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Luz walks calmly towards her house in the middle of the night, her tail swishing behind her as she walks. Entering an alley that she usually uses to get home faster her dark fur against the dark of the alley is almost impossible to see. She looks at her cell phone, checking the time, he’s normally around now. But she doesn’t feel him nearby... She feels a hand grab her neck, hot to the touch, a shiver goes through her, and her heart skips a beat. There he is.

"These are not hours for walking. A villain could come, don't you think?" The male says giving an ironic laugh.

She stops moving, holding her phone down by her side. "Are you one?" she asks softly, her heart racing. She swallows against the sudden dryness of her mouth.

He looks at her, her expression calm and serious, bringing her face closer to his. “You're smart...”  He says in a low, rough voice.

"I'll take that as a yes." She says with a smirk, tucking her phone into her pocket. She shivers again, delighted at this turn of events.  

He chuckles softly, his grip on her neck tightens slightly as he notices she’s trembling. “And I'll take that as you being afraid of me...”

"Not afraid..." She murmurs, her voice velvet and soft.

He raises an eyebrow in disbelief. “Oh really?” he asks with a smirk. His hand slowly moves from her neck to her jaw. He stays behind her, holding her close to him.

Luz sucks in a breath, her head tilting back to give him access. "Mhmm..."

He smiles at her reaction, moving even closer to her, his body almost touching hers. "You're lying. Your body betrays you, you're tense, your breathing is uneven, your eyes are wide open and your heart is beating like crazy..."

"It's not fear..." she murmurs, her eyes drifting shut, desire pooling in her. She's wanted him to approach her for a while now, his scent always calling to her.

He moves his hand to her chin, lifting it up so her throat is bared to him. He still keeps his face hidden but his voice is playful.  “Then what is it?”  He asks, low and smooth, enjoying the way she reacts to his touch.

She runs her tongue over her bottom lip, his scent surrounding her. "Excitement..." she purrs.

His smirk widens, his thumb moving to her lip, tracing it gently. “Oh really?” He leans in closer, his breath brushing against her ear, hot and delicious she shivers in delight. “Excitement, huh? And what exactly are you excited about?”

"The thrill of being taken..." She purrs, pressing back into him, her tail twining around his leg.

He lets out a low chuckle, his body now pressed against hers, running his hands down her sides, his claws stroking her body. “Thrill of being taken, huh?” he repeats, his growling voice filled with amusement. “And who exactly do you want to take you?”

"Some strong villain." Luz murmurs.

He moves his maw to her neck, his breath hot against her fur. “A strong villain, huh?” he whispers, his hands gripping her hips. “You're a naughty one...”

"Maybe..." She whispers, her breath hitching in her throat. "are you strong...?"

He smirks against her fur, his maw moving up to her ear. “Oh, I'm more than strong...” He whispers, his voice dripping with confidence. “I'm the strongest villain you'll ever meet...”

“And who are you?” Luz asks, her eyes drifting closed as he surrounds her.

“You can call me Shadow...” He growls, his voice low and tempting.

"Mmm... Delicious..." she purrs, grinding against him.

He lets out a low growl, his grip on her hips tightening as she grinds against him. “Careful, doll... You're playing with fire...” he warns, his mouth moving down to her collarbone.

"Good..."

He nips at her collarbone, his hands moving to her thighs, lifting her effortlessly, pressing her against the wall. “You like playing with fire, don't you?” He asks, his voice filled with desire.

She gasps, her heart racing. "I do..." She purrs, her hands resting on the wall in front of her.

He looks at her, his eyes dark, a mischievous glint in them. “Good...” He says, his hands sliding up her thighs, under her skirt. “Because I'm about to give you the hottest night of her life...”

"Do your worst..." She says with a smirk.

He chuckles, his hands moving higher up her thighs, his fingers brushing against the edge of her panties. “Oh, doll... I plan to...”  He leans in, his maw nuzzling at her neck. “I'm just taking my time...”  he whispers, his fingers slowly pulling down her panties.

She raises an eyebrow. "What are you waiting for?"

He smirks, his lips ghosting over her fur, he can feel her breath hitch in desire.

She shivers at his touch, her head tilting back. "Ohhh..."

He lets out a low growl, his fingers finally removing her panties, throwing them aside, his hands now fully on her thighs. “You're so sensitive...” he murmurs, his lips moving down to her neck, leaving a trail of kisses and nips.

She arches her back into his touch, moaning as he kisses her.

He continues to kiss and nibble at her neck, his hands moving to her hips, he pulls her closer to him, pressing her against the wall. “That's it...” he whispers, his lips moving to her ear. “Let me hear those pretty little sounds you make...”

She feels her fur against the rough brick, it sends shocks straight to her core. Soft noises escape her as he licks and bites her neck from behind.

He smirks against her skin, enjoying how she responds to his touch. “You're so responsive...” He says, his voice filled with desire. “And you're so beautiful like this... all flushed and needy...”

She presses her ass into him. "Yes..." she moans. "Need you..."

He lets out a low growl as she presses against him, his hands gripping her hips tightly, holding her in place. “Need me, huh?” He says, his lips moving back to her ear. “How badly do you need me?”

She shudders, gasping. "Fuck..."

He chuckles, his breath hot against her ear. “Such a naughty mouth...” He says, his hand moving between her legs. “But I love it...”

She feels his hand stroke her and she cries out, the sensation intense. Her body shaking at his touch.

He smirks, his fingers continuing to tease her, “I can feel how wet you are. You're so wet for me...” He whispers, his lips trailing down her shoulder.

"Ohhh..." She moans her back arching again. Biting her lip, she presses back, grinding against him.

He lets out a low moan, his hand moving faster, his fingers sliding inside her. “You're so desperate...” He says, his voice strained with desire. “You're so eager to be touched...”

She gasps as his fingers enter her, her body convulsing. "Yes..." She whispers.

He watches her, enjoying how she reacts to his touch, he can feel her body trembling against his. “You're so sensitive...” He murmurs, his fingers curling inside her. “I bet you're close already...”

She whimpers, grinding against him, feeling his cock through his pants. Desperate to feel him inside her.

He feels your movements against him, his body responding to her touch. “Patience, doll...” He says, his voice rough with desire. “You'll get what you want... but only when I say so...”

She whimpers again, her head dizzy with arousal. "Oh... please..."

He chuckles, enjoying the way she begs for him. “Please what, doll?” He asks, his fingers slowing down inside her. “Use your words...”

Whimpering as he slows she thrusts back into him. "Please, please fuck me..." She begs, her voice quivering.

He groans, his control starting to slip as she begs so desperately. “You're so needy...” He says, his fingers finally leaving her, he unbuckles his belt. “You want me that badly, huh?”

"Yes..." She says, her voice wild with desperation.

He chuckles again, his pants falling to the ground, he steps out of them, standing naked in front of her. “You're going to be the death of me, doll...” He says, his eyes raking over her body.

She looks over her shoulder, gasping at his body. He’s scarred and lithe, his body gorgeous and downright delicious.

He smirks, noticing how she looks at him, her eyes locked on his. “Like what you see?” He asks, taking a step closer to her, her body now pressed against his. He presses her against the wall, his hands gripping her hips. He can feel the heat of her body against his. “You're so beautiful...” He murmurs, his lips trailing down her neck. “So needy and desperate for me...”

She whimpers, her body moving back to meet him, "Oh yes... Just fuck me..." She groans, thrusting her hips back. Her fur scrapes the bricks.

He growls, his hands tightening on your hips, his patience finally snapping  “With pleasure
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