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This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If
you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you're reading this
book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use
only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase
your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.
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A Detailed Warning:

 


The stories in this bundle contain unsafe activities,
rough handling, over-the-top painful sex, and in some cases serious
bodily harm. While everything that happens between these characters
is consensual, these stories are fantasy with no connection to
reality or actual sex. Please approach with caution, and heed the
content tags.
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Considering the abandoned look of the castle,
Sal should've expected to find a monster in it. That's usually how
these things go. With the world so unfriendly toward all things
magical, it only makes sense that anyone inhuman will seek out
shadows and caves and ruins to stay safe.

It's not as though Sal was sightseeing. He
wouldn't have trespassed if not for the storm. But now he's here,
and he feels guilty as hell for intruding.

Even though the castle's sole occupant is
charming and kind, Sal can't help feeling like an imposition,
putting him to so much trouble.

"Here." His host's voice lisps a little
around powerful fangs, two of which protrude like tusks from the
corners of a wolfish mouth. "This room should be tidy enough to
provide comfort. I'm sorry it's so small. Most of the castle is too
much of a mess for company."

"Thank you, Galen." Sal makes a point of
looking him in the eye. "It's perfect."

Sal tries not to be too obvious about ogling
Galen's massive, handsome figure. Gray fur covers him from head to
toe, though he stands upright and has the same general shape as a
man. He wears well-tailored garments that accentuate his muscular
shape. Spiraling horns curl from the sides of his head, and a
pronounced snout makes his face look intimidating, until a kind
smile twists it into something gentle.

His eyes are so deep and distracting that Sal
can barely breathe.

"I'll leave you to rest." Galen sets the
brightly lit candelabra on a dusty side table.

"Or you could stay." Sal blurts the words
before he can think better of them. Fuck. What kind of an asshole
propositions a complete stranger after gate-crashing his damn home?
Maybe Galen won't take his meaning. Maybe after a perplexed moment,
Galen will turn around and leave Sal to his mortification.

But no, Galen's eyes narrow and his head
tilts to one side. "Stay?" he echoes.

Sal wonders if that's a spark of heat he
glimpses behind the expression, and the possibility emboldens him.
"Yes. Stay. With me. If you like."

Instead of leaving, Galen steps fully into
the room and closes the door. Sal inhales, hopeful and immediately
aroused. He holds his breath as Galen approaches and stops directly
before him, touching the topmost button of Sal's shirt.

"Am I understanding you correctly?" Galen
tentatively pops the button open with a dexterous claw.

"Yes," Sal breathes and reaches for
Galen's garments in return.

Their efforts are not dignified, but Sal
doesn't care. He sheds all of his clothes in record time, and is
pleased when Galen stands naked before him with equal speed. That
enormous body—nearly twice as tall as Sal—is even more beautiful
bare, the fur sleek and flecked with silver, the suggestion of
muscles beneath making Sal's mouth water.

And of course, there is Galen's cock.
Proportionate in every way to the rest of him. God, that is going
to hurt deliciously inside him.

Sal would not normally carry lube with him in
the middle of nowhere—which means it's lucky as hell that he hooked
up with one of his favorite partners before venturing
cross-country.

He slicks his fingers and opens himself up
with unaccustomed patience, mindful of exactly what he is going to
be in for once he finishes. His own hand, because Galen can't
sheathe those massive claws. It's fine. He enjoys the way Galen
climbs onto the bed beside him and watches with ravenous eyes.

When at last Sal is ready, he rolls onto his
stomach and folds his arms beneath his head. A glance and a
flirtatious smile are all it takes to entice Galen into climbing on
top of him, and Sal spreads his legs to allow his host to press
more tightly along his body in all the ways that count.

"Tell me if I hurt you," Galen murmurs.

"I'll tell you if it's too much," Sal
counters—then cries out high and sharp when the tip of Galen's
enormous cock penetrates him.

It takes several incremental thrusts before
the full length is seated inside him, and Sal pants and moans with
every beautiful, invasive second. He could fucking cry, it feels so
good. Huge and deep, overwhelmingly intense. He's never had
anything so big inside him before, and when Galen's hips finally
press flush to his backside, Sal wriggles a hand beneath his belly,
too curious to resist.

A giddy thrill shoots through him when he
realizes he can feel the protrusion distending his stomach.
Galen is filling him so completely that Sal can find the spot the
blunt head presses forward. The sensation is surreal, this
distortion in front, while all along his back he feels the hot
brush of fur and the heat of Galen's full weight bearing down on
top of him. The juxtaposition is glorious, and Sal gasps and
writhes beneath the pinning bulk.

After a trembling span of time to adjust,
Galen moves. It's obvious at first that he is trying to be
cautious, but his rhythm quickly snaps to a more brutal, driving
pace. Sal's fingers twist in the bedspread as his body is
relentlessly fucked, each shove a giddy starburst of pain and
pleasure that threatens to knock him out of his own head.
Shameless, filthy sounds escape him, moans and sobs and whimpers.
They offer strange but delightful counterpoint to the more
animalistic growling, rumbling grunts coming from Galen's
chest.

The power in Galen's thrusts continues
unabated for an eternity, and Sal rides out the rollercoaster of
sensory overload. His ass feels more feverish and battered every
second, but his arousal only spins tighter and hotter beneath his
skin.

At last, just as Sal is starting to fear he
will orgasm before his host is finished, Galen stills, settling his
weight fully on top of Sal. The snarl of ecstasy is music to Sal's
ears, and he clenches tight as his own orgasm crests violently and
rolls through him. His senses spin as Galen's cock thickens inside
him, the spill of Galen's orgasm more powerful than anything Sal
has ever felt.

Sal's hand is still wedged beneath his
belly—he didn't even touch his cock—and he feels his stomach swell
from the sheer volume of ejaculate pulsing into him. He moans at
the obscene fullness of it. God, he's never experienced anything
like this.

Eventually, Galen pulls out and climbs off of
him. His absence leaves Sal naked and trembling, a sticky mess
slicking his inner thighs.

"Are you alright?" Galen asks when Sal rolls
onto his back.

"I'm terrific. Can we do that again in the
morning?"

Galen gives Sal an incredulous look, then
tips his head back and laughs.
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He gasps when the first tentacle enters him,
a sensation that is somehow both profound and mundane. Gordon has
slept with any number of unlikely magical creatures—comes with the
territory when a guy's career is investigating and writing intimate
biographies of the world's preternatural denizens.

At least, it comes with the territory when
that guy shares a kinky like-mindedness with many of his
subjects.

But this is his first time giving his body
over to an eldritch horror with more tentacles than he can count.
Fuck. When he bought the magic spell to let him breathe underwater,
he hadn't dared hope he would get a good, hard tentacle fucking
along with his interview.

But the creature—sentient and clever and
nameless—took one look at Gordon and asked if sex was an option. Of
course Gordon agreed. And now there are multiple snake-like
appendages twining around his own limbs, restraining his arms like
rope behind his back, forcing his thighs apart for the probing
intrusion that's just snuck past his rim.

Gordon is naked and giddy. He feels wildly
exposed in the vast old ruin where he found his interview subject.
And the fact that he is breathing water through borrowed gills only
heightens the delicious strangeness of the moment.

"You can give me more," he says—not with
words and voice, but with a burst of direct thought projected into
the creature's mind, another of the spells he procured before
venturing into this rocky ocean crevice. Even this voiceless murmur
passing directly between minds manages to sound breathless, but
Gordon doesn't bother with embarrassment. "I always travel with
fortification spells when I'm on unfamiliar ground. And I have
healing potions if it's too much."

The wonders of magic. His body is equipped to
take more than it would naturally be able to tolerate, and if the
creature manages to damage him anyway, he is equally equipped to
heal himself before returning to the surface with his interview
notes.

A warm, oil-smooth chuckle caresses his
thoughts. "Ambitious. Very well. If I hurt you, then on your own
head be it."

This last is not so much a threat as an
observation, and Gordon smiles and squirms as the tentacle slides
deeper with markedly less gentleness. He trusts his partner to stop
if he demands a ceasefire. His host was all gentleman as they
negotiated the contours of this encounter, with a promise of
stopping instantly should Gordon need. A harder thrust lodges
several more inches of unyielding flesh inside him with a jolt, and
Gordon cries out, bubbles of air rushing from his mouth and gills
as the water muffles his voice.

The tentacle is spreading him more thickly
now, growing exponentially wider the further the daunting length
slips into his body.

"I wish I could take your mouth too," the
creature murmurs, as a second tendril nudges at Gordon's rim,
alongside the first which still hasn't stopped shoving deeper. "But
alas, your borrowed gills won't permit it. Drowning
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