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      A night of sacred violation, where bone meets altar and madness begins.

      

      Nicole asked to be ‘sacrificed’ to royalty. She expected silk sheets, incense, maybe being bathed before offering herself up for worship.

      

      Instead, she got the Bone King.

      

      He does not breathe. He has no flesh.

      

      Only insatiable, endless hunger.

      

      Driven insane by the need for a climax he will never reach.

      

      Tonight, she is his altar.

      

      He’ll worship her with ruin—and leave her sanctified in screams.

      

      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 the Bone King:

      -	May cause sudden interest in archaeology

      -	And an unnatural interest in the inappropriate usage of bones

      -	MF

      -	Doing it with the undead

      -	Non con/ dub con themes

      -	Bone schlong

      -	Blood

      -	Sexual Violence

      

      **********

      

      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 all the readers who looked at a skeleton and thought: But what that dick do?

      

      For the unhinged, the unholy, and the spiritually deranged—you are so seen.

      

      For the horny archaeologists. The altar sluts. The bone worshippers. This is your kingdom.

      

      For the one-click necromancers. You know who you are.

      

      You are not ready. Read it anyway.
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      I wake on stone.

      Cold and hard.

      Not the antiseptic chill of a Midnight Den prep room. This cold is older. Heavier. Bone-deep. It coils into my skin like a shroud, steeped in ritual.

      My eyes snap open.

      A vast, cavernous chamber rises around me, carved from obsidian rock and draped in blood-red banners. Torches burn green along the walls and atop rows of staffs held by hundreds—hundreds—of motionless skeletal soldiers, kneeling in silent formation.

      My breath catches as I crane my neck toward the far end of the chamber. There, atop a black staircase of polished stone, sits a throne carved from bone and crowned in darkness.

      And on it—

      “Oh my God.” The words slip out, breathless, unbidden.

      He sits like a statue. A despicable vision of ruin.

      Grotesque.

      Impossibly tall. Draped in cracked leather armor and a heavy fur cape hanging from his shoulders. In one hand, he grips a gnarled staff etched with deathmarks. On his head rests a crown of horns—four jagged points that jut from his brow like blades.

      They got that part right, at least.

      Royalty.

      Just… not the kind I imagined.

      He’s hideous.

      A literal skeleton.

      His ribs gleam through gaps in corroded armor, brittle and exposed. His skull grins down at me with hollow sockets and teeth. No lips. No eyes.

      No flesh.

      And surely—no cock?

      After encountering all sorts of insane creatures at the Den, from vampires, humanoid aliens, and sinful demons, all I’d asked them for was something regal. Dominant. A king or God to whom I could be sacrificed. I’d lay on lush ceremonial silks and velvet, worshipped before being plundered. I’d imagined dark robes, a golden mask, maybe a corrupted angel with too much wingspan and not enough mercy.

      Did the Den coordinator take one look at my archaeology occupation and seriously misread the room? Did they do it for a laugh? Is this a fucking joke?

      He’s hideous!

      Who the hell would want to get fucked by a literal skeleton? Not one of my many ‘being offered to a dark king’ fantasies have ever involved a monstrosity like this.

      My panicked breath turns to steam in the air. I’m seriously regretting my request that they knock me out and let me awake in the middle of the scene in order to enjoy the surprise element. If I’d walked in here and seen him, I’d have walked right back out.

      I try to sit up, but my wrists are bound above my head with bone manacles. Because, of course, they are. My legs are splayed open, similarly secured and offered. A sheer black gown clings to my body, transparent in all the wrong places. I am laid bare, trussed like a ceremonial whore.

      Exactly what I wanted

      And yet—

      “No,” I whisper, voice barely audible over the low thrum rising in the chamber. “No, no, no. This isn’t—”

      Drums.

      A single, thunderous boom echoes through the stone.

      Then another.

      And another.

      A pulse. A rhythm. Slowly vibrating beneath me like a heartbeat.

      All around, the skeleton army begins to bow. One by one, they lower their heads to the floor, arms outstretched. The torches flare. Shadows deepen. And somewhere in the dark, a guttural chant begins, low and terrible, spoken in a language that scrapes across my bones in ominous warning.

      Somehow it feels as though they’re not worshipping him, their King, they’re worshipping me.

      My pulse stumbles.

      Panic twists inside me but it no longer surges toward escape. It coils into something tighter and hotter. Previous safe words rattle through my brain. The Midnight Den didn’t give me one this time. They warned me. This is a higher-level experience, more risk than those that have come before. There would be no tapping out until it was over.

      I hadn’t hesitated.

      I’d never used a safe word before, and hadn’t intended to start now. They have an excellent safety and aftercare reputation. What could go wrong?

      The Bone King rises.

      He doesn’t walk, yet he moves, effortless and predatory. I expect to hear his body creaking, but it chimes. The sound of his bones is a delicate, metallic melody. Sacred. Every phantom step down the stairs is precise, weightless, terrifying.

      The army chant with increasing volume. The torches surge higher.

      And when he reaches the foot of my altar, he simply…stares.

      No voice. No gesture.

      Just the tilt of his skull.

      And the slow, deliberate reach of one skeletal hand toward my throat.

      I try to shrink away but he doesn’t stop.

      Cold bone meets skin.

      No pressure.

      Just contact.

      Measuring the offering?

      I freeze beneath him. Expecting the stench of rot, the dank decay of something long dead.

      But there is no smell.

      No breath.

      Only the clean, ancient scent of dry earth and dust.

      He is not decomposing.

      He is past death.

      It’s a scent that triggers a familiar thrill in my belly—the unearthing of long-forgotten people.

      I’ve always loved bones.

      Not in a macabre way. Not exactly. But there’s something about them with their silence and their honesty. Bones don’t lie. They hold trauma. They hold time. You can trace the story of a life through the way a femur healed, the wear on a tooth, the widening of hips after childbirth.

      I like to run my fingers over pelvic crests and imagine the breath that once filled the lungs above them. The laughter. The violence. The prayer.

      To study bones is to kneel before truth. To reconstruct what was lost. What was buried.

      Even as a child, I’d linger at museum exhibits longer than anyone else, pressing my nose to the glass, wanting to touch what time tried to erase. Now I brush sand from skulls and feel a thrill in every discovery, like touching the edge of a forgotten god.

      And maybe that’s
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