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      A night of colossal filth, slow destruction, and a cock that could end you.

      Sienna is a soldier. Small, fierce, always in control—and always underestimated.

      But not here.

      At the Midnight Den, she requests something massive. Uncontainable. A literal giant named Malrik Magnus, born for war and built to destroy. She just wants to be manhandled, used, and maybe… ruined.

      What she gets?

      A god.

      Towering, scarred, tragically gentle. With a cock that could crush her and a past that, just maybe, will.

      She wanted to feel powerless.

      She didn’t expect to feel so seen.

      This isn’t just extreme size play. It’s obliteration of everything she thought she was.

      

      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 a Giant:

      -	Do not operate heavy machinery after reading. You’ll be too busy recovering.

      -	MF

      -	Extreme size kink (macro/micro play)

      -	Nipple Penetration (yes, you heard me)

      -	Buckets of jizz

      -	It won’t fit

      -	Dubious logistics

      

      **********

      

      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.

    

  


  
    
      To you, who read ‘it won’t fit’ and moaned a little too loud.

      

      To all the girls who said “just the tip”—and meant the entire head of a goddamn skyscraper.

      

      To every filthy little creature who’s ever whispered, “I want to fuck a mountain.”

      

      Enjoy the tree trunk dick, you crazy little beauties.
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      The woman across the desk looks at me like I’ve just ordered an execution.

      “A giant?” she repeats, slowly, like she’s giving me one last chance to take it back as she scrutinizes my file.

      “Yes.” My voice is steady. “A real one. As big as you can get him.”

      Her lips press together. She flicks her gaze to the thick stack of signed waivers on the table, as if that alone should have scared me off.

      “You realize,” she says carefully, “his dick will be way too big. And I’m not talking about the usual ‘oh no, it’ll never fit’ and then in it goes with some lube and stretching. It will be totally physically impossible for you to take.”

      The heat in my belly only flares hotter.

      “If he’s up for getting creative with me,” I murmur, “then I want to try.”

      She exhales sharply. “Oh, he’s up for it, alright. A little too keen, maybe. He answered our coordinator’s call immediately.” She shuffles through the papers, hesitates. “Look, I’ve seen just about everything here, but this is new to me. I have to be honest, I’m concerned for your safety.”

      “I know. I read through all those waivers.” It should scare me. It doesn’t.

      “He could accidentally crush you to death in a second,” she continues, watching me closely for any sign of hesitation.

      “Do you want my money, or not?”

      She huffs. “We will need to have a chaperone present for this one. They will remain in the background, as unintrusive as possible.”

      I shrug. “Where is he?”

      “The chaperone?”

      “The giant.”

      She raises a brow. “Impatient?”

      “Curious.”

      She leans back in her chair, expression unreadable. “We don’t have a room large enough to accommodate him. He doesn’t like confined spaces. We’ve secured an outdoor area for your session. Deep in the mountainous forest. Enclosed. Private.”

      The pulse between my thighs kicks up a notch. “Tell me about him.”

      A pause.

      Then—

      “His name is Malrik Magnus. He’s…big.” She grimaces, shakes her head. “I mean, obviously, but you don’t understand. He’s not just fifteen feet tall. He’s… monstrous. Unpredictable. Feral.”

      I swallow. “Feral?”

      “A soldier.”

      My heart pounds against my ribs. A soldier? Just like me.

      “You still want him?”

      I sign the last waiver without hesitation. “I want him.”
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      The forest air is thick with the scent of pine and earth, moonlight cutting through the trees in fractured beams. I step past the tree line into the secured clearing, my breath tight in my throat.

      The chaperone blends into the scenery, settling behind a large rock.

      And then he moves.

      A shadow shifts in the dark.

      My stomach drops.

      I don’t see him at first. Not completely. Just a massive shape, standing near the jagged remains of a fallen tree like he had ripped it from the ground with his bare hands.

      Then he steps forward.

      And holy. Fucking. Shit.

      I stop breathing.

      He is obscene.

      Towering. Massive. Every inch of him thick, brutal muscle, veins running over his biceps like ropes. His chest is so broad I could lay my entire body against it and only just cover it.

      Scars. So many scars. Some faded, some fresh, cutting across his enormous body like battle trophies.

      And then there’s the hair.

      Not too much, just enough to make my mouth dry. A soft dusting across his torso, thickening along his forearms, catching the light like bronzed fire. He’s shirtless, because of course he is.

      And those goddamn jeans.

      The thick leather belt sits low on his hips, the denim so tight over his thighs that physics itself should be ashamed.

      I have no idea what my face looks like, but his mouth curves ever so slightly.

      A smirk.

      Like he knows exactly what I’m thinking.

      Then he speaks.

      And it’s not a voice.

      It’s an earthquake. A rumbling avalanche of sound so deep, so resonant that I feel it in my teeth, in my spine, in my fucking core. “You’re smaller than I expected.”

      My throat locks.

      My entire body floods with heat.

      And all I can think is, Oh.  I am so fucked.
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