hand. It feels so tiny and vulnerable. I want to keep her in my line of sight, make sure she’s not hurt. But my overprotectiveness will not help her.

“I’ll give her a tour of the palace myself,” I say, removing my hand from Illaria’s person. “Then you can have her.”


Chapter 3



Illaria 

I can’t believe I’m breathing underwater. It felt strange at first, being surrounded by water all the time. Being wet all the time. I’m used to it now.

The instructor that the female Kraken called Melia sent for me has been teaching me everything about the underwater world. I go for walks (or are they swims?) in the palace’s large open space where schools of fish dance past me. There are no flowers here, but the cute sea creatures more than makeup for it.

Drayden has been so sweet to me. I thought his behavior would change, but he has been taking such good care of me, providing me with everything I need. He said he wouldn’t touch me until our marriage and he has kept his word.

He kisses me passionately in the evenings before he throws me onto his bed and joins me. We sleep curled against each other. The rubbery texture of his skin felt strange at first but now it’s become familiar.

Melia, the royal aide, has been breaking her back to organize our marriage ceremony. Finally, two weeks after I arrived underwater, I was told that it was time for me to get married.

“Wear this.” Drayden gifted me an opulent gown yesterday. “My queen only wears the best. The ceremony will take place tomorrow afternoon.”

Staring at my reflection in the mirror, I’m blown away. I look so…alluring. Feminine. The gown skims my shapely hips as it flows over my ass. The material is thin and transparent, revealing a peek of what’s beneath.

I always thought of myself as an average-looking girl. But the woman in the mirror is a fertile goddess. A regal queen whose body could seduce any man. Who knew that a dress could make such a difference to my look?

While I’m admiring myself, Drayden lets himself into our bedchamber. He inhales a sharp breath when his gaze falls on me. “You’re truly stunning.”

“It’s all thanks to the lovely gown you bought for me.”

His jaw tenses. His tentacles drape around my wrist, pulling me closer to him. “Come on, Illaria. I’ll introduce you to the important members of the royalty and the court. Then we’ll perform for them.”

“Perform what?” I ask. “A dance?”

“The breeding ritual,” Drayden replies. “Also called the mating ritual.”

“The…” I clasp my chin, wondering if I heard those words right. “Breeding ritual?”

“To prove you’re my mate and my queen, I’ll have to breed you in front of the court. They need to see my seed dripping from your used cunt to know you’re mine.”

Saliva is stuck in my throat. “We’re going to copulate in front of strangers?”

My pussy is tingling with excitement just from the idea of it. Hungry, lusty eyes stare at my beautiful form as it is knotted and mounted by the Kraken king. Imagining all those eyes watching me prickles my skin with warmth. Moisture trickles down my intimate channel.

“It must be done.” Drayden exhales. “I know it sounds humiliating but we have to prove that we’re sexually compatible to get the approval of the court.”

“You’re the king. Why do you need approval?”

“I don’t,” he replies. “But you do. Otherwise, your life in the palace will become incredibly difficult. The high officials of the court might refuse to cooperate with you. Their mates might snub you. I’m not having that. Therefore, we’ll show them that you’re my fated mate, the true queen of the seas, and the mother of my heir.”

His impassioned delivery, his belief in me, and our bond send shivers down my spine. I want to surrender to him, to let him use my body for his pleasure. But an ugly insecurity rears its head immediately. “Do you remember I told you I’m a virgin? What if I can’t seduce you properly? What if people make fun of us?”

“It is no problem. You’re not supposed to seduce me. I’ll be claiming you. Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle.” He leans in and kisses me. “I’ll make love tenderly like you wanted your husband to on your first night together.”

My stomach trembles with the softness of his words. I can’t believe he remembered my fanciful wishes. People barely listen to them.

“I’ll have no regrets giving myself to you, Drayden,” I say, facing him. “Nor any regrets if you put a child in my belly.”  

Well, I’m not getting any younger and this might be my one chance to conceive a child. Even if that child is a Kraken, they’ll at least be a prince or princess. Drayden will provide them with the best life possible. He has shown me that he is a reliable man who keeps his promises.

“I’m glad to know you consent to the breeding ritual. I will knot you today,” Drayden says. “And you will end up pregnant from it. That’s why the ritual is done in front of people. To prove that the seed growing in your stomach is mine. That the child you give birth to is the legitimate heir of the king.”

“I’ll do anything for my child,” I reply, touching my forehead to his. “I want them to receive the love and warmth from your court. And I want to uphold your honor and status, too. So breed me, your majesty. Knock me up in front of everyone.”

Drayden’s green eyes are misty with tears. “Yes, my beautiful queen. I’m planning to do exactly that.”  
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Drayden took the time to explain knotting. How his dick will be stuck inside me until his seed has rooted itself in my womb and our child begins to grow. It sounds better than human breeding, where the chances of conceiving are up to luck.

“Drink this.” My to-be husband offers me a goblet filled with dark crimson liquid.

My stomach churns. Nausea envelops my stomach. “Is this blood?”

“No, it’s a rare wine. It will relax your body and take away the pain of having your maidenhead pierced by my cock. It will make you feel good and relaxed.”

If there’s one thing I’ve learned since coming to this world, it’s that I can always trust Drayden to do right by me. I down the glass in one swallow.

“You were supposed to drink it slowly.” Drayden stifles his smile but it shines through. “It pleases me to see you so eager.”

The cup slips away from my relaxed fingers. The wine is already taking effect. My limbs are loosening. My head goes woozy. I feel like I’m swimming in the darkness, that a powerful, otherworldly current is directing my body. I want to do nothing but surrender to the pleasant buzz in my skull.

I lay my head against Drayden. “Take care of me.”

His powerful arms scoop me up. It feels so good to be nestled against the broad wall of muscle that is his chest.

The pretty, craved marble pillars in the corridor brush past me one by one. I count thirteen, and then there’s a large door.

I was shown this part of the palace by Melia. She said this room was the Hall of Ritual, a sacred space reserved for important royal marriages and breeding ceremonies. Apparently, the two are synonymous.   

Drayden presses a gentle kiss to my forehead as he carries me bride-style into the Hall of Ritual.

“King Drayden XVI, the ruler of the underwater empires has arrived with his human mate, Illaria.” I don’t know where the voice comes from or who announces it. It reverberates through the hallowed chamber.

There are seats upstairs, like in an opera theatre. There must be hundreds of Kraken in the audience. Not only that, there’s a sizeable population of mermaids and mermen, too. I’ve been learning that a significant population of the undersea is made up of merfolk. It’s a full house here. They’re all here to watch me be ravished by my husband.

Their hungry, greedy eyes make my skin radiate heat. I have never received so much attention in my life. It’s making my core throb, making my pussy drip with arousal.

“They’re here to watch the making of a future queen,” Drayden says like he read my thoughts. “Take my seed into your fertile womb and prove to them how perfect you are, Illaria.”

He advances, my body bobbing up and down in his embrace. There’s a little ball of tension curled in my belly. I’ve never been watched. I know it’s supposed to be shameful but I am filled with excitement. The challenge of proving myself has my heartbeat racing with anticipation. I want to show these important people I’m capable of being impregnated.

“Is this where we’ll do it?” Beneath a rain of lights, there’s a lavish bed. All the linen is black.  

Drayden settles me down on the bed. “Yes, my love. I want you to be comfortable.”

“You can take me however you like,” I tell him.

He closes his eyes. “From this point, I’m afraid I won’t be control myself anyway.”

A wave of music rises up from nowhere. It sounds like an orchestra, but it’s dark and mysterious. Moody, with an edge of sacredness. I can’t identify the instruments but there’s a percussion instrument providing a rhythm for the chorus of voices that swell. That’s when I realized there weren’t any instruments. It’s the voices of merfolk and Kraken.

“The sacred music is supposed to help brides relax and enjoy the ritual,” Drayden says. “But if it bothers you, I can make it stop.”

The mysterious sounds make my shoulders ease. “It’s beautiful. I want it,” I say.

Coupled with the drowsy effect of the wine, the music soothes my nerves until I have no nervousness left. My shyness is also gone.

When Drayden peels away my gown, exposing my breasts to the crowd, the cold water rushes over my nipples. They pebble. The thick, swollen tips seem so indecent. Too forbidden and womanly. Warmth snakes over my cheeks. I shouldn’t think this but I look gorgeously sexy and tempting with my hard nipples calling out for my husband’s mouth.

I push my chest upward to give him a better view. “Taste me, my king.”

Drayden locks his mouth over one aroused peak. His tongue is cool and wet. Just what I need. My body responds to him licking and sucking my flesh by creating sparks of electricity in my groin. His suction becomes rougher, pulling at my skin with fierce possessiveness.

“Mine. These tits belong to me. I’m going to fill them up with milk and knock you up again and again to keep them filled. These titties will feed my heirs and me every day. Can’t wait to taste your delicious cream once you’re seeded.” He growls, moving his mouth to the other hard nipple. He bites down around the bud. A zap of current rips through my pussy. That was the most powerful feeling I’ve ever felt and all Drayden has to do was bite my tit and tell me he wants to drink my milk when I’m all big and swollen with a pregnant belly.

He soothes his bite with his tongue immediately. As his tongue circles my areola, a pleasant buzz echoes through my skull.

It’s like floating in a dream. This whole experience is so otherworldly. Nothing like the cheap, harsh, inescapable experience of being ravaged at The Blue Peacock. This is holy and dreamlike.

“You have such lush, ripe, breasts. I want to suckle them forever.” Drayden runs his tongue along the outline of my areolas. My toes curl. A potent shiver races down my body. My feminine walls clench in desperate need.

With a sharp tug, he pulls down my gown. It rides over my thick hips that have gotten fatter from eating the delicacies that Drayden makes the royal chefs prepare for me.

My naked body lies exposed to all. Drayden sinks his hands into my hips, grabbing a fist full of my flesh and kneading it. “Such wide, fat hips. They’re perfect for carrying a big baby. I’m going to fatten these up more when I plant my seed in you.”

One tentacle begins circling my thighs, climbing higher to wedge between them. “I’ll unload all my cum in that space between your legs and breed your fertile womb.”

Every time he tells me how he’ll ravish me once I’m pregnant, my pussy clenches in a silent yes. His lust and primal need to impregnate me match my own primal need to be filled with new life.

I spread my legs, wanton with the need to take my husband. “Come in me. Give me your child.”

Drayden presses a tentacle to my lips, hushing me. “Patience.”

He slowly runs the tip of a tentacle back and forth over my slick folds. I moan as warm waves of pleasure seep into my tight core. The heady effect of the wine makes itself known. My eyes droop in satisfaction. I can’t help but release a purr.

“So good.”

Drayden pushes my legs further apart, holding them in a wide V with two of his tentacles bound to my ankles like rubbery ropes. I love being chained like this, being held down and spread open for my husband to enjoy.

The haunting musical chorus hums in the background. The pleasant tones add to the mysterious vibe of our lovemaking, deepening the effect. My ears shiver when the music peaks.

“Going to penetrate that pretty pussy now.” Drayden’s tentacles push open my tight virgin role, slithering into my intimate depths. My body is doused in fiery warmth. The squelching sound of his wet tentacle burrowing in and out of my virgin heat mingles with the ritual music.

The feeling of having something inside me, something alive that’s moving in me is the hottest feeling ever. My body sighs in comfort, relaxing, as if it has finally fulfilled a function it was born to perform.

My pussy drips with more slickness, lubricating the path for his tentacle as it invades deeper. I choke at how full I feel, at how intimate it feels to take something so deep inside me. The tension in my core ratchets up, begging for release.

“Your tentacles are….uh….” Drayden’s tentacles are driving me to the brink. I want him to plug my pussy with them. I know it’ll feel so good to have his squirming tentacles pleasuring my inner walls. But Drayden takes satisfaction in teasing me. His tentacles rub over my overstimulated clit, lavishing it with sticky touches.

Drayden plays with my swollen clit, and sensitive, wet folds, opening them up to be breached by his tentacles. “Relax, Illaria. This will feel good.”

The lust that brands Drayden’s eyes, the intense blue glow radiating from it tells me I’m doing my job well. I’m making my husband horny for me. Making him feel good. Knowing how much he desires my body warms my blood by a few degrees.

The wriggling of his tentacle inside my hole makes my pussy clench with ache. He pushes deeper, caressing my needy walls. My body cries out in agony for release every time the tentacle rubs a certain spot inside my pussy.

“Looks like I’ve found a magic spot in my mate’s cunt.” Drayden winks and then continues to rub back and forth against that spot. My muscles coil as pleasure pricks me steadily. I can’t release, I can’t let go. Not until it’s all over. The tension has seized my whole lower body and with every brutal scrape of his tentacle in my channel, Drayden brings me one step closer to the inevitable conclusion.

“I can’t hold it in…” The intense storm of sensations inside me is starting to unravel. I can’t control them anymore.

When his tentacle dips deeper into my channel and writhes against a sensitive spot inside me, I scream and come apart in his arms.

Drayden drags me under a veil of bliss where I’m lost to sensation. There’s nothing except the rushing of blood in my ears. The beautiful humming music weaves into a melodic song, telling me that I’m part of a sacred act that’s as old as civilization. I surrender to the magnificence of my own body as pleasures spring forth in my pussy and propel me to the stars.

I close my eyes, relishing this exhilarating ride. Intense feelings bombard me one after another. My pussy loosens slowly, but there’s still an ache lingering in it. I need to be stuffed and filled again but this time by something bigger. Harder.

My pussy contracts as my orgasm fades. My walls clutch the emptiness inside, trying to milk a cock and drench my channel with seed. I need more to be fully satisfied.

“You had your first orgasm, Illaria.” Drayden stokes my hair, a proud smile dangling from his lips. “Was it good?”

“I have no words,” I reply. “I want more.”

“It’s time for me to perform the final part of the ritual.” Drayden’s tentacles pull back. “It’s time to breed you.”

I have accidentally seen a lot of cocks during my time at The Blue Peacock but none of that could have prepared me for the size of the cock that emerges from between Drayden’s legs. It’s so thick and big. It will split me in two if he puts that monster rod in my pussy.

“Are you sure that’s…”

“Don’t worry. The wine you drank coupled with the slime my tentacles rubbed on your pussy walls will make it painless. You won’t feel a thing.” With that assurance, he slides the fat head of his dick into my slick entrance.

There’s resistance as his impossibly large, blunt cock head catches against my maidenhead. But Drayden is determined to breed me so he thrusts his hips forcefully, annihilating my barrier. The pain is barely there. A sting. Then all I feel is his thickness stretching my cunt. He pushes his male organ as deep as he can before moving his hips back to pull out.

The emptiness left by his absence drives me insane with need. I want to be stretched and stuffed full. That feeling when he was in me was indescribable. It was the ultimate satisfaction. My pussy fully gripped his cock, massaging his masculine rod to stimulate my nerves. And god, I felt amazing. Like I’d finally been given the keys to heaven.

“Please, I want to feel you in me.” I’ve been so focused on the ache in my core that I didn’t realize that the music has gotten louder. The tune has changed. It’s more positive now like the final, most exhilarating chapter of the breeding ritual is finally here.

The part where my husband’s cock spills his seed in me.

“I’m going to ride you until my knot locks inside you,” Drayden says. “Now get on your knees so everyone can see my seed dripping out of your abused cunt.”

He turns me over. I quickly clamber onto my elbows, raising my ass in the air. It’s a great idea because when he enters me this time, it rocks me deep to my core. My bones vibrate with the energy of his cock pulsing in and out of me. The penetration is deeper at this angle. My head explodes with the pressure of his fierce pounding.

His every thrust drugs my body. If I could keep getting pounded by him like this for the rest of my life, I wouldn’t want anything more. This is the ultimate bliss, my body being taken rough and hard by a man who will dominate my womb and fill it with his seed.

My knees are shaking before long. My body is ready to give up the pretense of control and spilled apart in ecstasy.

My mind grows foggy with every thrust. He’s ravaging my insides, stretching my pussy completely with his thick cock. But it doesn’t hurt at all. It’s all pure bliss. I suspect the wine and his tentacle slime had something to do with how good and easy it feels to take his dick. He should be tearing my hole with his virile organ but he slides in easily, lubricated by my dripping cunt and the slime he left before.

My vision goes blurry as the wine’s effect grips me.

I let go of thinking altogether when his cock’s head meets my womb. A delicious feeling curls at the base of my spine. Having my husband connected to me so intimately has happiness overflowing from my chest.

Drayden makes grunting noises. I can tell he’s at the end of his patience. As my release shakes my body, I scream out his name. “Drayden.”

Knowing he has accomplished his duty, he lets go. A warm splash of cum travels through my insides. It’s a beautiful feeling, knowing I have my husband’s release inside me. Knowing I’m his safe space where he can unload all his seed. And I’ll protect and grow it all inside my hot womb that pulses with the desire to nurture a baby.

Drayden doesn’t stop with one stream of semen, though. He pumps jet after jet of white, thick jizz into my unprotected walls, soaking my insides in his seed. I relish the feeling of being bred. His thick babymaking batter feels so good sliding over the walls of my pussy into my open womb.

I relax. His cock is swelling in me, his knot locking in place. A thin stream of seed trickles down my stuffed hole, down my ass. Enough for the audience to know I have been bred. Then his knot locks his seed inside my womb.

“You’ll be able to breathe underwater now.” Drayden grins. “When I was talking about fluid that time, I meant my cum.”

“Thank you for this enchanting experience. You made my first time so special.” I truly mean it. It could never have been this magical with any human man. Drayden took everything into consideration, giving me special wine and his tentacle slime to make sure I wouldn’t feel any discomfort when he breaches my pussy to take my virginity. He’s incredibly thoughtful. Then again, he’s a man who keeps his promises.

“I deflowered you and bred you at the same time.” His smooth fingers rake over my belly that’s bloated from how much cum he has deposited in me. “And I can’t wait to see the product of my hard work.”


Chapter 4



Drayden

Taking my wife once wasn’t enough. Never mind that my knot was stuck inside her for three hours. I played with her tits throughout that time, roughly suckling her nipple while imagining how thick and swollen it’d soon be when milk fills Illaria’s breasts.

I rubbed her clit, making her scream as orgasm after orgasm cut through her petite body. She was exhausted and spent by the time we were finished. All the courtiers had left the hall, too, having assured themselves that they’d soon be seeing the next heir to the kingdom. And it’d be the rightful heir. My own flesh and blood mixed with that of my human mate.

I carry my spent and exhausted mate back to my bed and lay her down so she can get some rest.

“Did I do well?” she murmurs in her sleep. “Did I make you proud?”

“Yes, and our marriage has been officially recognized by the court.” I sit down on the bed next to her. Despite the hours of sex that we had, I still want more. My being itches to be enveloped with her warm body all the time. I cup her soft stomach. “You’re soon going to be a mother. I can’t be prouder of you.”

“Will you stop claiming me now that I’m pregnant?” There’s fear in her voice. Her syllables tremble with anxiety.

My pretty, fertile wife wants me as much as I want her. There’s no aphrodisiac more potent than that.

“No. I will never stop. I’ll take you hard and rough even when your belly is big and swollen.”

Illaria smiles, then closes her eyes and drifts off. I hope she has sweet dreams.

I’m going to have to leave her alone for a few days so she can recover from this ordeal. But then, all bets are off. I don’t think I can manage to keep my hands off my sexy, pregnant mate. Not when she’ll soon start smelling like me. Like us.

I drift through the corridors of my palace. Everything smells different now. It smells like Illaria and the new life inside her.

“You look happy,” Melia comments when she finds me drifting through the section where the royal aides do their work.

“I have fucked my mate thoroughly and put a baby inside her.” I grin. “Her cunt is the most glorious, tight thing that my cock has been in.”

“Congratulations on performing your duty,” Melia says drily. “I didn’t need the details, though.”

I lay my hand on a marble column. The coolness reduces the heat flaring through my body.

“My duties have only just begun,” I say.  
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The day I’ve been waiting for is finally here. I march through the corridors the moment I hear the news. Four months into her pregnancy, Illaria has been growing curvier with every passing day. Her body is a temptation.

Never more so than it is now.

I come up behind my ripe, seeded wife.

“I heard you have started lactating,” I whisper.  

Illaria winces as my palm travels over her full breasts. I sink my fingers into them. They’re bigger than they used to be, big enough to overflow from my grasp.

“I didn’t think it’d be so early into the pregnancy,” Illaria says. “I’m only five months along.”

“It starts early for Kraken babies. They need their mother’s milk to be thick and creamy to get the nutrition they need. The only way to ensure that is for me to drain your wet mounds every night. That will make your body produce more milk. Over time, it will become better quality, too.”

“I had no idea,” Illaria says, mouth agape. “There’s so much I learn every day,”

I tickle her bloated nipple. She squirms in my arms, making indecent sounds. “Are you not horrified that your husband will be drinking from your tits?”

“It’s uncomfortable and painful when I’m filled with milk. It’ll be my privilege if you’d drink it and make me feel better.” Her coquettish grin widens. “Also, it makes me hot with lust to think about you taking my intimate liquid into your mouth.”

I pull my pregnant wife onto the bed, laying her down. Peeling away her gown, I expose her bursting creamy mounds. The nipples are fat, and full of fresh milk. I’ve waited for this moment ever since I bred Illaria. The moment when I get to taste the milk I put in her tits by knocking her up.

“Are you ready to give your thirsty husband your milk?” I lick a circle around her dark areolas to coax her to let down.

“I want to give you every part of me. You’re the man who saved me from a horrible fate and gave me the most perfect one.” She pats her round belly, caressing the product of our lust. “The bliss I experienced when you bred me was unlike anything in the world.”

My heart races as I lean in and suck one nipple into my mouth. I pull hard from her breast. The force of my suction causes a thin trail of milk to trickle out of her newly lactating breasts, straight down my throat.

She tastes sweet like vanilla. Her milk is watery.

My masculine instincts flare to life. My ripe wife is feeding me her breast milk. That’s so hot. My groin burns with lust to be inside her fertilized pussy, to stake my claim again. It takes three more hungry pulls from her breast before my cock goes rock hard under my tentacles.

Holding Illaria down with two of my tentacles, I graze the tip of one tentacle over her full breast, getting her ready to be milked.

“Drayden, my pussy is on fire. Your touches are driving me crazy.” Her words cut out when my fourth tentacle finds the wet bundle of her pussy folds.

I brush the swollen bundle of nerves near her entrance. She responds immediately with a breathy cry. Her knees shiver under me. As delicious streams of milk assault my taste buds, I make sure my tentacles assault her clit. Illaria has become more sensitive and lustful ever since she got her first taste of me at the breeding ritual. She lets me take her nightly. And when I don’t touch her, she begs me for it.

Keeping up with my efforts, I continue to gulp down every drop of her precious first letdown. Her breasts are so soft and fun to play with. Squeezing the fat glove of flesh makes more milk spurt from her nipple. I’m going to have so much fun draining her every day from now on. Until the baby in her belly is born, her milky tits are all mine. Then, I guess I’ll have to share.

“My pussy is so empty.” Illaria moans. “It longs for my mate’s manhood.”

One of my tentacles slithers into her cunt hole, plugging her entrance for now. I know she’ll only be satisfied with my cock but I have another breast to drink from.

I flutter my tentacle inside her wet pussy, getting her wetter. She’ll need to be lubricated if she has to take my knot. And god knows I won’t be able to stop myself from pumping her full of cum after suckling her swollen teats.

I slap her clit with another tentacle. Taking Illaria roughly gets her off faster. Her breathing is peaking. I know she’s about to erupt into an orgasm soon.

The timing is right, too, since her tit comes up empty when I suck it.

I tap the empty breast, all proud of my beautiful wife for being such a perfect mother. Then I place my mouth on the other swollen nipple.

My tentacles probe deeper into her. Her walls massage my appendage. Harder and faster until the contractions can be felt in my groin. My cock wants that attention, too, and it starts pushing against Illaria’s thick thighs. Grabbing a fist full of the fat, fleshy part of her thighs, I flick my tongue over her distended bud.

Illaria shoots off like a star. She screams loudly, drenching my tentacle with her slick. Her pussy walls convulse rapidly, trapping my tentacle inside her hot core.

But the best part is when a thick spray of her titty milk hits the back of my throat. Her release seems to have triggered her udders to release more milk. She gushes stream after white stream into my waiting mouth. I gobble up every drop. In minutes, I’ve emptied her tits completely.

Knowing my mate is such a nurturer, knowing her body is filling with nourishment to feed my seed once it has grown inside her gets my cock fully erect and pushing against her pretty pussy lips. I want to thrust into her and feel the pussy I bred.

Even though her belly is full of children, I love imagining I can knock her up by unloading my semen into her unprotected depths.   

My cock rips through her silky slit, pushing deep into her. Illaria’s back arches. She lifts her legs. I grab them and throw them over my shoulder so I can penetrate her deeper. The added benefit of getting an unobstructed view of her dripping cunt only makes my dick go feral inside her.

I shove myself all the way in, scraping against the opening of her womb. My seed claimed that intimate part of her, filling it up and marking it. And I want to keep her marked.

“I’ll keep breeding you until you’re addicted to being pregnant,” I tell her. “You look unbelievably arousing when you’re round with my seed growing in your stomach.”

“You breed me so well, Drayden. My pussy wants to be drenched in your seed forever.” Illaria’s voice frays as I pound into her tight pussy. It’s milking me so hard, wringing every last sensation from my cock.

Her silky wetness coupled with the electric friction from my cock grinding into her shoots straight to my head. I’m starting to lose control, to fall under the sweet, easy spell of letting go and releasing my seed inside her.

“Look at you, pregnant by a monster and still so wet for his dick. The Blue Peacock’s Madame would be so proud of you.”

“I’m your whore,” she whispers. “My body can’t help but surrender to you. Your cum makes me feel so good.”

“So take it, then.” Gripping the base of her legs hard, I thrust into her harder until my cock unravels with the sheer ecstasy of being stroked by her velvety walls.

My release dribbles into her wet hole, filling it up full. My knot grows big in her, but not before some of my cum trickles out of her greedy slit.

“You’re a vision like this—your legs spread for your husband, your tits milked, your belly nicely knocked up, and your cunt plugged up by your husband’s cock. You’re totally ruined and pregnant to boot.”

“I love this life.” Illaria smiles. “You can impregnate me as many times as you like. My body can’t resist being ruined by you.”

“Your big belly is gorgeous. I can’t wait for you to grow bigger.”

“Will we still fuck like this when I’m further along?” There’s a quiver in her voice. Fear.

“Yes. Your wifely duties are going to keep you busy right until the moment you give birth.” I curl my hand possessively around her big stomach. “I love being buried in your fertile cunt. I’m not letting a single day go to waste.”

Illaria strokes my tentacles. “Thank goodness. This feels far too good and I’m always craving you.”

“Illaria, you’re a dream come true. I can’t wait for our family to grow.”

My wife looks up at me with nothing but love in her eyes. “Me, too.”


Chapter 5



Illaria

I stroke my naked belly that’s stretched out with my nine-month-old baby, loving the feeling of cool water lapping against my skin. Being underwater is growing on me.

At first, Drayden’s kingdom was strange and unfamiliar to me but now it feels like home. Ever since he stuffed his seed in me, my body has changed and adapted. The water’s current doesn’t affect me anymore. Walking here is as easy as walking on land and I can easily keep my feet on the ground.

When I glide through the gaping hallways, I can’t believe how unreal all of it is. A few months ago, I was resigned to a life of toil and misery. Yet here I am now, a queen on the cusp of giving birth to a child I will nurture with my heart and soul.

Drayden has shielded me from my royal duties because he wants me to rest in my delicate conditions. My days are a blur of sex with my virile husband, wearing pretty dresses, eating luxurious food, and wandering the palace’s majestic grounds.

As fortunate as I am to be able to relax all the time, sometimes I want to expand my horizons. Drayden promised he’d show me every corner of his kingdom but he had to leave on a peace expedition. The invisible knife that twists through my heart in my mate’s absence is worse at night.

“You seem deep in thought, Your Majesty,” Melia, Drayden’s aide, has become a fixture in my life, too. Despite our odd first meeting, I have grown to like her. She’s abrasive and hard-working but she has a good heart.

“Say, what’s the most gorgeous place in the underwater kingdom?” I ask her. “I feel like I haven’t explored enough of Mensaka.”

Melia’s gaze drifts upward. She usually has a dry expression but it softens now. “That would be the garden that’s a few miles outside the palace. It’s very close to my parents’ home. I used to go there all the time as a kid. Never realized how lucky I was until I came to the palace.”

“What’s special about that garden?”

“There are night blossoms. They glow in the dark.” Melia rubs her neck. “The sap from the blossoms is good for relieving muscle aches. Plus, the sight of so many flowers emitting light at night is indescribable.”

My heartbeat flickers. The scene Melia just described has my heart longing to see it. The baby in my belly starts kicking, too. I curve my hand around my stomach, letting my little bundle of joy know that I’m listening to them.  

“The baby kicked.” I grin quietly. “I’m taking that as a sign that the future heir wants to see night blossoms.”

“When I have a day off, I’ll be happy to accompany you. That’ll be in a month.”

I shake my head. “I don’t think I can wait that long. Being at the royal palace is lonely. I have all the power but not many close friends.” Especially now that Drayden is away on a visit to one of the southern cities in the undersea, I’m bored.

My husband lights up my nights with conversations about politics and pussy-melting sex. I have become addicted to his cock. Even his scent is enough to drive me to arousal now. Pregnancy has fanned the flames of my passion. Our mating has become more and more satisfying. The way he holds my pregnant stomach when he thrusts into me from behind has to be my favorite part of the act nowadays. I put him to sleep by letting him suckle from my teats. My milk supply has increased so much. My baby is going to be feeding on the thickest, creamiest breastmilk. I massage my full boobs. My full breasts ache with the need to express my maternal fluid, to feel a warm mouth drinking hungrily from my nipples. It feels like heaven when my letdown hits and milk trickles into Drayden’s mouth from the tip of my tit.

But Drayden’s duties as a king come first. He cannot neglect the people who depend on him. The conflict between Merfolk and Krakens in one of the southern provinces has been bothering Drayden for weeks. He rolls around sleeplessly next to me at night. So I suggested that he personally go and negotiate a peace treaty between the two races.

“That’s a brilliant idea! You’re already thinking like a queen.” He picked me up and swung me around, impossibly happy. He’s a king who really cares about his kingdom. And I want to support him in making his country a happy and prosperous place.

I’ve been trying to learn all about the country so I can be a real asset to my husband.

“Where is the garden?” I ask Melia.

“If you leave the palace and go straight, you’ll easily see it at night. It’s on the boulevard that leads out of the palace and into the outskirts of Mensaka.”

“That’s not far.” My baby kicks again, eager to go to the garden. I feel his longing in my belly. It’s a knot that is burning to be released. “I’m eager for some exercise.”

The best part about living in the ocean is that I can easily slice through water and get to places miles away in a few minutes. It’s a new power I’ve gained as a result of being bred by the Kraken king. I have no tentacles and probably never will, but I can navigate the ocean as well as any sea creature due to my new ability to draw waves to me. I love the freedom this new strength provides me.

The clearing of Melia’s throat and the censorious expression fixed on her face snap me back to reality.

“You mustn’t travel out of the palace alone in your state.” Melia eyes my heavily pregnant body. “The baby could come any moment now. The royal doctors will help you deliver the heir safely. You must stay here at all times.”

I’m familiar with the arduous process of childbirth, having witnessed some during my time at the brothel. Prostitutes get knocked up all the time. I’m anxious about how it’ll go for me but my excitement to see my baby’s face overcomes my fear.

“Everything will be fine.” I pat my bump.

Melia’s throat muscles tense in a big swallow. “With King Drayden gone from the palace, it’s my responsibility to keep you safe.”

“You have nothing to worry about,” I assure her.

“Then I shall leave you to rest for the night.” Melia bows. “There’s quite a lot that needs to be done before the arrival of an heir.”

“I presume there will be a ceremony?” I tease.

Melia shoots me a beleaguered look, exactly the one I’d expect from someone who has been tasked with the mammoth task of organizing a royal ceremony. “There always is.”

After she leaves, I can’t stop thinking of the garden she described. Every time I imagine what it’d look like, my baby kicks. The baby has never been so active. It must be a sign that he’s dying to see it.

Besides, I can’t sleep anyway. There’s nothing for me to do at the palace except wait for Drayden. I already know he won’t be back tonight. He told me that he’d be gone three days when he left.

My body burns with the need to be pleasured by my mate. I caress my nipples, plucking at the dark, distended tips but it only sends waves of pain through my body. After uncomfortably tossing and turning around with my giant belly, I give up on sleep.

“Talking a walk will be good to clear my head. You agree, don’t you?” I talk to my baby in soft tones.

The future heir responds by kicking my stomach.

My mind made up, I ignored Melia’s warning and set out of the palace. Swimming out through the window of the king’s room, I immediately get sucked into a current that deposits me outside the palace.

Learning about these whirlwind currents that can carry me to different places has been one of my secret discoveries since I came to the palace.

The exterior of the palace is completely deserted. I suppose not even marine creatures like to prowl about at night. I don’t mind the isolation, though. Being a human, I draw a lot of attention underwater. No people mean I can slip by undetected and unnoticed.

Water pushes me forward gently. The ocean’s mysterious forces propel me forward on my path. It’s as if the ocean’s currents know where I want to go and they gently shove me in that direction without me having to expend any energy. Drayden says it’s because the ocean is at his command and its will is the same as his.

At times, I’m still astonished by how I can command waves to push me along to where I need to be, but I love this power. It leaves no doubt in my mind that I’m the queen of the oceans, the mate of the powerful monster who commands these waters.

The garden is filled with glowing flowers.

But the single snake—or succubus—among the garden has my heart pushing against my ribcage in terror.

“Madame Clawley?” Dark heat presses against my skin. I’m sweating even though I’m underwater. The presence of my old brothel owner seems like a bad omen at a time like this. “What are you doing here?”

The succubus edges closer, her breaths coming in malevolent streams of bubbles. “You! You’re nothing but trouble. I was happy to be rid of you but the pithy sum he paid for you isn’t enough. Your leaving prompted other whores to rebel against me. I’m ruined now. My brothel in is shambles.”

I inch backward, bracing an arm around my abdomen to protect my unborn baby. There’s no telling what Madame Clawley will do.

She catches the fear in my eyes. Her gaze immediately lands on my belly. “Looks like you spread your legs for the Kraken and took his seed like a good little whore.”

I don’t dare retort. Provoking Madame Clawley at this time is pointless. I need to find out what she came for so I can get rid of her. “What do you want?”

“Money. Enough to open a bigger and better brothel in the red-light district. Since you’re to blame for my downfall, you’re going to give me the money. Cough it up now, ungrateful harlot.”

“I don’t have any money,” I reply. It’s true. I may be the queen but Drayden is the one who has the money. Besides, I won’t be paying Madame Clawley so she can subject other innocent and powerless girls to her abuse. I owe it to those girls to not enable Madame Clawley’s schemes any further. Her reign of evil exploitation has ended and it will stay that way.

I’m feeling empowered and fierce at my defiance until Madame Clawley’s pretty lips shift into a spiteful frown. A dark whisper crawls up my spine.

“Then I guess I’ll be destroying something you hold dear,” she rasps. “It’s only fair after you took my valuable whorehouse.”

I slide back on my heels, but she’s faster. Her tail extends and handcuffs my wrist, pulling me toward her. She extends her sharp claws toward me, taking my belly.

“No!” I scream, my feet fighting the water under me. “Leave my baby alone!”

“An eye for an eye.” Madame Clawley’s irises flash red. “The babe in your belly will compensate for my loss.”

I muster up all my strength to push her away but it’s not enough. My blood is hot but I’m still a weak human. My strength cannot compare with a monster’s. I scratch her hand in vain but my nails aren’t capable of harming.

“Regret the day you decided to leave The Blue Peacock,” Madame Clawley says. “And pay for your arrogance.”

But the moment she sinks her claws into my pregnant stomach, I blank out.


Chapter 6



Drayden

My chest contracts with a horrific feeling. The moment I cross the border into Mensaka, my body rings with a stinging sensation. The peace talks in the south wrapped up earlier than anticipated and I came back early eager to surprise my queen.

But I’m the one being surprised. Because my mate’s distress and fear weren’t what I anticipated I’d be greeted with on my return. Illaria must be in mortal danger if I’m feeling such a powerful response from her body.

An underwater wave crashes on my body.

My monster instincts were honed and built to protect my mate. To find her. To comfort her. To be there for her.

I can tell her scent from miles away. Illaria is not in the palace. I follow the trail of her sweet pheromones to the last place I expected—the night blossom garden.

My heart pounds. She’s not alone. A familiar, ugly figure with long talons is sinking her sharp nails into Illaria’s bulging belly. It takes me a beat to recognize it is Madame Clawley. I thought I was done with that greedy pimp when I paid her off, but she did mumble about wanting Illaria to pay her back for all the energy she has invested in her.

I never imagined she’d come all the way to Mensaka looking for her.

Alarm and anger swirl through my blood. Illaria’s belly is lush with my unborn child. Damn it. Nobody is hurting my mate and my offspring on my watch.

I bellow loudly, letting the ocean know my wrath. Strong currents immediately crush Madame Clawley, pushing her away from Illaria.

I tear through the water. The urgency to save my mate propels me faster.

“Why are you here? I paid you off already.” I crush Madame Clawley’s throat with a tentacle. Using a few more, I arrest her limbs, making sure she can’t move.

Madame Clawley bats her eyelashes at me. Her smile is sweet and maybe, a lesser monster would have fallen for it. Succubi are devious creatures who use their charms on men, but I’m a mated monster. Charms and pheromones don’t work on me anymore. I only recognize my mate. Everyone else is just seaweed to me.

“That dratted girl!” Madame Cawlely curses, choking on water. “When the other prostitutes found out she had left, they rebelled and ran away, too. I’m completely ruined! The Blue Peacock has to shut down. The money you paid me is not enough.”  

“So you came here to threaten my wife in hopes of scraping money off her?” My laugh is cruel and twisted. “Do you even know who she is? She’s the queen of the undersea.”

Madame Clawley’s eyes bulge out. “You are the Kraken king? You said you were a Kraken merchant.”

“Do you think I go around telling everyone who I am?”

“I’m terribly sorry Your Majesty…” she stammers. “I never meant to⁠—”

“You have harmed my child and my queen,” I grunt. “All for the sake of a few petty coins. A greedy monster like you belongs in one place only—prison.”

The ocean waves roll, mirroring my hammer. I whole column of cages Madame Clawley. Following my invisible will, the column of water carries her away, straight to the dungeons of Mensaka where the jailors will know that she was sent by me. The water is my messenger.

“Uh.” Wailing sounds fill my ears.

I turn to Illaria, the menace gone. She’s utterly distraught, lying on the ground. Her shoulders are bunched in defeat.

“I’m so sorry.” She’s kneeling on the ground, bawling her eyes out. Her fingers are digging into her pregnant bump. Her face is painted with agony. “It hurts so much. I think I may have lost our baby.”

“No.” My whole world stills.

The ocean senses my despair and grows silent and dark.

This cannot be happening. I thought I had everything. My precious mate, a baby I bred into her, my future heir. But in a heartbeat, it has all been snatched from me.

I crumple down on the ground next to Illaria. Tapping my forehead to her, I wrap my arms around my mate. “Illaria, speak to me.”

“Please don’t hate me.” Her salty tears brush my mouth. “I didn’t mean for this to happen. I thought it’d be good for our baby to see the flowers in bloom. But I was stupid and reckless. I put my child at risk. I understand if you don’t want me anymore. But I love you so much, Drayden.” Her vulnerable, tear-filled eyes are tearing my insides into pieces. It’s torture to see my mate sad. I want to make everything alright, the way I did at the brothel. But Madame Clawley’s cruelty might be impossible to undo.

“Calm yourself, Illaria.”

“I would be heartbroken if you left me, but I’m sure you’re disappointed in me. All I had to do was protect your seed and nurture it in my womb but I failed to do even that.”

My throat burns with unshed tears. Illaria and I are mates. Her emotions affect me greatly. But I can’t believe she thinks I’d leave her because of Madame Clawley’s untimely appearance. That will never happen. None of this is her fault.

“I love you, Illaria.” I kiss her, capturing her lips in a passionate lock. But her sob wrenches us apart. “I won’t leave you.”

“You’re too kind, Drayden. But I am so ashamed of myself.” She lays her face on my chest. “I’m the worst. I don’t know how I’ll ever apologize to you. My whole body is coming apart at the thought of losing my little one.”

I lean down to smell her. “No.” My senses flare at the faint smell wafting off her skin. “The baby isn’t gone. Its scent had grown faint so I was worried. But it seems like the reason for that was because it was time for him to be born. You’re going into labor, my queen. This is the moment when our precious child comes into this world. I smell that it’s a son. A strong and generous son who will take my throne someday.”

“You mean it?” Illaria cries out in joy but it soon morphs into a scream of pain. I clutch her wrist. She claws at my tentacles.

“I am never wrong,” I tell her. “Monster senses are the most accurate thing in the world.”

Illaria smiles even though tears are still streaming down her eyes and mixing with the water around me. “I thought you hated me and wanted me gone for losing him.”

“You haven’t lost him,” I whisper to me. “And I would never blame you for a miscarriage. You are my mate. The only one for me. You are irreplaceable. Besides, I can knock you up again.”

The contractions must be getting more intense for Illaria doesn’t reply. She’s completely focused on her body, and on the great task that she has to perform.

Giving birth.

Bringing the fruit of our lust and passion into the world.

“I know you will be a splendid mother.” I lift up her aching body, cradling it against my chest. “Now let’s go to the palace. I can’t wait to witness my son’s birth.”


Epilogue



Illaria 

Our son Maximus comes into the world after a stormy yet eventful night. Drayden suspends all his royal duties to stay beside me throughout my labor. He’s holding my hand every time I lose faith, reassuring me that I’m prepared for this arduous journey.

The moment I hear the first scream of my baby, relief slams into my exhausted body.

“He’s here.” Drayden kisses me hard. “You did it, Illaria.”

“Name him Maximus,” I mutter, still depleted from the pains of labor. My tiredness is receding very quickly, though. The doctor dripped medicine into my mouth the moment I finished giving birth. It’s numbing my pain fast. “I like that name. Please.”

“Then he shall henceforth be called Maximus.” Drayden lifts our newborn son, watching him with sheer wonder. Like he’s glimpsing the sun or the moon. I’m completely certain he’ll be the best father in the world.

“And now it’s time for the prince’s first feeding,” the midwife interjects. Her eyes are fixed on me. “Do you think you can manage, Your Majesty?”

“Don’t worry, I’ve had plenty of experience.” I look up at Drayden. Our naughty little secret lights up his eyes. He rocks our baby gently before handing him back to me.  

I pull out a plump breast and angle my son’s mouth close to the leaking tip. My areolas are darker now. A thick white drop clinging to my thick nipple.

Maximus latches on surprisingly fast. When his little mouth draws my milk, my whole being sags in relief. My letdown makes my whole body tingle. The soreness in my tits vanishes slowly. I sniffle. “He’s so adorable. He looks just like you, my king.”

I never thought I’d see this moment.

I thought I’d lost my child, lost my chance to experience motherhood.

But my precious baby is now gulping nourishment from my milky tits. And I’ll feed him until he’s grown big.

When my baby has drained one tit, I move him to the other one. His soft skin feels like heaven against my hand as he slowly sucks the milk out of my other breast. He must love my milk because he’s drinking so much of it. His stomach inflates as all that liquid fills it.

Soon, his eyelids drop closed.

“He’s full and content.” I pat him before laying him down in the golden crib that Melia managed to procure during the time I was giving birth. My prince fits in it perfectly.

“You have given me the world, Illaria.” Drayden licks the white drops of milk still clinging to my wet nipples. “But I’m a greedy monster because I want more.”

“You’ll have more.” I wink. “My tits are full enough to feed two. And my heart’s big enough for another ten.”

“Looks like I’ll be busy for a while.” Drayden touches my hair with pure affection. “If I’m going to plant ten more babies inside your ripe womb, I can’t rest a single night.”

I laugh as I lay against his smooth chest, the ordeal with Madame Clawley forgotten. Drayden’s love and his affirmation of my importance in his life have made me feel secure. Our baby’s birth was the icing on the cake.

Deep contentment radiates from my soul. Nothing can ever snatch away our bliss. We were meant to find each other and build this life together. No force in the universe can deny us what is ours.  

This is our happy ending.
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