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Chapter 1



Celxion 

“Dad, you need to take her in. She has nowhere else to go.” My daughter’s voice breaks through my concentration. I arc my head up from the spreadsheets that I’ve been examining, tapping my big, furry fingers on the oak desk.

My study is dark, apart from the yellow light cascading down from the desk lamp. Inching my annoyed gaze upward, I focus on Wexley, my twenty-three-year-old daughter. She’s a fox demon like me though she’s quite tall for a female at 5’11. The fur coat that covers her body is a blend of red and white. Her snout is long and proud with a beautiful black nose crowning it.

I growl, leaning back against my seat. It’s upholstered in velvet, which clings to my fur. There are red and white hairs stuck all over it.

“I wasn’t listening to you. Who do I need to take care of?”

“My friend. Remember the one I made in college?” Wexley is shorter and thinner than me but she’s a monster regardless. She’s far bigger and stronger than any human at six foot three. Even with her body covered in a dress, her furry arms, legs, and red eyes give away her race. I was scared to send her to a co-ed human college at first but she insisted she needed to learn the ways of homo sapiens so our business could cater to their needs. Thankfully, the bullying wasn’t anything as bad as I’d feared.

“By friend, you mean the one who did all your coursework?” I steeple my fingers over the desk.

Wexley slams her hands over her hips, glaring at me, her red eyes glowing. “Her name’s Amy. And no, she didn’t just do my coursework. She had lunch with me and sat next to me in class and spoke to me and told me things she doesn’t tell anyone else. We’re actual friends, okay? We talk every day. We have for the last four years.”

My laugh turns into a deep, monstrous runt by the time it rumbles out of my throat. “I was joking. I know you two are tight.”

“Exactly.” Wexley exhales a frustrated breath. The force of her exhale slices across the room like a gale, knocking down the pen stand, and paperweight, and scattering all the papers on my desk to the floor. Again, I am disappointed by the quality of human products. They are simply too fragile to withstand monsters.

“So tell me why you need me to take her in,” I say.

“Because her family has been hurting her.” I can see the anger rising in my daughter’s eyes. They glow brighter. “Her father abuses her and her mother is obsessed with him so she won’t protect Amy. She can’t stay under that roof. They will break her. You know humans are not as strong as us.”

“I know, baby.” I grind my teeth. My protective instincts are already flaring even though I’ve never seen this girl. If anybody ever laid a hand on my Wexley, I would tear their limbs apart without a second thought.

“So that’s why I told her she needs to move out of that house. But she doesn’t have money to rent a place of her own. She makes clothes and sells them online but her business hasn’t taken off yet.”

“I can pay for her apartment,” I offer. I’m well aware that most humans aren’t fond of cohabiting with monsters. I glimpse the discomfort on the faces of my staff every time I walk past them. Like they’re afraid I’ll devour them for breakfast. That’s why I prefer to work from home now.

Wexley grunts. “No, she needs to feel secure and protected and she won’t feel that if she’s living alone. We have security at the mansion. Besides, you live here.” She points to me. “Nothing can get past you.”

A long time ago, before the human-monster peace treaty, before our species began living together, I used to be an alpha in my pack. The protector. The biggest, baddest, strongest fox monster in existence. But it has been years since I flexed my muscles or had to protect my territory. Ever since Wexley’s mom died and I lost my mate ten years ago, I have devoted all my life to making sure my daughter is happy and well-taken care of financially.

“She might not trust me. Being under the same roof as a monster isn’t easy for humans, you know,” I protest.  

“Dad, you’re so old-fashioned. Humans nowadays don’t have those kinds of prejudices. They grew up around monsters. They’re comfortable with us.” Wexley drags a paw through her shiny fur coat. “Besides, Amy trusts you because you’re my dad. Either of us would be better than her cruel parents.”

“I feel bad for her.” I know humans don’t have the same level of loyalty and blood bond that monsters share with their own, but this seems unthinkable to hurt your own child.

“Please let her stay. She’s quiet. She’ll work in her room and won’t disturb you. You can prowl about the house as you have always done,” Wexley says.

I’m not looking forward to having to take care of a human girl but the protector in me will not allow her to keep living in dangerous conditions. I feel a sense of duty toward her. As a monster and fellow citizen. “Alright. I’ll allow it. We ought to help those less fortunate. I’ve always taught you that and it’s time I put my money where my mouth is.”

“Great. I’ll move her stuff then!” Wexley claps her hands together, generating a shockwave that rattles all the objects in the room. “Amy has been waiting in the living room while you and I had this conversation.”

“She’s already here?” My jaw drops. “You didn’t tell me.”

“I didn’t want you to feel threatened by her. Your instincts are still strong,” Wexley says.

She knows I’m incredibly protective of my space, my territory, my home. Any unknown person standing in my space without my consent is going to arouse my territorial instincts. I’ll want them gone for no reason other than the fact that they invaded my cave and challenged my dominance. “But you can meet her now. You’ll see what a great person she is.”

“Wait—”

Wexley darts out of the room before I’ve finished my sentence. I sag back onto the chair. I have no interest in meeting her friend. I don’t care. The mansion has seventeen rooms, three kitchens, and fifteen bathrooms. If I put her in the west wing, we will never run into each other even if she lives here.  

The door creaks. A tiny shadow flickers over the carpet. It’s followed by the arrival of a small human woman wearing a pink mini-dress. Barely 5’4 when I’m 6’5.

Her curvy, voluptuous body shocks my monster senses.

Delicious, a dark voice curls behind my skull. My cock swells to its full size in no time, threatening to undo the poor stitching of my pants.

“Amy.” I clench my teeth, exerting my dominance over the air, the room, the very fabric of the universe.

This human is a temptation. A lush, fertile temptation with her flawless skin and sexy stomach with folds I want to pinch between my claws. Squishy breasts spill out over her dress’s neckline. Her fleshy legs are juicy. I want to lick all the way up to her slit. My groin burns with heat imagining what her pussy will taste like. Will it be as wet and sweet as monsters believe human females are?

I’ve never touched a homo sapien before. Suddenly, it’s all I can think about. My cock is weeping seed, begging to swell into a knot inside her tight channel. I bare my teeth, including the sharp ones that reveal how monstrous I am. My body is peaked to pounce. Only my willpower restrains the fierce beast inside me.

I need to tell Wexley to send Amy back now. This won’t work. If she lives under the same roof as me, I’m going to end up rutting into her like an animal. Because nothing else could be enough to cool down the heat flowing through my bloodstream.

“Thank you Celxion.” Amy’s voice is soft and nurturing. My sixth sense lights up with confirmation that she’ll be great as a mother when her belly is someday swollen with a child. “I’m so grateful that you let me stay. I’ll follow all your rules. Promise I won’t be a nuisance.”

The moment she strides closer to me, my vision goes blurry. My nostrils are inundated by the smell emanating from her. Lush. Juicy—like a ripe mango dripping its essence. Her cum is going to taste fucking sweet. As her pheromones collide with my cells, it produces a visceral response in my body. Like somebody clocked me.

I scrunch my nose.

The human’s shoes scratch against my office’s hardwood floor as she slides back in hesitation.

“I’m sorry, do I smell bad? I promise I showered.” The beautiful creature lifts her wide gray eyes to me. Framed by thick, feminine lashes, she’s too pretty to be here among monsters like me. Her every feature is a work of art—from her tiny, straight nose to her lush, rosebud mouth. A tumble of dark curls hugs her shoulders, framing her round face.

“Are you wearing perfume?” My throat contracts with the heavy feeling that’s gripping my neck. Her scent is growing stronger by the second, blooming through the air like a flower opening its petals. It’s strangling me, squeezing my cock like an invisible vice grip.

I press a hand on my chest. My heart rate has accelerated under my ill-fitting suit and shirt and thick matting of fur. I’m not hunting or chasing prey right now. My loved ones haven’t been threatened. It makes no sense.

“No, I don’t wear any artificial scent,” a sweet voice pokes through my agitated state. “It must be my natural scent.”

“You can smell it?” Wexley raises an eyebrow over her furry face, entering the room loudly. “I’ve never smelled anything on her.”

“Then it’s just me.” I’m breathing too hard.

“Should I…leave?” the human girl asks.

“No!” My body roars out that response before my brain can catch up. “Stay.”

Monsters like me come from beasts. Animals have always used their nose to tell food from foe. Amy is neither food nor foe. Her delicate, fruity smell relaxes my muscles, even as my cock tightens with a terrible ache between my legs.

She smells like my mate. Like my home. Like the vessel that will carry my children and give birth to them.

She both calms me down and turns me on.

The beast inside me wants to claim her, mark her as mine, knot her, and plant my seed in her womb.

I want to grab her now and bury her in my chest, holding her tight enough to assure her that nobody will ever hurt her again.

“Um…sorry if I’ve offended you in some way. I only wanted to thank you.” Her eyes are narrowed with hurt and fear.  

I push saliva down my dry throat, unable to believe the thoughts in my head. How could a human be a monster’s mate? It’s unheard of. Not only that, she’s Wexley’s best friend. Her only human friend.

I can’t be entertaining such wild notions.

“It’s my fault. I’m tired and that probably shows in my irritable mood. You’re welcome to stay here, Amy. I mean that.” I put on my friendliest, human-safe voice. “I’ll have the staff prepare a room for you. You can use the kitchen and other amenities in the home as you please. My only rule is that you be quiet since I work from home.”

“I use a sewing machine but if I close the door you shouldn’t⁠—”

“Amy, you’re going to be far away from him in a room on the other side of the house. He’s not going to hear your sewing machine even if you leave the door open,” Wexley butts in.

“Also, I’m territorial. You need to get my permission before you bring someone else into the house.” I lift my eyes to her, knowing how brightly my irises must be shining with jealousy and possessiveness. “Or I’ll lose it.”

Lust pumps through my blood like a dose of morphine. Amy might mistake my glowing gaze for anger but it’s pure sexual desire. I can’t tolerate another man putting his hands over her thick, fertile body.

“I don’t plan to bring anyone here. Wexley is my only friend and she already lives here,” Amy assures me, smoothing over my worries about her already having a human mate.

“I’ll type up anything else I can think of and leave the printout in your room,” I say. “If you want to know anything in the meantime, ask Carla. She’s our housekeeper banshee. You can’t miss her laugh when she’s watching telenovelas at night. Just know that there are no ghosts here and nothing for you to be scared of.”

Amy’s lips notch upward in a smile. Guess she likes eccentric monsters as much as I do.

“Celxion?” She is still planted in the center of the room, her forbidden scent wreathing around my body like smoke, she casts her eyes downward. “I am so grateful for your kindness. Excuse me if I sound rude, but your clothes look poorly made. They’re not strong enough to be worn by a clawed monster as powerful as you. I’d love to make you new clothes. Completely free of charge, of course. It’s my way of saying thank you.”

“Yes! Dad!” Wexley butts in. “Amy’s a genius. She’ll outdo your tailor.”

I twist my mouth in a grin. “My clothes must be awful if you can tell their quality from so far away.”

Amy shivers. Her scent gets muddy with fear. She has been in a bad household indeed if she is so scared of someone’s disapproval. “I don’t mean to offend you. I was trying to be helpful. I’m sure having a new suit won’t hurt.”

“If you insist,” I growl. “I’d be happy to take you up on that offer.”

“Really? You won’t regret it.”

“Just let me know if you need anything once you’re settled in.” I drag my gaze back to my spreadsheets. The longer I stare at her ripe body, the more feral my lust grows.

I want that tiny, soft thing pinner under me, taking my cock and milking it in her wet heat. Calling me ‘daddy’ and screaming my name when she comes.

Dammit, she’d be a perfect baby girl, so tiny and innocent.

“I’ll have to take measurements for the suit,” Amy says. “I can do it when you’re free.”

My throat goes dry at the implication of her statement. She’ll be touching me when she measures me. Those soft hands caressing my body might drive me over the edge.

“Uh,” I rumble, not making any particular promises. “I hope you feel safe here. The security is top-notch but if you are ever scared of anything come to me immediately.”

“Dad is a big bad alpha amongst the fox demons.” Wexley grins. “He’ll keep you safe.”

It must be my imagination; Amy’s breath hitches at that statement. But her scent is not muddied with fear. It’s stronger now, sweeter, full of pheromones.

Amy’s in heat.

She needs an alpha’s cock to soothe her.

No, I shake my head. Humans don’t have heat. For them, it’s arousal. She’s turned on right now. Her slit is probably wet with need, dripping moisture down those thick thighs.

My teeth saw against each other, desperate to rake over her creamy skin.

But even if she reciprocates my lust, I can never have her.

She’s a human and I’m a monster.


Chapter 2



Amy 

I’ve always been told to be scared of monsters. Which makes no sense. Because anyone who has ever been nice to me has been a monster.

“Do you have to go?” I ask Wexley, holding onto her warm palm. “I just moved in.”

“Sorry, it’s an important business trip. Don’t worry, I’ll call you. You have nothing to be scared of. My dad is old-fashioned but he’s very protective. He won’t let anyone hurt you.”

I swallow, not wanting to alarm Wesley. The hardest part of living in the mansion is having to avoid Celxion. He’s a beast that commands attention with his silky red fur and large, powerful form. At night, I discreetly watch him prowling around the house, my thighs clenching from the need to be hunted by him like prey. My attraction for her hot monster dad is out of control and one of these days, I’m going to jump him if I’m not careful.

“He seemed really kind,” I say. “I should probably get to work on his suit after I talked big.”

“I know you’ll do a great job. Honestly, you should stop making clothes for people and become a monster tailor. So many of us would appreciate your skills.”

“Thanks for that confidence boost. And best of luck on your trip.” I wave goodbye to Wexley as she disappears into the flashy car that her father gifted her for her birthday. Celxion’s chauffeur will be driving her to the airport.

Celxion is among the most successful monster entrepreneurs in the city. I’ve seen his face in newspapers and online blogs. I used to watch a lot of his interview videos for inspiration when I first started my online bespoke tailoring business.

Withdrawing to my room, I poke at my work tools. I’ve only had two orders this month and while I can only complete four or five at most on my own, I need the money to be able to move out. I can’t live off charity forever.   

“Amy?” Celxion’s deep, masculine voice filters through the thick wooden door. I jerk up in response, not having expected to see him here anytime soon.

“Please come in.” I rush to hold the door open for him.

Moving back, I allow him into my room. He towers above me, but it isn’t in an intimidating way.

I hope doesn’t mind my rude staring but I can’t help it.

He’s unreal. A magnificent fox demon. There aren’t a lot of fox beasts around. They’re among the rarest monster species in the world, believed to have descended from mythical vulpes of lore.  

“I hope you have been enjoying your stay here. Let me know if you need anything.” I see a flash of his sharp teeth when he speaks. They’re sharp, but not deadly. A shiver jogs up my spine as I imagine those pointed edges grazing my skin.

His vulpine features set my heart racing. A graceful long, snout, white on the underside leads to a black nose. His whiskers are pure white. They flutter every time he breathes. But the most devastating part of him is his eyes: red and glassy like rubies with a black slit in the middle. The whole world freezes when he locks that supernatural gaze on me. I’m transported to another world where anything is possible. Where every fantasy can become reality.

“It’s so comfortable and the maids deliver all the meals to my room. I can’t believe I’m living such a luxurious life.” I giggle. “It’s like I’m in a fairytale.”

To be honest, this mansion could have been taken right out of a storybook It’s red on the outside, a foreboding gothic castle set on top of a cliff. Isolated from the world. Foxes prefer this, Wexley told me, but I think it’s just her dad.

Inside the mansion, it’s always warm. Fire burns in all the fireplaces throughout the day. The scent of roasted nuts wafts in the air. The walls are painted black, crammed with golden-framed portraits of generations of fox demon ancestors. There is history in these hallowed halls. Magic, myth, and folklore come to life inside this place.

Celxion’s gaze circles the room. He takes inventory of my sewing machine, threads, designs, and the polyphony of objects of my trade that are scattered about.

“I’m glad you’ve already started working,” he says. “Humans don’t always adapt to being around monsters so easily.”

“I feel more comfortable around monsters than around other humans,” I confess. When Celxion’s eyes widen, I know I’ve said too much.

“Wexley told me about your um…parents. How they treated you. It’s unimaginable to a fox demon like me.”

I can tell Celxion is a great father because Wexley is such a happy, positive, confident girl even though she grew up without her mother. She doesn’t second-guess her every decision. Celxion has that daddy vibe to him. Mature. Sophisticated. And underneath that stern expression, I know he’s secretly a softie.

“Yeah, well. I’m glad I’m out of that house. I can’t thank you enough.” Self-consciousness pricks at my skin when those crimson eyes zoom in on my form. He’s probably surveying me for signs of abuse but I can’t resist pulling a shawl over my shoulders and upper body to hide all the weight I have on top.

“What’s the matter? Did I do something wrong?” He keeps his tone gentle like he’s afraid of scaring me. The tiny eyebrows that sit on top of his round eyes furrow in confusion.

“Not at all. I acted unconsciously. I’m sorry. My stepfather would constantly berate me for being a slut because I had a body like this.” I point to my full figure. “He would grab my breasts and call them a distraction. So I feel the need to hide them whenever I’m around strangers.”

A monstrous growl rents the room. Celxion’s nostrils flare in anger.

“You’re beautiful, Amy.” He gently scrubs a hand over my body, skimming over the curve of my waist and hips. I shiver at the unexpected touch, relishing the softness of his fur. The edge of power and strength in his coiled muscles adds a layer of danger. But all that power is sheathed by his silky fur. He’s both strong and soft at the same time, just like how a real man should be.

My nerves shiver with delight. My body leans into his touch, gluttonous for more.

I wish he were seducing me. Mapping out my body with his huge, dexterous hands before licking up my wet slit with his big tongue.

The shudders in my belly catch fire, turning into an inferno. My intimate folds seethe with heat. My pussy is throbbing so hard it’s cramping. My heart yearns to be mated to this gentle, lovely monster who is everything I’ve fantasized about.

“Your father is a stupid man if he thinks your body will be your disadvantage.” The moment Celxion’s hand deserts me, reality hits me like a cold wind.

Snapping out of my fantasy, I clear my throat and continue to stare at his flashing red eyes. I find him so sexy when he’s feral when he shows his inner monster. What is he like when he unleashes that feral beat on someone?

Will I be the woman who is lucky to find out?

I clear my throat, returning my mind to the task at hand. “Since you’re here, would you mind letting me take your measurements for the suit I promised you?”  

There’s a beat of hesitation before he answers, “If that’s what you want.”

“I’ve been looking forward to getting started on the outfit.” I fish out my big measuring tape from my box. It was specially made to measure monster parts. “Can you stand over there and separate your limbs so I can measure them all separately?”

Celxion stands stiffy at the center of the room, arms raised.

As I saunter closer to him, his earthy, warm scent floods my nose. There’s an aroma of roasted nuts and warm fire around him, making me feel like I’d be home in his arms. My pussy clenches with hot need. Celxion smells like stability. Like something real. Like something I’d want inside me, grounding me in the world.

I’ve always been anxious because of my parents. Always in my head. But his presence has the effect of making me return to the present.

I take tiny steps toward him, measuring tape in hand.

“You’ll have to take off your clothes so I can measure you properly,” I say.

A frown tugs down Celxion’s mouth. His thick tail thrashes behind him. It’s pure red, unlike his mixed red and white fur coat. “I understand.”

Reluctantly, he peels out of his jacket and places it on my work desk which is already messy with designs, colored pencils, and notebooks. His strong fingers begin unbuttoning his shirt and he breaks two buttons instantly.

“I swear.” His monster grunt raises the hairs on my back with his ferocious echo. “These buttons keep breaking every time I touch them.”

“I’ll pay special attention to the buttons,” I assure him. I gather the buttons scattered on the floor and slide them into my pocket. “And I’ll mend the ones that came off and sew them back on your shirt. It won’t take long.”

“Would appreciate that. You’re a sweetheart just like Wexley said.” Celxion’s face lights up in a heart-melting smile. I had no idea monsters looked so gorgeous when they grinned. Celxion’s sharp teeth only make his smile sexier.

Heat trickles into my cheeks. I’m sure my face is red. But Celxion’s words, his scent, his presence…they all affect me. I can’t put a name to this yet except my sex has been desperate to be stroked by those claws and cupped by those palms since yesterday.

I shake away my sexual thoughts. I need to act appropriately. I can’t have Celxion regretting housing me in his private mansion.

Unlike my dirty mind, he seems to be preoccupied with all the stuff in the room. His gaze is currently locked on a ball of silver thread.

“What’s this?” he inquires, his twinkling eyes informing me of his curiosity.

“I’ll be using thick yarn made of metal instead of thread to sew your suit. Wexley always tells me that cotton is useless in the face of a monster’s strength. I’ve also looked at some really strong new materials that have hit the market. There are some promising ones I can use to make your suit.”

“I love the way you think.” Why is my body shivering every time his breath fans my face? Ever since yesterday, I’ve sensed a strong, electric energy between us. I never felt anything like it before. It’s like his body, his soul is somehow calling out to me even though Celxion acts like a proper, upstanding monster.

I confess I’ve always had a thing for monsters. I could never date human guys. Even though I know that there are very few monsters who end up marrying humans and even a few who can mate with humans, I carry this teeny-tiny hope in my heart that I can be one of those lucky women.

My stomach flutters with anticipation when Celxion removes his shirt, revealing his broad, furry chest. Even through the fur, there’s no missing the corded shield of muscles underneath, protecting his heart from harm. The bulging muscles in his arm carve it into a clear, manly shape.

He’s so strong and masculine. A powerful beast. That realization intensifies the throb between my thighs.

Celxion undoes the buttons of his pants and I’m not strong enough to avoid checking out the massive bulge straining the front of his trousers. My kitty clenches around empty heat, begging to feel the girth of his monster cock. I wouldn’t mind being stretched on that thick, daddy cock even if it splits me in two.

“Ahem.” I clear my throat. “You can keep your pants on.”

A stream of slick arousal runs down my thighs. Damn it. I’m way too turned on by a man who is supposed to be my protector and my best friend’s father. I’d be betraying Wexley if I started to fuck her dad behind her back. But even that taboo scenario only makes my arousal peak until my body is begging for release, begging to be part of a dark, twisted dream.

“Do you really want to make clothes for a monster?” There’s an edge of suspicion in his deep voice that echoes throughout the room. “I’m not going to throw you out if you change your mind about this.”

“It has been a secret dream of mine to become a monster tailor,” I confess. “But I’m still perfecting my skills so I want to challenge myself by making something for you.”

“I see.” His head dips in a small nod. My nails catch on Celxion’s precious fur. It feels so luxurious, like dragging my fingers along an expensive milk blanket. I could stroke him forever.

“Monster fashion is lucrative,” I continue to ramble. “Someday, I hope I can be good enough to be part of that industry.”

“We need better monster tailors,” he agrees. “You were right when you said that my clothes weren’t the best. I pay a fortune for them, but they’re still not up to snuff.”

“I’ll do better,” I promise him. “I want to make something that you’ll be proud of wearing. At the same time, it must be so comfortable that you’d want to live in it.”

Celxion doesn’t reply. Doesn’t even grunt as I continue to measure his muscled stomach. He has no extra weight and no fat. He’s pure muscled, pure strength covered by fur.

When I bend down to wind the measuring tape around his ankles, I’m aware of how my cleavage is spilling out over my top. My stepdad made sure I’m always conscious of my own body, especially my ample boobs which his lecherous gaze was always fixed on.

But since leaving home, I’ve tried to reclaim my own sexuality. I’m not afraid of displaying my womanly curves, even if I’m in a room alone with a sexy monster.

Swallowing deeply, I relish the warmth that injects itself into my palms when I press it against his thick leg. Celxion is so hot like he’s burning up with a fever. But what do I know? Maybe that’s how hot monsters usually are. With so much fur covering his body, he must have a high internal temperature.

Slowly, I wind the measuring tape higher, noting down all the numbers on my pad as I come to the intimate region between his legs.

In the silence, the charge between our bodies turns intimate. I’m tempted to touch him where I shouldn’t, to activate his monster instincts. My legs are sticking together from my shameful, wet arousal. My head is filled with visions of his strong body coming down over me and claiming me. I know it’s wrong to be so attracted to my best friend’s dad.

But I can’t help when my whole body is burning up just by being close to him.

When I stretch the measuring tape, my hand grazes a solid object jutting out between his thighs. Celxion’s eyes are scrunches closed, his head lifted skyward. There’s a thick bulge where his cock ought to be.

“Celxion…are you…hard?” I can’t believe it. But it’s hard to mistake the rock-hard bulge in his pants. It’s like a big boulder.

Can I even fit that in my cunt? I wonder. Part of me is dying to feel that thickness lodged in my most intimate parts. I want to be stretched on this monster’s raw, hard appendage. Feel his warmth seeping into my body as his strength brutalizes my pussy.

“Amy, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be turned on right now but your sweetness is just too much. It’s messing with my head. Can I step away for a moment?”

“Yeah, sure—” My finger ends up slipping on his zipper because of how much I’m daydreaming about fucking him.

With an ominous sound, the fabric tears and his erection springs free, poking into my hand. The crown is wet with pre-cum that oozes and slides down the shaft.

There’s no undoing this. I’m hooked by the nine-inch monstrosity that seems to bloom into a thick rod under my attention. Drool is collecting in my mouth, dripping down my lips. I’m an ugly, messy, fucking turned-on sight.

Celxion’s cock is unbelievable.

“Oh my god!” I keep staring at it, fully aware of how much of an idiot I look like. “That’s both the biggest and the prettiest dick I’ve ever seen. Nobody told me fox cock was red.”

“Well, it’s not a matter of general interest.” Celxion scratches under his ears, adorable in the half-shy, half-hopeful way he watches me. Gauges my interest in going further.

Which is a moot point now that I’ve glimpsed that thick, veiny rod with tiny bumps. Those are going to feel divine inside my pussy walls as I squeeze around them. The friction will drive me over the edge in seconds. The perfect texture and the perfect length coupled with the perfect width…this monster daddy has it all.  

“Put it in me,” I beg. “I have to feel that stretching my cunt or I can’t sleep tonight.”

“Amy…” His voice is tight. He’s trying to be a responsible adult here and failing miserably.

“We both want this so much. Why deny ourselves the pleasure?” I say.

“You’re so tantalizing.” He tests my flesh with his claws, using them to trace the shape of my hips. When he reaches the base of my hips, he ventures lower, caressing my pussy folds until his nails come away sticky from my juices. He inserts those dripping claws into his mouth and licks them clean, baring his canine fangs in the process. My whole body quivers in need watching him sample me like I’m some delicacy, some goddess. “It’s even sweeter than foxes believe human cum to be.”

“Foxes believe that?” I jerk in surprise.

“Lay down,” he instructs. When I don’t move, he lifts me up and carries me to the bed. When he deposits me with care on the mattress, I feel like I’m the most precious jewel in the world. Nobody has ever taken such care of my body. Treated it like a sacred object. “Let me pleasure you and prepare you for my cock.”

I’m usually fucking disobedient but his caring tone crushes all my arguments. What’s not to love about laying back like a pillow princess and being brought to climax by a fox daddy?

“Go all out.” I reach out my hands. My fingers intertwine with Celxion’s thick digits. My core quakes at the sensation of being joined to this monster. There’s something special about our touches, about this forbidden union.

My blood sings with mystical recognition. There’s a strange feeling in my bones. A psychic connection to my big, bad alpha fox. It’s like this moment was written in the stars, destined to happen.

I’ve never experienced anything so profound in my life. I can’t make sense of it so I push it to the back of my mind.

Celxion gets rid of his clothing, not that there was much left after I tore his pants.

His beast paws tug my dress down. It’s a stretchy dress and it slides off my hips and down my thighs easily. He releases the clasp of my bra, dragging it off my heavy, aching breasts. Those red eyes glow with heat and arousal when my hard nipples present themselves to him.

“So hard for a monster. These nipples are so delicious.” He appreciatively slides his fox tail over my breasts. The tail is bushy and soft. It’s like someone’s dragging feathers over my skin. The sensation is torture.

I twist, but his powerful hands hold me in place while his tail plays with my breasts. He squeezes my titties together with big hands. He massages them with the right pressure. Anticipation builds in my core.   

When his hot mouth covers one areola, I almost buckle in shock. He feels so good. His tongue flicks over my hard bud, making me weep with a combination of frustration and ecstasy. When he has teased one nipple, he directs his focus to the other, licking and sucking on it until I’m certain I’m going to have a hickey tomorrow.

“Amy, I’ve fantasized about wrecking your sweet pussy ever since I first saw you,” he whispers, nose nestled between my breasts.

“Love at first sight?” I tease.

Celxion’s quiet growl doesn’t sound like a no but it’s not a yes, either. I mean, how could a powerful, wealthy monster like him ever fall for someone like me at first sight? It’s a delusion, but it’s a delusion I long for.

“Are you sensitive here?” His muzzle tracks down my stomach. He licks my skin folds and love handles, tongue lapping joyfully over my flesh. He makes slurping sounds and moans like he’s enjoying the act as much as I am. I croon. The fact that he lavishes so much attention on parts of me that other people deem less than perfect solidifies my respect for him.

He finishes his exploration of my body at the forbidden spot hidden by dark curls. His mouth opens. A sharp canine outlines the shape of my puffy pussy lips. Slick rushes down my greedy cunt, spilling all over his mouth.

When his teeth slant over my clit, I bury my hand in the fur coat of his head, pushing him down deeper into the valley of my pleasure.

He sucks and my clit stirs with interest. The glide of his tongue over my swollen nub makes me shiver down to my bones. With a single lick, he sends my pussy shooting off like a rocket. The layered sensations of his tongue, his teeth, and his thick digits push me deeper and deeper into the no-return territory.  

The ache inside me swells into a monstrous balloon, stretching the limits of my self-control. Prodding me to let go with each sweet slide of his cock into my pussy. Reminding me how beautiful and right it can feel to let go and let someone else carry you to a happy place.

So I do.

“Yes!” My hiss fizzles out as I run out of air.

An orgasm crashes into me like a tidal wave, drowning me in an ocean of peaceful surrender.

“Good girl,” he praises me. “You come so fast.”

“More,” I beg. “Please let me feel your knot inside me.”

He grips his cock, showing me the ginormous rod that he’s about to plant in me. I tremble in anticipation of the pain and pleasure of having that perfect shaft ruining my pussy.

“Are you sure?” he asks.

“One hundred percent,” I answer. “You won’t deny me after I came for you, will you?”

“I’m not that cruel.” He grins, teasing my wet seam with the blunt head of his cock. “Or that much of a saint. I need to feel your tight cunt closing around me more than anything in the world right now.”

He shoves his head in and I scream so loud, he pulls out immediately.

“That was…so different. The shock of something so big entering me surprised me. Let’s try again.” I close my eyes, relaxing my muscles.

If that one sharp sting was any warning, I’m going to love it once he’s inside me. I’ll be stuffed full and stretched.

Celxion works himself into me slowly. My cunt is one greedy bitch. Every scrap of his cock only increases my resolve to accept all of that girth and length into me. I want to experience what having a huge cock in me feels like. A supernatural monster cock.

“Take all of me, Amy.” Celxion’s tone morphs into a rough command. He shoves his dick in me with more force, pushing past my resistance and barriers.

“Yes. I was born to be stuffed with monster cock.” I breathe heavily, my breasts tingling with the pain that shoots from my core. “Thrust your length into me.”   

As my sex gets wetter, the lubrication enables his cock to slide all the way into the hilt. He hits my cervix, bottoming out in my channel.

“So damn tight. Never felt this good with anyone before.” Celxion’s teeth are clenched like he’s holding himself back from bursting inside me instantly.

When he starts to move, my mind blanks out. Thoughts are replaced by a glorious, weightiness sensation. I feel like a feather drifting in the air, being carried higher and higher by the wind. Every brush of Celxion’s dick against my wet walls sets off a new blaze in my blood. My pussy aches as it clamps around him, desperate to feel feminine and stretched with a man’s length.

Celxion increases the pace of his strokes, gliding in and out faster, making the wave of ecstasy crest higher.

The world is reduced to nothing but our breaths, mingling in perfect sync.

All I feel is the wet friction of his cock pounding me, asking my pussy to open for him.

Throwing my head back, I bathe in the starlight of his warm presence inside my intimate channel. He’s so gentle yet so strong. The perfect combination that I’ve always craved.

My pussy crushes his thick girth, milking him until he has no choice but to give himself over to the fated bond between us.

“Shit, I’m cumming in you,” he says as warm trickles of his semen spray on my unprotected walls.

“Don’t pull out!” I scream, practicality forgotten in a haze of lust and satisfaction. I want to prolong the dreamy, sensual feeling of being stuffed with a thick, beastly cock and pelted by warm seed for as long as possible.

My body blooms as Celxion unloads rope after rope of cum and it collects in my vagina, every drop reminding me of how badly he wants me. How much I’ve made him cum with my hot body and tight cunt.

I’m going to let his hard erection stay planted in me for as long as my body needs to be content.

Which might be never, considering how gorgeously feminine and receptive I’m feeling just by lying there and letting a hot fox demon daddy spill his seed in my fertile womb.

We didn’t negotiate anything regarding protection. But I’m not worried. According to everything I’ve read and heard, a human can’t get pregnant from a monster’s sperm. We’re two completely different species. Half-monsters are unheard of except in very special cases, but none of them have been half-demons so I’m safe.

“My knot is swelling inside you. I won’t be able to pull out for hours,” he tells me. “That’s why I regretted when I started to climax while still inside you.”

I don’t mind being joined by him for hours. Since it’s afternoon, we cuddle on the bed. He spoons me and we go to sleep. When we wake up a few hours later, his knot has gone down enough for him to slide his limp cock out of my hole.

Thick streams of white cum drip down my freshly fucked pussy, trailing down my thighs.

“Mine.” His sharp canine teeth flash in satisfaction, one side of his foxy mouth twisting up. “Your lush body is even prettier when it has been marked with my cum.”

The sparks of heat that prick my groin at his display of possessiveness catch me off guard.

I lick my lips. Yes, I want to belong to this hot daddy monster. I want to ride his pretty cock day and night.

There has been a strange sense of destiny since I met him. The very first time I saw him at his desk, something in me screamed that he was the one.

There’s a primal, taboo, sacred, mysterious pull trying us together.

Immediately, Celxion slaps his hand on his mouth, shutting his jaw forcefully.

He’s watching me like he’s shocked.

Surprised. Disappointed.

His ears fold down. That single nonverbal gesture rips my heart apart like a cheap fabric. The glorious joy fizzing through my blood vanishes at once, replaced by a heavy darkness.

“I’m sorry.” He curses under his breath. “I took advantage of you.”

“Don’t be. I wanted it, too. I know what we’re doing is…weird or immoral or something. But I liked it. Please don’t think I wasn’t a willing participant or that you coerced me in any way. You must have noticed that I was enthusiastically moaning throughout the act, asking you to do dirty things to me. I meant all of that. It wasn’t something spoken in the heat of the moment.”

Celxion’s eyes pinch into narrowed ovals. “Amy…but…I’m a monster.”

“I don’t care. I enjoyed our sex more than I’ve ever enjoyed being with a human. If our situation wasn’t so complicated, I’d want to do it again.”

Celxion sniffs. He can probably smell my cheap body wash. But every word I speak is the truth.

The passion and intimacy we just shared were mind-blowing.

“Then you forgive me?” The low, deep undercurrent in his voice rumbles through the room.

“There’s nothing to forgive. I seduced you⁠—”

“No, Amy.” He grabs my hand, cocooning it between the heat of two massive palms. I never knew that monsters didn’t have fur on the underside of their palms but the softness of the skin there is luxurious. “I’m not your father. I won’t blame you for being bold or confident about your own sexual needs.”

“Then respect that I need you,” I say. “And that you needed me in that moment, too.”

A thick furrow develops between his eyebrows. “Very well. I think we’re both attracted to each other. But if it ever makes you uncomfortable, we will stop.”

“So otherwise we’re going to keep having hot knotting sex all the time?” I say that to tease him. It’s so gratifying to see the big, confident alpha fox choke.

“Well…I’m open to it,” he replies. There’s a dark glint in his eyes which belies the evenness of his tone. “Our intimacy was deep and satisfying. I won’t lie about it.”

I could feel Celxion’s passion in every hard thrust and in the amount of fluid he sprayed inside me but to hear him admit it fills me with joy. He’s not emotionally unavailable or in denial of his emotions and that’s something that only makes him sexier.

I think I may have found the lover of my dreams.  

Too bad he’s my best friend’s monster dad.


Chapter 3



Celxion

Dear Amy,

I’m sorry for what happened in your room. My baser instincts got the better of me. I know you said you were also attracted to me and I am, too. I want to start over again by getting to know you. Can I have the pleasure of your company for dinner tonight at the dining hall? It’s on the ground floor in the east wing. 

Yours sincerely,

Celxion

P.S. Wexley is working until late at night so she won’t be at home. 

I finish off the note to her with my signature.

At promptly 7 pm, Amy dances down the stairs like a fairy. My cock throbs at her delectable flesh, so creamy and soft. A miniskirt flutters as she marches to her seat at the dinner table, showing flashes of her round ass cheeks. The top is more modest, a white chiffon shirt that she has buttoned up to her neck.

That is until I realize she’s wearing no bra underneath.

Her hard, long nipples stiffen the moment she sits down, putting me in my own personal torture chamber. The dusky pink outline of her areolas peeks through the white.

Damn it, she’s here to make me regret avoiding her for the last three days. I was civil and talked to her, but I made sure not to spend too much time in her company. Her pheromones are too potent and the chance of making a mistake is high when I saturate myself in that ripe juicy scent.

“This is like the Beauty and the Beast fairytale. I feel like Belle in the Beast’s castle.” Amy glances around, drinking in the candle stand, table decorations, and the shimmering chandelier above. I rarely use this dining room unless it’s for a special occasion. But wining and dining my mate is certainly a special occasion.

I quirk my jaw. “Am I the beast?”

“Yes, the beast who is actually kind on the inside. You know the moral of that story is not to judge people by their appearance. Monsters can be kind. And pretty faces can hide ugly hearts.” She unfolds the white napkin and places it between her tempting thighs. Then she pulls up her mini-skirt, giving me a full frontal view of her lacy panties that are clinging to her.

I growl; it’s a dangerous sound that’d scare off predators. But the fierce human woman who took my knot like a queen isn’t scared of me in the least. She giggles.  

“Don’t torture me, Amy. I said I want to get to know you.”

Ignoring my request, she sweeps her hand over the tablecloth, cooing at the silverware and candles. She’s impressed. That makes me proud since I put a bit of effort into this evening. I’m wearing one of my only suits, a gray number.

“You’re so thoughtful.” Amy flutters her eyelashes seductively. I both adore and detest this bold, sexually fiery part of her. It’s a contrast to the more business-minded, earthy side she shows when she’s making clothes. But it’s her bold spirit that makes her so hot. “You bothered to order human-sized things for me. Everyone else living in this mansion is a monster.”

“You are my guest and I’ll treat you as such.”

“Celxion, has anybody told you you’re too much of a gentleman? Just when I was getting cynical that they didn’t make guys like you anymore, you had to appear and give me hope.”

Her compliment drenches me in a warm bath of pride. Knowing my mate likes me and appreciates me is a happiness like no other. Unfortunately, it’s also an aphrodisiac. Heat circles my nether regions, tempting my soft cock. I scoff. “You praise me too much.”

“I praise adequately.”

“Can I praise you, too?” I inquire. “You’re far too good at reading people’s minds.”

Her laughter rings out loud. It’s like the sound of a piano symphony unfolding, delicate note by delicate note. I never spent any time thinking about people’s laughter but she makes me dwell on the mundane, easily ignored facets of life. When she’s around me, every detail is magnified tenfold. A soft romantic aura envelops us, the effect of our bond.

“That’s an unusual compliment.” She tucks a wild brown curl behind her shapely ear. There’s a small hint of pink at the top of her ears, a subtle clue about her feelings. ‘Will you tell me why you think so?”

“You’re wearing the exact outfit that drives me insane with lust. Showing off the parts of your figure that haunt me at night.” I wave my finger in the air, hoping to circle her breasts. “Those magnificent tits, those luscious thighs that I want to leave hickeys on, and those wide hips...” that I want to make fatter by putting a baby in you. I control my tongue, reigning in those dark images. The instinct to stuff my mate’s womb and watch her grow big with a child is a primal one but I know she’s young. There’s no hurry. I’m prepared to wait for her to be in the right place.

Amy’s cheeks grow rosy. She flattens her lips into a covert grin. “How about you eat me for dessert then?”

“Only if I get to pick your mind during the main course. We’re strangers and I want us to be more. I want us to be familiar with each other.”

“Then maybe we should start with that scar on your back. How did you get it?” She makes a knife motion across her chest. “I’m sorry. I caught it when I was measuring you. It made me curious. If it’s something that you don’t want to talk about, you don’t have to share it with me.”

“I was mauled by another fox demon.” I wipe my mouth with a napkin. Reaching out for the bottle of expensive white wine that I had saved for a special occasion like this, I pour some into her wineglass as well as mine.

“Was it a fight? I thought you were the alpha.”

“Even the alpha can’t resist his wife.” I run my tongue over my sharp teeth. “She was a fiery fox.”

“So you’ve always been into kinky women.” Crossing her arms in front of her chest, she says it like it’s a statement.

Her astute observation hits me straight in my brain. Beautiful, determined, open, and now she’s clever, too. Will I ever stop falling more for this unique human?  

“Do you…miss your wife?”

“I’ll always miss her. We overcame so many obstacles together. But I know that part of my life is over. There’s no point clinging to it when she can never come back. I only look forward to the future. So many good memories have yet to be created.”

“That’s a good perspective. I’d be sad if someone I love died.”

“Time gives you hope,” I say. “Have you lost anyone?”

“No. I’m scared I will someday, and I’m so not prepared for it.” She shakes her head nervously.

The conversation flows smoothly and so does the meal. I top up her wine twice and she eats heartily. Not a dieter, my Amy. Her appreciation for the food is extraordinary. It makes me more satisfied to have provided her this pleasure.

“Tell me what you love, Amy.” I shift in my chair, realizing the meal is nearing its end. My mind was so consumed by our intellectual exchange that I completely forgot the promise I made to her for dessert. She’s still eating, though, so we have some time. “What have you been up to these days?”

Plopping her elbows on the table, she rests her chin on the backs of her palms. “I love clothes. Designing them, making them, selling them. All of it. It’s all I think about all day. What to make next.”

“Your passion is alluring. Not many people can devote themselves completely to something. It shows your capacity to care, even if what you care about can’t love you back.” I swirl the wine in my glass, using its smell to mask the heady scent of her blood heating with passion. It’s not sexual passion but it smells the same.

“Speaking of clothes, your suit is coming along nicely. Your absence has made me work harder to get your recognition. Every time you wear my suit, I want you to be reminded of that steamy afternoon.”

Forgetting that day is out of the question for me, suit or no suit. The explosive orgasm I had is still echoing in my bones like a low-grade fever. Amy strokes it with her words.

“Is that a hint for me to remind you how good my tongue felt on your pussy?”

“Yes.” She clapped loudly, and excitement splashed across her features. “Eat me out on the table. I’ve always fantasized about being able to lie on a big table like this.”

“Let me ask the housekeeper to clear the table first. Don’t want gravy getting in your silky hair, do we?”

I ring the bell and the banshee who has served me since I built this mansion twenty years ago appears. She doesn’t even have to be told what to do. The moment she notices the way I’m looking at Amy, she figures it out.

She gets busy clearing the silverware and dishes and plates, stacking them one on top of another before carrying them out.

It takes a few trips since banshees aren’t as big as fox demons.

I clear my throat to demand Amy’s attention. “Actually, I work with a client who has been looking for a new tailor. If you don’t mind, can I recommend you to them?”

“Only if you think my work is good enough.” She looks down, her confidence suddenly dipping. Even though she loves making clothes, she lacks belief in herself. I’m going to have to fix that one of these days. “I’ll have the suit to you by next week.”

“Sounds good.”

There’s no doubt Amy’s feeling the thick heat between us. Her thighs are firmly closed. The moment the housekeeper screams that she is done, Amy immediately jumps up on the table, lying down on her back.

She splays out her fleshy thighs before me. Suddenly, her fragrance is intense, surrounding the room like a cloud of smoke. Her pussy must be needy as hell.

It strokes my ego knowing how much my mate needs me and trusts me to give her body what it deserves.

I flip up her skirt and pull down her panties in a flash of greedy lust. When I’ve thrown the garment onto the floor, I drink in the splendor of her human pussy. It’s pretty like a pink rose with its petals unfurling. Her hole is so tiny and tight. My cock shivers at the memory of being lodged in that compact space. How divine it felt. I couldn’t even wait for her to reach climax. That’s how forcefully that cunt choked me and forced me to spray cum on her walls.

This time, I resist the urge to impale her on my cock straight away. Tonight, I want to be gentle and make it all about Amy. After all, I promised this dinner as a gesture of my getting to know her. Including the R-rated secrets, she hides behind that innocent face.

“Touch yourself,” I say. “I want to know how you make that pussy come.”

A brief hesitation dances in her wide brown eyes. Her shoulders tense. Her thighs are spread open, her arousal glistening with need. She doesn’t move her hand, though.

Looks like she still has some hangups. Never mind. I’m not above encouraging her.

I gently guide her hand to her cunt, pushing her fingers into her hole. “I mean it, Amy. Show me your filthy, dirty side. The one that comes out when you’re horny.”

She buckles at the sudden intrusion into her pussy.

“My slutty side?” Ah. I see the hint of fear. The scars left from years of being oppressed and judged.

“Yes, show me how a slut behaves. Show me how sexy that is. I love that side of you so don’t be scared. Nothing you do could ever convince me that you’re not the most talented woman alive.”

Perhaps I said the right thing. Amy’s pupils dilate. Her eyes fill with determination. Loosening her shoulders and curving her head sideways, she skims her fingertips over her folds. Tenderly. Lovingly. With the respect that they deserve. Drawing her fingers out of her opening, she gives me a nod. Then gets to work satisfying that magnificent pussy.

The thumb of her left hand pinches and plays with her clit while her other hand, fucks in and out of her hole. She starts with one finger, and then moves on to two. With every brush movement, the noises echo in the dining room. Amy moans, the pleasant sensations slamming into her. She knows what can get her off and she’s not wasting any of that knowledge.

“Your sweet little fingers are so dexterous,” I praise. “What a good little girl, making yourself come in front of a fox demon.”

“You watching turns me on,” she admits. “I’m motivated to impress you.”

To prove her point rubs her clit harder. Wetness oozes out of her seam, moistening her pussy lips until they’re reflecting the chandelier light. She’s so damn wet, gushing like a fountain. So full of sexual vigor.

After a few minutes of thrusting her fingers in and out of her raw pussy, her clit is swollen huge. She’s a handful of brushes away from the big finish. That much is obvious.

“My hands hurt,” she whines. It’s clearly an act because she wants me to join in on the fun. “Help me, Mr. Big Bad Fox.”

Her pout is adorable and so naughty. My inner daddy cannot resist making things better for his baby girl.

“Let me finish it for you.” I tuck my head between her legs, reaching for her moist folds with my tongue.

I memorize the texture of her puffy, swollen lips, rubbing my tongue black and forth on their plumpness. Her clit soon cries out for attention so I soothe it with quick flicks. Then I suck on it until she begs me to stop.

“That’s too much stimulation. My body can’t handle it,” she says. “Celxion.”

It’s easy to keep playing with her pretty lips. Soft and slick under my mouth. She tastes sweeter than honey. I want to drink a whole gallon of her cum.

I spear my tongue into her welcoming hole, reaching as deep as I can. My cock is dying of need just feeling how hard her pussy grips my tongue. I’m going to have to jack off alone in my room tonight to undo this tight coil of tension in my nuts.

Amy arches under me, her thighs quaking on the sides of my face. “I can’t…it’s too much...”

The hoarseness of her voice. The slurring of her syllables. Her trembling legs. My baby is about to come.

Though I know it’s imminent, her climax still takes me by surprise. Amy squirts a jet of cum onto my face. Her liquid drenches me. It’s a refreshing feeling, though. Not one I mind.

Lying there, dazed, Amy pants. The climax was clearly powerful. She doesn’t have any words. Her eyes screw shut. The blissful arrangement of her features tells me she’s soaking in her divine bliss, enjoying the moment. She stays that way for minutes until her breathing rate normalizes. Her scent, too, dissipates slowly.

She grabs my collar with both hands, forcing my face down to hers. Her mouth presses a kiss on me. “So tell me the real reason you want to get to know me better. The sex was hot but you’re clearly not shallow. This is more than just a way to get into my pants again. So why? I can’t fathom that you’d be really interested in me. You’re so sophisticated and successful and I’m just a dreamer.”

“Your spirit speaks to me,” I reply. It’s the truth. Her creative passion and her ideas for making better clothes are just as attractive as her passion for coming on my knot. “Plus, I’m not good at one-night stands. Foxes are beasts and we’re possessive. When they see something they want, they want it forever.”

“So if I wish for whatever’s between us to be just sex, you wouldn’t be okay?”

Pain lances through my chest. Being rejected by a mate is like a fatal wound. I know Amy isn’t rejecting me outright and even if she was, she has every right to. But it hurts the same.

“I’ll give you whatever you want.” It’s the most honest thing I can say. The alpha in me, the protector in me, hell, even the fated mate in me wants nothing but her happiness. I’d move heaven and earth to see her thrive. If she believes she’ll be more comfortable in a sexual relationship, I can put my agenda aside to make that happen for her, too.

“Wexley keeps telling me how lonely you are. I can see why. You’re too nice for your own good. Celxion, trust me when I say this: it would be an absolute honor to spend time with someone like you. I can’t commit to dating you the way my business is, but I definitely want more than sex, too. I want to cozy dinners, conversations, and soft, romantic moments. I want love, empathy, and understanding to go with the kinky sex. And I’m prepared to give you what you want, too.”

“Thank you,” I whisper. It’s more than what I expected to get from her. We’ve barely known each other for a few days.

To feel such a strong connection within that short period is only proof that we’re fated mates.

But fate doesn’t mean anything unless you accept it with your own free will. I want us both to own this fate and grab it willingly, not because we have to but because we want to.

Amy slants her chest forward, showing me a peek of her cleavage along with a naughty grin. My body moves before I can think, immediately rushing to her side. Dropping my nose to the crook of her shoulder, I lick a soft trail up her neck. My nostrils flare, greedy for the comforting smell of my mate’s safety. A woman’s scent is strongest at the nape of the neck. Just one whiff is enough to knock me off my feet. The urge to keep filling my nostrils with her scent overwhelms me. It’s all that keeps me from dying during the lonely nights when I can’t have her.

A shiver goes through my belly when she grabs my ear. “Um…why do you keep smelling me?”

The words trip from my tongue one after another in a near row. “Amy, would you believe me if I said I knew we were meant to be the moment I first smelled you? Your pheromones told me.”

“But you made such a disgusted face,” she protests.

“I was disgusted at myself for lusting after you. You’re so young and Wexley’s best friend. But I couldn’t deny my senses, either.”

“Do all foxes know their mate the moment they smell them?”

I drop a heavy nod. “Fated mates have a certain smell. It’s irresistible and impossible to miss. They’re supposed to be your body’s perfect match and compatible in other ways, too.”

“Our bodies certainly fit well, don’t they?” A seductive grin. “So your body gives you signals when you’ve found the one? Honestly, that’s amazing. I wish humans had something like that.”

“While I’m certain you’re my mate and I’d love for us to be committed together, you don’t have to follow along. You make your own decisions and whatever you choose, I will respect it.”

“Understood.” She exhales noisily. Her body stretches languidly as she brings herself back onto her feet from the table. Without bothering to put on her clothes, she throws me a sultry look. Sashaying those fertile hips and thick ass, she ambles back to her room, raising one hand in goodbye. “Goodnight, Celxion.”

“Goodnight,” I mutter under my breath, more determined than ever to impress the lush creature who tempts me at every turn.


Chapter 4



Amy 

There are red roses outside my room door every single day following my dinner with Celxion. Usually, the floral bouquet comes with a cute note.

I can still smell your pussy, Amy. 

My cock wants to be buried inside your pretty cunt. 

Good morning, angel. 

After a week, I’m getting used to being spoiled and romanced by the hot fox demon of my dreams. Now I jump up from bed and open the door, eager for my surprise gift.

That morning, the profusion of flowers turns out to be even bigger than usual. Gathering up the bouquet, I pluck the card lodged between the flowers. Celxion’s now familiar handwriting blinks at me.

You smell sweeter than a million roses to me. 

I tremble in satisfaction at his words, stroking the feathery-soft petals of the flowers. Their scent drenches the room as I get to work. My sewing machine whirs as I stitch together the pieces for Celxion’s suit.

It has been days since he ate me out on the dining table and gave me the most unforgettable sexual experience of my life. Turns out he was pretty serious about wooing me and getting to know me. At his demand, I now eat dinner with him every night. Though we tease each other’s throbbing organs under the table, we haven’t had sex again.

I’ve thrown myself into work, spending every spare minute finishing up orders from my website.

“Phew!” I wipe the sweat off my head. The curtains are fluttering. A balmy, warm breeze gushes into my room. The sun is high overhead.

Looks like it’s afternoon. I extract the completed suit from under my sewing machine. It has got to be the biggest piece of clothing I’ve made. The jacket alone is nearly as long as my body. My pussy beats with excitement imagining his thick, muscular arms filling out the arms.

When I’ve brushed all the tiny threads off his suit, I lay it out on my bed. It looks like something crafted by a professional. That shouldn’t surprise me. I’m a professional. I have been doing this for a few years. I started at eighteen and I’m twenty-three now.

Unable to contain my excitement, I end up calling Celxion. He works at this time and it’s rude to disturb him, but I want to make sure the suit fits perfectly and no alternations need to be made.

He picks up my call in a heartbeat.

My pulse is beating in my eardrums, louder than my breathing.

“What’s wrong, Amy?” The clear concern in his voice makes me feel guilty for wasting his time.

“Nothing. I finished making your suit. Shall I have the housekeeper leave it in your room? You can try it on when you have time. Let me know if any alterations need to be made.” 

“Bring it to me now.”

“To your office?”

“Yes. Right now.”

“Okay.” I swallow, not sure what Celxion is getting at.

I scurry up the corridor and down the flight of stairs to where his study is. The suit is huge and heavy as well so my arms are sore and tired by the time I push open the door to his study.

“I was waiting for you, Amy.”

The huge fox demon is sitting naked in his armchair when I step in. His cock is flaccid, but it’s still beautiful and impressive and pretty like a plush toy.

I gasp, immediately averting my gaze even though I’d seen him naked and felt his hard cock in me. But him casually lounging around with his bare body adds a completely new layer of intimacy to our relationship. He’s seductive when he’s so comfortable in owning his beastly, masculine sex appeal. He knows the effect he’s having on me and the foxy grin confirms that he loves teasing me.

“What that…” I cough, my words lost in a mixture of arousal and confusion.

“I wanted to try it on as soon as possible.” Celxion’s quick movements make the entire room vibrate. His feet are big and sturdy like boulders as they thud on the ground.

He plucks the clothes from me and slips into the shirt with vulpine grace. My worries were unfounded. The garment fits great on his powerful figure, the length of the sleeves and cuffs as they should be. The white shirt stretches beautifully against his rippling abs and pecs, highlighting their outline through the clingy material. His tail struggles to find the hole in the slacks so I help him by grabbing and pulling it through.

Once he’s fully clad in his new attire, I marvel at my own efforts. It was all worth the late nights with bleary eyes. To dress this dashing fox demon in clothes befitting of his mature masculine beauty has to be my greatest accomplishment.

He shines in a well-tailored suit. It’s a world of difference from his slouchy, loose suit from before that had threads coming off.

Celxion examines his reflection in the mirror, nodding in approval.

The slate-gray color sets off the graying hairs on his fur which reveal his experience and age. The red chest hairs peeking through the white collar lend him a corporate kind of seductiveness. He looks both sexy and professional.

My needy walls clench. I want to devour his sexy alpha fox demon right now. I want his dominant hands tracing my folds and spearing into my core.

“I hope you like it.” I press my thighs together, not wanting to be unprofessional at a time like this.

Without warning, Celxion leaps toward me, caging me in his arms. He lays a wet kiss on my lips. My pussy is already drenched in liquid from craving his affection.

“Amy, this is marvelous,” he remarks. “My previous suit would have torn to pieces if I’d moved so roughly in it.”

“I used silver thread. Metal is stronger than cotton. Plus, I picked a strong and lightweight material similar to Kevlar for the suit itself so it could bear the pressure of your weight.”

“It must have cost you a lot.”

I blush. “Don’t worry about that. You’re letting me stay here for free.”

Celxion’s arms loosen around me. He lets me go and my body feels cold. I wanted to be held by him for a bit longer. When I’m in his embrace, the whole world is cozy and safe. It smells of pine, musk, and mysticism.

“Amy, can I propose something?” Celxion tucks a finger under my jaw and tips my face upward to meet his gaze.

“Not marriage, I hope.” I smother a laugh. “We only started fucking each other.”

Celxion’s whiskers dip down, ruffled by a long exhale. “I want to invest in your business.”

I press my finger into my ear, certain I heard that wrong. But when Celxion runs his knuckles over my jaw, his velvet fur whispering against my skin, all my doubts vanish. “I’m thinking I’ll start with a hundred thousand. You think you can launch a new line for men’s suits with that?”

“A hundred…what? That’s way too much!” I grab my blouse, bunching up the fabric under my tight fist. Due to the price at which I provide my clothes, I’ve never been able to use the best materials or techniques for my customers. I get okay reviews, but nobody has ever wanted to see my business grow or provide me with the tools to unleash my full potential.

It feels like a double-edged sword. On one hand, I’m over the moon to finally be able to try out all kinds of new creative ideas. But part of me is terrified of disappointing people with mediocre results. What if my love and enthusiasm for tailoring is all I have?

“It’s a work of art, this suit.” Butterflies thrash about my stomach, hungry to prey on my anxiety. Celxion’s feeling the suit I made for him. He might love it now but what if it tears later and he finds out I’m not as good as he believes?

Oh my god, what if he wears it to work and somebody comments that it’s too old-fashioned? I picked an older style due to his age and the fact that those patterns tend to be more enduring, but what if that was a stupid mistake?

“I can’t. I really can’t take that much money from you.” He’s already letting me live rent-free in this mega-mansion. I’m not his sugar baby, nor do I want to be one. I want to succeed because of the unique individuality I bring to my work, not because I happen to be irresistible to a certain fox billionaire. I want to be appreciated for my unique creative talents, not my hotness and sex appeal.  

“Consider it upfront payment for making a few more suits for me.” Celxion scratches his jaw, crinkling his nose at his old, discarded suit lying on the carpet. “I need a whole new wardrobe now that I’ve discovered how comfortable clothes can actually be.”

“I loved making it for you. It was challenging, physically, but so rewarding to my brain.” I clasp my hands in front of my chest, beaming with a smile. “Thanks for giving me the opportunity.”

“Allow me to invest in you, then,” he protests. “I can’t bear to see your beautiful talent wither away because you lacked the funds.”

“I can let you pay me for the suit’s materials, but a hundred thousand is just ridiculous!”  

“I want to invest in what makes you happy, Amy. I like the work you do so I want you to be able to do more of it.” He exhales. The gust of warm wind ejected through his nose caresses my face like invisible fingers. “I want to see your dreams come true.”

“Celxion, that means so much to me. You’re my first ally after Wexley.” But that doesn’t mean I’m going to take advantage of his natural generosity.

“You bring out my instinct to conquer and spoil, baby. I want you to live a luxurious, carefree life, where you’re free to express your creativity as you desire.”

“Is that because of my smell? Because you think I’m your mate?”

“At this point, I can’t tell if it’s because of your pheromones or because of the work ethic and potential I see within you.” He kneels in front of me, his passionate gaze lingering over my face. The fabric of his slacks makes a stretching sound but doesn’t tear. I sigh in relief. “If only you could see yourself like I do. You’re young, fresh, and full of great ideas. But you also doubt yourself because you’ve never succeeded before and you think failure is your identity. You remind me of myself when I first started my business.”

The way his voice trembles on that last sentence lets me know it was a hard confession for a confident, proud alpha wolf demon like him to make. Showing his weakness, and his doubts to people must not come easily.

The fact that Celxion let me in on a part of him that is sacred makes me feel so privileged. If he could become such a successful businessman after feeling that way, is there hope for me, too? “Really? You were like me? I can’t believe it. You’re so mature and sure of yourself now.”

“It’s a process, darling,” he drawls in a mystical foxy voice. Wisdom radiates from that gruff tone. “We all start out terrible and only become better when we’re given the opportunities and time to hone ourselves. I want to give you that, so please don’t reject me.”

He sandwiches my hand between his big paws. A mysterious, nameless emotion shivers down my spine. It’s so grand; it swells in my chest like a balloon, threatening to make my flesh explode.

I love Celxion. I love him too much for my little body to bear.

“I don’t know what to say.” My throat is choked up and stinging from the ball of gratitude stuck in it. “Do you want to give it a few days? Test out my suit and make sure it’s the best before you spend a mini-fortune on me.”

Celxion opens his jaw, baring his fangs in a lighthearted laugh. God, those canine teeth are sexy. “A hundred thousand is no fortune, Amy. It’s pocket change for me. Besides, I’m an alpha. I feel compelled to provide for my mate when she’s struggling. It’s an instinct I can’t win against. But don’t take that to mean that I’m only paying you because I’m attracted to you. I want to invest in your business because your product fills a niche in the market that’s highly underserved. We’ll both make a lot of money if we can tap into this segment of buyers.”

“So it’s a calculated business decision.” I’m glad he took the time to articulate the practical side of it because it’d feel icky to take his money just because he likes me and I slept with him. Now I know he actually sees promise in the clothes I’m making.

Celxion shrugs, his broad shoulders rolling back. “Pretty much a pure business decision. I’d still have made the offer even if you weren’t the one my body is addicted to. But I had to be honest and let you know that my heart does override my head sometimes, especially when it comes to a certain gorgeous female. I’m laying out all my reasons so you don’t feel like I was dishonest with you in any way.”

The sheer openness with which he expresses his need to provide as well as his need to nurture my talent is so emotionally healthy. Plus, the fact that he’s begging me to let him pay me boggles my mind. The trend in my life has been me pleading with people to value my work so I can keep doing what I love. Knowing someone wants me to succeed reassures the lonely part of me that was always pushing toward success alone. My ambition made me feel less than desirable by my parents. My stepfather constantly suggested that I needed to get a mundane job instead of pursuing my dreams and my mother told me I’d become rich faster if I sold my body. Which was cruel of her.

But Celxion trusts my vision and skills. He wants me to be me and do what’s authentic for me.

That’s the greatest gift anybody has ever given me.   

“In that case, I’ll accept your offer.”

He extends his hand and I shake it. It feels like a real business deal. My first contract. My first big break since I embarked on my entrepreneurial journey.

“I’ll send over the contract. This will be done properly, I promise.”

I nod. “It’s a pleasure to work with you, Mr. Celxion.”

His foxlike grin melts my heart instantly. “Likewise.”


Chapter 5



Celxion

Amy has been busy hustling to expand her fashion line ever since my investment was deposited into her bank account. She hired a designer to build her a great new website and spent some of my dollars on marketing her brand. She now positions herself as a luxury tailor who creates bespoke suits for big monsters.

The response has been astounding: she has been inundated with hundreds of requests within days. Since she’s doing it all alone, she can only accept a fraction of those.

“I’m thinking of hiring a few more tailors. I’ll have to train them, but it might be worth it in the long run.” She chews her food, holding her fork up absently. Despite her new busy schedule, she doesn’t neglect our budding relationship, rushing down each evening to regale me with the challenges of her day while I tell her the events of mine. “I’m only accepting orders for high-end suits for now. Cash flow is important for a new business. By the way, I might have to go out frequently since my clients want me to measure them at their place. Just wanted to let you know.”

“I’m a jealous guy, Amy.” I tease her with a possessive growl. “If any other monster puts their paws on you, I’ll tear them apart and roast their flesh. Do you want to eat your clients for dinner?”  

Amy blanches. “That was a joke, right?”

“Not the jealous part.”

“Celxion, you have to trust me. I’m stupidly obsessed with your cock and you. I’m not going to fall for anyone else.”

“Your word is all I need. I believe you,” I reply, resuming my meal while she continues to describe the incredible progress she has made on a new suit for a minotaur.

I know Amy isn’t heartless or flaky. But my inner cave-fox instincts that have survived for a thousand years refuse to bow to logic. I want her to be mine and mine only. To smell her scent close to me every second of the day. Of course, I’d never tie her down or control her in any way just to fulfill my primal needs. That isn’t what I want for our relationship.

“Can I⁠—”

“Here.” She pushes the silver plate with roast potatoes toward me before I voice my need for them.

My heart purrs in delight. We’re mates indeed. Communication between us is so effortless that she already knows which dish on the table I need even before I tell her to pass it to me. It’s like we’re psychically connected.

“Thank you, baby,” I reply.

“You’re the reason I have so much to look forward to these days.” She comes around the table and coils her arms around me, smooshing her jiggling breasts against my arm. My cock warms, stirring lazily at the promise of a warm cunt. “Thank you so much for what you’ve done for me. I’ll have your suits finished in a month.”

“Don’t work yourself too hard.” Lifting up her skirt, I test her pussy lips with one finger. She’s wet. Not soaking like she usually is, but lubricated. I can work that pussy up to a frenzy at my leisure. “I think that cunt needs some relief.”

A blush travels up Amy’s neck to her cheeks.

Her pillow-soft lips brush over my fur, planting a kiss between my eyebrows. Her hand curls around the base of my cock through my slacks. “How about we end this night with me riding that monster dick?”

“That’s a fantastic idea.”
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Our days fall into a routine: in the mornings, Amy goes out to take measurements for her clients while I work from home. In the afternoons, she labors on the garments she has committed to. Her evenings belong to me. She has them blocked out for our dinners and the hot sex sessions that usually follow them. Her body is a spell. The more I fuck her wet, tight cunt, the more cum I dump into her empty womb, the more my body wants her.

I’ve never been so obsessed about somebody in my life.

My entire life revolves around seeing her smile, seeing her well, and seeing her come on my cock.  

During the day, I sometimes check in on Amy to see if she has eaten. She tends to forget everything when she’s busy with work. Lunch is crucial for her human body from what I have read.

Sauntering through the hallways, I notice the silence that blankets the space. Amy’s sewing machine isn’t making its grunting noises.  

The door of her room is open. I slip in, hoping to surprise her with my spontaneous visit.

But she’s nowhere.

My nose tells me she’s here but I can’t see her. The bed is care with bedsheets scattered on it. Her desk has been left cluttered and her sewing machine is silent.

Gradually, my ears pick up the sound of rushing water.

The shower.

She’s probably taking a bath. I should withdraw and come back later, but her pheromones exert a potent pull on me. I pad over to the bathroom, telling myself I’m only checking if she’s alright. My inner protective alpha is out of control when it comes to this fiery human woman.

In no time at all, I’ve forced my way into the shower, coming up behind her stealthily.

Water slides down her creamy curves. My urges are out of control. My inner beast will not be satisfied until I have smelled every inch of her, memorized the taste of her with my tongue, and stretched her pussy to take my length.  

I drag my nose down the slender curve of her neck.

Amy’s delicate shoulders jerk under my possessive grip. “Celxion…you surprised me.”

“I saw you looking like a naked, fertile goddess and couldn’t resist. Amy…I need to be inside you, baby. So badly.”

I slide my palms over the wet, taut tips of her breasts, bouncing her fat globes on my palm. Their weight and firmness are exquisite. My mouth grows thick with saliva, desperate to taste those delicious peaks.

Because my control is gone, I indulge my dark desire by lapping my tongue against her hard nipple. Amy croons. The sound is so high and thick with feminine need that it strokes the hunger in my cock. Turns my dick into a raging, rock-hard beast. My knot starts to swell.

She drags her nails over my back hidden with fur, scratching the skin underneath. Shivers collect in my groin. My teeth scrape her nipple.

“Celxion…can we do something different today?”

“What do you want, Amy?”

“Breed my slutty pussy.” She curls her fingers around my dick, fingertips lightly skimming by balls that are dying to release all that seed into a fertile human cunt. Slanting her face closer to my ear, she murmurs, “Breeding is my kink. I love the thought of being knocked up by a hot monster daddy.”

Her suggestion incites a blaze in my stomach. I love having sex with her and I’ve been taking her raw and unprotected every single time. It’s not like a monster can actually get a human pregnant but the thought of having Amy’s belly stretched out with my child is alluring beyond reason.

It triggers the animal instinct within me. All thoughts of gentleness evaporate. I grab her waist and slam her against the wall. She locks her legs around my torso, moving her wet pussy folds up and down my erect cock. My palms curl over her body, skimming down the length of her plump form. I grab and squeeze her fleshy breasts, imagining them getting even bigger when she has a baby to nurse.

“Are you a slut?” I slap her nipples, relishing the ecstatic expression on her face as the sting heightens her arousal. “You want me to fill these fat titties with milk?”

Amy tips up her chin in defiance. “I want to be yours. Fuck me raw and make me a mommy. Then I’ll make you a daddy.”

Daddy. The word, so taboo and full of affection crushes my chest with its weight. I so badly want it. I want to be the daddy to Amy’s baby. I want to be her daddy, too, in bed. Take care of her pretty body like she’s my baby girl. I want to claim her fertile human body with my seed and keep watching her belly swell with one pregnancy after another until she has no choice but to stay with me forever.  

“Call me daddy,” I command in a voice so harsh, it even shakes me.

Amy’s enjoying my dominance, though. A smile ticks up her lips. She gives my cock a possessive squeeze. “Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” Raking my claws over her head, I’m careful not to exert too much pressure so I don’t hurt her. Her silky tresses are soft under the soothing touch of my palm rubbing her head.

Her skin feels like a silk cloth. I’m afraid it’s too fine for me.

Her legs are squeezing my waist, urging my body close. I angle my hip upward, brushing her wet entrance. Amy moans and sits on my erect length. My cock glides into her hole and she stretches fully to take me. After being impaled on fox dick a few times, her cunt’s getting used to my size.

“So good, Daddy.” She whines. Her body is feeding my hunger, clamping around me ferociously. My cock is choking. “I love when you stretch my insides with your big cock.”

Electric sensations ring in my blood. I’m paralyzed by her beauty, by the intense feeling of being buried inside her wet cunt. This moment when we’re merged together in mind and body is mesmerizing. My brain is empty. Dark. But my body is throbbing with an inferno of heat.

My shaft aches to feel the rough friction of wrecking her tight, human pussy again and again.

I pull out. Amy drops a heavy exhale.

“Buckle up,” I warn her as I rut into her welcoming heat, feeling her soft walls pulse around my dick to trap it in her channel. “I won’t stop until I’ve got you pregnant.”

Her cunt responds to my filthy statement by pressing harder. It wrings my cock. The friction grows, hitting my belly with a shock every time I enter her. Every breach of her pussy sends shockwaves down to my toes.

I’m a strong, powerful alpha fox demon. But even I’m powerless against the assault of bliss that washes over my senses.

My muscles relax involuntarily. My being unravels, desperate to surrender to the sweet, taboo heat between our bodies.

I could come inside her now. Let all this tension go. Give me the relief I’ve been craving for days. But I need to get her off first.

“Your forceful thrusts feel like heaven,” she whimpers, clinging to my body tightly. “I want to carry your babies in my belly.”

“You will,” I assure her, grinding harder into her. Holding her body flat against the wall, I move my hips faster. Rougher. Brutalizing her with quick, dirty strokes. Her breasts bounce wildly, intensifying my need to breed her. “I want to drink from your milk-filled titties once I’ve got you with child.”

“Yes, please. I’d love that fox mouth on my tender nipples,” she exclaims.

She’s really turned on by the thought of being bred and milked as much as I am. I rub her clit as I screw her harder. Her pussy is going to be sore tomorrow. But tonight, she’s wet and pretty for me. My perfect little breeding bitch, hungry for daddy’s seed.

My filthy thoughts make my balls pulse with primal lust. There’s incredible power in imagining her fleshy body filled out with a pregnancy.

The drive to make that dream come true pushes my cock deeper until I’m buried to the hilt. The most mind-blowing shock of primal possessiveness grips my cock when I smack into her cervix.

Mine. That womb is mine. 

“I’m…oh god…” The maddening tightness of her pussy informs me of her orgasm. Amy’s face jerks over my shoulders. Her tiny form is lost to the ultimate pleasure. She quietly basks in the glory of having come on a monster’s dick.

But she lets me keep roughly abusing that pretty cunt with my greedy cock. I stroke her velvet heat. And it strikes me right back. Milking my cock until I give up all control and unload my seed into that greedy pussy.

“Amy,” I growl her name as my release spills into her. My seed drips into her sacred vessel, filling it up with a baby. Or at least that’s what I’d like to think.

We breathe loudly, wet and exhausted, yet still holding onto each other. She doesn’t want to let go of the acute sense of togetherness that envelops us at this moment. Neither do I. The knowledge of having fulfilled each other’s darkest, most secret fantasy has brought us closer somehow.

We don’t speak. We don’t have to.

Hot water from the shower pelts our bodies. My knot has expanded and plugged up her pussy so my seed takes.

I relax into her creamy, feminine sweetness, content to remain in this wonderland for a few more hours.


Chapter 6



Amy

One month later

Dreams do come true. When I first made changes to my business after Celxion’s investment, I was surprised at the orders that came pouring in. But as I fulfilled them, word of mouth started to spread. Which led to a bigger surprise—being invited to interview with Monster Fashion Daily. MFD is a premium luxury magazine focused on high-end clientele who want the scoop on the most exclusive fashion brands.

Most businesses that they feature end up becoming fashion giants. To even picture myself amongst those types of companies makes my toes curl.

Sitting in their studio wearing a pale yellow dress that I made for myself, I’m both excited and nervous. This was the first big opportunity I manifested for myself through hard work. This could be my big break if I use it wisely.

The interviewer, a gargoyle outfitted in a sharp suit from a top fashion label, clears his throat. “We’ll go live in three, two, one.” He turns his gray stone head toward the cameras, turning on his million-watt entertainer smile. “Welcome to Monster Fashion Daily’s monthly Rising Star Interview segment. Today we have Amy Guetta as our special guest. Amy’s brand, Luxion, has made waves within the fashion world for its focus on durable, high-quality fits that are enduring and stylish.”

I run my hands over my hair, checking for flyaway hairs. The makeup crew used enough hairspray to keep my blow dry perfectly, but it’s a habit.

“It’s a pleasure to be here. Thank you for inviting me.” My voice is low and soft. I straighten my shoulders, trying to pull myself together.

I need to be confident. Otherwise, nobody will trust me with their clothes. No matter how much of an imposter I feel like, the fact is that people on this show think I’m good enough to be here. So what if my brand is new? My customers have all raved about my designs so far.

“So, Amy, please tell the audience about your brand Luxion and what it stands for?” the gargoyle asks, using his hands to gesture.

I swallow. “Luxion is a high-end luxury tailoring brand specifically developed to meet the needs of huge monsters. We use durable materials that feel comfortable and hug you like a second skin. At the same time, they won’t tear and allow for a wide range of movement. So you can play sports in them if you choose to.”

“Wow, that’s cool. Playing sports in a suit isn’t something I’ve considered before.” The gargoyle host scratches his chin, making a stony grinding sound.

I cross one leg over the other. My trust grows at the positive response from the audience in the studio who are whispering about my brand.

I pull my focus back to the questions the host is asking me. “What has been your key to success?”

“Honestly, a certain fox demon.” I giggle. “I’m grateful to my earliest investor for believing in my potential. I wouldn’t have gotten to where I am now without his help.”

I stare directly into the camera, squeezing out my sultriest expression for Celxion. He’s definitely watching me. I want him to be hot and mad with lust by the time I return home.

The interview wraps up shortly after that. I display some of my new fashions on the show and talk about how customers can get in touch with me, prices, etc. before I’m allowed to leave the studio.

Folding myself into a cab, I head straight home.

Celxion isn’t in his study. I pad over to his room and he’s sitting in an armchair, eyes shiny with tears and fixed on the screen of his laptop.

“I’m back home.” I saunter over to him. Throwing my arms around his neck, I let him claim my lips in a hot, passionate kiss.

His tongue slides into my mouth. He explores every nook and cranny. My pussy clenches again and again as he promises pleasure with his wicked tongue. His cock is already erect under me, brushing over my hand. God, I love how sexy I feel being able to turn on a stern, daddy fox like him with nothing more than a kiss.

“You were sensational!” Celxion grabs my body and nestles me close to his chest. My pussy immediately squeezes. Any praise from him makes my whole world feel lighter.

“Thank you,” I say. “I can’t wait to see how my business grows from this point onward.”

I pull myself against his body, rubbing my breasts on his chest. Celxion lets out the most masculine yet vulnerable whimper I’ve ever heard.

“Don’t torture me,” he begs. “Daddy wants you to be a good girl.”

He picks up my body like I’m a doll and hurls me onto the bed. His big visage looms over me. He cages my shape with both limbs, emitting a feral, animalistic sound.

“Celxion?” Cradling his big head between my palms, I adjust my body so he can climb on top of me. His weight and strength are like a warm, comforting blanket, protecting me from all my fears.

“Baby, I’m impatient.” His teeth are bared in a sort of disgusted expression. Like when he first smelled me. “You’ve been outside for too long. All kinds of scents are attached to you. I want to mark you as mine.”

“I’m always yours.” I pull up my dress, allowing him access to my pussy. “Take me.”

His snout trails to my slick, aching sex. My core spasms, desperate for relief.

Celxion inhales a lungful of my scent. Rolling down my panties, he digs deeper into my folds. His snout is almost buried in my hole when he inhales a lungful of my scent like he’s assuring himself of something.

I’m expecting him to thrust that thick tongue into my hole but he freezes. His muscles feel like rocks under my touch.

He draws his head back, eyes glinting with worry.


Chapter 7



Celxion

When my nose wedges into the crook between her legs, her scent catches me off guard. At first, I was confused when she smelled different, but it’s not what I suspected. This is not the smell of other monsters on her. She smells like…me? No, it’s a mixture of her scent and mine.

But I didn’t stuff her full of cum or knot her yet.

“Amy, wait.”

“What do you smell?” She knows something’s wrong. The lines etched all over her forehead make me wonder if I should wait. But I can’t. Not when it’s this important.

“You’re pregnant,” I say. “We can confirm it at a hospital if you want, but a fox’s nose is as accurate as any pregnancy test. I smell my seed growing in you.”

“Oh my god.” Amy places both palms on her stomach. “How is it even possible? I didn’t think it could happen between a human and a fox demon.”

She slaps a hand over her mouth. For moments, a tense silence pulses between us. My heartbeat turns into a stinging hive in my head during that time. Amy’s expression gives nothing away. I can’t sense what my baby girl is thinking. If she’s shocked or disappointed or...done with me.

“It has to be a first.” I gather my scattered thoughts into a logical thread. “Nothing like this has ever happened with a fox demon. But since you’re my mate, it isn’t totally unexpected, I suppose. Mates are always able to breed and build a family together. I should have been prepared. I’m sorry. It’s my fault.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. I was super turned on every time you talked about breeding me.” Despite her airy assurance, her throat is tight. I can see the tense curve flexing as she swallows slowly.  

“How will we tell Wexley, though?”

“We might not have to.” I pull Amy into a tight hug before releasing her. The scent of our union, as magnificent as it is, will only make me long for something I shouldn’t be getting attached to yet. I’m an alpha and it’s my job to do the right thing. I’ve already disappointed Amy once with my oversight. I can’t afford to do it again. I have to ensure she’s safe and protect her dreams this time. “You don’t have to keep the child just because I put it in you. It’s a monster’s child at the end of the day and I’d understand if you didn’t want to go through with the pregnancy. Your career’s on the line, too. Do what’s best for you, Amy. Think of yourself first. I don’t want what happened between us to hurt you in any way. Now or in the future. If terminating this pregnancy is what you desire, I’ll support you every step of the way. And if it’s not…I’ll take responsibility like I should have done when I was breeding you.”

Amy’s eyes widen, her plump cheeks pushing up in a tight expression. “I…you know, the moment you said I was pregnant with your child, I was elated. Joy pulsed through my entire being. I didn’t even consider the consequences...thank you for bringing me back to earth.” She wipes her lips. Her chest expands on a huge exhale. She lets out her breath slowly. Deliberately. “But I’ve made my decision already: I’ll give birth to our child and nurture it with everything I have.”

“Amy.” My voice twists with pain. “Baby, there’s nothing I would like more than to see your belly swollen with life and you being the mother of our child. But I don’t want you to resent me later for making you lose out on your youth.”

“I promise I’ve thought this through.” She seizes my paw, resting it on her stomach. “I made this choice for myself. I haven’t been influenced by you, only by my own emotions and needs. I can sense that this child will bring me loads of joy and positivity and being a mother was always part of my plan. In fact, I always pictured myself getting knocked up every time you bred me with your monster cock so I was kinda prepared for this. I knew for a long time that I wanted to have your babies. I’m going to keep making my clothes and my dreams won’t be stopped because I’m about to have a child. I’m touched that you love me enough to encourage me to make the right choice for myself but trust me. I know what I want. I want you, this baby, Wexley’s friendship, and my marvelous future as a top tailor for monsters. I want it all.”

I bury my face in my paws, waiting for the tears of joy swelling in my eyes to settle down. I’m overjoyed at how mature and sure Amy sounds. To share a family with her would be an utter delight. I fell in love with her fire and passion the moment she set foot into this house. If I’m being honest, I expected something like this to happen all along.

And while I’d have eventually made her mine regardless of whether she has my child or not, I’m happy to know we can start that part of our relationship sooner than I anticipated. This incident cleared all the doubts either of us had about whether we belonged with each other or not.

“Still, telling Wexley will be a problem.” I hiss. “She’ll be confused, to say the least.”

“Leave that to me.” Amy pats my chest. The gentle taps slowly erase my anxiety. “I’ll assure her that I wanted every bit of what we did together and that she’ll be the perfect big sister. Wexley isn’t as narrow-minded as you think.”

“I hope you’re right.” I draw as much air into my lungs as I can, prepared for the tough battles ahead. I didn’t plan on knocking Amy up. I wasn’t sure it was even possible for a fox demon to plant their seed in a human, despite all the filthy declarations I made. But that baby, if she chooses to give birth to it, will be under my protection and so will Amy from this day onward. “Once we’ve told Wexley, let’s date properly. I fully intend to marry you, but I want us to build a deeper connection first. I’m a fox demon so I knew the moment I smelled you that you were my fated mate. But you’re a human. I need you to be sure of this. You have to be certain that marriage with me is what you want and need. It’ll be too late to regret in a few months.”

“I already know how much I love you.” My throat closes up at the tears glossing her eyes. I offended her by suggesting she couldn’t feel as strongly as I do because she’s human and doesn’t have nature to guide her along in the form of a nose that can smell pheromones. But everybody has their own way of knowing when they’ve found the one they’re meant to be with. “You’re everything I dreamed of having in a partner and I’m surprised that you’d even want to marry someone like me. Just like you, I also need to know that you’re not doing it out of a sense of responsibility for getting me pregnant. That’s why, I think we should date. Let’s luxuriate in romance before this little one comes into the world. Then we can give our child the best of ourselves.”

“I’m glad we’re on the same page. I was worried you’d think me flaky.” I wipe the sweat off my brow. It was a tense moment there. I thought I’d made a mess of things between us.

“Let’s take things one day at a time. There’s a lot to do and it’ll overwhelm us if we stress about everything,” she says. “There’s no rush. I can’t be more than two months along.”

I pick up her body, cradling her small, feminine form. I plant a kiss on her stomach. “I can’t get enough of the smell of your ripe womb carrying my seed. I’m going to protect you, Amy. Everything will be fine. You can lean on me for support.”

“With your tendency to carry every burden on your shoulders, I want to tell you that you can lean on me, too. We’re both equal partners in this. I want this child as much as you do and I wanted our hot, dirty breeding sex as much as you did. If you’re ever having doubts, I promise that I won’t pressure you to be a father, a husband, or do anything you’re not ready for. I want you to be happy.”

Amy has a beautiful soul inside and out. My body always knew she was my mate. Now my soul knows, too.

Settling her on my lap, I brush my hand over her soft stomach, dreaming of licking and worshipping her big bump in a few months.

“Can I hold you all night? I want to feel your heat and the life growing inside you.” I ask, my body rebelling at the mere idea of releasing my grip on my very sexy mate. She’s so fertile with her pregnant womb that I want to claim her again right now. I can smell the bursting joy of motherhood from her, her excitement to nurture a new life. It’s a wholesome scent, one that I wish to luxuriate in.

“You can keep holding me forever if you want to.” She strokes my fingers. “This knocked-up mama is all yours.”


Epilogue



Amy

“Smile, my darling. Big sis Wexley is here to brighten up the day with a few more toys.”

Diana, our one-year-old daughter, looks up at the huge female fox monster who enters her nursery, raising her hands in joy. As usual, Wexley is bearing gifts and Diana’s attention is fully on the new goodies. My best friend took to the news of Celxion and my secret affair pretty well, claiming, “I figured something like this was gonna happen when I saw Dad eating you out on the dining table. You thought I wasn’t at home?”

My little baby girl Diana claws at the wrapping of Wexley’s gifts, ripping them to shreds in seconds. When the toys are revealed, she lets out a high squeal, delighted.

“You sure know how to make her happy.” I grin at Wexley. “She was irritable all day. I swear, she only smiles for you.”

Wexley pats the little child’s head carefully. “That’s because I’m her favorite.”  

Diana has foxy ears, and clawed paws, and her teeth are all sharp, but her face is entirely human. So is her body—apart from the big fox tail. Her twinkling red eyes are another gift from her cool monster daddy. Her skin glows with ethereal light like she has a moon stored under her skin. That’s why Celxion wanted to name her Diana, after the moon goddess. I thought it was a terrific idea.  

“I can already tell she’ll be a maneater when she grows up,” Wexley says, watching my baby daughter smashing notes on a toy keyboard. “She got the best of both worlds in terms of looks.”

“Celxion’s going to have his hands full.” I laugh. “He’s overprotective about me and he’s far worse with Diana. Can you believe he didn’t let her leave the mansion for the first six months because he didn’t want anybody to attack her when she was weak? Like, hello, we live in modern times.”

“Dad’s overbearing like that.” Wexley’s tail curves around me, wrapping my bottom in a tail-hug. “You’ve been doing okay with him?”

“Wexley, how many times do I have to tell you that I love him to death? The way he cherished me during pregnancy and supported me after has only strengthened my feelings. You don’t have to worry about us. We are sickeningly in love.” I brush her tail to reassure her. Her fur hairs stand, before softening and sticking close to her body.

“If you say so. By the way, congratulations on being listed as a top monster tailor in the 50 Under 50 edition of Fox Financial.” Wexley reaches out her hand to me. I shake it, loving the furry, fuzzy warmth that reminds me of the monster I love the most in the world. “Your good work is finally being recognized.”

“The orders have been pouring in for weeks,” I tell her. “I never dreamed I’d have the who’s-who of the monster world knocking at my door to dress them. It’s a real privilege. And I couldn’t have done it without Celxion and you.”

Celxion has all the money in the world and he has used it all to make sure I have the best life. We have the best siren nanny who sings the most exotic lullabies to put our little one to sleep. Plus, Wexley has been babysitting Diana every now and then, making me feel relieved that I’m leaving my daughter in good hands. My business has expanded and allowed me to hire a few extra hands which ensures that things run smoothly even if I’m busy with my daughter at times.  

“Don’t forget Diana.” Wexley taps my daughter’s brown hair. “She was the one who gave you the idea to create a monster baby clothing line. That was a hit with the mamas.”

“It got a way bigger response than I expected,” I admit.

Sometimes, my life feels unreal. I never believed I could be here, that I could be the kind of woman living in a beautiful house with a positive, supportive family who is healthy and loving rather than abusive and negative. Not only that, I’m now rich and successful in my own right, doing something I’m passionate about that inspires me every day.

Diana has been bearing the brunt of my creative inspiration, though, since I keep making her new outfits just as she’s getting attached to old ones. But she will learn to love my creative talent someday.

As much as her dad does.

“Your line got the response it deserved.” Celxion strides into the nursery on his big, clawed paws wearing a green suit with a silver pocket square. My latest creation. I thought it’d go well with his red fur and it really brings out the otherworldliness of his eyes.

Celxion exclusively dresses in my brand of clothes. Once he wore my first suit, he said there was no going back for him. So I crafted his entire wardrobe during the time I was carrying Diana and he became my first model. It was thanks to him that my clothes were spotted by a business magazine like Fox Financial. He said a reporter asked him about his olive plaid suit during a business conference because it was so unique. It then spread by word of mouth to the perfect buyers—other wealthy monsters with corporate jobs who wanted only the best money could buy.

Celxion’s eyes fixed on Diana and Wexley, melting with warmth at the sight of his two beautiful daughters playing with each other.

Wexley and Diana couldn’t be more different in appearance, but they’re both incredibly unique and precious in their own ways.

“Want to cuddle with your precious child?” Wexley holds Diana in her arms, offering her to Celxion.

He takes her gently and hands her to me. We exchange a silent smile.

“You’re my precious child, too,” Celxion reminds Wexley, moving in to wrap her big body in his furry arms.

“Oh, stop, Dad. You’re embarrassing me in front of your wife.”

“I enjoy this sight,” I chirp, rocking Diana in my arms as she watches her Dad and half-sister banter about work.

We talked about how the dynamic between all of us would be when we got married. While Wexley is always bright and fun and she’d never resent Celxion for caring for me and Diana, I didn’t want her to feel like her father now had a new family she couldn’t be part of.

“Spoil her more than you used to,” I told Celxion on our wedding night, tears tracing down my cheeks. Wexley had been my bridesmaid and she had made the whole event so special with her kind presence. “Otherwise I’ll feel guilty forever for taking you away from her.”  

“You haven’t taken me away. And my fox instincts are too strong for me to ever abandon or neglect Wexley. She’ll always be my daughter.”

He stroked my pregnant, bulging stomach which had been huge by the time we actually got hitched. He wanted us to take months to get to know each other better. Every day I spent with him only made me certain I wanted him to be my forever person.

Wexley detangles herself from the cute father-daughter embrace, thrown off by the ringing of her cell phone.

“Ugh, another work emergency. I’ll see you guys in the evening.” Grabbing her device, she rushes out, growling out complicated-sounding words as she goes.                                                                                       

He receives Diana from me and kissing her head, places her on the floor where she gets busy playing with the shiny new toys Wexley just handed her.

“Been having a good day?” He arches an eyebrow, looking dashingly vulpine.

I get to my feet and plant a kiss on the end of his long snout. His whiskers tickle me. “You made it better.”

His claws trace over my collarbone, dipping down to my breast. He strokes my swollen nipple with the flat underside of his finger. Delicious shivers pool in my core and I start leaking arousal for my irresistible monster mate immediately.

“I was just finishing up my latest design.” I hold up my design notepad, showing him a sketch for a night suit.

Celxion’s throat trembles with a guttural sound. “Baby, you know how unnecessary that is. Why would I need clothes to sleep in at night when I always sleep naked with my cock buried in you?”

Heat shoots from my pussy to the top of my head like mercury rising in a thermometer. It’s filthy words like these that make it impossible to keep my hands off my sexy fox demon husband.

“Your filthy words are turning me on. I hope you’re ready to take responsibility, Daddy.” I imitate his stern, business voice but it comes off sounding naughty and spicy. Just like me.

My monster daddy sniffs my neck, purring in pleasure at my scent. I know my scent kills him, and brings out his inner beast. I have three seconds until I’m devoured by the fierce lust of an alpha fox monster.

I drop my sketchpad, winding my arms around his thick, fur-covered neck.

Something about his animalistic nature brings out the bold siren in me. I press my breasts against his chest, begging in a husky voice. “Mommy’s tits are full and aching. Daddy, please lick my milk off with that filthy tongue of yours.”

His pupils narrowed to a slit, his nostrils releasing strong winds. My husband loves himself some of my titty milk. I’ve been feeding him and it has been an amazing experience for both of us, relaxing and safe when we’re too tired for the acrobatics of rough sex.

“Time for you to retire for the night. The nanny will watch Diana.” Celxion hooks his claws around my boat-neck top and drags it down. My breasts spill free, wet, and leaking white droplets from the tips of my distended nipples.

Celxion’s eyes flare with lust. His cock springs upright all at once, rock hard and ready to enter my throbbing cunt.

“Let me taste your fresh cream.” My thighs quake, buzzing with the sensation of my husband’s mouth skimming against my sensitive boobs. He rubs his nose against my pebbled tip, making me shiver with excitement.

“I should’ve stopped producing a long time ago when Diana moved on but your passion to suckle my breasts keeps me lactating.” Celxion releases a possessive growl, one I’m sure will echo all throughout the mansion. The noises a fox demon makes when he’s satisfied are the best in the world. His wet, rubbery tongue lashes across my creamy mounds, drenching me in his saliva. “I can’t get enough of that thick tongue stroking my sore tits.”

“You’re getting more and more tantalizing,” he drawls, lapping up the droplets of my milk with pure joy. “Soon I’m going to be rutting in your pussy from daybreak until midnight.”

“Imagine how many orgasms we’d have then.” I wink at him.

He shakes his head, easy laughter whooshing out of his throat. “You’re still a spitfire. The same beautiful woman I fell in love with. It relieves me to see that the duties of motherhood haven’t stolen your spark.”

“Nothing can steal my light.” I stroke his hard dick. “I was born this way.”

“Born perfect and delectable.” Celxion nods in approval before his mouth carefully latches onto my filled breast.

My body immediately surrenders to his needs, rewarding his hungry suction with sprays of thick, creamy milk. He guzzles my maternal liquid like he’s drinking water. In a matter of minutes, he had emptied my left breast and moved onto my right.

I whine with delight when his fingers begin teasing my wet pussy lips. He spreads me wide, pushing a fat digit into my tight, aching cunt. His mouth keeps working at my sore tip, lavishing it with tender strokes of his tongue. I’m liquefying, my body fully unfurling and leaking milk and cum without any end.

I love the cozy, comforting feeling of having his wet mouth on my tits. The slow release of dripping all my milk into his hot mouth strokes the fire in my pussy. I keep getting hotter and hotter with every pump of his finger, every flick of his tongue on my swollen milky bud.

My receptive femininity absorbs every part of him with grace and longing, knowing that he’s the best and most marvelous creature to exist. His fingers are magic and I’m the vessel for all that raw mystical energy. My whole being longs to feed his desires with my womb, my cunt, and my breasts, to let him keep taking from me until he has stretched and stuffed me to the max.

My monster husband knows me and plays me like a flute, curling his finger at the right spot inside my tight channel, pressing his thumb into my clit to stimulate it to the point of fireworks.

I come apart in his arms, oozing slick on his knuckles, weeping with uncontrollable ecstasy. “Ah…ah…that was beyond this world.”

“My lovely angel,” Celxion whispers with his nose pressed on my chest, eyes hazed with pure contentment. “I love you so much.”

I caress his long ears, the space between his eyes, his muscled shoulders covered by silky fur. “You’re the best thing that happened to me. I’m so grateful for meeting you every day,” I reply. “Let’s have a wonderful life together.”

“To our wonderful future, then,” Celxion whispers, leaning in to claim my mouth in a possessive kiss.

I answer him with raw passion, leaving no doubt in his mind that our happiness will be everlasting.
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