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      Leaves crunch under my feet as I walk through the thin forest. My heart pounds with each step I take, flooding my ears until it’s nearly all I can hear. Animals call out, their cries soft, muted somehow.

      I can’t seem to hear them over the thick, pulsing sound as it winds its way through my veins. It’s hot and thick, like lava. Even my cock seems to jerk in time, jumping, pulsing, pounding with each breath ripped from my throat.

      Through the bond, I feel my wife, Kayleigh. Her emotions waver through me, spicy, jangly. I can feel her lust, her anxiety, and her longing. A smirk quirks up my lips as I tip my nose in the air.

      I could find her easily if I wanted to. All I have to do is follow the bond until she’s in my grasp. But I don’t want to win that way. I want to work for it, earn it. I want my little omega to feel the rising dread as I stalk her through these trees.

      She asked for this. Begged for this. With every story she read, her desire grew. I watched as her fingers dipped below the blankets so she could secretly stroke herself.

      We both pretended I didn’t see her. We both acted as if there was another reason her hands squirmed while her eyes skimmed the page. It doesn’t bother me she gets off to reading other’s fictional forays because it makes her so much wetter, so much more receptive to my deviant brand of love.

      However, I have noticed a trend with these new books. She’s been devouring things with primal play. When she goes about her day, I look at the passages she highlighted, seeing what turns her on the most.

      Seems my little minx is craving a hunt. But not just any hunt. She wants to be taken down and rutted in the ground like the dirty little whore she is. My cock twitches as a soft groan erupts from my lips.

      Just picturing her face down in the dirt, her ass raised high as I take her. It’s almost enough to make me come right here, spilling my seed out on the ground instead of inside my precious omega. My filthy little wanton would be so sad to know I’ve wasted my cum by letting it splatter against the moldering foliage instead of pouring it down her throat or stuffing it into that hot pussy of hers.

      I reach down and squeeze myself, curses littering the breeze. This started out as just a fun game, but it’s soon turning into a frenzy. I need to hunt down my omega and drag her underneath me.

      Resting my hand against a nearby tree, I scan the scene, looking for anything that might convey where she is. Luckily, it’s not a massive space. It’s not like I can actually lose her. When building our dream home, I made sure there were swaths of land for just this purpose.

      But I’m not an idiot. The entire property is fenced off so no one else can intrude on our bit of fun. It also keeps her penned in, trapped, like the prized animal I’m about to devour.

      Through the bond, I sense her realization. I feel the need to escape fluttering through her, making my heart race in kind. Granted, the stakes are not as high as her heart makes it out to be. It’s not like I’m some monster that will harm her to make a point.

      But then, I know just how much she wants to please me, to allow me an actual hunt. She craves my pleasure so much it vibrates through us until it takes an almost anxious turn. What she fails to realize is I’m delighted with her whether this hunt is over quickly or not.

      Closing my eyes, I whisper into the bond, easing the building dread I feel surrounding her. The purr is almost inaudible, but I know she feels it. Soon, her heartbeat slows, making mine rest as well.

      I lean back and breathe, gathering my wits about me once more. It is a game, after all, and I want to give my omega the very best of me. Hunching down to the ground, I trail my fingers through the dirt, feeling the vibrations.

      She’s not even close to me. Where is that little minx hiding? Chuckling, I turn back to the house to grab a few surprises. What she thought was a simple game is going to end up fucking with her mind more than she thought.

      Glancing at myself in the mirror, I smile as I grab the mask. True, spooky season is over, but that doesn’t mean I can’t give my omega what she’s truly craving. I slide a knife into my pocket and head back out.

      The bedroom is already ready for us, so I don’t have to worry about that. I just have to find my woman and drag her back home. Pulling the mask back up, I scent the air again, my balls clenching up as I catch a whiff of her.

      It’s a tendril, a small bit of her arousal drifting on the breeze. But it’s enough to almost make me stumble. My mouth waters as I imagine her taste on my tongue. I’ve already eaten her out once today, but I’ll never tire of her.

      A shiver of lust races down my spine as I turn to the right, picking up on her scent even stronger. Pulling my mask back down into place, I take out the knife and pop it open. She hears it.

      I know she fucking hears it. The moment the pop reverberates through the trees, her heart picks up speed until I’m the one gasping for breath. Chuckling, I stalk forward, following the sounds of her erratic footsteps.

      She’s no longer hiding from me. Now she knows I mean business. My cock aches as she scurries about looking for safety. The sounds scratch at my brain, a primal urge I must obey.

      Hunching down, I stare at the tree line, watching for her movement. There. Just there. The moonlight flickers a moment as she darts in and out.

      My omega is fast, but I’m much faster. Moving silently through the woods, I follow her, my fingers clenching around the knife. It’s cold, kissed by the night air, but as I hold it, my heat seeps in, warming it up.

      I groan as I catch her scent again. Soon, it will be her body heating up the blade. My blood runs hot and thick through my veins as I duck under a low branch, nearly catching her.

      She still has no clue how close I am. I can hear her breathing now, harsh and raspy. It makes my head pound with need.

      So close.

      So. Fucking. Close.

      Reaching out, I grab the back of her outfit. Her shrieks ring out into the night air, startling some birds from their resting place. They squawk down at us, angry for the intrusion. All it does is add to the melodious cacophony dripping from her lips.

      She falls to her knees as adrenaline kicks in. Turning around, she finally sees me in the mask. For a moment, her heart stops. I feel it just as keenly as my own—an icy fist gripping it, squeezing hard for a moment, then letting go.

      I can tell she wasn’t expecting this, wasn’t expecting to see me in this state. Looking at it from her eyes, I look wild, unhinged, like a madman set to destroy her. And I am, so achingly slowly.

      Time stands still as she pauses, poised to flee. Her body trembles as she’s caught in that liminal space between heaven and earth, fight or flight. Which will she choose? God, I hope it’s fight.

      As if she hears my silent plea, she kicks out with her foot, shoving me off of her. My cock stiffens even more as she turns onto her stomach and crawls off through the brush.

      She tries to stand, but I’m already over her, hovering, a massive force looming. The instant she rises, I press my hand down into the middle of her back forcing her down into the dirt.

      Kayleigh squirms, doing her best to throw me off. But she’s no match for me. She’ll never overpower me. And it’s what drives her wild, sends more arousal perfuming the air.

      Through the bond, I feel that need to be overpowered, to be forced to relinquish control. It drives her forward and spurns her on as she kicks out and swipes behind, hoping to dislodge me.

      With a dark chuckle, I stretch out on top of her, letting my bulk settle, pinning her deeper into the ground. Her breaths are wheezy now, pained cries of adrenaline-fueled terror. My cock lurches forward at the sound, precum pearling at my slit.

      “You think to overpower me, little one?” I rasp against her ear. “I’m going to fuck you so hard you won’t even be able to breathe afterward. That’s what you want, isn’t it? To be ravaged? To be taken to the edge of your sanity and past?”

      She doesn’t answer. But then, she doesn’t have to. I feel everything through the bond. I sense her need, her desperation. Wrenching her thighs apart, I reach between and cup her mound. Even through her jeans, she’s soaked.

      “No!” she cries out, squirming even more.

      Oh, but what that one little word does to me. Thankfully, it’s not our word. It’s not the one thing that we’ve agreed upon to make all of this stop. Because truth be told, I don’t want to stop. I don’t want this to end until my blade is at her throat and my cock is deep in her pussy.

      “No!” I mock, yelling out just as loud as she is. “Scream all you want, little omega. No one will hear you. No one will save you.” I grip into her delicate flesh, grinning as she writhes beneath me.

      “Please,” she cries out, her words hoarse.

      “That’s it, my sweet. Beg for
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