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CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      YEOSIN

      I gripped the matte-black invitation until my fingers turned white and stared down at the words written in crimson red. Rain splattered down on the sidewalk around me from a car that raced down the city street, splashing on my black heels.

      You’ve been selected to attend a night of lust. Along with eight other lucky participants, you’ll fulfill the desires of one of nine billionaires. For your willing participation, you’ll receive ten million dollars … that is, if you survive the night.

      My mouth dried, and I swallowed the little spit left in it and turned over the invitation.

      Halloween Night | 9 p.m. | Corner of Ninth and Waltz Street

      Rain pattered down around me, smudging my mascara … or the lack thereof.

      “You don’t need to do this,” Alvin, my boyfriend—ex-boyfriend—had said.

      His words were still ringing in my ears from this morning, after a group of gangsters smashed all my windows in my apartment, cut all the electrical wires, then slashed my tires.

      It was his fault we were living in that dump. He had spent all our savings—all my savings—on his business without consulting me, only for me to find out that this business was him gambling with the Dragon Clan.

      My lips quivered. I hated him.

      For what he had done to me and for what I now had to do.

      I wouldn’t survive another night in that neighborhood, so might as well try to earn some money. Besides, I still had Mom to take care of. That debt had exceeded five hundred thousand the last time I checked.

      Not even a moment more passed before a black SUV with tinted windows drove up to the corner of Ninth and Waltz Street. He rolled down his window, a white mask covering his face. “Ms. Yeosin. Please get in. You’re the last to arrive.”

      Heart pounding inside my chest, I gripped the invitation and slipped into the back seat of the car. I didn’t know why the hell I had ever gotten mixed up with Alvin. If I hadn’t, I wouldn’t be sitting in a stranger’s car, hoping he didn’t kill me.

      Instead of driving, he looked in the rearview mirror. “There’s a blindfold to your right.”

      I looked over at the seat beside me to see a silky red blindfold laid out for me.

      “Once you put it on, then I will take you to The Breeding Cave.”

      My mouth dried. “The … The what?”

      “The Breeding Cave. It’s where you’ll meet the beast you’ve been paired with tonight.”

      While I opened and closed my mouth a handful of times, no words would come out. I took the silky blindfold into my hands and glanced back up at the driver, unable to see any of his features, as they were covered with that mask.

      “What happens at The Breeding Cave?” I finally whispered.

      “Put on your blindfold, Ms. Yeosin.”

      And so, with shaky hands, I put on the blindfold.
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        * * *

      

      After driving for what must’ve been two hours down a bumpy road, the car slowed to a stop. I listened to the driver open his car door, and then a moment later, a breeze blew onto my legs to my left. He took my hand and helped me out of the car.

      “You may take off your blindfold, Ms. Yeosin.”

      When he released my hand, I inhaled the scent of fresh rain and peeled off my blindfold. I stood in the middle of the dark woods, the only light coming from the full moon above. Behind me, a car door shut.

      “Wait.” I turned around and tried to reopen my door, but it was locked.

      “There’s a path to your right that will lead to your designated cave.”

      “My what?” I whispered, yanking on the door. “Let me back in.”

      “Good luck.”

      Without another word, he drove off and left me stranded.

      After looking between the path and the dirt road, I chewed on my inner cheek. If I tried to walk back to the city, it would take me days, and I didn’t even know which way to go. I didn’t know where I was, or if some wild animal would eat me by the time I escaped this place..

      “Fuck,” I whispered, starting up the path.

      Even if I made it back to the city, I didn’t think I’d survive the night. Rumor had it that the Dragon Clan took payment in the form of loved ones, and by the way that Alvin had begged me not to come here tonight, I’d say that he still loved me.

      Which meant that … I needed the money.

      Desperately.

      Moans and screams echoed through the forest like howls as I walked up the path. Branches snapped around me. I pressed my lips together and kept my head down, hoping that whatever kind of creatures lurked in the shadows tonight wouldn’t see me.

      Like the driver had said, the forest cleared out into a cave.

      I stared at it for a few moments, heart pounding in my throat.

      What am I doing? Dumb people do shit like this and get themselves killed!

      “You’ve finally arrived,” a deep voice said from within the cave. “Come closer, little bird.”

      With my heart thumping against my chest, I stepped further into the shadows. The cave walls and ceiling glowed a deep purple from the faint light that flooded in through the cracks in the rock.

      “Come to me,” he purred.

      The scent of woods and a tinge of cinnamon drifted through my nostrils.

      A shiver rolled down my spine. I wrapped my arms around my body and pulled my top over my cleavage in an attempt to hide myself. The thought of someone watching me but me not being able to see them made my skin crawl.

      Another step, and then I saw him—a huge monster, probably three times my size, with glowing orange-yellow eyes and hands big enough to wrap around my entire waist. He stalked closer to me. I opened my mouth to scream at the top of my lungs, but my gaze dropped down to his cock swinging between his legs and nearly hitting his knees.

      “Oh my God,” I whispered. “I’m going to die here.”

      There was no point in running because I wouldn’t be able to make it out of this cave.

      When he reached me, he grunted, which sounded more like a hungry growl. “Yeosin.”

      “H-how do you know my name?” I whispered, craning my head to look up at him.

      “I paid a lot of money to be with you,” he said, walking around me and taking my hair in his hand. “I know everything about you, Yeosin. The reasons why you’re here. What you like to do in your free time. How, tonight, you’re the most fertile you’ve been all month.”

      My eyes widened. “Wh-what?”

      He slipped one of his hands around the front of my throat, then dipped the other between my legs to cup my now-clenching pussy. “Between your wide hips, which are perfect for bearing children, to all the breeding porn I discovered in your search history, I handpicked you to carry my children.”

      “What?” I whispered, my mouth dry. “To carry your … your children?”

      He moved his fingers around my clit and pulled me toward him, my back against his chest and his huge cock stiffening between my legs. His mouth met my neck, and he kissed me gently at first … but the more his fingers circled my clit, the more I tightened, and the more desperate his lips became.

      “Did you read the fine print on your invitation, Yeosin? By coming here, you’ve agreed to be my little”—he moved his finger across my clit again—“breeding”—his fingers moved faster, pushing me closer to the edge—“bitch.”

      Pleasure gushed between my thighs, and suddenly, I collapsed against a rock in front of me, my legs completely giving out as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through my body. My head lolled, and I moaned.

      The monster grasped my hips from behind and nestled himself between my legs, the head of his cock pushing against my entrance. I dug my fingertips into the rock and cried out in pain as he plunged himself into me.

      He pulled my hips toward him with every thrust. “I don’t care how long it takes. I’m going to breed you until you give me children. You’ll live in my penthouse, walking around with your belly and tits round … all for my enjoyment.”

      I tightened around him, the pleasure building up inside me again.

      But how? How was I finding this enjoyable? A monster was thrusting himself inside me, telling me that … that I would be his, no matter what. That he was going to breed me over and over and over, all night, all day, as long as it took to get me pregnant.

      “Are you a man or a monster?” I asked between thrusts.

      “A man in the day. A monster at night,” he growled. “But I will only ever fuck you in this form. My cock is bigger, can reach deeper. And my balls hold more cum inside them as a monster—better chance of getting you pregnant.”

      A moan escaped my lips, and I threw my head back. “Oh my God!”

      “That’s it,” he growled. “Tell me how much you want to be bred.”

      “But it’s wrong,” I cried, the pressure rising inside me. “So wrong.”

      He pumped into me faster and faster. “Tell me, Yeosin. Beg for my cum.”

      Pussy pulsing, I dug my fingers harder against the rock. “P-please!” I cried, the pressure too much to handle. “Please, give me your cum! I want you to get me preg⁠—”

      He slammed into me as hard as he could and stilled deep in my pussy, grunting. “Let’s see how many times it takes for my cum to catch and for you to start carrying my child.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      YEOSIN

      I squinted my eyes and tried to adjust to the sunlight flooding in through the floor-to-ceiling glass windows. What had happened? The last thing that I remembered was falling asleep in that cave and⁠—

      After shooting up in the Alaskan king-size bed, I looked around the huge master bedroom, furnished with plush couches and golden decor with a dash of wooden accents. A silk nightgown brushed against my skin—one that I definitely could never afford.

      Where the hell was I?

      Once I slipped out of the bed, I headed toward the large windows to take in the sight of the entire city. Soft pinks and oranges danced across the sky, just above the skyscrapers. I couldn’t even see the streets from here.

      A hint of cologne—woodsy with a hint of cinnamon—drifted through my nostrils from the master bathroom, the scent somehow … familiar. I walked across the handwoven rug that covered the marble floor toward the smell.

      Was he here? Had he taken me home with him? What was his name?

      Last night, I had barely questioned a goddamn thing. My body had seemed to react to him on its own, moaning and moving to the sound of his words, begging and pleading for him to … for him to …

      Breed me.

      I gulped and placed a hand over my stomach. Surely, he couldn’t have done that in one night, right? Plus, I had strictly been on birth control for the past few years, and I had never ever, ever had one type of slipup.

      Right?

      My heart pounded in my ears as I approached the bathroom door. But after peering into the room and not finding him, I gently closed the door and leaned back against it with flushed cheeks. Even if I had found a man in the bathroom, preparing for the day, how would I have known if it was him? I had only seen him in beast form.

      What did he look like as a human? Normal?

      The aroma of freshly baked cinnamon rolls wafted through the air from the bedroom door. I pulled on my top from last night that I had found draped over a couch and peeked my head out of the room in an attempt to find an escape before bumping into someone. But a woman in the kitchen glanced over at me almost immediately and smiled.

      “You’re finally awake,” she hummed, pulling the cinnamon rolls out of the oven.

      “Um,” I whispered, inching out of the room.

      Come on, Yeosin. Ask her something useful! Where am I? How did I get here?

      “What’s that minty aroma?” I walked closer to her and inhaled deeply, spotting a vintage teapot, the type I used to marvel at while window-shopping with Mom when I was just a child. “It smells so good.”

      She pulled out a chair at the large table for me, then filled one of the teacups with the minty tea. “Make sure to drink all of it.” She offered me a small smile and pushed my chair in once I sat. “I made it specifically for you.”

      “Oh, um, thank you.”

      My gaze flickered to the end of the table toward an empty plate. Was that from … him?

      Once she set a platter of cinnamon rolls on the table, she placed one on the plate in front of me. “If I had known you were awake, I would’ve started cooking breakfast for you sooner. My apologies. The food should be ready soon.”

      I opened and closed my mouth a handful of times. Should I let this happen? I didn’t know this woman, why I was here, or how the hell I’d even gotten here. What time was it anyway? Did I ever get the ten million dollars that I had been promised?

      After I sipped all the tea in my cup, she refilled it quickly. “Have some more, Yeosin.”

      “You can call me Alana,” I said with a half smile, taking one of the cinnamon rolls. Since I had moved here as a child, nobody could ever pronounce my name correctly, except him. An English name was always easiest for people.

      “I was told to only refer to you as Yeosin.”

      “By him?” I asked, taking a bite of the roll. When she nodded, I shuffled in my seat and took another sip of my tea. I had tasted so many types of mint tea, but nothing as good as this before. “Where is … he? Do you work for him?”

      “He’ll return later, but he asked me to give you this.”

      She handed me a sleek black card.

      “What’s this card for?” I asked, finishing off the sweet quickly.

      “It’s your payment for last night,” she said.

      While I didn’t want to sound like an ungrateful bitch, I needed cash to pay off the debt. Not a card. I didn’t care how much money was on it if it was a credit card. Was it even in my name? It was completely black, only with numbers.

      “Is there any way that I can get it in cash?” I whispered. “I need it in cash.”

      “It’s dangerous for someone like you to carry around that much money,” she said.

      “What do you mean, someone like me?”

      “If you’re going to carry the beast’s child, then you need to stay safe,” she said, her words coming out like whoever that beast was last night had actually wanted to breed me. “And a frail young woman like you carrying duffel bags of cash will be an easy target.”

      “An easy target for who?” I asked.

      She paused while refilling my cup. “Enemies.”

      After placing the teapot down, she walked to the oven and continued making breakfast. I stared at her for a few moments, hoping she would elaborate, but she stayed silent. My gaze drifted to the steel-and-walnut dial clock hanging on the wall, and I jumped up.

      “Shit, I’m going to be late!” I cursed under my breath, running back into the master bedroom to find my bottoms. I spotted them sitting on the edge of the bed and yanked them over the silky nightgown that someone had dressed me in last night.

      “Where are you going?” the maid asked from the kitchen, brows drawn together. “Breakfast isn’t⁠—”

      “I’m going to be late for work!” I exclaimed.

      I might’ve had ten million dollars on this credit card, but I had debts to repay, and they didn’t want a plastic card. The Dragon Clan couldn’t use that. They only used cash. Anything else was way too risky.

      Deciding that I didn’t have time to explain—nor did I want to—I rushed out of the penthouse in a jiffy and slammed the door behind me. I glanced down the foyer at the elevator and hurried toward it.

      Once I pressed the button, I bounced up and down and waited quite impatiently for it to open. I’d had an entire cinnamon roll in this guy’s penthouse, and I hadn’t found out a goddamn thing about him.

      Come on, Yeosin. You have to do better than that next time. Not that there will be a ne⁠—

      Suddenly, someone pressed me into the wall from behind, one hand grasping my hip and the other posted on the wall beside my head. His suit jacket glided up his arm, revealing a shiny black-and-silver watch.

      The scent of cologne, mixed with cinnamon rolls, drifted through my nostrils.

      “Why do you need the money in cash?” the beast, dressed as a human, asked in my ear.

      Warmth spread through my body, all the memories of last night crashing through me. I shifted under his touch, my body aching to surrender to him again. But I had to stay focused. I had work, and I needed to get my mind right.

      Because this life of luxury was not me!

      “I-I just prefer cash.”

      He drew his nose up the column of my neck. “I want to see you at The Breeding Cave tonight,” he finally murmured.

      “B-but I …”

      “Promise me you’ll be there so I don’t have to hunt you down myself,” he purred.

      My nipples hardened, and I gulped down a moan as he pressed his hardness against my ass. I didn’t want to be hunted, but the mischievousness in his voice told me that he loved being the hunter. And to say that I didn’t want to be chased by him would be a lie.

      He growled into my ear, “I have no problem hunting you down these city streets.”

      “I … I don’t know how to get there,” I whispered.

      “There will be a car outside your apartment three minutes before midnight.”

      And with that, he was gone.
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      YEOSIN

      “Alana, I’m taking my break,” Henry called from the front of Pink Ivory Coffee Bar. “You’re on register!”

      After wrapping a pink apron around my waist, I pushed some hair off my forehead, needing to ring out the next customer. Henry had a bad habit of taking his break when he didn’t want to chat with guests.

      As I stepped out from the back, I lifted my gaze to meet the one and only Luciano. I bit back a grunt because he wasn’t the nicest guy around and headed to the front with a forced smile on my face.

      “Would you like your usual?” I asked, trying to keep eye contact with his intense brown eyes.

      With a gruff nod, he pulled out his black card and tapped it on our card reader.

      “Oh, actually, one second,” I said, typing on the machine as quickly as I could to get his order in before the card reader could shut down on me again today. So much for going home and relaxing after getting my money.

      I tucked some hair behind my ear, heart pounding hard inside my chest, and inhaled the scent of cinnamon. Warmth suddenly gathered between my thighs at the aroma from the coffee machine behind me, and I cursed myself because ever since last night, my body had been acting fucking crazy.

      The screen turned black, and I reached for the plug to restart it.

      “Sorry,” I mumbled to him, not daring to peek up.

      Luciano was the grumpiest regular that I had ever met. Not mean per se, but I didn’t think that I had ever seen him smile once. All he did was grab his coffee, find an empty table in the corner of the shop, and leave after I closed up.

      Heat crawled up my torso from that sinful place between my thighs and curled around my nipples from the cinnamon aroma, making them stick right up against my shirt and command full freaking attention from underneath my pink apron.

      My cheeks burned, and I tapped on the screen furiously to start it up for the fourth time today. God, why hadn’t I at least searched for my bra back at that house before I ran away with a card that I couldn’t even use and the thoughts that I might actually be pregnant plaguing me?!

      “S-sorry,” I stuttered. “We need a new machine.”

      When I peered back up at him again, he stared back with the blankest look of all looks, his dark hair tousled slightly.

      The screen finally lit back up, and I quickly typed in his total.

      “Okay, you can tap your card now.”

      “Are you sure?”

      My eyes widened because those were the first words that I had heard him speak in a long time. I had almost forgotten the sound of his deep voice drifting through my ears. Except right now, there was a bit of mischief accompanying it.

      Was he cracking a joke?

      “Yes,” I said, tucking some more hair behind my ear and playing with the end of my sleeve, which had a small hole in it. Maybe later, I could visit some shops downtown and pick out some new clothes with the card that beast had given me. “It’s working now.”

      When Luciano tapped the card on the card reader, a loading circle popped up on my screen. I chewed on the inside of my cheek and nervously drew my fingers across the counter, just wanting this interaction with him to be over already.

      The circle swirled and swirled and swirled and swirled until the screen finally turned off.

      “No. No. No. No. No. No. No,” I mumbled.

      God, out of all customers that this could happen to, it had to be Luciano!

      “I’m sorry,” I said, forgoing the machine entirely and running to grab him a black coffee so I didn’t piss him off any more. I didn’t want him to hate me more than he did.

      It was bad enough that Henry had left me during rush hour. There was already a line forming behind Luciano.

      After grabbing a cup, I filled it to the top and hurriedly clasped on the lid.

      This would have to do. I’d take it out of my paycheck if I needed to. I mean, I had the money now. Well, sorta. I still didn’t have the cash to pay back the Dragon Clan, but I had enough for coffee. It was cheap here anyway.

      Just as I was about to hand it to him, some hot coffee sloshed over the side of the cup and burned my hand. Pain shot up and down my fingers, making them shake. I set the coffee cup on the counter in front of him and grabbed a rag to my right, placing it over the wound and grinding my teeth.

      “Fuck!” I hissed, squeezing my eyes shut. “That stings.”

      Almost immediately, Luciano reached for my burned palm, but I pulled it back.

      “No, no. It’s okay,” I reassured him, biting back all the pain. “I’m fine. I’m fine!”

      Even though I wanted to literally burst out into tears …

      Once my hand stopped shaking uncontrollably, I grabbed the coffee cup, refilled it, and made sure the cap was on tight so it wouldn’t spill on me again. I balled my burned hand into a fist, holding it behind my back while handing him the cup.

      “Have a great day,” I said with a trying smile.

      Because his day sure had to be better than mine.

      Luciano stared at me for a couple of moments, lingering longer than he normally did. Then he clenched his sharp jaw, his eyes blazing the way they did when he was angry, and he walked to his usual table.

      What is wrong with him now?! Is it because I spilled his coffee? Did I stain his suit?

      The next customer walked up to the register, and I pulled my gaze away from Mr. Grumpy to see my favorite regular here to save the day. Brent Haines, a brilliant software engineer who worked at Midnight Security Headquarters down the block, and he wasn’t too bad on the eyes either.

      “Don’t let him freak you out,” Brent said. “He can be a big ole softy.”

      “Who?”

      Brent nodded over to Luciano.

      “Luciano?” I asked, my brows shooting up. “A softy?”

      Brent leaned in close and lowered his voice. “Just kidding. He scares me too.”

      The aroma of his cologne drifted through my nostrils, and I gently pressed my thighs together, letting out a small giggle. It was the same smell of cologne from earlier at that beast’s penthouse.

      Is Brent secretly the beast? If he is, then why didn’t I smell that cologne last night? And that musky scent wasn’t what was making my pussy ache earlier. No, it was that scent of cinnamon that was doing all sorts of things to me.

      “So, do you have any plans for tonight?” I asked, trying to get as much information out of him as possible. I didn’t think that Brent was a billionaire or could afford a ten-million-dollar night of sin with me, but … maybe?

      At least, if he thought I was onto him, then maybe he would come clean.

      He cracked a smirk and placed his forearm on the counter. “Why? You wanna do something?”

      “Oh, um,” I said, cheeks burning, “no.”

      “I’m free tonight, if you wanna grab a couple of drinks.”

      Fuck, why did I have to get myself into trouble?! Tell him no, Yeosin, because you have⁠—

      “Sure,” I found myself saying because I was a damn people pleaser, which was how I had gotten in trouble with the Dragon Clan in the first place. But I mean, drinks with Brent couldn’t be that bad, right?

      Plus, I needed something before deciding whether or not to meet that beast again. I wasn’t required to do anything more. He’d only paid for one night. But a deep, primal part of me might’ve wanted to see him again.

      “Sure.” I smiled. “I’d love to.”
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      LUCIANO

      If he touches her, I’ll kill him.

      I glared at Brent Haines from across the crowded upscale bar in the center of the city and gritted my teeth.

      After he had returned to the office, I had given him an unaccomplishable number of tasks to complete before the day’s end so he would stand Yeosin up.

      But that asshole had returned all the assignments back to me in record time.

      With her bandaged hand, Yeosin tucked some black hair behind her ear and blushed at something that he’d said. I tightened my hand around the glass of whiskey that I hadn’t even sipped yet and bit back a growl so I wouldn’t cause suspicion.

      They had been sitting at the bar for thirty minutes, chatting, and I couldn’t stand it.

      After sipping from his beer, Brent pushed out his stool, said a couple of words to her, and then headed toward the restroom. I followed him and waited right outside the restroom doors. This way, I could catch him on the way out and keep watch of Yeosin.

      The door opened, and the stench of piss seeped out into the hallway. While walking toward me, Brent straightened out his suit jacket that he had worn to work today. I stepped in front of him and placed a hand on the center of his chest.

      “Mr. Bates,” he started.

      “Leave,” I snarled at him, attempting to keep my cool in front of everyone.

      He had been one of my star employees since I’d started Midnight Security years and years ago. I didn’t want to lose him, but I would sacrifice him for Yeosin, who would be my wife, my mate, and the mother of my children before long.

      “Oh, come on.” Brent laughed. “Lighten up. I’m here with Alana. You know, that girl from Pink Ivory, who you always scare⁠—”

      “I know who she is,” I hissed out. “And I ordered you to leave.”

      “We’re not at work now. You can⁠—”

      “Out.”

      “Let me say goodbye to Alana first.”

      “No,” I growled. “She’s mine.” Those two words left my mouth before I could stop them.

      After what had happened to my pack decades ago, I vowed to never say those words and mean it. I vowed to only ever mate to extend my line, not for fate.

      And then I’d had to walk into Pink Ivory.

      Cursed place.

      “If you want to keep your job, you’ll leave,” I said. “Now.”

      “Fine,” Brent said, his happy expression gone—as it should be—and his hands up. “I’ll go.”

      I waited for him to turn around and leave, but he lingered by the door, as if he wished that Yeosin would turn around and see him so he could give her a grimace and a goodbye. The longer he waited, the more possessiveness built up inside me.

      “I’m not⁠—”

      “You should know that I invited her to apply to be my assistant,” Brent said suddenly. “I didn’t know you had a thing for her or else I wouldn’t have said anything to her. But she was telling me that she needed a second job, and I need an⁠—”

      Why did she tell Brent that she needed a job? Has she spent ten million already?

      It didn’t matter how many questions I asked myself; I couldn’t wrap my head around her. It had been less than twenty-four hours since she had met me in The Breeding Cave, and she already had me questioning everything.

      Why didn’t she quit her job today after I gave her the money?

      “What do you mean, she needed a job?” I asked. “She has money.”

      And if she didn’t have enough, then I’d give it to her.

      My gaze traveled to the bar, where she sat with her back facing me while sipping on a Cherry Coke. Soon enough, she’d be locked away in my penthouse, walking around in a robe made from the finest of silks and her belly rounder than it ever had been.

      She wouldn’t need to work. She wouldn’t need to go out on dates with anyone.

      Except with me.

      “She said⁠—”

      “Fine,” I growled. “She’s hired.”

      Besides, it would help me keep tabs on her while I worked. She wouldn’t have to be at Pink Ivory, burning her hands any longer. Her desk would be in view of my office so I could see her through the windows.

      “Now, go before I change my mind.”

      After peering into the bar once more at Yeosin, Brent blew out a breath and headed in the opposite direction toward the exit. I tilted my head to watch him leave, and then I followed a few moments later and waited quite impatiently for her to realize that he wasn’t coming back.

      Thirty minutes passed, and she finally walked out of the bar with a coat draped over her shoulders and a frown on her face. I kicked myself off the building and followed her through the shadows toward the bus stop a few blocks down.

      Before she made it to the brightly lit bus stop booth, I wrapped one hand around her waist from behind and slapped my opposite hand over her mouth, pulling her into a dark alleyway and pressing her up against the brick wall.

      She screamed into my palm and flailed her limbs everywhere.

      “What are you doing at a bar with him?” I growled into her ear.

      A moment passed, and her body relaxed. She reached up with her smaller hands and peeled away my fingers from her mouth, breathing heavily against me, almost the same way she had done last night after she came for the tenth time.

      “With who?” she asked.

      “Don’t fucking play around with me, Yeosin.”

      She shuddered when I said her name, her cunt beginning to salivate. I breathed in the pumpkin scent, wanting nothing more than to savor it on my tongue. I hadn’t had much of a taste of her yet, but that would change. Soon.

      “You were out. On a date.” I placed my hand on the brick wall and scratched my claws into it so I wouldn’t punch a hole right through it. “You were out on a date when you should be back in my penthouse—or our cave—ready to give me a child.”

      After swallowing hard, she pressed her thighs even closer together. “Why does it matter if I go out on a date with someone or not?” She crossed her arms, but she wasn’t stiff. Oh, no, just by peering over her shoulder, I could see her trying to discreetly play with her nipples. “Besides, it wasn’t a date.”

      “You’re about to make me lose control,” I growled into her ear. “Compose yourself.”

      Yeosin sucked in a sharp little breath, still facing away from me. “Or what?”

      I wrapped my hand around the front of her throat and pulled back on it so she stared up at the moon above us. My canines met her neck, and I ached to sink my teeth into her to show her what would happen.

      “Or else I’ll breed you here,” I murmured against her neck. “And everyone at your bus stop will watch as you get a pussy full of my cum. Over”—I dipped my fingers between her thighs—“and over”—I pressed them against her clit, making her inhale—“and over again.”

      A small whine left her mouth, and my dick hardened in my suit pants.

      “You’ll never go out on a date with anyone again. Do you understand me?” I asked, drawing my lips up the column of her throat and to her ear. “You know the pleasure that I can give you, and I can take it all away.”

      “You would do that to someone who’s supposed to be carrying your child?”

      “Yeosin,” I growled, shoving my claws so harshly against the brick that it crumbled.

      Where had all this brattiness come from? Had she been thinking about how she’d react to me tonight? Was she comfortable with me after one night? Was it that she had the money now and didn’t care about the consequences? Or maybe it was that cursed thing called fate.

      “Fine. Fine,” she said, glancing toward the street where the bus pulled up. “I won’t go on any more dates with Brent.” She pushed back against me and headed toward the bus. “But I have to go. I’ll see you tonight.”
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      YEOSIN

      “Come on,” I murmured to myself after I missed my bus and ran down the street, away from the billionaire beast man, like that was exactly what I had meant to do. I tapped my shoe and anxiously looked behind me at the ATM. “Work, please!”

      Two members of the Dragon Clan sat in a blacked-out SUV to my right, watching me.

      I drummed my finger on the screen, hoping that this damn credit card would actually let me withdraw cash. Since I had left home, I tried hard not to even own a credit card—I didn’t like debt, which made this situation even stickier—so I wasn’t sure if this would work.

      But if I tried to use my debit card, it would decline and spit my card back out.

      “Can’t this stupid machine go any faster?!” I whispered to myself, hitting it with the palm of my burned hand and giving myself flashbacks from earlier today when the card machine wouldn’t work for me in front of Grumpy Pants himself.

      Once the screen gave me the option to withdraw cash, I typed in three thousand dollars. The loading circle on the screen spun and spun and spun, until it finally started to spit out cash in hundred-dollar bills onto the ground and into a puddle.

      “God-fucking-dammit,” I whispered, trying to pick up the wet bills but also grab the bills before they could drop into the puddle.

      I glanced behind me at the car, hoping they’d accept wet bills.

      They knew Alvin wouldn’t pay because he didn’t care about anyone—that was apparent. But I would because, despite not really talking to my family anymore, I cared so much for them, and I never wanted to see them hurt. Or worse, killed.

      When the last hundred-dollar bill left the machine, I gathered them all in my hands and counted it three times. Three thousand. It wasn’t nearly enough to pay the debt back, and at this rate, I would have to pull out three thousand dollars from the ATM every day for multiple years.

      It could work, but … the banks might get suspicious. After all, it wasn’t my card.

      Pushing my shoulders back to feign confidence, I walked over to the blacked-out SUV and to the driver’s side. The driver rolled down the window, and I spotted the leader of the Dragon Clan in the passenger seat.

      “You have it?” he asked.

      “Only three thousand,” I said. “It’s as much as the ATM would let me withdraw.”

      A low grunt exited his mouth, and I handed him the money. He counted it, stopping at the wet bills at the bottom of the stack and raising his brow at me. I grimaced and shuffled my feet, hoping he’d take them.

      He counted the money two more times, then nodded. “Ten thousand next time.”

      Ten thousand?!

      “When’s next time?” I asked, calculating how much time I had.

      “Whenever we find you.”

      With that, the driver rolled up his window and drove off into the night. The red taillights disappeared down the road, and I swallowed hard. Maybe I could convince that billionaire beast man to give me the ten million in cash.

      But that maid was right earlier.

      If the Dragon Clan found out I had ten million dollars, they’d take it all.

      Maybe that was for the best—get them out of my hair for good.

      Rain sprinkled down around me. I pulled out my phone to see if I had enough time to run home to get dressed a bit better for tonight at The Breeding Cave. Somehow, that man had convinced me to come back to a place with such a horrid name.

      Who wanted to be bred by a beast, his face masked by the darkness?

      Maybe those crazy book girls.

      The bright white numbers on my phone glowed up at me—12:01 a.m.

      “Fuck,” I whispered to myself, hurrying down the city streets, dressed in the same clothes that I had on since my date with Brent. Can I even call it that if he walked out on me? How is it already past midnight?! “I’m going to be so late!”

      I hadn’t even had a chance to go shopping for clothes this afternoon!

      Fifteen minutes later, when I made it back to my street, a car sat outside my apartment with its lights on, just like he had promised.

      Before I could make it to the car, the man from last night with a white mask exited the driver’s seat and opened the back door for me. I slowed to a walk until I made it to the car, and then I leaned against it to catch my breath.

      “You’re late,” the driver said.

      “Sorry,” I whispered. “Being late is a normal thing for me.”

      Especially lately.

      “You don’t need to apologize to me,” the driver said. “But our friend is another story.”

      After slipping into the car, I placed my purse beside me on the seat and buckled my seat belt. I stared at him through the rearview mirror, trying desperately to see through the eye holes in his mask, wanting to see if I recognized him.

      “Do you perhaps know our friend’s name?” I asked, wanting to get as much information out of this driver as possible.

      I mean, he worked for him, didn’t he? He had to know at least a nickname. Or any information about him, right?

      “I do.”

      “What is it?”

      “I am forbidden to tell you.”

      “I’ll buy you dinner.”

      He tensed. “I don’t believe our friend would like that. He’s protective of you.”

      “I know,” I whispered. “Which is exactly why I need to know his name.”

      My driver met my gaze in the rearview mirror, and for a moment, I thought he would spill everything to me, but instead, he nodded to the seat beside me.

      “You need to put on your blindfold. I can’t start driving until you do.”

      Lips curled into a frown, I picked up the silky red blindfold from the leather seat and tied it around my head. Then I pulled it down over my eyes and sat back in the seat. The car moved forward.

      “Can you tell me anything about him?” I asked.

      “No.”

      “What’s your name?”

      “Joseph.”

      “Well, Joseph, who’s his maid?”

      A long pause.

      “What’s her name?” I pushed.

      “Molly.”

      “How long has she worked for him?”

      “Five years.”

      “Five years,” I repeated, pursing my lips. “Is she⁠—”

      “If I didn’t know any better, Ms. Cho, I’d think your tone sounded quite jealous.”

      “Jealous?!” I exclaimed, waving my arms all over in an attempt to convince him that I really, really wasn’t envious. My questions didn’t sound that jealous, did they? “I just want to know more about him.”

      Joseph hummed from his seat. “If you want to know more about him, you’ll have to ask him when I drop you off. Now, sit back and enjoy the ride.” A small snicker left his mouth. “But I’m sure it’s nothing compared to the ride you’ll get in a couple of hours.”
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      LUCIANO

      Yeosin’s pumpkin scent drifted through my nose before I even heard the car door open. I leaned against a rock toward the back of the cave, so my face was hidden behind the shadows, my canines aching to be inside her and my claws desperate to run up and down her curves.

      The sound of her feet against the forest floor echoed through the cave, until she appeared at the entrance, dressed in the same clothes I had found her in the bar with Brent. She hadn’t gone home.

      “You’re late.”

      She paused. “I was just out with some friends …”

      “Friends you give three thousand dollars to?”

      Of course, I had followed her from the alley. I’d needed to make sure she was safe. She’d be carrying my children soon. It was the least I could do.

      “It’s none of your business what I do with the money you gave me, especially if you won’t tell me anything about yourself.” She crossed her arms and stared up at me through her dark brows. “I earned that last night, and I had no obligation to come here tonight.”

      “But you are here.”

      “Because you said you’d hunt me down if I didn’t show up.”

      “If you remember”—I moved closer to her and grasped her chin, the light hitting me from behind and my face still covered—“your little pussy was salivating at the thought when I told you in the alleyway. I’m actually surprised you didn’t make me hunt you down.”

      The scent of her wet pussy drifted through my nose, and my dick hardened between my legs. I grunted and held myself back from twirling her around, bending her over, and fucking her senseless all night, like I had last night.

      She was right. She’d had no obligation to come back—I knew that. But here she was.

      “Give me your burned hand,” I ordered.

      Her eyes widened underneath the dim light. “H-how do you know about that?”

      “Your hand,” I repeated.

      When she placed her hand in mine, I brought her burned hand to my mouth and licked her wound. I had meant to do this earlier in the alleyway, but she slipped away too quickly. It wasn’t because I had been too distracted by her scent.

      Either way, I didn’t know if it would work, but it was the least I could do. Healing saliva was only supposed to work on packmates and mates. But almost all of my packmates were dead, and I had cursed the Moon Goddess to hell that night so she would never give me a mate.

      Especially not with my curse.

      When the wound began healing before my eyes, I froze.

      “Wh—how is it doing that?” she whispered.

      It … can’t be.

      “Tell me,” she said. “What’s your name?”

      Still mesmerized and in shock, I stared at her hand. This is impossible.

      “If you won’t tell me your name, can I at least see your face?” she whispered.

      A single flame flickered behind me in a vintage lantern, casting a shadow over my face. I didn’t want her to see me, not like this. Nobody had seen me this way for twenty years—since that night. And I wasn’t about to scare her off now.

      It was bad enough she already didn’t like me.

      “No.”

      “Please,” she pleaded.

      “Turn around, lean over the rock over there, and arch your back.” I paused. “For me.”

      “And if I say no?” she hummed, almost amused. She rocked back on her heels, stared up at me through those huge brown eyes, and gave me the smallest of smirks. “What will you do if I take off through the woods?”

      My lips curled into a smirk. “You’re welcome to try.”

      She sucked in a sharp breath, and I watched her nipples harden underneath her shirt. And then, suddenly, to my surprise, she twirled around, sprinted out of the cave, and ran through the woods.
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