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ONE


Selene

“Are you absolutely certain you want to consent to bondage, Miss Vaelorith?” The vampire receptionist’s crimson-painted nail taps once against the glowing contract floating between us.

Her voice is smooth and elegant, but there is something probing beneath the politeness, something that makes me feel as though she is trying to see through my skin and directly into every filthy thought I have spent years pretending not to possess.

I swallow hard and force my shoulders back. It’s my first time at a supernatural kink club, especially one as exclusive as Velvet Fang, but I try to look like I’m eat ease here. “Yes.”

The lie tastes weak.

The receptionist studies me from behind the curved obsidian desk, her silver eyes flicking over my body with professional calculation. Velvet Fang’s reception hall stretches behind her like the entrance to some decadent underworld palace, all black marble and crimson chandeliers dripping molten red light over the crowd of monsters moving through the lobby.

The club is far deeper underground than I expected. The elevator alone descends so long my ears pop halfway down, carrying me beneath layers of city noise until all that remains is the heavy pulse of bass vibrating through the floor like the heartbeat of some giant sleeping beast.

The air itself feels alive here.

Warm.

Scent-heavy.

Enchanted.

Every inhale carries traces of leather, expensive perfume, sweat, smoke, magic, and arousal. Velvet Fang uses atmospheric enchantments to heighten pleasure safely, according to the website. The magic thickens the air with sensuality while preventing overstimulation or coercive influence. Every desire inside me feels sharpened beneath its influence, polished into something brighter and more dangerous.

I should leave.

Instead, I grip the edge of the desk harder.

Because I did not come here to run.

I came here for revenge.

The receptionist glances down at my intake profile again. “You marked extensive consent permissions for a first-time guest.”

Heat creeps up my throat.

“I know what I checked.”

“Do you?” she asks gently. “Are you sure you are ready for all of this during your first visit? It could be physically strenuous.”

“I’m ready.” I straighten my spine. “I hope you don’t think I’m weak just because I’m a nixie.”

I’ve had people underestimate me because of my species before. Nixies are small, gentle shapeshifting water spirits, but I can neither shapeshift, nor do any real magic.

My species has always been treated like decorative prey. Beautiful. Delicate. Soft-spoken. Easy to bruise. Easy to break.

Even now, I can feel eyes sliding toward me as patrons pass through reception. Not hungry eyes. Careful ones—the kind reserved for something tiny and vulnerable.

Nixies are built slender and fine-boned, with luminous skin and pale iridescent markings that shimmer faintly beneath certain lighting. Mine glimmer silver-blue along my collarbones and thighs beneath the slit of my dress. My white-blond hair falls in loose waves down my back, contrasting sharply against the deep sapphire fabric hugging my body.

I spent nearly two hours deciding what to wear tonight.

The dress is tight enough to feel daring but elegant enough that I do not look like I am trying too hard. Thin straps leave my shoulders bare. The slit climbs high against one thigh, revealing flashes of pale skin whenever I move.

I wanted to feel powerful tonight.

Instead I feel tiny.

Tiny and exposed and painfully aware that every monster in this room could overpower me without effort.

The worst part is that I like the thought.

I like size differences far more than I should. I like imagining rough hands wrapped around my wrists. I like imagining a massive body pinning mine down. I like imagining sharp teeth, growling voices, heavy muscles, and the terrifying thrill of surrendering to something stronger than me.

Most monsters avoid handling nixies roughly because they are afraid of hurting us.

I have spent years secretly wishing someone would stop being careful.

The receptionist tilts her head slightly. “You are nervous.”

“I’m not nervous,” I lie.

One elegant eyebrow arches. “You are gripping the desk hard enough to crack the lacquer.”

I immediately loosen my fingers.

Mortification burns through me. “This place is more intense than I expected.”

“That tends to happen,” she says smoothly. “Velvet Fang was designed to feel immersive. We encourage patrons to explore desires they suppress elsewhere.”

My pulse flutters traitorously.

Because I have spent years suppressing things.

Suppressing anger.

Suppressing attraction.

Suppressing fantasies involving my alphahole boss bending me over his desk while growling filthy commands into my ear.

My stomach tightens instantly at the thought of Ronan Blackwood.

Even his name irritates me. And excites me.

Which is exactly why I hate him.

The receptionist slides the glowing contract slightly closer. “You still need to complete the remaining sections.”

I force my attention downward. The magical contract glows softly beneath my fingertips, lines of silver runes shifting across the black parchment whenever I move my hand.

VELVET FANG CONSENT AGREEMENT.

My eyes drift lower.

BONDAGE

BLINDFOLDS

PRIMAL PLAY

BREEDING PLAY

ORGASM CONTROL

SCENT CLAIMING

Every checked box sends another pulse of heat through my body.

My hands actually tremble while hovering over the page.

Not because I am uncertain.

Because these are fantasies I have never admitted aloud before.

I clear my throat. “How confidential is this?”

The receptionist smiles faintly. “Completely. Velvet Fang protects anonymity through blood-bound enchantments and privacy wards. No names leave this club without consent.”

Good.

That makes exposing Ronan more difficult, but not impossible.

I just need evidence. Pictures. Recordings. Something.

The memory of my colleague Talia whispering across my office desk flashes through my head.

“You know Ronan goes to Velvet Fang, right?”

I had nearly choked on my coffee. “Goes where?”

Talia leaned closer immediately, lowering her voice despite the empty office floor around us.

“Velvet Fang. It’s a sex club for monsters. They’re very exclusive and very kinky. My cousin bartends here sometimes. Apparently your scary werewolf CEO has a thing for bondage.”

I remember staring at her, then laughing.

Then stopping when I realized she was serious. “No way.”

“Oh, absolutely way,” she whispered gleefully. “Apparently he likes dominating people. He’s onto blindfolds, restraints. Primal stuff.”

My face had gone hot so quickly I thought I might combust right there beside the copier.

Not because I was shocked, but because the visuals were already dominating my brain.

Ronan Blackwood towering over someone with rough hands and growling commands.

Ronan Blackwood pinning me down.

I hated myself for how wet the thought made me.

That was the exact moment the revenge plan formed. If Ronan Blackwood wants to spend his nights indulging secret kinks while humiliating me during work hours, then maybe he deserves to have his reputation ruined.

I grit my teeth, replaying what happened this Monday.

“You are distraction-prone lately, Miss Vaelorith.”

His deep voice had rolled across the room while every executive watched me squirm beneath his stare.

I clenched my jaw. “The projections were submitted on time.”

“They were submitted incorrectly.” His massive hand braced against the back of my chair while he leaned over me, invading my space completely. The scent of cedar and smoke wrapped around me so thickly my thoughts turned sluggish.

“Fix it,” he growled quietly near my ear.

The memory still makes heat crawl across my skin.

God, I hate him.

Another memory follows immediately after, one from months ago. An investor twice my size cornered me after a meeting. He was standing too close, and I was both scared and uncomfortable.

I expected Ronan to tell me to suck it up, but before I could move away, Ronan stepped between us, his huge shoulders blocking my entire view.

“You have no business with her,” he said coldly. “She’s just a low-ranking office assistant. If there’s anything you need to discuss, we should go to my office.”

The investor backed off immediately. At the time I convinced myself Ronan only intervened because nixies are viewed as defenseless, weak, pathetic little ornamental creatures.

Not because he actually cared.

Still, I remember the way his hand looked gripping the back of my chair afterward.

His hairy hands were large, veined, and dangerous, with sharp claws.

The receptionist’s voice pulls me back into the present. “You skipped the scent-consent section.”

“Oh.” My cheeks heat again.

She taps the contract delicately. “Some species experience stronger instinctive responses to scent exchange. Werewolves especially.”

“Right.” My stomach flips.

I check the box anyway.

The receptionist watches me carefully now. “Is there a particular dynamic you are seeking tonight?”

I hesitate too long.

Her smile sharpens slightly. “Dominance?”

Heat floods my face. “Yes.”

“Primal play?”

“…yes.”

“Size difference?”

“How did you know?” I stare at her.

“You looked at every large predator in the room before signing the form.”

I want the floor to swallow me whole.

Instead I mutter, “Is that unusual?”

“Not remotely.” Her crimson lips curve faintly. “You would be surprised how many smaller species crave feeling overpowered safely.”

Safely. That word loosens something tight in my chest.

Because that’s exactly it.

I do not want danger. I want the illusion of danger. I want to be overwhelmed while knowing I won’t be hurt, that the one preying on me desires to make me feel good.

The receptionist slides a sleek black badge toward me across the desk.

“Your safeword is attached magically to the badge,” she explains. “If spoken, club security intervenes immediately. Blindfolded guests are monitored continuously. Touch agreements are enforced aggressively. Knotting disclosures are mandatory before penetration. Any violation results in permanent expulsion.”

My pulse spikes again at the word knotting. God. What would it feel like to be knotted by a werewolf, to feel my pussy being split into two by his swelling cock. My body tingles at the thought. My pussy warms, and I feel moisture sliding over my inner walls. Why am I so easily aroused by the idea of being knotted by Ronan? It must be the scent-enchantments in the club, the ones designed to get any species wet easily to make sex more pleasurable. But is it just that?

I should leave right now. Instead I clip the badge shakily onto my dress.

“Then enjoy yourself, Miss Vaelorith.” The vampire receptionist gestures toward a dark velvet corridor branching away from the reception hall.

The moment I step into it, the noise of the lobby softens behind me.

The corridor is dimly lit with crimson wall sconces and glowing silver runes embedded into black stone. My heels click softly against polished marble while shadows shift behind heavy velvet curtains lining the hallway.

My heartbeat pounds harder with every step.

This is insane.

I should not be here. I should not be fantasizing about bondage in a secret monster sex club. I definitely should not be thinking about my boss while doing it.

A sudden heaviness settles behind me. My throat feels tight as I hear the soft thud of heavy footsteps behind me. It must be a big monster and they’re getting close to me. My pussy convulses with delight and fear. I feel wetness crawling through my cunt, staining my panties.

I had no idea it was so sexually stimulating to be scared.

A warm gust of air blows over the back of my exposed neck. Electric heat moves down my spine, pooling low in my belly. Every tiny hair along the back of my neck rises instantly.

My breath catches. The predator is close, and I’m so paralyzed by fear, I can’t even move.

A familiar deep voice slides through the darkness behind me like smoke. “I saw your consent profile, Nixie.”

My entire body locks. It’s Ronan’s voice. It’s a lot more sensual and lower than at work, but I’d recognize that voice in my dreams.

The sound of his voice this close does terrifying things to me. It vibrates low and rough through the corridor, settling somewhere deep inside my stomach with dangerous warmth. Even without touching me, he fills the entire space around me like a living storm.

Slowly, I turn my head.

I cannot fully see him in the shadows yet, but I feel him. I know he’s watching me intensely, with those magnificent gray eyes, the way she sometimes does during meetings.

My pulse pounds so hard it almost hurts.

“You checked bondage,” he murmurs.

Heat floods my face instantly.

“I—”

“If you want more than fantasy,” he continues calmly, “I can blindfold you and take you somewhere private.”

The words should terrify me.

Instead my thighs press together beneath my dress.

Because I know that voice. I know the rough edge beneath it. I know exactly who stands behind me in the dark.

And suddenly revenge feels a lot more dangerous than I planned.

Sweat drips down my temples and slides down my back. My heartrate is skyrocketing. And yet, I don’t feel like running away. In fact, I want to lean closer to my alphahole boss, feel the solidness of his hands and chest enveloping my body and giving me the rough dominance I crave.

Besides, I came here to expose him, so I’m not leaving until I know how dark, depraved, and utterly monstrous he can be outside work.

“You can do that,” I say, giving him my consent. I inhale a huge breath, filling my lungs with potent werewolf pheromones. I feel dizzy already, like I can barely stand. My knees are shaking from the power of Ronan’s pheromones. He smells like musk and midnight, and I could drown in his scent alone. “Show me what you’ve got.”

He chuckles darkly, the sound fading into a growl. I hear the rustle of fabric. My lips part in surprise when the soft, stain touch of a silk blindfold drags across my cheeks.

“You like how that feels?” His voice is strong and commanding. He stands behind me, staying mysterious, not revealing himself to me as he slides the blindfold across my eyes and ties it behind me.

My world goes dark instantly, but it’s a lush, luxurious kind of darkness that makes me want to surrender to it. I know whatever I’m about to experience will be out of this world.

His huge palm comes to rest at the small of my back, cupping my hips almost entirely. I moan, melting into the solidity of his huge hand, feeling small and soft.

“Are you steady? Can you walk?” he asks.

I nod, realizing my legs have been shivering all this time. And I can’t make them stop. His touch sends currents of electric pleasure through my nerve endings. My pussy is fluttering with need. I can feel the ache in my groin intensifying, demanding to be sated.

“I’ll keep my hand on your back, just in case,” Ronan says.

“What’s your name?” I ask, feeling sweat prickle my neck.

“I think you already know my name, Selene,” he replies. Heat explodes in my belly.

He knows who I am. And he’s still blindfolding me. He’s still going to dominate me.

“But in here, I’m not your boss and you’re not my assistant,” he continues. “You’re a monster I want and I’m the predator you need tonight.”

I close my eyes, feeling my eyelashes ticking my cheeks. He’s right. Tonight, we’re not boss and subordinate. We’re not Alphahole CEO and Little Miss Doormat.

He’s my predator and I’m his prey. We’re primal, wild creatures, seeking nothing more than sexual satisfaction.

“I’ll lead you to a private room. Just follow my instructions. If you make a mistake, I’ll correct you,” he says.

“Okay,” I answer. Nervousness circles my chest. I feel my ribcage tightening as I begin to walk forward, not knowing where I’m going, only surrendering and trusting a werewolf I should never trust.

"Forward," Ronan commands softly behind me.

I take one step, then another. The blindfold presses snugly against my eyes, blocking everything. Every sound amplifies—the distant bass thrumming through the walls, the whisper of fabric against my thighs, the deliberate heaviness of his boots following close behind me.

His hand remains steady at the small of my back, fingers splayed wide across my spine. The heat of his palm seeps through the thin fabric of my dress, branding me.

"Slower," he murmurs.

I obey immediately, adjusting my pace. My heart hammers so loudly I'm certain he can hear it.

"Good."

That single word melts something inside me.

We move through what feels like another corridor. The air shifts, growing warmer and heavier with scent. Leather. Smoke. Cedar. Arousal. Everything smells sharper without sight, more vivid and overwhelming.

My breath quickens.

"You're breathing too fast," Ronan observes calmly.

"I'm fine," I whisper.

His fingers drift lower, settling against my hip. The touch is possessive, deliberate. "Are you?"

Heat floods my face instantly. My thighs press together beneath my dress.

His thumb strokes once along the curve of my hip, slow and teasing. "Are you wet, little nixie?"

My mouth goes dry. "I...I'm..."

"Answer me."

The command in his voice makes my knees weaken. I swallow hard, trying to steady myself. "Yes."

"How wet?"

Oh god.

"Very," I admit shakily.

His hand slides lower, fingers grazing the slit in my dress. Cool air kisses my exposed thigh as he traces the edge of the fabric with maddening slowness. His claws drag lightly against my skin, not enough to hurt but enough to make me shiver.

"Show me," he growls softly.

My breath catches. "What?"

"Spread your legs."

I freeze.

"Now, Selene." The roughness in his voice makes my pussy clench. Slowly, I widen my stance.

His fingers slide higher, brushing against the inside of my thigh. The touch is feather-light, teasing, deliberate. He moves upward slowly until his fingertips graze the damp edge of my panties.

I gasp.

"Fuck," he mutters. "You're soaked."

Humiliation and arousal crash through me simultaneously. I want to defend myself, to explain that I'm not usually like this, but words won't form.

His thumb presses against the wet fabric, rubbing slow circles against my clit through the thin barrier. Pleasure sparks instantly, making my hips jerk forward involuntarily.

"You must really enjoy being blindfolded," he murmurs darkly. "Or maybe you just like obeying me."

Both. It's both.

I bite my lip hard enough to taste copper.

He pulls his hand away suddenly, leaving me trembling and aching. "Keep walking."

I force my legs to move, though they feel like water now. Every step makes the wet fabric cling uncomfortably between my thighs, reminding me how badly I want this despite every logical reason not to.

We turn left. Or maybe right. I've lost all sense of direction in the darkness.

"Stop," he orders.

I freeze immediately.

Silence stretches between us, broken only by the distant hum of music and my own ragged breathing.

"You turned the wrong way," Ronan says quietly.

My stomach drops. "I'm sorry."

"I didn't ask for an apology." His fingers find the thin strap of my dress, tracing it slowly along my shoulder. "I said I'd correct you."

Before I can respond, he slides the strap down my arm.

The fabric slips lower, baring my shoulder completely.

My pulse spikes. "What are you doing?"

"Correcting you." His voice is calm, almost casual, while his fingers move to the other strap. He slides it down just as slowly, letting the dress pool loosely around my breasts. "Every mistake costs you a piece of clothing."

"That's not fair."

"It's extremely fair." The dress slips lower. Cool air kisses my exposed nipples, making them harden instantly. "You agreed to follow my instructions. You failed. You should be punished for that, right?"

The fabric slides down my hips, whispering against my thighs before pooling around my ankles.

I stand frozen, wearing nothing but my soaked panties and heels.

Humiliation burns through me. "People are going to see me like this."

"Half the people here are naked," Ronan interrupts smoothly. His hand settles possessively against my bare waist, fingers spreading across my skin like he's claiming territory. "And you look much prettier like this."

My face flames.

"Besides," he continues, his voice dropping lower, "I like watching those juicy, big tits bounce with every step."

Oh god.

"Your nipples are hard as rocks," he murmurs, dragging one rough fingertip across the sensitive peak. I gasp, arching involuntarily into the touch. "You're so fucking aroused you can barely stand still."

He's right.

I'm trembling so badly my knees keep threatening to buckle.

His hand slides lower, tracing the curve of my waist before settling possessively against my hip. "These hips," he growls softly. "Fuck, Selene. Every time you walk, all I can think about is grabbing them. Holding you down. Breeding you until you're dripping with my cum and my knot has swollen inside you."

A whimper escapes before I can stop it.

"Keep walking," he orders.

I move forward shakily, hyper-aware of every inch of exposed skin. My breasts bounce with each step, just like he said. My thighs slide together, slick with arousal. I surrender to the humiliation, and the feeling of my body being so vulnerable fuels my arousal further.

"That's it," he murmurs approvingly. "Good girl."

Those two words shatter something inside me. Nobody has ever made me feel safe enough to obey before. Nobody has ever made me want to obey.

But Ronan does. And that terrifies me more than anything else in this club.

His hand remains steady against my lower back, guiding me forward. "Your arousal is sliding down your thighs," he observes casually. "I can smell how badly you need this."

I can't respond. I can barely breathe.

We turn again. The air changes, growing quieter and more intimate. The distant music fades until all I hear is the sound of my own heartbeat pounding in my ears.

"We're here," Ronan says quietly.

A door opens somewhere ahead. Warmer air rushes over my skin, carrying the scent of pine and earth and something wilder.

"This is the Moon Suite," he explains. His hand slides possessively around my waist, pulling me back against his chest. The solid heat of his body presses against my bare back, making me feel impossibly small and fragile. "It's designed for werewolves. Soundproof. Scent-proof. Private. It's perfect for what I'm going to do to you. Nobody will hear you cry and scream."

My breath stutters.

"Left," he orders. "Slow down."

I obey, moving carefully forward into the unknown space.

"Hands on the wall."

I reach out blindly until my palms connect with smooth stone. The surface is cool against my overheated skin.

Ronan moves closer, caging me against the wall with his massive body. His chest presses against my back, his breath warm against my ear. "Do you have any idea how long I've wanted this? Wanted your tiny, curvy body trapped beneath me like this? You're so helpless right now. I could eat you alive."

I shake my head mutely.

His hands grip my hips roughly, yanking me backward until my ass presses against the hard length of his cock straining through his pants.

I gasp.

"Feel that?" he rasps. "That's what you do to me, little nixie."

Before I can respond, he lifts me effortlessly, throwing me over his shoulder like I weigh nothing.

I yelp in surprise, grabbing onto his shirt for balance.

"Relax," he murmurs, carrying me deeper into the room. "I'm not going to drop you. It's not my first time."

The world tilts as he moves. I hear the soft rustle of fabric, the click of something metallic. Then he lowers me carefully onto something soft—a bed, maybe, or a padded bench.

His hands find my wrists, guiding them above my head.

"Keep them there," he orders.

I obey, trembling.

Something smooth and cool wraps around my wrists. It could be silk, maybe, or enchanted rope. He ties them expertly, binding me in place with quick, efficient movements that speak of experience.

My pulse spikes.

"There," he murmurs, satisfaction clear in his voice. "Now you're exactly where I want you."

The blindfold remains firmly in place, keeping me in perfect darkness.

But I notice something else now. The entire room smells different than the corridor. It smells like a forest after rain, earthy and wild and alive. Pine. Moss. Something feral.

"This suite is designed to trigger instincts," Ronan explains, his voice rougher now. "Everything in here is meant to make a werewolf feel primal."

His hand slides possessively down my bare stomach, fingers splaying wide across my skin.

"And right now," he growls, "my instincts are telling me to pound into you until you're screaming. To knot you so deep you'll feel me for days."

A whimper escapes.

"Is that what you want, Selene?" His fingers drift lower, teasing the edge of my soaked panties. "Do you want me to fuck you until you can't walk? Until your tight little pussy is stretched around my knot?"

"Yes," I gasp.

"Say it properly."

"I want you to knot me," I whisper. "Please."

He makes a low, satisfied sound. "Good girl."

His fingers hook into the waistband of my panties, dragging them slowly down my thighs.

Cool air kisses my exposed pussy, making me shiver.

"Fuck," he mutters. "You're dripping, Selene. There's a puddle forming beneath you. I guess creatures like you that have aquatic roots get wetter than others."

Humiliation and arousal tangle together so tightly I can't separate them anymore.

"I'm going to make you come so many times you forget your own name," he promises darkly. "And then I'm going to breed you properly."

His weight shifts on the bed. I feel him moving between my spread thighs, settling into position.

"Are you ready, little nixie?"

My voice comes out breathless and needy. "Yes."

"Then hold on," he growls.

And suddenly, I realize revenge is the last thing on my mind.


TWO


Ronan

I can’t believe what I’m seeing. Selene, the curvy, sexy nixie I’ve been fantasizing about at work, is in my bed, blindfolded and tied up. Ready to surrender to my cock like a good little obedient submissive.

My dick is filled with the rush of blood. It surges through my bloodstream at the sight of her blue-tinged skin and her tight pussy hole. Her pussy folds, pink like rose petals, glisten with wetness underneath the false moonlight in the room.

My cock throbs painfully as I stare down at Selene's naked body spread across the dark furs of the Moon Suite bed.

She's perfect.

Too perfect.

Her pale skin gleams with those faint blue undertones that mark her as nixie, luminous and delicate beneath the enchanted moonlight filtering through the room. Silver-white hair spills across the pillows like liquid silk. Her breasts rise and fall rapidly with each nervous breath, nipples peaked and begging for attention.

But it's her pussy that has my full focus right now.

Pink and glistening. Swollen. Dripping so much arousal onto the sheets beneath her that I can see the dark wet stain spreading.

My wolf surges forward instantly, demanding I claim her. Mark her. Breed her until she's overflowing with my seed.

I force myself to breathe slowly, fighting for control.

This is why I come to Velvet Fang. This is why I need the structure of consent and safewords and boundaries. Because without them, my instincts would consume me completely.

My father lost himself to those instincts. He became feral during a rut, nearly killed my mother before the pack stopped him.

I refuse to become him.

But fuck, Selene makes it difficult.

She's tied beautifully, wrists bound above her head with enchanted silk rope that glows faintly silver in the dim light. The blindfold covers her eyes completely, leaving her helpless and vulnerable.

Exactly how I need her.

My cock pulses again, leaking precum steadily now. I'm already half-shifted without meaning to, fur rippling across my forearms and claws extending slightly. The wolf wants out. Wants to mount her properly.

Not yet.

I wrap one hand around my shaft, stroking slowly while I drink in the sight of her. My cock is massive even by werewolf standards, thick and heavily veined with a pronounced knot already beginning to swell at the base.

Selene whimpers softly, her thighs trembling.

"Do you know what you do to me, little nixie?" I growl, moving closer until I'm kneeling beside the bed near her head. "Do you have any idea how many times I've imagined this?"

Her breath hitches. "You imagined this?"

"Every fucking day." I guide my cock closer until the swollen head brushes against her parted lips. "Taste it."

She hesitates only a moment before her tongue darts out, licking tentatively at the precum beading at my tip.

Pleasure shoots down my spine instantly.

"Fuck," I hiss. "Again."

She obeys, licking more confidently now. Her tongue swirls around the head of my cock, exploring the ridges and veins while I fight to keep still.

"Open your mouth," I command roughly. "Suck it."

Her lips part wider, wrapping around my cock. She takes me as deep as she can manage—which isn't far. Maybe a third of my length disappears into her hot, wet mouth before she gags slightly.

My wolf snarls with satisfaction.

She's so small. So delicate. If her mouth can barely take me, how the fuck is her pussy going to manage? The thought makes my cock swell even harder.

I pull back slowly, watching her lips stretch obscenely around my girth before releasing me with a wet pop.

"Good girl," I murmur, brushing my knuckles gently across her flushed cheek. "You look so sweet like this. So defenseless. Under my control, like you should be."

She shivers beneath my touch.

"You have no idea what I'm going to do to you," I continue darkly. "All the filthy, degrading things this big bad wolf has planned."

Her breathing quickens.

I let the shift take me further. My face elongates into a partial muzzle, fur spreading across my jaw and down my neck. My hands grow larger, claws sharper, covered in thick dark fur.

This is the form I prefer during sex. Not fully wolf, not fully human. Something in between.

I lower my muzzle to her lips, kissing her roughly. My tongue slides into her mouth, claiming her thoroughly while she gasps and melts beneath me.

"I like your fur," she whispers breathlessly when I pull back. "It's soft. Touching it makes me feel safe."

Something warm and dangerous coils in my chest at those words.

Safe. She feels safe with me like this.

My wolf preens.

I drag my furry hands down her body possessively, exploring every curve. Her breasts fit perfectly in my palms. Her waist is so slim I could probably wrap my hands completely around it. And her hips—fuck, those wide, curvy hips trigger every breeding instinct I possess.

"These hips," I growl, gripping them hard enough to leave marks. "These were made for carrying my pups."

She whimpers. I position myself between her spread thighs, settling my weight over her. My cock drags heavily along her soaked slit, coating myself in her arousal.

"You're dripping," I observe, grinding slowly against her entrance without penetrating. "You've wanted this for a long time, haven't you?"

"Yes," she gasps.

"Say it properly."

"I've wanted to be dominated by a big monster for years," she admits shakily. "I just never had the courage to try."

Satisfaction roars through me.

I lower my muzzle to her inner thigh, dragging my tongue slowly along her soft skin. She tastes like salt and arousal and something uniquely nixie—cool and fresh like spring water.

"I'm going to devour you," I promise darkly.

Then I seal my mouth over her pussy.

She screams.

I lap at her greedily, my long tongue stroking over her swollen clit while she writhes helplessly beneath me. Her thighs try to close instinctively but I hold them apart easily, pinning her open while I feast.

"Ronan," she sobs. "Please. I need more."

"Tell me what you need, Selene."

"Inside," she begs. "Please. I need you inside me."

My cock throbs in response.

I pull back slowly, positioning myself at her entrance. The head of my cock presses against her opening, stretching her slightly.

"I'm going to knot you," I tell her seriously. "Do you understand what that means?"

"Yes," she gasps.

"My knot will swell inside you. Lock us together. You won't be able to pull away until it goes down." I brush my thumb gently across her trembling lips. "It might hurt. If it does, use your safeword. Because once I start, I won't stop unless you tell me to."

She nods frantically. "I understand. I want it. Please."

"Good girl."

I push forward slowly, watching my cock disappear inch by inch into her impossibly tight pussy.

Fuck.

She's so tight I can barely move. Her inner walls grip me like a vice, fluttering and clenching around my shaft as I force myself deeper.

"Breathe," I order roughly. "Relax. Let me in."

She whimpers but obeys, her body slowly accepting more of me.

I keep pushing until finally—finally—I'm buried completely inside her. My hips press flush against hers, my cock so deep I can feel her cervix kissing my tip.

"Holy fuck," I breathe. "You took all of me."

She's crying now, tears sliding from beneath the blindfold. But when I start to pull back, checking if she's okay, she shakes her head frantically.

"Don't stop," she begs. "Please don't stop."

That's all the permission I need.

I pull back until only the head remains inside her, then slam forward hard.

She screams.

I do it again. And again. Pounding into her with rough, merciless strokes that make the bed shake and her breasts bounce wildly with each thrust.

"This is what I wanted," I snarl, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. "You. Helpless beneath me. Taking my cock like you were made for it."

"Yes," she sobs. "Yes, Ronan, it feels so good. I've never had something of this size inside me. I'm stretched to my limit but it feels so addictive."

"You're so soft," I growl, my claws pricking her skin lightly. "So small and helpless. I can't help myself. I have to force my cock into your tight little pussy. Have to claim you properly."

Her pussy clenches around me rhythmically, pleasure building higher and higher. Her walls are slick with her need and she coats my cock in her essence with every thurst.

"Come for me," I command. "Come on my cock, little nixie."

She shatters instantly, screaming so loudly I'm grateful the room is soundproofed. Her entire body convulses, inner walls clamping down on my shaft so hard it's almost painful.

"Did that feel good?" I rasp, slowing my thrusts slightly.

She nods frantically, still crying.

"Are you ready to take my knot now? Like a good girl?"

Another desperate nod.

"I can breed you without pregnancy wards," I tell her, my voice rougher now as my own orgasm approaches. "Werewolves can't get nixies pregnant. Different species. Incompatible biology."

"I know," she gasps. "You're not aquatic. Only aquatic monsters are compatible with nixies."

Good.

Because the thought of breeding her, of filling her with my seed without barriers, makes my wolf howl with satisfaction.

I thrust harder, faster, chasing my release. My knot begins to swell, stretching her entrance even wider.

"Take it," I snarl. "Take all of it."

I force the knot inside with one brutal thrust.

Selene screams again, her body arching off the bed.

The pressure is overwhelming. Her pussy squeezes my knot so tightly I see stars. Pleasure crashes over me in waves as my orgasm hits, cum flooding her in thick, pulsing spurts.

I come so much it's almost obscene. My balls empty completely, pumping load after load of hot seed directly into her womb.

Her small body can barely contain it all.

I watch in fascination as her stomach begins to swell, distending visibly as I keep coming. The knot locks us together, preventing any of my cum from escaping. It has nowhere to go except deeper inside her.

"Fuck," I breathe, resting one hand gently on her swollen belly. "Look at you."

She's crying again, overwhelmed and trembling.

I lean down carefully, kissing her distended stomach almost reverently.

The sight of her like this—belly swollen and round like she's carrying my pups—soothes something wild and desperate inside me.

I know it won't happen. Biology doesn't work that way.

But god, I wish it could.

I wish I could keep her like this. Bred and claimed and mine.


THREE


Selene

I can’t stop thinking about last night at the club. My pussy is still sore, my legs still shaking from the wild fever of sexual passion that I experienced. Sometimes, I think I dreamed it. But then, the painful throb in my pussy reminds me that I didn’t.

I really did surrender to Ronan Blackwood. Let my alphahole werewolf CEO claim me like a breeding vessel. He talked about putting his pups inside me, and it made my body feel hot all over. My stomach was swollen with his seed for hours, like I was actually pregnant, and I loved the weight low in my belly, loved feeling like I was carrying something precious inside my womb.

Ronan’s demeanor changed completely after we had sex. I guess his wild, werewolf side calmed down a more protective, gentle wolf emerged.

He patted my belly, whispering, “I like imagining someone keeping a part of me inside them.”

That was so sweet, it made my chest warm. I know Ronan is a werewolf and werewolves like things like packs, legacies, and babies. I’ve always wanted to be a part of a close-knit community like that, too, but nixies don’t live in groups. We’re isolated species, preferring to live in water bodies alone, preying on small insects.

These days, though, that means staying near water and eating supermarket-bought insects for dinner.

Once we were done with sex, Ronan untied me. But he kept holding onto me, massaging my belly, as if he was afraid I’d go. But with his knot locking us together, that wasn’t even a really possibility.

I stroked his fur, running my hands along his soft face. “You’re really clingy,” I said. “Don’t tell me you have abandonment issues.”

I watched his eyes go wide. “How do you know?”

“You really have abandonment issues?”

“My father…well…he once went into a rut and hurt my mother. After that, she couldn’t stand to look at me. She said I looked exactly like him. So she threw me out of the pack. The pack members were against it, but my father’s actions were unpardonable. So he was removed from the pack along with me.”

I rubbed his ears, saw how his eyes misted with tears at the memory. It felt like I was holding a vulnerable part of him, a precious side of him he never showed anyone else. I had no idea the big, bad alphahole CEO had such a tragic past. It made me see him in a different light.

He was tough and mean because he had to survive outside his pack and make a life for himself without the support of family and friends. He was shunned, an outsider, a monster with no home and no place to return to.

And that made my heart squeeze with sympathy.

“Is that why you come here to Velvet Fang?” I blurted out without thinking. “Because the Moon Room, with its wildness and cedar-scent, reminds you of the forest you once lived in, and the pack you were once a part of?”

He looked up at me, eyes wide and cautious. “Maybe,” he admitted. “There’s something familiar and beautiful about this place.”

“I know,” I replied. I liked how close to nature I felt there, too. There was no water, and nixies weren’t terrestrial species, but the shadows and rustle of trees (sound effects by the club) made it seem alive with magic.

Once Ronan’s knot had finally softened enough to let me go, I expected everything to become awkward.

Instead, he held onto me even tighter.

His large hands slid carefully along my wrists, massaging the places where the restraints had rubbed my skin raw. The tenderness of it caught me completely off guard. I was still trembling from the intensity of what we’d done together, my body aching pleasantly from the roughness of his dominance, but Ronan looked at me like I was something precious instead of used.

“You did so well for me,” he murmured quietly.

The praise made warmth spread through my chest so quickly it almost hurt.

Then he handed me water, watching carefully while I drank like he genuinely cared whether I was alright. I wasn’t used to that kind of attention after sex. Most monsters lost interest once they got what they wanted. Ronan only seemed more focused on me afterward.

When he finally pulled me into his chest, his arms wrapped around me possessively, I realized something terrifying.

I liked being held by him.

Not just sexually. Emotionally. The knot had already gone down, but he still kept touching me like he needed reassurance that I was staying.

“You’re really clingy,” I teased softly.

His mouth brushed against my hair. “Only with you.”

That shouldn’t have affected me as much as it did.

He carried me through Velvet Fang afterward, his massive body surrounding mine completely as we moved through quieter corridors draped in velvet and gold light. My head rested against his shoulder while the scent-heavy air of the club wrapped warmly around us, thick with magic designed to soothe overstimulated nerves and heighten feelings of comfort after scenes.

Instead of taking me toward the exit, he brought me deeper into the club.

The Submission Lounge was nothing like the Moon Room.

A fire crackled quietly in one corner while soft music drifted through the lounge. Plush couches lined the walls, occupied by monsters cuddling their partners beneath blankets while staff moved around offering drinks and aftercare supplies.

Ronan lowered me carefully beside a large black stone bath filled with steaming water scented faintly with lavender and cedar.

“You’ll recover faster in here,” he said.

Because I was a nixie and water was my natural habitat. That tiny detail affected me more than it should have.

The moment I slid into the water, relief melted through my sore muscles instantly. A sigh escaped me before I could stop it, making Ronan’s expression soften.

Then, unexpectedly, he smiled.

Actually smiled.

Not the cold, intimidating smirk he wore during meetings. Not the sharp look he gave employees seconds before destroying their confidence.

This smile was warm.

Gentle.

It transformed his entire face.

“You can smile?” I blurted out.

A low laugh rumbled out of him. “I smile.”

“No,” I corrected immediately. “Usually you just terrify people professionally.”

That made him laugh again.

I splashed water lightly at him without thinking, and for one horrifying second I expected the alphahole CEO to return.

Instead, he looked down at the water on his shirt and shook his head, amusement glowing in his golden eyes.

“You’re trouble,” he muttered.

I sank deeper into the bath, staring up at him while warmth spread lazily through my body.

This didn’t feel degrading the way I’d expected.

It didn’t feel shameful.

His dominance made me feel safe. Wanted. Emotionally held together in a way I didn’t even realize I’d been craving.

I loved the way he physically overpowered me while still treating me carefully. I loved being ordered around by someone strong enough to make surrender feel safe instead of frightening. I loved his possessiveness, his focus on my pleasure, the way his entire attention stayed fixed on me like nothing else in the world mattered.

And somewhere deep down, I already knew this wouldn’t be my last time at Velvet Fang.
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The corporate office feels even colder after Velvet Fang.

Everything here is steel, glass, and icy blue lighting that reflects sharply off polished floors. The air smells like printer toner, expensive coffee, and stress instead of cedarwood and heated skin. Nobody touches each other here. Nobody moans. Nobody admits what they really want.

Especially not Ronan Blackwood.

I sit rigidly at my desk pretending to answer emails while hyperaware of him moving somewhere behind the glass walls of his office.

It’s unbearable.

Now that I know what he smells like when he loses control, I notice him everywhere. Cedar. Smoke. Wolf. The scent clings faintly to the office hallways whenever he passes by, and my stupid body reacts every single time.

My pulse speeds up. My thighs tense. My mind immediately flashes back to restraints and growling and his rough voice telling me I did well for him.

I haven’t looked him directly in the eyes all morning. Unfortunately, Ronan notices everything.

“Miss Vaelorith.” His deep voice cuts across the open office floor sharply enough that several employees glance up nervously from their desks.

I nearly jump out of my skin. Slowly, I turn toward his office doorway.

There he stands in an immaculate black suit, looking every bit the terrifying CEO again. His expression is cold. Controlled. Not a trace remains of the possessive werewolf who held me in warm bathwater and smiled at me in the Submission Lounge.

“You submitted the wrong financial projections,” he says flatly.

My jaw drops slightly. “No, I didn’t.”

“You attached the draft version instead of the finalized report.”

I blink.

Then immediately open the email again.

Oh no. Oh, God. I did.

Heat floods my face. Ronan’s gaze sharpens instantly, probably noticing the exact moment panic hits me.

“Fix it,” he says.

The rough command sends a dangerous little shiver through me.

Which is ridiculous. Because he’s being an alphahole again.

“I was distracted,” I mutter.

His eyes darken almost imperceptibly.

“Yes,” he says coolly. “I gathered that.”

God, I hate him. And somehow that hatred feels suspiciously close to foreplay now.

The rest of the morning passes painfully slowly. Every interaction between us feels loaded now, stretched tight with things we cannot acknowledge publicly.

When he walks behind my chair, I feel it immediately. When he speaks near me, my body notices the roughness beneath his controlled tone.

Worst of all, he notices my reactions too.

I catch his nostrils flare once while leaning over my desk.

By lunchtime, I’m seconds away from spontaneously combusting.

That’s exactly when Ethan from marketing appears beside my desk with an easy grin and two coffees.

“You look stressed,” he says. “Thought you could use this.”

I smile politely. “Thanks.”

Ethan leans casually against my desk. “You know, there’s a new cocktail place downtown. Maybe you’d wanna go there sometime?”

A whisper whooshes through the air. A shadow falls over us. Every instinct in my body immediately recognizes Ronan before I even look up. He’s huge, like a giant, even though he hasn’t even shifted into his werewolf form. He towers over Ethan and me at 6’8.

“You’re blocking the walkway,” he says coldly.

Ethan straightens immediately. “I was just talking to Selene.”

“And now you’re done. I still haven’t received the presentation that was due two days ago. If you have time to chat, you have the time to email me.”

The temperature around us seems to drop ten degrees.

Ethan laughs awkwardly. “Right. Sure, boss.”

He disappears so quickly it’s almost impressive.

I stare at Ronan in disbelief.

“That was rude,” I hiss quietly.

His expression remains completely unreadable. “He had no business being around you.”

“He was offering me coffee, not proposing marriage.”

“You have deadlines.” Ronan’s jaw flexes once.

Then he walks away. Just like that, like he didn’t just publicly scare off a coworker for breathing too close to me.

The entire office watches him leave in silence. No wonder everyone thinks he’s terrifying.

I wait exactly thirty seconds before following him. By the time I catch up, the elevator doors are sliding open near the executive offices.

“Ronan.”

He steps inside without looking surprised that I followed. I slip into the elevator right before the doors close. The moment we’re alone, the tension becomes unbearable.

“You know this is why everyone thinks you’re an asshole, right?” I demand.

His expression doesn’t change. “I don’t care what people think of me.”

“You should.”

“Why?”

The question catches me off guard. Ronan leans back against the elevator wall, huge arms crossing over his chest.

“I’m already a pariah,” he says flatly. “A wolf without a pack. Public opinion stopped mattering a long time ago.”

Something inside me softens painfully at that.

Because suddenly the coldness makes sense again. It’s his sadness expressing outward. His loneliness demanding to be noticed. He wants a family, a pack. Someone who cares about him, someone to care about.

Before I can think better of it, I step forward and kiss him.

The second my lips touch his, the entire elevator goes deadly still. I hear his breathing in my ear. It’s rapid and broken, like he is aroused.

Oh God. What am I doing?

Nixies are hardwired to soothe tension. To please. To calm larger predators before situations escalate. It’s survival instinct buried deep into our species, and right now my body reacts before my brain catches up.

Ronan makes a low sound in his throat.

His hands twitch slightly at his sides like he’s resisting the urge to grab me.

Then he pulls back abruptly.

“We’re at work,” he says roughly.

I stare at him. “You liked it.”

“That’s not the point.”

A smile tugs at my mouth despite myself. “You tie up strangers at night and lecture me about professionalism during the day?”

His jaw flexes hard. “Those strangers consent to my control. And you’re not supposed to bring up my private life at work.”

The silence afterward wrecks both of us. The elevator hums softly around us while my heartbeat pounds too loudly in my ears.

“You know what I think?” I step closer again, lowering my voice.

Ronan exhales slowly. “I’m sure you’re about to tell me.”

“I think you like being wanted more than you pretend to.”

His gaze locks onto mine instantly.

“And I think,” I continue softly, “you hate how much you want me back.”

A muscle jumps in his jaw. I love getting reactions out of him. Love seeing his control shatter and give away his deep, beautiful emotions. He’s a very emotional man, even if he hides that side of him constantly. And I love seeing his passion, his tenderness, and the wildness buried beneath the surface.

The elevator dings softly as it reaches his floor, but neither of us moves.

“If you need someone to hunt,” I murmur, “someone to soothe all that scary werewolf possessiveness and desperate need for control…”

His breathing roughens almost imperceptibly. I brush my lips against his throat, feeling the frantic hammering of his pulse.

“I’ll be waiting for you at Velvet Fang.”


FOUR


Ronan

I can't believe I'm back at Velvet Fang.

It's only been twenty-four hours since I last knotted Selene, and already my control is fracturing. Every instinct inside me screams to find her, claim her again, mark her so thoroughly that every monster in the city knows she's mine.

Mine.

The word loops obsessively through my mind while I move through the club's entrance, nodding once at the vampire receptionist who recognizes me immediately.

"Good evening, Mr. Blackwood." Her crimson smile is knowing. "The Hunt Room is prepared."

I requested it hours ago when restlessness clawed so viciously through me that I couldn't focus on anything except the memory of Selene's body trembling beneath mine, her pussy stretched impossibly tight around my knot while her belly swelled with my seed.

That image won't leave me alone. Neither will the fantasy it triggers. A life where I have pups. A pack of my own. A beautiful, mystical nixie as my mate instead of an endless parade of temporary partners who tolerate my darkness for three months before disappearing.

Pure fantasy. And yet my wolf doesn't care about logic. It only knows what it wants.

Her.

The memory of Ethan leaning casually against Selene's desk this afternoon makes possessiveness surge violently through me all over again. The easy way he smiled at her. The way she smiled back.

I left my scent on her last night. Filled her belly with my cum. Held her in warm water while she melted against my chest.

And none of that makes her mine. The realization eats at me. My inner beast is raging for control, demanding I do something permanent. Something that binds her to me in ways she can't escape.

That's exactly why I need the structure of Velvet Fang. Without boundaries, without consent, without safewords, I'd become the monster my father was.

I push through heavy velvet curtains into a new corridor.

The Hunt Room.

The door opens soundlessly, revealing artificial moonlight spilling across an enchanted forest illusion so realistic it makes my wolf surge forward instantly. Trees rise toward an impossible ceiling painted to look like night sky. Moss covers the ground in thick, soft layers. A stream cuts through the center of the space, water burbling quietly over smooth stones.

The entire room smells like pine, earth, and wild magic.

My breathing deepens immediately.

This is what I've been missing. This is what the Moon Room only hints at—the feeling of running through actual wilderness instead of corporate steel and glass.

Then I catch her scent.

Selene.

She's already here.

My pulse spikes instantly. I move deeper into the Hunt Room, following the faint trace of spring water and arousal that clings to the air.

The acoustics are perfect. Every sound amplifies—the rustle of leaves, the whisper of fabric, the rapid flutter of a heartbeat somewhere ahead.

Her heartbeat.

I find her near the stream, partially hidden behind a cluster of trees draped in trailing moss. She's wearing almost nothing—just a skimpy silk camisole that clings to her curves and barely covers her ass. The fabric is so thin I can see the outline of her hard nipples pressing against it.

My cock thickens instantly.

She looks delectable. Edible. Like prey begging to be hunted.

Selene meets my gaze directly, and something shifts in her expression. Not fear. Not hesitation.

Want. Raw, unguarded want.

"Looks like the big, bad wolf is here to hunt me," she says softly.

"Did you think I wouldn't come?" My voice comes out rougher than intended, already edged with the growl building in my chest.

She bites her lower lip. "I wasn't sure."

I move closer slowly, watching the way her breathing quickens. The way her thighs press together beneath the short camisole.

"I couldn't stay away," I admit.

Her eyes widen slightly.

"I've been restless since last night," I continue, closing the distance between us until only a few feet separate our bodies. "I can't stop thinking about you. About the way you felt knotted beneath me. About your belly swollen with my seed."

A flush spreads across her pale cheeks.

"I want that again," I tell her bluntly. "I want you again. But this time, I want to hunt you properly."

Her breath catches.

"If you want me tonight," she whispers, "you'll have to catch me first."

Then she runs.

The moment she bolts, my wolf explodes forward. Every instinct inside me screams to chase. Hunt. Claim.

I let her get a head start, savoring the way her heartbeat hammers frantically through the enchanted acoustics. The sound echoes beautifully through the Hunt Room, guiding me even when I can't see her.

She's fast for someone so small.

But I'm faster.

I track her easily by scent, following the trail of spring water and arousal she leaves behind. She weaves through trees, doubling back twice in an attempt to confuse me.

It doesn't work. I catch sight of her pale hair flashing between branches. She glances back once, eyes wide, then veers sharply left toward denser foliage.

My wolf snarls with satisfaction.

She's playing this perfectly. Running just fast enough to make the chase exciting but not so fast that I lose her completely.

I let her think she's escaped. Then I circle around silently, cutting off her path near the stream.

She doesn't notice me until it's too late.

I step out from behind a massive oak tree directly into her path. She skids to a stop so suddenly she nearly falls, catching herself against a low branch.

"Caught you," I growl.

Selene backs up slowly, eyes locked on mine. Her chest heaves with exertion, making her breasts strain against the thin silk.

"Not yet," she breathes.

Then she bolts again.

This time I don't wait.

I lunge after her immediately, closing the distance in seconds. My hand catches the back of her neck, fingers wrapping firmly around her delicate throat.

She gasps.

I pull her backward against my chest, caging her completely. My mouth drops to her ear.

"I caught my beautiful little prey," I murmur darkly. "You're not escaping me again."

"I'm not scared," she whispers.

But she's shaking. I can feel every tremor running through her small body. Adrenaline. Arousal. Fear mixed with desire.

"You shake when you lie," I tell her.

Her breathing stutters.

I drag my nose slowly along the curve of her neck, inhaling deeply. Her scent is intoxicating—spring water, arousal, and something uniquely nixie that makes my cock throb painfully.

"Your heartbeat changes when you want me," I continue, pressing my lips against her racing pulse. "It gets faster. Unsteady."

She whimpers softly.

"Do you know what I'm going to do to you?" I ask roughly.

"What?"

"I'm going to fuck you senseless right here." I nip her earlobe hard enough to make her gasp. "I'm going to pin you down in the moss and pound into your tight little pussy until you're crying and begging and so full of my cum you can't move."

Her knees buckle slightly.

I hold her upright easily, one arm banding around her waist. "Run again."

"What?"

"Run," I order. "Give me a reason to chase you harder."

I release her.

She stumbles forward, glancing back once with wide, luminous eyes.

Then she tries to run. But her knees are shaking so badly she only makes it three steps before collapsing against a tree trunk.

Concern cuts through the haze of lust immediately.

I reach her in two strides, catching her before she falls completely. "Selene."

"I'm okay," she gasps. "I just…I can't…"

"Breathe." I turn her gently to face me, cupping her face in both hands. "Look at me. Breathe."

She does, her chest heaving while she clings to my forearms for balance.

Guilt surges through me. "I scared you."

"No." She shakes her head frantically. "You didn't. I'm not scared of you."

"Then what's wrong?"

"I just…" Her face flushes deeper. "I'm not used to feeling this much. This much need. It's overwhelming."

Understanding crashes over me.

She's not scared. She's overstimulated. Too aroused. Too desperate.

Relief makes me exhale shakily.

I pull her into my chest, wrapping both arms around her trembling body. "I'm sorry."

"Don't apologize." Her fingers curl into my shirt. "I want this. I want you. Even when it scares me how badly I want you."

Something tight in my chest loosens.

I kiss her gently, rubbing slow, calming circles against her back. Her body gradually relaxes against mine, melting into the embrace.

"Come on," I murmur.

I lift her easily, carrying her toward the stream. The water glows faintly silver beneath the artificial moonlight, shallow enough to wade through but deep enough to submerge partially.

I step into the stream fully clothed, lowering us both until cool water laps against our waists.

Selene sighs immediately, her entire body softening.

"Better?" I ask.

"Yes." Her eyes flutter closed. "Water helps. It always helps."

Of course it does. She's nixie. This is her element.

I shift her carefully in my arms, positioning her so she straddles my lap. The wet silk camisole clings to her body like a second skin now, completely see-through.

My cock strains painfully against my pants.

"I'm going to fuck you here," I tell her. "In the water. Where you feel safest."

Her eyes open slowly, luminous and glowing faintly in the enchanted light.

"No one has ever done that before," she breathes. "But I like the idea."

I free my cock quickly, shoving my pants down just enough. The head presses against her entrance immediately, stretching her.

She's already soaked. I push inside slowly, watching her face while her pussy stretches impossibly tight around my shaft. The water pushes back against my cock, increasing the friction, making delicious heat slide over my groin. I like the chase, and I like when it's difficult to get inside her. That makes the warm hold of her pussy feel sweeter.

"Fuck," I hiss. "You feel even better than I remembered."

Her nails dig into my shoulders.

I hold her hips firmly, guiding her down inch by inch until I'm buried completely. The water supports her weight, making it easier for her small body to take all of me.

"Move," I order roughly.

She obeys, rolling her hips experimentally. The water ripples around us, creating soft splashing sounds that mix with her breathy moans.

I grab a fistful of her wet hair, pulling her head back to expose her throat. My mouth seals over her pulse, sucking hard enough to leave marks.

"Mine," I growl against her skin. "I hunted you. I get to keep you."

"At least for tonight," she gasps.

I thrust upward hard, making her cry out. Then I do it again. And again. Pounding into her roughly while water splashes around us.

Her breasts bounce with every thrust, still covered by the soaked silk. I yank the fabric down impatiently, freeing them completely.

I lower my mouth to one hard nipple, sucking roughly while she writhes in my lap.

"Ronan," she sobs. "I'm going to come."

"Not yet." I bite down gently on her nipple, making her scream. "Wait for me."

"I can't…"

"You can." I fist her hair tighter, forcing her to meet my gaze. "You'll wait until I tell you to come. Understand?"

She nods frantically.

"Good girl."

I fuck her harder, chasing my own release now. My knot begins to swell, stretching her entrance wider.

"Take it," I snarl. "Take my knot."

I force it inside with one brutal thrust.

Selene screams, her entire body convulsing.

"Come," I command. "Come on my knot."

She shatters instantly, inner walls clamping down so hard I see stars. My orgasm hits seconds later, cum flooding her in thick, pulsing waves.

I come so much it's obscene. Her belly begins to swell again, distending visibly as my knot locks us together.

I watch in fascination while she bloats with my seed, her small body struggling to contain it all.

"Beautiful," I murmur, resting one hand gently on her swollen stomach. "So fucking beautiful."

She's crying again, overwhelmed and trembling.

I hold her carefully, kissing her forehead while we remain locked together in the shallow stream. The water laps gently around us, cooling our overheated skin.

Her body glows faintly in the water. The blue undertones in her skin shimmer, luminous and ethereal. It's natural. Primal. Perfect.

I lean down and kiss her breasts, licking the water droplets clinging to her skin.

"I love how you glow when you're in water," I tell her.

She smiles weakly, exhausted.

We stay like that for a long time, knotted together while the enchanted forest hums quietly around us.

Eventually, my knot begins to soften.

I shift carefully, pulling out slowly. Cum immediately floods out of her, mixing with the stream water.

She whimpers at the loss.

"Shh." I hold her gently. "I've got you."

Once I'm free, I lift her carefully out of the water and carry her toward a soft patch of moss near the bank. I lower us both down, cradling her against my chest.

Her swollen belly presses against my stomach. I rest one hand on it possessively, imagining again what it would feel like if this were real. If she could actually carry my pups.

That fantasy is dangerous. But I can't let it go.

"Selene," I say quietly.

"Mm?" She sounds half-asleep.

"There's a corporate gala in three days."

Her eyes open slowly.

"I want you to come with me," I continue.

She blinks. "As your assistant?"

"As my date."

Silence stretches between us.

"People will talk," she says eventually.

"Let them."

"You're my boss."

"I don't care."

She studies my face carefully. "You really want me there?"

"Yes."

More silence.

Then, finally, she nods. "Okay."

Relief floods through me so powerfully it's almost painful.

I kiss her gently, savoring the softness of her lips. "Thank you."

She smiles against my mouth. "You're welcome."

We lie together in the moss while the artificial moonlight glows softly overhead, and for the first time in years, I let myself imagine a future that doesn't feel impossibly lonely.


FIVE


Selene

The ballroom feels suffocating.

Everything gleams too brightly beneath crystal chandeliers and cold gold lighting. Monster aristocrats and corporate elites drift across the massive hall in designer gowns and tailored suits while waiters carry trays of champagne through the crowd. A string quartet plays softly somewhere near the stage, but it barely masks the constant hum of political conversations and financial negotiations.

I stand beside Ronan trying not to stare at him.

He looks devastating tonight. His formal black suit stretches across his broad shoulders and powerful chest like it was designed specifically to remind me how enormous he is. Dark hair falls neatly back from his face, exposing the sharp line of his jaw and the faint gold flicker in his eyes whenever somebody irritates him. And apparently everybody irritates him tonight.

I sip my champagne quietly while another elegant monster woman approaches him near our table.

She’s a tall fae with shimmering silver skin and a slit in her dress that climbs almost to her hip.

“Mr. Blackwood,” she purrs smoothly. “I was hoping I’d see you tonight.”

Ronan gives her a short nod. “Lady Avelisse.”

Her gaze flicks toward me briefly before returning to him immediately.

“You never answered my invitation.”

“I was occupied.”

The fae smiles knowingly. “Perhaps you’ll allow me another opportunity.”

I feel something ugly twist low in my stomach. Because of course women throw themselves at him. He’s rich. Powerful. Terrifyingly attractive.

An alpha werewolf CEO with enough dominance pouring off him to make half the room visibly nervous.

And me? I’m just a nixie. Small. Replaceable. Temporary.

The thought settles heavier with every passing minute while woman after woman approaches our table. Some are subtle. Some aren’t subtle at all.

A demoness in crimson silk openly drags her eyes down his body.

A vampire heiress laughs too hard at everything he says.

A wolf shifter touches his arm while speaking to him and looks openly irritated when he steps away.

None of them look at me like I matter. Why would they?

I’m the entertainment for tonight. The pretty little date. Not the future mother of his children. Not the kind of woman a werewolf alpha builds a life with.

The insecurity creeps beneath my skin slowly, poisoning the warmth leftover from last night.

Because last night in the Hunt Room felt intimate. Terrifyingly intimate. But standing here now surrounded by women who could actually give him the family he wants, I start feeling foolish for believing any of this means more.

“Selene?”

I blink, realizing someone is talking to me.

A dragon shifter stands beside me holding a whiskey glass loosely in one elegant hand.

Unlike Ronan’s rough masculinity, this man looks refined and polished. Gold scales shimmer faintly beneath the collar of his dark suit, and expensive magic coils subtly around him like heat.

“Cassian Vale,” he says smoothly. “Investor relations.”

I smile politely. “Selene Vaelorith.”

“I know.” His eyes flick briefly toward Ronan across the ballroom. “You’ve become quite interesting to people tonight.”

Heat creeps up my neck.

“Have I?”

“A mysterious date appearing on Ronan Blackwood’s arm?” He smiles slowly. “People are practically placing bets.”

I laugh awkwardly despite myself.

Cassian is easy to talk to. Charming in a practiced way. And maybe part of me enjoys the attention because it temporarily quiets the insecurity gnawing at my chest.

He’s looking at me, wanting me, and choosing me. Not because Ronan placed me beside him for the evening.

When Cassian’s hand settles lightly against my lower back, I freeze. Something inside me immediately recoils. It feels like a violation of my boundaries. My senses are jarred by the contact. There’s a coldness to the dragon’s touch that I can’t explain.

The touch feels wrong. Not dangerous exactly, but unwelcome enough that instinct tightens painfully beneath my skin.

Then I see Ronan walking toward us. His expression changes the instant he notices Cassian touching me.

The shift is immediate and terrifying.

His eyes flash gold. Actually flash gold.

The entire ballroom seems to tense around him as dominant werewolf energy rolls suddenly through the air sharp enough to make nearby conversations falter.

Cassian’s hand immediately drops from my back.

Ronan reaches us seconds later. His hand clamps around my waist possessively, dragging me firmly against his chest.

The word practically vibrates unspoken through the room.

“I need a private moment with my date,” Ronan says coldly. Not to me. To Cassian.

The dragon straightens instantly. “Of course.”

“Excuse us.” Whispers erupt almost immediately around us as Ronan guides me away from the ballroom. People noticed that.

My heart pounds harder with every step as he leads me through a quieter hallway near the private conference suites. The moment we’re alone, he turns toward me sharply. “Are you alright?”

I blink.

That’s the first thing he asks. Not accusations. Not jealousy.

“I’m fine,” I say softly.

His jaw flexes. “Why didn’t you stop him?”

“I didn’t think it mattered.”

“It mattered to me.”

The roughness in his voice sends heat curling low in my stomach despite the tension.

I lean back lightly against the wall behind me. “Did it make you angry?”

Ronan exhales slowly through his nose. “It made me feel like you were being threatened.”

The honesty in his voice catches me off guard.

“He wasn’t threatening me.”

“You were uncomfortable.”

I stare at him quietly for a moment. Werewolf senses probably picked up every tiny shift in my heartbeat.

His hand still rests firmly against my waist.

“It doesn’t matter anyway,” I murmur.

His brow lowers immediately. “What doesn’t?”

“This.” I gesture weakly between us. “Tonight. The club. Whatever this is.”

His expression hardens carefully.

“You’re my date.”

“For tonight. I mean, why did you even bring me as your date? There are so many other, more suitable women who are interested in you. Any of them would be the perfect date.”

Something painful tightens in my chest.

He notices the shift in my emotions. He cups one side of my face with his big hand. The warmth that seeps into my cold skin makes me shiver. His thumb traces my jaw, calming me. “Selene, where is this coming from? What’s wrong?”

“You want a family someday, Ronan. A real one with pups.” I force out a small laugh. “And I can’t even get pregnant with your seed. I’m a nixie.”

The silence afterward feels enormous. Then his other hand slides slowly higher along my waist.

“I do want those things,” he says quietly.

I look away immediately.

“But not enough to trade away what I feel when I’m with you.”

My breath catches. Ronan steps closer until his body nearly cages mine against the wall.

“I spent years thinking I needed a perfect future,” he says roughly. “Pack. Stability. Control.”

His fingers tighten slightly against my waist.

“Now?” His gaze locks onto mine. “I just want someone whose presence makes me feel like I’m home. I don’t know if it will last, but this is what I want now. I want you. Because you make me feel safe and grounded. Strong and passionate. I can be wild with you. Free with you. And that’s all my inner wolf really wants.”

Emotion crashes into me so suddenly it almost hurts. Before I can respond, he kisses me.

All the restraint he maintained in the ballroom disappears the second his mouth touches mine. His large hand slides behind my neck while the other pins my waist against him, holding me steady as the kiss deepens. I melt immediately. God, I’m weak for him. His scent surrounds me instantly. Cedar. Smoke. Wolf.

“You let the dragon scent you,” he growls roughly against my skin. “When you belong to me?”

The possessiveness in his voice sends a violent shiver through me.

Ronan’s hand slides lower suddenly before landing sharply against my ass. He smacks my ass cheek and the sharp sting reminds me of his control, his dominance. My body responds instinctively. My pussy throbs, begging for more contact. I love when his big hand is on my ass.

I gasp. Heat floods through me instantly.

His eyes darken at my reaction.

“You’re getting punished for this later,” he says quietly. “I’ll make sure you get what you deserve at the club.”

Instead of fear, warmth blooms deep inside my chest. I feel deeply, overwhelmingly wanted.

And I can’t wait to be tied and taken by him again.
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The Punishment Suite entrance is marked by heavy black doors carved with intricate runes that pulse faintly crimson in the dim lighting.

My pulse hammers so loudly I'm certain everyone nearby can hear it.

Ronan's hand remains firm against my lower back as we approach, guiding me forward with that possessive touch that makes my knees weaken.

A massive figure steps out from the shadows near the door.

I freeze instantly.

He's enormous. Easily seven feet tall with shoulders broad enough to block the entire hallway. Green-gray skin ripples with dense muscle beneath an expensive black suit that looks barely capable of containing him. Tusks curve upward from his lower jaw, and his eyes glow faintly amber in the low light.

An orc.

"Gorath," Ronan says evenly.

The orc's gaze shifts to me immediately, assessing me with unsettling intensity.

"Mr. Blackwood." His voice is a deep rumble that vibrates through the floor. "This is your guest?"

"Yes."

Gorath steps closer. I have to tilt my head back completely just to meet his eyes.

"I'm Gorath Thorne," he says carefully. "I own Velvet Fang."

My mouth goes dry. "Oh."

"The Punishment Suite requires additional consent verification." His expression remains neutral, professional. "Did you agree to this scene voluntarily?"

Heat floods my face instantly. "Yes."

"Mr. Blackwood informed you of the activities involved?"

"Yes."

"You understand your safeword will end the scene immediately?"

I nod quickly. "I understand."

Gorath studies me for another long moment. Then he steps aside, gesturing toward the door.

"Enjoy yourselves."

Relief loosens something tight in my chest. Ronan's hand presses more firmly against my back, guiding me forward. Just before we reach the door, I glance back briefly.

A gorgeous woman appears beside Gorath from seemingly nowhere. She's breathtaking—a succubus with deep bronze skin, black horns curving elegantly from her temples, and a body so perfectly curved it looks like a fantasy.

She leans close to Gorath, whispering something that makes the massive orc's expression soften slightly.

I wonder who she is. What's between them. But then Ronan opens the door and all thoughts evaporate instantly.

The Punishment Suite is darker than the other rooms I've seen. Black velvet drapes the walls. Crimson lighting pools in strategic corners, casting shadows that feel alive. A large bed dominates the center of the space, covered in dark silk sheets. Chains hang from reinforced beams overhead. Restraints line the walls.

And in the center of it all stands Ronan. He closes the door behind us with a soft click that feels impossibly loud in the silence.

"Kneel," he says quietly.

The command hits me like a physical touch. My knees buckle immediately. I sink down onto the soft carpet, hands resting on my thighs while I look up at him.

Ronan circles me slowly, his boots barely making a sound against the floor.

"Do you know why you're here, little nixie?"

I swallow hard. "Because I let someone else touch me."

"Because you let someone else scent you," he corrects darkly. "When you know you belong to me."

Heat pools low in my belly. He stops directly in front of me. Something long and dark dangles from his hand.

A whip. My breath catches, and my lungs feel tight.

"Are you okay with pain?" he asks.

I nod quickly.

"Say it properly."

"Yes," I whisper. "I'm okay with pain."

Satisfaction flickers across his face. He moves behind me suddenly. Cool silk presses against my eyes as he ties the blindfold carefully in place.

Darkness swallows everything instantly. My other senses sharpen immediately. I hear his breathing. The rustle of fabric. The faint creak of leather.

"Stand up," he orders.

I obey shakily, rising to my feet.

Strong hands guide me forward several steps until my shins bump against something soft. The bed.

"Lie down."

I lower myself carefully onto the dark velvet. The fabric feels cool against my overheated skin.

Ronan's hands find my wrists, lifting them above my head. Metal clinks softly. Cool chains wrap around my wrists, securing them to something above me.

Then silk restraints follow, softer but just as inescapable.

I pull experimentally. The chains hold firm.

"Are you sorry?" Ronan asks quietly.

I bite my lip. "For what?"

Silence stretches between us.

"For letting another monster touch you, for flirting with another monster and giving him ideas about what he could have with you?"

Defiance surges through me suddenly. Maybe it's the blindfold making me feel bolder. Maybe it's the ache of insecurity still lingering from earlier.

"He barely touched me," I say.

More silence.

Then his voice drops lower. "That's not an apology."

"Maybe I'm not sorry."

A dangerous sound rumbles through his chest.

"Try again, Selene."

I shake my head. "No."

The whip cracks suddenly against the bed beside me. Not touching me, but close enough that I feel the displacement of air.

My heart hammers.

"You're being bratty," Ronan observes calmly. "Do you know what happens to bratty little girls?"

"What?"

"They get punished until they learn proper obedience."

Heat floods through me so violently I gasp. His hands find the fabric of my dress. Without warning, he tears it.

The sound of ripping fabric echoes through the room while cool air kisses my exposed skin.

"You won't need clothes for this," he says darkly. "You'll need to be whipped into submission first."

Goosebumps erupt across every inch of my body. The whip cracks again. This time it lands against my outer thigh. Sharp. Stinging. Perfect.

I cry out before I can stop myself.

"That's one," Ronan says calmly. "Every time you refuse to apologize, you'll get another."

My pussy clenches involuntarily. Arousal floods through me so fast it's almost embarrassing.

"Are you sorry?"

"No," I gasp.

The whip lands again. Higher this time, striking my hip.

Pain blooms instantly, mixing with pleasure in ways I don't fully understand.

"Still no?"

I shake my head stubbornly.

I want to push him. Want to see how far his patience stretches before it snaps completely. Want reassurance that I can make him feel more intensely than anyone else ever has.

The whip strikes again. My inner thigh this time. Wetness floods between my legs immediately. My cunt clenches, reacting to the pain instantly. But the clenching also makes me feel like I'm empty, like I need to be convulsing around Ronan's cock. It intensifies the need in my pussy.

"You're dripping," Ronan observes. "Your thighs are slick. Does pain make you wet, little nixie?"

I whimper.

His weight shifts on the bed. Then I feel something else—warm breath against my inner thigh.

Oh god.

His mouth seals over the spot where the whip landed, tongue soothing the sting.

"You misbehave when you feel ignored," he murmurs against my skin.

Silence stretches so thick I can hear my own heartbeat racing.

"Tell me I'm wrong."

I can't. Because he's right. His tongue drags slowly higher, tracing patterns against my trembling thigh.

"You wanted my attention tonight," he continues quietly. "You wanted me to claim you publicly. To prove you matter more than those other women."

Tears prick the corners of my eyes beneath the blindfold.

"I'm right, aren't I?"

I nod shakily.

"Then why didn't you just ask me?"

"Because I'm not supposed to," I whisper. "I'm just…temporary. I'm not your mate. I'm not someone you will build a life with. I can't even give you any children. What right do I have to ask anything? You would never value someone like me."

The silence afterward feels enormous.

Then his mouth moves higher suddenly. His tongue drags directly over my swollen pussy.

I scream.

He laps at me greedily, his long tongue stroking over my clit while I writhe helplessly against the restraints.

"You think you're temporary?" he growls against my pussy. "You think I'd let anyone else have you now?"

His tongue pushes inside me suddenly. Deep. Rough. Claiming.

I sob with pleasure.

"You're mine, Selene." He fucks me with his tongue, each stroke deliberate and possessive. "Mine to punish. Mine to pleasure. Mine to keep."

"Ronan," I gasp. "Please. I need to come."

"Not yet."

The whip cracks again. This time across my other thigh.

The pain mixes with pleasure so intensely I nearly come anyway.

"Apologize first," he orders.

"I can't," I sob.

"You can." His tongue circles my clit slowly. Torturously. "Say you're sorry for letting him touch you."

"I'm not…oh god…I'm not sorry."

The whip strikes again.

Then his mouth returns immediately, sucking hard on my clit while I scream.

"Say it," he demands roughly.

"No."

He pulls away completely.

I whimper at the loss.

"You'll say it eventually," Ronan says calmly. "Because I can do this all night. I can keep you on the edge until you're begging. Until your brain melts from need."

He's right. I can feel coherent thought slipping away already.

The whip lands again. Then his tongue follows immediately, soothing and tormenting simultaneously.

Over and over.

Pain. Pleasure. Denial.

My thighs tremble so violently I can't control them anymore.

"Please," I sob. "Ronan, please. I need to come. I can't take anymore."

"Apologize."

"I'm sorry," I gasp finally. "I'm sorry. I won't let anyone else touch me. I'm yours. Only yours."

Satisfaction rumbles through his chest.

"Good girl. And I'm going to take you whenever I please. Isn't that right?"

"Yes."

His mouth seals over my clit again. This time he doesn't stop. He sucks hard while his tongue flicks rapidly over the sensitive bundle of nerves.

My orgasm crashes over me so violently I scream loud enough to hurt my throat. Pleasure explodes through every nerve ending. My entire body convulses, inner walls clenching desperately around nothing while wave after wave of release floods through me.

Ronan doesn't stop. He keeps licking, keeps tasting, dragging out my orgasm until I'm crying and shaking and completely overwhelmed.

"You come so hard when you're being punished," he murmurs against my soaked pussy. "I could get addicted to this."

Tears slide down my face beneath the blindfold.

Not from fear. From emotional overwhelm. Because nobody has ever made me feel this seen before. This wanted. This pleasured.

Ronan notices immediately. The restraints release suddenly. His hands find me gently, pulling the blindfold away.

The room comes back into focus slowly. Ronan's face hovers above mine, eyes softer now. Concerned.

"Selene," he says quietly. "Talk to me."

"I'm okay," I whisper.

"You're crying."

"I know." I laugh shakily. "It's not bad. I promise. I just…"

"What?"

"Nobody has ever understood me like this before." Fresh tears spill over. "You knew exactly what I needed. Even when I didn't say it."

Something shifts in his expression.

He gathers me carefully into his arms, cradling me against his chest while I cry.

"I've got you," he murmurs. "I'm not letting you go."


SIX


Ronan

I can't stop thinking about her.

It's been two days since the Punishment Suite. Two days since Selene cried in my arms while I held her, two days since she surrendered so completely that every instinct inside me roared with possessive satisfaction.

I sit alone in my office long after everyone else has gone home.

The building is silent around me. Just the hum of electronics and the distant rumble of traffic far below. Normally I find this time peaceful. A chance to decompress after another brutal day of meetings and negotiations.

Tonight I can't focus on anything except the memory of Selene trembling beneath me.

The way she defied me until she couldn't anymore. The way her thighs shook. The way she sobbed my name when she finally came.

My cock stirs painfully at the thought.

I force myself to look back at the financial reports spread across my desk. Numbers blur together meaninglessly.

Fuck.

This is dangerous.

I'm getting too attached. My wolf is obsessed beyond reason, demanding I claim her permanently. Mark her. Bind her to me in ways she can't escape.

That kind of possessiveness destroyed my father. It nearly killed my mother.

I refuse to become him.

But god, I want her. More than I've ever wanted anything.

A soft knock sounds at my office door.

I look up sharply.

Selene stands in the doorway, silhouetted by the dim hallway lighting behind her. She's still wearing the pencil skirt and blouse from earlier, though her hair is slightly mussed now like she's run her fingers through it repeatedly.

My pulse spikes instantly.

"I forgot my laptop," she says quietly.

But the way she looks at me tells me that's not why she came.

Sexual tension thickens the air immediately. I can smell her arousal from across the room—spring water and need and something uniquely Selene that makes my wolf surge forward violently.

"It's on your desk," I manage roughly.

She doesn't move toward her desk.

Instead she steps into my office fully, closing the door behind her with a soft click.

The sound echoes too loudly in the silence.

"Selene." My voice comes out harsher than intended. "It's late. You should go home."

"Should I?" She moves closer, her heels clicking softly against the polished floor.

My hands curl into fists on top of the desk.

"We're at work," I remind her. "We agreed. Velvet Fang only."

"I know what we agreed." She stops directly in front of my desk, close enough that I could reach out and touch her if I wanted.

And fuck, I want to.

"Then why are you here?"

"Because I can't stop thinking about you." Her voice drops lower. "About what you did to me in the Punishment Suite. About how you made me feel."

My control fractures slightly.

"Selene—"

"I've been wet all day," she interrupts. "Every time I walked past your office. Every time you looked at me during meetings. I kept remembering your tongue between my thighs and your hands holding me down."

A growl rumbles through my chest before I can stop it.

She braces her hands on my desk, leaning forward slightly. The position makes her blouse gape open just enough that I catch a glimpse of pale cleavage.

"Tell me you haven't been thinking about me, too."

I can't answer her question. Not honestly.

Because yes, I've been thinking about her constantly. Obsessively. Every fucking second since the Punishment Suite.

Selene must see something in my expression because she smiles slowly. Then she does something that destroys the last of my control.

She slips off one high heel. Then the other.

Her stockinged foot slides up my leg beneath the desk, tracing slowly along my inner thigh. Pleasure shoots through me instantly. My cock swells with blood rushing to my groin. Damn, her featherlight touches make electricity dance along my skin.

"Selene," I warn.

But she doesn't stop. Her toes find the hard length of my cock straining against my pants. She presses gently, rubbing through the fabric. He traces the hard ridge through my pants, moving her foot up and down. The friction makes my balls curl with need. My cock's head feel sensitive and exposed, even though I'm still fully clothed.

A hiss escapes before I can stop it. My cock hardens, growing bigger, so painfully erect I'm seconds from tearing through my pants entirely.

"Should I make your pain go away?" she asks innocently.

The words snap something inside me. My wolf has been growling, begging me to unleash my beastly nature on her. I surge to my feet so quickly my chair rolls backward and hits the wall. Selene's eyes widen but she doesn't retreat.

"You're being such a slut," I growl. "Maybe I should make you suck my cock. Then plant my knot so deep inside you that you'll be stuffed with my cum for hours. So you'll remember what you get for misbehaving."

She winks. Actually winks. "I love that idea."

Fuck.

"Take off my pants," I order roughly.

She obeys immediately, her fingers trembling slightly as they work my belt. The buckle clinks. My zipper slides down. Then her hands push my pants and underwear down together until my cock springs free.

It's already leaking precum, thick and swollen and desperate.

Selene's breath catches. "You're so big."

"You've had me inside you before."

"I know. But seeing you like this..." Her tongue darts out, wetting her lips. "It's different."

I fist my hand in her hair gently, guiding her forward. "Lick it."

She leans down, her tongue swiping delicately across the swollen head. The sensation makes my entire body tighten.

"Again," I rasp.

This time she swirls her tongue around the crown, exploring the ridges and veins. Pleasure zips down my spine. My cock jerks, leaking more precum that she licks up eagerly.

"Take it in your mouth."

Her lips part wider. She seals them around my cock, sucking gently while her tongue works beneath the head.

Holy fuck.

She can barely take a third of me. Her mouth is too small, her jaw stretched to its limits just to accommodate what she can manage. But she doesn't stop. She sucks harder, hollowing her cheeks while her hand wraps around the base.

The wet sounds of her mouth fill the quiet office. Obscene. Perfect. I watch her head bob slowly, taking me as deep as she can before pulling back. Saliva glistens on my shaft. Her eyes water slightly from the effort but she doesn't quit.

"That's it," I growl. "Such a good little cocksucker for me. You know your place, don't you? It's under me, submitting to my needs."

She moans around my cock. The vibration nearly undoes me.

My balls tighten. Pleasure builds rapidly at the base of my spine. I'm seconds from coming down her throat.

"Stop," I order hoarsely.

She pulls back immediately, releasing me with a wet pop. Confusion flickers across her flushed face.

Before she can ask, I grab her waist and lift her bodily onto my desk. Papers scatter. My laptop slides dangerously close to the edge.

I don't care.

I spin her roughly so she's bent over the desk, her ass in the air. Her skirt rides up. I flip it higher, exposing her pale blue thighs and the soaked scrap of lace barely covering her pussy.

I rip them off without hesitation.

"Ronan!" she gasps.

"You won't need those."

I position myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. She's drenched. Arousal coats her inner thighs.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" I ask darkly. "You came here hoping I'd break. Hoping I'd fuck you on my desk like an animal."

"Yes," she admits breathlessly. "I need to see you lose control for me."

"Then hold on. Because you're going to be so stuffed and sore by the end of this, you'll regret ever walking into my office."

I slam inside her with one brutal thrust. She screams, and the sound echoes in the metal and glass room. Her hands scrabble for purchase against the desk, fingers gripping the edge while her entire body jerks forward from the force.

I'm buried completely. Balls-deep in her impossibly snug pussy while she clenches around me. Her walls are so soft and wet, rippling around me, coming down on my erection like a vice grip.

"Fuck," I hiss. "You feel perfect. You're choking my cock, baby."

She's crying already. Something tells me it's not from pain, but from overwhelming sensation. From being split open and filled so suddenly.

I pull back slowly. Then thrust again just as hard.

Her scream echoes through the office.

I set a relentless pace immediately. Deep, punishing strokes that make the desk shake and her breasts bounce wildly beneath her blouse.

"This is your punishment," I snarl, fisting her hair and pulling her head back. "For tempting me. For making me take you like a wild beast in my office. In our workplace."

"Yes," she sobs. "Punish me. Please."

I fuck her harder. My hips slam against her ass with every thrust, the sound of skin meeting skin obscenely loud.

"I'm going to plant a baby inside you," I growl. "Fill your womb with so much cum you'll have no choice but to carry my pups."

The fantasy consumes me entirely. I can see it so clearly—her belly swollen with my child. Her body soft and round and mine.

"You'd look so beautiful pregnant," I continue roughly. "Breasts full. Belly huge. Everyone would know you belong to me."

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

"Not yet." I slow my thrusts torturously. "You come when I say you can."

She whimpers desperately.

My knot begins to swell, stretching her entrance wider with every stroke. The pressure builds rapidly.

"Are you ready?" I rasp.

"Yes. Please. I need your knot."

I thrust once more, forcing the knot inside with brutal efficiency.

Selene screams. Her inner walls clamp down violently around me.

"Come," I command. "Come on my knot."

She shatters instantly. Her orgasm crashes through her so powerfully her entire body convulses. Her pussy spasms rhythmically, milking my cock.

The sensation triggers my own release. Pleasure explodes through every nerve as I come harder than I ever have before.

Thick ropes of cum flood her pussy. My balls empty completely, pumping load after endless load directly into her womb while the knot locks us together.

She can't contain it all. I feel her belly swelling beneath my hand as I keep coming.

"Fuck," I breathe. "Look at you."

Her stomach distends visibly, bloating with my seed. The knot prevents anything from escaping, forcing it all deeper inside her.

I rest my hand gently on her swollen belly, possessiveness roaring through me.

"I love this," she whispers suddenly. "Being knotted by you. Locked together like this."

My chest tightens.

"I feel safe," she continues softly. "And beautiful. Like I'm exactly where I'm supposed to be."

Her words trigger something fierce and terrifying inside me.

Because I feel it too. This sense of coming home. Of rightness. Of completion.

I've had sex countless times. But this—being locked inside Selene while she carries my seed—this feels different.

This feels like mating.

Panic edges into my consciousness. My werewolf mating instincts are activating. The ones I've spent years suppressing. The ones that destroyed my father.

I'm falling in love with her. Actually in love.

And worse, I've already imagined a future with her. Her as my wife. Her giving birth to our pups. A life where I'm not alone anymore. I've imagined it so many times it plays constantly in my head now, a loop I can't escape.

What if she finds my obsession suffocating? What if I trap her the way my father trapped my mother? What if I can't live without her and she leaves anyway?

"Ronan?" Selene's voice pulls me back. "Are you okay?"

I realize I've gone still, my hand frozen on her swollen belly.

"I'm fine," I lie.

She tries to turn her head to look at me, but the knot keeps us locked in place. "You're lying."

Silence stretches between us.

"Talk to me," she says gently.

I exhale shakily. "I'm falling for you."

The admission feels enormous in the quiet office.

"I know it's fast," I continue roughly. "I know we barely started this. But I can't stop thinking about you. About a future with you. About keeping you."

"Ronan, I'm touched."

"And I'm terrified," I interrupt. "Because my father felt this way about my mother. And it destroyed them both. He became so obsessed he couldn't control himself during ruts. He hurt her. She couldn't stand to look at him afterward. Couldn't stand to look at me because I reminded her of him."

My throat tightens painfully.

"I don't want to become him," I whisper. "But I don't know how to stop wanting you this much."

Silence fills the space between us again.

Then Selene speaks quietly. "I'm falling for you too."

My heart stutters.

"I think I have been for a while," she admits. "Maybe even before Velvet Fang. Back when you were just my terrifying boss who secretly noticed everything. I went to the club because I wanted to expose your sexual secret and get revenge on you for treating me like dirt. But once you were inside me, all I could think about was fucking you again. The reason I felt jealous of those women at the gala was because I wanted to be a part of your future, but I was scared there was no place for me in the life you had envisioned for yourself."

"Selene, that's not true."

"And yes, your possessiveness scares me sometimes," she continues. "But not because I think you'll hurt me. It's because I like it too much. Because I crave your dominance more than I should."

Her hand finds mine where it rests on her belly.

"We're both scared," she says softly. "But maybe that means we should try anyway. Not just scenes at the club. Something real."

Hope blooms painfully in my chest.

"Are you sure?"

"Yes." Her fingers squeeze mine gently. "I want to try. A real relationship. With you."

The knot begins to soften finally, allowing me to pull out carefully. Cum immediately floods out of her, dripping onto my desk.

I don't care about the mess.

I turn her gently to face me, gathering her into my arms. She's still trembling, her belly slightly distended from how much seed she's carrying.

"I'll try to be less intense," I promise quietly.

She laughs softly against my chest. "Don't. I like you intense. I want you to be you. Ronan Blackwood. Alphahole. Dominant. My master. I love when you're demanding and I love when you're vulnerable and tender afterward. I like all parts of you and I want to see all of those sides everyday."

Something inside me settles at those words. Maybe this can work. Maybe I don't have to choose between control and connection. Maybe I can have both with her.

I kiss her forehead gently. "Let's get you cleaned up."

"In a minute." She burrows closer. "I just want to stay like this for now."

So we do. Standing together in my darkened office while the city glows distantly beyond the windows.

Eventually I help her clean up and find her ruined panties crumpled on the floor. She laughs when she sees them.

"I'm going commando on the way home."

"Good." I kiss her roughly. "I like knowing you're bare under that skirt."

She swats my chest playfully.

We leave the office together, my hand possessively on her lower back while we walk toward the elevators.

Everything has changed between us.

And for the first time in years, I let myself believe that change might be good.


SEVEN


Selene

I start feeling weird before our first date. It is a week after we were both honest about our feelings with each other.

My body has been acting strange since he knotted me that day. At first, I assume it’s because Ronan has effectively turned my nervous system into soup. That has to be the explanation. There’s no other reason my breasts ache every morning or why my emotions feel too close to the surface lately.

But then the weird cravings start.

Nixies are supposed to prefer light foods, mostly aquatic plants and insects infused with trace magic. Usually, the smell of heavy meat makes me nauseous.

Now I wake up craving salt.

Not normal salt either.

Sea salt.

I literally stand in my kitchen three days ago licking coarse enchanted salt crystals off my finger while wondering whether I’ve finally lost my mind.

Then there’s the water issue.

I keep falling asleep submerged in my bathtub.

Not intentionally.

I’ll sit there for a few minutes after work and wake up two hours later with my body practically glowing beneath the waterline. The silver markings along my skin shimmer brighter lately too, especially around my stomach.

And my emotions? Hopeless.

Yesterday I cried because Ronan bought me flowers. Then I cried harder because the flowers were blue and matched my scales. It’s humiliating, which is exactly why I tell nobody. Especially not Ronan.

Tonight is our first official date outside work and Velvet Fang, and I refuse to ruin it by acting insane. Unfortunately, my body seems determined to sabotage me anyway.

“You look beautiful.” The rough warmth in Ronan’s voice sends a flutter through my chest as he helps me out of the car.

I glance up at him and immediately forget how breathing works. How is he real?

He’s dressed in dark charcoal instead of black tonight, the fitted coat stretching perfectly across his broad chest while silver cufflinks glint beneath the restaurant lights. His hair falls slightly loose around his face, softer than usual, making him look less like a terrifying CEO and more like the devastatingly handsome werewolf from every fantasy I’ve ever secretly had.

And he’s smiling at me.

Actually smiling.

The sight still wrecks me emotionally every single time.

“You’re staring,” he murmurs.

“You’re distracting.”

His mouth twitches. “Good.”

Warmth blooms through me despite the nausea twisting faintly in my stomach.

The restaurant is beautiful. Quiet lighting. Ocean-themed decor enchanted with illusion magic that makes silver fish swim through the walls like drifting spirits. Ronan specifically picked somewhere aquatic because he knows nixies feel calmer near water.

That tiny detail almost makes me emotional again.

I’m doomed.

The waiter brings menus, but the second the scent of grilled meat reaches me, my stomach turns violently.

Oh no.

I grip the edge of the table.

Immediately Ronan notices.

His eyes sharpen. “Selene?”

“I’m fine,” I lie weakly.

The room tilts slightly.

The smell gets stronger.

Something sour rises violently into my throat.

Ronan is already standing by the time I whisper, “I think I’m going to⁠—”

Everything goes black. My eyes close and I faint. But as my body crashes, it doesn’t hit the ground. The last thing I remember is being held by furry, warm arms.
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Voices drift toward me slowly.

“…stable now.”

“…impossible…”

“…never seen…”

I blink weakly.

The first thing I see is Ronan. He’s sitting beside a medical bed looking absolutely terrified.

He’s not angry, but he looks like a bus ran him over. There’s so much fear in his eyes. His veins are protruding through his skin, marking his temples. He’s on edge. Terrified.

The sight startles me awake fully. “Ronan?”

His head snaps toward me instantly.

Relief crashes across his face so intensely it almost hurts to look at.

“Selene,” he breathes. He rushes toward me and hugs me. The full-bodied warmth of his hug relaxes my body instantly. I love being held by him and it grounds me. “Thank goodness you’re okay.”

I push myself upright slightly. “What happened?”

A woman in deep purple robes steps forward beside the bed. Her silver eyes glow faintly with witch magic as she studies a floating scroll covered in runes. I can tell immediately that she’s a witch. A medic witch.

“You fainted,” she says gently.

I blink slowly. “Okay…”

The witch exchanges a glance with Ronan.

Then she says carefully, “Miss Vaelorith, you are pregnant.”

I stare at her, then laugh weakly because obviously she’s mistaken. “That’s not possible. I’m a nixie, and he’s the only person I’ve been with.” I point to Ronan.

The witch doesn’t smile.

My stomach drops.

“I’m afraid it is.”

I shake my head immediately. “No. No, nixies can’t conceive with werewolves. Everyone knows that.”

“Normally,” the witch agrees softly. “But a werewolf mating bond changes reproductive compatibility significantly.”

The room goes completely still.

I slowly turn toward Ronan. His expression destroys me. He looks overwhelmed, but also happy.

Emotional. Almost fragile. Golden eyes wide with disbelief while he stares at me like I’ve become something sacred.

“Ronan?” I whisper.

Then suddenly he’s kneeling beside the bed.

His large hand trembles slightly as it settles against my stomach.

“Our babies,” he says hoarsely.

The raw emotion in his voice cracks something open inside my chest.

I stare down at him, at this massive terrifying werewolf looking at me like I just gave him the entire world, and suddenly tears burn behind my eyes.

“I thought you wanted someone stronger,” I admit shakily. “Someone who could actually give you a family.”

Ronan looks horrified.

“Selene.” His grip tightens carefully around my hand. “You are my family.”

The words hit me so hard I physically ache.

Nixies don’t really have families the way wolves do. We leave our mothers early. We live alone. We survive alone.

I’ve spent my entire life feeling temporary everywhere I go.

And now this huge impossible werewolf is looking at me like I belong beside him forever.

“I came to Velvet Fang to ruin you,” I whisper tearfully.

A soft laugh breaks out of him.

“And?”

I smile shakily through tears. “Now I think you ruined me first.”

Ronan kisses me immediately.

Slowly.

Emotionally.

His forehead presses against mine afterward while he exhales unevenly.

“I love you,” he murmurs roughly. “I love you so much it scares me.”

Tears spill down my cheeks instantly. “I love you too.”

The witch quietly leaves the room while Ronan remains kneeling beside me, still touching my stomach like he can’t believe this is real.

Then suddenly his expression shifts with nervous determination. “Marry me.”

“What?” I blink.

“Marry me,” he repeats immediately. “Be my mate. Build a home with me.” His voice roughens emotionally. “Let me give you a family, Selene.”

My chest feels too full to breathe properly.

A family.

The words hit somewhere deep and painfully vulnerable inside me. Because I realize, with startling clarity, that I’ve always wanted that too.

Not just Ronan. Not just the babies.

All of it. Belonging somewhere. Being loved permanently instead of temporarily. Creating a home with someone instead of surviving alone forever.

“Yes,” I whisper immediately.

Ronan’s eyes close briefly in relief.

“Yes,” I repeat, crying openly now. “I want all of it. I want forever with you.”

He kisses me again, softer this time, while his hand remains protectively over my stomach.

Then he rests his forehead carefully against it and laughs quietly to himself. “Looks like impossible things happen at Velvet Fang after all.”


EPILOGUE


Ronan

Two years later…

I used to hate my office.

The corporate tower always felt sterile to me. Too cold. Too polished. Too quiet in all the wrong ways. I built this company because survival demanded it, not because it made me happy.

Now, when I look around my office, all I see is her.

Selene’s favorite tea sits beside my paperwork because she keeps leaving half-finished cups on my desk whenever she visits me during the day. Tiny blue stickers cling crookedly to one corner of my monitor because our sons decided my office “looked boring.” There’s even a stuffed wolf missing one eye sitting beside my bookshelves because apparently it’s become “Daddy’s emotional support wolf.”

And in the center of my desk sits the photograph.

My chest tightens warmly the second I look at it.

Selene is laughing in the picture while our twin boys cling to her legs near the edge of the pool at our home. Both pups are grinning wildly, tiny fangs exposed, their dark curls dripping wet against their foreheads.

They look so much like both of us it still amazes me.

Werewolf eyes.

Nixie markings.

The faint blue patterns shimmer softly across their little arms and cheeks whenever they’re emotional or excited. They inherited my instincts but her love of water. Most werewolves panic in deep water. Our boys practically live in it.

Sometimes I still catch myself staring at them in disbelief. How could something so perfect ever be mine?

The office door opens softly. My heartbeat changes instantly before I even look up.

My gorgeous pregnant wife walks carefully into the office with one hand supporting the underside of her stomach, her expression already annoyed before she even reaches my desk.

“You installed more stairs,” she accuses immediately.

I stand so quickly my chair nearly rolls backward.

“I did not install more stairs.”

“There are definitely more than before.”

A laugh rumbles out of my chest before I can stop it.

God, I love her.

She’s enormous with pregnancy again, carrying our next litter heavily beneath a soft cream dress stretched tightly over her swollen belly. This time it’s twins again. The witch looked horrified when she confirmed it. Selene looked smug.

I walked around stunned for three straight days afterward.

My beautiful mate is carrying my children again.

The realization still overwhelms me.

“You should be resting,” I murmur as I move toward her.

“I was resting. Then your sons painted the dog blue.”

“Our sons,” I correct automatically.

She points accusingly at me. “Exactly. They inherited your chaos.”

I slide one arm carefully around her waist the moment I reach her. Even after two years together, touching her still calms something deep inside me. My wolf settles immediately beneath her scent.

Mate.

Home.

Peace.

“You’re struggling to walk,” I say quietly.

“That’s because the pups in my womb weigh as much as a small vehicle.”

Warm amusement flickers through me. “Come here, darling. Let me make it better for you.”

I lower myself back into my chair and pull her gently onto my lap despite the size of her stomach. She settles against me with a soft sigh, immediately relaxing into my chest like she belongs there.

I brush my mouth against hers slowly.

Tenderly.

The kiss is soft and lingering, nothing like the rough hunger that used to consume us in Velvet Fang. Her lips are warm and familiar beneath mine, opening with a quiet little sigh that still affects me as strongly as it did the first time she kissed me in that elevator.

I kiss her again just because I can.

Then once more against the corner of her mouth.

My hand slides automatically over the curve of her belly, spreading wide across the taut skin while the pups shift beneath my palm.

Emotion squeezes painfully through my chest.

“They’re active today,” I murmur.

Selene snorts softly. “One of them kicked me thirty minutes ago.”

A laugh escapes me quietly before I lower my head and kiss the top of her stomach through the fabric of her dress.

“Thank you,” I say softly.

Her fingers slide through my hair immediately. “For what?”

“For carrying my children again.”

The tenderness in my own voice embarrasses me slightly, but Selene only smiles.

“As if I had a choice,” she teases. “You’re always knotting me.”

Heat curls low in my stomach instantly.

Even pregnant, she still affects me dangerously fast.

I brush my lips lightly over her ear. “My beautiful pregnant mate.”

She shivers against me.

Then I frown slightly while rubbing one swollen knee gently through her dress.

“Your knees look sore.”

“They are sore.”

“And your back?”

She groans dramatically. “Awful.”

“Come here.”

I shift her carefully against my chest and begin massaging her lower back slowly. The tension beneath my hands feels immediate, and Selene melts against me with a relieved little sound.

“That’s nice,” she murmurs sleepily.

“You work too hard.”

“I’m literally pregnant.”

“You’re still trying to work events while carrying twins.”

Her eyes open immediately. “Because I refuse to let us become boring married people. Besides, how would I see you so often unless we were working?”

I laugh quietly again.

Velvet Fang still belongs to us in a strange way. We still visit regularly, sometimes just for the lounges and atmosphere, sometimes for scenes that remind us of how all of this began.

Selene still loves surrendering to me.

And I still love giving her everything that makes her happy.

“The boys asked if they could visit the Moon Room when they’re older,” I tell her dryly.

Selene bursts into horrified laughter. “Absolutely not.”

“You’re the one who lets them climb everything.”

“They’re toddlers, Ronan.”

“They’re werewolves.”

“Which means they inherited your inability to behave.”

I grin faintly against her hair.

The office feels impossibly warm and peaceful like this. Her weight rests fully against me while my hands continue working gently along her sore back and swollen ankles.

When I move lower and begin rubbing one ankle carefully, she squeaks softly.

“That tickles.”

“You’re sensitive.”

“You’re furry,” she counters.

I glance down at my partially shifted hands and huff a laugh. Dark fur covers my knuckles slightly whenever I’m relaxed around her these days.

Selene turns carefully in my lap until she’s hugging me properly, her huge belly pressed warmly against my stomach.

The sensation floods my chest with overwhelming affection.

I cradle the underside of her stomach instinctively while she rests against me.

“I love you,” I murmur against her temple.

Her arms tighten around my neck immediately. “I love you too.”

I close my eyes briefly and hold her closer.

Then I kiss her forehead softly and rest both hands protectively over our unborn pups.

“I’m going to keep you happy forever,” I promise quietly. “I’m going to love you for the rest of my life.”

Selene smiles against my throat.

And for the first time in my life, the wolf inside me is calm. Because it has found its pack.
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