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Monster’s Find

Chapter One

Sasha


I was alone in the darkness of the massive cave system.

Or I thought I was.

The small noises that reached me could be explained away. A rat scurrying down the tunnel beyond. The wind whipping through the myriad of openings in the caves, pushing along leaves and debris.

I’d chosen what I thought was the most secure cave to create my nest. It wasn’t the deepest, I hadn’t been able to reach an end to the system, but it was off a side tunnel where I thought I wouldn’t be found, and there was a trickle of water running down one wall.

Not that it seemed as though there was anyone nearby to find me. I knew my home village wasn’t the only one in these mountains, but I hadn’t seen a single person since the night I’d run away.

My father’s death had left me with no protection. On the cusp of my first heat, the alphas were fighting over me before my father’s body had even cooled.

And there was no way I was letting myself be claimed by the ones who seemed likely to win the fight.

Murderous slobs.

Little better than filthy animals.


Even the monsters claimed to live in these mountains would be a better choice than any of them.


But that left me going into heat alone, in a barren cave, lost somewhere on a mountainside as far from my village as my feet could take me before I was unable to move on.

Stumbling across the cave had seemed to be a blessing, and finding the system beyond the shallow hollow had been more than I could have hoped for. Despite not encountering anyone during my trek, I didn’t want to be exposed while I was vulnerable. The cave system should keep my scent from spreading on the wind and drawing in any alpha close enough to be affected by my pheromones.

I tossed restlessly on my meager pile of rushes. The cramps were already ripping at my middle by the time I found my hiding place, so there hadn’t been much time for me to prepare my nest. The armful of sweet grass I hadn’t been able to resist as I made my way through the woods wasn’t enough to cushion the hard stone below me. Even adding my cloak overtop it didn’t make the unforgiving surface any more pleasant.

A whine escaped as I thought of my bed.

The piles of pillows and blankets I’d hoarded over the years in preparation.

The bedding provided by the alpha my father chose for me would have been added to the piles, making a plush, comfortable nest, but he hadn’t found anyone in our village worthy of an omega bride. He’d planned to take us to a new village with better prospects, but when the others found out, they’d killed him to keep me.

But I ran. And I’d keep running if I had to.

Tears built, spilling over and running down my grubby cheeks, but my mind couldn’t focus on grief with lava burning through my veins. My middle tightened, lungs locking as another wave of pain spread from my core.

Being an omega was a curse riddled with pain and fear as we lived a life biology didn’t allow us to control.

Fresh slick smeared my thighs as I shifted, but I was beyond caring about my sorry state. I’d been stumbling through the forest for too many days to count. My dress was torn, the soles of my soft boots almost worn through, and dirt caked every inch of skin that had been exposed. I’d managed to keep myself fed since I was familiar with the plants of the forest and spring was a time of plenty, but I was no woodsman.

A soft sob broke free as the cramp passed, my eyes straining in a vain effort to find a distraction from the path my thoughts were taking. But eyes opened or closed, there was no difference in what I could see.

Perhaps that was why the small sounds I could hear kept catching my attention. There was nothing else for me to focus on besides the growing need.

The sound of a scuff pulled my head to the left. I’d turned around too many times to know which direction I faced or where the tunnel entrance was, but instincts said the sound came from beyond my little cave.

Ears straining to catch more sounds, I held my breath as I waited. My heart was racing, fissions of fear streaking through me as I tried to hear past the pounding in my chest.

Had I been found?

Was someone coming to take me away?

I’d done my best to cover my tracks as I left the village. I’d stuck to the hard path we used when gathering until I reached the stream, then waded upstream until my feet were so numb I was stumbling every other step. Even when I left the water, I was careful to climb out over a fall of rocks so I wouldn’t leave any footprints or broken branches to show my trail.

I’d camped without a fire every night since I couldn’t light one, eating the food I’d stuffed in the one bag I’d brought with me in addition to whatever I scrounged as I walked. I’d huddled beneath my cloak, night after night, and was further from my village than anyone I knew had ever gone, yet visions of the alphas from home bursting into the cave filled my head, turning my stomach.

I ground my teeth around a snarl. I wouldn’t let them have me. They weren’t worthy.

My core clenched again and the snarl gave way to a gasp of pain. Pinching my lips together, I trembled through the building pressure until another gush of fluid escaped between my legs.

The fabric beneath me was soaked, the sweet smell of slick overpowering the aroma released by the grass. I went limp when the cramp passed, leaving me panting as I tried to prepare for the next. From what I had heard, the pain would continue until my heat was over, or I was knotted by an alpha. Without their potent seed to soothe the burning demand of my womb and the pressure of their knot to numb the nerves, it was going to be a rough few days until my cycle passed.

Then I’d have to figure out what I was going to do since I couldn’t continue to wander alone.

My head lolled and my breathing eased as I let my mind drift again. I was already weak from days of non-stop travel coupled with the loss of fluid, but I didn’t think I could even craw to the corner where the tiny trickle of wetness teased my senses. I had a little water left in my waterskin, but I had to be careful of draining it too soon. If I didn’t leave myself enough, I wouldn’t have the strength to leave the cave once my heat had passed.

Another scrape sounded beyond my little bubble, but I was too tired to lift my head and look for the source. It was all in vain anyway when I was enveloped in darkness. I couldn’t see the hand at the end of my arm, much less look for something creeping closer.

Turning in an attempt to get comfortable, another whine slipped through my control, the soft sound seeming loud as it echoed around me. I had no idea what else was living in the cave system I’d found. I could only hope whatever it was would be scared by the scent of a human and stay away. I had little chance of taking on a predator when I was rested and focused, and it wouldn’t be long before I was in no state to even think about defending myself.

As I fell deeper into the daze of my encroaching estrous, the sounds outside my tiny cave became more frequent. The steady scraping had a rhythmic pattern, one I knew I should recognize, but my brain refused to focus on anything outside the demands of my own body.

The heat building beneath my skin.

The irritation of the restrictive dress twisting around me with each change of position.

The building demand of my womb.


The pulsing throb of need between my thighs.


Rolling over again, the abrasive brush of my homespun dress across my tightened nipples became too much. I rose to my knees, tugging it off with a growl, and tossing it somewhere beyond the bounds of my nest. It didn’t matter that I’d struggle to find it once my cycle passed, only that the offensive material was beyond my reach.

Cool air brushed across sensitive flesh, bringing a sigh to my lips as I let myself sit back on my heels as I panted. There was a new scent on the breeze that played through my cave, something musky and rich and mouthwatering, but I didn’t know where it came from. It teased my senses, prickling the hairs along the back of my neck, and bringing a fresh surge of slick from my core.

I couldn’t resist the need for release any longer.

My hand slipped between my thighs even as embarrassment filled my cheeks. I knew it was natural for omegas to desire sex during their cycle, but I’d never touched myself before, and the thought of filling myself with my own fingers seemed somehow naughtier than submitting to a male.

My fingertips slipped through the fluids coating my folds, seeking something to ease the ache. A gasp ripped from my lips as they passed over a small bump at the top of my slit, sensations spiking through my middle and making me freeze.

A new throb began in the little bundle I’d found, demanding I touch it again. I moved to my back as I switched between circling the little nub and brushing over the top of it, tension building in my belly with each gentle stroke, but refusing to release. I pressed harder, tossing my head from side to side, tears leaving burning tracks on my face as I begged my body for the relief it refused to find.

I didn’t realize I was crying out loud until a sudden rumble froze the sounds in my throat. My body went on alert, stilling as my ears strained to find the source of whatever had startled me.


The scent I’d noticed earlier had grown stronger, coating my tongue in the heady aroma that made me think of nothing more than male, but I still couldn’t see.


“Don’t let me interrupt you, little omega. I was enjoying the show.”

The gruff voice echoed through the darkness, ripping a gasp from me as I scrambled to my belly and backed away from the sound. My entire body throbbed with denied need as I crouched and tried desperately to see the source. A small part of my brain recognized I was in danger, but my body’s responds was to release more slick to coat my thighs.

Like that would save me.

The next cramp threatened to tear my body in half, pulling my focus back to myself as the muscles in my middle rippling and forcing me into a ball of misery at the edge of my pitiful nest. Whoever had spoken wasn’t a voice I recognized, and I was beyond the point of being able to run.

“Please…”

It was the only word I could force past trembling lips, and even I didn’t know what I was asking for. Part of me demanded I send the male away, while another part wanted me to present and beg him for relief. The deepness of the voice and the scent surrounding me left no question the speaker was an alpha, and it didn’t matter that he was a stranger.


I needed.


“Please what, little one? Are you in distress?”

A whimper was my only response. With the pheromones of the male taking effect in my brain, the cramps became non-stop, one rolling in on the heels of the last, leaving me breathless and crying into the thin grass covering the stone. My core clenched over and over, demanding to be filled with thick alpha cock.

The same scraping sound I’d heard before came closer, stopping at the edge of the little depression I’d claimed for my nest. A low growl left my throat before I could stop it, but it was met with a chuckle from the hulking male I sensed just outside my temporary bed.

“Temper, temper! I’m only offering to give you what you want.”

There was a strange accent to the words the male spoke, but they were clear enough to understand. Despite the delicious scent rolling off him and the demands of my body, it was instinct to protect my nest, even as pitiful as it was, until the alpha proved himself.

There still wasn’t any light in the cave, but the male’s presence was enough for my eyes to lock on to where I assumed he stood. A sense of motion caused me to flinch further away, but there were no more scraping footsteps, and nothing touched me.

He waited.

Another harsh cramp broke my focus again, the desire between my thighs growing more desperate with each breath filled with the male’s musk. My hand slipped to my core without conscious thought, two fingers dipping into my entrance to ease the pain, but only succeeding in making me more miserable.

It wasn’t enough. I needed more.

I couldn’t last through days of this. It was torture. I was going to die in misery.

I pushed another finger into my opening, ignoring the alpha’s presence as I thrust in and out with desperation. The wet sounds would have embarrassed me at any other time, but they barely registered as my world narrowed to the tension coiled through my belly. Something had to give, and I was scared it would be me, giving in to the male lurking so close.

A soft moan escaped my throat as my knuckles stretched my entrance, but it still wasn’t enough. My fingers were too short. Too thin.

“Poor omega. I have what your body craves, if only you’d let me into your nest.”

I snarled towards the male, turning my back to where the voice originated. It came from lower than it had before, and I could picture him crouching on the edge of my nest, watching as I tried to ease the ache.

Waiting for the inevitable.

His scent was divine. There was a saltiness to it now that spoke of virility. That called to the animal part of me and told me this was a male in his prime.

A male worth submitting to.

I panted as my fingers worked, wrist starting to ache. Free hand braced against the stone edge of my wallow, I rode my thrusting digits, but it couldn’t provide the stretch or the friction my nature demanded. Even adding my little finger to the other three did nothing.

I needed a knot.

Time had no meaning in the desperate daze I’d fallen into. It could have been hours, or days, or mere breaths that passed in my search for relief before I finally collapsed with a sob, my hand stilling. I’d almost forgotten about the male perched at the side of my nest until he spoke again.

“Give in, little one. Let me soothe your pain.”

“I will submit to no man.”

My hiss was weak, mocking as it echoed back to me even as a chuckle rumbled overtop it.


“Well, I am no man.”



Chapter Two

Mel’ar


It was divine agony watching the little omega and waiting for her to give in to the inevitable. She’d already lasted longer than I’d expected, but there was no way she was going to make it through her cycle without what I offered.

It was pure luck she’d ended up in the set of caves I claimed as my own and not in one of the many others in the area claimed by my clansmen. If I hadn’t scented her at the entrance and followed her trail, I still could have lost the opportunity to claim her as my own.


And I would claim her.


The little omega was mine, she just didn’t know it yet. I’d paced outside the cave she’d chosen to nest in until I was sure she was too far gone to run before moving inside and announcing my presence.

I chuckled again at the gasp that escaped her at my words. There was no way she hadn’t heard the stories.

The tales of monsters living in the mountains.

Hunting the woods.

Killing the villagers who strayed too far.

They were exaggerated, of course.

Not the monster part. That was true enough. By human standards, my kind were certainly monstrous, with fur, claws, fangs, and horns, but we rarely killed villagers unless they gave us reason to.

“Wh—What do you mean?”

Her voice was a breathy gasp, her fingers leaving her core at my announcement as a hint of fear crept back into the sweet scent of her. Her eyes searched the area around me, too weak to see through the darkness as I could.

“You know what am, omega. You knew the moment I stepped into the cave. Your body warned you even before, yet your instincts made you stay, because you know I can ease the pain.”

I shifted from the crouch I’d held since approaching her nest, moving to kneel right on the edge of the depression she’d filled with grass. It was a pathetic nest, but it was likely the best she’d been able to do in her circumstances. It was clear she came from one of the human villages and didn’t have the knowledge to be on her own in the wild, but my curiosity about how she got here could wait.

She whimpered, one hand clutching her belly as the other moved back between her thighs. The honeyed scent of slick drenched the cave, drowning me in the pheromones of a breedable female.

It didn’t matter if she wasn’t like me. Alphas and omegas belonged together.

My cock leaked more fluid in response to her soft cries, the tangy scent mingling with hers and trying to entice the human closer even as it was meant to warn away other males, but we wouldn’t be found here. I watched her nostrils flare, her eyes locking on me despite her inability to see. My scent called to her the way hers called to me, despite our difference in species.

She didn’t need sight to know where relief waited. It was better for her this way. It would be easier to accept me if she couldn’t see how different I was.

My toes flexed, claws scraping the stone beneath me and causing her breathing to stutter.

“Monster!”

The word was a mere whisper, but it still made me grin, though, to a human, my smile might seem a bit ferocious. I’d been called a monster enough times in my life for the sting to no longer affect me. It had become something of a badge I proudly wore, considering the few human males I’d met.

“You’re right, omega. I’m what you call a monster, though some humans have earned the title more than I have. What’s more important at the moment is the other thing you should be calling me.”

I watched her thighs clench, and her hips lifted instinctively. Monster or not, I was an alpha. Her body yearned for mine no matter what her thoughts might say.


“Alpha,” she breathed.


My cock jerked, spitting a glob of seed onto the cloak she’d laid over the grass to cushion her nest. Fingers curling around my shaft, I pulled up the length, bringing more of my offering spilling from the tip.

The little omega licked her lips, body leaning closer as she sniffed the air. Her dark hair shifted over her shoulders, hiding her tiny tits from my view, but I held back the growl that threatened at the loss. I’d worked too hard to reach this point to scare her off now.

She shuffled around until she faced me, still braced on one hand with the other buried between her legs, her neck stretched toward where I rested outside the bounds of her nest. As wretched as it was, it was still her sacred place, and I would try not to invade without invitation.

Her knees shifted, moving her closer until the hand guiding her slid into the seed on her cloak. She froze, body going stiff before she lifted her fingers to her nose.

I couldn’t stop the groan that left me as her tongue extended to lap up my offering, my erection jerking in jealousy. I was leaking so much it ran down my shaft to mat the fur covering my balls, my knot already threatening to swell.

After the first tentative taste the little omega sucked her fingers clean, scooping up the rest of what was on the cloak before letting out a whine of disappointment when there wasn’t any left.

“There’s more where that came from. Be a good girl and come a little closer.”

I could reach her if I stretched out my arm, but I wanted her to come to me. I needed her to be the one to initiate and bring me into her nest.

Then I’d take what I’d been waiting so long for.

Omegas were rare and jealously guarded. I’d never thought to find one, much less one as perfect as the little human. I’d never considered looking for one in the human villages, but I was sure as soon as the others saw her, they would go hunting for more.

I held my breath as she hesitated. I was reaching my limit, and if the omega didn’t give in soon, I wasn’t sure I’d be able to continue holding back.

She saved me from that thought as she went down to all fours, crawling closer. Quiet whimpers escaped her throat, but I pushed out a purr to reassure her and guide her to me.

When she was close enough to feel the heat from my body she paused and sat back on her heels once again, and it was a struggle to keep my purr from dipping into a growl. I wasn’t known for patience, but I didn’t want to distress the female I planned to claim.

Small hands lifted, extended toward me. I could see her fingers trembling as she reached.

Her left hand connected with my knee, sliding forward as she leaned closer, rubbing through the fur on my thigh. It was bliss and torture, my anticipation riding higher as a growl finally ripped free of my control.


Chapter Three

Sasha


I squeaked and my fingers clenched when the male growled. They tangled in short, dense hair, while my other hand shot out and pressed again smooth skin on his lower abdomen. Despite the fear mingling with the hormones in my blood, I didn’t pull away, his scent and the rumble thrumming from his chest keeping me in an obedient daze.

“Good girl. Touch me. Find what you want.”

The words were all the reminder and permission I needed.

The taste of his seed still coated my tongue, rich and decadent. There was nothing else the fluid could have been, the salty tang smelling of musk and virility and tasting like exactly what I needed. I didn’t know what prompted me to lick my fingers when they came in contact with the sticky goop, but now I needed more of it.

My left hand moved first, creeping farther up the thickly muscled thigh. The hair was too dense to call it anything other than fur. It was about as long as the tip of my finger, from the point to the first knuckle, but was surprisingly soft. I wanted to lean forward and rub my cheek against it, but I held back by a thread.

My left palm rested on his belly, just above his pelvis. The fur was thinner, and gave way to smooth skin where my fingers rubbed back and forth. The muscle rippled under my touch, the power coiled within the male poised over me enough to make my whole body tremble.

A monster.

I was touching a monster.

I found his heavy sac with my left hand first. Round, and firm, and far larger than I’d have guessed. I’d seen men naked before, even caught glimpses of alphas rutting the tavern wench in the barn, but they hadn’t looked as large as the male under my palms.

Licking dry lips, I let my fingers wander upward, tracing over his balls to the hard shaft above. While his sac had been as densely furred as his leg, the hair tapered away to silky, smooth skin, stretched tight around his pulsing length.

The moan I let out was wanton. Palm coated in his leaking fluid, it slipped easily over hard ridges circling his shaft, up to the flared head of his erection, more cream coating my fingers as he twitched in my grip. I couldn’t enclose the whole thing in one hand, and my core gave a needy spasm at the thought of being impaled stretched around it.

But first, I needed another taste.

My nose guided me to where my hand circled beneath the edge of his tip, my tongue slipping out to steal another taste of his offering. I moaned again, lapping up his fluids as my fingers worked to milk more from his shaft.

My other hand dropped to join it as I opened my mouth and pressed it over the crown. The flavor of him was unlike anything I’d ever tasted. Salty, earthy, and robust, I felt like I’d waste away if I didn’t get more of it.

My teeth scraped against his flesh as I tried to take more of him into my mouth. His cock kicked, and a clawed hand cupped the back of my head before gathering my locks in its hold.

“Easy, omega. I’ll give you what you need. No reason to hurt either of us.”

That rough, rumbly voice caused a flutter in my core. My cramps had eased with the first taste of his seed on my fingers, but it wasn’t enough to see them finished.

I needed more of it. I needed to swallow him down. Feel my stomach bulge with his release before he stretched the rest of me and filled me there too.

I tried to force myself further down his shaft but the hand in my hair pulled me back. I gasped as my scalp prickled but I didn’t stop jerking his length.


“Now.”


I had no idea where the demanding tone came from. The fact that he was a monster didn’t matter, only that he could ease the pain I’d suffered for so long.

Another chuckle was the only response he gave before releasing my hair to tumble against my back again.

“Have it your way, then.”

The words held the threat of more than I could handle, but I was too lost in need to care. Large hands cradled the sides of my head a moment later, palms on my cheeks, and long fingers reaching to the back of my skull. The tiny pricks of pain on my scalp had to be caused by his claws, but instead of frightening me as that should, my body shuddered at the thought of him raking them over my breasts and across the insides of my thighs.

The alpha held my head still as his hips began to pump. Until that moment he hadn’t moved, letting me have my way with him, but he took over, reminding me who really held the power.

My hands moved to his brace against his thighs, instinctively trying to slow him and hold him back, but my strength was nothing compared to his.

He used me, fucking my mouth and forcing me down until my jaw was stretched as wide and aching. The ridges along his shaft scraped the delicate tissue of my mouth until his crown popped into my throat, blocking my airway.

And still he used me.

Just when I was growing dizzy with the need to breathe, he pulled back. My chest inflated with a ragged gasp before he filled my throat again.

I knew I should have been terrified.

I should have been worried that he’d go too far.

But all I could think about was tasting more of his seed as he spilled in my mouth and fed me his release.

I kept my lips firm around him, tongue laving the underside of his shaft as he pumped. The ridges popped past my teeth, the hard rings moving independent of the shaft they circled, causing another twinge in my core.

I wanted to feel them inside me.

The monster’s rumble had dropped an octave, on the verge of being a vicious growl that had my nipples tightened to painful points, and slick running down my thighs in a constant stream. I could hear him panting above me, the sounds of his enjoyment building the fire burning in my core.

“Get ready, little one. Just a bit more.”

The words were groaned as though he was in pain. The massive thighs beneath my palms trembled, twitching as his thrusts grew erratic.

He pulled back and allowed me to suck in another desperate breath before the first spray coated my tongue. I swallowed eagerly as he filled my mouth with pulse after pulse of his release, the taste of him sending my eyes rolling back in my head.

I needed this.

He slid one hand into my hair as the other moved to stroke his shaft, just the tip remaining in my mouth to feed me. I worked my tongue to tease and squeeze, coaxing more seed from him as warmth lit in my stomach and spread through my middle.

As the flood slowed he pulled out, using his hold on my hair to bow me backwards and send the last of his cum splattering over my neck and breasts.

It was crude.

Barbaric.

And I loved it.

I licked my lips to get every drop I could reach as the hand not holding me switched to rubbing his spend into my skin. Across my breasts and down my belly, all the way to my slit, the monster smeared me with the scent of him, sending a shiver down my spine as the primal part of my brain reveled in being marked by the alpha.

Belly full, the need to taste him sated, my core throbbed in demand. I needed him to fill me.

Fuck me.

Soothe the incessant need.

It didn’t matter that he was a monster and not a man. He had a cock and a knot. That was all that was required.

When he was done massaging his seed into my skin he pulled me against his chest, a massive arm wrapping around my back so his hand could knead my bottom. His shaft was still hard, nestling between our bellies, and the tips of his claws dug into my flesh, but there was no pain.

Lifting my hands to grip his shoulders, I rubbed myself against him, the hair that began again on his chest abrading my nipples and sending zings of sensation straight to my clit. The skin of his belly was smooth and almost hair-free except for a thin stripe that connected what was on his chest to the hair sprouting around his cock, but the rest of him seemed covered in the same dense fur.

Warm breath ghosted over the top of my shoulder as his head dipped. An abrasive tongue licked the side of my neck, bringing goosebumps to the surface as I shuddered.

The head next to mine was not shaped like a human’s. It was larger, rounded on the sides, and the tongue was far too big to fit in a human mouth.

I raised my hands to touch it since I couldn’t rely on my eyes, but the alpha spun me around before I reached his face.

“Not yet, little omega. You’re not ready.”

Fresh fear bloomed in my chest, but it was drowned out by the lust still coursing through my veins. A part of me wondered how scary he would be, while another didn’t care as long as he used the thickness now prodding my bottom to end my heat.

I arched my back as one of his large hands palmed my breast, fingers carefully pinching my nipple between the pads so he didn’t scratch me. He rocked his hips, cock dragging through the cleft of my ass and making my core clench in demand.

“In me.”

I wiggled my hips, urging him to delve between my folds, but those two words were all I could get past my lips. Thinking was too hard, I only wanted to feel the stretch of his invasion.

His chuckle vibrated through my back, the hand not playing with my breasts sliding down my belly to circle my throbbing clit.

“You haven’t invited me into your nest yet, and I still need a taste of your precious slick.”

A spasm rocked through me at the thought of the rough tongue I’d felt on my neck licking the delicate flesh between my thighs. Slick splattered the cloak beneath my knees as I whimpered.

“Yes.”

I wiggled, the alpha releasing me so I could shuffle forward and lean down to press my chest to the ground, ass high. The sound that left him was too deep to be a purr, making my body shudder as I moaned, waiting.

“Do you accept me, omega? Do you want me in your nest?”

The words sounded formal, but I was too lost to think about what he was asking. Nodding into the floor, I gasped out another, “Yes.”

He was on me in a breath, calloused fingers gripping my thighs to hold me in place as his tongue dipped into my folds. I cried out on the first swipe, the sensation too intense, and tried to pull away.

The alpha didn’t let me move. Lick after lick, he drove me higher, his blunt nose pressed to my sex, my body coiling tighter until the tension inside finally snapped.

Light exploded behind my eyelids as I screamed. My legs thrashed, trying to kick the male away from my exposed core when he didn’t relent. His tongue thrust into my entrance, deeper than my mind could accept as he lapped up my release with little grumbles of pleasure.

When he finally moved away from my core my body was little more than a puddle of twitching flesh. Limp and weak, I’d have collapsed to the ground if he’d released my hips, but he wasn’t giving me a chance to recover.

A smooth, scalding tip pressed to my opening, wide and blunt. I didn’t have the energy to protest as he sank in with steady pressure even as my body tried to clench and keep him out.

“Relax, little one. Let me in.”

I could tell the words came from between clenched teeth, the growl in them barely restrained. It was instinct to try to escape his invasion, but my wiggling did nothing more than move the stiffness around inside me as it advanced, hitting spots along my walls that made my legs go weak once again.

I was a panting, whiny mess long before he buried his full length inside me. Stretched wide around his shaft, I gave a hiccupping sob at the thought that I’d been begging for this only a short time ago, and now I was pleading for him to stop.


It was too much. It burned, and ached, my body unused to penetration, and he never seemed to end.


“Just a little more.”

His arm slipped around my hip, a finger moving to rub the little nub at the top of my slit as he finally pulled back. The relief was short lived when he thrust himself forward again, forcing more of his cock into my channel. His manipulation of the little bud had fresh slick seeping past his intrusion, and with the next push he finally seated himself to the base, hairy thighs pressed to the backs of mine.


It burned.


I was stretched so wide it felt as though I would split open. I could feel the head of his cock crammed against my womb, leaving me full and uncomfortable as his hips finally stilled.

I feared I’d never walk again.

“Good girl. That’s it.”

The hand holding my hip flexed as the other continued rubbing between my legs. The longer he held still, the more the pain of his invasion lessened, and my muscles slowly relaxed, giving in to the pleasure building from his fingers. When he finally pulled his length back out, I felt empty, bereft, and all I wanted was for him to fill me again.

And he did.

Over and over, the monster’s cock plunged into me, battering my womb as I cried out and clutched at the cloak beneath me. His fingers never stopped working my little nub, the pressure and tension growing inside me so much stronger than the first time, I was sure I’d die if it didn’t release.

The swelling of his knot brought back the burning pain at my entrance, but I was too close to completion for it to distract me. It hurt as he pulled it out of my opening and forced it back in, each searing second seeing his knot thicken further. When claws gathered my hair and pull it to one side, the teeth scraping over my neck was the final straw.

Screaming, my core spasmed around the thick cock lodged in my channel. Even his knot wedging behind my pubic bone and the sharp teeth piercing my shoulder couldn’t bring me down from the high he’d forced me to as I shuddered and spasmed.

I trembled with sensation, every place his body touched mine feeling ultra-sensitive as he continued to grind himself inside me. The first pulse of his seed was like hot coals being forced against my womb, the heat scorching me from the inside as tears tracked down my cheeks.

When my orgasm eased and the quaking of my limbs stilled, the pain flooded in to take its place. My core throbbed, the monster’s knot stretching me more than even my fist would have, but it wasn’t until he pulled his teeth from my shoulder and licked the wound that the reality of what just happened hit me.

I’d been claimed by a monster.

A beast I’d yet to see, covered in fur, but as intelligent as any person.

Bonded, with no way to escape.

As he rolled us to the side and curled his larger body around mine, I tried to remember my fear, but the purr throbbing into my spine and the contentment felt unfurling from the bond anchored in my chest left me too relaxed to worry. The alpha had shown me more consideration by respecting the boundary of my nest than any male in my home village would have, and his actions seemed to show he wasn’t the type of monster the stories made them out to be.

With nowhere else to go, or family left to judge, why couldn’t I give the monster a chance?

It wasn’t like I had a choice anymore. A bond was for life, and there was no way to break it outside the death of one of us. He’d already claimed me, so wasn’t it better to give in to the pull of my instincts and accept my alpha?

The swelling of his knot eased as I laid in his arms and considered the way I felt. Being mated to a monster wasn’t something that had ever crossed my mind, unless you labeled the murderous men who truly deserved it as monsters.

As the alpha behind me stroked my sides and gently licked his mark, I decided what he looked like didn’t matter. I could feel the goodness in him behind my breastbone, where a part of him had already taken up residence. There was no reason to fight what couldn’t be changed. It would only make us miserable.

“Rest, little one. When you wake, I will take you to my den, and you can make us a new nest with the furs there. I can warm you with a fire and provide food and water.”

Twisting in his arms when his knot popped free, I ran my hands up his chest to his shoulders. Searching the darkness, I gave up on trying to find his eyes and let mine slide closed.

“Can we go now? I can’t settle in this...”

I didn’t even want to call it a nest.

His purr deepened, but for a moment I thought he was going to deny me until he gathered me closer to his chest and pushed himself upright.

It was strange to feel motion but not be able to see myself moving. I hadn’t been carried since I was a child, but I didn’t fear my mate would drop me. His strength was apparent in the thickness of the muscles cradling me.

His den was farther than I’d imagined considering we never emerged from the cave. The rocking motion combined with the sated feeling in my core lulled me into a doze, and when I woke it wasn’t just the sudden cramp that had my lips parting on a gasp.


Chapter Four

Mel’ar


As confident as I’d been in claiming the omega, I was a bit surprised at how easily she seemed to have accepted my bite. It could have been because her heat wasn’t over yet, but she was taking things better than I could have hoped from a human.

Perhaps my clansmen would have luck with human omegas as well. My brother could certainly use a mate to steady him and provide an heir to take charge of the clan when he could no longer lead. As long at the babe proved strong enough to best the rest of us, our kind wouldn’t care that it was a half-breed.

My little female stirred as I set her on my bedding pile, but she remained asleep. Her small size made me fear that I’d done damage to her, but there was only the tiniest hint of blood in her scent, and her pulse remained strong.

I was reluctant to release her. I’d said I could warm her with a fire, but fire provided light as well, and I was still worried about what would happen once she saw what she’d been claimed by.

Puffing a breath against the bite I’d left on her shoulder, I peeled my arms away and left her side to stack wood in the firepit. My kind didn’t live in complicated, flimsy structures like humans, but that didn’t mean we didn’t employ some of the same tools, and fire was the most important when winter could last for moons in these mountains.

There was a full blaze in the pit, and I’d already filled my single cup with fresh water when she began to stir. Her delicate brows pinched, a frown marring her soft lips before her lids opened, revealing eyes as brown as the bark on the trees.

The fresh surge of her scent told me her cramps had returned, but I wasn’t sure if she gasped from the pain, or because of what she saw before her.

I stood tall on the other side of my home cave, the fire showing her my entire form. My claws flexed with the sudden tension coiling through my muscles, but the scream I expected didn’t come.

Her eyes traced the breadth of my curved horns before traveling down my body to the arching claws on my toes. Her throat worked and her chest heaved with each breath, but she refrained from hysterics.

“This is our den. Our home.”

Her gaze left me to travel around the cave before she grunted and curled into herself. The scent of her slick coated the back of my tongue, making my shaft twitch in interest. I’d remained hard the entire time, but more blood rushed to my groin at the thought of mounting her again.

I waited until she relaxed into the furs again before taking a step toward her. She watched me, and when she didn’t flinch away, I continued to move closer.

I couldn’t blame her for the wariness in her eyes as I knelt at her side, holding out the cup of water. Her lips pinched together and her head turned as if she’d refuse, but a growl stirred in my chest beside the bond connecting us.

Her whimper pierced the cave, cutting off my growl. I tried to push reassurance through the bond, but it wasn’t as strong as it would be if she’d returned the mating bite.

“You need water. Drink.”

Her lips were still pulled down, but she pushed up onto her elbows, accepting the cup and sipping from the edge. When she made to put it down my hand shot out, cupping the back of her head as the other reached for the cup.

I held it to her mouth as I tipped her head back, forcing her to drink until she sputtered and water ran from the corners of her lips. Her eyes never left mine, the dark hole in the middle expanding, and the scent of slick grew stronger.

Releasing her head, I set the cup aside and stood, staring down at her. Her position put my cock above her face, and my blood heated as her gaze locked on it, her pink tongue slipping out to wet her lips. It took all my will to step back instead of taking hold of her head again.

“You may nest now, then I shall tend you again.”

The little female blinked, looking at the furs surrounding her before raising her eyes back up to mine. Her pupils had receded, allowing more of the brown ring to show, letting me know she wasn’t lost in her need yet.

“What do I call you?”

The words were quiet, hesitant, and I realized I’d been lacking, having taken her without introducing myself.

“I am Mel’ar. Your alpha and mate. You are mine now, so do not think to escape me.”

She sank into herself as my brows lowered. I couldn’t help giving the warning, feelings of possession coursing through me. I expected anger, resistance, not the dejection the little omega sank into.

“I have nowhere to go, and no one I’d want to return to. I am alone.”

A single tear slipped from her eye, sparkling as it trailed down her flushed cheek. My heart clenched, a spike of pity arrowing through my chest as I moved forward to give my mate what she needed.


Chapter Five

Sasha


Mel’ar closed the distance between us, kneeling in front of me again and cupping my head with one hand.

“You are not alone. You are mine, so you now have me. And when your heat is through, you shall meet the clan. You are omega, and shall be honored as such. I will endeavor to be sure you want for nothing, despite our differences.”

His sincerity shone through the bond anchored behind my breastbone. I also got the sense that he knew the loneliness I felt at the loss of my father and home, and a bit of the pain eased.

I raised my hand, pausing before I laid it on the side of his muzzle. His black nose flared and his pointed ears pricked forward over his horns, but he didn’t move.

It was hard to say what he looked like, because he looked like nothing I had ever seen before. His fur was a rich brown, shading almost to black in some places. It was shorter on his face, a dense fuzz that was soft under my palm. His ears were erect, similar to a wolf’s, yet he had thick, black horns extending from the sides of his skull and pointing forward like a bull.


And his eyes.


They were a deep amber that reminded me of fresh honey, the depths holding me just as surely as if I’d sunk my hand into a pot of it. There was intelligence there. Honor. And a promise of something I wasn’t sure I’d ever hoped for.

“Mel’ar, my alpha. I am Sasha.”

A cramp clenched my middle, and I forgot all about building a new nest. I was comfortable in the furs he’d laid me in, the scent of him drenching the pelts, and there was only one thing I wanted right now.

Lifting my other hand to circle around the back of his neck, I laid back, pulling him with me. He resisted at first, his expressive brows tipping in confusion, before following my lead and settling over me.

His erection rubbed against my thigh, smearing through the fluids already coating me. Most of it was my slick, but some was his seed that had spilled from inside me.

My core clenched, aching, but demanding to be filled again. Angling my hips, I searched for friction on the needy little nub buried in my folds.

“I don’t need to arrange the nest. Please, I’m so empty…”

I whimpered with the next cramp that tore through my belly. His seed had soothed the pain for a while, but it was returning, and nothing but being filled again would stop it.

Mel’ar still hesitated, so I slid my hand from his face down his chest. I had to reach as far as I could, but I managed to wrap my fingers around his tip, sticky seed coating my fingers as I squeezed and tried to pull it toward my opening.

He groaned, the sound vibrating into me as he pressed himself down atop me. My skin was oversensitive, fire pouring through my veins, and just the feel of him against me had my channel fluttering.

“Please, alpha.”

Some ragged blend of a purr and a growl escaped him as he surged forward, sliding his length through my fingers and pressing against my entrance. I released him and wrapped my arm around his side, tugging on his fur to hurry him. My hips rolled up, trying to take more of him even as he pulled back, but it was only for a moment.

I screamed as he thrust deep, my flesh parting for his invasion and sending sparks of pleasure blended with pain burning through my entire body. He was so large it was hard to adjust, but he’d already fit once, and I was quickly losing rational thought. The need for him drove me on.

He pulled back and snapped his hips forward again, forcing more of himself into me. My walls felt swollen from the first time he’d taken me, squeezing on him harder as they tried to eject the rigid flesh even as they rippled and tried to pull him deeper.
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