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      A night of merciless ruin and weaponized lust—where your tears are his trophy.

      Crown Prince Aeron of Sanerva is used to power. To silence. To obedience.

      Which is exactly why, behind the velvet curtain of the Midnight Den, he signs it all away.

      This time, he’s ordered one of the most brutal experiences money can buy: a battle-hardened orc warlord known as Dravak the Demented. A towering, blood-soaked conqueror who doesn’t speak unless it’s to command.

      Aeron thinks he can take it.

      He’s survived tentacles, fangs, and depraved demons. But nothing prepared him for what it means to kneel before a true monster—one who doesn’t just want his body, but his dignity and his legacy.

      Because once Dravak marks him…

      he’ll never belong to anyone else again.

      

      Most Midnight Den books are short stories — unapologetically 100% smut and very little plot. Each book is a standalone and can be read in any order. They are not love stories with HEAs — they are one night of filthy fun. Usually no romance, aftercare, or emotional resolution. Not for the faint of heart. You’ll need a fire extinguisher for your e-reader, a lawyer for your depravity, and exorcising in a bucket of holy water for your warped soul by the time you’re done with the series.

      Graphic, explicit content for adult readers only.

      

      Content Notes for One Night with an Orc Warlord:

      -	Caution: this book will snatch your crown, spit in your mouth, and make you beg for more

      -	MM

      -	Degradation

      -	Collaring

      -	Blood

      - 	Weapon ‘use’

      -	Piss

      -	Tears

      -	BDSM

      

      **********

      

      There’s a Midnight Den in almost every city. Monster Fucking is big business. ‘Others’ rarely mix with humans in romantic relationships—we're beneath them, the lowest rung on the evolutionary ladder. But within each species, there are always those willing to take our money for a night of pure, feral debauchery.

      

      From midnight to six a.m., every carnal desire is yours to claim. Tentacles, claws, and otherworldly cocks will plunder you to nirvana. Whether you want your monster to deliver degradation, worship, restraint, or pure ruin, nothing is forbidden. Everything is encouraged.

      

      Welcome to the Midnight Den. Time to unleash your beast.

    

  


  
    
      For everyone who believes pain is a love language and belts belong in bed.

      

      To the readers who want to be spit on, split open, and called a good little whore.

      

      To the orc lovers, the obedience fiends, and the broken ones—this is your church.

      

      To every good girl and boy who begged to be ruined.

      Here's your crown. Now crawl.
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      Smoke. Sweat. Leather. Iron.

      The scent clogs my nose and coats my tongue like something alive. I breathe it in deep, and for a moment I’m lost in it, this sharp, brutal tang of old blood and burnt steel. The Den has outdone itself this time. Gone are the sleek white corridors, the sterile air, and the velvet booths curated for aesthetic kink.

      I’m not in a fantasy.

      I’m in a war.

      A battlefield tent.

      The air is thick and damp, a humid pressure that clings to my skin, crawling uncomfortably down the back of my neck. The torches mounted on the support beams spit low flames, flickering shadows across the walls, fabric stretched tight over carved bone stakes. The entire structure breathes around me, primitive and heavy.

      A table sits in the center, scattered with weapons. Real ones. Knives dulled by dried blood. A chipped axe with a leather-wrapped grip. A longsword, still streaked red. This might be a staged room, but those are real. They belong to the monster.

      Chains hang from the central support beam as relics of the men who failed to impress. The floor beneath me is covered in thick animal pelts that are soft against my bare feet, warm and intimate in the worst possible way. They trap scent, heat, memory.

      The torn silk trousers I’ve been forced into are humiliating. Thin. Slashed. The fabric teases the underside of my cock with every movement. Designed to display, not conceal. My chest is bare, exposed to the humid air and the unseen eyes of whatever beast is about to arrive.

      I wish I could tug on my balls, relieve the pressure building low in my gut but I’m already bound. Already given. I shift, squirming slightly against the metal cuffs around my wrists, locked behind my back.

      They’ve prepared me.

      For him.

      “I am Crown Prince Aeron of Sanerva,” I snap, lifting my chin to the empty tent like there’s anyone who gives a shit. “This is an outrage. You’ll pay for this!”

      Only silence answers me.

      And then, distant thunder. Slow. Rolling. Measured. As though the storm outside is waiting for a cue. All part of the staging illusion since I wasn’t quite brave enough to step through a portal and into his world. He’s coming to the Den instead.

      My heartbeat kicks up. Not in fear, never that. I’ve been here before. Tentacles. Vampires. Creatures that don’t need air. I’ve been strung up, stretched open, and used until I collapse.

      I always come back for more.

      But this?

      This feels different.

      Sanerva, my country—my throne—exists between Alpine nations with borders so tightly controlled that no one gets in without a retinal scan and ancestral clearance. We are ancient and elite. We export weapons, minerals, encrypted silence. With a ceremonial monarchy and an elite military known as the High Guard, Sanerva blends old-world pageantry with cold, corporate ruthlessness.

      And me?

      I am the crown.

      I am the symbol. The perfect figurehead of legacy and command. My every movement is choreographed. My words become policy. People kneel when I enter a room.

      But here, in the Den?

      Here, I pay for the privilege of being nothing.

      I come to be silenced.

      To be used.

      To be owned.

      I want to be touched without permission.

      Hurt without mercy.

      The tent flap rustles.

      Bootsteps.

      Heavy. Deliberate. Unapologetic.

      I straighten, bracing for him. Heat spikes in my veins. My jaw clenches.

      “I demand to speak with your general,” I shout into the charged air. “I will not be handled like some—”

      The flap tears open.

      And I go silent.

      He’s enormous.

      A towering beast of muscle and power, green skin marked in rough brown tribal ink and half-faded battle scars. He moves like a landslide, unstoppable and sure. His armor is thick with blood, his leathers worn from real war. Not cosplay. Not staging.

      This isn’t a Den actor in a suit.

      This is an orc.

      A real one.

      The kind of warlord who burns cities and fucks the ashes.

      Weapons hang from him like decorations. A curved blade across his back. Spiked cuffs on his wrists. A single strip of long black hair falls down his otherwise shaved skull. His beard is trimmed close into a goatee.

      But his eyes—fuck, his eyes.

      Bright yellow. Feral. Calculating.

      They lock on to me and I daren’t blink.

      I open my mouth, but no sound comes out.

      He doesn’t speak either.

      He simply steps inside.

      The tent seems to contract around his presence. His boots thud against the earth floor at the entrance, slow and heavy. He doesn’t ask questions. Doesn’t look around. He knows where he is. He knows why I’m here. His nostrils flare as he smells me.

      And I know he’s already decided what he’s going to do to me.

      “Let me go,” I act out, voice high and strained. “You can’t do this. I’m a prince. My guards will come for me. I—”

      He stops directly in front of me. “A prince?” he rumbles. “They’re spoiling me with this gift.”

      I tilt my head back to meet his gaze. My spine protests. He’s that tall. That massive.

      He carries the scent of untamed wilderness and it hits me like a punch. Smoke, iron, scorched earth. There’s blood there too, not fresh, but old and baked in, like he’s carried it across a thousand battlefields. He doesn’t belong in a tent or a room or a cage. He belongs to the dirt, the hunt, the raw fucking need to conquer and consume. It stains the air. It stains me.

      My cock aches. The silk clings to it, betraying me. I curse myself silently. It’s always the ones that breathe violence. The ones that make me feel small.

      Still, I hold his gaze. I’m
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