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ONE


Melissa

It’s Monday morning and my first house viewing is going remarkably well.

Fairy song swirls in the air as stride across the porch of the pretty cottage that I’m trying to sell. The front yard is filled with blooming red roses, lending the property a fairytale vibe. It’s early spring, which is the season of garden gnomes, flower sprites, and growth.

Little heads covered with pointy red hats dart between rose bushes, trying to avoid being spotted. The gnomes are hard at work tidying up people’s gardens, manicuring neglected plants, and fertilizing the soil. Their striped attire makes them conspicuous as they waddle around, leaving tiny footprints on the wet grass. If the police saw them, they’d get in trouble for trespassing.

Years ago, the people of this town used to be grateful for the garden gnomes’ magic and care. The town used to be filled with exquisite flowers and healthy, green trees during springtime. That was before my mother became the mayor of Enchantment. A staunch monster-hater, she amended the rules to drive out mystical creatures from this town. The few creatures that remain live in fear of persecution.

When a garden gnome catches me looking at him, he freezes in terror.

“Don’t worry, little one,” I whisper, giving him a thumbs up. “I’m grateful for your magic. I think the roses will convince my clients to make an offer on this property.”

The gnome gives me a tremulous smile before scampering away and hiding in a hole in the ground. My heart deflates. But I can’t dwell on his shabby living environment. I should be focusing on business.

“Would you like to take a look inside?” I ask the couple who booked a property viewing with me. They’re newlyweds with plans to have children so a four-bedroom family home with a good-sized garden will be perfect for them. The tranquil atmosphere and the homely, rustic vibe of the cottage will also be a good environment to raise children. “This neighborhood is quiet and safe. There are a lot of families living in this area.”

Fairy lights decorate the entrance—a touch I added to make the space seem homelier and inviting.

Selling a house is all about emotion. A little pomp and show goes a long way in making a sale.

I spend the next half hour telling them about the property’s highlights. After a short discussion, they look like they’re more than interested.

“Can we talk more about the property? We have some questions,” the husband says.  

“Of course. We can have tea and snacks while we do it. I’ll see you at the agency’s office,” I tell them. We part ways. They get into their car and I get into mine, zooming straight to the quaint building that houses Storm Realtors.

My intuition tells me I’m going to get a contract signed and sealed today. Business has been slow lately. Enchantment is a small town with a population of about ten thousand. It’s not a buzzing real estate hotspot so home sales tend to be sporadic. My agency, Storm Realtors, is the only agency in town.

Sunlight slants in through my car window and settles on my skin, warming me. Spring breeze shifts over my face. I drive past the abandoned gothic building that used to house Pixie’s Trinkets, a local manufacturer of magical trinkets and charms that are sold throughout the country. They were closed down by the town council last year for producing too much pixie dust, even though pixie dust doesn’t cause any damage to trees or humans. But my mother argued that it was destroying the scenic beauty of the hills and it was a form of light pollution.

So the factory was shut down. Pixie’s family has relocated to the nearby town of Grandiose where they receive support and grants from the local government.

When I get to the familiar stretch of the town’s high street, I breathe in relief, sinking into the car seat. Quaint local shops decorate both sides of the road. The cobbled sidewalks add a touch of old-world charm. The sash windows, pretty awnings, and colorful window displays are right out of a postcard. Humans and monsters parade around, making the atmosphere lively.

I admire the sight of different species living in unity, creating a town that used to be voted as one of the best towns in the country. A rush of joy tickles my insides. I love living in Prudence, where the mundane and magical mingle together. Even the air sparkles with a touch of otherworldliness.

The insistent chiming of my phone breaks my focus. The tension ratchets up my spine when I see the caller ID: Mom.

The veins on my neck jut out from stress. My mother can only be calling me for one reason: to further her anti-monster propaganda in some way.

I could miss her call, but she’d keep calling me all day until I gave up. That woman doesn’t take no for an answer. As her daughter, I’ve always lived under the shadow of her control. So what’s one more day?

“Mom, I’m driving,” I grumble. “It’s a workday.”

“I have exciting news for you, dear daughter.” I hear her rubbing her palms together. She’s thrilled, which only means that she has hatched a new plot to evict some poor monsters from Enchantment. “The biggest nuisance in Enchantment is about to be gone.”

My heartbeat speeds up. She could be talking about any monster right now, but my gut tells me it’s him. She has always hated one monster more than any other.

“Druk?” I ask, my throat heavy with pain. Past memories flash in front of my eyes, but I chase them away, telling myself I can’t afford to get lost in reminiscing when I’m on the road. Still, the sting in my chest grows fiercer as my mother continues to ramble. I have a horrible feeling that she has created another plan to hurt my ex-boyfriend. This time, he might actually get tired of her antics and leave.

“I’ve finally found a way to get rid of our resident dragon.” My mother clears her throat emphatically, making my heart hurt. My chest cramps. Helplessness washes over me. Even though I haven’t touched Druk or talked to him for years, just the fact that he lives in Enchantment, where I can secretly see him, gave me so much happiness. Sometimes, I drop by his tea house. The aromas wafting through the air tempt me, but I never go in, content to watch the handsome half-dragon owner brewing tea through the window. Despite being banished by the townspeople, Druk set up a wonderful establishment on the outskirts of the highway. A famous magazine from the city covered his tea house last month, praising him for his unique tea blends and using his dragon flames to boil the tea, which brings out its flavor. The shop has been fully packed since then.

From what I’ve heard, the tea house does good business, enough to keep him afloat for three years.

“Druk isn’t even a resident since he lives outside the official town border,” I remark. “I mean; he doesn’t even pop into town for groceries or anything. He’s as good as exiled.”

My mother clicks her tongue. “Melissa, honestly. You’re so naïve. Do you think he has forgotten about you? He’s probably planning to exact revenge on us. He was brutal to you when you dated him. You still have that scar on your face, don’t you, from the time he breathed fire on you? That’s the reason he was shunned by the citizens of Enchantment. But I doubt he’ll see it that way. Monsters are selfish, animalistic creatures, honey. They act like beasts with no consideration for others. That dragon will retaliate and try to harm you again. I’m sure of it.”

I grip the phone tighter, my fingers going white. My mother’s negative bias against monsters is nothing new but every time her narrow-minded views are directed toward Druk, I feel like screaming. My dad, an incubus, serially cheated on my mom. His excuse was always “I’m an incubus. Having sex is what I do. I need to consume sexual energy to survive.” She divorced him when I was fifteen. By then, the scars were deep. Due to her experience with my father, she became bigoted. She believes monsters and magical creatures are inferior because they act based on instinct and lack morals. She wants to remove them from Enchantment and make our town a pure paradise for good people. That’s her election slogan, by the way. And this is her second term in office.

I sigh, wondering who in the world voted for her.

“So what are you going to do to Druk?” I ask, my voice shaking.

“About that.” I hear the shuffling of papers behind her. “I managed to get a big real estate developer from the city interested in building a resort in Enchantment. He’s eyeing Druk’s property. It’ll be the perfect location for this project. That’s where you come in: as a real estate agent, you’ll get Druk to sell the land. Without a place to live, he’ll be forced to leave town.”

The plan is like all her plans: indirectly discriminatory. I struggle as intense feelings rise up my throat. The thought of Druk leaving makes me want to cry. His absence for the last few years has already carved a deep hole in my spirit. I can’t afford to lose him completely.

I clear my throat, thinking up good arguments. “Druk inherited his grandma’s tea shop. He might refuse to sell it. He lives there.”

My mother hisses. “He’s a monster and monsters don’t have sentiments, Melissa. They are greedy. The estate developer is willing to pay up to two million dollars for that piece of property. I’m sure you could make him see the benefit of selling to us. Plus, you can use your cut of the money to recover from what happened last month.”

I press my fingers against my temples, recollecting the tragedy that set my life off course. Last month, my office manager found out that our accountant was embezzling from us. But we were too late. He withdrew every penny from our business account and ran away with it. The police believe he has left the country, so it’s impossible to trace his whereabouts.

My office might be shut down soon or possessed by the bank if I can’t get the money from somewhere.

Two million dollars sounds like a dream. Like an opportunity, I’d kill for. 

My throat clenches with greed. If I could sell Druk’s land, my business would be able to stay afloat. “I’ll have to physically approach him to negotiate a property deal,” I say. Butterflies are dancing in my stomach. Forget the two million. Getting to see Druk again, and talking to him again will be the best part of this whole thing. My mother forbade me from contacting him three years ago. She threatened to go to the police and file assault charges against him if I didn’t comply.

Now she’s asking me to go see him herself.

“You won’t go alone,” my mom says. “Travis will accompany you.”

Travis is the troll who works as my mother’s assigned bodyguard. There’s nothing he can’t crush with his gigantic hands. But even he would be useless a fire-breathing half-dragon. Druk would burn him to ashes before he could move.

“I’ll be fine on my own. Druk won’t kill me,” I say. “Otherwise it’ll scare off his customers. I’ll go during business hours.”

The only reason I’m agreeing with this ridiculous idea is so I see him in person. We broke up years ago and he probably hates me but I’m still not over him. I have so much I want to say, so much I want to do with him. But my mother will hurt him if I try to see him. Now she’s asking me to meet him on her own.

“If he tries anything funny, you have me on speed dial,” my mother says. “We’re going to end his reign of terror.”

His reign of terror? The only one who has been destroying the town with her tyranny is my mom.

But for the first time, she has done something good. Making Druk wealthy and getting him to move away will end the power she has over him. He’ll be free from all the hate and discrimination he faces in Enchantment.  

“I’m so glad you came up with this idea,” I say. “I’ll do my part. That land is as good as sold.”

My mother delivers a wet kiss through the phone line. “Wonderful. I can’t wait for that dragon to pack his bags and move out. Bye, sweetheart. Take care.”

“Bye, Mom.”

As I hang up, I smile. Spring is here and my heart blooms with anticipation for what this season will bring.
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The office is quiet. The red Persian rug, velvet upholstered Chesterfield, and vases filled with daisies welcome me into my own version of paradise. I decorated the office to be a cozy, opulent, and comforting place. It’s just that.

My office manager Gretel waves at me, her cheeks quashing against her thick-framed glasses. “I’m glad you’re back. The mayor called.”

I groan. “She called me, too.”

“Details about the developer, the proposed resort, and the land required are all in your inbox,” Gretel says. “It’s a pretty great opportunity.”

“You haven’t heard back from the police about Ernie?” I inquire, turning on my computer. The couple from before isn’t here yet. Maybe they got lost. I’ll ring them if they don’t get here in five minutes.

Gretel’s pen scratches against the paper. “You need to give up on getting that money back, Melissa. It’s gone forever. The police said our accountant fled abroad. They can’t locate him.”

“That’s too bad.” I lean back against my leather chair, staring at the ceiling. This real estate agency is all I have left. I lost the monster I loved and I lost my beauty, too. “Looks like I’m going to be part of the resort development plan.”

Maybe it’s time I faced reality instead of dreaming of a happily-ever-after with a dragon.

Gretel drags her nails over her desk. I’m aware that she’s nervous. The last few months have been difficult for both of us. I had to lay off everyone except her because I couldn’t pay them. Even so, we are behind on six months’ rent. “Are you really going to convince him to sell his tea house? I mean, it’d solve all our money problems but do you want to see that dragon again?”

“I need to put my feelings aside,” I say. “I have to do what’s best for this company.”

And what’s best for Druk.

During my drive, I had lots of time to think about it.

Even though I want Druk to be close to me forever, it’s more beneficial to him to sell the property. Upkeep of an old house like that costs money. He’ll get a great price for his land, which will allow him to leave this town forever. Even though I feel more hopeful when he’s around, it’s not what’s good for him. Years of discrimination and being an outcast will wear him down and destroy his sense of self-worth. My mother will definitely keep hatching the plot to humiliate him. I can’t watch him wither away.

We can never be together again, no matter how much I wish for it. He probably hates me. He hasn’t texted me or contacted me since I told him I don’t want to see him anymore. I wrote that in the heat of the moment when I woke up and saw what my face had become.

I realized later that I loved him enough to care for him and forgive him. After all, he didn’t intentionally hurt me. My love for him hasn’t diminished in all the years we’ve been apart. But it’s no use. We’ll never be able to see each other the way we used to.

Letting him go is the right thing to do.  

He could start over in the city with that much money. Buy himself a modern apartment. Date again. Marry a monster who loves him and has kids with him. He would live a good life.

My veins burn with acid at the picture of him having children with another woman, though. I was sure that I’d be the one bearing his babies. It feels unfair to have that opportunity plucked away from me. But I can’t be selfish right now.  

Druk is a pariah who is not welcome in town. We can never date or have sex, not unless I’m prepared to stand up to my mother. Even then, she might find some method to make his life miserable.

“I’m going to use all my skills to convince him to sell the land,” I tell Gretel. “It’ll be my sole mission.”

“I support your decision,” Gretel replies. “We need the money or we’ll have to move out next month.”

“That soon? I thought we had more time.” My heart falls to my chest. It’s like the universe is telling me to get the deal inked. Without that money, my business will go under. I love this job. I want to keep doing it. Maybe saving my agency will lessen the pain of losing Druk.

“This is our last chance to prevent the agency from closing,” Gretel says. “If you don’t want to see him again, I can try talking to him.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll handle it. I’m the boss and it is time I acted like one.”
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I linger outside the door of Dragon’s Tea House, hyping myself up. The lit-up store sign is so huge it can be seen from outer space. The building is a Gothic Victorian mansion. The exterior has intricate details such as small carvings of dragons.

Lush gardens sprawl around the main home. There are manicured trees and bushes. Garden gnomes scamper around the expanse of land, happily tending to it.

Cozy orange light glows within the windows, offering a safe haven. The house has three stories. The porch is filled with outdoor tables, which are currently occupied by customers.

My knees tremble as I hover at the door. I can’t believe I’m actually thinking of doing this.

I fortify my lungs with air, then push the door open.

My entry sets off the bell attached to the doorframe.

Tantalizing scents envelop me. The earthy aroma of earl gray, cream, and sugar warps me to a different world. The shop is bustling with customers, even on a rainy weekday evening. Most of them are from the city because they don’t wear practical clothes. Sophisticated teacups and teapots with flower patterns fill up the tables. There are scones with clotted cream and jam, finger sandwiches, and full afternoon tea-style spreads, too.

As I float past the tables, a wiry satyr wearing a white shirt and waistcoat hops to me.

“Welcome to Dragon’s Tea House, where the tea is always fresh and enchanting and the treats are sugary and addictive.” He sketches a bow. When he faces me, his jaw freezes midway. He makes a choked noise before wiping all the traces of friendliness off his face. His features instantly morph into a mask of hostility, the lines between his eyebrows growing deeper.

“Hello, Terrence,” I drawl, pretending to be unbothered by his obvious discomfort. “It’s been a while.”

Terrence is Druk’s best friend. They’ve been buddies since high school. When we were younger, he was my friend, too. But after the incident with Druk and my mother’s attempts to mess with the land owned by satyrs, our relations have soured. It’s not that we’re on bad terms. We just drifted apart. He used to help with his father’s landscaping business after he graduated but he quit that job to help Druk once the tea house became popular.

Terrence looks behind me, his eyes widening with fright. “Is your mother here, too?”

“No. It’s just me,” I reply.

He clicks his tongue, shaking his head in disapproval. “Melissa. You shouldn’t be here. Druk doesn’t deserve to be reminded of the past. He has finally moved on and found his passion. He’s doing well. Don’t screw it up for him. If your mother finds out you’re here, she’ll get a restraining order against my friend.”

“I’m just a customer,” I lie. “I wanted to see what the fuss was all about. Can I have a seat at the counter?”

“As you can see, we’re packed.” Terrence waves his hand around the busy tea room. The décor is muted and earthy, with lots of flowers and wooden panels. Framed pictures of Druk and his grandma decorate the walls. His grandmother was a full-dragon and she had the warmest honey-colored eyes, a trait Druk inherited from her.  

“There’s one empty stool on the counter.” I point to it, narrowing my eyes at Terrence.

The satyr folds his hairy arms in front of his broad chest.

“That one’s reserved for a guest.” Terrence’s lips flatten into a surly line. “I’m sorry but we can’t serve you. Please leave.”

“Too bad.” I shrug. “I guess I’ll have to get down to business, then. I need to talk to the owner about this property.”

I brush past Terrence’s body, stretching my legs in long strides to outrun him. He chases me through the maze of tables, but he can’t leap or run because it would scare the customers present. He trails me, shouting my name. “Melissa, stop.”

An assortment of cakes, pastries, sandwiches, and baked goods colors my vision. I’m trying to look ahead, but it’s impossible to not be captivated by the cute-looking treats that Druk has baked.

My throat burns when I glance at a succubus chomping on the green tea cookie. Druk made those for me when he asked me to go out with him. He said they were a family recipe. I fell in love with them at first bite. He was always talented at creating things that could comfort others. His food was just like him: soothing, sweet, and fulfilling.

I shake away my nostalgia when I approach the counter. Behind it, there are a lot of stoves. Druk breaths steady streams of fire from his nostrils, maintaining the purple flames that lap around iron pots. The hiss of boiling water echo in my ears. 

Steam swirls around my ex, making him look even more mythical and out of reach. He’s wearing an apron above jeans and a T-shirt, humming as he works. He looks like everything I want. A huge, burly half-dragon with thick, strong, scaly arms. He’s over six foot seven and the size difference between them has always been a turn-on. Moisture leaks down my hole, sticking to my panties. Druk’s presence is enough to make my body come alive. My cells buzz with excitement, sensing that his monster cock is close.

His face is human except for the green skin. His hair is silky and black as the night. His features are like something out of a fairytale—perfect and sensual. His pink lips are pressed together since he’s humming.

I swallow, visually tracing the width of his shoulders, the girth of his waist, and the sheer magnificence of his folded wings. My pussy pinches with need when my eyes stalk the bulge in his pants. His cock isn’t erect, but his dragon dick is so huge, it tends to create a bulge even when it’s soft. I took that nine-inch monster inside my pussy once and the stretch was breathtaking.

My mouth dries up as I recollect taking his hard shaft in my mouth, tasting his delicious cum as he poured it down my throat in thick loads.

The muscles in my stomach contract, begging to feel his hard bulge poking into my abs, reminding me that I’m wanted and loved by the kindest monster in town.

Druk’s love was like a warm blanket that enveloped me. I need him now, to comfort me when my business isn’t going well. Telling me I’ll be alright.

If he says it while holding me with his big hands, I’ll believe it.

But he won’t ever talk to me in that way again.

I’m just a customer now. Another face among a sea of forgettable faces.

Pain stings my chest. I bring myself to occupy the only empty stool even though I want to run away. I have to avert my gaze because my body can't take more sexual stimulation.

“Last warning.” Terrence has finally made it to me. He stomps his hooves against the wooden floor. “Get up and leave.”

“I want to drink the most popular tea served at this establishment,” I say, waving my hand. I put my handbag on the counter, staking my claim on the spot. “Can you take my order?”

“No.” Terrence is unyielding. “You’re not a customer and I’m not taking your order.”

“Well, I guess I’ll have to talk to your boss, then.” I raise my eyebrows in a challenge. Then before Terrence can respond, I slam my fist against the counter, alerting Druk. “Can I have some tea? Your waiter refuses to take my order.”


TWO


Druk

The bell tinkles, announcing the arrival of a new customer.

I remain immersed in making tea, trusting that Terrence will handle them. We’ve had a lot of people visiting the tea house today. I’m grateful for the business but it’s a lot of work. I have to concentrate so I can make the perfect tea for each one of my patrons.  

I focus on maintaining the temperature of my flames as they stream out of my nostrils in a straight line. Adjusting the temperature and controlling the amount and intensity of my dragon flames is something I’m still perfecting. I’ve come a long way but I know I can do even better.

I study the next order that’s taped to the counter.

Three cups of glamored fae breakfast tea. It’s one of the most popular options I serve. I had to beg the woodland fae in the woods to share their secret leaves with me.

It was worth the effort, though.

As the water boils, noise at the counter catches my attention. Terrence seems to be arguing with a customer. I stride forward to see what the issue is.

“Can I have some tea? Your waiter refuses to take my order.” A sparkling feminine voice spears through my ears. My balls clench at the familiar sensual rasp that accompanies her words. “I’m thirsty.”

The air around me shifts as if parted by a mystical power. I turn my head faster than I can blink, seeking to put a face to the voice.

There’s a sexy, stunning human woman right in front of me, drumming her manicured nails against the counter. Taking me in with her dreamy blue eyes.

A gaping sense of loss springs up in my chest.

“Melissa.” Her name is like a phantom passing through my lips. My nerves are shocked by her mere presence. She’s so close I can breathe in her rose perfume. It’s the same scent she used back then. Nostalgia cramps my mind, pulling me back to an idyllic time and place. A time when I could hold her lush, feminine body against mine.

Terrence makes a disgusted noise. “I asked her to leave but she’s refusing.”

“It’s okay. I’ll deal with her.” I give Terrence a tight nod and he goes away to take care of our other patrons.

Then I face my biggest nightmare.

“You look like you saw a ghost,” Melissa says.

“I wasn’t expecting you,” I reply. “You’ve stayed away for years.”

Without meaning to, I ogle her curvy figure. Her dress hugs her wide hips, her lush thighs, and the creamy swells of her breasts. Blood warms in my groin as I caress her fertile, feminine form with my gaze. Lust is like a devil, chaotically screaming inside me to take her, to finish what we started that day.

Melissa shifts her weight onto the empty stool in front of me. Her full boobs graze the wooden table. I nearly lose my mind when the outlines of her aroused nipples stick out through the fabric of her red dress. Those twin peaks are thick, round, and delicious. My mouth waters, responding to the luscious female before me. She’s not wearing a bra. She came to see me without a bra, in a dress that was flimsy enough to rip if I touched her. Is she trying to make me fuck her?

My hands itch to feel her soft curves. Her body used to mold to my touch like a dream. Rolling her taut nipples between my fingers and slowly stroking her honeyed slit until she came apart used to be my favorite hobby.

“I decided to put the past behind me and think of the future.” Melissa casually touches the burn mark on her face, making me wither on the inside. I’m the one who gave it to her when I accidentally breathed fire on her during a heated sex session.

As an immature half-dragon, I didn’t have complete control over my fire-breathing abilities during my early twenties. I got too excited when she wrapped her delicate fingers around my cock. Her feminine touch overheated my body. Steam began billowing out of my ears and nose, but even then, I thought it was harmless. Until my body purged a whole load of fire on her face to cool my system. I ended up accidentally breathing fire without meaning to.

She dodged but not fast enough to avoid being burned. I put out the flames as fast as I could but by then, the damage had been done.

“Why are you here?” My tone is defensive, hardened by years of self-loathing and guilt. Seeing her again reminds me of my greatest mistake. I’ll never allow myself to get so sexually excited that my body takes over. “We don’t have any business anymore.”

The day after the ‘accident’, her mother forbade me from meeting her. Melissa was in the hospital, receiving treatment for her burns. I was scared. I didn’t know the extent of her injuries yet.

The mayor slapped me across the face, accusing me of violence against her daughter. I said it was a mistake, but she wouldn’t buy it.

“You don’t deserve her,” she said, her voice dripping venom. “My daughter was stupid to date a monster like you. You’re all the same. I’m going to make sure you don’t touch her again.”

“But we love each other,” I argued.

She cackled, the high sound echoing through the hospital’s corridors. “Do you think she will still care for you when she sees what you’ve done to her face? You’ve disfigured her. She has to carry that horrible scar all her life. People will never look at her the same. She’ll be pitied and reviled at the same time. People will endlessly gossip about her and think less of her for being scared. You’ve ruined her life.”

Her words sunk into me like poison. I was already worried about what would happen and she spelled it out for me. No woman would continue to like a monster who had destroyed her beauty. Still, I had hope. I called her and messaged her, apologizing and hoping she’d forgive me.

But she just texted me, I can’t ever see you again one day. Then she blocked my number.

The incident caused an uproar in the town. I was shunned by the people, and forced to live like an outcast. I don’t resent Melissa for it, though. I know I brought it upon myself.

“Did you miss me?” She folds her elbows over the wooden counter, her gaze smoldering like a lit splint. That lustful look used to be my greatest joy.

A lot has changed since I last saw her. Her face has matured into a more beautiful and confident version of itself. Her voice has an added rasp. Her hair is glossier, tumbling over her shoulders in brown waves.

But one thing hasn’t changed: the chemistry between us is hot enough to set this shop on fire.

I missed you, I want to tell her. I missed you so much that I cried myself to sleep at night when you weren’t next to me.

“Are you here to torment me?” My words strain through the lump in my throat. My Adam’s apple bobs when the beads of her nipples scrape against the edge of the table, becoming bigger.

She’s definitely here to tempt me and drive me to insanity.

“Actually, I’m here because I want to buy this shop,” she answers. “I’m offering two million dollars for it. Interested?”

I’m thrown off by her sudden offer. She’s a real estate agent now, but I never considered she might be here for business reasons.

I crush my apron. “If I sell it to you, what will you do with it?”

“My client is a big real estate developer who plans to build a resort here.”

“This place is in the middle of nowhere.” I scoff. I’m fighting to keep my hard exterior but every time Melissa licks her lips, my resolve crumbles a little more. Her innocent gestures are enough to make my balls squeeze with arousal. “Who’d build a resort here?”

“Kimbal Builders. They’re a reputed big-city firm.” Melissa pulls out some papers from her purse and lays them on the counter. “You can have a look at their details. I promise you’ll get your money. The first half will be paid upon signing an agreement and the rest when the name on the deed changes.”

I glance at the papers, which are filled with detailed plans for a resort. My eyes narrow on the fine print.

AKVO Heaven—a holiday resort for humans.

No doubt this is the mayor’s idea. But Melissa must be on board, too, if she’s here. “I guess you’re sick of monsters. You want to attract more humans to Enchantment.”

Melissa shrugs. I see the conflict in her eyes. She once loved me, and she must realize how hypocritical it is to shun monsters altogether. But I can’t blame her. The scar on her face is a sore, ugly reminder of what could happen when a monster and a human fall in love. “I’m keen to make money. This a wonderful offer. I suggest you take it. There’s no benefit to staying in this town.”

There’s conviction in her voice, a passion that borders on hatred. Time can change anything, but I hoped she’d at least feel a shred of affection for me. But I was delusional.

Every time she talks, her voice curls around my cock, making it twitch. She has a beautiful voice and I love hearing her talk.

“My grandma was against this sort of thing,” I say, pushing the papers toward her. “She wanted this town to be a place where monsters and humans could live in unity.”

“What about you? What do you want?” Melissa arches her thin eyebrows. My fingertips buzz with the desire to trace their shape, to feel her skin against mine. Melissa’s eyes are big and beautiful, their glassy blue color as pure as the winter sky.

I want you. The words dance at the tip of my tongue, but I’m too wise to utter them. My love stole away everything she had once. It mustn’t happen again.  

“I want to keep running my business,” I reply. “Two million dollars sounds great, but what will I do with that kind of money?”

“Buy yourself a house in the city.” Melissa drags her digits along her jaw, tracing its shape. “Nobody would discriminate against you there. You can get away from the past forever.”

Getting away from my past would mean getting away from her. My inner protectiveness rejects the idea, rebelling against leaving Melissa alone in this town. What if something happens to her? I need to be around to help her, to make sure she doesn’t have to spend her old age alone.

“I like it here.” My stubbornness doesn’t make sense, even to me. She’s offering me a fantastic deal. I’d never make that kind of money even if business boomed for another decade.

But the tea house is more than just a piece of property. It used to be my grandma’s home, which I later converted into a commercial establishment. I still live on the top floor, though, since I have nowhere else to go.

Melissa’s forehead wrinkles. “Why do you want to stay here? Isn’t it hard being hated?”

“This house is where I grew up, where I was raised. It’s where my grandma and grandpa created our family. It’s a part of my heritage, a piece of my soul. That makes it priceless.”

Besides, it’s the perfect distance from Melissa. Any further would be too far.

“Being sentimental won’t do you any good.” She clicks her tongue. Then she fishes out some more papers from her handbag and lays them on the table. “At least read them properly.”

“If you insist.”

I have to momentarily step away from her to tend to the boiling pots of tea. I pour them into glasses, add magical sprinkles, and ring the bell so Terrence can take them to our waiting patrons.

“You’re pretty busy today,” Melissa’s voice grounds me in the soft, familiar environment of the tea house once more.

While I was working, she grabbed a cookie from one of the jars. She’s nibbling on it now. I open my mouth to protest, then notice the coins she has placed on the counter. It’s the exact amount for the cookie. I wrote the price on the jar so she probably thought it was a grab-and-pay kind of thing.

I snap my attention to her face. The ugly purple scar where my flames burned her skin is still visible on her left cheek. I sent her money to get it removed a year ago but she was too proud to take it. Even so, why hasn’t she gotten rid of that painful reminder of her past? She earns well. She can afford surgery.

“Melissa, why didn’t you get the scar removed?” I stroke my own cheek. “Doesn’t it remind you of the past every time you look at it?”

“Maybe I want to remember what happened.” Her voice is mysteriously low and neutral. Does she want to remember how hot and perfect that night was before things went south? Or does she want to remember the monster who hurt her?

What am I thinking? She probably carries it as a caution so she never associates with monsters again. I’ve heard that Melissa hasn’t dated anyone since we broke up, even though her mother has set her up with a lot of men.

Is she still scared by what happened? Have I hurt her so badly that she can’t even move on? I feel a twinge of guilt when she places her hand over her scar to hide it from a customer who has been staring at it. She used to draw attention for her beauty back in the day but now it’s different.

“Why would you want to remember what happened?” I ask, anger turning my eyes red. “It’s not a pleasant memory.”

“But it changed my life,” she answers.

“I’m sorry.” Apologizing is my default when it comes to her. I don’t know whether she’ll ever forgive me, though. “I wish things weren’t like this.”

“Who knows? Maybe this is for the best.” Melissa taps at the menu card. “I’ll have a glamored fae breakfast tea, please. I came all this way. I’m not going back without trying it.”

“I’ll make one for you,” I reply. “It’s on me.”

“Nope. I’ll pay.”

“Let me apologize to you for your scar,” I plead.

“Nothing’s going to change even if you apologize. So you should stop.” Her words are tinged with regret.

I growl, refocusing on the orders that need to be filled. I add tea leaves to the water, breathing fire to make sure it simmers correctly. Color seeps from the leaves into the boiling water, dying it brown. I let the brew darken in color. When it’s my desired shade, I grab the pot off the stove with my tail. My tail is thick and has scales. It can withstand heat. I don’t even feel warm as I pour the tea into four large glasses, straining to separate the leaves from the water. I sprinkle candy sugar and fae spice into the cups, waiting for the heat to caramelize them. After that, all that’s left is to add thick cream and mix it all together.

I ring the bell under the desk, letting Terrence know he can pick up the order.

Terrence gives Melissa the side eye as he loads three cups onto his tray. I place the fourth glass in front of her. “One glamored fae breakfast tea.”

“Why a tea house?” Melissa rotates the cup of milk tea, watching white swirls of cream mix with the brown tea. “You don’t even like tea. Or has that changed?”

“I still don’t like tea,” I answer. “It’s bitter and tastes like grass.”  

She draws a sip from the cup I placed in front of her. It’s the fae breakfast tea, our bestseller. My heart thuds, wondering if she’ll like it. Can I make her smile like before, even for a moment?

“Not your tea,” she says, licking the residue of her cupid’s bow. My cock springs to life, scraping my pants. “Your flames have roasted the leaves so they’re rich with flavor. I can’t believe it’s tea.”

“You think so?” Heat climbs to my cheeks, where it pools. Being praised for my craft by the woman I love is the best feeling in the world. Excitements crowd my chest. I want her to taste the new brews I have in the works and tell me which ones she appreciates. I want to watch her eyes light up like they just did. I puff out my chest, feeling proud at winning her approval.

But that feeling is short-lived when her fingers begin drumming on the desk. “Druk, be honest. Did you start brewing tea because you wanted to master controlling your flames? I know tea brewing requires precise control.”

“After what happened, do you blame me for trying to tame my monstrous nature?”

“But you can’t even drink tea without throwing it up,” she protests. “Don’t do something you hate because you feel sorry for me.”

“You’re wrong. I may not like tea, but I appreciate the brewing process. It’s relaxing and meditative.” I mean it. I may have started this profession because I wanted to gain control over my fire, but it has developed into a passion. I look forward to waking up every morning and serving new customers. Besides, I get to bake and that has always been my hobby.

She hisses in exasperation. “It’s my mother’s fault that you ended up running a tea house. She made you a pariah. I know you weren’t trying to burn my skin to a crisp. We got carried away.”

“We?” My voice is so deep, that it rumbles through the establishment, making goosebumps erupt on every customer’s skin. The wild beast inside me can’t be tamed, and I’ve stopped trying. Passion, lust, and fierce desire are as much a part of me as my scales. “I got carried away, Melissa. It was just me. You were a victim.”

“I wasn’t the victim. I climbed into your bed that night and gave you a hand job,” she states, sticking to her version of the facts. “You weren’t even prepared for sex. You got turned on and then one thing led to another⁠—”

“And I torched your face,” I finish in a flat tone. “That’s the only thing that matters. You may have lost control but it didn’t result in your body throwing out an inferno. I’m not a human. I’m a monster, built to hurt and destroy.”

“Breathing fire is your gift,” Melissa whispers in a soft voice. Her features soften with warmth. My chest feels giddy. It has been years since she looked at me like that—like she still loves me. But I don’t deserve her love.  

“It’s also my knee-jerk response to having a mind-blowing orgasm.” Those might be the filthiest words I’ve said all evening. It feels weird uttering intimate things like that in the cozy confines of my tea house. My customers continue to chat, unaware of the silent war being waged by the tea master and his ex.

“I’m glad I made you come.” Melissa’s lips curve into a sinister smile. “Now you’ll have to remember me forever.”

Admitting that my body split apart in ecstasy because of her feels like letting out a dark secret. It has been years since then. I don’t want to dredge up any bad memories for her. Or any good ones.

We can’t afford to abandon our common sense and fuck each other the way we did back then. That’s what led to us losing everything.

“Please, let’s not talk about this.” I avert my gaze, focusing on the pots of water boiling on the stove and the tea leaves waiting to be roasted. I gather the leaves with my talons, stuffing them into an iron pot.

“Sorry, I just wanted to clear the air. I have no ill feelings toward you, Druk.” Melissa drops a long sigh. “I had no idea you’d react that way when you were provoked or I wouldn’t have teased you that night.”

“You couldn’t have known what would happen,” I reply.

“I hope we can do business in the future,” she says when Terrence taps on her shoulder in a not-so-friendly manner. “Read the papers and call me when you make up your mind.”

She gulps down the last of the tea and returns the glass to the table along with the money. Then she comes to her feet, waves me goodbye, and saunters away. Her lonely, retreating figure hollows out my chest. I want to give her a back hug, tell her I love her, stroke her hair, and pull her onto my lap.

But none of that will erase the past. So I throw myself back into making tea.  

After a long day, when the shop closes, I start cleaning.

That’s when I notice the cookie crumbs Melissa left on her plate. I sniff at them. My spine freezes when the scent of lavender and milk thistle hits my nostrils. A dark feeling churns in my gut.  

Damn it.

Melissa just ate the magical lactation cookie I had baked for an online order.


THREE


Melissa

“Hello, I’m Melissa Storm, owner of Storm Real Estate. Please call me back so we can discuss your requirements.” I left a message for the real estate developer who is supposed to be building a resort. His name is Tony Kimber, and he’s one of those flashy, smooth-talking big-city businessmen.

Even though the conversation with Druk didn’t go as planned, I know I’ll convince him to leave this town. So I need to make sure the client is available to pay up.

Pain shoots through my back when I touch my chest. Since I returned from the tea house, my breasts feel full, like they’re filled with liquid. I jump to my feet and examine myself in the mirror.

My breasts look bigger. I never had cleavage peeking out of my top before. I look like I got a boob job.

What’s going on?

I squeeze my breasts, convinced I must be dreaming. My touch triggers a spike of pain. Droplets of liquid fountain out of my breasts, staining my top. Two wet circles grow around my nipples. I pull down my top. A gasp flutters out at the sight of white droplets of milk oozing from my nipples, tricking down the fat globes of my tits.

I drag my fingertip along my areolae, gathering up the liquid and tasting it. It tastes bland but there’s a hint of silkiness to it. It’s definitely breastmilk.

Shock wars with confusion. How in the world did I start lactating? I’m not pregnant. I haven’t had sex in three years.

A variety of scenarios run through my mind. None of them seem probable. Did I get cursed by a witch or glamored by a fairy? Doesn’t seem likely. I pull my top back up when the milk stops coming out of my breasts.

My nipples continue to throb in agony. There’s a pressure in my chest, demanding to be released. As I’m wondering what to do, I hear a low, growly noise.

“Melissa.” A familiar masculine voice jerks me from my thoughts. When it calls my name again, I arc back, colliding into a pair of warm amber eyes.

Beyond the glass window lies the last monster I expected to see. Druk is flying. He’s outside my window, his wide wings flapping against the moonlit sky.

“Druk? Why are you here?” I whisper-scream, opening the window. “My mother will throw a fit if she sees you.”

His gaze immediately latches onto my chest and the two wet spots painted over my nipples. The outline of my hard buds soaking in my own breastmilk makes him go breathless.

“Shit. You’re already…” I spy his cock starting to swell. I bite my bottom lip, satisfied with that outcome. “I’m sorry. It’s my fault. The cookie that you ate was a lactation cookie,” Druk says. “You weren’t supposed to touch that.”

“Well, that explains the ache in my breasts.” I laugh, rubbing lazy circles around my nipples which makes them stick out even more.

My sweet dragon combs his sharp talons through his thick, black hair, pupils dilating at the sight of my wet, hard nipples. His cock is tenting his pants now, hard enough to cut rock. My pussy twitches with delight. I imagine welcoming that thick shaft into my soft depths. “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t label that jar so I thought you’d understand it wasn’t for sale.”

“My bad. I shouldn’t have taken something that wasn’t labeled.” I did something unnecessary. Curiosity got the best of me. I wanted to try out his baked goods because I know he’s talented in that department. I grabbed the one that looked prettiest—which happened to be the lactation cookie.

Still, the mishap made Druk come all the way to me so I don’t regret it. Nor do I regret the breastmilk streaming out of my boobs. I’ve always loved the idea of being a mom and now I get to experience it firsthand without even getting pregnant.  

“Melissa, talk to me. How are you feeling? I’m going out of my mind with worry.” Druk leans in closer like he can’t help it. His eyelashes flutter in the breeze. His eyes are the color of liquid gold, his irises gilded by the moonlight. He’s a creature of myth. It’s apparent in the way his transparent wings catch light beams from the moon and turn iridescent, like something out of a dream.

My heart shivers at our nearness. I once held this otherworldly creature in my arms, stroked his hair, and put my mouth on his thick, magical dick. I tasted his delicious cum and let myself imagine a future with him.

Then it all burned to ashes.

“My breasts feel sore and tight,” I answer. I raise my arm, trying to grasp his lustrous skin, but he’s elusive, remaining out of reach, floating over my window. His green skin glints like emeralds. Druk’s face is human apart from the large nostrils. His lips are firm and tempting like a delicious treat calling out to me.

He swishes his hands through the air. His talons are sharp but he would clip and buff his nails to avoid scratching me.

I slide my knees over the window sill, extending myself to take his hand, nearly dangling out of my window in the process. “Your fingernails are blunt. Have you been sleeping with another human?”

A smile lights up his countenance. “Jealous?” He guffaws. “Relax. It’s for work. I have to handle tea leaves with care.”

I sputter, pulling a strand of my hair. Mortification is oozing out of my pores. I can’t believe I just embarrassed myself openly. “Oh.”

“I know you’ve been single, Melissa,” he says, his tone packed with empathy. “Were you lonely?”

“Every day,” I answer without missing a beat. My voice is airy, packed with longings and hopes. “But it wasn’t because I didn’t have a boyfriend—it was because you weren’t around.”

“You still wanted me around?”

I nod, then change my tune when Druk’s eyes widen. I can’t reveal how much I love him. It’ll influence him to stay. “When I was horny, I did.”

I can’t have him getting attached to me. I have to get him to leave so he can live his life in a better place. Old feelings and old relationships will only keep him trapped.

The lien of his throat swells as his Adam’s apple bobs. The chemistry and tension between us are as taut as a stretched string. He clears his throat. “I should go.”

“Stay.” I cup the generous swells of my breasts, squeezing them to get more milk out. But they’re not responding to my sensual touches. I can feel my ducts clogged with cream, but my letdown doesn’t come. “I need you right now.”

“You need me?” Confusion flickers in his expression. “Why?”

The pain in my teats has gotten worse over the last few minutes. “If I’m not wrong, the best way to relieve the sting behind my swollen nipples is to express my breastmilk.”

“Yeah, that’s what I’ve heard, too.”

He eyes the two rings of milk on my top. I hide it, afraid he might be disgusted at me for producing milk from my breasts. I know my parents drifted apart when my mom started breastfeeding me.

But Druk looks mesmerized by my leaking breasts like he wants a taste of them. Like he wants to suckle on them and fill his mouth with my warm, fresh milk. That’s exactly what my body wants, too. I want his cock drilling into my fertile pussy as he hungrily suckles at my teats.

“Milk me,” I say. “Suckle on my breasts until my letdown comes.” 

A violent hiss is his response. “Are you out of your mind?”

“A little,” I agree. “But I really, really need my breasts relieved. I don’t care if we’re enemies or exes or whatever. I just want your mouth on me.” I brush Druk’s hand. “Just for tonight, can’t we forget about old wounds?”

Druk’s face doesn’t turn red when he blushes but I can tell he’s blushing. His eyes search for a new object of attention. He pulls back, putting distance between us, reinforcing old boundaries and traumas.

But I’m not letting him go so easily. If I have to lose him anyway, I will only do it once I’ve experienced pleasure in his arms. I refuse to spend the rest of my life imagining what I could have had.

“I can’t,” Druk replies immediately. “It’s…damn it, Melissa. Suckling on your milky breasts sounds so hot. But I’m a beast. I can’t stop once I’ve started so it’s better not to start.”

“Then fuck me, too,” I say. “Do whatever you want with me. We’ll be careful this time. I’ll keep my head away from your line of fire.”

“I don’t breathe fire when I come anymore.” Druk’s chest puffs out in pride. “My body is conditioned to withstand high temperatures because of my work.”

“That’s great.” I clap, feeling proud of my monster for overcoming his weakness. Not that I wouldn’t have loved him if he hadn’t. But his hard work and dedication to be a better man for me is what really melts my heart.

“Even without fire breathing, our relationship is complicated. Sex would make it worse.”

“Then make it worse,” I whisper. “Stop punishing yourself for something that happened years ago. If you really want to make it up to me, relieve my aching breasts. That’s the only thing you can do for me right now.”

I don’t wait for him to make up his mind. I just take off my top, baring my milk-dripping, swollen breasts to him. He could never resist my naked body and I’m going to use his weakness against him.

My plan works. Druk moves closer to me, taking my heavy tits in his huge palms, caressing my areolae with his blunt fingernails. Arousal heats my core. My pussy tingles when he presses his finger pads into my nipples, stimulating a wave of pain.

“Uh…” I moan. “I love the way you’re touching me.”

My body is shivering, caught up in a storm of ecstasy. The forbidden thrill of being touched and ravished by a monster in my mother’s home makes my pussy cry out.

“We can’t do this here.” Druk shakes his head. “Your mother will notice.”

My chest stings at his rejection, but when his strong arms curl around me, I surrender myself to his desires. Druk lifts my body out of the window. My legs automatically wrap around his torso, keeping me securely attached to him.

His erection rubs against my stomach, triggering sparks in my pussy. Feeling him against me is the ultimate joy.

His wings flap and he launches us higher up. He bullets through the sky until we’re high enough that the town looks like specks of light beneath us.

“I’m going to milk you in the sky, while you watch the stars,” Druk declares. “Nobody will see us here.”

That’s so romantic. Even though I dated him for two years, we never flew together. “What if I fall?”

“Then I’ll catch you,” he assures me. “I’m not letting you go again, Melissa.”

The hint of possessiveness in his tone makes me gush like a faucet. My panties are soaked already.

Gravity pulls at me, but my dragon lover holds me tight, keeping me safe. This kind of intimacy is what I’ve been missing.

A shiver zips down my spine when Druk brushes his hands over my sensitive nipples. “Your succulent breasts have haunted my dreams. And my nightmares.”

“What did you do to them in your dreams?” I raise one eyebrow.

“I suckled on them and drank your breastmilk just like this.” He latches onto a distended nipple, tugging at it with his mouth. His tongue swirls around my bud, stimulating my stinging nerves. My letdown comes like a tidal wave. I gush streams of milk from my breasts straight onto his tongue. Druk swallows it all without a complaint. “In my dreams, I didn’t stop until your tits were drained and your pussy was full of my seed.”

“Oh god, that sounds erotic. Please fill me up.” I hold him closer to my chest, granting him access to my milky mounds. I want to feed him, nourish him, and make his dreams come true. This forbidden moment of intimacy is everything I’ve hoped for.

Nobody else would be able to make me feel so desired and sexy for leaking breastmilk. Nobody else would take so much pleasure in making me feel good.

Druk’s tongue does wicked things to my breast. His powerful suction encourages my body to keep releasing breast milk. The ache in my tit disappears as my milk supply streams into his mouth, filling it up. Druk gulps down every drop greedily, making slurping noises as he tugs on my breasts, asking for more. My body is happy to oblige.

I writhe in his arms, rubbing my needy pussy against his clothed erection. My hole is wet and ready to swallow his dick. I want to be milked while he fucks me in the air. The heady sensation of floating adds to the rapture of having my breasts sucked.

“Damn it, your milk is so sweet, I want to breed you right now and give you a baby to nurse.” He curses. “Sorry, that came out of my mouth. I didn’t mean it.”

“Monsters have a thing for breeding, don’t they?” I ask. “It’s your natural instinct.”

“But I won’t do it unless you want me.”

I nod. “Breed me, Druk. Push your dragon cum into my pussy and make me pregnant with your child. I don’t care what anyone says. I’ll be happy to give birth to your babies.”

“You really mean that?” Druk looks astonished at my confession. “You want to make babies right now?”

“I wanted to make them years ago.” I giggle. “But right now sounds perfect, too. Having a family with you has always been my desire. I want my stomach to grow. Then I’m going to bounce my big belly around town and show everyone the miracle we created together.”

Druk growls. “They’ll think you’re a slut, spreading your legs for a dragon.”

He was always great at dirty talk. I loved being called his slut and his whore, something he hasn’t forgotten.

“I want the town to know that my pussy belongs to you and only you.” I slide my finger over his lips. White liquid clings to his lower lip. I wipe it away. “I’m proud of being yours, Druk.”

Druk’s features soften. His lips melt into a sweet smile. “Then I’ll make sure to impregnate you, Melissa. I’m going to keep creaming your pussy until you’re swollen with a child.”

His words inflame my core, washing my insides with volcanic heat.

“Baby, I missed you so much.” Druk moans against my chest, moving his mouth to soothe my other aching nipple. “You’re my fantasy. Your body makes me crave a life with you.”

I crave a life with him, too. Even if he leaves, I want to carry a part of him inside me and cherish our love forever in the form of a child. It might be selfish, but it’s the last thing I’ll be asking of him.

The moment he seals his mouth over my full tit, I spray his mouth with fresh breast cream. My cunt buzzes as he laps it all up. I feel special when I’m feeding him. Nourishing him with my milk feels so good. As he accepts my milk, I can feel a new bond forming between us. I want to take care of him. I want to nurture him with my body.

The steady hum of his mouth sucking from me is like music to my ears.

“Do you know what I love about this?” I murmur, sinking my fingers into his hair and scratching his head. “For these few moments, you belong to me.”

Druk’s feral growl reverberates through my chest. His animalistic side is coming out and I’m here for it.

One arm is banded around me. He dips the other hand under my skirt. The rip of my panties jerks me. Warm honey trickles down my thighs.

Druk is impatient now, reaching for his zipper and undoing his pants. He pulls them down his thighs. His naked cock springs between us, poking into my stomach.

The tip is angry and wet with pre-cum. He moves his length against my pussy lips, bathing himself in my juices. I stroke him a few times, spreading my pussy juices over his length. When I cup his cum-filled balls, he emits a loud noise.

“Stop that or I won’t last.”

Shifting me against him, he finds my slit and notches himself against my entrance.

“I’m ready,” I whisper as my breast spurts milk into his mouth. “Take me.”

His high groan echoes in the air. “You’re mine, Melissa.” His arm digs into me, crushing me into his chest. “Your fertile cunt is mine to seed.”

Druk impales me on his throbbing manhood, searing his possessive affection into my intimate flesh. I welcome his brutal, primal love, enjoying our mating. My pussy stretches to accommodate his shaft. The texture of his cock is rough and scaly, which only heightens my pleasure. The friction between us is insane, seeping into every cell.

He pumps into me relentlessly with his monster cock, hitting my pussy in all the right places. My nerves are screaming in delight from his assault. My nails score his back, leaving marks around his wings. My body is coiling tight, my hips pushing to meet his strokes so that I can be liberated from the inferno of heat in my core.

My tit sprays milk that dribbles down my body to the ground below us. It’s incredibly satisfying to be leaking milk like this while I’m being fucked against gravity. Sex with a human could never equal this.

Druk’s mouth pulls on my nipple as his cock plunges in and out of me, his heavy balls slapping my cunt and reminding me what’s in store. He presses on my clit with his thumb, making me cry out in pleasure.

My body feels coiled tight like a serpent. The friction between his cock and my soft walls undoes that tight feeling bit by bit, bringing me closer and closer to my ultimate undoing. I give myself over to his monstrous strength, letting him plow me with his hard dick until I’m screaming.

The ache in my teats has subsided. Druk takes one final suck from my breasts, then licks the remaining droplets clinging to my boob.  “Your breastmilk is delicious. I need more.”

“Then take it whenever you want. God knows I’ll need relief when my breasts fill up again.”

“I never imagined we’d be able to do these things with each other,” he admits. “Milking you and breeding you like a whore makes me feel like I’m on top of the world.”

“We are on top of the world,” I remind him. “And I can’t wait to soar even higher.”

Druk’s thrusts grow aggressive and fast. He pushes deeper, hitting my cervix, reminding me that he can push his seed into my womb and lock it there with his knot. He can plant his seed in me and make me carry his child. Everything will change once I take his cum. “Come on my cock. I want your slick dripping down to the ground.”

Imagining my womb heavy and swollen with his child is all I need to reach my climax. I shatter, my nerves sizzling with the aftershocks of being pounded by a rough dragon cock. He continues to charge into me, chasing his own release even as I go limp in his arms, resting my head on his shoulder.

I’m truly floating above the clouds. My insides are light. Heat incinerates all my thoughts, keeping me in a state of pure emotion. Intense sensations batter my core, relieving the tightness in my pussy.

This moment is magical. Irreplaceable. My dragon just took me in the sky and made me come.

“Druk, please.” My pussy squeezes his cock, milking him. “Give me your seed to carry. I’ll keep it warm in my belly.”

“Melissa!” He yells my name as he allows himself to orgasm.

Dragon cum rains down on my pussy. It sprays my walls until I’m coated in his seed. Then his knot starts to swell, plugging up my cunt so I don’t waste a single drop of his precious baby-making batter.  

“I love being stuffed and sealed by your cock,” I tell him. “It’s a beautiful feeling.”

“I love coming in your raw cunt. We’re mating in the most primal way possible.”

He hugs me tighter as his knot balloons and pushes his seed into my womb so it can take. I luxuriate in the warmth generated by our bodies as I keep my legs locked around him, closing my eyes.

We stay in the sky for hours, luxuriating in each other’s presence until dawn breaks.


FOUR


Druk

I woke up with a hard-on the next day. After my knot subsided, I returned Melissa to her house. She was well-sated from our sexual union and seeing her so happy brought down my resistance.

“See me again,” I begged her. “I want to spend more time with you. I’ll even sell my house if that’s what it takes.”

“I’ll come by the tea house in the evening,” she promised. “When do you close?”

“Nine,” I reply. “I’ll make you dinner. You can sleep at my place.”

“Doubt we’ll be doing much sleeping.” Melissa winked, setting my blood on fire.  

“Table number four is asking when their order will be ready.” Terrence taps on the counter. I’m forcefully pulled back into the present. The tea house is filling up fast. “You’re out of it today, dude.”

“Sorry. I’m doing my best.” I move my hands, fighting the errant memories in my brain.

I can’t focus on making tea when my mind is filled with images of Melissa’s naked body pressed against mine. Her breasts were stunning, crowned with huge areolae and hard nipples. I lost my mind when I saw thin trails of white leaking over her massive mounds. She was an erotic vision of fertility and motherhood, demanding to be impregnated.

I couldn’t stop myself from spilling my semen in her hot pussy and giving her the baby she desperately craves. I wasn’t thinking of consequences. But if she gets knocked up, I’m ready to take responsibility. I’ll be there to support her in every way possible. Heck, I’ll marry her, and that has nothing to do with our child. I just want her to be my wife. The whole world will know that she belongs to me then. Nothing will be able to separate us, not even her mother.

The day crawls by slowly. Every moment is sluggish, as I keep looking at the clock, waiting for nine pm to arrive.

Finally, after I’ve exasperated Terrence, our last customer leaves.

“Tell me what’s going on,” my best friend asks. “It’s not like you to be so distracted. Does this have something to do with Melissa?”

I raise my hands. “Promise you won’t blow your fuse.”

“So it is about her.”

“Listen. I know how you feel about her mother messing with satyr lands, but Melissa has nothing to do with it.”

“She hurt you,” Terrence replies. “That’s enough to put her on my blacklist.”

“I hurt her, too,” I emphasize. “Have you not seen the scar on her face?”

“You weren’t intentionally trying to cause her harm.” I love Terrence’s passion as he defends me. I know the tea house would have struggled without him. He joined forces with me at a time when I was the most hated citizen of Enchantment. I’m pretty sure that’s what triggered the mayor to target the satyrs. She couldn’t stand to see anyone helping me.

That’s why I can’t keep important information from Terrence. He’s my business partner, my one true friend who is always looking out for me.

“Terrence, she offered me two million to sell the tea house. Apparently, some real estate developer wants it.” My breath trembles on the next exhale. “I checked the documents and it all looks legitimate.”

Terrence’s chocolate brown eyes widen. “You’re thinking of closing down the tea house?”

“I’ll give you a sizeable chunk of the money if we do shut down,” I promise. “After all, you were the one who contacted that magazine and made us famous.”

“I made us famous so we could keep running this shop together.” Terrence looks stung by my offer. “I thought we had something special here. A one-of-a-kind monster business that could show humans what they’re missing out on.”

“The tea house is…” My throat chokes. I’m surprised by how attached I am to this place and how much I want to stay here. Every dent on the wall, every pretty detail is a memory. I put up the rose wallpaper myself to pay homage to my grandmother. This historic property is more than a shop; it’s a home. I can picture Melissa walking down the stairs with her pregnant stomach. I can envision our children running around outside in the garden. It’s the perfect place to raise a family while running a business. Terrence and I would always be able to watch over my kids while Melissa worked. My kids would always have their dad around, something I never did because my father abandoned me and left me with my grandmother. “It’s a very special place. You’re right about that.”

“See? So why are you trying to sell it? Has that witch Melissa cast a spell on you?”

“Terrence, don’t be unkind to her. She’s just doing her job.”

“The tea house is a refuge for a lot of people,” he says. “I urge you to think about your customers.”

“I’m not planning to sell,” I say, even though I told Melissa I’d sell it to her if she came to meet me tonight. Still, my heart clamors in my chest, resisting the notion. I’ve settled into a life of cozy comfort and quiet luxury. I can imagine myself doing this long-term, even when I have kids. The tea house is more than a building; it’s a way of life. Terrence is right; this building is a sanctuary for a lot of people. Including me. It’s where I rebuilt my life after the mayor drove me out of town. It has been my refuge for years. Even if I buy a big house in the city, it wouldn’t feel the same. I have ties to this place.

As if on cue, the shop door opens. The bell greets Melissa. She’s wearing a gray pantsuit tonight. She must have come straight from work.

“Is she here to do her job?” Terrence’s eyebrows furrow in anger.

“No, she’s here to spend time with me. We have reconnected recently.” I scratch my nose sheepishly. “I didn’t tell you because I knew you wouldn’t approve.”

“Dude, you need to think this through.” Terrence shakes his head. “Her mother is trouble. If she catches a whiff of your relationship, it’s over for you.”

“I can trust you to keep your mouth shut, right?” I ask.

Terrence taps his hooves indignantly. “Of course.”

“Hello, Terrence. You must be the best employee, staying even after the shop is closed.” Melissa tries to put her hand on his shoulder but he bats it away.

“Look who’s here.” His tone drips acid. “The biggest coward in town who can’t even stand up to her mother. You sure mommy won’t throw a fit if she knows you’re dating a dragon?”

I watch Melissa’s expression tense. Her mother has a lot of sway over her. I’ve always wanted to free her from that woman’s control but her position gives her a lot of authority.

“I’m not dating Druk,” Melissa clarifies. “We just had sex.”

“Just remember this.” Terrence puts his hands on his hips, tapping his hooves. “There will be hell to pay if you hurt Druk again. We satyrs own most of the land in town and your real estate business will take a hit if we refuse to do business with you.”

Melissa is unflappable. “Point taken. Now can we get some privacy?”

“You couldn’t pay me to stay in your presence.”  Terrence grunts, then takes off, slamming the door behind him.

“Don’t take it personally,” I tell her. “He hates your mom.”

“All the satyrs do,” Melissa replies. “I’m surprised they still let me handle their properties. Must be because I’m the only agent in town.”

Melissa puts her bag on the bar, stretching her hands over her head. She must have had a hectic day. She catches her breath, slipping into one of the bar stools.

“How are things at work?” I ask, slipping into the tea-making area to brew her a special drink. I’m sure the enchanted pixie rose tea will help with the tiredness.

A line digs into Melissa’s forehead. Looks like I struck a nerve. “Bad,” she says. “Real bad. I might have to close down soon.”

“Oh baby, come here.” I abandon my tea-making. I dash to her side, drawing her body to my chest and rubbing circles on her stomach. “Do you want to talk about it?”

Melissa nods, before launching into a long story about how her accountant defrauded her. Anger surges in me. She spent so much effort to build a great business. I remember the all-nighters she used to put in years ago when the business was still young.

“So unless you make me sell my house, your company will go out of business,” I surmise. My pulse is drumming in my ears. I want to protect Melissa’s happiness. I know she always dreamed of working in real estate. But what I told Terrence stands. I can’t let go of the tea house. It’s my dream.  

“I didn’t say that.” Melissa’s tone sharpens. “I don’t want you to pity me. Or do anything because you feel bad for me. Of course, I’d like you to sell your property and move to the city so you can live a life free from discrimination. But that’s because I…care about you.”

The way she stopped, and tried to resist tells me she didn’t intend to tell me that she does care about me and she doesn’t like it. Things have been progressing fast between us. Due to the cookie mishap, we already had sex on the day we reunited. The momentum of our chemistry pushes us forward but there are still so many concerns that need to be addressed.

Right now, though, I just want to hold my precious, petite woman in my arms and escape from reality.

“You care about me?” I brush my thumb against her lips. “Do you mean that?”

Melissa’s pale skin colors with splotches of pink. “I wasn’t going to tell you,” she answers. “But it came out. Druk, I never stopped loving you. Yesterday night you made me realize how much I want to have your babies. I can’t imagine anyone else as the father of my child.”

Every time she talks of babies, it hits a forbidden spot in me. My base instincts flare, forming a heated knot in my groin. I recall how I buried my cock in her and stuffed her with my seed. The memory alone is enough to get me hard again.  

“Baby, don’t go saying things like that.” I bring her hand to my erection. “Or I’ll ravish you on the table right now.”

“I’d love to be ravished by you,” Melissa flirts. “But you’re right. We can’t avoid the problems in our relationship forever. The way things stand, we’re never going to be together. I’d like you to sell the house. My mother is determined to remove you from the town and I can’t stand and watch you be mistreated.”

My throat feels heavy with hopelessness. Stealing moments with her is great for now, but I’m already entangled in emotions. My brain is already imagining a future with her. A future where our kids can live in peace.

“How much money do you need?” I ask. “I have some saved up.”

Melissa clicks her tongue. “I’m not taking your money.”

“You’re the woman I love. I want you to be happy.”

“You’re too good for me.” She sighs, rubbing her delicate fingers against my chest. I love being touched by her. The contrast between my big, monstrous body and her delicate, feminine one is incredible. “How did I meet a caring, generous dragon like you?”

“Luck?” I venture.

“I love you, Druk. I don’t mind if we can only have stolen moments together. I’d rather have this with you than nothing.”

“I love you, too.” I sandwich her hand between mine, engulfing her beige skin with my green one. “Baby, will you be honest with me?”

Melissa swallows. Her eyes are bloodshot and tired.

I continued, “Why did block me after that incident? Did you hate me so much that you couldn’t stand me? Did you stop loving me? I need to know.”

Melissa looks away, tears gathering in her eyes. “At first, I was shocked by what had happened. Then, I forgave you because I knew it was a mistake. I loved you and I know you loved me, too. But my mom didn’t want us to get back together. She threatened to sue you for assault and bodily harm. She has enough evidence and power to make sure you go to prison.”

“You did it for me?” My jaw drops as the truth hits me like a bomb. “You were trying to protect me.”

“At first, I thought I could forget about us. I thought keeping the scar would help.” Melissa fidgets with her belt, showing me the cheek that’s marred by the burn mark. “But it didn’t. I couldn’t stop thinking of us. The more men I saw, the more I realized that you were a true gem. You look at me like I’m the hottest woman in the world while most men can’t look past my scars.”

“That’s because you are hot.” I stroke her hair. “You’re my fierce, loyal, sexy girl who protects me and makes me want to protect her.” I bring her hand up to my lips and kiss it. “You don’t have to be afraid of your mother. I doubt she can send me to prison if you, as the victim, claim that it was an accident.”

Melissa sighs. “Actually, I checked that with a lawyer and he said you’ll still go to prison despite my statement. You might get a more lenient sentence, though.”

Dammit, she thought of everything. I can’t believe she has been visiting lawyers.

“Maybe I deserve to go to jail for hurting you,” I say. “Maybe that’s my karma.”

“No.” Her emphatic response makes my ribcage shake. “It was a mistake, Druk. I remember that night so clearly. You’d think my trauma would have buried it in my subconscious but the details are so clear in my mind. I can never forget your heartbroken expression when you realized what you’d done. Also, I’m not having the father of my child be an ex-convict.”

“But you want me far away, where I can’t even see my child?” I raise my eyebrow. “That’s not fair, Melissa.”

What Terrence said before comes back to haunt me. Melissa has never been able to stand up to her mother. Now I understand why. I don’t want my child to live with that same fear.

“I would love to raise a family with you,” Melissa replies. “But I’m afraid it will only make your life miserable.”

“What if we raised them together in the tea house?” I ask. “It’s not officially in town.”

“But our child would have to go to school in town,” Melissa responds. “They’ll be bullied.”

I place a hand over her stomach. “What if you’re pregnant already? I knotted you yesterday. My seed is already in your womb and you’re going to get pregnant soon.”

“I’ll have the child,” Melissa assures me. “My mom can’t stop me from doing that.”

“But you want to send me away to another city? I want to raise my kid with you.” I wave my hand around. “Won’t it be wonderful for them to grow up in this tea house where I can watch over them while I work?”

“That sounds beautiful,” Melissa agrees. “But I don’t know, Druk. Things are so difficult right now. I’m not sure I could forgive myself for keeping you in this town when everybody hates you because of me.”

“I don’t care about the hate. I’m used to it already,” I say. “All I want is you.”

Melissa worries her lip, unable to respond. There are a lot of things weighing on her mind now. Her business, her mom, and what she might do. I should give her some time to figure things out.  

And while she’s making up her mind, I can influence her to choose me. I’m not going to wait passively anymore. I’m going to charm her and make her see that our future will be happy, no matter what people think of us.

While our intimate time is precious, I want more than sex with Melissa. I want to explore the world with her, and make memories. I want to date her properly and woo her like she deserves to be wooed.

“Can I take you on a date?” I blurt out. “I’m going on a research trip to the Monster Treats Bazaar in Red Orchard. Come with me. We’ll spend the day stuffing ourselves and having fun.”

“That sounds amazing.” Melissa rubs her chest. “I miss going out with you.”

I kiss her forehead. “It’s in three days. I don’t believe anyone we know will be there.”

“I can’t wait to get away from this town and let my hair down.”

“It’s okay, baby. It’s safe.” I hug her. “If we can only date in secret, then we need to make the most of it.”

“I’m so happy to be with you,” Melissa says, laying her head against my chest. That’s exactly where it belongs.


FIVE


Melissa

Dating Druk feels like drowning in a sea of sweetness and warmth.

His tea house is the best place to meet. There’s hot tea and refreshments on hand all the time. I meet him late in the evening as he’s closing down. Then we both go up to the third floor where he lives, eat dinner together, talk, and cuddle all night.

Today, Druk has brought me to the nearby small town of Red Orchard for a date. I made sure to wear my best wrap dress. It’s red with white polka dots and the neck is low enough to bare my milk-filled breasts. Druk hasn’t been able to keep his eyes off me. I’m sure he’ll be milking me when we fly back. Having sex in the sky is such a unique experience. I’ll never get tired of it. It satisfies my desire to let people know that we’re together but also protects us.

“Baby, you look so pretty in that dress.” Druk lays an affectionate kiss on my head. “My cock hasn’t calmed down since you showed up wearing that.”

“That was the idea,” I tease.

“Are your tits feeling okay? Not too full?”

“Not yet,” I reply. “Are you getting impatient to drink my cream?”

“I’m always impatient for that,” he jokes, gathering me close. Since we’re away from Enchantment and Red Orchard is an open-minded, progressive town filled with monster-human couples, we should be fine with some PDA.

The coziness of being locked against his body makes the world feel like a warmer place. We have sex every night and it goes on for hours until we’re both wrung out. We’re making up for all the time we spent apart. I won’t be surprised if I’m already pregnant. I rub my stomach, imagining a little dragon baby developing inside me. Happiness surges through my veins.

I desire this baby so much. Growing a special new life has been my dream. I’m thirty. I’m ready to take this step, especially when it’s with the man I love.

Druk has been holding my hand since we arrived here. We get curious glances from some people, mostly because of my burn scar. But that doesn’t bother me. I’m in my own bubble.

“Those donuts look good,” Druk grumbles. “You want one?”

“You’re going to make me fat even before I get pregnant,” I joke.

Druk gives me a flirty smile. “Your body is already sexy and it’ll look sexier with more curves.”

“If you say so,” I tease.

“Gotta get one of those, too.” Druk points to a nearby stall selling cotton candy. “They’re popular. I have to study them so I can figure out the recipe.”

I cough. “Is this a date or a research trip?”

“It can be a research trip and a date.”

My hair billows in the breeze as I trot next to my monster boyfriend. We can be open about our love for each other here and it’s a relief.

The day flies by in a pleasant daze. We try everything that appeals to us. My breasts are filling up with milk, aided by all the water I’m drinking and the food I’m eating. Apparently, it takes a week for the effect of the lactation cookie to fade away. Until then, I’m enjoying my new kink, breastfeeding my hungry boyfriend.

Druk’s hips graze mine as we walk side to side. Each contact reminds me of the powerful pull between our bodies. My pussy is sore from throbbing hard for his dick.

Druk looks like he’s feeling the same. “Baby, I can’t hold myself back anymore.”

He seizes my waist and drags me to an isolated spot. We can still see the fair from here but we have some privacy. “What’s wrong?” I ask.

“I can’t wait to do this.” His fingers rest under my chin as his mouth swoops down. He seals our lips in a fierce kiss that makes fireworks explode in my stomach.

My pussy groans with arousal, sending wet streams down my thighs. When he deepens the kiss, the ache between my legs becomes intolerable. I don’t care if he fucks me behind a tree or in front of everyone. The emptiness in my cunt demands to be filled by a monstrous cock.

His tongue slowly tastes every corner of my mouth, providing pleasing friction when it slides against my own. My moans become tight, keening noises. I lock my arms around him, pulling us closer together so he can savor me better.

The heat generated by our bodies invites me to open my legs and rub my needy pussy against his bulging erection. Though we’re wearing clothes, my pussy tingles every time it goes over the ridge of his swollen dick.

In the span of a few days, my body has become addicted to him again. Only his massive monster cock will do. I shiver, remembering how he’s half-monster and how his primal drive makes him come into my unprotected pussy every time. Being bred by Druk is a marvelous experience.

He has introduced me to kinks I never knew about lactation and breeding. Maybe someday, I can introduce him to the magic of a pregnancy kink. I’d love to continue being fucked even when I’m knocked up. I don’t think I could live without intimacy. Any time I’m within five feet of Druk, my body prickles with warmth, demanding release.

Druk’s solid hands roam my back, caressing my spine. He moans into my mouth, making me shiver. I want to be melded to him forever. Being separated from my beautiful monster is the worst kind of torture.

But our special moment comes to an abrupt end when somebody makes a loud noise, startling us.

We immediately pull apart, aware of the fact that we’re supposed to keep our relationship hidden. Every pair of eyes is a threat. Every noise sounds like disapproval.

I squint at the tall, reedy man standing before us. He’s wearing a three-piece gray suit, his hair combed back. Something about his face looks familiar.

Druk goes into protective mode. He shields my body with him, growling at the stranger. “Who are you?”

“I thought it was you.” The man steps sideways so that he’s in my vision. “Melissa Storm. I’m Tony Kimber.”

My knees buckle. Shit. No way.

Of all the people I could run into, it had to be him.

Druk catches me before my knees meet the ground. He holds me steady, supporting me with his beefy arms. “Are you alright?”

“Yeah. I’m fine.” My head throbs with pain. “Mr. Kimber. I didn’t think we’d meet here. I’ve called your office many times.”

“I wasn’t at work for the last few days. I’ve been taking my time exploring this area.” He cocks his head at Druk. “And who might this be?”

“I’m Druk, the owner of Dragon’s Tea House.”

“Ah.” Mr. Kimber reaches into his pocket and hands Druk a business card. “You own the property I’m interested in.”

“I don’t think I’ll be selling.” Druk is stiff as a wooden board. “The tea house is a family legacy and we are doing well.

“So I’ve heard.” Mr. Kimber raises his eyebrow. “A famous tea shop sounds promising. We could do with an attraction like that at the resort.”

“You’d let him keep the tea house?” My jaw drops. “But why?”

“I’ve been looking for unique eateries related to monsters and magic,” Mr. Kimber explains. “That’s why I’m here. I’m looking for local artisans and chefs who’ll come work for me. I want the resort to be a special experience for humans. It won’t just be a relaxing getaway but a complete immersion into an otherworldly experience. They’ll get to see myth and magic at its finest. All the food will be made by monsters using their traditional practices and magic. It will be the only resort in the world where guests can eat such rare delicacies. That alone should draw a lot of foodies.”

“But…” I stutter. “You said the resort is for only humans. I thought you didn’t want monsters on the premises.”

“Nonsense. The resort is meant to be a novelty, a rare place where humans can be surrounded by monsters. Since monsters are rare and mostly stay close to their natural habitats there are none in cities. Urban dwellers see them as a living legend. They don’t often get to meet monsters or be immersed in their ways. So I assumed only humans would be interested in a resort staffed by monsters. But looking around Red Orchard has me reconsidering my plans.”   

I swallow. I thought Mr. Kimber was like my mother but he seems to have no hatred against monsters. In fact, it’s the exact opposite. He wants to introduce humans to the ways of monsters and facilitate exchange between the species.

“I had you wrong,” Druk admits. “I thought you were one of those anti-monster people.”

Mr. Kimber laughs, stroking his white bowling hat. “I assure you I’m not. Most people in the city are like monsters. They’d pay handsomely to spend some time with them, learning their culture.”

“I really hope you get to build that resort.” It’s rare to hear Druk praise someone but I understand. Mr. Kimber’s plan is genius. It would make Enchantment a wonderful place, a place where humans come to understand monsters.

“I already have enough financing to start work,” Mr. Kimber says. “I’ve bought all the land surrounding the tea house. All the permits have been issued by the mayor and everything is going according to plan.” He takes off his head and bows to Druk.“I’ll be disturbing you with construction noise for the next few months but I hope it will all be worth it in the end.”

Druk and I exchange glances.

That’s when Mr. Kimber’s phone rings. “Sorry for taking up your time. I’ll be visiting Enchantment in a few days. I’d love to have a more formal chat with the two of you then. Now, if you’ll excuse me I must take this call.”

He wanders off, discussing business with whoever has called him.

“Looks like coming here was a great idea,” I say, slipping my hand into Druk’s. “It has opened my mind to so many new possibilities.”

“We might be able to save your agency and the tea house at the same time,” Druk agrees.
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We’re grinning when we make it to our hotel room. The plan was to leave but my breasts are full of milk. It hurts to even walk. They chafe against my dress when they bounce with my steps so I insisted on being drained ASAP. Druk, being the sweetest, most caring boyfriend, immediately got us a hotel room at the only hotel in Red Orchard, The Swan’s Wings.

“Kimber doesn’t seem like an awful guy,” Druk admits as he locks the door behind us. “I’m glad I don’t have to sell my tea house. I can get paid by partnering with his resort. You can use that money to revive your agency since you were the one who facilitated the introduction between us. Everyone wins.”

“You make it all sound so easy when it’s basically you giving me your money,” I say.

“I’m not going to take that money to my grave.” His palms cup my breasts. The discomfort in my chest is magnified by the knowledge that his hands are on me. I want to be liberated from this pain and only he can liberate me. I dream of him squeezing, licking, and sucking my tits. The warmth from his skin is seeping through my clothes, making my core burn with need. “Consider it my compensation for the lactation cookie mishap.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t call it a mishap.” My lips curve upward. “I love being milked by you.”

That’s all the motivation he needs. He picks me up like I weigh nothing and hurls me on the bed. His talons rip my dress apart, freeing my engorged mounds. “I’ve been waiting to do that.”

He licks my swollen nipples, stimulating a letdown. Milk sprays from both my teats, drenching his face.

“I love when your tits squirt milk. You make so much cream. You’d make a great mother, always overflowing for our babies.” He grabs my tits, squishing them together and fitting both leaking buds into his mouth. Then he squeezes me so both my boobs keep spraying milk into his mouth. Every time the spray from my teats becomes a trickle, he uses his tongue to poke my buds.

The sheer passion and love he shows me have my pussy tingling like an electric wire. His dragon tail, thick and scaly winds up my thighs. It slips under my dress. Using the tip, he pulls down my waistband so he can gain access to my pussy.

The moment the leathery tip of his tail brushes my clit, my back arches off the bed. He drags the upper part of his appendage back and forth over my clitoris, reminding me that I’m fucking a dragon. A beast.

A very ravenous beast.

His teeth catch on my sore breasts as he angles his mouth to keep receiving my fresh breast cream. Each time his teeth saw over my leaking titties, my pussy groans with satisfaction. The sharp edge of his teeth sting just enough to make sex exciting without making it painful.

Druk holds my hands over my head, pressing down on my wrists with his palm. “Baby girl, you’re not going anywhere until I’m done with you. This is your punishment for teasing me with those milk-dripping tits during the festival.”

My cleavage was on display all throughout and I was hoping to have this effect on him. I love being ravished by a dragon. Hard, fast, no-holds-barred sex is my favorite type of sex. And when you’re with a monster, you never have to doubt that he wants you bad.

“Druk,” I utter breathlessly as my core flutters around emptiness, cramping with need. “I love you. I want you to desire me forever.”

“I’ll never stop desiring you,” Druk reassures in a steady voice. “Even when you’re pregnant, I’ll rail you and watch your big belly bounce.”  

Druk’s tail slides over my clit faster and the tip draws circles around my swollen organ. His fingers were thick and smooth but the roughness from the scales on his tail added a new level of friction. My clit cries out every time his scaly tail grazes my overstimulated clit.

Tears spill from my eyes because I’m feeling too much. Every part of my body is charged with tension, packed with heat. I press my legs together, moaning like a needy whore. I’m so close to coming and Druk hasn’t even penetrated me. He probably won’t stick his cock in me because once he knots me, it’ll take hours for his knot to subside and I have to get back home soon before my mother begins to suspect my whereabouts.

When he shoves his tail into my dripping hole, I scream. It’s not as big as his cock, but it’s thick enough to stretch me well. My walls part around it, squeezing the scaly organ for maximum pleasure.

The rhythmic plunges of his tail are matched by the steady compression of my pussy walls. My cunt wraps around him, embracing his monstrous appendage and deriving pleasure from its assault.

Druk has been steadily guzzling my breastmilk, easing the pressure from my chest. When he suckles on my boob, I feel it all the way in my core. Pleasure lashes at me, growing more intense by the minute. My body is powerless under a monster. Helpless to do anything but split apart for him.

“I’m so close...” I expel a warm breath. “I want to make you feel good, too. Slide your cock between my boobs.”

Druk tuts.  

“Your pleasure is all that matters to me,” he whispers. “I’m here to ease your discomfort, not take from you. Come for me, Melissa. Let me hear how much you like being fucked by a dragon.”

Druk pops my nipples out of his mouth. My breasts sag, empty, and sated. The sudden relaxation coupled with the fast strokes of his tail sends me off to wonderland.

I’m gripped by the embrace of an earth-shattering orgasm. Liquid flows from my pussy, pooling on the sheets under me. Ecstasy rocks in my cunt like an invisible force drumming against my walls. My womb buzzes with the aftereffects of intimacy, growing warmer at the thought of being stuffed with dragon cum.

My walls grip his tail, not letting it go until the pleasant sensations begin to fade from my bloodstream.

I let out a sigh, staring at the face of the handsome monster hunched over me. There’s sweat on Druk’s green skin. But his eyes are shining with red light like his inner monster is controlling him.

“That was magical,” he declares. “I’m not going to wash my tail ever. I want to smell like your cunt.”

Laughter skitters out of my throat. Druk is so sweet even when he’s being filthy. I feel safe expressing my sexual needs when I’m with him. I feel safer accepting his desire and allowing my body to surrender to his cock because I know he will never hurt me.

Even the scar on my face and the bad memories of that day can’t erase my trust in him. I thought I’d flinch when his face was so close to mine, but all I wanted was for him to bring it even closer.

He seems to have overcome his fire-breathing problem. Nothing stands between us now.

“I love being spoiled by you,” I say, bracketing his face with my hands. “I feel precious when you take control of my body and give it to me. Nothing satisfies me like you.”

Druk’s gaze wavers as he's overcome by emotions. I spy moisture in his eyes but he closes them.

“Now that you’re drained, it’s time to clean up you.” Druk hoists me up and carries me to the bathroom, depositing my naked body in the bathtub. He turns on the water and it washes away traces of breastmilk stuck to my boobs.

We spend the rest of the evening relaxing in the bathtub, basking in the glow of our love.


SIX


Melissa

A month later…

“We did it!” I scream, clinking glasses with Terrence and Druk. Tea sloshes around the thin champagne flutes. It’s Druk’s latest creation—champagne tea. Unlike the name, the tea contains no alcohol at all. It’s the perfect drink for people who don’t consume alcohol—and for expectant mothers. As I glug it down, I am greeted by a subtle, elegant taste. The texture is smooth and bubbly at the same time, hitting all my spots perfectly. “This is going to be a hit with the customers,” I say.

“We’ve had people asking about holding graduation parties, birthday parties, and other celebrations here,” Terrence admits. “Druk has been working on getting the second floor ready as an event space.”

“That’ll be a great source of revenue,” I agree. “Not that you need more money. You just signed a contract with a huge resort.”

Druk shrugs. “But the resort will take two years to build. I need to safeguard my business until then.” His gaze softens when he spies my growing midsection. I missed my period last week. I thought it might be late, but it hasn’t come so far. That could mean I’m carrying his baby. He probably thinks that, too. I can’t wait to get a pregnancy test and confirm it. “Thank you Melissa for brokering the deal.”

I put my hands up, shaking my head. “I got a pretty hefty commission that’ll help my company stay afloat. I should be the one thanking you.”

“Good job.” Terrence gives me a thumbs-up. For the first time, the satyr doesn’t look hostile. His approval makes me happy. I want to be Druk’s wife, his baby mama, his everything. I love when people see me as worthy of him. I might have hurt him in the past, but this time, I’ll give him all I’ve got.

“You, too,” I say.

“I thought you were trying to get rid of us at first, but I was wrong. You want Druk to stay.” The glitter in Terrence’s eyes tells me it is not only for my work with Tony Kimber but for taking care of Druk. My dragon boyfriend smiles a lot now and he has started looking forward to the future. It’s probably because he’s dying to build a happy family with me and our first child may already be on the way.

The excitement of being able to meet my child soon, of holding a sweet bundle of joy in my arms has my stomach vibrating.

I know that Druk’s champagne tea has no alcohol, but I still refuse a second glass, choosing to snack on a lactation cookie instead. When the effect of the first one faded away, I knew I wanted to keep producing breastmilk. Sex while lactating has me addicted. I love the way Druk pampers my breasts, lavishing them with attention during intimate moments. I love nourishing him with my milk and feeling like a woman who is ready to become a mother. Most of all, I’m addicted to being milked by Druk. Being milked and fucked at the same time gives me powerful orgasms.

Terrence catches the blush spreading over my cheeks. “Do you guys have something else to say to me?”

“Apart from the fact that we’re dating each other?” Druk huffs, gray smoke curling out of his nostrils. “No.”

“So you’re back together.” Terrence takes the news pretty well considering how he was against us before. Maybe he sees that we’re good for each other. Druk solved the problem my business was facing and he has transformed me as a person. I’m no longer scared or haunted by the past. I’m a goddess ready to birth new life and open my heart to a man who thinks the world of me. The demons of our past have no power over us anymore.

“I’ll take care of Druk’s heart like it’s my own,” I tell Terrence. “I understand how much I need him now. I’ll never let him go. He’s mine.”

Terrence coughs. “Woah, look at you getting all possessive.”

He combs his fingers through his curly brown hair. “Actually, I have a date tonight, too. With a sexy troll.”

“All the best, I guess?” I say. Terrence deserves to find love. After he had his heart broken by a cold gargoyle, he has stayed single. It’s not easy to find gay monsters and humans don’t do it for him, apparently.

“I should leave you guys to celebrate in private.” Terrence retreats. “I have to leave or I’ll be late. Don’t want to make a bad first impression on my man on our first date.”

“I’m sure he’ll fall for you,” Druk says as Terrence waves goodbye and bolts out the door.

As soon as we’re alone, the tension between us snaps. After hours of stolen glances, I need to feel his skin on mine.

Druk kneads my ass cheeks and I lean into his mouth, stealing a kiss from him.

That transforms Druk into a wild beast. His talons skitter down the back of my dress. He pulls down the zip, roughly tearing the garment away from my body. My bra is the next thing he attacks. It flops down to the floor, followed by my panties. I undo his belt and let him hobble out of his pants.

When he takes off his boxers, I barely have any time to admire his massive green pole. He immediately pushes me over to the nearest table, pressing my back flat against the wooden surface. His hands push my thighs apart and he holds my ankles so he can get a prime view of my intimate folds.

“Open those legs for me. I’m going to breed that cunt properly this time.” He hisses. He’s not in the mood for gentle teasing tonight and neither am I. My pussy is already lubricated, ready to swallow his cock. I can’t keep myself from turning into a dripping whore every time I’m near him. He has an incredible effect on my body, triggering my sex drive effortlessly.

Maybe it’s the forbidden thrill of fucking a dragon I shouldn’t be fucking. Whatever it is, my pussy is burning with the power of arousal. It hungers for a masculine touch, a dominant cock that can make me feel how special I am.

Druk’s dick moves along my pussy, tantalizing me for what’s to come. The roughness of his scales provides the perfect sensation as it grates my clit. My nerves spark with tension. Blood thrums in my cunt. My body comes alive when he demands more of me by crushing my breasts.

The pain of being filled with milk sizzles through my veins, but I’m not full enough to start dripping yet.

“Give me your seed. Let me make you a Daddy,” I plead.

“I can’t wait until you’re ripe and ready to pop out my baby.” Druk’s cock presses into my center, sending shivers up my spine. My pussy throbs hungrily, eager to welcome the intrusion that promises heaven. “I want happiness with you, Melissa. A wholesome, deeply fulfilling life filled with home, family, food, and laughter.”

“And sex,” I remind him, pushing my hips forward to grab his cock. “I’m going to keep getting pregnant until we have enough children for a football team.”

Druk groans, his primal nature going into overdrive, moving his hips in wild abandon to drive his cock into my fluttering pussy. I accept every inch of him, my eyes screwing closed in pleasure as his girth pulls apart my intimate walls.

“You feel incredible,” he mutters. “No other pussy can match yours. We never use lube because your cunt is always dripping for me.”

“You make me horny,” I confess. “Especially when you’re breeding me.”

“Breeding you is my favorite thing in the world.” Druk’s grin deepens. “I can’t wait to hold your swollen belly and announce to the world that I impregnated you.”

He moves in me with intention, taking his time to make sure every nerve in my body feels his cock scraping my raw pussy. Taking him without any condoms, unprotected, makes me feel so good.

Druk’s fingers play my clit, his tail drawing lazy shapes around my areolae. When I start to feel him deep inside me, he changes the pace.

His strokes are hard and demanding now. My body starts to feel numb in a good way. I can surrender to the natural heat between us and let it do all the work. Sex with Druk is easy. My back bounces against the table as he hits me at deep angles, repeatedly rubbing against my G-spot. Every momentary brush against my sensitive bundle of nerves is like being shot in outer space.

Right as I’m about to let go and surrender to his brutal breeding, a loud noise interrupts us.

I turn my head toward the door of the tea house.

Standing there, dressed in a severe black dress, is the last person I want to see: my mother. Her face is ashen with shock.

“What is happening?” She screams, her eyes going to Druk. “Get off my daughter, you monster!”

Druk jerks back, dazed by what’s happening. My cunt aches when he pulls out his cock suddenly. The joy fizzing inside me is gone, replaced by terror and shame. My mother just caught us naked, with his cock drilling into my unprotected cunt. This is the worst possible scenario.

“Mom, no! He didn’t force me.” I jump to my feet, my engorged breasts slapping against my chest. Thank goodness I’m not leaking milk or my mother would have a heart attack. “Stay away from Druk.”

I block her path to the dragon, wedged between them like a human shield. Even though I’m not wearing a stitch of clothing and my thighs are wet with my juices, the need to protect Druk overcomes every other emotion.

I won’t let anyone accuse him wrongly this time.

“Melissa put on some clothes!” My mother flaps her hands around indignantly. She hisses at Druk. “You, too, Dragon.”

We both hurriedly pick up the clothes we discarded and fit ourselves into them as fast as we can. It’s an awkward dance, our limbs smashing against each other as we try to find balance.

When we’re decently dressed, my mother presses her temples. “Melissa, I’m disappointed in you.”

“Why? Because I had sex with a dragon?” All the bitterness and anguish rise up from the bottom of my heart. For years, I’ve endured my mother’s judgment as I dated Druk. She has always looked down on me for choosing to love a monster even though there’s nothing wrong with it. Monster-human couples aren’t rare or socially disadvantaged in any way.

“He must have forced you. Is that why you’ve been spending so much time at the tea house? I thought you were convincing him to sell the property. I should have suspected you’d let him take advantage of you. You were always so naïve.”

“I’m not naïve. I’m in love with Druk. You’ve done everything to separate us, but nothing you do will work because we are meant to be together.” I huff out a long breath. “Also, I sealed the deal with Tony Kimber.”

“For a partnership!” she replies in a shrill voice. “I can’t dissuade that odd man from building a resort staffed with monsters. I’ll have to find some way to revoke his permits.”

“That would be illegal,” I remind her.

“I don’t care.” She flips her blonde hair, narrowing her icy blue eyes at me. “Enchantment will be free of monsters, no matter what it takes.”

“Druk will stay,” I tell her. “I’m not letting him go anywhere. We’re going to build a family together in this town and change everyone’s mind.”

“Nonsense.” For the first time, my mother shows an inkling of insecurity. She must be worried about me being pregnant after she saw us having sex. That would complicate her plans. I feel the burn of satisfaction imagining myself announcing the news of our baby’s arrival.

“I love her.” Druk steps forward, facing my mother head-on. His words make the room go silent. “I want to have a family with her, marry her, and keep her forever.”

“You don’t have the right,” my mother grits out. “You’re the one who burned her face!”

“I’m sorry for that. I’ll make sure she gets surgery so she doesn’t have to suffer anyone. I have enough money to pay for it.”

I put my finger on his lips, silencing him. He doesn’t need to make excuses for the past. That’s behind us already.

“Mom, it doesn’t matter whether I have a scar or not. I love Druk, too. I want to have his children and stay by his side. We want the same things out of life.” I grab his hand tightly. “He’s the best partner I could ask for. He’s kind, understanding, nurturing. He even helped me save my business.”

“He’s a monster!” My mother screams as if possessed. “Can’t you see? He’s a dragon. You can’t marry him. I forbid it.”

“You don’t get to decide my life!” I fight back, tears stinging my eyes. I’ve had enough of her controlling me like I’m a doll, a pawn in her game to get back at my father for hurting her. “And Druk is not Dad. He will never cheat on me. Dragons mate for life. You know that very well.”

“I promise I’ll honor her and take care of her in every way,” Druk adds. “I have never been with or wanted to be with any woman except Melissa. She’s the only one for me. I can’t mate with another woman even if I wanted to.”

My mother scoffs. “So what if you’re faithful? That hardly makes you human. What happens to my daughter if you go into a rage and throw a fireball at her? She’ll end up dead.”

Druk’s spine stiffens. “I would never harm her, even if I’m angry.”

“He doesn’t even get angry,” I protest. “Even when you lashed out at him, even when you made his life miserable, even when I annoy him, Druk never gets mad. He’s a saint.”

“You’re so foolish, Melissa.” My mother’s forehead becomes lined with creases. “Monsters show you their best face when they’re courting you. But everything changes once they have you.”

“Just because Dad mistreated you doesn’t give you the right to label all monsters as predatory. Bad things happen in all marriages, Mom, even in marriages between humans. Human men cheat more than monsters. Most monsters are bound by their biology to stay faithful to the mother of their child.”

My mother’s shoulders tremble with anger. She hates being questioned. That’s probably because she knows she’s illogical and has no proof for her bias against monsters. In fact, all the facts point to the contrary. Monster marriages last longer, have better sex, and are overall more satisfactory. Monsters have more children and many types of creatures are devoted parents.

I gasp when my mother’s heels clack against the ground. She seizes my wrist, pulling me away from Druk. “Come home with me, Melissa, or you know what I’ll do.”

“You can’t force me,” I say.

“I can and I will. You are going to do as I say or I’ll be sending your beloved dragon to prison. He’ll never see the light of day again.”

The statement injects fear into my heart. I know Druk said he doesn’t mind being jailed but I do. I won’t have him suffer at my expense for a crime he didn’t commit.

My pride bristles at listening to my mother, but what choice do I have?

“It’s not fair,” I muse. “You can’t let your hatred for Dad ruin my life.”

“You’re the one ruining your life by letting a monster take advantage of you.” My mother’s nails dig into my skin like sharp spikes.

Druk is frozen in place. He is worrying his lip, his tail flopping up and down on the floor. He must be conflicted, too.

My mother bares her teeth at Druk.

“If you ever lay a hand on her again, you’ll be in jail for assault.” My mother’s every word is stuffed with rage and indignation. She thinks she’s protecting me but all she’s protecting is the irrational hatred she has harbored in her heart for years. “Don’t ever let me see you in town. If you contact Melissa again, I’ll make sure you two can never be together.”

I give Druk a small nod, mouthing to him that I will figure it out.

His shoulders flatten. My mom doesn’t wait for his response. She just drags me out of the tea house, into the lonely night.

Into a lonely life without Druk.


SEVEN


Druk

Despair comes over me like a shadow the moment the mayor’s car pulls away. I slump down on the nearest chair. Silence envelops me like a tomb.

My body is shaking violently. I’m afraid I’ve lost Melissa forever. Her mother holds my fate in her hands. Unless I have something I can use to stop her, it’ll be the same tragedy even if Melissa and I meet again.

A tap on the door startles me. It’s ten pm. Who would be haunting my doorstep at such a late hour? Did Melissa flee and come back. I jump to my feet, eagerly throwing the door open.

“Are you—” I stop when I see that the late-night guest isn’t Melissa or her mother.

It’s Tony Kimber. He’s wearing a suit that’s perfectly pressed. His maroon tie is crisp. He doesn’t have a single hair out of place. His presence here startles me.

“What are you doing here at this hour?”

“Thought I could have a chat with you.” Tony takes off his bowler hat. His wiry brown hair blows in the breeze. Despite being in the worst possible mood, I feel bad turning him away. He looks hungry and my natural instinct is to nourish every client who walks into the tea house.

“Come on in. I’ll make some tea for you,” I say.

Tony’s footsteps are lethargic. He looks like he’s hesitating. I check the pot behind the counter. Due to Terrence leaving early, I still have a lot of champagne tea left. I blow fire gently on the pot, heating it enough so the liquid is at a pleasantly warm temperature.

Tony watches me, wonderstruck. “It’s the first time I’ve seen a dragon breathe fire,” he admits. “Your flames are purple. I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Dragon flame varies in color depending on the individual’s bloodline,” I inform him. My hands work quickly to stir the tea. I strain it into a glass, sliding it over the bar to Tony. “This is champagne tea. You look like you need a drink.”

Tony cracks a wan smile. “You’re right. I do.”

“So. What brings you by at this hour? Do you want to talk about our partnership?” I ask.

“No, actually…” Tony takes a gulp of the tea. His back snaps straight. “Wow. This stuff is amazing. Does it have alcohol?” He rubs his thumb over the lip of the class, eyes alight with curiosity.

“No alcohol,” I say. “I made it, especially for people who don’t drink.”

“Wow, that’s great. I’ve never tasted anything like it. It must be popular.”

“I haven’t put it on the menu yet,” I say.

“You must,” Tony insists. “This is a magnificent culinary creation. I am impressed by your originality. Monsters can do so many things humans can’t.”

Despite his sincere praise, my mind is filled with thoughts of Melissa. I end up blurting out, “I made it for my girlfriend. She might be pregnant.”

“Your girlfriend, Melissa Storm?”

I nod. “Unfortunately, her mom doesn’t want us to be together. I wanted to celebrate with her tonight.”

Tony’s ears stick up. “So she doesn’t get along with her mom?”

“The mayor hates me, and she has too much power over the town for us to do anything about it. She might try to dissuade Melissa from having our baby.” I close my eyes. “I can’t bear to lose our child.”

“Things sound complicated.” Tony slurps more tea.  “I heard in town that you’re pretty much despised because of the scar you gave Melissa.”

“It was an accident,” I say. “She and I both know it. But her mom made a big issue out of it and suddenly everyone in town is wary of monsters.”

“Is that why you left Enchantment?” Tony Kimber asks.

“What else could I do?”

“You know; I could sense the mayor’s anti-monster sentiments when I talked to her. It made me uncomfortable, but I liked the place so I insisted on building the resort here.” Tony pauses. “Actually, there’s something about her I’d like to tell you. Who knows? It might help you control some of her influence. I don’t like that woman myself. She’s greedy and power-hungry.”

“You have something that could potentially make her step back?” I prop my elbows on the counter, leaning over. “Please tell me.”

Tony Kimber’s lips press into a thin line. I pour more tea into his empty glass. He digs into his briefcase and produces a few papers. “Something happened months ago,” she says. “I’ve kept a record of it but I didn’t know what to do with it.”

My gaze trickles down the pages, registering the incriminating evidence on them.

My deflated soul rises up like a phoenix, revived by the ammo Mr. Kimber has given me.

With this, I can finally end the mayor’s reign of hate.

I can finally make Melissa my wife.


EIGHT


Melissa

The next morning feels like a funeral. I lazily shake myself out of bed, dreading breakfast. If I skip, my mother will only criticize me more. I slowly step down the stairs to the dining room where a simple breakfast of toast and eggs awaits me.

“Melissa, good morning.” My mother smiles as if nothing happened. Like we’ve always been this friendly.

I don’t greet her. “I’m moving out of here,” I say. “I make my own money. I don’t need to stay here anymore.”  

My mother’s friendly countenance morphs into a nervous, controlling one. “Melissa, you can’t do that. Do you want to abandon your mother?”

“Mom, I’m grown up. I’m not a baby. I am an independent woman. It’s ridiculous that I still live with you at thirty when I’m a real estate agent who can find myself the perfect home.”

“No.” My mother’s authoritative voice rings out.  “You can’t leave. Or I’ll make sure that dragon suffers.”

“That’s ridiculous!” I scream. “You threatened to go to the police if I didn’t leave him. So I left him. But now you’re trying to coerce me into living with you?”

“You’re my daughter, Melissa. You’re the only person I have,” she says. “You can’t leave me. We will be living together until you find a suitable human husband.”

I stomp my foot in rebellion. “I’m not marrying a human when I love a monster.”

“Then you will live with me forever.”

As I advance toward the table, the smell of butter creeps into my nostrils. I feel queasy. My gag reflex is triggered.

“I can’t—” Unable to finish the sentence, I stumble over myself to get to the powder room. I cast up my accounts, coughing as more vomit comes out of my mouth. When I’ve emptied my stomach, I realize what’s happening.

My head is hurting but my heart is soaring. I’m definitely pregnant. I haven’t had my period and now I’m having morning sickness.

I stare at myself in the mirror. Even though I’m supposed to be in the most wonderful period of my life, I don’t look it. In one day, I’ve gone from glowing, happy, and fertile to ashen, sorrowful, and heartsick.

I wish Druk was here. He’d hold my hair while I threw up, rubbing my back gently and telling me everything was okay. Panic is surging inside me. My mother will definitely try to ruin things. And I don’t want to be judged the moment I discovered my pregnancy. It’s a happy occasion, a wonderful surprise I want to celebrate with my baby daddy.

But when I gargle and get back to the dining room, my mother is tapping on the table. Anxiety is etched onto her features.

My mother’s eyes widen. “Are you pregnant, Melissa?”

“Yeah,” I say. My insides are shivering. “I’m pregnant with Druk’s baby. What are you going to do about it?”

My mother’s lips thin into a line. Her jaw trembles. “You’re carrying a monster’s baby? Melissa, how can you do this to me? I only ever asked one thing of you. You just had to stay away from monsters and support me.”

“You had no right to ask that of me,” I lash out. Nausea churns my stomach. Looks like I’ll throw up again. “Who I love and whose children I bear is my own decision. You’re just controlling me because you don’t want to be alone. At first, I thought it was because you didn’t want me to get hurt. But even before Druk breathed fire on my face, you were looking for ways to break us up, even though Druk was the perfect boyfriend. It took me years to realize that you’re scared of being abandoned by me.”

“You’re mine.” My mother hisses. I can see that I’ve hit a raw nerve. She is afraid I’m going to leave. “I raised you and we’ve endured your father’s betrayal together. We only have each other.”

“No, I have other people.” I cradle my stomach protectively. “I can’t abandon my child for your sake. This new life is something that I’ve created with love. I will be the best mother possible to my baby, whether they’re a dragon or human or something in between.”

“You can’t give birth to a half-monster. It’s a disgrace and it’ll always remind you of the creature who impregnated you.”

“I’m half-monster, too, remember?” I say. “My father was an incubus. Does that mean I don’t deserve to exist?”

My mother falls silent for a moment. But she quickly composes herself. “You’re different. You have no monster characteristics. You take after me. You’re completely human.”

“But his blood still runs in my veins. Nothing can change that. Do you want me to turn my back on my monster heritage and pretend it doesn’t exist?”

“Monster heritage isn’t something to be proud of,” my mother winces.

“It is a part of me and I’m proud of all my parts,” I retort. “I want my child to celebrate their dragon blood as much as their human blood.”

My mother opens her mouth to protest, but a loud crash at the door cuts her off. My legs move on their own, reaching the door and opening it.

Druk is at the doorstep. He’s huffing and puffing. “Melissa. Thank goodness you’re okay.”

My mother’s footsteps prick my ears. She’s getting closer and closer. I quickly pull Druk into the house before she creates a scene. Then I lock the door.  

“How dare you enter this house!” My mom yells, her nostrils flaring at Druk. “Leave right now or I’ll call the cops.”

“Sure, call them.” Druk shrugs. He waves the file he’s holding. “But I assure you that you’re the one who will be sent to prison.”

Hope leaps in my heart. Druk looks confident. Whatever he’s holding is a weapon, something he can use to fight my mother. Has he finally found a way we can be together?

“Are you delusional?” My mother scoffs. “I’m the mayor of this town.”

“And I have proof that you’ve violated corruption laws. Tony Kimber was kind enough to give me recordings and documents that confirm you demanded bribes from him to issue the required permits. He also has proof of your anti-monster rhetoric and how you asked him to scrape his plan of employing monsters. If that were made public, you’d go to prison. You’d be removed from your mayoral seat, effective immediately.”

My mother’s skin turns pale. “You’re lying,” she says. “Tony doesn’t have the proof.”

“Would you like to listen to it?” Druk fishes out his mobile phone and plays the recording. It’s pretty incriminating containing detailed conversations between my mother and Tony Kimber on how much money he needs to pay and how.

“It was all for you!” Spit flies out of my mother’s mouth as she points to me. “Your business was struggling so I thought I could help you. Tony Kimber is wealthy. He can spare some money.”

“Mom, that’s illegal. And wrong.” I shake my head. “I didn’t ask you to do that for me. You were greedy and your excuses aren’t going to work.”

“If you try to sue me for assault, I’ll make sure you go to prison with me,” Druk asserts. He looks every inch the fierce, protective dragon he is. His scales shimmer with the light from the chandelier. “Do you want Melissa to be all alone, without a mother or a lover?”

“No...” My mother rubs her temples. “Fine. You’ve won, Dragon. I won’t use my power to get you arrested for assault if you promise to not use the evidence you have to incriminate me for bribery.”

“It’s a deal.” Druk slams his hand. “And one more thing: now that you’ve lost power over me, you can’t stop me from marrying Melissa. We love each other and we’re going to be together.” Druk curls his finger at me. “Come with me, baby. Let’s go home.”

My brain short circuits when Druk says the word ‘home’. It took me years to understand that my home is wherever he is. I’ve lived in this tomb of a house that lacks both warmth and love. No wonder I fell in love with Druk the moment I saw him. He is passionate, affectionate, unconditionally accepting, and giving. Creatures like him are rare indeed. And now that I’ve found a rare gem like him, I will make sure I keep him and show him how much I appreciate him.

His huge palm is extended toward me. I put my hand in it, affirming my love for him. Accepting his offer of living together.  

My mother collapses on her knees. She’s sobbing now. “No, Melissa!”

I’ve never seen her like this, not since my father abandoned her. In her mind, it’s happening to her all over again. I wish I could feel sorry for her, but her controlling behavior and toxic parental attachment have destroyed any affection I once had for her. “Melissa, are you going to leave me?” she asks, eyes glassy with moisture.

“If you really want to have me in your life forever, you’ll have to respect my choices and respect the man I chose to love. Otherwise, I’m never talking to you again,” I say. “When you decide you’re ready to accept Druk and our baby and forget about your biases, you can call me. Otherwise, don’t even bother. I’m marrying Druk and creating a family with him whether you like it or not.”

“You’re pregnant with your whelp anyway.” My mother drops her shoulder. “Get out, both of you.”

“You’re pregnant?” Druk’s eyes shine with tears as he looks at me.

I nod. “We did it. You bred me, Druk. I’m knocked up well and good.”

“That’s the best news! Come on Melissa,” Druk wraps his arm around my shoulder, leading me away from my mother. “Let’s go to the hospital to make sure you and the baby are both healthy.”

I slide my arm around him, leaning against my reliable baby daddy. He’s the monster of my dreams, the breeder of my pussy, and the only man I’ll ever love.


EPILOGUE


Druk

A few months later…

It’s Sammy’s first birthday and the tea house is chaotic. Melissa delivered a healthy baby boy a year ago and after months filled with breastfeeding, diaper changing, zero sleep, and general baby shenanigans, our son has finally turned one.

“What an adorable little boy!” The mayor is rocking Sammy in her arms, making weird faces for him. He’s gurgling with laughter, loving his grandmother’s attention.

Even though things were tense with the mayor for a while, she eventually came around when she saw how devoted I was to Melissa. I treated her like a goddess when she was pregnant, cooking, cleaning, and taking care of all the chores so she could focus on her health and her business.

My mother-in-law has warmed up to the idea of having a dragon son-in-law and she adores her grandson. She often watches over him so Melissa and I can have date nights. Sammy is a lucky boy; he’s loved by everyone in town.

When he came out looking like a half-dragon, I was worried. But the world embraced him nonetheless. Melissa treated him like the most precious child on earth and that allowed people to see him in a new light.

“We’re out of champagne tea.” Tony Kimber waves an empty glass at me. He’s on the guest list for our party, too. The resort’s construction has been going well. I’ll be getting an influx of customers, soon. I’ve had to expand the shop and put tables on the second floor and the garden, too.

“I’ll get you some.” I take his glass, going back behind the counter to fill it up from the huge pot of tea I made this morning.

As my fingers curl over the pot, I grin at the golden wedding band on my finger. I married Melissa before our child was born. It was a low-key wedding but we’ve been so happy since we became man and wife. Melissa moved into the tea house and we’re both enjoying domestic bliss and the trials of raising a baby together. It is challenging, but doing it with her makes everything worthwhile.

“Thanks to you, the mayor apologized to me,” Tony Kimber says. “Looks like she has decided to turn over a new leaf.”

“Sammy’s birth changed everything,” I agree. “The moment she saw him on the day of his birth, she became a changed woman. She said she would forget the past. She wanted to be in our lives and in Sammy’s life so bad. He’s her little angel, the boy who completely erased her hatred for monsters.”

“I can’t believe it.” Tony Kimber shakes his head. “This tea’s good, by the way. You have it on the menu now, don’t you?”

“It’s an alternative for pregnant mothers who can’t consume alcohol,” I tell him. “It’s my wife’s favorite.”

“We should bottle this wonder and sell it in supermarkets.” Tony takes a swig from the full glass I hand him. “It’ll sell millions in the city. Seriously, Druk, consider it. We could partner again. Your recipe and my business expertise can make this the new champagne.”

“That sounds like a great idea.” Melissa’s arms lock around my shoulder from behind. “You should do it, honey. I want the whole world to know how talented my husband is.”

She presses a kiss on my cheek. Showing affection in public has become normal for us since we got married.

Heat beats against my skin. My wife’s touch is my weakness. My cock throbs with hunger, but I hold back.

“I’ll think about it,” I grumble.

“I could make you rich,” Tony says.

Melissa giggles. “Please, Tony, I want my husband to become wealthy so our children can have all the comforts in the world.”

I know she’s joking. Her real estate business is doing well these days. We already have a decent amount of money between the two of us. But I wonder if more money would make it easier for our kids to have a better life. I’m willing to do anything for their sake.

I put my hand on Melissa’s waist, holding her all evening as we celebrated the miracle we created together.
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Melissa

The party winds down past midnight. My mom takes Sammy because he has been throwing tantrums to spend time with her. For some reason, he really likes her. I can’t blame him. She has changed completely, going from cold and bitter to loving and affectionate. She spoils her grandson rotten, buying him toys and coddling him more than he should be coddled.

Still, thanks to her, for the first time in forever, Druk and I are alone at home.

As we hover over our bed, I push to my tiptoes and plant a kiss on his lips. “Thank you for making Sammy’s first birthday so special, Daddy. You did all the hard work—organizing the event and making all the food. I’m a lucky woman to have a husband like you.”

“Hey, Sammy’s my son, too,” Druk jokes. “You think I’d skimp on giving my son the best birthday party ever?”

My core warms at his fatherly love for our baby. Druk has blown my mind since marriage. His sense of responsibility and nurturing attitude turn me on because I know he’s a healthy man who will take care of me and my kids. He’s the first to rush to Sammy’s side whenever our son cries. He makes sure I’m nourished and feeling desired, too. He takes his role as a husband and a father very seriously, going above and beyond to make his wife and children happy.

Being his wife and baby mama is the greatest privilege in the world.

“Now it’s time for me to take care of you.” I undo his belt, sliding it away. Then I attack his zipper. “I’m going to make your body feel good, Daddy. You deserve to let loose and have some fun.”

“Are you sure?” Druk’s eyes instantly transform into those of a beast, glowing with red light. “If you let me touch you, I’ll devour you until your pussy is sore.”

“We haven’t had sex since Sammy was born.” I give him a small nod. “I’m ready.”

After Sammy came, he became the focus of our life. We decided to focus on getting through Sammy’s first year as a team. Coupled with the fact that it takes longer for the human body to recover from birthing a monster baby, we’ve had to abstain from sex. The cute, thoughtful dates Druk takes me on are fabulous but nothing can beat the raw, sizzling chemistry between us.

Sparks singe my pussy the moment he pushes his fingers under my dress. When he meets my throbbing folds, he gasps. “You’re this wet already?”

“I can’t help it.” I laugh. “I get aroused when you act paternal. My pussy has been gushing all evening, seeing you take care of our boy. A man who is a good father is so hot.”

I feel Druk’s cock rising against my stomach with every word that comes out of my mouth. His erection is proof of his desire for me. His passion burns strong despite the stretch marks and added weight on my body. My insecurities dissolve when his dick twitches against my skin, demanding to be sated. “Baby. I’m speechless. You’ve allowed me to be a dad and have my own family. I’m eternally grateful.”

“Why don’t you show me how grateful you are?” I tease.

I slide back on my heels, reaching for the zipper of my dress and pulling it down. I remove the garment slowly, giving Druk a strip tease. Thanks to motherhood and breastfeeding, my curves are out of this world. My breasts are juicy melons hanging down my chest, wet with trickles of breastmilk. Sammy has been weaned off, so all the milk in my tits belongs to Druk now.

I knead the flesh on my fat hips.

“I love your thick, baby-bearing hips,” Druk remarks, pumping his cock. There’s pre-cum beading at the tip. He uses it to lubricate his hand as he strokes his shaft, getting it ready for breeding. “You trigger my desire to breed. You’re a fertile, milk-dripping goddess, Melissa.”

My pussy clenches at his compliments. Druk adores my body, even when it has changed.

I lie down on the bed and bend my legs. Then I move my thighs apart. With my fingers, I stretch my pussy lips, revealing my glistening, needy core to my husband.

“Take me, Daddy. Sink your dragon cock into me and spray my walls with cum.” I moan. “I’ll be your good breeder wife and spread my legs open for you every time you need me.”

A feral growl rips out of him. He loves it when I stroke his masculine competitive drive to make babies. When I act all eager and feminine for him. Considering that’s my true sexual nature, it’s no trouble to tell him how much I hunger for his cock.

Fire razes every cell in my body when the head of his manhood sears my entrance. His length slides into me inch by inch, opening up my pussy to the wonder of a dragon’s cock after months of emptiness.

I wrap my legs around him, pulling him closer. “I missed your cock.”

Druk smiles. “Ready for baby number two, Melissa?”

I grin. “Hell, yes. I can’t wait. I loved bouncing my fat stomach and nurturing a baby inside me. It unlocked a part of me I never thought I had. Now I’m addicted to the idea of a new life growing in my womb. My pussy feels empty unless it’s been bred.”

“I didn’t think you’d enjoy being a mom so much,” Druk says. “I love you more every day.”

“You’ve been the best Daddy, Druk. I can work thanks to you watching over our son. I’m so happy I married you and had your baby. I can enjoy motherhood without feeling like I’m sacrificing my life because my baby daddy won’t pull his weight.”

“I’m always here for you and Sammy.” Druk kisses my forehead. “You are both precious to me.”

“I can’t wait to have more children with you.” I slam my hips against his, taking his cock so deep, it meets my cervix. I let him touch my forbidden organ with his dick. The intimacy makes my body burn hotter with need.

I’m ready to be bred and impregnated by my dragon. I’m ready to bear more children for him and grow our family. It feels so right. My bones are tingling at the thought of my belly swelling. We’re going to shock the entire town with another quick pregnancy.

People are going to gape at how fast my belly balloons, fill out with my second child. Electric sparks run up and down my pussy walls, getting me excited for that outcome. Thrill surges in me when Druk works his cock in and out of my unprotected, fertile channel.

Knowing I’m raw and helpless against his potent seed makes the experience rapturous. I feel like a goddess, responding to the call of nature, to the call of my fertile body that demands to be stuffed with a baby.

It’s an intense, all-consuming need to get pregnant when Druk’s scales rough up my insides, making my pussy explode with a variety of pleasurable sensations.

“Harder,” I beg.

“You’re impatient to become a mommy again.” Druk laughs. “Looks like I’ll have to step up my game.”

His cock spears into me with greater force, knocking the breath from my lungs. His strong fingers knead my tits. My bloated nipples release milk in trickles. The white liquid runs down the fat globes of my breasts, trailing to my stomach. As he milks me with his hand, more liquid gushes out of my hard tips, painting my body in white cream.

“You look so pretty drenched in your own breastmilk.” Druk spreads the milk all over my skin while he continued plunging into me, rubbing his dick against my sensitive spots.

I moan, my vision blurring when pleasure spikes in my bloodstream. “I’ll always be your pretty, milk-filled wife. Keep impregnating me, Druk. I feel incredibly feminine when I’m pregnant with your babies.”

“You know how to make your husband happy.” Druk’s strokes are long and slow, getting me used to his girth after a long absence.

But as I begin to claw at his back, he responds to my aggressive behavior with his own aggression. He impales me on his cock, pounding me hard and fast. It’s the perfect pace and the perfect force to undo me.

My pussy greedily grabs his dick, milking him for my pleasure. I feel like a sexy woman, my cunt wrapped around my husband’s baby-making wand.

When he hits my cervix again, my body lets go. I smash into a mighty orgasm that drives every thought from my mind. Luxurious darkness unfolds behind my eyelids, keeping me imprisoned in a world of endless ecstasy.

Druk continues to ride me until he, too, breaks apart. His release floods my insides. The wetness of being creamed by his cock intensifies my own pleasure. My body welcomes his cum, and revels in the joy of carrying his seed. He splashes my insides with load after load of semen, filling me up until I’m leaking.

But not for long.

His knot swells inside my pussy, pushing his seed into my womb and locking his semen in my body. With his cock too big to be pulled out, Druk spoons with me, holding my body flush against his.

“Sweet dreams, baby mama,” he says. “You’ll be growing a new baby inside you when you wake up.”

He cups my breasts. I shudder at the sensations that fill my body. I’m home. I’m safe. To top it off, I’ve been bred and ravished by my dragon husband.

This is what fulfillment looks like.
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