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      Please feel free to skip this page if you don’t have triggers and prefer to go in blind!

      

      Please be advised that though short and dirty-sweet, Exterminatrix is an adult-content (18+) monster romance with potentially troubling themes that some readers might find triggering.

      

      Potentially triggering content:

      
        	Societal inequity and discrimination

        	References to chronic physical pain

        	Breath play

        	Sexually explicit content, including loss of virginity, inequal balance of experience/power, and themes of dominance/submission (all scenes consensual)

        	References to physical violence

        	Profanity

        	References to snakes (or rather, Snakemen) – not everyone loves a danger noodle!

        	Also, the MMC is a Lizardman… so if you don’t like lizards and reptiles, this might not be the book for you!

      

      

      This is not a “dark” romance, but if you have any concerns whatsoever related to content warnings, please contact Brynne via Instagram or by email at brynneweaverbooks@gmail.com
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      …AKA WHAT’S BRYNNE DOING WRITING A MONSTER ROMANCE?

      

      Valid question.

      

      The answer is: TROLLS.

      

      And how did the trolls find me exactly?

      

      Well, it all happened when Black Sheep took off after the first two lines of the book went viral:

      

      I don’t always fuck a man before I kill him, but when I do, I find there’s one thing they all have in common.

      They’re disappointing.

      

      While it was amazing to see the enthusiasm skyrocket for the book, it sure did bring out some misogynist wrath among the neckbeards who happened to encounter all that enthusiasm swirling around on the internet. And while I completely understand and appreciate that not everyone will enjoy my books and reviewers are 100% entitled to those opinions, I do draw a line at attacking me PERSONALLY, particularly when those same attackers also have no intention of ever reading my work or trying to give it even a half-decent shot. Directing vitriol to me as a human being for the simple fact that I’m a woman who wrote some lines some people perceive as ‘gross feminism’ (yes really!) …well… that just doesn’t fly with me.

      

      So, what’s a writer to do?

      

      WRITE. (Duh.)

      

      Write them into monster smut, specifically.

      

      As many writing ideas do, this one struck late at night as I was trying to fall asleep. And when it did, I was giddy with anticipation. Nonetheless, I figured that there did need to be a few conditions on my selection of a monster muse: they needed to be over 18, they could NOT be an actual reader/reviewer of my work, they had to be attempting to attack me personally in some capacity (not just one of my stories, but me as an individual), and they had to have demonstrated similar shitty behavior to other people. I decided that if it happened again, I would start a fun little project out of making that person my muse.

      

      And naturally, the next morning, the universe gave me a gift. The gift of ‘Castro’.

      

      In typical misogynist fashion, Castro came out swinging at me for some meaningless little post about writing, attacking me for being ‘trash’. So, I dug a little into his public profile to ensure he checked off my boxes, which he did. Most notably, he exhibited a history of blatant, unapologetically homophobic and misogynistic comments to other social media users. He was called out for those posts numerous times, but always doubled down on his views.

      

      That fucker was FAIR GAME.

      

      I latched onto Castro harder than a barnacle to the underbelly of an oil tanker.

      

      Like I told Castro, I was determined to give him both the character and the dick(s) he always dreamed of but never had. Thus, Castro the virgin Lizardman was born.

      

      But let me make one important thing very clear: my goal has NEVER been to troll monster romance. I love this genre and I’m genuinely so impressed how some of my favorite monster smut authors (C.M. Nascosta, Naomi Lucas, Katee Robert, Vera Valentine, and Colette Rhodes to name but a few) can make readers fall in love with creatures so thoroughly, whether it’s a dragon or a mothman, a shade or a ‘good little cow’, which trust me, is particularly weird when you have cattle. No, I love this genre, and as with any of my characters, I really care about Layla and her Lizardman. But I also know for a fact that trolls like Castro DON’T like monster smut, (unless they’re reading it in secret), so it’s a great and fitting punishment. As I said to Castro:

      

      The most beautiful part (of this project) is that women will enjoy reading about your character and you’ll get nothing in return. You can make all the shitty comments you want about women being in “men’s spaces”, whatever the fuck that means, and I will STILL make money for a chin-dick ring toss margarita party on you. It’s kismet. I woke up one day thinking ‘I’m going to write misogynistic trolls into monster smut’ and you decided to troll me. It’s fate. Now we’re stuck together FOR ETERNITY! In print! (Or on Kindle!) FRIENDSHIP GOALS.

      

      So, there you have it, the story of how I came to write monster smut novellas. And also how I’m planning a margarita chin-dick ring toss margarita party. Everyone welcome! Except Castro. Stay tuned on my IG for details: @brynne_weaver

      

      Now someone please help me find my next troll for Gumdrop the limp-dick unicorn. They seem to have gone into hiding and only the best troll will do…

      

      All my love,

      Bxxx
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CASTRO

        

      

    

    
      I’m crouched between the furnace and the damp, dirty wall, wondering how the fuck my life has come to this moment as I listen to the family a floor above discuss how they’re going to exterminate me. 

      “We can’t just keep a Lizardman in the basement indefinitely,” the man says as his heavy work boots wear an agitated path across the floorboards, sending spiders scuttling through the shadows. My tongue darts out and snags one. At least there are snacks, I guess. 

      “We can’t just chuck him out either, poor thing,” the woman replies. “There are creatures out there.” 

      “He’s a creature. He’s literally a Lizardman. In the fucking basement.” 

      “He’s probably harmless.” 

      “You don’t know that.” 

      “He just wants some bugs and a damp place to bed down for the night.” 

      “I’m calling Sam.” 

      The woman’s muffled, exasperated sigh floats down to me. “Not Sam, he’ll toy with him for hours. Catfolk are the worst.” 

      “At least Sam will get the job done. Eventually.” 

      “No.” 

      I agree with the wife. Definitely no. I do not want to battle it out with a Catman. I’ll lose. Slowly. 

      I slump against the wall as the couple continues to argue about my fate. It’s not like I can really go anywhere. The second that woman caught sight of me hiding behind the furnace, she barricaded the door. The windows are too small for me to fit through. There’s only one way out of this place, and it’s through the fortified door that I just can’t budge. 

      “Look,” I hear the woman say just above me, “I’ll call that new company, Trollblights. They’ll send an exterminator. At least it’ll be done humanely.” 

      “Or you could just let me go,” I call out meekly. 

      “No,” they reply in unison. 

      Worth a shot. 

      The woman calls the extermination company as I snack on a few more bugs, trying to focus on the positives. As a prey monster, it’s kind of inevitable I’d wind up in a situation like this. Such is the life of a Lizardman. From the second you hatch, you just know it’s going to be a rough ride. It’s kind of obvious, really, with the Snakemen lying in wait to literally chase you down and eat you from the second you get free of the shell. I’m pretty lucky to have made it this far. I didn’t even think I’d escape the colony, but I just couldn’t take it there anymore. Not with so many ‘alpha’ Lizardmen vying for the few Lizardwomen among us, ready to tear apart anyone they see as a threat, despite the fact my romantic preferences secretly lean toward the human and not my own kind. 

      I sigh, imagining that life I really wanted, the one free of my colony and the restrictions of our reptilian society. Maybe I’d find a companion one day. Maybe I’d always be alone, a monster in a world that is not yet ready to accept our kind. But it would have been better, at least. Even alone, life could have been free. 

      Eventually, I fall asleep in the damp and the dark of the farmhouse cellar, dreaming of all that could have been. 

      When I awake, there’s a new voice above me. A woman, her voice rich and raspy. I sit up and brush myself off, tilting my head to listen more closely to the lyrical, smoky sound. 

      “And you said the creature is trapped down there? The office said it’s a Lizardman?”

      “That’s right,” the wife says. “I only caught a glimpse, but I’m sure it’s a Lizardman. I saw the pouch thing on his neck so it’s definitely not a female.” 

      “All right, ma’am. How about you and the family head out for a bit while I check that he doesn’t have documentation to be in the area and then I’ll get rid of him if not. I’ll give you a call as soon as it’s all taken care of. Sound good?” 

      “Yes, thank you. Good luck. Just… make it painless, okay?” 

      “Don’t worry, ma’am. I’m a professional.” 

      I hear the wife walk through the living space, gathering her human belongings, ushering her son and husband out the door. A moment later, the engine of their truck roars to life and crunches down the gravel driveway, leaving the farmhouse in an eerie state of calm. 

      For a long moment, there’s silence. But the exterminator’s faint scent finds me through the damp and the dirt, past the dusty cobwebs and old wood. She smells like morning dew clutching to grass, like river water. Like life. My heart aches in my chest for all the things I’ll never see or smell again. 

      The exterminator’s quiet steps cross the floor above me. The main door of the house opens and closes. Her footfalls are light across the wooden porch and the stairs that descend to the driveway, an unevenness haunting the cadence of her steps. I hear her draw closer to the barricaded exterior door to the basement. 

      My heart pounds. I stand, running my hands across my scales, brushing the dirt away, and I wait in the shadow of the furnace for death to find me.
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LAYLA

        

      

    

    
      The convergence of dimensions ten years ago really opened a lot of job opportunities for me. Before the sphere of monsters and demons crashed into Earth ten years ago, I thought I was going to be a vet tech. But as soon as the demons started making us into meat snacks, I knew I’d found my calling. 

      Demon hunting. 

      As the youngest in a family of seven boys, I was really cut out for that shit. I developed enough grit and determination from birth to survive those assholes, so I had built-in foundational training. The second the government started forming the Guild Demonica, I signed up. And after seven years and six tours of killing demons across the farthest corners of the globe, it was a life I thought I’d never leave. 

      But my injury ended it all. 

      And now, here I am, working as a monster exterminator for Trollblights. 

      A heavy sigh passes through my lips as I push the first of three heavy barrels away from the door. This isn’t really the life I imagined, hunting and killing unpapered monsters. It’s not at all what I want to do, but with my Guild training and my experience killing demons, I know I’ll be good at it. I started with Trollblights three days ago and so far, I’ve only killed a Waspman. He was an asshole too, so I don’t feel bad about it. He managed to sting my bad leg before I shot him in the face, and now it’s itchy as fuck on top of the constant discomfort that creeps into every step I take. 

      “Just a job,” I say to myself as I shift the second barrel away from the door. “Just another monster that doesn’t belong here.” 

      I never had a problem killing the demons. They eat us, after all, and they’re pretty hideous with their rows and rows of jagged teeth and their virtually nonexistent noses and sulfurous, flaky skin. But the monsters, they don’t all seem so bad. Some are integrating into society pretty well. The Butterflies are getting more and more movie deals. It’s understandable, I guess. They’re beautiful with their elvish features and shimmering skin. The Catfolk are cuddly enough to fit in even though they can be a little vicious, and the Ravenkind are great problem solvers who have made strides in STEM fields. Others haven’t gone down quite so well, like the Snakemen who eat anything they can catch. But no matter what kind of creature they are, they aren’t meant for our world, and if left unchecked they can reproduce like crazy and take over local ecosystems. 

      It might not be a pretty job, but someone has to keep the monsters in check.

      Plus, I have rent to pay. 

      The heat of the midday summer sun barrels down on my uniform of black jeans and a Trollblights branded polo as I blow a lock of blond hair from the sheen of sweat collecting on my forehead. I push the third barrel away, resting it against the side of the house. I unholster my Beretta but keep it pointed to the ground as I turn the handle and push the door into the darkness. 

      “My name is Layla. I’m from Trollblights, a certified extermination agency. I’m coming in,” I say to the silent shadows, clicking on my flashlight as I take a step down into the cool, damp air of the cellar. “I know you’re in here. Do you have a name?” 

      “Of course I have a name,” a deep voice rumbles from the darkness, the tone a little unsure.

      “I’m sorry… it’s just that not all of you talk, so it’s a bit hit-or-miss.” 

      There’s a long pause of silence. I descend another step, and then another, my grip on the gun tightening. 

      “It’s Castro,” the voice says.

      “Okay, Castro. I’m going to turn on the light.” I make it from the last step to the dirt floor, keeping the gun trained to the dirt and my finger on the trigger as I reach for the hanging switch dangling next to the bare bulb above my head. “I want you to stay where you are.” 

      I pause, silence enveloping the cool, musty air as I reach up and pull the metal cord.

      Light devours the shadows and illuminates my prey.

      Castro takes a tentative step from behind the furnace in the center of the room. His body is covered in shimmering black scales that seem to catch the light within flecks of gold. His face is a near equal mix of both human and lizard, with expressive eyes and an elongated muzzle, the same black scales shining over his nose and high cheekbones, inky blue-black strands of hair falling forward to graze their ridges. Just below his sharp jaw and chin is a pouch with a slit, a feature of all male Lizardfolk. His dark pants are covered in roan-colored dust from the earthen basement floor, and his chest is bare, his expanse of scaled muscle shifting with every nervous breath. A long tail curls behind him in the shadows, coiled in a spiral like a chameleon’s. He looks strong and agile, but subdued and nervous. Powerful, yet full of sadness. Otherworldly, yet…beautiful. 

      I swallow, tearing my gaze from his muscled body to meet his reptilian eyes. My gun lowers a little, though my finger still warms the trigger. “Hi,” I say. He gives me a melancholic smile in reply. “I don’t suppose you have any documentation for being outside a protected zone, do you?”

      Castro shakes his head. “No, Layla. I don’t.” 

      My name in his rich baritone sends an unexpected rush of gooseflesh up my arms. 

      “Okay…why are you here?” 

      “There were Falconfolk hunting me. It seemed like a good place to hide,” he says, glancing around at the space now lit by the dim bulb above us. His eyes come back to me as his shoulders drop. “I guess I was wrong. Maybe I should have taken my chances outside.” 

      That wouldn’t have worked out much better for him. At least he lived a few hours longer than he would have in the countryside, I guess. “Where were you trying to go?”

      Castro lets go of a heavy sigh. “Tingletown.”

      “Really?” I ask, taking a small step toward him. “How come you didn’t want to stay in your colony? Tingletown is quite a distance from the nearest Lizardfolk territory. Why didn’t you apply for papers for somewhere closer?”

      Castro shrugs, the golden slits of his black eyes falling to the dirt floor. “My family is kind of a big deal in my colony. I knew they would never stamp my documents and let me leave.” 

      “How old are you? Your family wouldn’t let you go?” 

      “I’m twenty-four, but our society works a bit differently than yours. It’s not easy to leave. It’s very restrictive. Suffocating, actually. When I heard of Tingletown and how monsters and humans alike were trying to live harmoniously together, it just sounded so…idyllic. I had to give it a shot.” His eyes meet mine, and a pang of regret smacks into my heart at the sorrow I see in his gentle smile. “I wanted a different life. To live the way I wanted. To love who I wanted. It seemed like it could be possible there, and it was worth it to try.”

      Something about his earnest, honest words and the way he looks at me brings a fleeting blush into my cheeks. That pang in my heart sharpens to the slice of an arrow. Even though my dream job has come to an end, I’ve gotten to live with adventure, traveling the world, hunting demons. Castro has never had that opportunity. He seized a chance at the life he wanted, only to fail. 

      We stare at one another for a long and silent moment. Castro’s unusual, bright eyes seem to burrow right into my soul. There’s something simple and straightforward about him that shines through those gilt-edged pupils, something pure and sweet. But the rules we both must abide by are unbending. He broke them. And no matter how beautiful and sorrowful he is, I am the deliverer of consequence. 

      “You know what happens next, don’t you,” I say, my voice quiet as my grip around the Beretta tightens. 

      Castor’s melancholic smile bears me no malice, only resignation. “Yes. But I’m not ready.” 

      “It’s a rare case when we are.” 

      “Indeed,” he says with a bow of his head. “But can I ask a favor, Layla?” 

      Gooseflesh skitters up my arms at the warmth of my name in his voice. I should say no. Whatever he wants, he’s not in a position to ask for favors or mercy. But there’s a strange pull in my chest, that I want to give him a chance nonetheless. “What is it?” 

      “Will you sit with me for a little while? I just want someone to talk to before I go.”

      A deep breath fills my chest. I look around the room, my attention snagging on a shelf of wine bottles along a dimly lit wall. Against my better judgement, I lower my weapon and head toward it, glancing over the options until I pull a bottle down, unscrewing the top. 

      I gesture to the floor where Castro settles himself with a hopeful yet wary, watchful gaze that follows my every move. And then I sit with the monster I’m meant to kill as I pass him the bottle of wine. 

      “Tell me about yourself.”
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CASTRO

        

      

    

    
      Time seems to bend and reshape itself around us. Minutes feel like days, and yet an hour seems to pass in a blink. We share the bottle of wine between us as we talk, and with each moment that passes I become more entranced by the woman who should have already killed me. 

      I watch Layla carefully as she recounts a tale from one of her many travels. She’s so expressive with her hands. They back up her rich and raspy voice like a dance, fluttering when she swears. Her full lips are curved into a smile, her rich brown eyes looking off into the shadows as she recounts her memories. A lock of her hair that’s escaped from her ponytail keeps falling to graze across her cheek, and every so often she guides it behind her ear, though it always frees itself eventually. I’d give anything to feel its softness, to examine the many hues of blonde within that simple strand. 

      “You’ve done so many incredible things,” I say, trying to keep my voice from sounding as spellbound as I feel. “You’ve been so many places. I’ve never left my colony until five days ago. Honestly, I’m happy I even made it this far.” 

      “I still don’t get why Tingletown specifically. There are other colonies of your kind, and other monster-friendly towns that must be closer to your home than Tingletown,” Layla says as she pushes herself up from the dirt floor. She winces and rubs her right leg with her palm, and I notice the hitch in her step as she walks to the shelf to grab a second bottle of wine.

      “There’s just nowhere else quite like it, where all sorts of beings live together harmoniously. Another Lizard colony would have been more of the same. And I’ve never really been…” I trail off and glance at Layla as she raises a brow in a request for me to continue. I dart my gaze away, feeling heat infuse the scales on my cheeks. “I’ve never really been…attracted…to my own kind.” 

      Realization dawns on Layla’s face as she limps toward me and sits down on the old blankets we’ve laid out, unscrewing the cap on the bottle. I think I see a hint of pink rise in her skin, and it makes my cocks ache with a sudden pang of need. “Ah, I see. That makes sense. I’ve heard of a few places like that in my travels. But they’re rare.” She takes a drink from the bottle before passing it to me. A long and heavy silence descends within the cool, humid air. “So…you’ve never been with a Lizardwoman?” 

      I shake my head before I gulp down some wine. “Not a human either.” 

      “Oh…so you’re…” Layla doesn’t finish her sentence, noticeably swallowing as she trains her gaze away to the shadows. 

      “I’m a virgin,” I finish for her with a fleeting, teasing smile as I pass back the bottle of wine. The color brightens on Layla’s cheeks again, this time skirting down her neck to dip beneath her collar. What I wouldn’t give to taste her skin there, to discover if it’s as soft as it looks, to run my forked tongue over her bottom lip. She’s exactly the kind of woman I would have wanted to be with, if I was lucky enough to have her notice me. Someone strong, and smart, and capable. Beautiful. Soft. Human. 

      My reptilian instincts to breed with this human woman seem to flood my head and swirl in my blood as Layla’s legs shift under the scrutiny of my lingering gaze. I pick up an unfamiliar scent with her movement. Something sweet, but fleeting. 

      “I didn’t think I’d die a virgin, but here we are, I guess,” I say as I force myself to calm the pulse thrumming in my chest. 

      A humorless laugh floats past Layla’s lips. She makes no move to grip the gun she holstered at her side a while ago, seemingly still content to sit on the floor with me. “Yeah, I guess.” 

      “Have you ever been with a creature, Layla?” 

      There’s a brief shiver in her arms. She likes when I say her name. The sweet smell is back, stronger than before. “No,” she replies. “Only humans.” 

      “Have you ever wanted to?”

      “I’ve never had the opportunity.” 

      “But have you ever wanted to, Layla?” 

      Layla shivers again. Her breath seems shallower and she turns her gaze toward me. Our eyes lock, fusing together as though welded. I don’t think I could break away if I tried. That sweetness descends between us, something almost floral, and with it my own pheromones rise to greet it. It dawns on me then. I’m smelling her arousal. And my own is answering to match it. 

      “What is that smell?” Layla whispers, her eyes dropping to my mouth as she shifts her legs again. “It’s so…rich.” 

      “Answer my question and I’ll answer yours,” I say, another swell of instinct drowning my surprise at my own forwardness. 

      An unsteady breath passes in a thin stream through Layla’s pursed lips. “It’s not that I’m opposed. It’s that I have specific tastes that I don’t know monsters would be into. So many of you seem to battle amongst yourselves for supremacy, and I like to dominate.” 

      Oh. 

      Ohhh. 

      My cocks definitely like the sound of that.

      I clear my throat, trying to think of anything but Layla’s arousal perfuming the air. My cock in my neck pouch stirs and I duck my head a little in the hopes of keeping the movement hidden. What I can’t hide, however, is the scent of my own desire rising around us. It’s vibrant and intoxicating, like smouldering oils from rare trees and the nectar of flowers from another realm. “You think no one of my kind would like to be…dominated?” 

      Layla takes a long sip from the bottle of wine. “I don’t know,” she says, boldly tying her gaze to mine, her pupils blowing wide in her unblinking eyes. “Would you?” 

      “Ask me again what the scent is,” I reply, my voice deeper than before, husky and raw with desire. 

      It feels like this moment hangs on a precipice, like all the seconds of my life have led me here, to a choice that lays in the hands of this woman. 

      Time grinds to a halt. 

      Layla could break the spell growing around us. She could shake her head, blow out a deep breath, and stand. She could take out her gun and train its barrel to my forehead, reciting the law that permits her to take my life for being a monster out of its place in this world that was never meant to be ours. She could kill me and move on to the next job, the next creature, and live her human life the way she wants to. 

      Layla’s eyes don’t leave mine. She swallows, and when she speaks, it’s little more than a whisper caught in the gritty warmth of her rasp. 

      “What’s the scent, Castro?” she asks, and I know that whatever happens next, I’ll never be the same.
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LAYLA

        

      

    

    
      Desire. 

      I never knew it had a scent. Sex, yes. The slickness of arousal, yes. But the emotion of desire? 

      I never knew.

      And I never knew what a forked tongue would feel like against my own. Not until today. 

      It’s thin, but long and agile. Castro’s tongue caresses mine and the two tines of its split end explore my mouth in a tickling caress. The heady scent of Castro’s desire blossoms, so thick I feel as though I could touch it. His tongue continues its explorations as his scaled hands tentatively skirt across my skin. 

      “Harder,” I instruct as I pull my lips from his and place his hand over my breast. He does as instructed and firms his grip on my flesh, a low, rumbling purr emanating from his chest. 

      “I want to taste your skin,” Castro whispers as his tongue follows the line of my jaw.

      “You’re not in a position to make requests,” I reply, pushing his face away. His eyes find mine with a wary, worried expression until I lift the hem of my shirt and pull it over my head. I unhook my bra and slide the straps down my shoulders as Castro’s reptilian eyes fix to my breasts. My hand wraps around the nape of his neck as I guide his mouth to my nipple. “But I feel like letting it slide. Now suck.” 

      Castro does as instructed, suckling on my flesh, pulling more and more of my breast into his mouth with a moan that ricochets against my ribs. 

      “Swirl your tongue around my nipple,” I demand as I remove my leg holster and undo the button of my jeans with my free hand, lifting my hips to shimmy them down my legs. Again, Castro is willing and enthusiastic, using his smooth, forked tongue to tease my nipple into a firm bud. When I’m ready, I guide him to my other breast to receive the same attention. He sucks and swirls as he kneads the other one and grazes my flesh with his black claws. 

      “Have you ever fucked someone with your tongue, Castro?” I whisper. The scent of arousal floods my nostrils. I feel Castro’s muscles tighten as he continues worshipping my breasts. My irritation flares the longer the moment of silence drags on. “Answer me.” 

      Castro pulls away and meets my eyes, shaking his head. “No, Layla. This is the first time I’ve ever touched a woman. And I want you to teach me what to do.” 

      Oh.

      My. 

      God. 

      When he said he’d never been with a Lizardwoman, I thought he’d done at least something with one. But he hasn’t. He’s a blank slate. A colourless canvas. I can shape him, mold him. 

      I can defile him. 

      “Tear my panties off with your teeth and then I’ll tell you exactly what I want you to do,” I demand. 

      With one bite of his needle-sharp teeth and a vicious tug, the elastic waistband snaps and the black cotton is in ribbons.  

      “Okay…that was pretty hot.” I say, my voice coming out as little more than a breathy wisp of sound. A shred of fabric hangs from Castro’s fangs, a feral hunger burning in his eyes. I pull the remnants of my panties from his teeth and toss them to the floor before I start guiding him to the apex of my thighs. When he’s centered between my legs, he watches with keen interest as my finger swirls over my clit. “Now used that forked tongue of yours right here, like I’m doing with my finger.”

      Castro descends between my thighs and licks a long, slow drag of his tongue across my clit, sending a tingling wave of desire washing through my nerves. His tongue begins to swirl and flutter, the thin split ends flickering like a rapid vibration. It sends bursts of sensation through my sensitive bundle of nerves, and my back arches with the intense pleasure of Castro’s unusual touch. I moan and writhe, wanting to chase my release but wanting to draw the pleasure out longer. 

      “Is this okay?” Castro stops to ask when I moan a second time and bite my wrist to stifle the sound of my need. I glance down at him and go completely still. 

      “What is that?” I ask, pointing to Castro’s face, or more specifically, the cock that’s emerging from the seam in the pouch beneath his chin. 

      “My secondary cock,” he replies in a low voice. Castro looks almost sheepish, ducking his head as though I won’t be able to see it. Which…good luck. It’s fucking huge. The rounded head is covered in small, soft spikes, tapering to a long, almost translucent shaft covered with a spiraling row of purple filaments that flutter as though they’re tiny creatures with their own desires. 

      If that’s his secondary cock, what’s the first one like?..

      Shit. I’m not sure if the other one will be bigger, but I do know I want this one to stretch and fill my aching pussy. Right now. 

      “You need to fuck me with that. Immediately,” I say. Castro swallows, the filaments on the spiral of his cock flickering at my words. “I don’t know what kind of monster jizz you’re carrying around with you, but I’m clean and on birth control.”

      Castro looks at my pussy, the dampness of my need slipping down the crack of my ass. “Are you sure it’s going to fit?” he asks, not taking his eyes from my pulsing sex.

      “It’ll fit, Castro. Trust me.” 

      Castro swallows again as though trying to trap his uncertainty in his throat. I reach down and wrap my hand around his cock, sliding over the large but pliant crown, the soft spikes tickling my palm. My core clenches imagining what that might feel like against the walls of my pussy. Castro shudders, pressing his eyes shut with a moan as a bead of precum slips from the head. I pump down his shaft and back up again until Castro opens his eyes and meets my gaze with a look of desperation that gives him a wild, reptilian beauty. 

      “If it feels this good now, imagine how much better it will be when you enter my cunt,” I whisper. When Castro finally gives a shaky nod, I guide the head of his cock to my entrance. “Take it slow.”

      Castro’s secondary cock settles against me, and I encourage him to keep pushing by stroking the soft scales of his muscular arm. The pressure builds with delicious heat until finally his cockhead pops into my pussy, filling the entrance of my channel with warmth. Castro lets out a hissing moan through his clenched teeth and he seems unable to move, resting within me as his breathing becomes ragged. 

      “Gods above,” he grits out, sliding a little deeper, just a bit at a time. “You feel incredible.”

      “Just wait until you start thrusting,” I say with a chuckle that sets off the purr in his chest. The vibration of it seems to flow up into his sex, sending the filaments fluttering against my inner walls as I moan. Castro keeps pushing in until he’s fully seated, his scaled chin flush against my clit. I hiss a string of obscenities and fist the blankets with sweating palms.

      “Is this okay? I don’t want to hurt you,” Castro whispers, his breath warming my skin. 

      “You’re not. Trust me, I can take it.”

      “What should I do next?” 

      With every word he forms, the cock buried in my pussy moves against my walls, a subtle shifting that sets my blood on fire. I resist the urge to groan, knowing he needs me to guide him with clear instruction so that his first time is worthwhile. A pang of guilt hits my heart as I realize this first time might be his last, but I swallow it down as he repeats his question and the flexible spikes of his cock stroke my G-spot. 

      “Pull back and push in,” I say, and he starts to pick up a ginger, rhythmic motion, pulling out and pushing back in just an inch or two at a time, “Good, Castro. That feels really good.” 

      I look down at his face between my legs, his secondary cock sliding in as he gives me an unsure but relieved smile. I reach down and grip a fistful of his hair, guiding him in longer, deeper strokes. 

      “Like this?” Castro asks, his voice gaining a little steadiness as his confidence grows. 

      “Yes. Now go harder and harder until you fill me with your fucking monster cum. And use that tongue on my clit while you’re at it,” I reply, and then I tilt my head back with a gasp as he does exactly what I demand of him. 

      The pace remains slow at first, and Castro shudders with the new sensation of filling me with his sex. The bulbous head of his cock slides to my entrance and pushes in again, burying so deep he touches places I’ve never been touched, even by the biggest human men I’ve been with. The soft spikes on the crown drag across my walls with every stroke, and the filaments caress me in their wake with soft, fluttering touches. Castro’s forked tongue worships my clit, swirling and lapping, sometimes dipping toward my entrance to slide through my arousal before coming back again to tease out my pleasure. 

      But the languid pace doesn't last. 

      An animalistic need takes over. I feel the tension in Castro’s taut muscles wherever they touch mine. His purr becomes a growl that rumbles in the depths of his chest as his strokes become thrusts and his feral nature takes over. 

      And then he’s pounding into me, railing me into the ground. 

      Castro hooks his hands beneath my thighs and raises my ass from the floor, hitting as deep as he can with every punishing stroke. His tongue flickers against my clit and my orgasm starts to take hold, warming my core with an explosion of sparks and turning my limbs boneless, my mind blank. My pussy clenches around Castro’s cock as I come apart under waves of drowning, consuming pleasure, and he roars my name as a torrent of cum fills my sex with liquid heat. He doesn’t stop pumping, even when his body shudders uncontrollably, even when his grip loosens around my legs. Still he slides and pumps and fills me, and my first orgasm subsides only to come again in a second one, even stronger than before. My back arches and I cry out and still he thrusts, and he doesn’t stop until I’m so filled with his cum that it’s dripping down my ass and pooling on the blankets below me. 

      When it finally stops and we’re both little more than raging heartbeats and ragged breaths, Castro pulls out to rest beside me, caressing my skin with his scaled fingers as his secondary cock gradually slips back into his seam. His claws rake across my arm, but never hard enough to draw blood. They shift a tickling pattern over my skin, my goosebumps rising to meet every touch. 

      “You taste so sweet,” he whispers, a single claw trailing a line down my arm and back up again. “I never knew a human would be so delicious.”

      I say nothing, losing myself to thoughts of what Castro’s monster cum might taste like as his touch slows, dragging across my shoulder to follow the line of my collarbone. My pussy clenches. Even though I’m still full of his spend and I’ve just had two intense orgasms, I want more. In fact, it feels like I need it, a need that goes beyond my control. And as Castro’s claw trails down my chest to circle my tightening nipple, I think I’m not the only one who feels that way. 

      The smell of desire ignites in the air, the mysterious scents of rare and precious oils, of night blooming flowers. I take in a deep, shuddering breath. 

      “So, if that was your secondary cock…what’s the first one like?”
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      “That’s gonna be a tight fit,” Layla says as I kneel before her. She’s staring at my primary cock with a look of both hunger and wariness. 

      She likes it, my inner voice says. 

      Yeah, and she’s also supposed to kill you, so shouldn’t you be more worried about getting out of here than whether or not she likes your dick? my other, rational inner voice says. 

      Probably…but also no. 

      As much as the sliver of logical thought and self-preservation might be right, I know I’m not going anywhere. There is nothing I want more than to bury my cock as deep as I can in this glorious woman’s beautiful cunt, to fill her with my cum until her belly is bulging with it, until every reptile in a twenty mile radius can smell that I’ve mated with her. 

      I swallow, trying to suppress the purr that’s growing deeper and louder in my chest. The bonding purr. 

      I’ve chosen my mate. Layla the Exterminator is my female. I would lay down my life for hers. I would follow her to the ends of the Earth. She is my queen, my master, and I will worship her, unworthy of her care and attention but grateful for it all the same. And if she doesn’t want me? Then I’ll keep my distance, just enough to remain unseen while close enough that I can make sure she has what she needs. Always. 

      Maybe I’m fucked. But mostly, I don’t care. Getting trapped in this basement might just be the best thing that’s ever happened to me, even if she changes her mind and kills me. 

      I cough and try to dislodge the rumble in my chest. It doesn’t work, but Layla seems to either not notice or not care. Her eyes are still riveted to my primary cock. 

      “What is the huge bulge…thing…?” she asks, waving a hand toward my shaft where it’s swollen in the center, a wave of rippling motion undulating across its surface as the breeding filaments react to her interest. 

      “My knot,” I explain. “It will expand further and tie us together until I’ve expelled all my seed into you.” 

      “Seed…right…let’s just bypass that word choice for now and go to the expanding part. It gets bigger?..” 

      I nod, feeling a twinge of dismay. I don’t want to hurt Layla. The thought of doing so makes my stomach twist with discomfort. But I also want to bury myself so deeply in my chosen mate that I don’t know where I end and she begins. 

      “We don’t have to do this, Layla,” I say, and she shivers again as her name falls from my tongue. I can’t help but smile at her reaction to my words, wanting to use her name again and again as she comes undone around my cock. My purr grows louder and I run my palm down her thigh in an effort to distract myself from this intense wave of desire. “I don’t want to do anything that would hurt you, not ever.” My hand continues down to Layla’s lower leg and she jerks it away just as I feel the uneven texture of scarred skin beneath my palm. “Layla?..” 

      “I’m sorry,” she whispers as I grasp her ankle and turn her leg toward the light. A heavy sigh passes her lips and I feel the sorrow in just a burst of air. “I promise you won’t do anything that would hurt worse than that.” 

      Breath flees my lungs as I take in the healed damage, and close to it a more recent wound that’s raised and red, like an angry, itchy sting. A large section of her calf is gone, straight down to the bone, the skin over the missing muscle puckered and darker than the rest of her leg. It looks as though something bit into her and took what it claimed for a meal. 

      And I know exactly the kind of creature that would do that. 

      “A demon?” I ask, my purr turning to a low, gravelly growl as I trace the edges of the healed wound, not wanting to get too close and cause her more pain. 

      “Yes. The reason I’m no longer in the Guild.” 

      Every cell in my body demands that I hunt the creature down and rip its limbs off with my teeth for hurting my mate. “Where? When? I will find it. I’ll hunt it down and I’ll rip off its leg and I’ll shove it up the creature’s—”

      “No, you won’t,” Layla says with a quiet chuckle as her hand curls around my forearm. “I already killed it. And as for shoving anything anywhere…”

      Layla tugs on my forearm until I let go of her leg to hover over her, the tip of my primary cock nudging her slick entrance. I dip my head to look down between us, hardly able to believe this moment and all the ones with Layla before it are truly real. 

      “Like I said, you won’t hurt me, and even if you do it’ll be the kind of pain I’m telling you that I want. Now give me that enormous cock and tell me how much you want to fuck me. Tell me every filthy thought in your head.” 

      I press a little harder to Layla’s entrance, sliding just the tip of my cockhead into her pussy as I groan. The spikes on the end rub against her flesh, sending a tingling warmth through my shaft and into my sac. I try to keep my breathing even. I don’t want to fill my knot before I’ve even gotten close to trying to push it in, and I’m still not convinced it will fit. The reptilian side of my brain hungers to whisper indecent things to this woman, to claim her, but the man in me holds him back.

      And Layla knows it. 

      “More,” she pants, wrapping her hands around my biceps and digging her fingers in until her small human nails press little crescents into my scales. “Don’t you want to fuck me?” 

      I swallow down a snarl. “More than anything,” I say as I press a little harder, more of the crown sliding into her slick heat. “I want to fuck you until you’re screaming, until the only word you remember is my name.” 

      Layla fights to still herself as I push in a little further, almost to the widest girth of the head. Her chest trembles against mine. Maybe her mind will never let herself feel our bond the way I already do, but her heart feels the truth of it. It sings to me through skin and scale. “If you want me,” she says, as though she can hear every thought that ricochets in my mind, “then tell me.” 

      I surge forward and the crown of my cock slides into Layla’s tight pussy as she lets out a delicious cry that sends my growl rumbling. The filaments on my cock dance with anticipation as I push in a little bit at a time, getting closer to the bulge that’s wider than the crown and already expanding. 

      “I want to thrust into you until you beg me for release,” I whisper. I drag my tongue across the salty sweat glistening on her cheek. “I want to grow inside you until I’m lodged so deep in your tight pussy that you can’t even breathe without coming. I want you to fill you up until your belly swells with my cum at the same time as you’re sucking it down your throat.” 

      “Yes,” Layla moans as I push in to the edge of my knot. “Yes, yes, yes.”

      With every breathy moan Layla makes, my reptilian need consumes me until all that’s left is the mindless craving to fuck this goddess in every way she demands.

      “Take it, Layla,” I whisper as I lean in close, letting my breath fan across her neck. Her back arches from the floor as I shift my hips and start to work my knot into her. I grip her waist with one hand as I run my other palm across her breast, kneading it with the pressure I already know she likes, the give of her soft flesh burned into my memory. “Let me in.” 

      “More,” she rasps, whimpering when I push more of my engorged shaft into her. When I try to go still and let her adjust, she squirms closer, letting me know that’s not what she wants. 

      “You’re so fucking tight, but I know you can take it. You will take it. Just let me in.”  

      “Yes, Castro. Give me your knot. Fucking fill me.”

      “Yessssss Layla,” my reptilian voice hisses across her skin. “You are mine.”  

      I roar Layla’s name as I twist my hips and shunt the rest of my knot into her channel with a final, brutal thrust. She cries out and shudders against the cage of my limbs. My forehead drops to her shoulder, the sweetness of her skin flooding every breath I take like an inescapable tide. 

      “You welcomed me,” I whisper, the awe in my voice raw and undisguised. My kiss against her shoulder lingers, rich with gratitude for this woman who is fierce and strong but who is sharing a side of herself that’s both tender and unguarded. She demands, but she gives. She mentors, and I am so eager to learn. 

      Layla’s hands follow the pattern of scales up my trembling arms, across my shuddering back, caressing the ridges of plated armor that follow my spine. She pants in shallow breaths and tilts her lips toward my ear. “I didn’t say you could stop,” her raspy whisper taunts. “I said to fucking fill me.” 

      I growl as I start to glide as much as my knot will allow, the tight fit of her channel enveloping me in rapturous heat. Layla clutches to me as a string of encouragement dances from her lips to take up residence in my chest, branding my heart with the burning kiss of both pride and pleasure. My knot expands, gripped by Layla’s cunt until I can barely move with even the most vicious thrust. Layla’s head tilts back as my tail whips through the dust beside us and she reaches out to touch it before turning a wicked smile in my direction. 

      “What can it do?” she asks as her fingers trace along my tail tip. Her eyes glimmer in the dim light, fixed to mine in a daring challenge. My tail slices away, cutting into the shadows before thrashing back to coil across Layla’s throat. She gasps, her pulse humming through my spiral of scales. 

      “What can it not do, Layla?” 

      Her exhale is a thin, sweet stream of air between her pursed lips. She thinks I could squeeze and deprive her quivering lungs of air. Maybe she’s regretting her choice not to kill me as soon as she descended those basement steps that she’d never be able to reach now if I all but tightened my grip. 

      But what she doesn’t know is that I can’t. Even trying to imagine what it would be like to want to kill her pushes the bile into my throat. 

      I belong to Layla. I will do anything she asks. I’ll play her dangerous games. I’ll rise to her challenges, I’ll mold to fit her hidden desires. But I’ll never truly harm her. 

      In fact, I’ll disembowel anyone who even dreams it. 

      I growl as my tail tightens around her throat, just enough to put pressure on every breath but not enough to hurt. Her pulse climbs until she realizes I don’t want to take it further than the illusion of fear and pain. 

      “More,” she says, folding her hand over the coil at her throat as she tilts her hips, trying to take my knot deeper. Her gaze lands on the slit beneath my chin where my secondary cock stirs within the seam. “Give me more.” 

      Gods of the realms. If this woman is the one to kill me, it will be the best death I could ever hope for. 

      My secondary cock pushes through the seam in my neck, expanding to graze against my chin as it progresses closer to Layla’s swollen, delicious lips. She runs her tongue across them as her eyes follow the bead of precum that gathers on the engorged head. Layla’s eyes meet mine again when the flexible spikes on the head of my cock slide into the warmth of her open mouth, and her wicked wink nearly unravels me. 

      She seals her lips around my shaft, hollows her cheeks, and sucks.

      “Layla…” I groan as she glides her tongue over the filaments that spiral down my shaft. She reaches a hand up to grip the back of my neck, forcing me to thrust in deeper until my cock bottoms out at the back of her throat. “Gods, Layla…”

      I thrust as pleasure consumes me and Layla moans with approval. My entire body undulates with sensation, my knot swelling in her channel and my other cock buried to the back of her throat. She takes it all like she can’t get enough, and the sounds of her sucking and her little moans push me to the edge of oblivion. My knot expands to the point where I can’t move within her any longer. I don’t know what magic she’s used to bewitch me, but she’s unleashed the creature at the heart of my shadows, and he’s scratching at my scales with the need to whisper his secrets into the dark. To take everything he never thought he’d have. To claim her.

      “I’m going to fill you, woman,” I say, tightening my coil around Layla’s throat as she whimpers and shudders. Her pussy clenches around my cock. Her most intimate muscles grip me and pulse, and I know she’s starting to come undone. “I’m going to sssspill into you until your belly sssswells beneath me.”

      I rake my claws across the silky skin of Layla’s stomach and her back arches from the floor, her eyes watering as I thrust my secondary cock within the slippery heat of her mouth. My tongue slides through the salty tears lining her temple and dampening her hair. Layla’s desperate moan sends a vibration through the shaft that sets fire to every nerve in my body. 

      “Ssssso beautiful as you come apart for a monssssster,” I whisper. 

      The balls buried within the seam of my neck pouch clench, hot cum shooting through my cock to flood Layla’s throat. Her eyes widen with surprise and then she swallows greedily. The sight of her drinking me down sets off the even stronger orgasm in my primary cock. Lightning dances up my spine and nearly blinds me. Lights spark in the darkness that eats the edges of my vision. I spill into Layla as her mouth unwraps from my other cock to scream my name. 

      Layla’s pussy grips my cock as she writhes through a second orgasm. It seems to pull me in, her body desperate to take every drop I can give. The cum pulses into the depths of her womb, surging in a torrent of hot spurts that might never end. I lose the power in my shaking arms as my release continues, dropping to my forearms, framing Layla’s face as I bury my nose into the scent of her hair. My tail loosens its hold around her delicate neck and slides away beneath her fingertips as her touch flows down its ridges of scales in a gentle caress. It takes a long moment of ragged, shallow breaths before my heart calms enough that I can lean back to look at her tear-streaked face, my cock still shooting ropes of cum into her pussy. 

      “It tastes like grenadine. Like a Shirley Temple,” Layla says as her little pink tongue travels the length of her lower lip. “Delicious.”

      I groan as my knot seems to vibrate as another surge spills into her, my secondary cock already retreating into its pouch. “I’m never going to be able to stop if you keep talking like that.” Layla giggles and the bewitching sound of her delight only causes more to release. “Or laughing.”

      “How long do we stay like this?” Layla asks. She shifts a little beneath me and then moans as the filaments stroke her inner walls. 

      “It takes as long as it takes. It could be half an hour, it could be much longer.”

      Layla’s eyes dart around the shadows of the basement before landing on mine. She smiles, and for the first time, I think she might look a little nervous. “What do we do until then?” 

      Bare our secrets. 

      Share our souls.

      Fall in love. 

      All the words I wish I could say, all the things I feel, they die on my tongue. Instead I smile, and Layla’s anxiety seems to lessen as her gaze fuses to mine. 

      “Maybe we just exist while we can,” I say, and try not to think about what happens next.
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      It takes an hour and four more orgasms before Castro’s knot loosens enough that I can finally shimmy free. When I do, there’s a gush of liquid heat that erupts from my core, soaking the blanket beneath me. 

      “I hope my birth control withstands Lizardman sperm, because that’s a lot of monster cum,” I say as Castro backs away, offering a hand to help me sit. Gravity pulls another whoosh of cum from between my thighs.

      “There has never been a recorded hybrid, not even in a place like Tingletown,” Castro says with confidence. He pretends not to watch as I try to demurely wait out the flood of Lizardman jizz that rushes from my pussy, until I finally give up any hope of looking anything but messy. I wonder if this cum tastes the same as it does from his chin dick? I’m about to make a joke about it when I meet his eyes for just a flash before he looks away, but even in an instant I can see every emotion buried within their seams of gold. Longing. Desire. Fear. And worst of all, resignation. 

      “You sound like you’ve been looking into it.” 

      Castro shrugs, keeping his expression turned to the shadows as he pulls on his pants. “Maybe a little.” 

      “Just a little?” I tease, but he still doesn’t look at me. 

      “Okay, maybe a lot.” 

      Castro turns away and starts rummaging in boxes, letting out a hum of approval as he finds a roll of paper towel. He unwinds several sheets and is about to tear them free when his gaze lands on my thighs, and then unrolls another ten more sheets. He hands the wad of paper towel to me then settles on just giving me the rest of the roll. With little more than a fleeting smile, Castro turns away and gathers the empty and half-drunk bottles of wine, taking them behind the furnace where he had been hiding to leave them on the floor. I clean the mess between my legs as I watch Castro gather my clothes.

      “Thank you,” I say as he kneels down next to me and passes me my clothing that I gather in my arms and clutch to my chest. 

      “No, Layla.” Castro stares at the ruined flesh of my leg for a moment long enough to ignite the rage in his eyes. He swallows and his expression turns sorrowful, that resignation returning to steal the light from the golden flecks in his scales. “Thank you. Thank you for giving me something I never thought I’d have. It was beautiful. And I’m so grateful.”

      I try to calm the blush that floods my cheeks. “It was my pleasure,” I say, a smirk playing on my lips as I set the rest of my belongings to the side and pull my bra straps up my shoulders. “I’m not sure the family will be so appreciative though, we’ve kind of fucked their blanket. I hope it’s not some kind of family heirloom.” 

      “I think you should be more worried about finding a plausible excuse for why it took more than ten minutes to kill an unarmed Lizardman. Your best options will probably be to say you were checking the rest of the grounds for others, just in case.” Castro turns away before he can see the dismay settle in my skin. Does he think I’m the kind of person who would just fuck a guy to turn around and shoot him heartlessly? He really believes I would just exterminate him after this? All in the name of some stupid job that I’ve been at for three whole days, and I don’t even enjoy doing? 

      “I know a decade of demon-hunting can stain a soul in darkness, but I didn’t think I came off that cold,” I say with a bitter edge as I pull my shirt over my head.  

      Castro wheels around, anger flaring in the vertical slits of his eyes. “I won’t do anything to jeopardize you, Layla. Never.” He drops to one knee, as though he’s proposing something romantic and not a tragedy. Castro opens his hand, the holstered gun resting in his scaled palm. “I’m not saying this because I think you have no feelings or that you’re cold-hearted. I’m saying that if you don’t exterminate me, you’ll lose your job. There will be an investigation. They’ll know you broke the law, because I broke the law and you let me go. I can’t do that to you.”

      I swallow, Castro watching the movement of it with both desire and anguish. “Why not?” I whisper, my voice strained. “Why wouldn’t you just leave? What do you care if I get in trouble?” 

      Castro reaches out and traces a line down my face, his claw the most delicate whisper against my skin. “Because to me, Layla, you are…” he trails off, my eyes stinging, my throat burning. “You are precious. You are my mate, Layla. I can’t let anyone bring harm to you. Especially me.”

      My hands are numb as Castro pulls the gun from the holster, placing the cool metal on my palm. He curls my fingers around it until my index lays on the trigger, and then he stands. 

      “It’s okay,” he says, forcing a melancholy smile. “I’m not angry. I’m ready to go now.”

      I stare down at the weapon for a long moment, willing the unexpected tears to evaporate before they can fall. My legs shake as I rise to my feet, my knuckles bleaching as I clutch the familiar weight of a weapon. “You’re ready to go now?” I repeat as I point the barrel of the gun at Castro’s heart. We stare at one another, that smile etched unerringly on Castro’s face as though he’s trying to impart his strength into me. 

      I take a deep breath. 

      I release the clip on the magazine and throw it and the gun across the floor.

      “Excellent. If you’re ready to go, then get in the fucking van, idiot. And bring my fucking pants. Boots too.” I start marching up the stairs, stomping with more force than is necessary, relishing the bite of pain in my damaged leg. “And the goddamn gun too,” I toss over my shoulder. “We’re probably going to need it.” 

      “Layla… Layla!”

      I hear Castro scrambling in the basement as I push the door open with enough force that it slams shut behind me. Then I wait with my arms crossed, pantsless and fuming next to the van. Castro rushes out from the cellar a moment later with my belongings gathered in his arms, panting as though he’s just run a marathon. 

      “Layla, what are you doing?” Castro asks as I pull the boots from his grip and start putting them on, not bothering with the jeans.

      “I’m taking you to Tingletown. What does it look like you obtuse, double-dicked motherfucker?”

      “Like you’re throwing your life away for a creature who doesn’t belong here.” 

      I let out a growl and pull open the passenger door of the van before I turn back to the stunned Lizardman, yanking the rest of my belongings from his grip to toss them inside. When I face him once more, I invade his space, the faint scent of desire wafting between us to ignite my veins. Castro looks down at me with the smallest shard of hope piercing through his shocked expression.

      “Shut up, you infuriating, sexy, two-dick monster,” I say, punctuating every word with a poke of my pointer finger to the muscled wall of Castro’s chest. “You said you wanted another life, another chance. You risked everything for a shot at Tingletown. Well guess what, Scales. I want another life too. And maybe I want to find it with you.”

      Castro gasps, the purring sound starting up from the depths of his chest. His eyes soften as his gaze flows over my face. “Layla, I–” 

      “Stop. Talking. I’m super pissed right now and I need to hang on to that so we can have angry sex as soon as we find someplace safe to stop tonight.” 

      “Are you…kidnapping me?” 

      “Damn straight I am,” I say as I stomp to the driver’s side of the van. “And you’re going to play all Stockholm Syndrome and we’re going to have super hot, Shirley Temple-flavored kidnap sex games, so get in the fucking van.” 

      I glance over the hood of the vehicle and meet Castro’s eyes, my heart melting even though I won’t let it show. But I think he still sees it, the embers of excitement and happiness burning in the hidden corners of my chest. Castro gives me a bright smile, the joy shimmering in every fleck of gold buried in those midnight scales.

      We get in the van and leave the farmhouse behind, shedding our old lives like discarded scales. Before long, we’re headed to the one safe haven in a land riddled with demons and nightmares, fears and suspicion. 

      A sanctuary. 

      Tingletown.
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      I try my best to look on the brightest, shiniest, most glittery side of life, but being a limp-dick unicorn is about as much fun as eating salted cotton candy. 

      It flurking sucks. 

      I’ve tried everything to keep my horn stiff. I’ve rubbed it in mud and let it bake in the sun. I’ve made a brace out of twigs and woven grasses. I even journeyed to a magical mountain to beg a witch to fix me. That…didn’t go well. I woke up the next day with a nasty headache and a horn that was still as floppy as the day I stepped in her smelly, dark cavern. Plus, I think she might have taken a kidney. 

      I sigh as I look at my reflection in the lake, my limp horn hanging loose against the left side of my face like a spiral forelock. None of the other unicorns want to bump cloud puffs with me, and for good reason. Horns are a turn-on among our kind. The bigger, the sparklier, the more colorful your horn, the better. Unfortunately for me, I’m the only one I’ve ever seen with a flaccid, floppy horn. Unicorns are some of the kindest creatures you’ll ever meet, so it’s not like the others are mean to me, but the pity in their faces still hurts. 

      I close my eyes and wish on every holy cake pop that I could fix whatever is wrong with me. I have so much love to give, so much joy. If someone could just look past my weakness, they’d see how kind I am. I would give everything to make a mate happy, even if my horn never shows what I feel in my heart. My gratitude would outshine its dull surface. My loyalty and dedication and love would stand more strong and solid than any horn ever could. If only someone would take a chance and see me. 

      Another deep sigh leaves my nostrils and stirs my reflection on the surface of the lake as I lie on the shore. My eyes drift closed and I’m nearly asleep when I hear a woman’s voice in the distance, and then a man’s. 

      “...as good a place as any,” the woman says, and I look to where the shoreline curves around and opens to a small, crescent-shaped beach. A stunning woman appears, as beautiful as an angel, her long, blonde hair tied back, one strand falling free from behind her ear as she bends down to lay a blanket on the beach. She sets down a cooler and kneels next to it as she begins pulling food from its depths. 

      “Are you sure we’ll be safe here?” the male voice asks. I gasp as a striking Lizardman comes into view, his dark scales shimmering with glittering gold that catches the sun. He places a hand on the woman’s shoulder and she smiles up at him from where she kneels. His eyes scan the distant shore of the lake, his tongue flicking to taste the air, his expression growing puzzled. 

      My heart races. I feel something stir within me, like a vibration. 

      “Yeah, why? Something wrong?” the woman asks. The Lizardman takes a step toward the beach and the woman’s movement slows until she stills, her gaze following after him. “Castro?..” 

      “I…I’m not sure…” His tongues darts out again as his gaze falls across the lake. 

      Flick flick. Flick flick.

      My blood heats, singeing my veins as it all seems to travel toward my forehead. 

      “It smells like…vanilla. Like vanilla frosting.” 

      Flick flick. 

      I draw in a breath that catches in my lungs. I don’t even realize what’s happening until the woman speaks. 

      “Do you hear that? It sounds like…a music box.”

      Their eyes both find mine where I’m crouched on the shore as my song grows louder, flowing across the water toward them. 

      Oh holy swizzle sticks. 

      My mating call seems to catch on a sudden breeze as I rise to my feet, the tinkling music dancing between me and this pair of strangers.

      My horn stirs for the first time.

      Maybe unicorns wishes do come true after all…
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