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Prologue: Awakening

The dream came again.

Glowing symbols floated in darkness, ancient patterns that made no sense yet felt familiar. They pulsed with a rhythm that matched my heartbeat, steady and insistent, like they were trying to tell me something important. I reached for them, my fingers passing through light that somehow felt warm, tangible in a way that defied the logic of dreams.

A voice whispered something I couldn’t quite hear. Female, I thought. Or maybe not. The sound existed at the edge of comprehension, tantalizingly close to meaning.

The symbols rearranged themselves. For one breathless moment, they almost formed words. Almost became readable. Almost made sense.

Then I woke with a gasp, sheets twisted around my legs like I’d been fighting in my sleep. Again. Third time this week, and the dreams were getting more vivid each time.

My apartment was small, cluttered with textbooks I should have been studying for finals, empty coffee cups I should have thrown away, and currently occupied by seven cats. None of them were mine.

The orange tabby on my pillow stretched luxuriously, its back arching in that boneless way cats have perfected over millennia. The black one curled at my feet opened one eye, decided I wasn’t interesting enough to stay awake for, and went back to sleep with a dismissive flick of its tail. Three more had arranged themselves on my desk chair like a furry throne of judgment. Two had claimed my laptop bag, making it impossible to grab without disturbing them.

“I really need to figure out how you keep getting in,” I muttered, swinging my legs out of bed and rubbing the sleep from my eyes.

The orange tabby meowed and headbutted my hand, demanding attention that I was apparently required to provide. I scratched behind its ears automatically, earning a purr that seemed disproportionately loud for an animal its size.

My name is Taven Greycliffe. I’m nineteen years old, perpetually broke from paying tuition at a state college I can barely afford, and apparently running an unauthorized cat sanctuary. Animals have always been drawn to me. Dogs that growl at everyone else lick my hand like I’m covered in bacon grease. Birds land on my shoulder like I’m a Disney princess with significantly worse fashion sense. Squirrels follow me on campus, and I’m pretty sure one of them has claimed me as its personal property.

But cats are the worst. Or best, depending on your perspective.

I’d tried everything to stop the invasions. Closed windows. Locked doors. Moving twice, to apartments with no ground-floor access. It didn’t matter. Cats found me. Cats chose me. Cats made themselves at home in my space like they owned it and I was just the warm body they tolerated for petting purposes.

My roommate had lasted three weeks before transferring to a different dorm. Something about allergies, though I suspect the constant invasion of felines played a larger role than he admitted.

I scratched the orange tabby behind the ears and was rewarded with a rumbling purr that vibrated through my hand. “At least you’re not subtle about wanting things.”

The cat looked at me with knowing eyes. Amber, bright, somehow too intelligent for a normal animal. It slow-blinked at me, which I’d read somewhere was cat for affection, then hopped off the bed and padded toward the window.

The fire escape. That’s how they were getting in. The latch didn’t quite seal properly, and the local feline population had apparently figured out how to push it open. Another thing I couldn’t afford to fix.

Twenty minutes later, I’d showered, dressed in clean jeans and a t-shirt that didn’t smell like cat, and evicted most of my visitors through the fire escape they’d apparently been using as their personal entrance. The black one refused to leave. She sat on my windowsill, tail flicking, watching me with an intensity that felt almost human.

“Fine. Guard the place.” I grabbed my bag, carefully extracting it from under the two sleepers who’d claimed it. “I’ll be back after work.”

The black cat blinked slowly at me, which I’d learned was cat for either “I acknowledge your existence” or “I will murder you in your sleep.” Context was everything with cats.

The walk to my evening shift at the campus bookstore took me through a residential neighborhood that felt quieter than usual. October wind scattered dead leaves across cracked sidewalks. Street lights flickered on as dusk painted the sky in bruised purples and fading oranges. The air had that crisp autumn bite that made you want to walk faster, hands shoved in pockets, head down against the chill.

I was thinking about the dream. The symbols. Why did they feel so familiar? I’d never studied ancient languages or mystical patterns. I was a business major, for god’s sake. The most exotic symbols I encountered were accounting abbreviations.

But every night this week, I’d dreamed of those floating patterns. Every night, they’d seemed more real, more urgent, like they were trying to tell me something important. And every morning, I woke up with the frustrating sense that I’d almost understood, that meaning had been right there at the edge of my consciousness, tantalizingly close.

I didn’t notice the world tear apart until the screaming started.

One moment, reality was normal. Quiet street. Fading daylight. The distant sound of traffic and a dog barking somewhere blocks away. The next, a crack split the air itself, a wound in existence that bled black and crimson light. The noise it made was like glass grinding against bone, a sound that shouldn’t exist, that made my teeth ache and my eyes water.

Something came through.

My first thought was “wrong.” Not dangerous, not scary, though it was absolutely both of those things. Wrong. Like looking at a word spelled backward or a face with the eyes in the wrong places. The creature was vaguely canine, roughly the size of a motorcycle, and entirely made of corruption given form. Its body flickered between solid and smoke, never quite settling on one state. Where it stepped, the sidewalk turned gray and brittle, concrete crumbling into dust that smelled like dead things.

People ran. A woman screamed somewhere to my left, high and terrified. A car swerved and crashed into a fire hydrant, sending water geysering into the air in a spray that caught the dying light and turned it into fragments of rainbow. Someone was shouting for help. Someone else was crying.

I should have run. Any sane person would have run.

The creature turned toward me.

Its eyes, if you could call them eyes, were holes in reality. Pits of absolute darkness that pulled at the light around them, creating halos of distortion. They fixed on me with an intelligence that made my skin crawl. This thing wasn’t just a monster. It was thinking. Evaluating. And somehow, impossibly, it recognized me.

It didn’t move like a predator spotting prey. It moved like something finally finding what it had been looking for.

A little girl stood frozen in the creature’s path. Maybe eight years old. Pink backpack. Pigtails. Tears streaming down her face as she stared at something her brain couldn’t process. Her mother was running toward her, screaming her daughter’s name, but she was too far away. She wouldn’t make it in time.

I didn’t think. I just moved.

Scooping the girl up, I threw both of us behind a parked car as the creature lunged. Its claws shredded the space where we’d been standing, leaving trails of gray decay in the air that hung there like scars on reality. The sound it made was somewhere between a roar and a scream, vibrating at frequencies that felt like they were drilling into my skull.

“Run,” I told the girl, setting her on her feet and pointing toward her mother. “Find your parents. Go now.”

She ran. Smart kid. Didn’t look back, didn’t hesitate, just bolted toward the safety of her mother’s arms. I saw them connect, saw the woman sweep her daughter up and keep running, and felt a moment of relief that was immediately replaced by the realization that I was now alone with a nightmare made flesh.

The creature circled the car, that wrong body rippling like heat mirages. I grabbed the only weapon available, a piece of broken metal from the car’s side mirror, and felt instantly stupid. What was I going to do, give corruption an uncomfortable scratch?

It studied me. I could feel its attention like a physical weight, pressing down on my shoulders, making it hard to breathe. Those void-eyes held something that might have been curiosity, if curiosity could be horrifying.

Then it lunged.

Something inside me snapped.

Not broke. Not shattered. Snapped like a rubber band pulled past its limit, releasing energy I didn’t know I’d been storing my entire life. The dream symbols exploded across my vision, no longer floating in darkness but overlaid on reality itself, glowing patterns that seared themselves into my sight and pulsed with that same heartbeat rhythm.

My body moved without my input. I dodged left, rolled under the creature’s swipe, and came up in a stance I’d never been taught. The metal in my hand suddenly felt like it belonged there, like it was an extension of my arm rather than a piece of salvage. My heartbeat steadied. My fear crystallized into something colder. Clearer. More focused.

I could see the creature’s movements before they happened. Not prediction, not luck. Knowledge. Like I’d fought this thing a thousand times and knew exactly what it would do next.

The creature hesitated. Its attack stuttered, momentum bleeding away as it stared at me with something that looked almost like confusion.

“What the hell,” I managed.

The wound in reality tore wider. Light poured through, golden and warm and utterly different from the crimson darkness of the creature’s arrival. Three figures leaped through, silhouettes against impossible brightness that resolved into…

Women. Sort of. Three women in combat gear that looked like it belonged in a fantasy movie, tight leather that clung to every curve like a second skin. They moved with predatory grace that made Olympic athletes look clumsy in comparison, their bodies flowing through the air like deadly dancers.

Long legs. Narrow waists. Generous chests straining against fitted bodices that pushed their breasts up and together. The leather hugged their asses, creaked with every fluid motion, left nothing to imagination and everything to want. Even mid-combat, even with a nightmare creature dissolving behind them, my cock stirred. My mouth went dry.

My brain short-circuited between terror and arousal in ways I’d process later. Much later. Preferably alone.

They carried weapons, real weapons, blades and staves that crackled with contained energy in colors that shouldn’t exist.

And they had ears. Cat ears. Pointed, furred, and very definitely not human, rising from hair in colors no normal dye could achieve. Tails emerged from the small of their backs, sleek and mobile, curving over hips that swayed with each movement, the appendages expressing independent intelligence that suggested they were as much limbs as extensions of their impossibly attractive bodies.

One of them, silver-furred ears atop iron-gray hair, met my eyes while the other two engaged the creature. Her tail, also silver with darker tips, flicked behind her with what I’d later learn was intense interest.

“Handler bloodline,” she said, her voice crisp and authoritative. “Active. Fresh awakening.”

I had no idea what those words meant.

The creature screamed as one of the other women drove a blade through its core. It dissolved into black mist that dissipated like morning fog, leaving only gray stains on the pavement where it had been. The corruption was already fading, reality reasserting itself, but those stains would be there for a long time.

“Confirmed Blight Spawn. Class Two. Neutralized.” The speaker was younger, petite but perfectly proportioned, orange tabby ears perked forward with obvious interest. Her hyperactive tail swished behind a compact, firm ass that her combat leathers gripped like a jealous lover. Perky tits strained against her fitted vest. A strip of toned midriff showed between vest and low-slung pants.

She looked at me with bright amber eyes that sparkled with curiosity, full lips curving into a smile that made my pulse skip. “Oh, he’s cute.”

“Focus, Brightpaw.”

“I’m focused. I can be focused and have eyes, Captain.” She grinned at me, tail swishing faster, the movement drawing my gaze down her tight waist to those hips that seemed to sway even when standing still. “You handled yourself pretty well for someone who’s never done this before. That dodge was actually impressive.”

The third member of their squad cleaned her blade without looking at me. Black-furred ears, sharp and pointed, framed a face that was all fierce angles and challenging beauty. Her sleek tail was held deliberately still behind athletic thighs that her combat leathers did nothing to hide. Her posture radiated disinterest, but I caught her tail’s quick flick toward me before she deliberately stilled it.

The silver-furred leader approached me, her movements deliberate, assessing. Up close, she was striking in a way that had nothing to do with conventional beauty. Sharp features. Eyes that had seen things I couldn’t imagine. A body that moved with the economy of someone who knew exactly how dangerous she could be.

“You’re coming with us,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

“I don’t even know what just happened.” I gestured at the fading stains on the pavement, at the reality-wound that was slowly sealing itself shut. “That thing. You. The ears. None of this makes sense.”

“Your bloodline awakened. That creature was hunting you, specifically. There will be more.” Her tail curled once, a gesture that felt significant. “You can die here, alone, confused, waiting for the next attack. Or you can come with us and learn what you are.”

“What I am?”

“A Handler.” She said it like the word should mean something. “A very unusual one, from the feel of your resonance. But explanations can wait until we’re somewhere safe.”

The orange-eared one bounced on her heels, seemingly incapable of standing still. “Say yes. Please say yes. You have no idea how boring the trip back is without something interesting to talk about. And you’re definitely interesting.”

“Brightpaw.”

“What? I’m being welcoming. Hospitality. It’s important for first impressions.”

I looked at the gray stains on the pavement. At the wound in reality, which was slowly sealing itself but still wrong enough to make my eyes water when I looked directly at it. At three catgirl warriors standing in the middle of a suburban street like they did this every Tuesday.

The symbols still flickered at the edges of my vision. Whatever had woken up inside me wasn’t going back to sleep. I could feel it now, a new awareness humming beneath my skin, like I’d been given an extra sense I didn’t yet know how to use.

“Okay,” I heard myself say. “But someone’s going to need to explain the ears. And the tails. And the glowing weapons. And what a Handler is. And why that thing was hunting me specifically.”

The black-eared one snorted. Almost a laugh. Her tail betrayed her again with a quick wag before she suppressed it.

“Adorable,” she muttered. “He thinks the ears are the strange part.”

“Sera.” The silver-furred leader’s voice carried warning.

“What? He’ll learn.” The black-eared one, Sera apparently, sheathed her blade with practiced ease. “They all learn.”

The leader gestured, and reality tore open again. This time the light on the other side was golden, warm, inviting in a way the creature’s arrival hadn’t been. I could smell something through the opening, fresh air and unfamiliar flowers and something else, something magical that made the new sense beneath my skin hum with recognition.

“I’m Captain Silvana,” the leader said. “Retrieval Squad Seven. Welcome to the first day of your new life, Handler.”

I stepped through the portal.

The world changed.

Where there had been suburban streets and flickering streetlights and the distant sound of sirens responding to the chaos, now there was impossible beauty. A campus spread before me under a sky that held three moons, each a different color: silver, gold, and pale rose. Classical architecture mixed with structures that seemed grown rather than built, organic curves meeting precise stonework in combinations that shouldn’t work but did. Towers of pale stone rose against the starlit sky. Gardens glowed with bioluminescence in a rainbow of colors.

And everywhere, everywhere, movement.

Catgirls.

Hundreds of them. Walking in groups, hips swaying with unconscious grace, tails curling and swishing behind curves that ranged from athletic to generous. Training on distant fields in tight workout gear that left little to imagination, bodies glistening with exertion. Flying on crystalline platforms that hummed with contained power, their forms silhouetted against the triple moons. Cat ears in every color imaginable, from pure white to jet black to impossible patterns that looked like living art. Tails that expressed emotions their faces kept hidden, swishing and curling and lashing with a vocabulary I couldn’t begin to interpret.

They were beautiful. Stunningly, impossibly beautiful in ways that made my mouth go dry. Long legs and narrow waists. Breasts that strained against casual tunics and combat leathers alike. Asses that swayed with every step, tails drawing the eye to curves that seemed designed to torment. Beautiful in their confidence, their grace, their obvious power. These weren’t decorative creatures. These were warriors, predators, dangerous in ways I could sense even without understanding.

And every single one of them was gorgeous enough to make my heart stutter.

My brain tried to process. Failed. Tried again.

“This is Felidae Academy,” Captain Silvana said. “Hidden realm of Aethoria. Training ground for our kind and the Handlers who bond with us.”

“Your kind being…”

“The Felaren. Warrior-daughters of the goddess Felara.” Her tail flicked with what might have been amusement. “You’d call us catgirls.”

“Catgirls.” I tested the word. “That’s really what you’re called?”

“It’s a translation. Our actual name doesn’t have an equivalent in your language.” The orange-eared one, Brightpaw, materialized at my elbow. Up close, she was even more striking. Petite, barely reaching my shoulder, but perfectly proportioned. Her copper-orange bob framed a face full of playful energy, and those bright amber eyes held mischief that promised trouble. The cropped top she wore under her combat vest showed a strip of sun-kissed midriff, and I tried very hard not to notice how her perky breasts pressed against the tight fabric.

“I’m Kira, by the way. Kira Brightpaw. Scout class. And before you ask, yes, my ears are natural, yes, I can move them independently, and yes, they’re sensitive, so don’t pull.”

“I wasn’t going to pull your ears.”

“You’d be surprised how many new Handlers try.” She grinned, tail swishing behind her in a way that made her hips sway hypnotically. “It’s cute. In a very annoying way.”

Her tail wrapped briefly around my wrist, soft fur sliding against my skin in a gesture that felt far more intimate than it probably should have. Quick contact, then release, but I felt a tingle where she’d touched me, warmth spreading up my arm.

The black-eared warrior, Sera, walked past without introducing herself. Even in dismissal, she moved like a predator, athletic hips rolling with each stride, her sleek black tail held deliberately still behind a tight, muscular ass. Her combat leathers were damp with sweat from the fight, clinging to her warrior’s body in ways that made it impossible not to notice the toned curves beneath.

“Don’t mind Sera,” Kira stage-whispered, not quietly enough. “She’s like that with everyone. Especially Handlers.”

“Why especially Handlers?”

Something flickered in Kira’s amber eyes. “That’s her story to tell. When she’s ready. If she’s ever ready.” She brightened again, the moment of seriousness passing. “Come on. Let’s get you processed before Quillon has a fit about unregistered bloodlines wandering her campus.”

Captain Silvana led us through the campus toward a central building that radiated authority. Catgirls we passed stared at me with expressions ranging from curiosity to suspicion to what I was fairly sure was hunger. They came in every shape and size. Tall, willowy mages in flowing robes that somehow still showed off their figures. Athletic fighters in tight training gear, muscles gleaming with sweat. Curvy scholars carrying books against generous chests. Their ears and tails moved in patterns that clearly meant something, a language I couldn’t read, but their eyes spoke volumes I understood perfectly well.

They were checking me out. And not being subtle about it.

Two of them exchanged a rapid series of tail flicks and ear tilts while looking at me. Both wore casual tunics that had slipped off one shoulder, exposing smooth skin. Their tails curled together briefly before they burst into laughter that sounded surprisingly human.

“What did they say?” I asked Kira.

“Oh, nothing important.” Her grin suggested otherwise. “Just commenting on your… potential.”

“That’s not reassuring.”

“Wasn’t meant to be.” She winked, tail swishing happily, her hips brushing against mine as we walked.

We entered the central building, a place of vaulted ceilings and floating lights that moved like lazy fireflies. A severe-looking catgirl behind a massive desk looked up from a pile of papers, her dull brown ears flat with what appeared to be perpetual irritation.

“Retrieval Squad Seven,” Captain Silvana reported. “One awakened Handler, active bloodline. Standard intake required.”

The desk catgirl’s eyes narrowed as she looked me over. Her tail, a muddy brown that matched her ears, was perfectly still. “Another one. As if we don’t have enough paperwork.” She shuffled forms with obvious displeasure. “Name?”

“Taven Greycliffe.”

She wrote it down, quill scratching across paper. “Prior Handler training?”

“I didn’t know Handlers existed until about half an hour ago.”

“Allergies, disabilities, dietary restrictions?”

“No, no, and I’ll eat pretty much anything.”

“Religious objections to bonding rituals?”

“I don’t even know what bonding rituals are.”

Her quill scratched relentlessly across forms. “That’s a no. Sexual history?”

I choked. “Excuse me?”

“Relevant to bonding potential. Answer the question.” Her tone suggested this was exactly as awkward for everyone and she had zero sympathy for my discomfort.

“I don’t see how that’s any of your…”

“Virgin. Marking it down.” Her ears didn’t move. Her face didn’t change. But I could have sworn she was enjoying my discomfort just a little. “Room assignment will be Night Den, Handler wing. Aptitude testing in the morning. Report to my office at seventh bell.” She stamped something with unnecessary force. “Next.”

“That’s Registrar Quillon,” Kira whispered as we were herded away. “Don’t take it personally. She’s like that with everyone. It’s kind of her thing.”

“She asked about my sex life.”

“Standard form. Trust me, that’s the least invasive question you’ll get asked this week.” She paused at a junction of corridors, considering. “Hungry? The dining hall’s still open, and you look like you could use some food after almost dying and discovering magic is real.”

“Magic is real?”

“Obviously.” She gestured at the floating lights, at the catgirls walking past with tails that moved like they had minds of their own. “Did you think the ears were prosthetics?”

I hadn’t thought about it. I’d been too busy processing everything else.

“Food,” I decided. “Food sounds good.”

The dining hall was chaos organized into rows. Long tables filled with catgirls eating, talking, and communicating in that tail-and-ear language I couldn’t understand. The noise level was substantial, but not unpleasant. Like a family gathering where everyone actually liked each other.

And my eyes didn’t know where to look. So they looked everywhere.

At the redhead stretching on a nearby bench, arms above her head, back arched, her thin tunic riding up to expose a toned stomach and the underswell of braless tits. At the pair of brunettes sharing a dessert, licking cream from their fingers with pink tongues, their tails intertwined beneath the table. At the athletic blonde still glistening from training, her sports top dark with sweat, clinging to heavy breasts that rose and fell with each breath.

Catgirls lounged in various states of undress. Cropped tops. Short shorts. Tunics that had slipped off shoulders to bare smooth skin. One group wore what looked like sleepwear, silk that clung to every curve, nipples visibly hard in the cooler evening air. Their tails swished lazily as they ate, wrapping around cups, flicking at friends, occasionally curling around their own thighs in ways that drew my gaze exactly where they wanted it.

A group of athletic types laughed at something, their tits bouncing with the motion. One threw her head back, exposing a long throat, and I watched the vibration travel down to her generous chest. Another table held scholars, glasses and thick sweaters that somehow still showed off curves that made concentration impossible. One of them caught me looking and slowly, deliberately, uncrossed and recrossed her legs, her tail curling with amusement.

I was surrounded by hundreds of impossibly attractive catgirls. My cock was half-hard in my jeans. I was trying very hard to look at literally anything else.

I was failing spectacularly.

Kira loaded a plate for me with foods I didn’t recognize but that smelled incredible. She bent over the serving counter, taking her time, her short shorts riding up to reveal the bottom curve of her compact ass. The fabric stretched tight across firm cheeks. Her tail swished happily, drawing my gaze up and down her petite frame. Up to where her cropped top had ridden up, exposing the smooth arch of her lower back. Down to where those shorts left her toned thighs completely bare.

“You’re staring,” she said without looking back. Her tail curled with obvious satisfaction.

“I’m not.”

“You are. At my ass. It’s fine.” She turned with my plate, grinning, and I forced my eyes up to her face. “Everyone stares at first. You’ll get used to it. Eventually. Maybe.” Her amber eyes flicked down to my jeans, then back up. “Or maybe not.”

We found a quiet corner, and I ate while she explained the basics of this impossible world.

The realm was called Aethoria. Hidden from the mundane world, accessible only through portals that responded to specific bloodlines. The Felaren, catgirls, had lived here for millennia, created by their goddess Felara to protect the realm from corruption.

The corruption was called the Blight. It had existed in some form forever, but three centuries ago, it had gotten much worse. A war had been fought. A tyrant had risen and fallen. And the dying curse of that tyrant had transformed the Blight into something active, aggressive, constantly pushing at the barriers between realms.

Handlers were rare humans who could bond with Felaren, amplifying their power and fighting the Blight together. The bloodline was uncommon, dormant in most who carried it. It awakened under stress, usually Blight exposure, which explained why that creature had attacked me.

“It triggered your awakening,” Kira said. “And then it recognized what you were becoming. Blight Spawn are drawn to Handler bloodlines. We’re not sure why. Something about the resonance.”

“Resonance?”

“The energy that lets us bond. It’s complicated.” She stole a roll from my plate, grinning. “You’ll learn. We have classes and everything.”

After dinner, she walked me to Night Den, a residential building that felt warmer than the others. The sign above the door showed a sleeping cat curled around a crescent moon.

“Handler quarters on the third floor, last door on the right. Breakfast is at sixth bell.” She squeezed my hand briefly. “Sleep well, Taven. You’re going to need it.”

“Kira.” I caught her before she bounced away. “Thank you. For being welcoming. For explaining things. For not treating me like I’m automatically dangerous.”

Her expression softened. Something flickered in those amber eyes that I couldn’t quite read. She stepped closer, close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from her petite body, smell something citrusy and clean that seemed to be her natural scent.

“Multi-bonders have a reputation,” she said quietly. “A bad one. People are going to assume things about you. Judge you before they know you.” Her tail curled around her ankle, then unwound and brushed against my calf. “But I’ve seen how you move. Heard how you talk. You’re not what they’ll think you are.”

“Multi-bonder?”

“Your bloodline resonance. It’s… unusual. The Captain noticed it immediately.” She hesitated, her ears flattening slightly with what might have been concern. “Multiple-bond capacity. Very rare. Very dangerous, historically. But also very powerful, if used right.”

“Dangerous how?”

“That’s a conversation for tomorrow. After testing.”

She rose on her toes, closing the distance between us. Her perky tits pressed against my chest, soft and warm through thin fabric. I could feel her nipples, hard points against my shirt. Her hips tilted forward, brushing against my thigh. Her tail wrapped around my calf, fur sliding against skin, anchoring herself to me.

She kissed my cheek. Her lips were soft, warm, lingering a breath longer than necessary. Close enough that I could smell her, citrus and warmth and something underneath that made my blood run hot. Her breath ghosted across my ear.

“Sleep,” she murmured. “Tomorrow is going to be big.”

When she pulled back, her amber eyes held a heat that had nothing to do with anger. They dropped to my lips. Lingered. Then lower, to where my jeans had become distinctly uncomfortable.

Her tail unwound slowly, deliberately, sliding up my calf before releasing.

She disappeared into the night with a spring in her step that made her ass bounce enticingly, tail swishing behind her like a hypnotist’s pendulum. I watched until she rounded a corner, her hips swaying with every step, and even then I kept watching the empty path.

My cock throbbed against my jeans. This was going to be a problem.

I found my room on the third floor. Small but comfortable. Bed with an odd gap at the foot that I realized was designed for tails. Desk. Window looking out over the moonlit campus with its three impossible moons.

A text notification pulsed in my vision, appearing from nowhere, glowing letters that hung in the air:

[Handler Bloodline Awakened] [Objective: Report to Registrar’s Annex … Morning Testing]

I stared at it until it faded.

“Okay,” I said to no one. “That’s definitely new.”

The dreams came again that night. The symbols. The voice. Closer now, clearer, almost comprehensible.

And for the first time, I reached back.


Chapter 1: Registration and Revelation

Morning came with unfamiliar light and the sound of bells I didn’t recognize.

The three moons had set while I slept, replaced by a sun that seemed slightly larger than the one I’d grown up with, casting golden light through my window in a shade that felt warmer than Earth’s sunlight. The bells were somewhere between wind chimes and church bells, a pleasant tone that I suspected was designed to wake people gently.

I’d slept poorly, dreams filled with those same floating symbols, now more vivid than ever. They’d arranged themselves into patterns that almost formed words before dissolving, like a language I’d once known but forgotten. Twice I’d woken reaching for something that wasn’t there, my hand closing on empty air while those glowing patterns faded from my vision.

The room looked less surreal by daylight. Stone walls that absorbed the golden light instead of reflecting it. Simple furniture made from a dark wood I didn’t recognize. That strange gap at the foot of the bed that I now realized was designed for tails. The entire academy was built around accommodating features I didn’t have, and I wondered how many small details I was missing because my brain kept trying to map this place onto Earth buildings.

Someone knocked. Three quick raps, then a pause, then two more.

I opened the door to find Kira bouncing on her heels, her orange tabby ears perked forward and tail swishing behind her with what seemed like her default state of enthusiasm. She was dressed in what I assumed was casual clothing for Felaren: a cropped top that left her toned midriff bare, the fabric stretching tight across her perky breasts with each bounce. Her short shorts hugged her hips and showed off the tight curves of her ass, and thigh-high boots accentuated dancer’s legs that seemed to go on forever despite her petite frame.

My brain helpfully noted that I could see the faint outline of her nipples through the thin fabric of her top.

I told my brain to shut up. It didn’t listen.

“You’re awake! Great. Breakfast first, then the Registrar’s Annex.” She grabbed my wrist and started pulling me toward the door, the motion making her chest bounce in ways that were extremely distracting. “Come on. The good pastries go fast, and you want to see the dining hall before it gets crowded.”

“I should probably shower first.” I gestured at my rumpled clothes, which were the same ones I’d been wearing when reality tore open yesterday. “And maybe change?”

“No time. You can shower after testing. Trust me, you’ll want to anyway.” Her grin was far too cheerful for whatever that implied. “Move it, Handler boy. The morning bells don’t wait.”

She half-dragged me through the corridors of Night Den, which I now had a chance to appreciate in daylight. The building was warm in both temperature and aesthetic, with rounded corners and soft lighting and furniture that had those distinctive gaps and holes I was learning to recognize. Several catgirls were already awake, padding through the common areas with coffee cups and yawns.

And apparently, morning casual wear was even more revealing than I’d expected.

One catgirl with white-furred ears stretched luxuriously near the hearth, arms above her head, back arched. Her thin sleep shirt rode up to reveal a toned stomach, the fabric pulling tight across heavy braless tits. I could see the dark circles of her nipples through the white cotton. Her tail arched behind her, drawing my gaze down to where the shirt barely covered the curve of her generous ass.

Another, black-eared and sleepy-eyed, lounged in an alcove wearing nothing but an oversized shirt that had slipped off one shoulder, exposing smooth skin and the upper swell of her breast. Her bare legs were curled beneath her, creamy thighs on full display. She caught me looking and slow-blinked, her tail curling lazily.

A pair of athletic types walked past in sports bras and tiny shorts, their bodies still glistening from morning training. Sweat traced lines down toned stomachs, disappeared into waistbands. Their breasts bounced with each step, contained but barely. Muscles moved beneath sun-kissed skin as their tails swished behind firm, round asses.

My brain was having a very confusing morning. My cock was having an even more confusing one.

They noticed me. All of them noticed me. Ears swiveling, tails going still or twitching depending on the individual, eyes tracking me as Kira pulled me toward the exit. More than a few of those looks lingered on places that made me acutely aware I was wearing yesterday’s rumpled clothes. I caught fragments of conversation:

“That’s the one from yesterday?”

“Multi-bond capacity. Can you imagine?”

“Quillon’s going to have a fit.”

“Cute, though.”

Kira seemed oblivious to the attention, or maybe just used to it. Her tail wrapped possessively around my wrist as we walked, a gesture that felt like it meant something in the body language I couldn’t read.

The dining hall was chaos.

Long tables filled with catgirls of every description, ears and tails creating a constantly shifting landscape of color and motion. The noise level suggested a hundred conversations happening simultaneously, most of them apparently conducted through ear tilts and tail movements I couldn’t begin to interpret. The air smelled of fresh bread and something sweet and unfamiliar spices.

I saw black-furred ears and sleek tails attached to athletic bodies in combat gear. White-furred rounded ears and fluffy tails that knotted with nervous energy, above curves hidden under thick sweaters that somehow still hinted at generous shapes beneath. Gray tufted ears held perfectly still over an elegant face and hourglass figure. Silver ears attached to mature, stunning faces that watched me with calculating interest, bodies that moved with the confidence of experience.

Orange and calico and spotted patterns I couldn’t name. Petite and curvy and athletic. Breasts that strained against morning tunics, asses that curved perfectly as they bent over their breakfast plates, legs crossed and uncrossed beneath tables in casual displays that seemed designed to torment. Each one beautiful in their own way, each one distinctly catlike and distinctly feminine and distinctly causing problems for my ability to think clearly.

“This is a lot,” I said, and I wasn’t just talking about the crowd.

“You get used to it.” Kira navigated the serving lines with practiced ease, loading plates for both of us while I stood there trying not to stare. “The trick is to not overthink. Your instincts are going to tell you things your brain hasn’t caught up to yet. Trust them.”

“My instincts are telling me I’m surrounded by predators who could kill me without breaking a sweat.”

“See? Good instincts.” She grinned over her shoulder. “Most of them won’t, though. Probably.”

She led me to a table in a quieter corner, sliding into a seat with her tail threading through the gap in the chair back. The movement was so natural, so automatic, that I realized I’d been seeing it all morning without registering it. Every piece of furniture in this place was designed for beings with tails.

I sat down and immediately felt the weirdness of sitting in a chair with a hole I didn’t need.

“You’ll get used to that too,” Kira said, noting my discomfort. “Or we’ll get you furniture from the Handler wing. Some of it’s designed for humans.”

“There’s a Handler wing?”

“About twenty-five of you in the whole Academy. Not counting you.” She pushed a plate toward me. “Eat. You’ll need the energy.”

A willowy catgirl with elegant gray-tufted ears looked directly at me across the room.

She was stunning in a cold, untouchable way that made my chest tight. Ash-gray hair pulled back severely from a face that could have been carved from marble, perfect and expressionless. Her robes were tailored to cling to an elegant hourglass figure: full breasts that pressed against the silk, a slim waist I could span with both hands, hips that curved with mathematical precision beneath fabric that whispered when she moved.

Even sitting perfectly still, she radiated a controlled sensuality that made my throat dry. Her posture was perfect, back straight, chin lifted, but the pose only emphasized how the silk draped over her curves. The hollow of her throat. The shadowed valley of her cleavage. The way her thighs pressed together beneath the table.

Her tail, gray and elegant behind her, twitched once. She looked away immediately, but not before I caught something in her ice-blue eyes that might have been calculation. Or interest. It was hard to tell with ice queens.

“That’s Syrenne,” Kira said, following my gaze. Her tail wrapped tighter around my wrist. “Noble clan. Ice queen. Don’t bother with conversation unless you like frostbite.”

“She looked at me.”

“Everyone’s looking at you. Fresh Handler, multi-bond capacity, and you came in through a Retrieval Squad during a Class Two Blight incursion.” Kira shoved a pastry into my hand. “You’re basically a shiny new toy that might also be a bomb. People are curious.”

“Might be a bomb?”

“Multi-bonders have a history. A bad one. I told you last night.” She took a bite of her own pastry, chewing thoughtfully. “The Tyrant. Three hundred years ago. Enslaved thousands of Felaren through forced bonds. Started a war. Almost destroyed everything.” Her amber eyes met mine. “People are going to look at you and see that. You’ll have to prove them wrong.”

“How?”

“By being different. By building consent-based bonds instead of forced ones. By being the Handler you choose to be, not the one history expects.” Her tail curled around her ankle. “I believe you can do it. I saw how you moved during the attack. How you protected that child. You’re not a tyrant.”

“I don’t feel like a tyrant.”

“Good. Remember that feeling when Corvus shows up.”

“Who’s Corvus?”

Her ears flattened slightly. “Inquisition. Primary hunter assigned to monitor Handler bloodlines. He’s going to be very interested in you.”

Before I could ask more questions, the bells chimed again. Kira immediately started gathering our plates.

“Time. Seventh bell. Quillon’s going to be furious if you’re late, and you really don’t want to start your Academy career on her bad side.”

The Registrar’s Annex was a squat building that radiated bureaucratic hostility. Where the rest of the Academy felt warm and organic, this place was all sharp angles and harsh lighting. It smelled like paper and judgment and ancient resentments.

Inside, it was worse.

Registrar Quillon sat behind her massive desk like a spider waiting for flies, her brown ears flat and her brown tail motionless. Forms were stacked around her in towers that defied physics. She didn’t look up as we entered.

“Greycliffe.” Her quill scratched across paper. “You’re two minutes early.”

“Is that bad?”

“It’s irritating. I expected at least five minutes late. Now my schedule is off.” She finally looked up, her muddy brown eyes evaluating. “Sit. Don’t touch anything.”

I sat. I didn’t touch anything.

Kira tried to follow me toward the testing area. Quillon’s gaze snapped to her with impressive speed.

“This is a private testing session, Scout Brightpaw.”

“I’m providing moral support.”

“You’re providing a distraction. Out.”

“But…”

“Out.” Quillon’s voice didn’t rise, but something in it made Kira’s ears flatten. “Handlers are tested alone. It’s tradition. It’s also protocol. And I have enough paperwork without adding a behavioral incident report for interfering with official procedures.”

Kira’s tail drooped theatrically. “I’ll wait outside,” she told me. “Don’t let her scare you. Her bark is worse than her bite.”

“I don’t bite,” Quillon said flatly. “I file grievances.”

The door closed, leaving me alone with the bureaucratic nightmare that apparently ran Handler intake.

“Standard aptitude battery,” Quillon said, finally giving me her full attention. Her eyes were the same muddy brown as her ears, and just as flat. “Three sections. Bloodline verification, which we’ve already confirmed but need to officially document. Bond capacity measurement. And psychological stability screening.”

“You can measure how stable someone is?”

“No. But the forms require us to ask, and the forms must be completed in full.” She pulled out a crystal sphere roughly the size of a grapefruit, placing it on the desk between us. “Touch this. Don’t move your hand until I tell you.”

I touched it.

The crystal was warm, almost uncomfortably so. Like holding something alive. Light began to pulse within it, soft at first, then brighter. Patterns formed in the glow.

Patterns I recognized.

The dream symbols. The same ones I’d been seeing for weeks, the ones that had exploded across my vision when the Blight Spawn attacked. They swirled inside the crystal, arranging and rearranging themselves like they were trying to communicate something.

Quillon’s ears moved for the first time since I’d met her. Both flattened against her head.

“That’s not supposed to happen,” she said.

“What’s not supposed to happen?”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she pulled out a larger crystal, this one mounted on a stand with intricate runes carved around its base. The runes were glowing faintly, pulsing with the same rhythm as the symbols in the first crystal.

“Touch this one too. Same hand.”

I touched it.

The room exploded with light.

Not literally. The walls didn’t melt, the furniture didn’t catch fire. But the crystal blazed so bright that Quillon threw up a hand to shield her eyes, her chair scraping back from the desk. Symbols I couldn’t read projected onto every surface, scrolling too fast to follow, covering the walls and ceiling and floor in patterns that felt ancient and powerful and deeply wrong.

An alarm I hadn’t noticed before began shrieking, a wailing tone that felt like it was drilling into my skull. Red light flashed from somewhere, emergency protocols activating.

“Remove your hand.”

I removed my hand. The light died. The symbols vanished. The alarm kept going.

Quillon stared at me like I’d just set her desk on fire. Her tail, which had been rigidly controlled this entire time, was fully bristled, puffed up to twice its normal size.

“Wait here,” she said. “Don’t move. Don’t touch anything else.” She practically ran from the room.

I sat there, the alarm still screaming, wondering what the hell had just happened.

The answer came through the door approximately three minutes later.

He was tall. Gray-furred ears that were permanently flattened in what looked like aggression. Steel-gray hair cropped military-short. Eyes that seemed to evaluate, condemn, and dismiss me in a single glance. He wore formal robes with insignia I didn’t recognize, and his presence filled the room like a physical weight.

“Inquisitor Corvus,” Quillon said from behind him. “This is the subject.”

Corvus circled the desk until he was looming over me. His presence was oppressive in a way that had nothing to do with his size. This was a man who’d spent years being dangerous and wanted you to know it.

“Multi-bond capacity,” he said. It wasn’t a question. “Extreme readings. Unprecedented resonance patterns.” His eyes narrowed. “What’s your bloodline?”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Your family. Your parents. Who were they?”

“My mother was a teacher. Elementary school. She died when I was fifteen.” The words came out flat, practiced. “My father left when I was five. I don’t know anything about bloodlines or Handler capacity or any of this. I was a business major until yesterday.”

Something flickered in Corvus’s eyes. Too fast to read. “Convenient ignorance.”

“It’s not convenient. It’s honest.”

“Multi-bonders always claim innocence.” His voice was cold, flat, carrying the weight of absolute certainty. “They always claim they’re different. That they won’t repeat the past.” He leaned closer, and I could smell old leather and metal polish and something bitter underneath. “Three hundred years ago, a Handler just like you made the same claims. His name was Valdris. Do you know what he did?”

“Kira mentioned something about a war.”

“A war.” Corvus’s laugh was humorless. “He enslaved thousands of Felaren. Broke their wills. Used them as weapons and toys until the realm nearly burned. His dying curse created the Blight itself.” The Inquisitor’s hand moved to something at his belt. “And you register higher than any Handler since him. Higher than anyone thought possible.”

“That doesn’t mean I’ll do what he did.”

“History says otherwise.” Corvus straightened. “Registrar Quillon. Prepare containment documentation. This one goes to isolation facilities pending tribunal.”

“No.”

The voice came from the doorway. Female, authoritative, carrying the kind of power that didn’t need to shout.

Headmistress Sylara stepped into the office like she owned it.

She was striking in a way that transcended beauty: silver-white hair perfectly styled, not a strand out of place, framing a face that had aged into something commanding rather than diminished. Pale gold eyes that missed nothing. Lines at the corners of her eyes and mouth only added character, wisdom, the weight of decades of authority.

Her formal robes cost more than everything I’d owned on Earth combined, but they couldn’t hide the mature curves beneath. Full breasts that had grown more generous with age, straining against silk that had been tailored to accommodate them. A waist that tapered elegantly despite her years. Hips that swayed with each deliberate step, wider than a younger woman’s, announcing every movement with a sensuality that came from absolute confidence.

This was a woman who’d been beautiful her whole life and had long since stopped caring what anyone thought about it. The kind of beauty that made younger men uncomfortable and older men ache.

Her tail moved with deliberate grace, each motion precise and meaningful. Her ears, silver-furred and elegant, were held perfectly still in an expression of absolute authority. Even Corvus seemed diminished in her presence.

“Inquisitor Corvus.” Her tone was polite steel. “I wasn’t aware tribunals fell under your jurisdiction.”

“Multi-bond capacity this extreme requires immediate containment. Protocol seventeen, section…”

“Protocol seventeen requires proven threat. Not potential threat. Not concerning readings. Proven.” Sylara’s gaze was steady. “What has this young man actually done?”

“His capacity alone…”

“Is not a crime. Not yet.” She turned to me, studying my face with an intensity that made Corvus’s scrutiny feel casual. “Taven Greycliffe. Are you planning to enslave anyone today?”

“What? No.”

“Wonderful. There’s your threat assessment.” She looked back at Corvus with the kind of smile that had edges sharp enough to draw blood. “The Academy will exercise its authority under the Academic Observation Protocol. Standard supervised integration. Thirty days to demonstrate that his bonds are consensual and his intentions are benign.”

“Headmistress, with respect…”

“That is my decision, Inquisitor. You’re welcome to observe. You’re welcome to document. But you will not remove a student from my academy without due process, and you will not invoke protocols designed for active threats against a boy who’s been conscious for one day.”

The tension in the room could have cut glass.

Corvus’s jaw worked. His hand flexed near his belt. For a moment, I genuinely thought he might try something violent. His whole body vibrated with restrained fury.

Then he smiled. It didn’t reach his eyes. It didn’t even try.

“Thirty days, then. I’ll be watching.” He looked at me one last time, and there was something almost personal in his hatred. Something that went beyond professional paranoia. “Greycliffe. Remember that name, Headmistress. You’ll be saying it at the next tribunal when we discuss how this facility failed the realm.”

He swept out, military-precise, rage barely contained.

The alarm finally stopped.

Quillon was staring at Headmistress Sylara with something that might have been admiration, quickly suppressed. “The paperwork for Academic Observation is extensive.”

“Then you’d better start. Night Den assignment, Pack Stray status, standard training track.” Sylara’s tail curled once, satisfied. “And Registrar? Do try not to scare the poor boy any more than necessary. He’s had quite a morning.”

She turned to me. Her expression softened slightly.

“Walk with me, Mr. Greycliffe. I believe we have much to discuss.”

The walk across campus with Headmistress Sylara was surreal.

Catgirls who’d been chatting fell silent as we passed. Ears swiveled toward us. Tails stilled. Every eye tracked us with interest that ranged from curious to hungry.

I was acutely aware of being evaluated by dozens of beautiful women. Petite scouts with tight asses in combat leathers. Athletic warriors whose muscles gleamed with training sweat, breasts bound by sports wraps that left nothing to imagination. Curvy scholars whose robes had slipped open to reveal generous cleavage, books pressed against soft chests.

One group of catgirls in tight training gear stopped mid-stretch, their postures frozen in ways that showed off every curve. A redhead was bent at the waist, her ass pointing directly at us, tail raised. A blonde had her arms above her head, tits straining against sweat-darkened fabric. They watched us pass with open curiosity, ears forward, tails swishing.

I kept my eyes on the path ahead. Mostly. It was hard to ignore the feast of feminine beauty surrounding me on all sides.

“You’re rather famous already,” Sylara observed, her hips swaying with each graceful step. “Alarms in the Registrar’s Annex haven’t gone off in decades. Everyone will be wondering what the new Handler did.”

“Set off some crystals?”

“Demonstrated capacity that hasn’t been seen since before the Tyrant Wars.” Her tone was conversational, like we were discussing weather. “The testing apparatus was designed to measure bond potential on a scale of one to fifty. Most Handlers register between ten and twenty. Exceptional ones might reach thirty.”

“What did I register?”

“The crystal couldn’t calculate it. The number exceeded its parameters.” She glanced at me, and there was something in her expression I couldn’t quite read. “The last time that happened was three centuries ago.”

I stopped walking. Sylara paused, looking back at me with patient expectation.

“So Corvus was right? I’m some kind of monster?”

“Corvus sees monsters everywhere he looks. It’s what makes him useful to the Inquisition, and what makes him dangerous to everyone else.” Sylara’s tail moved slowly, thoughtfully. “What he sees in you is potential. The potential for great harm, yes. But also potential for something else.”

“Which is?”

“That remains to be seen.” She started walking again. “The Multi-Bond Treaty was established after Valdris’s defeat. It outlaws forced bonding. It outlaws multi-bonding. But here’s the nuance that zealots like Corvus always miss: the treaty was written to prevent abuse, not to eliminate the ability itself.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning that if you can demonstrate your bonds are consensual, chosen freely by both parties, you might be the first Handler in three centuries to prove that multi-bonding doesn’t have to be tyranny.” She glanced at me. “The realm could use that kind of proof. The Blight is waking. Old threats are stirring. We need Handlers more than ever, and we’re running out of them.”

“No pressure.”

“Quite a lot of pressure, actually.” Her smile was slight but genuine. “But I believe you’re capable of handling it. There’s something different about your resonance patterns. Something that reminds me of the old records, from before Valdris corrupted everything.”

“What kind of something?”

“I’m not certain yet.” We’d arrived at Night Den. Sylara stopped at the entrance. “Thirty days, Mr. Greycliffe. Use them wisely. Train hard. Build bonds with consent. And remember: the Inquisition is watching everything you do.”

“Encouraging.”

“I find honesty more useful than false comfort.” Her tail curled in what might have been amusement. “Welcome to Felidae Academy. I genuinely hope you survive orientation week.”

She walked away, leaving me standing in front of Night Den with a head full of questions and no good answers.

Inside, Kira was waiting. Her tail started wagging the moment she saw me.

A sandy-blond young man I didn’t recognize was already in the common room, lounging in one of the cushioned alcoves. He had that polished aristocratic look, expensive Handler gear with a family crest visible on his shoulder. His blue eyes assessed me with barely concealed jealousy.

“So you’re the one who set off all the alarms.” His voice dripped skepticism. “I’m Calder. Exchange Program. I’ve been here six months and never caused a single incident.”

Before I could respond, a passing catgirl with soft brown ears paused and slow-blinked at me. The gesture was deliberate, her eyes closing slowly and reopening with warmth.

“She looks tired,” I said to Kira. “Should we help her find the infirmary?”

Calder stared at me like I’d grown a second head.

Kira burst out laughing. “That’s a slow-blink! It means she trusts you! Welcomes you!” She was practically crying with mirth. “He thought she was tired!”

The brown-eared catgirl’s expression shifted to amused confusion before she continued on her way, tail swishing.

Calder shook his head slowly. “You’re going to need a lot of help, Greycliffe. A lot.”

Kira was still wiping tears from her eyes when she grabbed my arm, pressing her petite body against my side. Her perky tits molded against my bicep, soft and warm even through fabric. I could feel the hard points of her nipples.

“You lived! I heard the alarms and I was so worried, but then I saw Headmistress Sylara heading toward the Annex, and I knew it would be fine because nobody messes with her, not even Corvus, and…” She stopped, taking in my expression. “How bad?”

“Thirty days to prove I’m not going to become a tyrant.”

“That’s better than containment.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward a cushioned alcove, her hips swaying with purpose. “Come on. Sit. I’ll explain things better now that you’ve survived the official welcome.”

We sat in the alcove, close enough that her thigh pressed against mine, warm through the thin fabric of her shorts. Her tail wrapped around my wrist with what was becoming familiar comfort, soft fur sliding against my skin.

She curled her legs beneath her in that boneless catgirl way, the movement making her short shorts ride up to show smooth golden thighs. So much thigh. The fabric had bunched at her hips, barely covering anything. Her cropped top had shifted during all the bouncing, exposing more of her toned midriff, the lower curves of her tits visible from certain angles.

I tried very hard to focus on her face as she explained everything again. The Tyrant Wars. The Treaty. The Inquisition’s role in hunting potential threats.

Her lips moved. Her eyes sparkled. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath.

I absorbed maybe half of what she said.

“But you’re different,” Kira said firmly when she finished. “I can tell.”

“How?”

“You asked for my name. You thanked me. You didn’t assume.” Her tail squeezed gently. “Valdris never asked permission for anything. He just took. You’re not like that.”

“You met me yesterday.”

“I have good instincts.” Her ears flicked forward, playful. “Also, I may have done some research. Your records from the mundane world are boring. Normal school. Normal jobs. Extremely not-normal number of cats following you around.”

“That’s in my records?”

“Handler bloodlines attract felines. Even dormant ones. The Academy monitors unusual animal behavior in the mundane realm.” She grinned. “You had seventeen cats at your apartment when the Blight Spawn attacked. That’s basically a screaming beacon of Handler potential.”

“It felt like seven.”

“Cats are sneaky.”

I laughed despite everything. Kira’s enthusiasm was hard to resist.

The System notification flickered in my vision:

[Handler Status: Lv1 | XP 0/1,000] [STR 9 | DEX 10 | INT 12 | VIT 10 | CHA 13 | LUCK 11] [Bonds: Kira 0 | Miri 0 | Sera 0 | Syrenne 0 | Luna 0 | Ember 0] [Resonance Shards: 0 | Pack Rank: Stray (Merit 0%)] [Blight Wards: 0/50] [Prove your worth. Build your Pack.]

“Did you see that?” I asked.

“See what?”

“The… stats. Numbers. Floating in my vision.”

“Oh!” She brightened. “Your System interface activated. That’s good. Means your bloodline is fully integrating.” She paused. “Did it show bond numbers?”

“Zeros across the board.”

“We can fix that.” Her tail swished with building excitement, and her ears perked forward in a way I was learning meant interest. Her amber eyes held a heat that had nothing to do with the warm alcove. “Starting with the Trust Chamber tour.”

She pulled me toward the door, her hips swaying with purpose now, tail curling possessively around my wrist. I went, because my life had stopped making sense anyway, and at least Kira seemed to know where she was going.

And because watching her walk in front of me was rapidly becoming one of my favorite activities at this academy.

Thirty days.

I’d survived day one.

Only twenty-nine more to go.


Chapter 2: First Contact

The tour took most of the morning.

Kira was an enthusiastic guide, bouncing from location to location with energy that should have been exhausting to witness but was somehow infectious instead. Her tail swished constantly as she talked, emphasizing points and occasionally wrapping around my wrist when she wanted to drag me somewhere specific.

The training arena came first, a massive complex of sparring circles and weapons racks where catgirl warriors practiced movements that made my awakened bloodline instincts twitch with recognition. I watched a pair of them spar with what looked like practice swords, their bodies flowing through forms that were beautiful and deadly in equal measure. Their tight combat leathers were dark with sweat, clinging to athletic curves and toned muscles that flexed with each strike. One of them, a black-eared warrior I was pretty sure was Sera, moved like liquid death, her body a weapon itself. Defined abs visible where her top had ridden up, powerful thighs driving each lunge, a tight, muscular ass that her leathers did nothing to hide.

I tried not to stare. I failed.

“Combat classes start tomorrow,” Kira explained, a knowing smirk on her face. “You’ll be paired with someone to test your baseline. Probably Sera, actually. She’s our best swordswoman and she hates Handlers, so they always assign her to new arrivals.”

“Why would they pair me with someone who hates me?”

“To see how you handle hostility. Also because Sera’s the best at not actually killing newbies.” Her grin suggested this wasn’t as reassuring as she thought. “She’s got excellent control. You’ll be fine. Probably.”

Then the library, towering stacks of ancient books and cozy reading nooks where I spotted Miri curled up in a sunbeam. She was positioned in a way that looked physically impossible for a human, legs tucked beneath her in a cat-like pose, her fluffy white tail wrapped around her feet and her glasses sliding down her nose as she read.

She was also gorgeous in a soft, scholarly way that caught me off guard.

Platinum white hair in a loose ponytail that had come partially undone, framing a delicate face with full lips and large violet eyes behind black-framed glasses. Her white-furred, rounded ears were perked forward with concentration, fluffy and begging to be touched.

The thick sweater she wore couldn’t hide the generous curves beneath. Heavy breasts strained against the knit fabric, creating a shelf that her book rested against. The way she was curled showed off thick, creamy thighs and a spectacular round ass that her tight pants molded to like a second skin. Soft. Pillowy. The kind of ass you wanted to sink your fingers into.

Those glasses gave her an adorable, bookish appeal that made my cock twitch despite my exhaustion. Shy librarian fantasy incarnate.

She saw us and promptly knocked over a stack of books trying to flee. Her porcelain cheeks flushed bright red as she scrambled to collect them, bending over in a way that made her sweater ride up to reveal the smooth pale skin of her lower back, the waistband of her pants pulling down just enough to show the dimples above her ass. Her thick thighs flexed as she gathered books, her generous chest swaying with the motion.

Then she disappeared around a corner, her fluffy white tail puffed with embarrassment.

“Don’t worry about it,” Kira whispered as we watched Miri’s white-furred ears disappear around a corner. “She’s shy. Terrified of Handlers, actually. Her grandmother was one of Valdris’s victims. But she’ll warm up eventually. She warms up to everyone eventually.”

“Everyone?”

“She’s too kind not to. It’s her curse.” Kira’s expression softened. “Don’t push her. Let her come to you.”

Then the bathhouse, which was apparently a social hub as much as a cleaning facility. Natural hot springs steamed under crystalline formations that glowed with soft bioluminescence, casting everything in shades of blue and green and purple. Catgirls lounged in pools, groomed each other’s tails, and chatted in that half-verbal, half-tail-language way I was starting to recognize.

And they were naked.

My brain needed a moment to process. My cock needed no processing time at all.

Bare breasts of every size broke the surface of steaming water. Petite, perky tits with pink nipples. Heavy, generous breasts that floated and swayed with each movement. Wet skin glistening in the bioluminescent glow, droplets tracing paths down throats and between cleavage. Tails draped lazily over the edges of pools, twitching with relaxation, drawing my eye to the curves of wet asses just visible beneath the water’s surface.

One catgirl stood up to move to another pool, and I forgot how to breathe.

Water cascaded down a body that belonged in a fantasy painting. Full, heavy breasts with dark nipples, beaded with moisture. A narrow waist that flared into generous hips. Long legs that seemed to go on forever. Her black tail swished behind a round, perfect ass that caught the bioluminescent light beautifully, water streaming down the cleft between firm cheeks. She stretched, arms above her head, completely unselfconscious, and her tits lifted with the motion.

Several of them looked up as we passed. Ears swiveled. Tails stilled or swished with interest.

A few made no attempt to cover themselves, watching me with open curiosity as water dripped from peaked nipples. One blonde with heavy breasts cupped them deliberately, thumbs brushing over her nipples, her amber eyes locked on mine with obvious invitation. Another, a petite brunette, stood in the shallows, the water only reaching her thighs, her entire body on display. Tight stomach. Shaved pussy glistening with water and maybe something else. She tilted her head, tail curling with interest.

My cock was painfully hard in my pants.

“We can come back later,” Kira said, noting my stunned expression with obvious amusement. “When it’s less crowded. The privacy alcoves are nice for… relaxation.”

“Relaxation?”

“Among other things.” Her tail wrapped around my wrist, warm and soft. “The bathhouse has privacy wards in certain sections. For intimate conversations.” She paused. “Or intimate other things.”

I was beginning to understand why Quillon had asked about my sexual history.

Finally, we came to a quiet wing of the residential building. The corridors here were warmer, the lighting softer, more intimate. Privacy wards hummed in the walls, creating a sense of isolation that wasn’t unpleasant. The air smelled of incense and something floral I couldn’t identify.

“Trust Chambers,” Kira said, her voice dropping to something more serious than her usual bounce. “These are important. Pay attention.”

“I’m paying attention.”

“Good.” She stopped at a door marked with glowing sigils in a pattern that felt familiar. The dream symbols, or something like them. “Trust Chambers are sacred spaces. Consent-enforced by magic. Both parties have to sign the ward plates before entering. Nothing happens inside that someone doesn’t explicitly choose.”

“Why do they exist?”

“Because bonding is intimate.” She turned to face me, her amber eyes serious in a way I hadn’t seen before. “Handler bonds aren’t just about combat synergy. They involve trust. Vulnerability. Energy exchange at a fundamental level.” Her ears flicked forward. “The physical stuff helps. A lot.”

“The physical stuff.”

“Sex, Taven.” Her grin was back, but softer around the edges. “I’m talking about sex. Which is one of the best ways to build bond energy quickly and happens to be very enjoyable for everyone involved.” She touched the ward plate beside the door, her fingers tracing the sigils. “Want to see inside?”

“I feel like this is moving fast.”

“We’re Felaren. We live hard and trust our instincts.” Her tail wrapped loosely around my wrist, her body moving closer. I could smell her scent now: citrus and morning dew and something warmer underneath. “My instincts say you’re worth trusting. If yours say the same, sign the plate. If not…” She shrugged, but something in her eyes suggested the casualness was a front. “No pressure. We can keep touring. I’ll show you the dining hall’s back kitchens. They’re interesting.”

I looked at the glowing sigils. At Kira, with her orange tabby ears perked forward and her bright amber eyes watching me with something that was definitely attraction. Her petite body was showcased by her scout uniform: cropped top that left her midriff bare, showing sun-kissed skin and a tight waist. Short shorts that drew attention to dancer’s legs, athletic and toned. Thigh-high boots that made her look both dangerous and inviting.

My instincts were saying a lot of things, most of them inappropriate for a guy who’d only learned catgirls existed yesterday.

“Sign how?”

Her smile widened, relief and anticipation mixing in her expression. She pressed her palm to the plate. Golden light flared around her hand, then faded, leaving a glowing imprint.

“Like that. Same plate. If both signatures appear, the door opens. The wards recognize intent, not just contact. You have to mean it.”

I pressed my palm next to hers.

The light flared brighter. For a moment, those dream symbols flickered at the edge of my vision, overlaying the ward patterns, pulsing with the same rhythm I’d felt during the aptitude test. Then they vanished, and the door clicked open.

Inside was warmth. Soft golden lighting that seemed to come from nowhere and everywhere at once. Cushioned surfaces in rich fabrics: silks and velvets in deep reds and golds. A low bed with layered coverings that looked incredibly soft. Everything designed for comfort and intimacy, with no sharp edges or cold surfaces.

“Welcome to Trust Chamber orientation,” Kira said, pulling me inside. The door closed behind us with a soft click, and I felt the privacy wards activate, a gentle pressure against my awareness that suggested complete isolation. “Lesson one: when the door shuts, everything inside is private. The wards block all magical observation. Whatever happens here stays between us.”

“Kira…”

“Lesson two.” She turned to face me, her tail swishing slowly, deliberately. Her ears were tilted forward, and I could see her pupils dilating in the soft light. “I’ve wanted to do this since I saw you standing over that Blight Spawn with a piece of broken mirror, looking terrified and brave at the same time.”

“You wanted to give me an orientation tour?”

“I wanted to fuck you.” She grabbed the front of my shirt and pulled me down to her. “The tour is a bonus.”

The kiss was electric. Not because of magic, although maybe that was part of it. Electric because she kissed like someone who knew exactly what she wanted and was done waiting for it. Her tongue teased my lips, seeking entry. Her hands fisted in my shirt, pulling me closer. Her petite body pressed against mine, all warmth and softness and surprisingly strong muscle beneath.

I responded without thinking. My hands found her waist, sliding around to the small of her back where her tail emerged. The base of her tail was warm, softer than I expected, and when my fingers brushed there she made a sound against my mouth that was half purr, half moan.

“Lesson three,” she breathed when we broke apart, both of us panting slightly. “Tails are sensitive.”

“Noted.”

Her ears flattened slightly, which I was learning meant arousal rather than aggression. Her eyes were heavy-lidded, focused on my mouth like she was already planning what to do with it next.

“You’re overdressed,” she said.

“So are you.”

“Then fix it.”

I pulled her cropped top over her head. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

My mouth went dry.

Her breasts were perfect: pert B-cups that fit her petite frame, nipples already peaked and flushed dark pink, begging to be touched. Sun-kissed skin with a scatter of freckles across her shoulders and dusting the upper slopes of her tits. The sight of them, bare and bouncing slightly as she breathed, sent blood rushing south so fast I felt dizzy.

Her tail wrapped tighter around my wrist, pulling my hand exactly where she wanted it.

“Touch me,” she demanded. “I’ve been thinking about your hands since yesterday. Imagining them on my tits. Squeezing. Teasing.” Her voice dropped to something rougher, her ears flattening with need. “I’ve gotten myself off twice just thinking about it. Fingers in my pussy, imagining they were yours.”

That mental image nearly broke me. Kira, spread out on her bed, fingers buried in her wet cunt, moaning my name.

I touched her. Cupped one perfect breast while my other hand traced down her stomach, feeling muscles tense beneath sun-warmed skin. She fit my palm perfectly, soft and warm, her nipple a hard pebble against my skin.

“Your hands,” she breathed. “Fuck, your hands feel even better than I imagined.”

She arched into my grip, pressing herself against my touch, that purring sound getting louder. I squeezed, kneaded, rolled her nipple between my fingers until she whimpered. Pinched it. Tugged. Watched her face contort with pleasure-pain.

“Fuck yes. Just like that. Harder. I like it rough.”

I gave her harder. Squeezed her tit until she gasped, twisted her nipple until she moaned.

Her fingers worked at my shirt, yanking it over my head with more enthusiasm than coordination.

“Okay, wow.” She stared at my chest, my abs, the V-lines disappearing into my pants. Her pupils dilated further. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips. “The bloodline really knows how to build a body.”

“It’s just regular exercise.”

“It’s very not regular.” Her hands explored my chest, trailing fire everywhere they touched. Her fingers traced the lines of my muscles, the ridges of my abs, moving lower with obvious intent. “I want to taste you.”

She dropped to her knees.

The sight of her there, looking up at me with those hungry amber eyes, ears flattened with anticipation, was almost enough to finish me before she even started.

My belt was open before I could respond. My pants followed, buttons undone with practiced ease, then my underwear. My cock sprang free, rock hard and already leaking precum from the tip.

Kira stared at it with undisguised hunger. Her tail went rigid behind her, then started swishing rapidly. Her ears pressed flat against her head.

“Oh fuck yes,” she breathed. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft, stroking slowly from base to tip. She was gentle at first, exploratory, learning my shape, testing my thickness. “You’re perfect. So thick. So hard.” She squeezed, feeling my pulse throb against her palm. “I’m going to enjoy choking on this cock.”

Then her tongue traced along the underside from balls to tip, and my brain short-circuited.

She swirled around the head, lapping up the precum like it was candy, her tongue pink and wet and perfect. “Mmm. You taste so fucking good. I could get addicted to this.” Her eyes locked on mine, pupils blown wide with lust, as she parted her lips and took me into her mouth.

Warm. Wet. Tight suction that made my knees buckle.

She took me deep, inch by inch, her tongue working magic along the sensitive underside. When she reached halfway, she started bobbing, pulling back until just the head remained between her stretched lips, then plunging down again. Her hand pumped what wouldn’t fit, slick with her saliva, working in tandem with her mouth.

Orange tabby ears pressed completely flat against her head as she focused entirely on the task. Her cheeks hollowed with each suck. Wet, obscene sounds filled the chamber, the slurping and gagging as she pushed herself to take more of me.

I groaned, one hand finding those flattened ears, stroking the soft fur. She moaned around my cock, the vibration traveling up my shaft and making my toes curl. Her tail lashed wildly behind her, betraying just how much she was enjoying this.

“Kira. Jesus. Your mouth feels incredible.”

She pulled back with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening cock. She stroked me lazily while looking up with bright eyes and a wicked grin, her chin wet, her lips red and swollen.

“Good?”

“Beyond good. If you keep that up, I’m going to come down your throat.”

Her ears perked at that. Her hand kept stroking, twisting on the upstroke. “Mmm. I want that. Want to taste your cum. Feel it hit the back of my throat.” She licked her lips, collecting saliva. “But not yet. Later. Right now I want this cock somewhere else.”

“Where?”

“In my pussy.” Her voice dropped, husky and desperate. “I want you to fuck me until I can’t walk straight.”

“Then it’s your turn.”

She stood, shimmying out of her shorts and boots with the kind of speed that suggested practice. Her body was everything her scout uniform had hinted at and more: compact and athletic, perky in all the right places, a tight waist leading to slim hips and a firm ass that her tail emerged from like an exclamation point. Her legs were toned from what was probably miles of running and climbing, dancer’s muscles visible beneath golden skin.

No underwear. Just smooth skin and visible wetness glistening between her thighs.

“See something you like?”

I answered by picking her up.

She yelped in surprise, then laughed as I carried her to the bed, her legs wrapping around my waist instinctively. My mouth found her neck, tasting citrus and something warmer, muskier, her scent concentrated where her pulse beat fastest. Her legs tightened around me, grinding her wet pussy against my stomach.

“I want to taste you too,” I said against her skin.

“Then stop talking and start tasting.”

I laid her back against the silk coverings, following her down but stopping at her breasts first. Drew one peaked nipple into my mouth while my hand found the other, squeezing gently, rolling the hard bud between my fingers. She arched off the bed, hands tangling in my hair, that purring sound now a constant rumble in her chest.

“Lower,” she demanded. “Go lower. Please.”

I went lower. Kissed down her stomach, feeling muscles clench beneath my lips. Traced my tongue along the crease of her hip, following the line where her leg met her body.

The scent of her arousal hit me first. Citrus and musk and pure need, making my cock twitch against the bed. Then I spread her thighs wider, drinking in the sight of her glistening pussy, pink folds swollen and slick, practically dripping onto the silk beneath her.

I licked a long stripe from entrance to clit, tasting her for the first time.

Her whole body shuddered. Her thighs clamped around my head.

“Oh fuck. Oh that’s. Yeah. Right there.”

She tasted incredible. Sweet and tangy and uniquely her, like someone who’d been soaking wet thinking about this long before we started. I explored her folds with my tongue, learning what made her gasp and what made her moan. Traced lazy circles around her entrance before dipping inside. Flicked across her swollen clit and felt her jerk beneath me.

“Your tongue should be illegal.” Her hips rolled against my face, grinding her wet pussy against my mouth. Her arousal coated my chin, my cheeks, dripping down my neck. “Right there. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare fucking stop. Eat my pussy. Make me come on your face.”

I didn’t stop. I sucked her clit between my lips while sliding two fingers inside her, curling them to find that rough spot on her front wall. Found it. She screamed.

“There! Right fucking there!”

She was so tight around my fingers, clenching rhythmically, her pussy practically gushing. I could feel her getting wetter with every stroke, her juices running down my hand, pooling in my palm.

Built a rhythm that had her thighs trembling around my head, her tail wrapping around my arm and squeezing. Her moans got louder, higher, more desperate, filling the Trust Chamber with sounds of pure pleasure.

“Taven. I’m going to. Fuck, I’m going to come on your face. If you don’t stop I’ll…”

I didn’t stop. Curled my fingers against her g-spot while flicking my tongue rapidly across her clit.

She came with a cry that was half scream, half purr, her whole body shaking as her pussy clamped down on my fingers like a velvet vice. Her ears went completely flat, pressed against her head. Her tail squeezed my arm hard enough to bruise. I felt her orgasm pulsing against my tongue, against my fingers, wave after wave of clenching spasms that squeezed and released, squeezed and released.

Her juices flooded my mouth, sweet and tangy, drenching my chin as she gushed around my fingers. Her thighs trembled against my ears, her whole body shuddering with each pulse of pleasure. She was so wet now that I could hear it, the obscene squelching of my fingers still working inside her spasming pussy.

And through the bond, through something I couldn’t name, I felt an echo of her pleasure singing through my own nerves, making my neglected cock throb and leak precum onto the silk beneath me.

I worked her through it, gentling as she came down, soft licks and gentle kisses, lapping up every drop of her release until she was panting on the bed with a dazed smile and trembling thighs.

“Orientation is going great,” she managed.

“We’re not done.”

“God, I hope not.”

I crawled up her body, kissing as I went. She pulled me down for a deep kiss that tasted like both of us, her hand finding my cock and stroking with purpose, slick with her own arousal from where it had pressed against her thigh.

“Inside me,” she breathed against my mouth. “I need you inside me. I’ve been thinking about it. Imagining it. Need to know if it’s as good as I imagined.”

“Are you sure?”

She answered by positioning me at her entrance. Wet. Ready. Her amber eyes locked on mine with an intensity that made words unnecessary.

“I choose this,” she said. “I choose you. Now stop making me wait.”

I pushed inside.

The head of my cock parted her slick folds, and we both groaned. She was tight. So fucking tight. Hot and wet and gripping me like she never wanted to let go. I sank in inch by inch, feeling her pussy stretch around my thickness, her walls clenching and releasing as she adjusted.

“Oh fuck,” she whimpered. “You’re so big. Keep going. Don’t stop.”

Her legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass to pull me deeper. I slid in another inch, then another, watching her face contort with pleasure, her mouth falling open, her ears pressing flat.

“More,” she demanded. “All of it. I want all of it. Fill me up.”

I gave her all of it. Buried myself to the hilt in one smooth thrust, my pelvis grinding against her clit, my cock bottoming out inside her. She cried out, back arching off the silk.

“Yes. God yes. So full.”

I held there for a moment, buried completely inside her, feeling our bodies connect in a way that was more than physical. Her pussy squeezed me rhythmically, like she was trying to milk me already. That singing sensation intensified, a resonance between us that had nothing to do with the thrusts I started building. Something magical was happening, bond energy flowing between us with every movement.

I pulled back slowly, until just my tip remained inside her wet heat, then drove back in. She gasped. I did it again. Faster this time. Then again.

“Yes.” She met every stroke, her hips rolling to match my rhythm, driving me deeper on every thrust. “Just like that. Your cock feels so good inside me. So fucking good. Stretching me. Filling me up.” Her voice cracked on a moan. “I can feel every inch of you. Hitting places I didn’t know I had.”

I watched her as we moved together. The way her perfect tits bounced with each thrust, jiggling enticingly, nipples hard as pebbles begging to be sucked. I bent down and caught one in my mouth, biting gently, and she cried out.

“Fuck! Yes! Suck my tits while you fuck me!”

The way her eyes glazed with pleasure, pupils blown wide until the amber was nearly swallowed by black. The way her ears pressed flat and her tail wrapped around my thigh, pulling us closer, linking us together. The wet sounds of our bodies slapping together, her pussy making obscene squelching noises as I drove into her over and over.

The wet sounds of fucking filled the chamber. Slick flesh meeting flesh. Her moans mixing with my grunts. The obscene squelching of her soaking pussy welcoming my cock over and over.

She was beautiful. Not just physically, although she was devastatingly that. Beautiful in her enthusiasm, in her trust, in the way she gave herself to this moment without reservation.

“Harder,” she gasped. “I can take it. Don’t hold back. Fuck me like you mean it.”

I went harder. Drove into her with building force, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks, pulling her onto my cock with every thrust. She clawed at my back, her nails leaving burning trails down my skin, her moans becoming wordless sounds of raw need. Her pussy gripped me with every thrust, slick and hot and so fucking perfect.

“Going to come again,” she warned, her voice tight and desperate. “Your cock is going to make me come again.”

“Good. Come on my cock. Let me feel that tight little pussy squeeze me.”

I changed my angle, found the spot that made her eyes roll back. Pressed my thumb against her swollen clit while I thrust, circling the sensitive bud in time with my strokes. Her whole body tensed, back arching, muscles locking, toes curling.

“Oh god oh god oh fuck I’m coming I’m coming…”

She shattered.

Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a velvet vice, rippling contractions milking my shaft with desperate, rhythmic squeezes. Her whole body convulsed, back arching so hard her perky tits thrust toward the ceiling, nipples rock hard. Legs shaking uncontrollably. Nails raking down my back hard enough to draw blood. She screamed my name, her voice breaking, her tail squeezing my thigh hard enough to bruise.

“Taven! Fuck! I’m coming so hard! Don’t stop!”

And as she did, something else happened. The dream symbols exploded across my vision, overlaying reality for a single brilliant moment. I felt the bond between us form, not a chain but a connection, a thread of trust and pleasure and chosen intimacy linking us together. It was warm, golden, pulsing with the rhythm of our joined heartbeats.

Then my own orgasm hit and I couldn’t think anymore.

I slammed deep, buried to the hilt in her spasming pussy, and let go with a groan that came from somewhere primal. My cock swelled, throbbed, then erupted inside her. The first rope of hot cum painted her insides, thick and heavy, followed by another, and another. Each pulse sent a fresh wave of seed flooding her clenching pussy, filling her up until I could feel my own cum being squeezed back out around my shaft, dripping down my balls.

“Yes,” she whimpered, her pussy still milking me. “Give it to me. Fill me up. I want every fucking drop.”

I kept pumping, kept coming, more than I thought possible. My hips jerked with each spurt, driving my cum deeper, mixing with her juices until we were both a dripping mess of shared pleasure. The bond resonance crescendoed, a harmonic that sang through both of us, leaving us trembling in its wake. I could feel her pleasure echoing in mine, her second orgasm triggered by the sensation of being filled, our sensations bleeding together at the edges, two climaxes becoming one shared experience that seemed to go on forever.

For a long moment, we just breathed.

Then Kira laughed, a bright sound of pure satisfaction. “Best. Orientation. Ever.”

I collapsed beside her, pulling her against my chest. Her tail immediately wrapped around my wrist, possessive and content. Her skin was warm against mine, slightly damp with sweat, her heartbeat gradually slowing as we lay tangled together.

“The symbols,” I said when I could form words again. “I saw them.”

“What symbols?”

“The dream ones. The patterns from the crystal test.” I shook my head, trying to clear my vision. They were gone now, but the memory lingered. “They appeared during… at the end.”

Kira’s ears twitched. “That’s weird. But good weird? I mean, bonding is magical. Makes sense you’d see magical things.” She snuggled closer, her body fitting perfectly against mine. “Did it feel bad?”

“No. It felt like something clicking into place. Like finding a piece that was always supposed to be there.”

“Then stop worrying about it.” She nipped at my jaw, playful and affectionate. “We can worry later. Right now I want to enjoy the afterglow.”

A System notification flickered in my vision:

[Bond Update: Kira Brightpaw +150 (Current: 150)] [Status: APPROACHING ALLY THRESHOLD] [Resonance Shards: +50 (Current: 50)] [Trust Chamber Cooldown: 4 hours until reset]

“The numbers went up,” I said.

“They do that.” Kira traced patterns on my chest with one finger, lazy and content. “One fifty is a good start. Gets better with time and trust.” Her tail squeezed my wrist. “Which I have a lot of. For you.”

“We just met.”

“Felaren bond fast when it’s right.” She pushed up on one elbow, looking down at me with soft amber eyes. “You could have been terrifying, you know. The Inquisition says multi-bonders are monsters. They say you’ll eventually enslave whoever bonds with you, break their minds, use them like toys.” Her smile was genuine. “But you asked my name. You thanked me. You made sure I wanted this before we started.” She kissed my cheek. “That’s not what monsters do.”

I didn’t know how to respond to that, so I kissed her instead.

We lay tangled together as the warmth of the Trust Chamber wrapped around us. Kira started purring, a low rumble against my chest that felt like contentment given sound. Her tail maintained its grip on my wrist, occasionally tightening with some emotion I couldn’t read.

“The other catgirls are going to smell me on you,” she said eventually. “You know that, right?”

“What?”

“Felaren thing. Scent marking.” She grinned at my expression. “I rubbed my scent on you. Cheek to shoulder, when I was kissing your neck. When we leave here, everyone will know we bonded.”

“Is that a problem?”

“Only if you wanted to keep it secret.” Her tail flicked. “I don’t. I’m proud of this.”

I thought about Corvus, watching. About Quillon, documenting everything. About thirty days to prove I wasn’t a monster.

“I’m not ashamed of this either,” I said. “Let them know. Let everyone know.”

Kira’s smile could have lit the room.

We cleaned up using supplies thoughtfully provided in the chamber: soft towels, warm water from a tap that seemed to work on magic, and some kind of scented soap that made my skin tingle pleasantly. Kira kept brushing against me throughout, small touches that seemed unconscious. Or maybe not.

When we stepped outside, the first person we saw was Quillon.

She was standing in the corridor with a clipboard, her brown ears flat and her expression officially neutral. Her tail was perfectly still, controlled, giving nothing away.

“Trust Chamber usage logged,” she said, making a note. “Handler Greycliffe, Scout Brightpaw. First bond activity recorded within twenty-four hours of Handler arrival.” She looked at me with something that might have been judgment. “Efficient.”

“Is there a problem?” Kira’s tail had stopped swishing.

“No regulation against it. Just documentation.” Another note, her quill scratching across paper. “The Inquisition will receive a copy of this log as part of standard observation protocol.”

“Of course they will,” I muttered.

Quillon didn’t respond. She just walked away, clipboard clutched to her chest like a shield, tail rigidly controlled.

“She’s going to be a problem,” Kira said when the Registrar was out of earshot.

“Corvus is going to be the problem. She’s just his tool.”

“Same thing.” Kira grabbed my hand, deliberately intertwining our fingers. “Come on. You need food. Bonding burns energy.”

We walked through the corridors back toward the dining hall. Along the way, catgirls turned to look. Their eyes went to our hands. To the way Kira stayed close. To whatever scent signals I apparently couldn’t detect.

Ears flicked. Tails moved. An entire conversation happened around us without a word being spoken.

“What are they saying?”

“That you’re claimed.” Kira’s tail wrapped around my leg as we walked. “Some of them are jealous. Some are curious. Some are worried.”

“Worried about what?”

“That you might be exactly what the Inquisition says. A tyrant waiting to happen.” She squeezed my hand. “They’ll figure out they’re wrong eventually.”

“How do you know they’re wrong?”

She stopped, turning to face me. Her amber eyes were serious in a way I hadn’t seen before, even in the Trust Chamber.

“Because you keep asking that question,” she said. “Monsters don’t worry about being monsters. They just are.” She rose on her toes and kissed my cheek. “You’re not Valdris. You’re Taven. And I think Taven is going to be exactly what we need.”

I wanted to believe her.

I wasn’t sure I did.

But as we walked into the dining hall, Kira’s hand in mine and her tail curling happily, I decided that believing could wait. Right now, I had a bond to build, a Pack to form, and an Inquisition to prove wrong.

The System notification that flickered in my vision agreed:

[Handler Status: Lv1 | XP 200/1,000] [Bond Progress: Kira 150/500 to Crush threshold] [Objective: Continue building trust. Prove consent-based bonding is possible.]

I could work with that.

I could work with all of it.

Starting with lunch, because apparently bonding really did burn energy, and I was starving.

Kira’s tail knocked a salt shaker off our table. She watched it fall. Made eye contact with me. No apology.

“That was intentional,” she said.

“Was it?”

“…No.” Her ears flattened slightly, embarrassed. “Tail has opinions. Ignore it.”

I laughed.

First genuine laugh since the Blight Spawn attacked.

Maybe I could survive this after all.


Chapter 3: The Tsundere Problem

Combat training started at dawn.

I learned this the hard way when Kira burst into my room at what felt like midnight, bouncing on my bed until I agreed to get up. She was wearing what appeared to be sleepwear: a cropped tank top thin enough to show the dark outline of her nipples and shorts that barely covered the curve of her firm ass. Her tail was already swishing with pre-caffeine energy that should have been illegal at any hour, let alone this one.

“Training arena in twenty minutes,” she announced, grabbing my blanket and yanking it away before I could protest. The motion made her perky tits bounce enticingly beneath the thin fabric. “First years are assigned sparring partners today. You don’t want to be late.”

“It’s still dark outside.” I gestured at the window, where the three moons were just beginning to set. “The sun isn’t even up.”

“Felaren train at dawn. Peak alertness hours. Our instincts are sharpest right before sunrise.” She was already pulling clothes from my wardrobe, tossing them at my head with enthusiasm. “Also, Trainer Vesper hates tardiness. She once made a Handler run laps for three hours because he showed up two minutes late.”

“Three hours?”

“She’s very traditional.” Kira grinned. “Up. Move. I’ll save you a seat at breakfast, but you need to shower first. You still smell like…” She trailed off, ears twitching. “Actually, never mind. Everyone already knows. Come on.”

Twenty minutes later, dressed in training clothes that had apparently appeared in my closet overnight, I stood at the edge of the training arena watching catgirl warriors move through forms that made my awakened instincts twitch with recognition. The arena was massive. Multiple sparring circles marked out in glowing lines. Weapons racks along the walls. Observation galleries rising in tiered seating where other students and faculty watched the morning sessions.

And everywhere, everywhere, beautiful women with cat ears and tails doing violence in the most graceful ways imaginable.

I watched a pair of them spar with what looked like real swords, their movements so fast they blurred. Tight combat leathers glistened with sweat, clinging to every curve. Their breasts bounced with each strike, straining against fitted tops. One of them lunged, her ass flexing in those painted-on leathers, and I lost track of the technique entirely.

Another group practiced hand-to-hand combat, bodies twisting through forms that combined martial arts with something that looked almost like dancing. Their training gear left nothing to imagination: crop tops dark with sweat, showing the outline of hardened nipples beneath. Shorts that rode up to show the crease where ass met thigh. Toned stomachs glistening, abs flexing with each movement. Long legs that could break bones and probably had.

One of them executed a high kick that showed off her flexibility in ways that made my mouth go dry and my cock twitch. Her leg went vertical, completely vertical, and her shorts rode up to show smooth skin all the way to her hip.

Combat had never looked so good. Neither had I ever been so distracted during a workout.

“Handler Greycliffe.”

The instructor was a scarred veteran with gray-streaked ears and a tail that had clearly seen better days. One of her ears was notched, probably from combat. Scars ran along her arms like a road map of battles survived.

She consulted a tablet. “You’re registered for basic combat integration. Partner assignment: Nightclaw.”

My stomach dropped.

Sera stood at the far end of the arena, her black ears flat against her head and her sleek tail held perfectly still. She wore tight combat leathers that showed off a warrior’s physique: firm tits straining against her fitted top, defined abs visible through the mesh sections that teased glimpses of toned skin, powerful thighs that could probably crush bones squeezed into pants that looked painted on. Her features were sharp, almost severe, beautiful in the way a blade was beautiful. Amber eyes that burned with barely contained fury. Full lips pressed into a thin line. And below that scowl, a body built for violence and sex in equal measure, tight and athletic and currently glistening with pre-workout warmth.

She looked at me like I was something unpleasant she’d stepped in.

My body wasn’t sure whether to run or get closer. It was having very confused reactions to a woman who clearly wanted to kill me.

“Trainer Vesper.” Sera’s voice was cold enough to frost the air. “I request a different partner.”

“Request denied. Multi-bond Handlers require exposure to resistant personalities. You’re the most resistant we have.”

“I don’t want to work with a Handler. Any Handler. And especially not a multi-bonder.”

“What you want isn’t relevant. This is training.” Vesper pointed to the nearest sparring circle. “Get in. Standard contact sparring. No claws, no abilities. Just skill.”

Sera stalked into the circle. Every line of her body radiated barely contained violence. Her tail, which had been held rigidly still, was now lashing in short, sharp strokes.

“This is going to hurt,” I muttered.

Kira appeared at my elbow, having apparently followed me from the dining hall. “Just stay on your feet and don’t provoke her. She’s actually really good. One of the best swordswomen in our year.”

“Comforting.”

“If it helps, she probably won’t actually kill you. Probably.” Kira’s tail wrapped briefly around my wrist, a quick reassuring squeeze. “I’ll be watching from the sidelines. Cheering quietly.”

I stepped into the circle.

Sera didn’t wait for a ready signal. She attacked the moment my feet crossed the line, a blur of motion that I only saw because something in my bloodline-awakened reflexes screamed warning. My body moved before my brain caught up, dodging left while her strike passed close enough to ruffle my hair.

“Slow,” she said, already circling. “Pathetic.”

“You didn’t give me a count.”

“Enemies don’t give counts.” She circled, tail lashing behind her in short, sharp strokes. “They attack. They kill. They don’t care if you’re ready.”

“I’m not your enemy.”

“All Handlers are enemies.” She lunged again.

This time I was ready. Sort of. I managed to block her strike, redirect her momentum, and not end up on the ground. My arms ached from the impact, and I could feel the bruise already forming, but I was still standing.

“Lucky,” she admitted, regrouping. “One good block doesn’t make you capable.”

“I’m not trying to be capable. I’m trying to survive the first five minutes.”

Something flickered in her golden-amber eyes. Not quite amusement, but close.

She attacked again. And again. And again.

I learned several things very quickly. First, Sera was devastatingly skilled. Her movements were precise, efficient, and designed to end fights in seconds. Every strike had purpose. Every feint had follow-up. She fought like someone who’d spent years learning exactly how to hurt people and had enjoyed every lesson.

Second, my awakened bloodline came with instincts I hadn’t known about. I found myself dodging strikes I shouldn’t have seen, blocking attacks that should have overwhelmed me. Knowledge seemed to flow from somewhere outside my conscious mind, combat techniques I’d never learned appearing exactly when I needed them.

Third, and most confusingly, part of me was enjoying this.

The combat was intense, yes. Every exchange sharpened my focus. Every near-miss made me faster. I wasn’t winning, but I wasn’t losing either.

We were dancing. Violently.

“You’re thinking,” Sera said after I managed to avoid another combination that should have ended with me on the ground. “Using tactics instead of just reacting.”

“Is that bad?”

“It’s unexpected.” Her tail had changed its rhythm. Still lashing, but less aggressive. More… interested? “Most Handlers rely on their bonded to do the fighting. They don’t bother learning themselves.”

“I didn’t have a bonded until yesterday. Had to figure things out myself.”

“Hmm.”

She attacked again, but this time I read the feint. She went high, expecting me to block there, but her real strike came low. I stepped into her guard instead of away, ending up inside her reach where her longer strikes couldn’t land.

Surprise flashed across her face.

I couldn’t capitalize. She recovered too fast, driving an elbow toward my ribs that I barely deflected. But for one moment, I’d had her.

“How did you know to do that?”

“Your tail telegraphed the feint.” I was breathing hard, sweat dripping down my face. “It started moving before your arms did. Half-second tell.”

Sera’s expression went complicated. Her tail, which had been lashing freely, went rigid.

“You read my tail.”

“Only that once. I don’t really know what I’m doing.”

A movement at the edge of the arena caught my attention. Training dummy on a swinging arm, rotating past as part of some automated exercise. Sera’s head snapped toward it, tracking the movement with predatory precision. Her whole body tensed, pupils dilating.

She froze.

Our eyes met. She knew I’d seen.

“Not. A. Word.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”

She attacked with renewed fury, which I took as her way of changing the subject. The next few minutes were survival, pure and simple. But even through the onslaught, I noticed things.

Her fighting style was excellent but predictable. She favored power strikes over finesse. And her tail kept betraying her, moving a half-second before her attacks even when she tried to suppress it.

I started using that.

It wasn’t cheating, exactly. She was trying to read my movements too. But every time I dodged based on a tail-signal, her frustration grew. And frustrated fighters make mistakes.

She overcommitted on a thrust. I stepped aside, caught her arm, and used her momentum to send her stumbling past me.

First clean counter of the bout.

Sera spun to face me, breathing hard, golden-amber eyes wide with something that wasn’t quite anger.

“You’re not completely pathetic,” she said.

From the sidelines, Kira made a choking sound.

“Is that a compliment?” I asked.

“Don’t push it.” Sera’s tail was wagging slightly. She grabbed it, yanking it still. “Again.”

We went again. And again. By the time Trainer Vesper called the session, I was drenched in sweat, covered in bruises, and more alive than I’d felt since arriving at the academy.

Sera looked almost as worn out. Almost.

“Not bad,” she admitted, toweling off sweat that made her combat leathers cling to every curve of her athletic body. The fabric was practically transparent where it had gotten wet, showing the outline of a sports bra beneath, the dark circles of her nipples, the toned ridges of her abs. Her chest rose and fell with heavy breaths, those firm tits straining against wet fabric with each inhale.

She ran the towel down her neck, between her breasts, over her stomach. Utterly unselfconscious. Like she didn’t notice me watching. Or didn’t care.

I tried not to watch. Tried not to trace the sweat that ran down her throat, between her breasts, disappearing into her top. Tried not to notice how her tight leathers showed the exact shape of her ass, the firm curve of her thighs.

I failed spectacularly.

“For a Handler,” she finished, catching my eyes and holding them with a challenging look that said she knew exactly what I’d been staring at. Her gaze dropped pointedly to my training pants, where my reaction was becoming obvious, then back up. One eyebrow raised.

“High praise.”

“Don’t get used to it.” She started walking away, her ass flexing with each step, sweat making her leathers shine like she’d been oiled. I watched every movement. The way her hips swayed. The way her sleek black tail curved above that perfect ass. Then she paused, looking back over her shoulder. “Same time tomorrow. If you’re not scared.”

“I’ll be here.”

She nodded once and left, her black tail held deliberately still.

Kira bounced over, practically vibrating with excitement.

“Her ears were doing the thing!”

“What thing?”

“The thing where she likes you!” Kira grabbed my arm, practically hopping up and down. “Did you see how her ears were angled during that last exchange? Forward-tilted, slight rotation. That’s interest. Attraction. From Sera, who hates Handlers more than anyone I know!”

“She spent the whole session trying to kill me.”

“That’s how she shows affection!” At my look, Kira’s ears flattened slightly. “Okay, it sounds weird when I say it out loud. But trust me. Felaren communication is mostly non-verbal. Her tail was wagging. Her ears were forward. She called you ‘not completely pathetic,’ which from Sera is basically a marriage proposal.”

“You’re exaggerating.”

“Only slightly.” Her own tail wrapped around my wrist. “Come on. You need food and medical attention. In that order.”

As we walked toward the arena exit, I noticed someone in the observation gallery. Inquisitor Corvus, his gray ears flat and his cold eyes fixed on me. He leaned toward an aide beside him, murmuring something too quiet to hear across the distance.

“Just like his father.”

I couldn’t hear the words, of course. But the aide’s head snapped toward him, eyes wide with surprise.

“Sir?” she whispered, clearly confused.

Corvus silenced her with a sharp gesture. He didn’t elaborate. He just kept watching me, taking notes in a leather journal with the intensity of someone documenting a crime. But there was something else in his expression now. Something that looked almost like recognition.

Like he was seeing a ghost.

“He was there the whole time,” I said.

“He’s always watching.” Kira’s ears flattened slightly. “Ignore him. Focus on your training.”

“Easy for you to say.”

We collected food from the dining hall and found a table in the corner. Kira had assembled enough pastries for three people, then proceeded to eat most of them while explaining the academy’s class structure.

“Morning combat training, afternoon Blight Runs when we have squad assignments, evening Pack Council meetings.” She talked around a mouthful of something that looked like a cinnamon roll but glowed faintly. “Your first Blight Run is scheduled for tomorrow. Tutorial shard, basic difficulty. We’ll go together.”

“I’m supposed to fight those creatures already?”

“It’s the best way to learn. And you need Wards.” At my blank look, she continued. “Blight Wards. The currency that keeps the academy’s barriers stable. Everyone contributes. Multi-bonders especially, since your bonds are stronger.”

“Everything here seems to circle back to bonds.”

“Because bonds are everything.” She finished her pastry, then slowly licked the crumbs from each finger, her pink tongue curling around each digit while her amber eyes locked on mine. Definitely intentional. Definitely working. My pants got tighter as I watched her suck the last bit of sugar from her thumb. “Speaking of which, how are you feeling? After yesterday?”

“Good. Surprisingly good.”

“No weird symptoms? Disorientation? Excessive hunger?”

“Hungry, yes. But I think that’s from getting beaten up for two hours.”

She laughed. “Fair enough. But let me know if anything feels off. First bonds can be intense. The connection is new, the energy is adjusting.” Her tail curled contentedly around her ankle. “I feel you, by the way. Since yesterday. Like a warm spot in my awareness.”

“Is that normal?”

“For bonded pairs, yes. For multi-bonders…” She shrugged. “I don’t know. You’re the first one I’ve met. We’re figuring this out together.”

A shadow fell across our table.

Sera stood there, still in her training clothes, sweat now dried on bronze skin that seemed to glow in the dining hall’s light. She hadn’t changed, and up close I could see every defined muscle in her arms, the hard planes of her stomach where her top had ridden up, the way her tight leathers hugged curves that looked even better from this angle. Her black tail was held rigidly still, but her ears were doing something complicated that I couldn’t interpret. A bead of sweat still clung to the hollow of her throat, tracing a line down toward her cleavage.

“Training again tomorrow,” she said. “Fifth hour. Don’t be late.”

“I thought we already established that.”

“I’m confirming.” Her eyes flicked to Kira, then back to me. “And bring that thing you did. The tactic where you stepped inside my reach.”

“The thing I did once by accident?”

“Do it on purpose next time.” She turned and walked away before I could respond.

Kira was grinning so hard it had to hurt.

“Don’t,” I warned.

“Her ears were forward the entire time.”

“I said don’t.”

“She asked you to bring a thing. A specific combat thing she found impressive.” Kira’s tail was wagging. “She’s never asked anyone to bring a thing.”

“You’re reading too much into this.”

“I’m reading exactly the right amount.” She stood, gathering our empty plates. “Come on. I want to show you something before afternoon classes.”

She led me through campus to a quiet garden I hadn’t seen before. Flowering plants I didn’t recognize. A small pond with fish that seemed to glow. And, unexpectedly, cats.

Regular cats. Dozens of them, lounging in sunbeams and chasing insects and generally acting like cats did everywhere.

“This is the Felara Shrine garden,” Kira said. “Sacred space. The cats here are considered blessed, descendants of the goddess’s original companions.”

One of them, an orange tabby not unlike a Kira-colored regular cat, walked over and butted its head against my leg.

“They like you,” Kira observed. “That’s a good sign.”

“Cats have always liked me.”

“Because you have Handler blood. They sense it.” She sat on a stone bench, patting the spot beside her. “I brought you here for a reason. This is neutral ground. The Inquisition can’t observe here. It’s warded against external monitoring.”

I sat. The tabby jumped into my lap and started purring.

“What did you want to tell me?”

“It’s about Sera.” Kira’s ears tilted, serious. “Her family was destroyed during the Tyrant Wars. Not just killed. Valdris personally broke every bond in her bloodline. Forced them to fight each other. Made them betray everything they believed in.”

My stomach clenched.

“That’s why she hates Handlers?”

“That’s why she hates multi-bonders specifically.” Kira’s tail was still. “But she doesn’t know she hates multi-bonders. She thinks she hates all Handlers equally. The distinction matters.”

“Why?”

“Because her attraction to you is confusing her. She’s never been interested in a Handler before. And you’re not just any Handler. You’re exactly what she was raised to fear.” Kira met my eyes. “If you can earn her trust, it would mean something. Not just for her, but for everyone who survived the Wars.”

“That’s a lot of pressure.”

“I know. That’s why I’m telling you here, where no one else can hear.” Her tail curled around my wrist gently. “I’m not saying pursue her. I’m saying be patient. Give her room to work through her feelings. And don’t take it personally when she acts like she wants to kill you.”

“Because violence is how she shows affection.”

“You’re learning.” Kira smiled, some of her usual bounce returning. “Now come on. We have classes, and I want to see if you’re any good at magical theory.”

I wasn’t any good at magical theory. Turns out, understanding the principles behind Handler bonds required foundation knowledge I completely lacked. But I paid attention, took notes, and tried not to look too lost.

Evening found me back at Night Den, exhausted but satisfied.

My System notification flickered:

[Training Complete: Combat Fundamentals] [Stat Tip: INT synergy detected during tactical analysis. Consider focusing on strategic combat styles.] [Bond Update: Sera Nightclaw +50 (Current: 50)] [Resonance Shards: +25 (Current: 75)] [Handler Status: Lv2 | XP: 650/2,000]

Fifty points with Sera. Not much, but more than zero.

I was making progress.

Across the common room, I spotted Miri in her usual reading nook, curled up in a way that showed off the generous curve of her ass in tight pants. She looked up, met my eyes, porcelain cheeks flushing pink, and immediately looked away. Her white tail knotted with nervous energy, and she crossed her thick thighs self-consciously.

Sera walked past without acknowledging me, her hips swaying in those combat leathers, athletic body moving with predatory grace. Her sleek black tail flicked once in my direction before she caught herself and stilled it with visible effort.

Even Syrenne, the ice queen Kira had pointed out at breakfast, glanced my way from her seat by the window. She was wearing an elegant gown that somehow still showed off her hourglass figure, full breasts, and the curve of her hips. Her gray tail was perfectly still, but her ears twitched before she smoothed them down, and I caught her gaze lingering for just a moment before she looked away with aristocratic disdain.

I was being watched. Evaluated. Considered.

Not as a threat, exactly. But not as an ally either.

Somewhere between, maybe. Somewhere new.

Calder looked up from his book. “First full day of training. How does it feel?”

“Like I got hit by a very attractive truck.”

He snorted. “Wait until you see the Blight shards. Then you’ll know what being hit actually feels like.”

On that encouraging note, I headed upstairs to my room.

Tomorrow: first Blight Run. First real test of what my bonds could do.

I was terrified.

I was also, somehow, excited.

The cat that had followed me from the garden jumped onto my windowsill, settled into a loaf, and stared at me with knowing eyes.

“Don’t judge,” I told it. “I’m doing my best.”

It slow-blinked at me.


Chapter 4: Tutorial Run and Exhibition

The Blight Gate hummed with contained energy, a circular portal of shimmering darkness that made my newly awakened instincts scream wrong. It looked like a wound in reality, edges fraying into wisps of corruption that dissipated before touching the stone floor.

“First time through is always weird,” Kira said, checking her scout gear. She was bent over adjusting a boot strap, and her tight scout shorts showed off her compact ass perfectly, tail swishing above it. “Try not to throw up.”

“Encouraging.” I tried to focus on the terrifying portal instead of her body. It wasn’t easy.

“I threw up my first time. And my second.” She straightened, the motion making her cropped top ride up to show a strip of toned midriff. “Third time was fine though.”

The Gate Hub was a massive chamber at the heart of the training arena complex. Multiple portals lined the walls, each leading to different Blight-corrupted zones. Most were sealed with glowing wards. The one we were assigned to flickered with a softer light, indicating tutorial difficulty.

“Listen up.” The instructor was a grizzled Handler named Vorn who’d apparently been running tutorial shards since before the Tyrant Wars ended. “Basic rules. Stay together. Don’t touch anything glowing purple. Kill everything that moves wrong. Collect Wards from fallen creatures. Questions?”

I had approximately a thousand questions. I asked none of them.

“Good. In you go.”

Kira grabbed my hand and pulled me through the portal.

The world inverted.

Everything was wrong for exactly three seconds: up was down, colors were sounds, my skin was inside out. Then reality snapped back into place and I was standing in a corridor that shouldn’t exist.

Stone walls dripped with black ichor. The light came from nowhere and everywhere, a sickly glow that made shadows move when they shouldn’t. The air tasted like ash and old decay.

“Don’t puke,” Kira reminded me.

“Working on it.”

“Focus on breathing. And moving. Moving helps.” She was already scanning the corridor, her orange tabby ears swiveling like satellite dishes. “Contact ahead. Three, maybe four lessers. You ready?”

I drew the practice blade I’d been issued. It felt inadequate.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.”

“That’s the spirit.”

She moved, and I followed.

The first Blight creature came around a corner without warning. Humanoid, roughly, but twisted into something that hurt to look at. Its limbs bent wrong. Its face was a smear of darkness where features should have been.

Kira’s daggers found it before I could react. Two clean strikes, one to what might have been a throat, another to something approximating a heart. The creature dissolved into black mist, leaving behind a small crystal that fell to the ground with a tiny clink.

“That’s a Ward fragment,” she said, scooping it up. “Collect enough, they combine into full Wards.”

“That was fast.”

“I’ve had practice.” Her ears perked toward another sound. “Two more. Coming from the left.”

She wasn’t wrong. Two more lessers rounded the corner, moving with that horrible wrongness that made my instincts scream. This time I was ready.

The awakened bloodline did something. Not magic exactly, but close enough. My body moved with coordination I hadn’t earned, dodging a swipe that should have connected, countering with a strike that bit deep into corrupted flesh.

The creature screamed. It sounded like glass breaking underwater.

I finished it with a second strike while Kira handled the other. More Ward fragments clattered to the stone.

“Not bad,” she said. “Your instincts are good.”

“That wasn’t me. That was whatever woke up in my blood.”

“Same thing.” She started moving again. “Deeper now. Boss chamber’s at the core.”

We fought through three more groups of lessers, each encounter teaching me something new about my awakened abilities. I wasn’t stronger or faster than I’d been before, not really. But I could read combat in a way that felt like remembering rather than learning. Like the knowledge had always been there, waiting for something to unlock it.

The boss chamber opened before us after what felt like hours but was probably twenty minutes. A cavernous space of twisted architecture that defied geometry. And in the center, something that was definitely not a lesser.

The Lesser Blight Spawn was the size of a horse, vaguely wolf-shaped but made of concentrated wrongness. It turned toward us as we entered, and its eyes, actual eyes unlike the lessers, fixed on me.

It hesitated.

I felt it, somehow. A moment of recognition. As if the creature was seeing something in me that made it pause, recalculate, almost question whether it should attack at all.

Then Kira threw a dagger at its face and the moment shattered.

“Move!”

We moved. The Spawn was fast, terrifyingly fast, but it fought like it was conflicted. Strikes that should have been killing blows pulled at the last second. Charges that veered away when they should have connected.

“Something’s wrong with it,” I panted, dodging another attack. “It’s not trying to kill us.”

“Tell that to the claws!”

She was right. The creature was still dangerous, still corrupt, still trying to do us harm. But there was something holding it back.

I stopped running.

The Spawn froze, those wrong-right eyes fixing on me again.

“Taven, what are you doing?”

“I don’t know.”

The creature approached slowly. It was horrifying up close, all that wrongness concentrated into something that used to be alive. But beneath the corruption, I saw something else. Pain. Confusion. A creature that hadn’t chosen to become this.

It opened its jaws.

Kira screamed.

I stabbed it through the center of its chest.

The Spawn dissolved with a sound like a sigh, corruption flowing away to reveal, for just an instant, what might have been a normal wolf. Then nothing remained but Ward fragments and a glowing item that clattered to the chamber floor.

[Boss Defeated: Lesser Blight Spawn] [Blight Wards: +6 (Current: 6/50)] [Loot Acquired:] [Common: Corrupted Fang] [Uncommon: Blight-Touched Charm (+5% Resonance on use)]

“What the hell was that?” Kira’s voice was high, her tail bristled to twice its normal size. “Why did you stop? Why did it stop? What happened?”

“I don’t know.” The words felt inadequate. “It recognized me somehow. Or something in me.”

“Blight creatures don’t recognize anything. They’re corruption given form. They attack everything living.”

“This one didn’t. Not fully.”

She stared at me, her amber eyes wide and her ears flat.

“We need to tell someone about this.”

“Who? Corvus? He’d use it as evidence that I’m connected to the Blight somehow.”

“The Headmistress, then. Or…”

“Or we figure out what it means first.” I picked up the loot, the corrupted fang warm in my hand and the charm pulsing with faint energy. “Something is happening to me, Kira. The dreams. The symbols during bonding. And now this. I need to understand it before I can explain it to anyone else.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then her tail slowly deflated to its normal fluffiness.

“Okay. But if anything else weird happens, we talk about it. Promise me.”

“I promise.”

“Good.” She grabbed my arm, pulling me toward the exit portal that had formed where the Spawn fell. “Now let’s get out of here. I need a bath. And food. And…” Her grip tightened. “Other things.”

“Other things?”

Her grin was back, slightly shaky but genuine. “I have ideas.”

We emerged from the Blight shard to find Instructor Vorn waiting with a clipboard.

“Full clear, boss down, minimal injuries. Not bad for a first run.” He made notes. “Ward contribution logged to your Pack account. Debrief in two hours.”

“Actually,” Kira said, “we need to clean up first. The shard got intense.”

Vorn waved dismissively. “Do what you need to do. Just don’t be late for the debrief.”

Kira didn’t lead me toward the bathhouse.

She led me toward the Trust Chambers.

But not the one we’d used before. This one was in a different wing, accessed by a spiral staircase that climbed to an upper floor. The door was marked with the same consent sigils, but the window beside it was massive, overlooking the central quad below.

“This one has a view,” she said. Her tail was swishing in that deliberate way I was learning meant she had plans.

“Kira…”

“I almost watched you die in there.” Her voice cracked slightly. “Or almost die. Whatever that was. And I realized I don’t want to wait for anything. I don’t want to be careful or proper or whatever people expect.”

She touched the ward plate. Gold light flared.

“I want you. And I want them to see it.”

“Them?”

She gestured at the window. At the quad below, where catgirls walked in groups, trained in open spaces, went about their lives.

“All of them.”

My pulse quickened. “That’s…”

“The word you’re looking for is ‘hot.’” She pressed her palm to the sigil plate. “Sign the ward, Taven. Trust me.”

I signed.

The door opened to a chamber similar to the first but positioned specifically for the window. The bed faced the glass. The lighting was arranged to create silhouettes visible from outside.

“Exhibition space,” Kira explained, already pulling at her gear. “For those of us who like being watched.”

“I didn’t know that was an official category.”

“Felaren are very accepting of kinks.” Her scout top hit the floor. “Especially ones that prove we chose our bonds freely.”

She was beautiful in the dim light. Petite and perfect, sun-kissed skin still flushed from combat and glistening with a light sheen of sweat from the Blight run. Her orange tabby ears were flat against her head with arousal and her tail swished with anticipation, drawing my eyes to her tight waist and the flare of her hips. Her breasts were pert and perfectly shaped, nipples hard and straining against her cropped top even before I touched her.

She stripped it off, revealing those perfect tits. Perky B-cups capped with dark pink nipples that begged to be sucked.

“Everyone down there will see,” I said, my voice rough.

“Silhouettes only. Enough to know what’s happening, not enough for details.” She pulled me toward her, fingers working at my clothes. “They’ll know I chose this. Chose you. In front of everyone.”

“Including Corvus’s spies.”

“Especially them.” Her grin was fierce. “Let him document this. Let him explain how a terrified victim acts when she’s dragging her Handler to a window and demanding he fuck her while the world watches.”

My shirt hit the floor. Her hands traced my chest, my abs, following the lines down to where my pants still covered what she wanted.

“You’re making a statement,” I realized.

“I’m making a choice.” She pushed me toward the window. “And I’m choosing you.”

She kissed me, and I stopped thinking about politics.

Her mouth was hungry, demanding, her tongue tangling with mine while her hands worked my belt with desperate urgency. I palmed her breasts through the thin fabric of her scout top, feeling her nipples harden instantly against my palms. When I pinched them, rolled them between my fingers, she moaned into my mouth and ground her hips against me.

“Feel how hard my nipples are?” she breathed against my lips. “Been like that since the Blight run. Thinking about you. About this.”

“Get naked,” she ordered, yanking at my clothes. “I want you against the glass. I want everyone to see what’s about to happen to me. Want them to watch you fuck me.”

I got naked fast. My cock sprang free already rock hard, leaking precum from the anticipation. She stared at it, her tongue darting out to wet her lips, her pupils dilating.

“God, look at that cock. I’ve been dreaming about it since yesterday.”

She stripped the rest of her gear with practiced efficiency, revealing her compact body in full. I watched every inch of skin as it was exposed. Toned dancer’s legs. Slim hips. A tight waist. The firm curve of her ass where her tail emerged and swished with excitement. Her tits were perfect, perky B-cups bouncing slightly as she moved, nipples dark pink and already hard. A tight strip of orange fuzz above her already-glistening pussy.

She was already dripping wet when she pressed against me, her slick pussy grinding along the length of my cock, coating me with her arousal.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “You’re soaked.”

“Been thinking about this since we entered the Blight shard. Almost got us killed being distracted.” Her hand wrapped around my shaft, stroking slowly. “Now turn around.”

I turned. She pressed me against the window, the glass cool against my chest, while she positioned herself in front of me facing the quad below. Her ass pressed back against my cock, hot and soft, her tail wrapping around my thigh.

“Look at them,” she breathed. “They’re looking at us.”

They were. Heads turning below, ears swiveling upward, tails going still or wagging depending on the watcher. A small crowd was forming, catgirls drawn by whatever signals announced that the exhibition chamber was in use.

“They can see my silhouette.” Kira reached back, her small hand finding my cock and guiding it to her entrance. I could feel her heat, her wetness, her pussy practically sucking at my tip. “They can see you behind me. They know what’s about to happen. They’re about to watch you fuck me.”

“And that turns you on.”

“You have no idea.” Her voice was breathless, desperate. “I’ve been wet thinking about this all day. Please. I need it.”

She sank back onto me.

The sensation was incredible. Tight. Wet. Scorching hot. She took me all the way in one smooth motion, her back arching as I filled her completely, my cock bottoming out inside her. Her pussy clenched around me like she was trying to keep me there forever.

“Oh fuck yes.” Her voice was loud, deliberately loud, echoing through the chamber. Anyone nearby would hear exactly what was happening. “That’s what I needed. Your big cock stretching me out.”

I gripped her hips hard enough to leave marks and started moving.

There was something primal about this. The exhibition aspect, the watchers below, the knowledge that every thrust was visible in silhouette. My cock driving into her petite body, her ass bouncing against my pelvis, the obscene wet sounds of fucking, all on display.

Kira faced the window deliberately, pressing her palms and her tits against the glass as I pounded her from behind. The cold glass made her nipples even harder. I could see them, pressed flat against the surface, as I watched our reflection.

“Harder,” she demanded, pushing back to meet each stroke. “Show them what you do to me. Show them how good you fuck your bonded catgirl.”

I went harder. Each thrust drove her forward against the window, her breasts squashing against the glass, her moans becoming screams that echoed through the chamber. Her tail wrapped around my thigh, squeezing rhythmically, urging me deeper. I could feel her juices running down my balls, dripping onto the floor.

“Yes yes yes. Everyone can see. Everyone knows I chose this. Chose your cock inside me.”

The crowd below had grown. Dozens of catgirls watching our silhouettes move together, ears perked with fascination or flattened with arousal. Some watched openly, their tails swishing. Others pretended not to while clearly paying attention.

“More,” Kira gasped. “I want more. I want to look at them while you fuck me.”

I pulled out with a wet sound. She whimpered at the loss, her pussy clenching around nothing. I spun her around, lifted her against the window with her legs wrapped around my waist. Her back pressed to the cold glass, her tits jutting out toward me. This position was even more exposed, our faces visible in profile, the motion of our bodies unmistakable.

“You’re incredible,” I said, lining up again.

“Less talking.” She grabbed my cock and positioned it at her entrance. “More fucking.”

I slammed back inside her.

She screamed, the sound bouncing off the walls. Her pussy stretched around me again, welcoming me back, squeezing with desperate need. I pinned her to the glass and fucked her hard, fast, each thrust lifting her slightly off the window before gravity brought her down onto my cock again.

“Yes. Fuck. Just like that. Your cock is perfect. Filling me up so good.”

I fucked her against the window while an audience watched from below. Her pussy clenched around me with every thrust, her inner walls rippling along my shaft. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, more incoherent. Her ears flattened completely against her head, her tail wrapped tight around my arm like a vice.

I could feel her getting close. Her pussy started fluttering, clenching erratically, her body tensing.

“Close,” she warned, her voice breaking. “Fuck, I’m going to come. Going to come in front of everyone.”

“Do it. Let them see. Let them hear.”

“Oh god.” Her back arched off the glass. Her nails dug into my shoulders. “Oh god oh god I’m coming I’m coming don’t stop don’t fucking stop…”

She came with a scream that definitely carried through the glass, echoing across the quad below. Her whole body convulsed, her pussy spasming around my cock in powerful rhythmic clenches, milking me, squeezing and releasing with desperate need. Her juices gushed around my shaft, soaking my balls, dripping down onto the floor in an obscene puddle. Her ears went completely flat, her eyes rolled back, and her tail squeezed my arm so hard it left marks.

Below, I heard cheering. Actual cheering from the catgirls watching their silhouetted show.

The sound pushed me over.

I slammed balls-deep and erupted with a groan that tore from my chest. My cock swelled, pulsed, then pumped the first thick rope of cum deep inside her spasming pussy. Then another. And another. I kept coming, kept filling her, more than I’d ever cum before. She cried out at each pulse, her cunt clenching to milk every drop from my throbbing cock.

“Yes! Fuck yes!” She writhed against the glass, impaled on my spurting cock. “Give it all to me! Fill me up! I want them to know you bred me against this window!”

Her pussy overflowed, our combined juices running down her thighs, dripping onto the floor. I could feel my own cum being squeezed out around my shaft with each clench of her still-orgasming pussy.

The bond between us sang with shared pleasure, resonating, amplifying everything. Those symbols flickered at the edge of my vision again, patterns I couldn’t read but somehow understood.

We held there, pressed to the glass, both trembling.

“Best run celebration ever,” Kira managed.

“I think people are taking pictures.”

“Let them.” She kissed me, slow and satisfied. “I want the whole academy to know.”

We eventually peeled ourselves from the window and collapsed onto the bed. Kira immediately curled into my side, her tail wrapping possessively around my leg.

“Exhibition kink,” she said dreamily. “It’s a thing.”

“I noticed.”

“You don’t mind?”

“Did it look like I minded?”

She laughed, nuzzling into my neck. “No. It looked like you were very, very enthusiastic.”

My System notification flickered:

[Bond Milestone: Kira Brightpaw] [Status: CRUSH (500)] [Combat Sync: +15% when fighting alongside bonded partner] [Shared Buff Slot: Unlocked] [Trust: Fully Established]

[Lattice Node Unlocked: Charm Lane] [Feline Allure I: +10% bond XP from positive interactions]

[Resonance Shards: +100 (Current: 175)]

“We hit 500,” I said. “Crush status.”

“Mmm.” Kira’s purring started. “Good. Means I can feel you better now. Through the bond.”

“Is that what that warmth is?”

“That’s me.” Her tail squeezed. “Always there. Always yours.”

We lay together in comfortable silence, the afternoon light painting patterns on the ceiling. Below, the crowd had dispersed, but the memory of their attention lingered.

“They’ll talk about this,” I said.

“That’s the point.” Kira propped herself up on one elbow. “The Inquisition says multi-bonders enslave catgirls. They force them. Control them.” Her amber eyes were serious. “No one who saw what just happened can believe I was forced. I was enthusiastic. I was loud. I was facing the window on purpose.”

“Making a statement.”

“Making evidence.” She smiled. “Every witness is a counter-argument. Every person who saw me choose you freely is ammunition against Corvus’s claims.”

“You planned this.”

“I improvised. Brilliantly.” Her tail swished proudly. “But yes. I knew what I was doing.”

I pulled her down for a kiss.

“Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. We still have two hours until debrief.” She grinned against my mouth. “I have ideas about how to fill that time.”

We didn’t make it to the debrief on time.

Vorn didn’t seem surprised.

Later, walking back to Night Den, we passed a group of catgirls who immediately fell into an animated conversation conducted entirely through ear movements and tail gestures. Kira responded with her own sequence of signals.

“What did they say?” I asked.

“They wanted to know if the rumors were true.” Her tail wrapped around my wrist. “I confirmed that they were.”

“And their response?”

“Jealousy, mostly.” She grinned. “And an offer to show you their own exhibition chamber sometime.”

“That seems… forward.”

“Felaren are forward.” She looked up at me with warm amber eyes. “Get used to it.”

In the distance, I spotted Corvus on a balcony, watching us walk across the quad. He said something to his aide. The aide wrote it down.

As we passed a group of catgirls near the fountain, I heard one of them whisper to another: “That’s the window girl. The one from earlier.”

Her friend’s ears perked with interest. “The scout who rode the Handler against the glass?”

“The very same.”

Kira’s tail puffed with pride rather than embarrassment. She winked at them as we passed.

The “window girl” rumor was spreading fast. By tomorrow, the whole academy would know.

A familiar figure stepped out from behind a column near the administrative building. Registrar Quillon, clipboard in hand, her brown ears flat with official disapproval.

“Handler Greycliffe.” Her voice carried across the quad. “I’m serving notice of an audit protocol. Trust Chamber usage logs are being subpoenaed for review.”

“On what grounds?”

“Anomalous activity patterns. Potential violations of standard bonding progression guidelines.” She made a note on her clipboard. “The Inquisition has requested copies of all documentation related to your bond activities.”

“Of course they have.”

“This is standard procedure for monitored subjects.” Her tail was rigidly still, controlled. “You may continue your activities within regulation parameters. But know that every chamber visit, every bonding session, every intimate encounter will be documented and reviewed.”

She walked away without waiting for a response, her quill already scratching across forms.

Kira’s tail bristled. “She’s going to be a problem.”

“She’s Corvus’s tool. He’s the real problem.”

And somewhere in the back of my mind, I couldn’t stop thinking about the Blight Spawn and its moment of recognition.

What had it seen?

What was I becoming?

Kira squeezed my hand. “You’re thinking too loud.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. Just buy me dinner.”


Chapter 5: Library and Longing

The Academy library was called Archive Row, and it was the kind of place that made book lovers weep with joy.

Tall stacks rose toward vaulted ceilings, connected by ladders on brass rails that slid with a satisfying whisper. Reading nooks were tucked into alcoves, each one lit by magical lamps that adjusted to the reader’s comfort. The air smelled of old paper, leather binding, and something faintly vanilla that I couldn’t identify.

I came looking for answers. The Blight Spawn’s recognition. The symbols that kept appearing during bond moments. Whatever was different about my multi-bond capacity that made crystals explode and Inquisitors panic.

The librarian, a bored-looking catgirl with dark gray ears, pointed me toward the restricted section.

“Multi-bond history, Tyrant Wars archives, Handler bloodline studies.” She rattled off the location without looking up from her own book. “Section Twelve, third level. Don’t touch anything that glows purple. And stay quiet. Some of us are trying to read.”

Section Twelve was deep in the stacks, far from the main reading areas. The books here were older, leather-bound volumes with faded titles in scripts I couldn’t read. Some of them seemed to watch me as I passed, which was probably my imagination but definitely unsettling.

I found the shelf I needed and started pulling books.

“That one’s mostly propaganda.”

I nearly dropped the volume.

Miri Softstep stood at the end of the aisle, her white ears pressed flat against platinum hair that cascaded around her shoulders in silken waves. She wore a tight sweater that clung to generous curves, accentuating breasts that were considerably larger than Kira’s, the soft wool outlining their heavy swell. Below, her fitted pants hugged thick thighs and a round ass that I’d noticed before in the dining hall. Her fluffy white tail was knotted around itself in what I was learning meant anxiety, drawing attention to the flare of her hips.

Gorgeous. In that soft, scholarly way that made you want to mess up her carefully composed exterior.

“The Chronicles of the Tyrant Fall,” she said, adjusting her thick black-framed glasses in a way that shouldn’t have been as attractive as it was. “Written by the victors. Heavily biased toward making Valdris into a pure monster.”

“He wasn’t?”

“He was a monster. But he was also a man. People like simple narratives. Good versus evil. But the truth is more complicated.” She stepped closer in the narrow aisle, and I caught her scent: old books, lavender, and something warmer beneath. Something feminine and musky that made my pulse quicken.

She reached past me to pull a different book from the shelf. In the tight space, her generous chest pressed against my arm, those heavy breasts soft and warm even through her sweater. I could feel them compress against me, the weight of them, the give. Her hip brushed mine. Her breath caught slightly.

“This one,” she said, her voice slightly unsteady, “has the actual historical records. Testimony from survivors. Including the Felaren he bonded.”

“You’ve researched this.”

“Extensively.” Her pale blue eyes met mine through those scholarly glasses. “My grandmother was one of them. One of Valdris’s bonded.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. She survived. Escaped during the final battle.” Miri’s tail knotted tighter. “But she never talked about what happened. Not the details. Only that multi-bonding was… complicated.”

“Complicated how?”

“That’s what I’m trying to understand.” She clutched the book to her chest. “I’ve been researching this for years. The historical consensus says Valdris forced his bonds, broke minds, turned his bonded into puppets. But some of the testimony doesn’t match that. Some of the survivors described moments of genuine connection. Of choices made freely before things went wrong.”

“You think multi-bonding can be consensual?”

“I think it was, originally. Before Valdris corrupted it.” Her glasses slid down her nose. She pushed them up nervously. “I’m not supposed to be telling you this. A Handler. A multi-bonder.” Her tail loosened slightly. “But you don’t feel like a monster.”

“How do monsters feel?”

“I don’t know. Different than this.” She gestured vaguely at the space between us. “There’s an energy to you. Warm. Patient. My instincts keep saying you’re safe, even though everything I’ve been taught says you’re dangerous.”

“I’m trying to prove I’m not.”

“I know. I’ve heard.” A faint blush colored her porcelain cheeks. “The whole academy’s heard. The window incident.”

Right. The exhibition scene with Kira.

“That wasn’t exactly private.”

“No. It wasn’t.” Her blush deepened. “Kira made a statement. Everyone’s talking about it.”

“Good things or bad things?”

“Both.” She shifted, her tail unknotting and knotting again in rapid succession. “Some people think it proves you’re different from Valdris. Others think it’s exactly what a sophisticated tyrant would do. Create the appearance of consent to mask control.”

“I didn’t control anything. She was very much in charge.”

Miri made a sound that might have been a laugh, quickly suppressed. “That’s what the witnesses said. ‘In charge’ is generous. They used more colorful terms.”

We stood there in the narrow aisle, surrounded by dusty books about the worst period in Felaren history. Miri’s tail had settled into something less anxious. Her ears were tilted forward in what I was learning meant interest.

“Would you like help?” she asked. “With your research. I know these archives better than anyone except the librarians.”

“I’d appreciate that.”

She led me to a reading nook she’d clearly claimed as her own. Books were stacked on every surface. A worn cushion occupied the seat in a way that suggested long hours of habitation. And the nook was perfectly positioned to catch afternoon sunlight.

Miri settled into the cushion, tucking her legs beneath her in a position that looked physically impossible for a human, her thick thighs pressed together in a way that emphasized their softness. Her tail curled around her ankles, fluffy and white. In this position, with her sweater pulled tight by the pose, her generous breasts were even more prominent, rising and falling with each breath. Her glasses caught the light as she opened the first book, and a strand of platinum hair fell across her face.

I forced myself to focus on the books instead of imagining what she looked like beneath that sweater.

“Let’s start with what you actually know.”

I told her. The dreams before awakening. The symbols during the aptitude test. The strange flickers during bonding. And, hesitantly, the Blight Spawn’s moment of recognition.

Her eyes widened behind her glasses.

“That’s… unprecedented. Blight creatures don’t recognize anything. They’re corruption without consciousness.”

“This one did. Just for a moment.”

“And the symbols you describe.” She pulled a different book from a stack, flipping through pages. “They’re pre-Tyrant. Ancient Handler glyphs from before the bloodlines diverged.” She found what she was looking for and turned the book toward me. “Like these?”

The page showed exactly what I’d been seeing. Glowing patterns, arranged in formations that felt meaningful even though I couldn’t read them.

“Yes. Exactly like those.”

“Taven.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “These are First Handler markings. The original bloodline that Felara blessed. They’ve been extinct for centuries. No one has seen them since…” Her pale eyes went wide. “Since Valdris.”

“He saw them?”

“He was descended from the First Handlers. That’s why he could multi-bond. It’s a throwback trait, an ancient power returning.” She stared at me with new intensity. “If you’re seeing First Handler glyphs, if Blight creatures recognize you…”

“Then I’m connected to something very old.”

“Or something very dangerous.” She set the book down carefully. “I need to think about this. Do more research.”

“I appreciate your help.”

“I’m not helping you for your sake.” Her tail knotted. “I’m helping because I need to know the truth about what happened to my grandmother. About whether the bonds were always forced, or if something else happened.” She met my eyes. “You might be the key to understanding that.”

“No pressure.”

“Considerable pressure, actually.” But she almost smiled. “You’re strange, Taven Greycliffe. Not what I expected.”

“What did you expect?”

“Arrogance. Entitlement. The attitude of someone who thinks multi-bonding makes them special.” She pushed her glasses up. “Instead you’re… uncertain. Questioning. Trying to understand rather than assuming.”

“I don’t know enough to assume anything.”

“That might be your greatest asset.”

A sunbeam shifted through the library window, creeping across the floor toward our nook. Miri’s eyes tracked it. Her body tensed.

She very deliberately did not move toward it.

I watched her struggle, fascinated.

“The sunbeam thing,” I said. “It’s real.”

“It’s an instinct.” Her cheeks flushed. “A perfectly manageable instinct that has no bearing on scholarly pursuits.”

“You’re vibrating.”

“I am not vibrating.”

She was definitely vibrating. The slightest tremor in her shoulders, her tail unknotting and reaching toward the warm light despite her best efforts.

The sunbeam reached the edge of our nook.

Miri’s composure cracked.

“Fine.” She shifted position with forced casualness, coincidentally ending up directly in the light. “This is more ergonomic for reading anyway.”

“Of course.”

“Don’t judge.”

“I would never.”

Her tail wrapped around her legs more comfortably. She started purring, caught herself, and went bright red.

“That’s… that’s a healing technique. It promotes cell regeneration. It has nothing to do with the sunbeam.”

“Naturally.”

“Stop looking at me like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like you find this amusing.”

“I don’t find it amusing. I find it…” I searched for the right word. “Endearing.”

She went even redder. Her tail unknotted completely, reaching toward me under the table before she yanked it back.

“We should. The research. Focus on the research.”

“Right. Research.”

We focused on the research. Or tried to. Miri kept bumping her tail against my leg under the table, apologizing each time, then doing it again. Her glasses fogged when she got flustered, which happened every time I asked a question that made her explain something she was passionate about.

She was brilliant. I’d known she was smart, everyone said she was smart, but watching her connect disparate pieces of historical information was like watching an artist work. She saw patterns I couldn’t perceive, drew conclusions that seemed obvious only after she’d explained them.

“The First Handler bloodline wasn’t just about multi-bonding,” she said, showing me another passage. “They had other abilities. Resonance reading. Emotion sensing. A connection to the Blight itself.”

“A connection to the Blight?”

“The Blight was created from Valdris’s dying curse, but the corruption had to come from somewhere. Some texts suggest he channeled power that already existed, ancient darkness that the First Handlers were originally meant to combat.” Her eyes gleamed with scholarly fervor. “If you’re seeing First Handler glyphs, if the Blight recognizes you, it might mean you’re connected to both sides. The original purpose and the corruption that twisted it.”

“That’s terrifying.”

“It’s fascinating.” She caught herself. “I mean, yes, also terrifying. But the research possibilities…”

I laughed. It felt good.

Miri looked startled, then pleased. Her tail bumped my leg again, and this time she didn’t apologize.

A book fell from the stack beside her.

She watched it fall. Made eye contact with me.

“That was intentional. For… organizational purposes.”

“Was it?”

“The stack was unstable. It needed reorganizing.”

“By pushing a book off?”

“The methodology is sound.” She definitely didn’t smile. “Don’t question my methods.”

More sunlight crept across the nook. Miri drifted toward it without appearing to notice, her body orienting toward warmth like a flower toward the sun.

She stretched unconsciously, arching her back in a way that thrust her generous chest forward. Those heavy breasts strained against her sweater, the fabric pulling tight enough to show the outline of her bra, the shadow of her cleavage deepening. Her sweater rode up to show a strip of pale, soft stomach, a hint of the curve of her waist.

Her thick thighs shifted, pressing together. She let out a tiny, satisfied sound, a little moan of pleasure that went straight to my cock, making it twitch in my pants.

“You’re doing it again.”

“Doing what?” Her voice was breathy, relaxed, almost sleepy.

“The sunbeam thing.”

She looked down at her position, now almost entirely in direct light. Her tail was stretched out luxuriously behind her, the white fur gleaming, curving over one rounded hip. Her eyes were half-closed, long lashes casting shadows on her flushed cheeks. The sunlight made her platinum hair glow like spun silk and turned her pale skin almost luminous. Her lips were parted slightly, pink and soft.

She looked like something out of a fantasy. A soft, curvy, thoroughly kissable fantasy.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Before I could respond, a shadow fell across our nook.

A catgirl in formal robes stood at the entrance, her expression grim. “Handler Greycliffe. You’re summoned.”

“Summoned where?”

“Inquisition inquiry. Formal hearing chamber. Immediately.”

Miri’s tail went rigid.

“You should go,” she said quietly. “Don’t keep them waiting.”

“Miri…”

“I’ll keep researching.” She was already gathering her books, retreating into scholarship like armor. “Find me after. If you want. To discuss what I learn.”

“I want.”

Her glasses fogged slightly. “Then go. And be careful.”

I followed the messenger through the library, feeling Miri’s gaze on my back until I turned the corner.

The Inquisition summons had come. Whatever I’d done, whatever Corvus thought he’d documented, the reckoning was about to begin.

But even walking toward what might be my execution, I couldn’t stop thinking about pale blue eyes behind thick glasses, and a fluffy white tail that couldn’t stop reaching for me.

My System notification flickered:

[Bond Update: Miri Softstep +100 (Current: 100)] [Status: ALLY] [Personal dialogue unlocked] [Minor combat synergy: +5%]

One hundred points. Ally status.

Progress, even in the shadow of disaster.

The messenger led me deeper into the Academy’s central tower, toward a hearing chamber I’d never seen.

Toward Inquisitor Corvus and whatever evidence he thought he had.

Toward answers I wasn’t sure I wanted to know.


Chapter 6: Inquisition Hearing

The morning Blight Run was supposed to be routine.

“Quick shard clear,” Kira had said at breakfast, her tail swishing with anticipation. “Get some Wards, warm up before afternoon classes. Easy.”

Nothing about the Corrupted Stalker was easy.

The creature emerged from the shadows of the corrupted zone like a nightmare given form: a massive cat-thing made of wrong, all twisted limbs and impossible angles. Where a normal cat would have fur, this thing had darkness. Where eyes should be, corruption pulsed.

It moved faster than anything I’d faced before.

“Down!” I yanked Kira sideways as a claw the size of my forearm sliced through the space she’d occupied.

We rolled, came up together, separated to flank. Despite the terror, I couldn’t help noticing how her scout gear clung to her sweat-slicked body, her perky tits heaving with adrenaline, her tight ass flexing as she moved into combat stance.

“That’s bigger than the tutorial boss,” Kira observed, circling left, her athletic form coiled like a spring.

“Noticed.”

“Just checking we’re on the same page.”

The Stalker lunged. I dove right while Kira went high, using a corrupted pillar to springboard over the creature’s head. Her daggers flashed, scoring lines across its back that leaked shadow instead of blood.

It howled and spun, faster than something that size should move.

“Patterns,” I called out, watching its movements. “It favors the right side. Limited neck rotation. Attack from its blind spot.”

“Where’s its blind spot?”

“Finding out.”

I charged straight at it.

Stupid? Maybe. But the creature expected prey behavior. It expected us to run, to dodge, to give ground. Instead, I sprinted directly into its kill zone.

It hesitated. Just for a heartbeat.

I slid between its legs, coming up behind it where its twisted spine prevented it from turning quickly. “Here! The blind spot is here!”

Kira didn’t waste the opening. She descended like orange-furred vengeance, both daggers driving into the creature’s back with her full weight behind them.

The Stalker screamed and bucked, throwing her off. But the damage was done. Dark ichor spilled from the wounds. Its movements grew jerky, uncoordinated.

“Finish it!” I grabbed a chunk of corrupted crystal from the ground, hurling it at the creature’s face. Distraction. Misdirection.

Kira struck from the opposite side, one dagger finding something vital.

The Corrupted Stalker collapsed into dissolving shadows.

We stood in the aftermath, breathing hard, covered in dark ichor that was already evaporating.

“That was,” Kira panted, “surprisingly terrifying.”

“Agreed.”

“Also really hot. The way you charged it? Very attractive.”

“We almost died.”

“Exactly.” She grinned, her tail wrapping around my wrist. “Danger is an aphrodisiac.”

The loot materialized as the corruption fully dissipated: a ribbon that shimmered with ritual energy, a small charm that pulsed with truth-sensing magic, and the usual materials.

[Boss Defeated: Corrupted Stalker] [Blight Wards: +8 (Current: 14/50)] [Loot Acquired:] [Rare: Sanctum Ribbon … Ritual +1 bond DC] [Uncommon: Truth Charm … +5% lie detection] [Common: Corrupted Fang x3] [Common: Blight Essence x2]

“A Rare drop!” Kira bounced despite her exhaustion. “Sanctum Ribbon! Those are amazing for bonding ceremonies.”

“What does ‘+1 bond DC’ mean?”

“Makes bonds form faster. More stable.” She grinned. “Save it for someone special.”

We emerged from the Blight shard to find a small audience waiting.

Instructor Vorn stood with several faculty members, all watching with evaluating eyes. Behind them, half-hidden in the shadows of a support pillar, I spotted Inquisitor Corvus taking notes.

“Impressive coordination,” Vorn said, making marks on his tablet. “Your synergy with Scout Brightpaw is developing quickly for such a new bond.”

“Handler Greycliffe shows tactical aptitude,” one of the observers added. “His positioning calls were consistently advantageous.”

Vorn nodded. “I’ll note this in your file. Might help with today’s proceedings.”

Today’s proceedings. The tribunal. I’d almost forgotten in the adrenaline of the fight.

“Shower, eat something, then report to the hearing chamber,” Vorn continued. “You have two hours.”

Two hours to prepare for an Inquisition tribunal. At least my blood was already pumping.



They made me wait.

Three hours in an antechamber while official-sounding conversations happened behind closed doors. The positive impressions from the morning run seemed to count for nothing here. No one told me what was happening. No one explained the process. I just sat on an uncomfortable stone bench and tried not to spiral into panic.

Kira found me an hour in.

“This is ridiculous.” She paced the small room, her tail lashing with agitation. “They can’t just summon you without representation. There are protocols.”

“Apparently the Inquisition has different protocols.”

“The Inquisition can stuff their protocols.” Her ears flattened. “I talked to the Headmistress’s office. She knows. She’s coming.”

“Is that good?”

“It’s better than facing Corvus alone.” She sat beside me, pressing close. “Whatever happens in there, remember: you haven’t done anything wrong. You exist. That’s not a crime.”

“Tell that to the people who wrote the Multi-Bond Treaty.”

“The Treaty outlaws forced bonding. Not consensual bonding. Not multi-bonding itself.” Her hand found mine. “Miri told me about your research session. About what you found in the old texts.”

“You talked to Miri?”

“She found me after you got summoned. She’s worried.” Kira’s tail wrapped around our joined hands. “She also gave me some information that might help. Historical arguments. Legal precedents. Things Corvus probably doesn’t expect you to know.”

Before I could respond, the hearing chamber doors opened.

Inquisitor Corvus stood framed in the entrance, his gray ears flat and his cold eyes evaluating.

“Handler Greycliffe. The tribunal will see you now.”

The hearing chamber was designed to intimidate.

A raised platform dominated one end, where three figures sat behind an imposing bench: Corvus in the center, flanked by two robed catgirls who radiated judicial authority. Below them, a speaking podium stood on a smaller platform clearly designed for catgirl height.

I had to hunch slightly to use it.

“Handler Taven Greycliffe,” Corvus began, his voice echoing off vaulted ceilings. “You stand before this tribunal accused of possessing forbidden capacity. Multi-bond potential exceeding all recorded historical limits. A direct threat to the peace and safety of this realm.”

“I possess capacity,” I said. “I haven’t acted on it except through consensual bonds.”

“One consensual bond. Witnessed by hundreds.” His tone made the word ‘witnessed’ sound obscene. “A remarkable display of exhibitionism that proves nothing except your partner’s enthusiasm for attention.”

Behind me, I heard Kira make a sound of outrage.

“The historical purpose of bonding includes energy exchange,” I said, drawing on what Miri had taught me. “Physical intimacy strengthens the connection. This has been documented since the founding of Felidae Academy.”

“Documented by Handlers who had single bonds. Not multiple.”

“The mechanism is the same. Bond energy, freely exchanged, benefits both parties.”

Corvus leaned forward. “And how would you know that, Handler Greycliffe? You’ve been at this Academy for days. Where did you learn the mechanism of multi-bonding?”

“From the historical archives. The same archives that document the Tyrant Wars and the original Handler bloodlines.”

Something flickered in Corvus’s expression.

“The restricted archives.”

“The archives available to any registered student.” I kept my voice steady. “I researched my own condition. As would anyone told they carried a ‘forbidden capacity.’”

One of the flanking judges stirred. “He has a point, Inquisitor. Access to educational materials is not itself suspicious.”

“Everything about this Handler is suspicious.” Corvus gestured, and an aide brought forward a display crystal. “This is the recording from his aptitude test. Watch.”

The crystal projected the scene: my hand on the testing apparatus, the flare of impossible light, symbols scrolling across surfaces too fast to read.

“First Handler glyphs,” Corvus said. “Extinct for three centuries. The last person to manifest them was Valdris himself.”

Murmurs rippled through the small audience that had gathered. I spotted Calder near the back, his expression unreadable.

And then Corvus produced something else. An ancient artifact, rough-hewn stone covered in faded sigils. A sealing stone, if the archives were right.

“This artifact,” Corvus announced, “was recovered from the Tyrant’s final stronghold. It has remained dormant for three hundred years.”

He carried it toward me, watching my face with predatory intensity.

The stone began to glow.

Faintly at first, then brighter. The sigils flickered with light that matched the symbols from my aptitude test. From my dreams.

Corvus’s expression shifted. The anger was still there, but something else crept in. Something that looked almost like fear.

“That’s… not possible,” he said, voice barely above a whisper.

Then louder, for the tribunal: “This confirms what I suspected. He carries the same bloodline as the Tyrant. The same capacity. The same potential for destruction.”

“Potential is not action,” I managed, though my heart was hammering.

“Potential becomes action. Always. It’s only a matter of time before you enslave your bonded, break their minds, use them as the Tyrant did.” His voice rose. “This tribunal should authorize immediate containment before that potential manifests.”

“On what charge?” A new voice cut through the chamber. Headmistress Sylara entered through a side door, her silver tail swishing with controlled authority. “Because potential crimes are not grounds for imprisonment under Academy charter or Realm law.”

Corvus’s jaw tightened. “Headmistress. This is an Inquisition matter.”

“On Academy grounds. With an Academy student.” She moved to stand beside my podium. “Which makes it an Academy matter as well.” Her pale gold eyes swept the tribunal. “What charge are you bringing against Handler Greycliffe?”

“Existential threat to realm security.”

“Based on?”

“His capacity readings. His bloodline manifestations. His potential for…”

“Potential.” Sylara’s voice was sharp enough to cut stone. “You’re proposing to imprison a student, remove him from education and protection, based on potential.”

“The potential is unprecedented.”

“So is the precedent you’re proposing.” She turned to the other judges. “I invoke the Academic Observation Protocol. Article Seven, Section Three. A Handler of uncertain status may be maintained under supervised integration to demonstrate fitness for continued service.”

“The Protocol is meant for minor concerns,” Corvus protested. “Not threats of this magnitude.”

“The Protocol does not distinguish magnitude. It requires demonstration of harmful action before escalation.” Sylara’s smile had edges. “Has Handler Greycliffe committed any harmful actions?”

Silence.

“His bonds appear consensual. His combat contributions have been positive. Indeed, this very morning, faculty observers noted exceptional coordination during a Blight Run. His research interests are academic rather than militant.” She produced a document from her robes. “I have here testimony from Scout Brightpaw, witnessed and notarized, affirming that her bond with Handler Greycliffe was freely chosen and actively desired.”

More murmurs from the audience.

“One testimony,” Corvus said.

“One is sufficient for Protocol protection.” Sylara handed the document to the nearest judge. “Handler Greycliffe will remain under Academy supervision. He will continue his education and training. He will be monitored, documented, and evaluated. If, during the thirty-day observation period, he commits any acts of coercion, forced bonding, or harm to his bonded, the Inquisition may revisit containment options.”

“Thirty days is not enough.”

“Thirty days is what the Protocol specifies.” Sylara’s tail curled once, satisfied. “Unless the Inquisitor is proposing to override Academy charter and Realm law based on personal prejudice?”

The tension in the room was thick enough to taste.

Corvus’s hands clenched on the bench. His ears were flat, his expression murderous. But he was outmaneuvered, and everyone present knew it.

“Thirty days,” he said finally. “Not one day more. And I will be watching every moment.”

He stood abruptly.

“This tribunal is adjourned. Handler Greycliffe, be warned: the Inquisition does not forget. The Inquisition does not forgive. And potential always, always becomes action.”

He swept out of the chamber, his aide scrambling to follow.

Sylara turned to me, her expression softening slightly.

“You handled that well.”

“I had good information. And good timing.” I glanced toward the door where Corvus had disappeared. “The artifact. It reacted to me.”

“I saw.” Her pale eyes were thoughtful. “The sealing stones were keyed to Valdris’s bloodline. They shouldn’t react to anyone else.”

“What does that mean?”

“I don’t know yet.” She paused. “He really believes I’m going to become the next Tyrant, doesn’t he?”

“He believes everyone with multi-bond capacity will become the next Tyrant. He lost family during the Wars. His hatred is personal.” She paused again. “Which makes him dangerous in ways beyond the tribunal.”

“You think he’ll try something outside official channels?”

“I think you should be careful. Build your bonds. Prove your intentions. And stay surrounded by people who can testify to your character.” Her tail uncurled. “You have thirty days, Handler Greycliffe. Use them wisely.”

She left through the same side door she’d entered.

I stood alone on the speaking platform, processing what had just happened.

Kira bounded in before I could move.

“That was amazing! You were so calm, so prepared. And Sylara was incredible, the way she just dismantled his entire argument with one document.” She grabbed my arm, pulling me off the platform. “Come on. We’re celebrating.”

“Celebrating surviving a tribunal?”

“Celebrating being alive and free and together.” Her tail wrapped around my wrist. “Steam room. Now. I’m ordering relaxation.”



The Academy bathhouse was nearly empty in the afternoon.

Kira led me past the main pools to a private steam alcove, a small space carved into natural rock with hot mist rising from vents in the floor.

She stripped without hesitation. Her scout top came off first, revealing those perky B-cups I’d already memorized, dark pink nipples hardening instantly in the steam. Then her shorts, sliding down toned thighs, leaving her completely bare. She tossed the clothes into a provided basket before stretching luxuriously in the steam, arms above her head, back arched, every curve on display.

Her petite body was gorgeous in the dim, misty light. Water droplets already forming on sun-kissed skin, tracing paths down her throat, between her breasts, over her flat stomach. Her perky tits rose and fell with each breath. Her tight waist led down to hips that swayed as she moved, her compact ass perfectly rounded above athletic thighs. Her orange tabby tail swished behind her, wet fur sleek against her skin, drawing my eyes up and down her naked body.

“Like what you see?” She caught me staring and grinned. “Come on. In.”

I stripped and joined her, my cock already half-hard at the sight of her. By the time my pants came off, I was fully erect, and her eyes dropped to it with obvious hunger.

“Mmm. There it is.” She licked her lips. “I’ve been thinking about that cock all day.”

The heat immediately sank into muscles I hadn’t realized were tense.

“Better?” she asked, her eyes dropping to my growing erection with obvious appreciation.

“Much.”

“Good.” She moved closer, pressing her wet body against mine, her hard nipples dragging across my chest. “Now let me make it even better.”

Her mouth found my neck. Then my chest. Then lower.

“Kira…”

“Shh. Let me take care of you.” She looked up through steam and wet lashes. “You just survived an Inquisition tribunal. And that thing with the artifact? Terrifying. You deserve this.”

Her hand wrapped around my hardening cock.

She stroked slowly at first, letting the steam and heat do half the work. Her thumb traced circles over the head, spreading pre-cum until her grip was slick and smooth.

“I was scared,” she admitted quietly. “Watching Corvus accuse you. Watching that stone glow. Thinking they might take you away.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

“Promise me.” Her strokes quickened. “Promise me you’ll stay.”

“I promise.”

She rewarded the words with her mouth.

Her lips parted around my cock, hot and wet from the steam, taking me in with a moan that vibrated through my shaft. The steam surrounded us as she took me deep, inch by inch, her tongue swirling along the underside, finding every sensitive spot.

“Fuck,” she mumbled around my cock, the word vibrating through my shaft. “Love your cock. Love having it in my mouth.”

Her small hand wrapped around the base, pumping what wouldn’t fit in her mouth, slick with steam and saliva. Wet, obscene sounds echoed off the stone walls. Slurping. Gagging. The rhythmic squelch of her throat taking me.

Her orange tabby ears were flat with concentration, her amber eyes looking up at me through the mist. Her wet tail wrapped around my thigh for balance, squeezing rhythmically as she worked.

I groaned, one hand finding those ears, stroking the soft fur. She leaned into the touch like a cat, her purring intensifying around my cock, the vibration shooting pleasure straight up my spine.

“Jesus, Kira. Your mouth is fucking incredible.”

She pulled back with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her swollen lips to my glistening cock. Her grin was wicked, her chin wet, her lips red and swollen.

“I wanted to do this the moment the tribunal ended. Every second you were talking, so calm, so brave, I was thinking about dropping to my knees and sucking your cock right there in front of everyone.” She licked the tip, her tongue swirling around the head, catching a bead of precum. “Thinking about how you’d taste. How you’d sound when I made you come. Would have been quite the statement.”

“That’s incredibly distracting.”

“Good.” She stroked me slowly, her wet hand sliding up and down my shaft. “Your cock belongs in my mouth. Or my pussy. But right now, I want to taste your cum. Want to swallow every drop while you watch.”

She took me deep again, her throat opening to swallow me, her nose pressing against my pelvis before she pulled back to bob on my shaft. Deeper each time. Faster. Her throat bulging with each thrust.

The steam. The heat. Her hot, wet mouth working my cock. It built faster than I expected, arousal amplified by relief and adrenaline and the genuine terror of the past few hours.

“Close,” I warned, my balls tightening.

She didn’t pull away. If anything, she took me deeper, her throat milking my cock, her purring so intense I could feel it in my bones. Her hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently, coaxing my orgasm closer.

I came with a groan that echoed off the stone walls, my cock pulsing in her mouth, pumping thick ropes of cum down her eager throat. She swallowed every drop, her amber eyes locked on mine with fierce satisfaction, her throat working to take everything I gave her. Her tail squeezed my thigh through each pulse, her purring never stopping until I was completely spent.

When she finally released me, she was smiling.

“See? Much better.”

“You’re incredible.”

“I know.” She pressed against my side, steam curling around us both. “Your turn when you recover. I want your fingers inside me while you watch the door for anyone coming.”

“Is that a thing?”

“Everything’s a thing.” Her tail swished in the water. “But for now, just hold me. I need to feel you alive and here.”

I held her. The heat soaked into us. And for a few precious minutes, the tribunal and Corvus and thirty-day deadlines all faded into the steam.



When we finally dressed and emerged, the afternoon had turned to evening. The pressure of the day was finally releasing, replaced by exhausted satisfaction.

Thirty days.

I had thirty days to prove that multi-bonding could be trust rather than tyranny.

Looking at Kira, her tail wrapped around my wrist and her amber eyes bright with pride, I thought maybe I could do it.

Maybe we could do it together.
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Kira’s tail wrapped around my wrist as we walked back to Night Den.

“Same time tomorrow?” she asked.

“Wouldn’t miss it.”


Chapter 7: Healing Touch

The training injury was my own fault.

Three days of intensive combat sessions with Sera had sharpened my skills considerably, but they’d also accumulated damage. Bruises on bruises. A strained shoulder from a throw I didn’t dodge quite fast enough. And finally, a twisted knee from a fall that even my awakened bloodline couldn’t make graceful.

“Infirmary,” Sera said, standing over me. Her combat leathers were slicked with sweat, clinging to her athletic curves, her firm tits rising and falling with exertion. Even glaring down at me with disapproval, she was devastatingly beautiful. “Now.”

“It’s not that bad.”

“You can barely walk.” Her black tail flicked with something that might have been concern. Her amber eyes swept over my injured form, and for just a moment, I caught something softer in her expression. “Go before you make it worse.”

The Academy infirmary was a clean, quiet space of white linens and magical humming equipment. A bored-looking nurse took my information and pointed me toward a private treatment room.

“Healer Softstep will see you shortly.”

I froze.

“Miri?”

“She’s our specialist in Handler-related injuries. Something about your physiology responds better to specific techniques.” The nurse was already moving on to other tasks. “Room three. Wait there.”

Room three was small. A treatment bed dominated the space, surrounded by shelves of healing supplies. The door had a privacy lock. And the window was positioned to catch afternoon sunlight in a way that felt deliberate.

I sat on the bed, trying not to think about the last time I’d been alone with Miri. The library. The sunbeam. The way her tail kept reaching for me.

The door opened.

Miri stepped in and immediately went pink.

She was wearing healer’s robes, but they did nothing to hide the body beneath. The conservative white fabric somehow made her curves more obvious, outlining the swell of her generous breasts, the cinch of her waist, the flare of her wide hips. Her platinum white hair was pinned up in a messy bun that exposed the graceful line of her neck. Those black-framed glasses sat on her delicate nose, and her pale blue eyes went wide when she saw me shirtless on the treatment bed.

“Handler Greycliffe.” Her voice was professionally calm, but her white tail was already knotting with that nervous energy I was learning meant arousal as much as anxiety. “I’m told you have… injuries.”

“Training damage. Accumulated over several days.” I watched her eyes drift down my bare chest before she yanked them back up.

“I see.” She didn’t quite meet my eyes as she gathered supplies, and I noticed her hands were trembling slightly. “Remove your shirt, please. I’ll need to assess the shoulder first.”

“Already done.”

“I’ll just.” She fumbled with her instruments, nearly dropping a diagnostic crystal. “The diagnostic spell requires physical contact. For accuracy. That’s standard procedure.”

“I understand.”

Her hands trembled slightly as she approached. Cool fingers pressed against my shoulder, and pale blue light flickered from her palms.

“Significant strain to the rotator cuff. Minor inflammation.” Her voice steadied as she focused on the work. “This will take several sessions to heal properly.”

“Several?”

“The deeper damage requires careful attention. Rushing could cause permanent issues.” Her tail had stopped knotting. Something else was happening to it now; the fluffy white length kept drifting toward my arm, then being yanked back. “The knee is also concerning. I’ll need to examine it.”

“Whatever you need.”

Her hands moved to my knee, sending that cool diagnostic light into the joint. The sensation was strange but not unpleasant. Sort of like being aware of your own anatomy from the inside.

“Ligament strain. No tears, fortunately.” She looked up, and our eyes met. “You’ve been pushing too hard.”

“I have thirty days to prove I’m not a monster. Pushing hard seems appropriate.”

“You can’t prove anything if you cripple yourself.” Her voice softened. “Take care of yourself, Taven. The Academy needs you functional.”

“And what do you need?”

The question hung between us.

Miri’s tail stopped its restless movement. Her pale eyes went wide behind her glasses.

“I’ve been reading more of the archives,” she said, not quite answering. “About consent-based bonding. About the original Handler-Felaren relationships before Valdris corrupted everything.”

“What did you find?”

“They were partnerships. True partnerships, based on mutual benefit and freely chosen intimacy.” She set down her diagnostic tools. “The bonds were stronger when they developed naturally. When physical connection accompanied emotional trust.”

“Miri…”

“I’m not supposed to feel this way.” Her voice cracked slightly. “You’re a multi-bonder. Everything I was taught says you’re dangerous. My grandmother’s experience should make me fear you.” Her tail wrapped around her ankle, tight. “But I don’t feel afraid. I feel…”

She reached for me.

Her hand touched my bare chest, cool and trembling. Her eyes searched mine, looking for permission or refusal or something in between.

“Tell me to stop,” she whispered. “If this isn’t what you want. Tell me and I’ll be professional and heal your injuries and never mention this again.”

“I don’t want you to stop.”

Her breath caught.

“I’ve been thinking about this since the library.” The words came out in a rush. “About your hands. About what it would feel like to have you touch me. About whether the bond would form the way the old texts describe.”

“Miri.”

“Please.” Her glasses were sliding down her nose. She didn’t push them up. “I need to know. I need to understand. My grandmother never got to choose. She was forced, broken, used.” Tears gathered in her pale eyes. “I want to choose. I want to feel what it’s supposed to be like. With someone who asks instead of takes.”

I pulled her closer.

She came willingly, melting into my arms like she’d been waiting for exactly this. Her lips found mine, tentative at first, then hungrier. She tasted like vanilla and old books and something sweeter underneath.

“The door,” I said against her mouth.

“Already locked.” She kissed me deeper. “Privacy wards too. No one will know.”

“I’ll know. You’ll know.”

“Good.” Her hands explored my chest, my abs, tracing muscles with scholarly precision. “I want to remember this. Every detail. For my research.”

“Is that what this is? Research?”

“It’s whatever we want it to be.” She pulled back, meeting my eyes. Her glasses were completely fogged now. “What do you want it to be?”

“I want it to be you, choosing freely. Me, proving that bonds can be trust.”

“Then prove it.”

She reached up and removed her glasses.

It was a deliberate gesture. A conscious choice. The surrender signal I’d read about in her body language since the library. She set them on the shelf beside us and looked at me with unfocused pale eyes that somehow saw more clearly than ever.

“Show me,” she said. “Show me what consent looks like.”

I laid her back on the treatment bed.

She went willingly, her platinum white hair spreading across the pillow like silk, her curves pressing against her healer’s uniform in ways that demanded immediate attention. My eyes traced up from her waist to her chest, where her generous breasts strained against the conservative fabric, the outline of her nipples visible even through layers.

I followed her down, bracketing her body with my arms, kissing her slowly while my hands found the fastenings of her clothes. She tasted like vanilla and old books and eager need.

“May I?”

“Yes. Please. I need to feel your hands on me.”

Her uniform came apart to reveal a body that scholarly robes had criminally hidden.

Full C-cups straining against a lacy white bra that seemed wildly out of character for shy, bookish Miri. The cups overflowed slightly, soft flesh spilling over the edges. Wide hips curving into thick, soft thighs that made my mouth water. Creamy porcelain skin that begged to be touched, to be marked. And her ass, that spectacular round ass visible even from this angle, full and firm and begging to be grabbed, spreading wide where it pressed against the treatment bed.

My cock throbbed at the sight of her. All those curves, all that softness, laid out for me.

Her fluffy white tail wrapped around my wrist and pulled my hand toward her breast with unmistakable intent.

“It has opinions,” she breathed, her cheeks flushing darker. “It’s been wanting you to touch me since the library.”

“Good opinions.”

I unclasped the bra, freeing her breasts to the warm air. They were perfect, heavy and soft, spilling free with a gentle bounce that made my breath catch. Her nipples were pale pink and already hard, puckered and begging for attention. Bigger than Kira’s, fuller, the kind of tits you could bury your face in.

I traced circles around them with my thumbs, then pinched gently, rolling the stiff peaks between my fingers. She arched off the bed, pressing her tits into my palms with a moan.

“That’s…” She made a sound that was half gasp, half purr. “That’s very… the nerve endings are more sensitive than I anticipated.”

“Good?”

“So good. More. I need more. Please don’t stop touching them.”

I gave her more. Kissed down her neck, across her collarbone, following the slope of her breast until I could take one peaked nipple into my mouth. She cried out softly, her hands tangling in my hair, her tail squeezing my wrist.

“Taven.” My name in her mouth was a prayer. “I want. I need.”

“Tell me what you need.”

“Your hands. Lower. Please.”

I kissed down her stomach while my fingers worked at her remaining clothes. Her uniform pants peeled away to reveal matching lace underneath, already visibly damp. I traced the line of her pussy through the fabric, feeling heat and wetness that made my cock throb.

“You’re so ready.”

“I’ve been thinking about this for days.” Her hips rolled against my hand. “Every time we talked. Every time your hand touched mine in the library. I kept imagining…”

“Imagining what?”

“Your fingers inside me.” She was flushed from chest to hairline, porcelain skin turned pink with arousal. “Your mouth. Everything.”

“Can I take these off?”

“You can do anything you want.” Her pale eyes met mine. “I’m choosing this. Choosing you. Whatever you want, I want it too.”

I slid the lace down her legs, revealing her fully.

She was breathtaking. All those full curves and soft porcelain skin laid bare for me. Wide hips that would fit perfectly in my hands. Thick thighs that could squeeze tight during climax. And between them, a neatly trimmed strip of white hair above glistening pink folds, visibly wet and swollen with need. Her arousal scented the air, vanilla and peaches and pure want.

Her tail had released my wrist, curling up between us like it wanted to be involved. Her whole body was trembling with anticipation.

“Please.” The word was barely audible. “I need your mouth on me. I’ve thought about it. Researched the technique. But the reality is…”

I lowered my mouth to her pussy.

The taste of her flooded my senses. Sweet and musky and entirely Miri, better than anything I could have imagined. I traced my tongue along her wet slit, learning her responses, finding the spots that made her gasp and the ones that made her moan. Her juices coated my tongue, dripping down my chin.

Her clit was swollen, pink and eager, and when I circled it with my tongue she nearly came off the bed, her thick thighs clamping around my head.

“Oh. Oh gods. That’s. The texts didn’t mention. Didn’t describe how it would feel to have someone’s tongue inside…”

I smiled against her slick flesh and pushed my tongue deeper into her entrance. “I don’t think the texts covered this.”

“There are gaps in the historical record.” Her voice was shaking, breaking. “Significant gaps. We should. Document. For posterity. Oh fuck, right there.”

I slid a finger inside her while my tongue worked her clit. She was tight, so tight and wet and hot, her walls gripping my finger like they never wanted to let go.

She cried out, her pussy clenching rhythmically, her tail wrapping around my arm hard enough to bruise. I added a second finger, stretching her gently, feeling her walls flutter with approaching climax. Curled them against her g-spot and felt her entire body jerk.

“Don’t stop.” She was panting now, her hips rolling against my face. “Please don’t stop. Your fingers are. Your tongue is. I can’t. It’s too good.”

I didn’t stop. Built a rhythm with my fingers and tongue, reading her body like one of her beloved texts, learning the language of her pleasure. Sucked her clit between my lips while pumping my fingers deep, fast.

“Taven.” Her voice cracked. “I’m going to. I can’t hold it. I’m going to come on your face.”

“Let go. Come for me. I want to taste it.”

She came with a cry she tried to muffle with her hand. Her whole body shook, her pussy clamping down on my fingers in powerful rhythmic spasms, her juices gushing onto my tongue. Her tail squeezed my arm hard enough to leave marks. Her white ears pressed flat against her head, and a purr rumbled through her chest even as she screamed.

I worked her through it, lapping up every drop, gentling as the waves subsided, until she lay panting on the treatment bed with glazed eyes and trembling thighs.

“That was…” She couldn’t find words. “I’ve never…”

“Never?”

“Alone, yes. But with someone else?” She reached for me, pulling me up to kiss her. “That was beyond anything I imagined.”

“We’re not done.”

Her eyes widened. “We’re not?”

I shed my pants, freeing my cock from its constraints. It stood hard and ready, already leaking precum from everything we’d done.

Her gaze fixed on it with scholarly interest and undisguised hunger. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips.

“Oh my.” She reached out, wrapping her soft hand around my shaft and stroking experimentally. “This is. Considerably larger than the diagrams suggested. The girth alone is…”

“Diagrams?”

“The anatomical references in the medical texts.” Her hand stroked again, grip tightening, learning my shape. “Apparently there’s significant variation. You’re… well above the documented mean.”

“Do you want to keep researching? Or…”

“I want you inside me.” The scholarly facade cracked entirely, raw need showing through. “Right now. I need to feel you stretching me. Please.”

I positioned myself between her legs, her thick thighs spreading wide to accommodate me. The sight of her, laid out like this, her full body on display, her pussy glistening and ready, made my cock throb with need.

The head of my cock pressed against her entrance, parting slick folds. She gasped at just that contact.

“You’re sure?”

“I chose this. I choose you.” She wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled. “Now stop asking and fuck me.”

I pushed inside.

The sensation was overwhelming. She was tight, impossibly tight, her wet walls gripping my cock as I sank in inch by inch. Her gasp of pleasure mixing with my groan. I went slowly, giving her time to adjust to my thickness, feeling every inch of connection, the way her pussy stretched and clenched around me.

“More.” Her heels dug into my ass, pulling me deeper. “All of it. I want to feel all of you.”

I gave her all of it. Buried myself to the hilt in one smooth thrust, my pelvis grinding against her clit, my cock bottoming out inside her. She cried out, her back arching, her nails digging into my shoulders.

“Oh gods. So full. You’re so deep inside me.”

Her tail wrapped around my thigh possessively, her thick thighs squeezing my hips.

“Move.” The word was half command, half plea. “I need you to move. I need you to fuck me.”

I moved.

Slow at first, letting her feel every stroke. Pulling back until just my tip remained inside her clenching heat, then pushing deep again. Her pussy gripped me with each thrust, her moans growing louder despite her attempts at restraint.

“The privacy wards,” she gasped. “No one can hear. You don’t have to hold back. Please don’t hold back.”

I stopped holding back.

The pace built, bodies moving together in ancient rhythm. The wet sounds of fucking filled the room, the obscene squelch of her soaking pussy taking my cock over and over. She met every thrust, her wide hips rolling to take me deeper. Her heavy breasts bounced with each impact, jiggling enticingly. Her porcelain skin flushed darker and darker pink.

“Yes.” She was beyond scholarly words now, reduced to sounds of pure pleasure. “Yes. Fuck. Your cock. Right there. Don’t stop.”

I shifted my angle, finding the spot that made her eyes roll back. My thumb found her swollen clit, circling in time with my thrusts.

“Going to come again.” Her voice was high, desperate. “Your cock is going to make me come again. I can feel it building.”

“That’s the idea. Come on my cock. Let me feel that tight pussy squeeze me.”

She shattered around me.

This orgasm was bigger than the first. Her whole body seized, her pussy clamping down on my cock with almost painful intensity, rippling contractions milking my shaft. Her scream of pleasure echoed off the walls despite her earlier assurances about privacy. Her ears flattened completely, her tail squeezing my thigh like a vice.

I followed her over.

Buried deep, I let go with a groan torn from my chest. My cock pulsed inside her, pumping hot cum into her clenching pussy. Filling her up, flooding her with my release. The bond between us sang with shared pleasure, resonating through both our bodies. The symbols flickered at the edge of my vision, patterns forming and dissolving. Something clicked into place, a connection stronger than before.

“Yes,” she whimpered, feeling me empty inside her. “Give it all to me. I want all of it. I want to feel you filling me up.”

I kept coming, more than seemed possible, until we were both trembling with the intensity of it.

We lay tangled together on the too-small treatment bed, breathing hard.

“That was…” Miri’s voice was dreamy. “More thorough than anticipated.”

“Scholarly analysis?”

“Very thorough research.” She stretched against me, her tail curling contentedly. “I understand now. What my grandmother should have had. What was stolen from her.” She looked at me with soft pale eyes. “This is what bonding is supposed to feel like.”

“This is what it feels like with consent.”

“Yes.” She pressed a kiss to my chest. “I want more of this. More research. More… thorough investigation.”

“Miri.”

“And.” She hesitated, then continued. “There are other things. In the texts. Other forms of intimacy that I’ve always been curious about.”

“Other things?”

“The, um.” Her blush returned in full force. “The anal passages. Some of the more advanced bonding rituals involve. That is to say.”

I touched her face, tilting her chin up to meet my eyes.

“We can explore anything you want. At whatever pace you’re comfortable with.”

“Really?”

“Really.” I let my hand drift down her back, tracing her spine, until my fingers found the curve of her spectacular ass. She shivered. The flesh was soft and full and fit perfectly in my palm. “Tell me what you’re curious about.”

“Everything.” The word came out in a rush. “I want to know everything. Feel everything. The texts describe certain… advanced techniques. Anal stimulation features prominently in the historical bonding literature.” Her tail tightened around my leg. “I’ve been curious. About what it would feel like. With you.”

“Then let’s start exploring.”

I squeezed her ass firmly, kneading the soft flesh, and she gasped. My fingers traced along the cleft between her round cheeks, moving lower, slipping between them to find the tight pucker hidden there. Her breath caught.

“Is this what you were curious about?”

“Y-yes.” She pressed back against my touch, her ass pushing into my hand. “The texts describe graduated preparation. Gentle stimulation to begin. Building tolerance and pleasure response over time.”

I circled her tight hole with one finger, slick with her pussy juices and my cum. She moaned, her whole body trembling.

“Like this?”

“Yes. Exactly like. Oh gods.” She gasped as I pressed gently, just the tip of my finger breaching her tight ring. The muscle resisted, then relaxed, letting me inside just past the first knuckle. “Oh. That’s. The sensitivity is remarkable. I didn’t anticipate. It feels so…”

“Good?”

“Intense. Foreign. But yes. Good.” She wiggled her hips, pressing back, trying to take more. Her tight hole clenched around my fingertip, hot and impossibly snug. “The nerve density there is supposedly. The texts suggest. Oh fuck, that’s good.”

I worked my finger slowly, just teasing, not pushing deep. Feeling her tight ring clench and release around me. So tight it was almost hard to move. I twisted gently, spreading the slick mixture of her juices and my cum, making her gasp.

“Your ass is incredible,” I murmured against her ear. “So tight. So perfect. I can’t wait to stretch you open. Train this tight little hole to take my cock.”

She whimpered, pushing back against my finger. “Yes. I want that. Want you to train me. Stretch me. Use me there.”

Her pussy clenched in sympathy, my cum dripping from her entrance, running down to where my finger teased her ass.

“We’ll take our time,” I promised. “We’ll stretch you properly. Work you open slowly. Get you ready to take something bigger.” I pressed a little deeper, feeling her ring give slightly. “When you’re ready for my cock, I’ll be here.”

“I want.” Her voice cracked with need. “I want to be ready. Soon. Very soon. I want to feel you there. Want you to take my ass. Claim every part of me. Fill me in ways no one else ever has.”

I pressed deeper, just to the second knuckle, and she moaned loud enough to echo. Her tight hole squeezed my finger, pulsing with arousal.

“Soon,” I promised, withdrawing slowly, feeling her clench around me like she didn’t want to let go. “We’ll do very thorough research.”

I withdrew my finger slowly, and she made a small sound of loss that made my spent cock twitch back to life.

A knock at the door made us both freeze.

“Miri?” Kira’s voice called through the wood. “Are you in there? Taven missed dinner and I was worried.”

Miri’s eyes went wide with horror. I pressed a finger to her lips.

“Give us a minute,” I called back. “Healing session running long.”

“Healing session.” There was laughter in Kira’s voice. “Sure. I’ll just wait out here, then. Take your time with the… healing.”

Miri buried her face in my chest, her white ears flat with embarrassment.

“She knows,” she whispered.

“Kira knows everything.”

“She’s going to tease me forever.”

“Probably.” I kissed the top of her head. “Is that a problem?”

“No.” She looked up, pale eyes meeting mine. “I don’t want to hide this. I just need a moment to prepare for the interrogation.”

We dressed quickly, both of us still flushed and somewhat disheveled. Miri retrieved her glasses from the shelf, settling them back on her nose with exaggerated dignity.

“I’ll need to schedule follow-up sessions,” she said, professional voice firmly in place. “For your injuries.”

“Of course.”

“Multiple sessions. The healing requires sustained attention.”

“Whatever you think is best.”

She almost smiled.

When we opened the door, Kira was leaning against the opposite wall with her arms crossed and a knowing grin.

“Healing session, huh?”

“Handler Greycliffe has significant soft tissue damage,” Miri said, not meeting Kira’s eyes. “The treatment was comprehensive.”

“I’ll bet it was.” Kira’s tail was wagging so hard it blurred. “Comprehensive treatment for soft tissue.”

“Kira.” Miri’s tone carried warning.

“I’m just glad.” Kira bounced forward, grabbing both our hands. “Seriously. Both of you. I could feel something through the bond, Taven. Something good happening. I’m glad it was this.”

“You’re not jealous?”

“Jealous?” Kira looked genuinely confused. “Why would I be jealous? Miri’s amazing. You’re amazing. Amazing people being amazing together is the best possible outcome.” Her grin returned. “Plus, now I have someone to discuss your techniques with.”

Miri went crimson.

I wasn’t sure whether to be flattered or terrified.

My System notification flickered:

[Bond Milestone: Miri Softstep] [Status: CONFIDANTE (300)] [Personal Quest Unlocked: “Grandmother’s Journal”] [Emotional vulnerability: Accessible] [Combat Synergy: +10%]

[Resonance Shards: +50 (Current: 265)]

Three hundred points. Confidante status.

And a quest involving her grandmother’s journal, whatever that meant.

“Dinner,” Kira announced, pulling us both down the corridor. “You need food. Then sleep. Tomorrow’s the first Pack Trial, and you need to be ready.”

“Pack Trial?”

“Inter-pack competition. Our squad versus another. Combat, tactics, the whole thing.” Her ears perked with excitement. “Sera’s actually agreed to participate with us. She says she’s ‘evaluating your tactical competence,’ but I think she just wants to show off.”

Miri’s tail brushed against mine as we walked. Kira’s wrapped around my wrist.

“Pack Trial tomorrow,” Kira said. “Get some sleep.”

“Yes ma’am.”

She grinned. “I like the sound of that.”


Chapter 8: Pack Trial I

The Trial Arena was designed to make everything feel like life or death.

Amphitheater seating rose in steep tiers around a central combat ground, packed with catgirls whose ears and tails created a rippling sea of movement. Pack banners hung from the walls, each one representing a different squad and their accumulated Merit. Ours, embarrassingly, was a simple gray flag with no emblem. The mark of Strays.

“Don’t look at the banner,” Kira said, bouncing on her heels beside me. “Look at the opportunity.”

“The opportunity to get destroyed by an established pack?”

“The opportunity to prove everyone wrong.” Her orange tabby tail wrapped around my wrist. “Besides, Sera’s fighting with us. We’re not going to lose.”

Sera stood apart from us, arms crossed, her black tail lashing with barely contained energy. She’d shown up at the staging area without explanation, simply stating that she “refused to let the pack she’d been assigned to embarrass themselves.”

“This isn’t solidarity,” she’d clarified when Kira tried to hug her. “This is damage control.”

“Totally solidarity,” Kira whispered to me.

Now, as the arena filled and the announcer prepared to call the first match, Sera stalked over.

“Strategy. You.” She pointed at me with unnecessary aggression. “What’s the plan?”

“I thought you didn’t want my input.”

“I don’t want your opinions. I want tactical analysis.” Her ears flattened. “You’re annoyingly good at that.”

“Was that a compliment?”

“It was an observation. Don’t let it go to your head.” Her tail lashed harder. “Now. Strategy.”

I’d studied our opponents. Pack Ironheart: established, coordinated, winners of three consecutive trials. Their leader was a stocky catgirl named Rena with battle-scarred ears and a reputation for aggressive rushdowns.

“They hit hard and fast. Overwhelm enemies before they can coordinate.” I drew a quick diagram in the sand at our feet. “Their weakness is sustained engagement. They burn energy early. If we survive the initial assault and drag the fight out, they’ll fatigue.”

“Survive.” Sera’s tail stopped lashing. “That’s your strategy? Survive?”

“Survive, adapt, counterattack. Kira scouts, identifies their fatigue point. You defend, preserve energy. I coordinate. When they’re gassed, we push.”

“And if they don’t gas?”

“Then we’re creative.”

Sera studied the diagram, her golden eyes calculating. For a long moment, I thought she’d reject the entire approach.

“Fine.” She kicked sand over the diagram. “But if this fails, I’m blaming you.”

“I wouldn’t expect anything else.”

The announcer, a silver-furred catgirl with an impossibly loud voice, took her position on a raised platform.

“Welcome to the first Pack Trial of the semester! Today’s match: Pack Ironheart versus Pack… unnamed.”

Scattered laughter from the crowd.

“We need a name,” Kira muttered.

“Later.” I watched Pack Ironheart enter the arena opposite us. Five catgirls, all radiating confidence. Rena stood at their front, cracking her knuckles with theatrical menace.

“The rules are standard engagement. Combat continues until one pack yields, all members are incapacitated, or the time limit expires. Points awarded for tactical innovation, individual skill, and team coordination.” The announcer raised a flag. “Combatants ready?”

We spread into formation. Kira on my left, already low in a scout’s crouch, her tight scout gear showing off every athletic curve of her petite body. Sera on my right, hand on her practice sword, every muscle coiled beneath combat leathers that left nothing to imagination. Two deadly, gorgeous women flanking me.

“Don’t die,” Sera said, her amber eyes meeting mine.

“That’s the plan.”

The flag dropped.

Ironheart charged.

Rena led the rush, her pack fanning out behind her in a practiced wedge formation. They moved like they’d done this a hundred times, because they probably had.

“Split!” I called.

Kira darted left, using her scout agility to pull two opponents away from the main group. Sera surged forward to meet Rena directly, their practice swords crashing with a sound that made the crowd roar.

I moved right, circling toward Ironheart’s flank. Their formation was designed for direct assault; if I could get behind them, disrupt their coordination…

A Ironheart defender spotted me. She peeled off from the main group, her gray-striped tail rigid with focus.

“Running already, Handler?”

“Positioning.”

“Same thing for your kind.”

She came at me hard. I’d improved dramatically since arriving at the Academy, but I was still no match for a trained warrior in direct combat. My advantage was tactical: I could see patterns, predict movements, exploit openings.

She swung high. I ducked, rolled, came up behind her.

“Too slow.”

I jabbed at her exposed back with my practice weapon. The touch registered on the scoring system; she wasn’t eliminated, but she’d felt it.

“Lucky,” she spat, spinning to face me.

“Skill.”

We circled. Across the arena, Sera was holding her own against Rena, their duel a blur of strikes and parries. Kira had drawn her two pursuers into the far corner, using her superior agility to keep them chasing shadows.

My opponent attacked again. Feint low, strike high. I read it, barely, deflecting the blade toward my shoulder rather than my head. The impact still hurt, but I stayed standing.

“For a Handler, you’re not terrible.” She sounded almost impressed. “Still going to lose, though.”

“Maybe.” I watched her footing, noticed how she favored her right leg. Old injury, probably. “But not to you.”

I charged left, forcing her to pivot on that weak leg. She stumbled, just slightly, and I pressed the advantage. Three quick strikes: shoulder, hip, thigh. The scoring system chimed with each contact.

“Enough,” she growled, and came at me with renewed fury.

We traded blows. I took more than I gave, my arms aching from blocked strikes, but I kept her engaged. Kept her focused on me instead of supporting her pack.

The minutes stretched. Sweat dripped into my eyes.

And then I felt it: the Pack Sense I’d started developing, that faint awareness of my bonded catgirls. Kira’s emotions surged with triumph. She’d eliminated one of her pursuers.

“Sera!” I shouted. “Now!”

Sera didn’t ask questions. She’d been conserving energy exactly as planned, matching Rena’s aggression without committing fully. Now she exploded into motion.

Three devastating strikes in rapid succession. Rena blocked the first two, but the third caught her sword arm. The pack leader stumbled back, cursing.

“Push!” I disengaged from my opponent, sprinting toward the center of the arena where Ironheart’s remaining members were regrouping.

Kira appeared from nowhere, having dealt with her second pursuer. Her tail was bristled with adrenaline, her amber eyes wild.

“They’re tired,” she confirmed. “Breathing hard. Slowing down.”

“Then we finish this.”

What followed was controlled chaos.

Sera drove into Ironheart’s center, her blade a whirlwind of precise strikes. Kira harried their flanks, never engaging directly but forcing them to divide attention. And I called positions, reading the battlefield, directing our movements with an instinct I didn’t fully understand.

“Kira, left! Sera, pivot!”

They responded instantly. Like we’d trained together for years instead of days. Like the bond between us was more than System numbers.

Rena made a desperate push, trying to rally her exhausted pack. She almost reached me, her practice sword raised for a strike that would have ended the match.

Sera intercepted her.

The duel that followed was beautiful in its brutality. Two master swordswomen, both tired, both determined. Strike and counterstrike, feint and parry.

Sera won.

A final, perfect thrust that Rena simply couldn’t block. The practice sword touched Ironheart’s leader directly over her heart.

“Yield,” Sera said, not gently.

Rena looked around. Her pack was scattered, exhausted, outmaneuvered. The fight was over.

“Pack Ironheart yields.”

The arena erupted.

I didn’t expect the cheering to be for us. We were the unnamed pack, the Strays, the group with the Handler everyone wanted to see fail. But catgirls were standing, stamping their feet, tails waving in approval.

“That coordination!” someone shouted. “Did you see that coordination?”

“The Handler’s calls! Every one was perfect!”

Kira slammed into me, her arms wrapping around my neck, her tail squeezing my waist.

“We won! We actually won!”

“You sound surprised.”

“I am surprised! We beat Ironheart! They’ve won three consecutive trials!”

Sera approached more slowly, her expression complicated. Her black tail was wagging despite her efforts to hold it still.

“Acceptable performance,” she said.

“Sera.” Kira pointed at the tail. “You’re wagging.”

“I am not.”

“You absolutely are.”

Sera grabbed her own tail, forcing it into stillness. “This is involuntary. A physical response to elevated adrenaline. It has nothing to do with satisfaction or pride or any emotional investment in our victory.”

Her tail escaped her grip. Started wagging again.

“Involuntary,” she repeated, grabbing it again.

The announcer called us to the center platform for the official results.

“Pack… unnamed, I suppose, is declared the winner of this trial! By unanimous judge decision, additional points are awarded for exceptional tactical coordination, innovative strategy, and individual improvement.” She consulted her notes. “This victory, combined with accumulated activities, advances Pack Unnamed to Apprentice rank.”

My System notification flickered:

[Pack Trial: Victory] [Merit: +15% (Current: 45%)] [Pack Rank: APPRENTICE]

[Pack Rank Panel] [Rank: APPRENTICE] [Merit: 45%] [Privileges: Official squad formation, standard facility access] [Next Rank: Bonded (50% required)]

[Blight Wards: +6 (Current: 20/50)]

[Handler Status: Lv5 | XP 2,400/5,000]

“Apprentice,” Kira breathed. “We’re actually Apprentice rank.”

“Three days ago, you were a Stray,” the announcer noted. “This is the fastest promotion in Academy history.”

More cheering. More stamping feet. More tails waving.

In the faculty box seats, I spotted a familiar gray-furred figure. Inquisitor Corvus stood apart from the celebrating crowd, a recording crystal in one hand and his leather journal in the other. His aide beside him was furiously taking notes while he dictated something, his cold eyes fixed on me with calculating intensity.

He was documenting everything. Every moment of coordination. Every display of pack synergy.

Building his case, probably. Gathering evidence that I was “assembling a power base” just like Valdris.

Let him watch. Let him document.

Every victory I earned with my pack choosing me freely was another argument against his accusations.

I looked at my pack. Kira, practically glowing with excitement. Sera, still fighting her wagging tail. And somewhere in the stands, I spotted Miri watching with her glasses fogged and her fluffy white tail curled tight.

We’d done it.

Not alone. Together.



The Night Den was chaos when we returned.

Word had spread faster than we could walk. Catgirls I’d never met stopped us in the corridors to offer congratulations. Some slow-blinked at me, which I was finally learning meant approval or trust. Others communicated through ear and tail signals I still couldn’t read, but Kira translated enough that I gathered they were impressed.

“Victory grooming!” Kira announced when we finally reached our dorm lounge. “Pack tradition!”

“What?” I asked, alarmed.

“After a trial win, the pack grooms each other. Bonding ritual. Very important.” She was already pulling brushes from a storage cabinet. “Sit. I’ll do your hair. Miri can do your… actually, humans don’t have tails. We’ll figure it out.”

Miri had appeared at some point during our return, her white ears pink with excitement. She clutched a book to her chest, which seemed to be her default security object.

“I watched the whole thing,” she said. “The coordination was remarkable. Your tactical calls, Taven. How did you know where Ironheart would be weak?”

“Pattern recognition. They trained together so long that their movements became predictable.”

“That’s impressive. The historical texts mention Handler battlefield awareness, but I’ve never seen it demonstrated.” Her tail bumped my leg. “Sorry. It keeps doing that.”

“I noticed.”

Sera entered the lounge last, having stopped to clean her practice sword. She surveyed the scene: Kira arranging grooming supplies, Miri hovering near me with her tail-bumping problem, the cushioned alcoves now scattered with our accumulated belongings.

“This is ridiculous,” she announced.

“This is tradition,” Kira corrected. “Sit. I’m brushing that tail whether you like it or not.”

“You are absolutely not.”

“Victory grooming, Sera. You’re part of the pack now. Pack grooms together.”

Sera’s ears flattened. Her tail lashed. She looked genuinely uncomfortable with the idea of physical intimacy that wasn’t combat.

But she sat.

Kira squealed with triumph and immediately started working on Sera’s sleek black tail with a specialized brush. Sera’s expression suggested she was enduring torture, but her ears gradually softened.

I watched this for approximately ten seconds before Miri’s tail wrapped around my wrist.

“Sorry!” She yanked it back. “I don’t know why it keeps…”

It wrapped around my wrist again.

“Miri.”

“I know. I’m sorry. It has opinions.”

“Maybe stop fighting it?”

Her pale eyes went wide behind her glasses. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, if your tail wants to be near me, maybe let it?”

The blush that spread across her porcelain cheeks was magnificent. Her tail tightened on my wrist, then slowly curled up my arm to my shoulder, where it settled like it had found home.

“This is. Um.” She couldn’t find words.

“This is nice,” I said.

Kira paused her brushing to observe us. “Finally. I was wondering when you two would figure out the tail thing.”

“There’s no tail thing!”

“Miri, your tail is literally wrapped around him like a fuzzy scarf.”

Miri looked at her tail, which had indeed continued its journey to drape around my neck.

“It’s… warm there. Body heat. For circulation. Not emotional.”

“Uh huh.” Kira’s grin was wicked. “Speaking of body heat, Sera’s practically purring.”

“I am NOT purring.” But there was definitely a low rumble coming from Sera’s chest. “That’s. The brush has a vibration function. For therapeutic purposes.”

“It doesn’t have a vibration function.”

“Then it’s a healing technique. Miri, tell her purring is a healing technique.”

“Purring does promote cell regeneration,” Miri offered.

“See? Science.”

The absurdity of it all hit me at once. Three incredibly dangerous warrior women, each pretending their feline instincts weren’t betraying them at every moment. Kira openly embraced hers, but Sera and Miri were locked in constant battle with themselves.

I started laughing.

“What?” Sera demanded.

“Nothing. Just.” I gestured at the scene. “This.”

“This is perfectly normal pack bonding behavior.”

“No it’s not. Nothing about this is normal. I’m a human Handler in a catgirl academy, surrounded by women whose tails have more emotional intelligence than most people I’ve met, and we just beat an established pack through coordination that felt like telepathy.” I took a breath. “It’s wonderful. But it’s definitely not normal.”

Silence.

Then Kira laughed too. Then Miri, her giggle muffled behind her hand. Even Sera’s lips twitched.

“Fine,” Sera admitted. “It’s not normal. But it’s working.”

“Yeah.” I looked at each of them in turn. “It really is.”



The grooming session wound down naturally, catgirls drifting toward sleeping alcoves. Sera announced she needed to “process the tactical data from the trial” and disappeared toward her quarters.

But Kira and Miri lingered.

“So.” Kira’s amber eyes sparkled with intent. “Victory celebration.”

“We’ve been celebrating.”

“We’ve been grooming. That’s bonding. Celebrating is different.” She moved closer, her tail unwrapping from where it had curled around a cushion to wrap around my waist instead. “Celebrating involves the Trust Chamber. And considerably less clothing.”

Miri made a small sound.

Kira turned to her with a smile that was somehow both innocent and predatory. “You’re invited, obviously.”

“I. What? Me?”

“Yes, you. Taven likes you. I like you. We won a trial together.” Kira tilted her head. “Unless you’d rather not?”

“I didn’t say that!”

“Then stop clutching that book and come with us.”

We made our way through the Night Den toward the Trust Chambers, Kira leading with the confidence of someone who’d done this before. Miri walked beside me, her tail alternating between wrapping around my arm and knotting itself with anxiety.

“You’re sure about this?” I asked her quietly.

“No. Yes. Maybe.” She pushed her glasses up. “I’ve never. That is, with multiple. I don’t know the protocols.”

“There aren’t protocols. There’s what we all want, and communication, and stopping if anyone’s uncomfortable.”

“That sounds like a protocol.”

“Then yes, there are protocols. But they’re simple ones.”

The Trust Chamber Kira selected was the same one from before: the one with the window overlooking the quad. When I raised an eyebrow, she grinned.

“You know I like being watched.”

“And Miri?”

Miri had stopped at the entrance, staring at the consent sigil plates mounted on either side of the door. Each plate required a handprint and a deliberate intention to enter.

“I want this,” she said, more to herself than to us. “I’m choosing this.”

“You don’t have to.”

“I know.” She placed her palm on the sigil. Light bloomed under her hand, acknowledging consent. “That’s why I am.”

We all signed in. The door sealed behind us with a soft click.

The room was warm, lit by soft golden light from magical sconces. Cushioned surfaces dominated the space: a large bed, scattered pillows, a padded bench beneath the window. And that window, floor-to-ceiling glass overlooking the quad where catgirls still wandered in the evening light.

Kira was already stripping off her scout’s gear with practiced efficiency, revealing sun-kissed skin and compact curves. Her perky tits bounced free as she pulled off her top, nipples already hard with anticipation, dark pink and begging to be sucked. Her toned stomach, her slim waist, her athletic legs, all on display. She stretched deliberately, arching her back, showing off every inch.

Her orange tabby tail swished with excitement.

“Gods, I’ve been thinking about this all day. The whole trial, every time we coordinated perfectly, I kept imagining what we could do afterward. I was so wet during the final push I could barely focus. Had to squeeze my thighs together to keep from dripping down my legs.” She kicked off her boots and shimmied out of her shorts, revealing she hadn’t bothered with underwear. Her pussy was visibly glistening, her arousal evident. “See? Still soaked just thinking about it. About having you both.”

She turned to show off her firm, compact ass, tail raised. “Miri. Stop hovering and come here.”

Miri approached like a deer being lured by a friendly hunter. Kira reached out, took her hands, and pulled her close until their bodies pressed together, Kira’s bare tits against Miri’s clothed chest.

“Have you ever kissed a girl?”

“I. No. I mean, not. That is.”

“Relax.” Kira’s voice dropped to something husky and inviting. “I’m not going to bite. Unless you want me to.”

She kissed Miri.

It started gentle, exploratory, two sets of soft lips meeting with tentative curiosity. Then Kira deepened it, her tongue sliding into Miri’s mouth, her hands gripping Miri’s wide hips and pulling her closer. Miri made a small mewing sound that she’d probably be mortified about later. Her glasses fogged immediately.

My cock hardened instantly at the sight. Two beautiful women, kissing, Kira’s hands already roaming over Miri’s curves through her clothes.

Kira pulled back, grinning. “Not bad for a first time. Taven, get over here and help me undress her.”

I crossed the room to where they stood, Kira still holding Miri’s hands. Miri’s pale eyes were wide, her cheeks flushed, her fluffy tail knotted with nervous arousal.

“May I?” I asked, touching the hem of her sweater.

“Yes. Please.”

I lifted the sweater over her head, revealing the lacy bra I’d discovered in the infirmary. Her breasts strained against the delicate fabric, her nipples already visible through the material.

“I knew you had good taste in underwear,” Kira observed, already working on Miri’s pants. “Always the quiet ones.”

“It’s. They’re comfortable. For support purposes.”

“Uh huh. Support.” Kira tugged the pants down, revealing matching lace underneath. “Very supportive.”

Miri stood between us in nothing but underwear, her porcelain skin flushed from chest to hairline, her tail now wrapping around my thigh with unconscious need.

“You’re beautiful,” I said.

“I’m.” She couldn’t finish the sentence.

“He’s right.” Kira unclasped the bra, freeing Miri’s generous breasts to the warm air. “Absolutely gorgeous. Isn’t she, Taven?”

“She is.”

Kira slid behind Miri, pressing her naked body against the healer’s back. Her hands cupped Miri’s breasts from behind, thumbs circling nipples that were already hard.

Miri moaned.

“That’s it,” Kira murmured. “Just feel. Let us take care of you.”

I knelt, hooking my fingers in Miri’s lace panties. Drew them down her thick thighs, revealing the neatly trimmed strip of white hair and glistening folds beneath.

“Already wet,” I observed.

“I’ve been. The trial was. And then the grooming.” She gasped as Kira pinched a nipple. “Everything’s been building.”

“Then let’s give you some relief.”

I pressed my mouth to her pussy.

She cried out, her hands flying to my hair, her tail squeezing my shoulder. I licked along her slit, tasting the sweet musk of her arousal, finding her clit and circling it with my tongue.

Above me, Kira continued her assault on Miri’s breasts, kissing her neck, whispering encouragement. “That’s it. Let him taste you. He’s so good at this, isn’t he? His tongue is incredible.”

“It’s.” Miri’s voice broke. “I can’t. It’s too much.”

“It’s not enough,” Kira corrected. “Not yet.”

I slid two fingers inside her while my tongue worked her clit. Miri’s pussy clenched around me, hot and tight and welcoming. I built a rhythm, reading her responses, adjusting to her pleasure.

“Going to come,” she gasped. “Already. I’m going to.”

“Good.” Kira bit her ear gently. “Come for us. Let us see you.”

Miri shattered.

Her whole body shook, her pussy spasming around my fingers, her scream muffled by Kira’s hand over her mouth. I worked her through it, gentling as the waves subsided, until she sagged backward against Kira’s support.

“Oh my.” Her voice was dreamy. “That was. So fast.”

“We’re just getting started.” Kira helped her to the bed, arranging cushions beneath her. “Taven. Clothes. Off.”

I stripped, freeing my cock from increasingly uncomfortable constraints. Both catgirls watched with appreciative eyes.

“Still impressive,” Miri murmured.

“She’s been staring at it since the infirmary,” Kira confided. “Kept mentioning ‘anatomical references’ and ‘significant variation.’”

“I did not.”

“You absolutely did. Now.” Kira positioned herself beside Miri on the bed, spreading her legs wide and invitingly, showing off her glistening pussy. “Taven, I want your cock inside me. Miri, I want your mouth on my clit. Both of you. At the same time.”

Miri’s glasses had been removed at some point, set carefully on a side table. Without them, she looked softer, more vulnerable. She glanced at me for reassurance, then at Kira’s spread pussy with obvious curiosity.

“Only if you want to,” I said.

“I want. To try.” She moved between Kira’s legs, positioning herself on all fours with her fluffy tail raised high, putting her spectacular round ass on display. Those thick thighs, that full backside, her own pussy visible and glistening between them. “I’ve never tasted another woman. But I’ve read about the technique.”

“Reading’s good,” Kira agreed breathlessly. “Practical application is better. Just lick what feels good. You’ll know by my reactions.”

I positioned myself behind Kira, rubbing the head of my cock along her wet slit. She was absolutely drenched, her juices coating my shaft, practically dripping down onto the sheets.

“Been thinking about this too?” I asked.

“Since the trial started. I almost came just from the battle coordination. Now stop fucking teasing me and put your cock inside me.”

I pushed inside in one smooth thrust.

Kira gasped, her tight pussy gripping me, stretching around my thickness. At the same time, Miri tentatively lowered her mouth to Kira’s clit and gave an experimental lick.

“Oh gods. Both of you. That’s. Fuck. Fuck that’s good.”

We found a rhythm. I thrust deep into Kira’s wet heat while Miri licked and sucked at her clit, coordinating instinctively in the way that had won us the trial. I could feel Miri’s tongue occasionally brush against my cock where it entered Kira, the sensation making us both shudder.

Kira writhed between us, her tail wrapping around my arm, her hands tangled in Miri’s platinum hair, pushing the scholar’s face harder against her pussy.

“Yes. Right there. Both of you. Your cock is so deep. Miri’s tongue is. Fuck. Don’t stop.”

I watched Miri’s spectacular ass sway as she worked, her own tail waving with nervous excitement. Her thick thighs were pressed together, but I could see wetness glistening on her skin. Eating Kira’s pussy was turning her on.

I reached down and squeezed one generous ass cheek hard, making her squeak against Kira’s pussy.

“Good girl,” I said. “You’re doing so well.”

Miri squeaked again, louder this time, and her hips pushed back involuntarily, seeking contact.

“She likes praise,” Kira managed between moans. “Note that. For future reference. And grab her ass harder. She’s into it.”

I grabbed Miri’s ass with both hands, squeezing the full, soft flesh hard. She moaned into Kira’s pussy, her hips pushing back, her fluffy tail waving frantically.

“That’s it,” I said. “Such a good girl. Eating Kira’s pussy while I fuck her. Getting yourself all wet watching us.”

Miri made a desperate sound, her tongue working faster.

“Future reference?”

“You think this is a one-time thing?” Kira laughed, breathless. “This is the beginning, Handler. The absolute beginning. We’re going to do this a lot. Every way you can imagine. Both of us. Taking turns on your cock. Watching each other come.”

I increased my pace, driving deeper into Kira’s heat, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust. The wet sounds of fucking mixed with the slick sounds of Miri’s tongue on Kira’s clit. She was close; I could feel it in the way her walls fluttered around my cock, the way her moans became higher and more desperate.

“Going to come,” she warned, her voice breaking. “Both of you are going to make me come. Your cock stretching my pussy and her tongue on my clit. Please. Make me come. I need to come on your cock.”

Miri’s tongue worked faster, her technique improving with every passing second. I angled my thrusts to hit that spot inside Kira that made her scream.

She came.

Her pussy clamped down on my cock with almost painful intensity, rippling contractions milking my shaft. Her whole body arched off the bed, her thighs squeezing Miri’s head, her scream of pleasure echoing off the walls. Juices flooded out around my cock, coating Miri’s face. I felt the bond between us surge, warmth spreading through my chest.

I pulled out before my own climax hit, my cock glistening with Kira’s juices, throbbing with need.

“Miri.” My voice was rough with need. “Come here. I need to be inside you.”

She crawled toward me on all fours, her pale eyes wide, her lips and chin glistening with Kira’s juices. I pulled her close, kissing her hard, tasting Kira’s sweetness on her tongue while my hands found her heavy breasts.

“I want inside you,” I said against her mouth. “I need to fuck you.”

“Yes. Please yes. I’ve been so wet watching you two. I need it.”

I laid her back on the bed, positioning myself between her thick, welcoming thighs. She was absolutely soaked, her arousal coating her folds, dripping down to the sheets, her pussy clenching desperately on nothing.

“So beautiful,” I said, drinking in the sight of her. Her full curves, her heavy tits with their hard pink nipples, her soft stomach, her wide hips. “So fucking beautiful.”

I pushed inside.

She was tighter than Kira, her walls gripping my cock with desperate intensity as I stretched her open. I went slow, giving her time to adjust to my thickness, watching her face contort with pleasure.

“More,” she gasped. “I can take more. Give me all of it.”

I gave her more. Sank deep until I was fully buried, my pelvis grinding against her clit, my cock bottoming out inside her clenching heat.

“Oh gods.” Her pale eyes went wide, her mouth falling open. “That’s. You’re. So deep inside me. So full.”

Kira crawled over, positioning herself beside Miri’s head, her fingers finding one of Miri’s nipples and pinching. “How does it feel? His cock inside you while I play with your tits?”

“Full. Complete. Like.” Miri’s voice broke into a moan as I started to move. “Like I was missing something I didn’t know I needed. Like I was made to take his cock.”

I built the rhythm slowly, savoring every stroke. Pulling back until just my tip remained inside her tight heat, then driving deep, watching her heavy tits bounce with each thrust. Kira kissed Miri, then me, then back to Miri, a rotating circuit of lips and tongues and shared pleasure.

“This is what bonding should feel like,” Miri whispered between kisses. “What my grandmother should have had. Chosen. Wanted. Loved.”

The word hung in the air.

“Is that what this is?” I asked.

“I don’t know. Maybe.” She pulled me down for a deep kiss, her tongue sliding into my mouth. “But it feels like the beginning of it.”

I increased my pace, driving into her with more force. The wet sounds of fucking filled the room. Miri matched me stroke for stroke, her wide hips rolling to take me deeper, her thick thighs squeezing my waist. Her heavy tits bounced hypnotically with each impact.

Kira’s hand slid down Miri’s soft stomach to find her clit, rubbing tight circles in time with my thrusts.

“Going to come again,” Miri gasped, her voice high and desperate. “With your cock inside me. Kira’s fingers on my clit. I want to feel you come too. Want to feel you fill me up.”

“Together?”

“Together. Please. Come inside me.”

I let the pressure build, the pleasure coiling tight at the base of my spine. Miri’s pussy clenched around me rhythmically, her moans rising in pitch, her whole body tensing.

We came together.

Her orgasm triggered mine, her walls spasming in powerful contractions as I buried myself to the hilt and let go with a groan that echoed off the walls. My cock swelled, throbbed, then erupted inside her. The first thick rope of cum painted her deepest places, followed by another, and another. I kept pumping, my hips jerking with each pulse, filling her up until my seed spilled out around my shaft, dripping down onto the bed.

“Yes!” she screamed, her pussy milking me with rhythmic clenches. “Give it all to me! I can feel you! Filling me up! So much cum! Don’t stop!”

Kira’s hand found my balls, cupping them, feeling each pulse as I emptied into Miri’s clenching heat.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Breed her. Fill her up. God, there’s so much.”

The bond between us sang with shared release. Symbols flickered at the edge of my vision, brighter than before, forming patterns that almost made sense before dissolving into pleasure.

We lay tangled together on the too-large bed, breathing hard.

Kira draped herself across both of us, her tail curled contentedly. “Now that’s a victory celebration.”

“Agreed,” Miri murmured. “The scholarly literature on post-trial rituals is woefully incomplete.”

“Should write a paper.”

“Perhaps I shall.”

I pulled them both closer, one arm around each. Two catgirls, warm and satisfied, their tails intertwining around my legs.

My System notification flickered:

[Bond Milestone: Kira Brightpaw] [Status: CRUSH (500) - Maintained] [Combat Synergy: +15%]

[Bond Update: Miri Softstep] [Status: CONFIDANTE (400)] [Progress toward Crush: 400/500] [Personal Quest Progress: Grandmother’s Journal - Active]

[Resonance Shards: 265] [Handler Status: Lv6 | XP 3,200/6,000]

Four hundred points with Miri. Getting closer. The bond was deepening, but something told me the real breakthrough would come when we found her grandmother’s journal.

The pack was growing stronger.

And somewhere outside this room, Corvus was watching. Planning. Waiting for me to prove his fears right.

But in this moment, with warmth all around me and two women who’d chosen freely, all I could think was that maybe consent-based bonding really was possible.

Maybe we could prove it.

“Stop thinking,” Kira murmured against my chest. “Afterglow time. Thinking comes later.”

“I wasn’t.”

“You were. Your heart rate changed.” She poked my ribs. “No tactical analysis during cuddles. Pack rule.”

“Is that an official rule?”

“It is now.” Miri’s tail tightened around my leg. “I’ll document it. For the records.”

I laughed.

“I’ll allow it.”


Chapter 9: Ice Queen Introduction

The days following our trial victory blurred together in a haze of training, bonding, and Blight Runs.

Every morning, combat drills. Every afternoon, shard clearing. Every evening, pack meetings in the Night Den where we analyzed our progress and planned our next moves. The routine was exhausting but satisfying, each day bringing measurable improvement to stats I could actually see changing.

Kira flourished in the new routine, her natural energy finally finding productive channels. She’d taken to waking me with increasingly creative methods, from tail-tickling my feet to bouncing on my bed while shouting about morning training. Her enthusiasm was infectious, even when it was also deeply annoying.

“You’re a morning person,” I accused her one dawn, after she’d somehow acquired a trumpet from somewhere and attempted to play reveille.

“I’m an all-times person,” she corrected, her orange ears perked with delight. “You’re just a sluggish person who needs motivation.”

Miri split her time between healing duties and research, making progress on her grandmother’s journal quest that she refused to discuss until she had “concrete findings.” I’d catch her in the library stacks, surrounded by books, her fluffy white tail wrapped around one leg of her chair while she muttered about historical inconsistencies.

“The standard narrative doesn’t match the primary sources,” she told me during one visit, her glasses sliding down her nose in that way they did when she was particularly agitated. “Someone rewrote history, Taven. The question is who and why.”

Even Sera seemed less hostile, though she still claimed her participation was purely tactical.

“You’re not completely incompetent,” she’d said after our third consecutive Blight Run victory. From her, it was practically a declaration of eternal loyalty.

Her tail had wagged when she said it. She’d grabbed it immediately, forcing it still, but I’d seen.

The Academy noticed our success. Other packs started watching our training sessions, taking notes on our coordination. Faculty members commented on our “unusual synergy.” And Inquisitor Corvus, true to his word, watched everything.

I spotted him in the observer galleries during combat drills, his gray ears flat with concentration as he scribbled notes. Saw his gray-furred form lurking near the Gate Hub when we departed for Blight Runs. Found his aide taking notes on our pack meetings through supposedly opaque windows.

He was building a case. Documenting every success as evidence of dangerous power-building. Every victory became proof, in his mind, that I was following the Tyrant’s playbook.

I tried not to let it affect my training.

It was during a magical enhancement session that I first noticed her.

The session took place in one of the Academy’s outdoor training areas, a wide courtyard with enchanted targets and warded practice zones. The afternoon sun cast long shadows across the stone, and a pleasant breeze carried the scent of the Academy’s famous flower gardens.

Miri was teaching me basic magical resistance techniques, something every Handler needed but few had opportunities to learn properly. She’d set up a practice station with various magical implements, most of which I couldn’t identify.

“The principle is simple,” she said, adjusting her glasses in that way she did when lecturing. Her scholarly mode was in full effect, and I’d learned that interrupting was both rude and futile. “Magical attacks carry resonant frequencies. Different schools of magic operate on different wavelengths. If you can attune your own energy to counter those frequencies, the attacks become less effective.”

“And how do I attune my energy?”

“Practice. And bonding.” Her fluffy tail swished with intellectual excitement. “Stronger bonds create stronger attunement. The Handler-Felaren bond was originally designed to provide complementary magical signatures, allowing bonded pairs to compensate for each other’s weaknesses.”

“Which is why multi-bonders were historically so dangerous.”

“Exactly.” She beamed at me, pleased that I was following. “They could attune to multiple frequency ranges simultaneously, making them nearly immune to most magical attacks. Valdris was said to be able to shrug off spells that would have devastated entire battalions.”

“That’s terrifying.”

“It’s fascinating.” She caught herself. “And terrifying, yes. But from a scholarly perspective, the mechanics are remarkable.” She raised her hand, pale light gathering in her palm. “Ready?”

“I think so.”

She hit me with a practice spell. Low-powered, but enough to sting.

“Ow.”

“You’re supposed to resist it.”

“You didn’t give me time to attune!”

“Attacks rarely announce themselves, Handler Greycliffe.” But she was smiling, her tail swishing with amusement. “Try to feel the magical frequency. It has a texture, almost. Cold and crystalline for frost magic, warm and flowing for fire.”

“And this?”

“Pure force. Like being pushed by invisible hands.”

She hit me again. I tried to feel what she was describing, tried to sense the “texture” of the magic. There was something there, at the edge of perception, but it slipped away before I could grasp it.

“Ow.”

“Better. You almost had something.”

“I had nothing. That was regular ow, not slightly-less ow.”

“Your magical signature flickered when I hit you. That’s the beginning of resistance.” She adjusted her stance, gathering more light. “Again.”

We practiced for an hour. My resistance improved marginally, which Miri assured me was excellent progress for someone with no magical background. I wasn’t convinced, but her enthusiasm was contagious.

“You’re developing a natural counter-resonance,” she explained during a break. “Most Handlers take weeks to reach this point. The bond is accelerating your growth.”

“Or I just have high pain tolerance.”

“That too.” She smiled, and her tail reached toward me before she caught herself and pulled it back. “Sorry. It keeps doing that.”

“I don’t mind.”

Her blush was adorable.

Between practice rounds, I felt it: the sensation of being watched. Not Corvus’s hostile surveillance, which I’d grown accustomed to. This was something different. Colder. More analytical.

I turned, scanning the training area.

At the edge of the courtyard, half-hidden in the shadow of an archway, stood a catgirl I’d never seen before.

She was striking. Ash gray hair perfectly styled in a severe ponytail, not a strand out of place, framing a face of cold, aristocratic beauty. Ice blue eyes that assessed me with clinical precision. Gray tufted ears that stood perfectly still, not a twitch betraying any emotion. And an elegant gray tail that moved with such deliberate grace it might as well have been frozen.

Her robes were expensive, the kind of quality that spoke of old money and older bloodlines, but they couldn’t hide the figure beneath. Full breasts that pressed against the fine silk, the fabric draping to hint at their generous swell. A narrow waist that my hands would fit perfectly around. Hips that curved elegantly, promising softness beneath the restrictive fabric. Long legs visible only in the way the robe moved when she walked. All suggested rather than displayed, which somehow made it more tantalizing.

She carried herself with the posture of someone who’d been taught from birth that she was better than everyone else and had never found evidence to contradict that lesson.

She was gorgeous. Cold, untouchable, and gorgeous in a way that made you want to see what she’d look like with that composure shattered. Made you wonder what sounds she’d make if that icy control finally broke. What her face would look like lost in pleasure instead of calculation.

“Taven?” Miri followed my gaze. “Ah. That’s Syrenne Frostmoor.”

“Friend of yours?”

“Colleague. We’ve collaborated on research papers about magical resonance theory.” Miri’s tail knotted anxiously. “She’s… difficult. Brilliant, but difficult. Her magical aptitude is exceptional, and she knows it.”

“She’s been watching for ten minutes.”

“Syrenne watches everything. She’s always gathering data. It’s how she processes the world.” Miri hesitated, lowering her voice. “She’s also from a noble clan. Old magic lineage, going back to before the Academy was founded. They have expectations.”

“What kind of expectations?”

Before Miri could answer, Syrenne crossed the courtyard toward us.

Her movement was economical, precise. No wasted motion. Even her approach felt calculated, each step bringing her closer without appearing aggressive or eager. When she stopped, exactly three feet away, her expression remained utterly neutral.

“Handler Greycliffe.” Her voice was cool, modulated, carrying the faint accent of aristocratic training. “Your performance in the Pack Trial was noted.”

“Thank you.”

“It wasn’t a compliment. It was an observation.” Her ice blue eyes swept over me in a clinical once-over, cataloguing details with obvious efficiency. “You demonstrate tactical aptitude beyond your training level. Your combat synergy with bonded catgirls exceeds documented Handler norms. And your energy signature contains anomalies that have attracted significant attention.”

“Is there a point to this analysis?”

“I’m evaluating your potential.”

Miri shifted uncomfortably beside me, her tail knotting tighter. “Syrenne, maybe this isn’t the best time.”

“The timing is optimal. The Handler is between training sessions, his bonded are not present to influence his responses, and the privacy wards on this courtyard are active.” Syrenne’s tail moved once, a single controlled sweep. “I have a proposal.”

“I’m listening.”

“My clan requires that I bond with a Handler of sufficient magical potential. Our bloodline requires periodic infusion of Handler energy to maintain certain… capabilities.” Her expression didn’t change, but I caught the faintest twitch of one gray ear. “The arrangement is traditional. Expected. Nonnegotiable.”

“That sounds like coercion.”

“It’s obligation. There’s a distinction.” Her tone suggested she didn’t entirely believe that herself. “You are the most powerful Handler currently available. I propose a formal bonding arrangement.”

“That’s very direct.”

“Indirection wastes time.” She produced a scroll from her robes, offering it to me with precise formality. “I’ve prepared documentation outlining the terms. Mutual benefit frameworks, energy exchange schedules, expected outcomes, contingency clauses.”

I took the scroll. It was several pages long, covered in dense text and what appeared to be footnotes.

“There are footnotes.”

“Precision matters in formal agreements.”

“There are footnotes about the footnotes.”

“Comprehensive documentation prevents misunderstandings.” Her ear twitched again. “Have you identified an issue with the format?”

“Syrenne.” I handed the scroll back without reading it. “I don’t enter bonding arrangements based on paperwork. If you’re interested in being part of my pack, we should get to know each other first.”

Something flickered in her ice blue eyes. Surprise, maybe. Or confusion. Her carefully maintained composure wavered for just a moment.

“Get to know each other,” she repeated, as if testing the words. “You’re suggesting an informal evaluation period.”

“I’m suggesting we talk. Like people. Without contracts.”

“I…” Her perfectly controlled composure cracked, just slightly. “That’s not how these arrangements are typically conducted.”

“I’m not typical.”

“No.” She studied me with new intensity, her ice blue eyes searching for something I couldn’t identify. “You’re not.”

She hesitated, and for the first time, her perfectly controlled composure seemed to waver with something other than sunbeam temptation.

“There is another matter.” Her ear twitched. “My clan maintains extensive historical archives. Records from the original Tyrant Wars that few have seen.” She paused, watching me carefully. “The name Greycliffe appears in several documents. Connected to the original Handler bloodlines.”

I went still. “My family name is in your clan’s records?”

“Dating back centuries.” Her ice blue eyes searched my face, cataloguing my reaction with obvious intensity. “I found it… noteworthy. Given recent events.”

“What do the records say about my family?”

“That remains to be determined. The archives are extensive, and the relevant documents are scattered across multiple collections.” Her tail made a single controlled movement. “Perhaps, if our informal evaluation period proceeds favorably, I might grant you access to certain materials.”

She let that hang in the air between us. Information as leverage. Very Syrenne.

But it was also a genuine offer. And the questions it raised burned in my mind. My family name in centuries-old documents about the Tyrant Wars? My parents had never mentioned anything about Handler bloodlines or ancient history. Either they hadn’t known, or they’d deliberately hidden it.

I filed that away for later. Another mystery to add to the growing pile.

A sunbeam crept across the courtyard, edging toward where we stood. Syrenne’s ears twitched almost imperceptibly. Her tail shifted.

She did not move toward the sunbeam.

She very deliberately did not move toward it.

I watched her internal struggle with fascination. Her whole body was oriented toward the warmth, every instinct clearly screaming at her to step into the light, but her control held firm. Muscles tensed and relaxed as she fought the urge. Her tail made tiny aborted movements, wanting to stretch into the warmth.

“The sun,” I said.

“What about it?”

“You’re avoiding it.”

“I’m engaging in conversation. The sun’s position is irrelevant.”

The sunbeam crept closer. Her tail twitched again.

“Syrenne.”

“I don’t know what you’re implying.”

“I’m implying that catgirl instincts exist, even for ice queens with footnoted contracts.”

Her expression went completely blank. Which, I was learning, was the aristocratic equivalent of sputtering outrage.

“I am not an ice queen. I am a practitioner of precision magic who values structured approaches to complex arrangements.” Her ear twitched more noticeably now. The sunbeam was nearly touching her feet. “And I am perfectly capable of managing basic biological impulses without difficulty.”

The sunbeam reached her.

For three seconds, nothing happened. She stood like a statue, refusing to acknowledge the warmth spreading across her feet.

Then her tail swept once, twice. Her eyes half-closed. A sound escaped her throat that she immediately strangled into silence, but not before I heard it: a tiny, involuntary sigh of contentment.

“That was involuntary,” she said.

“Of course.”

“The warmth creates optimal conditions for magical resonance. Standing in it improves my attunement. There’s a scholarly basis for the behavior.”

“I’m sure there is.”

She glared at me with eyes that could freeze fire. But she didn’t step out of the sunbeam.

“You’re mocking me.”

“I’m observing. Like you were observing me.”

The faintest crack appeared in her facade. Her lips twitched in what might, under other circumstances, have been the beginning of a smile.

“You’re unusual, Handler Greycliffe.”

“I’ve been told.”

“Most Handlers are either intimidated by my clan status or overly eager to secure an advantageous bond.” She tilted her head, her gray ears finally moving with genuine expression. “You seem to be neither.”

“I’m interested in people who choose to bond with me. Not people who feel obligated to.”

“Choice.” She said the word like she was testing its weight, turning it over in her mind. “An interesting framework for bonding arrangements.”

“It’s the only framework I’m willing to use.”

Silence stretched between us. The sunbeam moved on, leaving Syrenne standing in shade again. Her composure reassembled itself like armor being donned, but something had shifted. She looked at me differently now.

“I will consider your position,” she said finally. “Perhaps an informal evaluation period has merit.”

“I’d like that.”

“Don’t interpret this as interest. It’s data gathering.”

“Naturally.”

“And if you tell anyone I stood in that sunbeam, I will freeze your extremities.”

“Understood.”

She turned to leave, her elegant tail sweeping in a precise arc. Paused.

“Tomorrow. Library alcove seven. Bring your questions about magical resonance. I may deign to answer some of them.”

She strode away without waiting for a response.

Miri had been watching the entire exchange with wide eyes, her glasses sliding down her nose. “What just happened?”

“I think I got asked on a study date. By footnote.”

“Syrenne Frostmoor doesn’t date. Syrenne Frostmoor evaluates potential partnerships through rigorous analysis.” Miri pushed her glasses up, her fluffy tail wrapping around her own leg in agitation. “Also, she stood in a sunbeam. I’ve known her for three years and I’ve never seen her stand in a sunbeam.”

“Is that significant?”

“Taven, she once gave a lecture on the inefficiency of thermal-seeking behavior in magical practitioners. She’s written papers about it. She has very strong opinions about sunbeams and dignity and the weakness of surrendering to biological impulses.” Miri’s voice dropped to a whisper. “She called another mage ‘thermally compromised’ for sitting near a fireplace during a faculty meeting.”

I watched Syrenne’s retreating form disappear into the Academy buildings.

“Maybe she’s reconsidering her opinions.”

“That would be. Unprecedented.”



The evening found me in the Night Den with Kira.

She’d insisted on a “relaxation session” after my encounter with Syrenne, which apparently involved her sitting in my lap while I worked through the day’s events. Her orange tabby tail was wrapped around my waist, and she’d somehow acquired snacks from the kitchen.

“So the ice queen is interested,” she said between bites of what appeared to be fish-shaped crackers. “Good. She’d be a valuable addition to the pack.”

“I thought you might be concerned about more competition.”

“Competition?” Kira laughed, her orange ears perking with amusement. “Taven, I’m not competing. I’m curating. Every catgirl you bond with makes the pack stronger. Makes you stronger. Makes me stronger, through our connection.” Her amber eyes sparkled with mischief. “Besides, have you seen Syrenne? She’s gorgeous. If you bond with her, I get to watch.”

“You want to watch?”

“I want to watch everything.” Her voice dropped to a purr. “Speaking of watching. There’s something I’ve been thinking about.”

“What?”

She leaned close, her lips brushing my ear. Her warm breath sent shivers down my spine. “The quad window. The one where we… before. Someone new has been watching. Every night this week. Same spot, same time, same barely-concealed interest.”

“Corvus?”

“No. Female. Gray ears. Elegant tail.” Kira’s grin was wicked. “I think our ice queen has been doing research of a different kind.”

“You’re suggesting Syrenne has been watching us through the Trust Chamber window.”

“I’m suggesting she’s been gathering data. Very thorough data. Possibly with notes.” Kira pulled back, her expression shifting to something more predatory. “And I think we should give her something worth noting.”

“What did you have in mind?”

“Nothing too explicit. Just a window show. Let her see what she’s considering.” Her tail tightened around my waist. “If she’s going to evaluate you, she should have all the relevant information.”

I considered the suggestion. It was calculated manipulation, essentially seducing Syrenne through voyeurism. But it was also exactly the kind of thing that would appeal to Kira’s exhibition kink.

“You just want an excuse to perform.”

“I want an excuse to perform. And I want to help you bond with a powerful mage who could significantly improve our pack’s magical capabilities. Both things can be true.”

“You’re very strategic for someone who claims to be chaos incarnate.”

“Chaos is a ladder.” She bounced off my lap, pulling me to my feet. “Come on. Trust Chamber. Window view. Let’s give the ice queen something to think about.”



The Trust Chamber with the quad window was exactly as I remembered it.

Soft golden light. Cushioned surfaces. And that floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the Academy grounds, where catgirls still wandered in the evening light. The wards hummed faintly, guaranteeing privacy from everything except deliberate observation from below.

Kira stripped without preamble, her compact body illuminated by the warm glow. She stretched luxuriously, making sure to position herself in full view of the window, her curves silhouetted against the glass. Her perky tits bounced as she moved, nipples already hard with anticipation. Her tight waist, her firm ass, her athletic thighs, all on display for anyone watching below.

“There she is,” she murmured, her tail swishing with excitement.

I followed her gaze. In the quad below, half-hidden by a decorative pillar, stood a familiar gray figure. Syrenne’s face was turned up toward our window, her expression unreadable at this distance.

“How long has she been there?”

“Long enough.” Kira pulled me toward the window, her hands working at my clothing with practiced efficiency. “Let’s give her a show.”

She kissed me, pressing her body against mine in full view of anyone watching below. Her tail wrapped around my thigh, squeezing possessively. Her hands found my chest, exploring the muscles she’d mapped dozens of times before.

“Slowly,” she breathed against my lips. “Build up. Let her see everything.”

I kissed down her neck, my hands tracing her curves. Cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened to points. She moaned, arching into the touch, her silhouette stark against the window glass.

Below us, I could see Syrenne hadn’t moved. If anything, she’d shifted closer to get a better view, her careful concealment abandoned.

Kira noticed too. “She’s still watching. Good.”

“Is this what you wanted?”

“This is the beginning of what I wanted.” She dropped to her knees, eye level with my now-straining cock. “Let’s show her what she’s missing.”

Her mouth closed around me, warm and wet and eager. She took me deep, her amber eyes locked on mine, her tail waving with excitement. The knowledge that we were being watched made everything more intense, the pleasure amplified by exhibition.

I groaned, one hand finding her orange ears. Stroked them gently, feeling her purr vibrate around my cock.

“Gods, Kira.”

She pulled back, grinning, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my tip. “Look down. She’s closer now.”

Syrenne had indeed moved. No longer hidden behind the pillar, she stood in the open quad, staring up at our window with an intensity that was visible even from this height. Her normally rigid posture had softened, and I could have sworn I saw her tail moving.

“Think she’s taking notes?” Kira asked.

“Probably.”

“Let’s give her something worth writing about.”

Kira stood, spinning in my arms until her back pressed against my chest. She bent forward, hands on the window glass, her ass pressing against my cock.

“Like this. Where she can see my face when you push inside.”

I positioned myself at her entrance, rubbing along her slit. She was dripping wet, her arousal leaving streaks on my cock.

“Please,” she whispered. “Let her see. Let her see how much I want you.”

I pushed inside.

Her pussy gripped me tight and hot, wet enough that I slid in to the hilt in one smooth stroke. Kira moaned, loud and shameless, the sound echoing through the chamber and probably audible through the glass.

“Fuck yes!” she cried out, her voice deliberately loud. “Your cock feels so good! So deep inside me!”

Her hands pressed flat against the window, her perky tits squashing against the cool surface, her dark nipples dragging across the cold glass. Her breath fogged the surface in rhythmic puffs.

Below us, Syrenne stood frozen, watching. I could see her clearly now, no longer pretending to hide.

I set a slow rhythm, wanting this to last. Wanting our observer to see every stroke, every reaction, every moment of pleasure. My cock dragged along Kira’s tight walls with each withdrawal, then plunged deep again, making her gasp.

“That’s it,” she moaned. “Fuck me against the window. Let her see. Let her see how good you fuck your bonded catgirl.”

“She’s not leaving,” Kira gasped. “She’s watching. Wishing she was me. Wishing she had your cock inside her instead.”

“How do you know?”

“Because her tail’s moving.” Kira laughed breathlessly. “She thinks she’s hidden, but I can see her tail. It’s lashing. Our ice queen is losing her composure.”

The thought of Syrenne watching, wanting, fighting her own desire, pushed me closer to the edge. I increased my pace, driving deeper into Kira’s welcoming heat.

“Yes. Like that. Show her. Show her what she could have.”

Kira came first, her pussy clamping down on my cock with powerful, milking contractions. Her scream echoed off the chamber walls as her whole body shook. Her silhouette convulsed against the window, unmistakable to anyone watching, her perky tits pressing flat against the glass as she rode out wave after wave.

I followed moments later, burying myself balls-deep and letting go with a groan. My cock pulsed inside her, pumping thick ropes of cum into her spasming pussy. Filling her up while she moaned and clenched, her tail squeezing my thigh as she milked every drop from my throbbing shaft. The bond between us surged, warmth spreading through my chest.

We stood there, breathing hard, still pressed against the glass.

Below, Syrenne finally moved. She turned away from the window, walking rapidly toward the Academy buildings. Even from this distance, I could see the tension in her posture. The way her elegant tail was no longer perfectly controlled.

“Data gathered,” Kira murmured, satisfaction thick in her voice. “Tomorrow’s library date should be interesting.”

I pulled her close, kissing her neck. “You’re diabolical.”

“I’m helpful. There’s a difference.” She turned in my arms, wrapping herself around me. “And I’m right. Syrenne’s going to be thinking about tonight for a long time.”

“Is that fair? Manipulating her like this?”

“It’s not manipulation. It’s information sharing. She wanted to know what bonding with you would involve. Now she has some idea.” Kira’s amber eyes met mine, suddenly serious. “Trust me, Taven. When Syrenne makes her decision, it’ll be because she wants this. Not because we tricked her. But wanting it is the first step.”

I thought about ice blue eyes watching through windowpanes. About control cracking in sunbeams. About footnoted contracts and informal evaluation periods.

“I hope you’re right.”

“I’m always right.” She pulled me toward the bed. “Now. We’ve got time before the chamber resets. And I want to finish properly.”



The next morning, I found a note slipped under my door.

Elegant handwriting on expensive paper:

Library alcove seven. Noon. Don’t be late.

The window demonstration was noted. We will discuss methodology.

S.F.

My System notification flickered:

[Bond Update: Syrenne Frostmoor] [Status: STRANGER (50)] [Interest: Calculating] [Note: Subject displays elevated attention behaviors]

[Resonance Shards: 265]

Fifty points. Not much.

But it was a start.

And somewhere in the Academy, an ice queen was reconsidering her position on sunbeams, windows, and the inefficiency of thermal-seeking behavior.

Progress came in unexpected forms.

I folded the note carefully and went to find some breakfast.


Chapter 10: Level 10: Pack Leader

The Blight Shard we entered that morning was different from the others.

Darker. Denser. The corruption that twisted the dungeon walls seemed almost alive, pulsing with malevolent energy that made my skin crawl.

“Greater density,” Miri observed, her pale eyes scanning our surroundings through magical diagnostic lenses. “This shard has been feeding on something. Growing.”

“Is that dangerous?”

“It’s more challenging. Better rewards.” She adjusted her glasses. “Also more dangerous, yes.”

We moved in formation: Kira scouting ahead, Sera at my side with her blade drawn, Miri in the rear providing healing support. Our coordination had become almost telepathic over the past few days, each of us knowing where the others would be without needing to look.

The first pack of Blight creatures came at us from the shadows. Twisted things, all wrong angles and too many limbs. They moved fast.

We moved faster.

“Left!” I called, and Kira was already there, her daggers flashing.

“Push through!” And Sera charged, her blade carving a path.

“Shield Miri!” But Miri had already raised a barrier, deflecting the flanking attack before I finished speaking.

The fight was over in seconds. Corruption dissolved, leaving behind glittering materials and the faint hum of absorbed Blight energy.

My System notification flickered:

[Combat XP: +800] [Current: Lv9 | XP 8,400/9,000]

So close to Level 10. The milestone that would unlock my specialization.

“Keep moving,” I said. “We’re almost there.”

The deeper we went, the stronger the creatures became. Corrupted Stalkers with twisted feline forms. Blight Weavers that attacked with tendrils of dark magic. And worse things, formless horrors that seemed to exist more as concepts of wrongness than physical beings.

We cleared them all.

Our synergy was undeniable now. Every fight, I called positions without thinking, and the girls responded before the words left my mouth. It was like we shared a single tactical awareness, distributed across four bodies.

The boss chamber loomed ahead. Massive corrupted doors that pulsed with barely contained power.

“Greater Blight Spawn,” Miri said, consulting her notes. “Significantly more powerful than the tutorial boss. Multiple attack phases. Regeneration capability.”

“Weaknesses?”

“Core crystal in the chest cavity. If we can expose and destroy it, the spawn collapses.” She hesitated. “But it’s heavily armored. We’ll need to wear it down first.”

“Then we wear it down.” I looked at my pack. “Standard formation. Kira harries, Sera tanks, Miri supports. I coordinate.”

“What about you?” Sera asked. “You’re not just going to stand there.”

“I’ll find openings. Exploit weaknesses.” I drew my practice blade. It had been replaced with a real weapon days ago, the edge sharp enough to cut corruption. “Trust the bond.”

“I trust the bond.” Sera’s golden eyes met mine. “I trust you.”

From her, that was everything.

We pushed through the doors.

The Greater Blight Spawn was enormous. A corrupted nightmare that had once been something catlike, now twisted into a monstrosity of claws and teeth and pulsing dark energy. Its eyes, a dozen of them scattered across its malformed head, all fixed on us with hungry intelligence.

“Spread!” I called.

We scattered as the creature lunged.

What followed was the most intense fight of my life.

The Spawn was fast for its size, adaptive in ways lesser Blight weren’t. It learned our patterns, anticipated our movements, changed its attack sequences to counter our coordination.

But we adapted too.

“Kira, dorsal ridge!” I spotted the weakness, a thin seam in the creature’s armor.

She was there instantly, her daggers finding the gap, cutting deep. The Spawn screamed.

“Sera, draw aggro!”

She charged, her blade flashing, pulling the creature’s attention while Kira withdrew.

“Miri, prepare burst heal. This next attack will hit hard.”

The Spawn’s tail swept through Sera’s guard. She flew backward, armor cracked, blood streaming from a dozen cuts. Miri’s healing light engulfed her before she hit the ground.

On and on. Strike and retreat. Damage and heal. A grinding war of attrition against something that didn’t want to die.

The creature’s chest armor cracked.

“There!” I pointed at the exposed crystal, pulsing with corrupted light. “Everything we’ve got!”

We converged.

Kira’s daggers found gaps in the remaining armor. Sera’s blade carved deep gouges. Miri’s offensive magic, rarely used, blazed through the creature’s regeneration.

And I lunged.

My blade pierced the crystal.

The Spawn howled. Corruption boiled out of it, darkness erupting from every wound. For a moment, I thought it would take us all with it.

Then it collapsed.

Silence.

We stood in the aftermath, panting, wounded, victorious.

My System notification exploded:

[BOSS DEFEATED: Greater Blight Spawn] [Combat XP: +2,500] [LEVEL UP!]

[Handler Status: Level 10] [XP: 900/10,000]

[SPECIALIZATION UNLOCKED]

[PACK LEADER]

[System … Specialization Unlocked] [PACK LEADER … Lv10] [Pack Aura: +15% morale to bonded catgirls within 10m] [Combat Coordination: +10% accuracy when acting on Handler commands] [Bond Stability: -50% decay rate; bonds resist external disruption] [Pack Sense: Emotional and location awareness of bonded catgirls]

[Your Pack follows. Lead them well.]

[Blight Wards: +6 (Current: 26/50)] [Resonance Shards: +30 (Current: 295)]

[Loot Acquired:] [Rare: Packleader’s Signet … +5% party coordination] [Uncommon: Corrupted Essence x5] [Common: Blight Crystal fragments x12]

Level 10. Pack Leader.

And something else. Something new.

I closed my eyes, and I could feel them.

Kira’s excitement, bright and electric like static. Miri’s satisfaction, warm and scholarly. Sera’s grudging pride, sharp-edged but genuine.

Pack Sense. Emotional awareness of my bonded catgirls.

“Taven?” Kira’s voice came from somewhere to my left. “You’re glowing.”

I opened my eyes. Faint light emanated from my Handler pendant, pulsing in time with my heartbeat.

“Pack Leader,” I said. “I can feel you. All of you.”

“Feel us how?” Sera demanded.

“Emotions. General direction.” I focused on her, and her presence crystallized in my awareness. Pride. Determination. The faintest thread of something softer she’d never admit to. “You’re proud of what we accomplished. And you’re trying not to show it.”

Sera went still. “That’s. Invasive.”

“I can’t read thoughts. Just feelings. And only bonded catgirls.”

“Still invasive.”

“Sera.” Kira bounced over, her excitement palpable through the new sense. “He can feel emotions! That’s amazing! Think about what we can do with that in combat!”

“Think about what he can do with it in private!”

“I’ll be careful,” I promised. “This is about tactical awareness, not spying.”

Sera’s emotions shifted. Still guarded, but less hostile. “Fine. But if you ever comment on what I’m feeling without permission, I will hurt you.”

“Noted.”

Miri approached, her analytical mind already spinning. “The historical texts mention Pack Sense, but it’s extremely rare. Most Handlers never develop it, even with multiple bonds.” Her tail wrapped around her ankle. “This suggests your bloodline is particularly strong.”

“Or particularly dangerous.”

“Both things can be true.”

Something made me hesitate before we left. A strange urge. I closed my eyes and reached out with the Pack Sense, focusing not on my bonded catgirls but on… something else.

The chamber went cold.

I could feel them. Faintly, like distant static. The Blight creatures in the shard. The ones still spawning in deeper chambers. The corruption itself, pulsing like a heartbeat.

Connected to me. Or me to them. Like we were part of the same network.

That should NOT be possible.

I opened my eyes, heart pounding. The others were watching me.

“Taven?” Kira’s voice was concerned. “You went pale.”

“Just the strain of the fight.” I forced a smile. “Let’s get out of here.”

I didn’t tell them what I’d sensed. Not yet. Not until I understood what it meant.

We gathered our loot and headed for the exit portal. The return to Academy grounds was almost anticlimactic after the intensity of the fight.

But the day’s surprises weren’t over.



Syrenne was waiting for us.

She stood at the edge of the Gate Hub, her gray form rigid with carefully maintained composure. Her ice blue eyes tracked our emergence, lingering on me with an intensity that the Pack Sense registered as complex, layered, not easily categorized.

“Handler Greycliffe.” Her voice was cool as always. “I’ve been informed of your level advancement. Congratulations.”

“Thank you.”

“I have a revised proposal.” She produced another scroll, different from the first. “Based on my evaluation period observations.”

Kira nudged me with her elbow. Sera made a sound of disgust and stalked toward the baths. Miri lingered, curious.

“Perhaps we should discuss this privately,” I suggested.

“Perhaps we should.” Syrenne’s ear twitched almost imperceptibly. “My quarters. One hour.”

She turned and walked away, her elegant tail perfectly controlled.

“That was ominous,” Kira observed.

“That was Syrenne.” Miri adjusted her glasses. “For her, that was practically flirtatious.”



Syrenne’s quarters were exactly what I expected. Immaculate. Organized. Every surface clean and every object precisely positioned. Bookshelves lined the walls, filled with magical texts and scholarly volumes. A large desk dominated one corner, covered with neatly arranged papers.

The only surprise was the window. Large, positioned to catch afternoon light.

Currently blocked by heavy curtains.

“Please, sit.” Syrenne gestured to a chair across from her desk. “Tea?”

“No, thank you.”

She sat behind the desk, her posture perfect, her expression neutral. But the Pack Sense registered something from her, even though she wasn’t bonded. The barest hint of emotional energy, leaking through her carefully constructed walls.

Nervousness. Determination. And something else. Something warmer that she was trying very hard to suppress.

“My clan has accelerated their timeline,” she said without preamble. “The magical instabilities in the outer territories are worsening. They require me to secure a Handler bond within the month.”

“Or?”

“Or they will arrange one for me.” Her voice remained steady, but her ear twitched. “The candidate they’ve selected is… less optimal.”

“Less optimal how?”

“He’s sixty years old, interested primarily in breeding stock, and views Handler-Felaren relationships as transactions to be maximized for material benefit.” Her composure cracked, just slightly. “My preferences were not consulted.”

“That sounds like coercion.”

“It’s tradition. Noble bloodlines have obligations.” She met my eyes, and I saw the first genuine emotion break through her mask. “I would prefer to choose my own Handler. To bond with someone I’ve evaluated. Someone who demonstrates compatibility and respect.”

“Someone like me.”

“Your Pack demonstrates genuine consent-based bonding. Your tactical capabilities are exceptional. Your magical resonance registers in optimal ranges.” She paused. “And your window demonstrations indicate satisfactory physical competence.”

Despite the clinical language, I heard what she wasn’t saying.

“You watched us because you wanted to. Not just for data.”

Her cheeks flushed, barely perceptible against her pale skin. “The data was… compelling.”

“And you’re here because you want this bond. Not just because your clan demands it.”

“I…” She stopped. Started again. “I am unaccustomed to wanting things, Handler Greycliffe. I was raised to fulfill obligations, not pursue desires.” Her tail moved, a single unconscious sweep. “But when I observed you with your pack. When I saw the way they chose you, responded to you. I found myself…”

“Wanting?”

“Curious.” But her ear twitched. “Perhaps wanting. I haven’t fully classified the emotion.”

I stood, moving around her desk. She tensed but didn’t retreat.

“What are you doing?”

“Testing a theory.”

I reached out, gently touching her chin, tilting her face up to meet my eyes. Her skin was cool, smooth. Her ice blue eyes widened.

“You’ve been controlling yourself for years. Denying instincts. Suppressing desires.” I let my thumb trace her jawline. “What happens when you stop?”

“I don’t know.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “I’ve never stopped.”

“Maybe it’s time to find out.”

For a long moment, she was perfectly still. The ice queen in full display.

Then something cracked.

Her hand came up to cover mine, not pulling away but holding it against her face. Her eyes closed. A shuddering breath escaped her.

“I watched you,” she confessed. “Through the window. Every night this week. I told myself it was research. Data gathering. But I was lying.” Her eyes opened, vulnerability raw in their depths. “I wanted to be there. With you. I wanted to know what it felt like to choose.”

“Then choose.”

“I don’t know how. I’ve never.”

“It’s simple.” I leaned closer, my lips near her ear. “Do you want this? Want me?”

“Yes.” The word escaped like a confession. “Yes, I want this.”

“Then you’ve already chosen.”

I kissed her.

She was stiff at first, uncertain, her lips cool against mine. But as the kiss deepened, something unlocked in her. Her mouth softened, parted. Her tongue tentatively touched mine, and I felt her whole body shudder.

Her arms came up around my neck. Her body pressed against mine, and I felt those full breasts compress against my chest, soft and warm through her robes. Her hips shifted forward, seeking contact. Her tail, that perfectly controlled tail, wrapped around my leg and squeezed with desperate pressure.

A small moan escaped her throat. She tried to swallow it, but I heard it. Felt it. The ice queen melting.

When we finally broke apart, she was breathing hard, her cheeks flushed pink, her ice blue eyes glazed with something she couldn’t analyze away.

“That was.” She couldn’t find words. Her hand touched her lips like she couldn’t believe what had just happened. “The physiological response was.”

“Stop analyzing. Just feel.”

“I don’t know how to just feel.”

“You’ll learn.” I stepped back, giving her space. “We’ll take this slowly. You’re not ready for what bonding requires. Not yet.”

“I. No. Probably not.” She was flushed now, her composure in shambles. “But I want to be ready. I want to learn.”

“Then we’ll learn together.”

A knock at the door interrupted whatever she might have said next. Syrenne composed herself with impressive speed, pulling her mask back into place like armor.

“Enter.”

An aide stepped in, looking nervous. “Lady Frostmoor. Your clan representative is on the communication crystal. They’re inquiring about your bonding decision.”

Syrenne’s jaw tightened. “Tell them I’ve made my choice. I’ll be bonding with Handler Greycliffe. The formal arrangement will be filed by week’s end.”

The aide’s eyes widened. “But the approved candidate…”

“Was not approved by me. Tell my clan that I’ve evaluated alternatives and selected a superior option.” Her voice could have frozen fire. “If they have objections, they can discuss them with Headmistress Sylara.”

The aide fled.

Syrenne turned back to me, her composure restored but her eyes still warm.

“That was impulsive.”

“It was decisive.”

“My clan will be displeased.”

“Your clan doesn’t control you.”

“They think they do.” She almost smiled. “Perhaps it’s time to correct that assumption.”

My System notification flickered:

[Bond Update: Syrenne Frostmoor] [Status: ALLY (100)] [Interest: Committed] [Note: Subject has declared formal bonding intent]

[Political Consequence: Noble Clan Frostmoor notified of Handler selection override]

A hundred points. Ally status.

And the beginnings of something that could change everything.



That night, I couldn’t sleep.

The Pack Sense buzzed in my awareness, three emotional signatures pulsing in the darkness. Kira, dreaming something exciting. Miri, still awake, her feelings a mix of research focus and anticipation. Sera, restless, her pride wrestling with other emotions she didn’t want to acknowledge.

At three in the morning, I felt Kira’s emotions spike.

Excitement. Energy. The irresistible urge to move.

Footsteps thundered past my door.

I opened it to find Kira sprinting down the corridor at full speed, her orange tail streaming behind her. Seconds later, Sera appeared, chasing her.

“What are you doing?” I called.

“Zoomies!” Kira shouted without slowing.

“It’s THREE IN THE MORNING!”

“I KNOW! I CAN’T STOP!”

Sera caught up to her, and they careened around a corner together, both moving faster than any reasonable person should at this hour.

Miri appeared beside me, her white hair disheveled from bed.

“Zoomies,” she said by way of explanation. “It happens. The instinct to run builds up and eventually overwhelms rational thought.”

“At three in the morning?”

“Usually at three in the morning, yes.” She yawned, her fluffy tail wrapping around herself for warmth. “They’ll tire themselves out in twenty minutes or so.”

“Does this happen often?”

“Weekly. Sometimes more.” She leaned against my doorframe. “Welcome to pack life, Handler Greycliffe.”

Down the corridor, I heard Kira shriek with laughter and Sera curse as they apparently collided with something.

Through the Pack Sense, I felt their emotions: pure joy from Kira, grudging amusement from Sera despite her protests.

I started laughing.

Three in the morning. Catgirls doing laps through the dormitory. An ice queen choosing me over her clan’s wishes. A milestone reached, powers awakened, bonds deepening.

My life had become absolutely insane.

I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Chapter 11: Stacks and Surrender

The restricted section of Archive Row smelled like secrets.

Old paper and older magic. Dust that held memories. The faint vanilla sweetness that permeated the entire library but felt concentrated here, distilled into something almost intoxicating. Magical lights flickered softly, adjusting to our presence, casting warm pools of illumination across ancient shelves.

Miri led me through the stacks with the confidence of someone who’d memorized every shelf. Her white tail swished with barely contained excitement, and through the Pack Sense I felt her emotions: anticipation, nervousness, hope, and something deeper that made my pulse quicken.

“I’ve been researching here for years,” she said, her voice hushed despite our solitude. “Most students never come this far back. The indexing system is deliberately confusing, designed to discourage casual browsing.”

“But you figured it out.”

“I mapped it. Systematically. Took six months.” Her glasses caught the light as she glanced back at me. “My adviser said I was wasting time. But I knew there was something here. Something the official histories weren’t telling us.”

“The grandmother connection.”

“Partly. But also.” She hesitated, her tail knotting briefly. “A feeling. Like these books were waiting for someone to actually read them.”

We turned down another aisle, this one narrower than the rest. The books here were older, leather-bound volumes with faded titles in scripts I couldn’t read. Some of them seemed to watch me as I passed, which was probably my imagination but definitely unsettling.

“The journal should be here,” she said, stopping before a section of shelves that looked older than the Academy itself. The wood was dark with age, and the books seemed to lean toward each other like elderly friends sharing gossip. “Grandmother’s records were supposedly archived after her death, but they were never catalogued properly. Everything just got boxed and stored.”

“How do you know it’s here?”

“Cross-referenced her name with acquisition records from that period. Found shipping manifests, storage assignments, transfer notices.” Her glasses caught the light as she turned to me. “Librarian work. Very boring unless you know what you’re looking for.”

“You’ve been searching for this a long time.”

“Years.” Her tail knotted briefly, then released. “I always told myself it was academic interest. Understanding the Tyrant Wars from primary sources. Filling gaps in the historical record.” She met my eyes, vulnerability raw in their pale depths. “But after the infirmary. After everything we’ve shared. I need to know the truth. About what happened to her. About whether bonding was always what Valdris made it.”

“And if it wasn’t?”

“Then maybe.” She took a breath. “Maybe what we’re doing isn’t just trying to prove consent is possible. Maybe we’re reclaiming something that was stolen.”

I pulled her close, kissing her forehead. She melted against me, her fluffy tail wrapping around my leg.

“Let’s find that journal.”



The search took hours.

Archive Row’s restricted section wasn’t organized by any system I understood. Miri explained that the magical cataloguing had been disrupted centuries ago, during the chaos after the Tyrant Wars, and no one had ever fully restored it.

“The floating index cards are supposed to guide you, but they mostly just flutter around looking pretty,” she said, batting away one that had drifted too close to her ears. The tiny card made a disappointed sound and floated toward the ceiling.

We worked through boxes of old records, some in languages neither of us could read. My eyes ached from squinting at faded handwriting. My back protested the endless crouching and stretching. Dust coated everything, making both of us sneeze periodically.

But the work felt important. Meaningful.

And I got to watch Miri in her element.

She was beautiful when she was researching. Her pale eyes lit up with each promising discovery. Her tail made complex shapes as she thought through problems, knotting and unknotting in patterns that seemed to mirror her thought processes. She muttered scholarly theories under her breath, occasionally stopping to explain something she found fascinating.

“The pre-War texts use a completely different terminology for bonding,” she said at one point, her nose buried in a crumbling manuscript. “They called it ‘resonance partnership.’ Isn’t that lovely? Partnership. Not ownership or control. Partnership.”

I understood maybe one word in three of her explanations. But I loved watching her try. The way her glasses slid down her nose when she got excited. The way her ears perked at promising finds. The way she’d forget to be self-conscious about her tail, letting it reach for me whenever I got close.

“Here.” Her voice went sharp with excitement, cutting through my reverie. “Taven, here!”

She held a worn leather box, emblazoned with symbols I didn’t recognize. The leather was cracked with age, but the magical seals still hummed faintly.

“Grandmother’s seal.” Her hands trembled as she opened the clasp. The box resisted for a moment, then clicked open with a sigh of released preservation magic. “This is it. This has to be it.”

Inside, wrapped in preservation cloth, lay a journal bound in pale leather. The pages were yellowed with age but intact, the handwriting clear and elegant despite the centuries.

Miri lifted it like she was holding sacred scripture.

“This is her writing.” Tears gathered in her pale eyes. “This is actually her writing. I’ve never seen it before. I’ve only ever read about her. Heard stories. Saw illustrations.” Her voice cracked. “She was always this distant figure. A victim. A cautionary tale. But this is her.”

She opened to the first page.

For several minutes, she just read. I gave her space, watching emotions play across her face. Confusion. Surprise. Something that might have been joy. Her tail stopped its nervous movements, going perfectly still as she absorbed what she was reading.

“Taven.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “She chose him.”

“What?”

“Her Handler. Before Valdris corrupted everything, she had a Handler. They bonded consensually. Freely.” Tears streamed down her cheeks now. “She wrote about it. About how it felt. About how they trained together and fought together and loved together.”

“But the historical consensus.”

“Was wrong. Or incomplete.” Miri flipped through pages, scanning rapidly, her scholarly instincts taking over even through the emotional storm. “The forced bonding came later. When Valdris decided consent was inefficient. When he started breaking minds instead of building relationships.” She found a passage and read aloud:

“My bond with Terrus was the greatest joy of my life. Before the Tyrant’s madness consumed everything, we had years of partnership. Years of trust. Whatever Valdris did to me later, whatever he forced me to become, that original bond was real. It was chosen. And no amount of corruption could fully destroy it.”

Miri closed the journal, hugging it to her chest. Her whole body shook with the force of her emotions.

“She wasn’t just a victim. She was a willing partner. She knew what bonding could be, before it was twisted into tyranny.” She looked at me with wet eyes, glasses fogged with tears. “That’s what we’re trying to prove. What she already proved, centuries ago.”

“Your grandmother.”

“My grandmother.” Pride mixed with the grief in her voice. “She was stronger than anyone gave her credit for. She survived everything Valdris did. She escaped. She lived. And she remembered what bonding was supposed to be.”

I pulled her into my arms.

She cried against my chest while I held her, letting the emotions flow. Years of wondering. Years of being told her family’s history was just tragedy. And now this: proof that there was more. That choice existed. That love was possible.

Her tail wrapped around my leg, squeezing tight. Through the Pack Sense, I felt everything: the overwhelming relief, the grief for what was lost, the hope for what could be reclaimed.

When she finally pulled back, her glasses were completely fogged and her cheeks were wet, but she was smiling.

“There’s more in here. So much more. Research opportunities for years.” She set the journal carefully on a nearby desk. “But I don’t want to read it right now.”

“What do you want?”

Her pale eyes met mine. Her tail stopped knotting, instead stretching toward me with unmistakable intent.

“I want to honor what she described. What bonding should feel like.” She reached up and removed her glasses, setting them beside the journal with deliberate care. “I want you, Taven. Right now. Right here. In the place where I found the truth about my family.”

“Miri.”

“I know what I’m asking.” Her voice steadied. “And I know what I want. What I’ve been researching. What the more advanced texts describe.”

“What do they describe?”

Her blush spread down her neck, disappearing beneath her sweater. “Thorough investigation. Deep research.” She swallowed, her throat moving visibly. “Anal methodologies.”

My cock hardened immediately.

“You’ve been thinking about that since the infirmary.”

“Since before.” She couldn’t quite meet my eyes, but her tail betrayed her, reaching toward me insistently. “Since I first read about it. Since I understood what it could feel like. What the texts described. The intensity. The trust required.” Her blush deepened. “And after the infirmary, when you. When we.” Her tail finally reached me, wrapping around my wrist. “I’ve been preparing. Practicing. Getting ready.”

“Miri.”

“Please.” She reached for my shirt, starting to unbutton it with trembling fingers. “I want to feel everything. Every way there is to feel you. I want to be as close to you as two people can possibly be.”

I kissed her.

She melted into me, her soft body pressing against mine. I walked her backward until her hips hit the desk, the journal and her glasses pushed safely aside. The old wood creaked but held firm.

“Here?” I asked.

“Here. In the archives. Where I’ve imagined this happening approximately four hundred times.” She pulled my shirt off, her hands exploring my chest with scholarly thoroughness. “Maybe more. I didn’t keep exact records.”

“You’ve imagined this four hundred times?”

“I’m a thorough researcher.” She kissed down my neck, her lips soft and warm. “I’ve considered every variable. Every position. Every possible outcome.”

“And the most likely outcome?”

“Multiple orgasms, followed by emotional bonding and scholarly satisfaction.” Her voice was breathless now, her academic facade cracking. “But outcomes require experimentation to verify.”

I lifted her sweater over her head.

She wore the lacy bra again, her generous breasts straining against delicate fabric. I unclasped it, freeing her, cupping both breasts in my hands. Her nipples were already hard, pale pink and eager.

“Beautiful,” I said, rolling her nipples between my fingers.

“Adequate sample presentation,” she countered, but her voice was breathy, her composure slipping. “Further examination recommended. Extensive examination.”

I took one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently while my other hand continued teasing. She moaned, her hands tangling in my hair.

“That’s. Good data. Very good data. The neurological response is.”

“Stop analyzing.”

“I can’t help it. It’s how I. Oh.” I bit gently on her nipple, and her words dissolved into a gasp. “That. That overwhelms the analytical processes.”

I kissed down her stomach while working her pants off. Matching lace underneath, already visibly damp. I pulled those down too, baring her to the warm library air.

“On the desk,” I said.

She hopped up eagerly, spreading her thick thighs wide. Her pussy glistened in the soft magical light, pink and swollen with need, her arousal already dripping down to wet the old wood beneath her. Above it, her fluffy white tail waved with desperate anticipation.

“I prepared earlier,” she said, her blush intensifying, spreading down her neck to the tops of her generous breasts. “Cleaned. Applied relaxation ointment. Stretched with graduated implements for the past two weeks.” She met my eyes, her usual scholarly reserve crumbling. “I wanted to be ready. I’ve been so eager. I’ve touched myself thinking about this more times than is probably healthy.”

“Thorough research.”

“Very thorough. I’ve made myself come imagining your cock in my ass at least a dozen times.”

My cock throbbed at her words.

I knelt between her legs, my face level with her glistening pussy. She deserved pleasure before we attempted anything else. I inhaled the sweet vanilla scent of her arousal, then pressed my mouth to her wet folds.

She gasped as my tongue found her clit, her thick thighs clamping around my head.

“That’s. Oh gods. That’s. The technique is. Exceptional. Your tongue is. Oh fuck.”

I ate her with focused intensity, drawing circles around her swollen clit, dipping my tongue deep into her entrance to taste her sweetness, learning her responses all over again. Her moans filled the restricted section, echoing off ancient shelves, probably audible to anyone passing by.

I didn’t care. Neither did she.

“Close,” she gasped. “Already close. I’ve been so wet all day. Since I woke up. Since I realized we’d be alone in the archives. I soaked through two pairs of underwear.”

I slid two fingers inside her dripping pussy while my tongue worked her clit, curling against her g-spot. She came with a cry she tried to muffle with her hand, her walls clenching rhythmically around my fingers, her juices flooding out onto my chin, her tail going completely rigid.

I worked her through it, lapping up her release, gentling as the waves subsided.

“Satisfactory preliminary data,” she managed, her voice dreamy and slurred. “Very satisfactory.”

“We’re just getting started. That was just the warmup.”

I stood, shedding my remaining clothes. My cock jutted toward her, harder than I could remember being. She stared at it with scholarly hunger.

“The principal research focus,” she said, her academic terminology unable to hide the raw want in her voice.

“Do you have lubricant?”

She reached into a pocket of her discarded pants, producing a small bottle. “Specially formulated. Magical heating properties for comfort. Long-lasting. I did extensive product comparison research. This one had the best reviews and optimal viscosity.”

I took the bottle, warming some in my hands. “Turn around. Present yourself to me.”

She turned on the desk without hesitation, presenting her spectacular ass. And what an ass it was. Round, generous cheeks that my hands immediately grabbed and squeezed. Soft yet firm, perfect handfuls of flesh. Her fluffy white tail lifted high, exposing her completely.

Between her pale cheeks, her tight pink hole was visible, slightly relaxed from her preparation, glistening with the ointment she’d applied earlier. Below it, her pussy still dripped from her earlier orgasm.

“So beautiful,” I said, spreading her cheeks to get a better view of both holes. “This ass is perfect. I’m going to enjoy being inside it.”

“That’s. Not typically considered a research compliment.” But her voice was breathy, excited. “Although I appreciate the positive peer review.”

“Consider it glowing.” I spread her cheeks wider, applying warm lubricant directly to her tight pink hole. She shivered at the touch, then moaned as the warming properties activated, heating her sensitive flesh.

“Oh. That’s. The product works as advertised. The heating sensation is. Quite pleasant. It’s making me want. Making me need.”

I worked one finger in slowly, feeling her body accept the intrusion. She was tight, incredibly tight, but she relaxed beautifully into the sensation instead of clenching. Her ass swallowed my finger to the knuckle.

“You practiced,” I said, pumping slowly.

“Extensively. With graduated implements. Over several weeks. Starting small and increasing gradually.” Her voice was strained but pleased. “I worked up to something approximately your size. Though the real thing feels. Different. Better. So much better.”

I added a second finger, stretching her gently, scissoring inside her tight channel. She moaned, her hands gripping the edge of the desk, her knuckles going white.

“More. I can take more. I need more.”

“We’re not rushing. I’m going to open you up properly.”

“I don’t want to rush. I want to feel everything.” She looked back at me over her shoulder, her pale eyes dark with desire, her glasses long forgotten. “I want to feel you. Every thick inch. Please. I’ve been waiting so long for this.”

I added a third finger, stretching her wider. Her ass gripped me, then relaxed, accepting the intrusion. I pumped slowly, preparing her, feeling her body open up for me.

Then I withdrew my fingers. She whimpered at the loss.

I applied more lubricant to my cock, stroking it to full hardness, coating every inch. Positioned the swollen head at her prepared entrance, feeling her heat, her readiness. She pressed back against me eagerly.

“Tell me if you need me to stop.”

“I won’t need you to stop.” She pushed her hips back, her tight hole kissing my cockhead. “I need you to fuck my ass. Please. I’ve dreamed about this.”

I pushed forward.

The head of my cock breached her tight ring, and we both groaned loud enough to echo through the stacks. She was hot, impossibly tight, gripping me with an intensity that made stars burst behind my eyes. Her sphincter squeezed the ridge of my cockhead like it was trying to pull me deeper.

“Oh gods.” Her voice was high, strained. “That’s. More than the implements. That’s. You’re so thick. So much thicker than the toys. Stretching me open.”

“Too much?”

“Perfect.” She pushed back, taking more of me, her ass swallowing another inch. “Perfect. Don’t stop. Keep going. I need all of it.”

I sank in slowly, inch by careful inch, letting her body adjust to my girth. Her ass swallowed me, her tight walls rippling around my cock, her moans filling the library.

“Halfway,” I told her. “You’re taking me so well.”

“More. Give me more. I want all of you inside my ass.”

I pushed deeper, watching my cock disappear between her perfect pale cheeks. When I was finally fully seated, buried to the hilt with my balls pressed against her dripping pussy, we both held perfectly still.

The sensation was overwhelming. She was tight beyond belief, her body gripping me like a velvet fist, hotter than her pussy, tighter than anything I’d ever felt.

“Full,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “I feel so full. I’ve never. Nothing has ever. The implements were good, but this is.” She couldn’t find words. “You’re inside my ass. Really inside me. In the most intimate way possible. I can feel you throbbing.”

“You’re incredible. Your ass is incredible.”

“I’m. Oh.” She clenched around me experimentally, and we both gasped. Her tight ring squeezed my shaft, milking me. “The sensation is. The nerve density in this region exceeds. I can feel everything. Every inch of you. Every vein. Every throb.”

I began to move.

Slow at first, letting her feel every inch as I withdrew until just my head remained inside her gripping ring, then pushed back in to the hilt. She moaned with each stroke, her tail wrapping around my arm, her hands scrabbling at the desk surface.

“Faster. Please. I need. Fuck my ass faster.”

I gave her faster. Built a rhythm that had the desk creaking dangerously, her moans echoing through the ancient stacks, her whole body shaking with pleasure. The obscene sound of my hips slapping against her round ass filled the restricted section.

“Yes. Right there. Your cock is. Oh gods, that’s. So deep. Fucking me so deep.”

I reached around, finding her swollen clit with my fingers. She screamed as I started rubbing, the dual stimulation overwhelming her carefully maintained composure.

“Going to come. From this. From your cock in my ass. I didn’t know I could. The research suggested but I wasn’t sure. The texts described anal orgasms but I thought maybe they were exaggerating.”

“They weren’t. Let go. Come on my cock.”

She came with a scream that definitely reached the main library. Her ass clenched around my cock with crushing intensity, her whole body convulsing, her tail squeezing my arm hard enough to bruise. The sensation was indescribable, her tight channel milking my shaft in rhythmic pulses. Her pussy gushed, spraying her release across my balls.

I didn’t stop.

Kept thrusting through her orgasm, kept rubbing her clit, kept driving her higher. My cock pistoned in and out of her clenching ass while she screamed and shook.

“Can’t. Too much. Too intense.”

“One more. Give me one more.”

“I can’t. It’s too much.”

“You can. You’re taking my cock so well. Come for me again.”

She sobbed with pleasure as I drove her toward a second peak. Her hands clutched the desk hard enough to leave marks in the old wood. Her tail wrapped around my arm with crushing force.

The second orgasm hit even harder than the first. She collapsed onto the desk, her body still clenching around my cock, her moans reduced to incoherent sounds, drool escaping the corner of her mouth.

I let myself go.

Buried deep in her ass, I came with a groan torn from my chest. My cock pulsed inside her, pumping hot cum deep into her clenching hole. Filling her ass with my release, flooding her, marking her in the most intimate way possible.

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Give it to me. Fill me up. I can feel you coming inside my ass. So hot. So much.”

The bond between us flared, warmth spreading through my chest. Through the Pack Sense, I felt her pleasure mingling with mine, a feedback loop of shared ecstasy that made us both tremble.

We stayed like that for long moments, both of us breathing hard.

Finally, I withdrew, carefully, watching her body release me. She shivered at the sensation.

“That was.” She couldn’t find words. “The research did not adequately prepare me.”

“Good research?”

“The best. Exemplary methodology.” She turned, pulling me into a kiss. “We’ll need to repeat the experiment. Multiple times. For statistical validity.”

“I’m available for research.”

She laughed, the sound bright and free. “I love you.”

The words came out before she could stop them. Her eyes went wide.

“I. I didn’t mean to say. That is, I mean, I did mean it but I didn’t mean to say it now, in this context, immediately after.”

“Miri.”

“It’s too soon. We’ve known each other weeks. There are protocols for these declarations. Relationship stage requirements.”

“Miri.”

“I’m panicking. You can tell I’m panicking. My tail’s doing the thing.”

Her tail was indeed doing the thing, knotting itself into increasingly complex shapes.

I kissed her.

“I love you too.”

She went still. “You. What?”

“I love you. The way you research everything. The way you fight your instincts and lose. The way your glasses fog when you’re flustered.” I touched her face. “The way you just gave yourself to me completely and still managed to make it sound like a scholarly exercise.”

“That’s. Oh.” Tears gathered in her eyes again. “That’s. I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything.”

She kissed me instead, deep and tender and full of everything words couldn’t express.

We cleaned up as best we could in the restricted section, using magical cleaning cloths from Miri’s seemingly bottomless pockets. Her grandmother’s journal went into a protective carrying case. Her glasses went back on her face.

She looked thoroughly debauched despite our efforts. Flushed cheeks, disheveled hair, a satisfaction in her eyes that nothing could hide.

“There’s more in the journal,” she said as we prepared to leave. “Things I only skimmed. Including references to something called the ‘marked bloodlines.’”

“Marked?”

“Families with specific magical signatures. The original Handler lines.” She hesitated. “Greycliffe is mentioned.”

I went still. “My family name is in your grandmother’s journal?”

“It appears to be. And there’s another name listed alongside it. Someone connected to the original bloodlines.”

“What name?”

She met my eyes, her expression troubled.

“Corvus.”



We emerged from the restricted section to find a librarian waiting.

She was an older catgirl with dark gray ears and an expression of patient resignation. She slow-blinked at us, the movement deliberate and knowing.

“The privacy wards in Section Twelve are adequate for scholarly research,” she said mildly. “They are less effective against determined vocalization.”

Miri went crimson.

“I trust your research was productive?”

“Very,” I managed.

“Good.” The librarian’s tail swished once. “Perhaps future experimental work might benefit from the private study rooms. They have enhanced soundproofing.” She slow-blinked again and walked away.

Miri looked like she wanted to crawl into one of her book piles.

“She heard.”

“Apparently.”

“She knows what we were doing.”

“Definitely.”

“I can never come to the library again.”

“Miri, you practically live here.”

“Then I’ll have to relocate. Change academies. Possibly change realms.”

I pulled her close. “Or we could just use the private study rooms next time.”

Her blush deepened. “There’s going to be a next time?”

“There’s going to be many next times.”

She pressed against me, her tail wrapping around my waist.

“Good.”

My System notification flickered:

[Bond Milestone: Miri Softstep] [Status: CRUSH (500)] [Personal Quest Progress: Grandmother’s Journal - Complete] [Harmony Node Unlocked: Scholar’s Bond] [+15% INT synergy with bonded partners]

[Resonance Shards: +20 (Current: 315)] [Blight Wards: +4 (Current: 30/50)]

[Knowledge shared is power multiplied.]

Five hundred points. Crush status complete.

And a mystery deepening, reaching back centuries to connect my bloodline with the Inquisitor who wanted me dead.

But those questions could wait.

Right now, I had a catgirl pressed against me, satisfied and trusting.

Right now, that was enough.


Chapter 12: Claws Out

The challenge came at dawn.

I was heading to morning training when Sera intercepted me in the corridor, her golden eyes fierce and her black tail lashing.

“Private training area. Sunset. Just us.”

“Good morning to you too.”

“This isn’t social.” Her ears flattened. “This is a formal challenge. You and me. One fight.”

“What kind of fight?”

“The kind that settles things.” She stepped closer, close enough that I could smell leather and steel and competitive musk. “You’ve been circling me for weeks. Waiting for me to decide about bonding. I’m tired of waiting.”

“I’m not pressuring you.”

“You’re existing. It’s the same thing.” Her claws extended, just slightly, catching the morning light. “Here’s the deal, Handler. You beat me, I bond with you. You become part of my pack officially. I stop pretending I haven’t already chosen.”

“And if you beat me?”

“You leave me alone. Forever. No more sparring sessions. No more tactical meetings. No more looking at me like you’re waiting for something.” Her voice cracked, just slightly. “I get to go back to hating Handlers in peace.”

“You don’t hate me.”

“Don’t tell me what I feel.” But her tail betrayed her, the lashing becoming something less aggressive and more conflicted. “Sunset. Private training area. Be there, or don’t. Either way, this ends today.”

She stalked away before I could respond.



I spent the day preparing.

Not physically. There wasn’t time to train enough to match Sera’s combat skills through raw ability. She was better than me. That was simply fact.

But combat wasn’t just about who could swing a sword harder.

I reviewed everything I knew about her fighting style. Her tendencies. Her patterns. The moves she favored and the openings she left. I consulted with Miri about combat psychology and with Kira about Sera’s emotional tells.

“She leads with aggression because she’s afraid of what happens if she doesn’t,” Kira said. “If she slows down, she has to think. And thinking about bonding scares her more than fighting ever could.”

“Why?”

“Because fighting, she knows she’s good at. Bonding means vulnerability. Means trusting someone with her heart, not just her blade.” Kira’s tail wrapped around my wrist. “She already trusts you. That’s the problem. She doesn’t know how to handle it.”

“So how do I win?”

“You already know how to win. Same way you win everything.” Kira grinned. “You see the pattern she can’t see. You give her permission to stop fighting herself.”



Sunset painted the private training area in shades of gold and crimson.

Sera waited in the center of the space, her blade drawn, her black tail perfectly still. She’d changed into combat gear that left nothing to imagination: tight leather that showed every line of her athletic body, every defined muscle, every battle scar she’d earned.

She was beautiful. And terrifying.

“You came,” she said.

“Did you think I wouldn’t?”

“I thought you might send Kira to negotiate. Or Miri to lecture me about historical precedents.” Her golden eyes burned. “I didn’t think you’d actually face me.”

“I’m not afraid of you, Sera.”

“You should be.”

She attacked.

No warning. No formal beginning. Just a blur of motion and steel that nearly took my head off.

I barely blocked, my own blade coming up through instinct rather than skill. The impact jarred my arm to the shoulder.

“Good reflexes,” she said, already circling for another strike. “Let’s see if they’re good enough.”

The fight was brutal from the start.

Sera didn’t hold back. Every strike carried killing intent, pulled just enough to prevent actual injury but not enough to feel safe. She drove me across the training area, her blade a whirlwind of precise destruction.

I defended. Blocked. Dodged. Looked for the patterns.

“You can’t win by running,” she taunted. “Face me!”

“I am facing you.”

“You’re surviving. It’s different.”

She was right. But surviving was part of the strategy.

I’d watched Sera fight dozens of times. She was aggressive, overwhelming, relentless. But she burned energy doing it. And underneath the fury, there was something else. A rhythm. A predictability born from years of perfected technique.

There.

She always dropped her shoulder before a thrust. Always shifted her weight left before a sweep. Always, always, followed a parry with a riposte to the same zone.

The next time she parried, I was already moving.

Her riposte met empty air. My blade touched her ribs before she could recover.

“Point,” I said.

Her eyes went wide.

“Lucky.”

“Skill.”

She came at me harder, fury mixing with something like respect. But now I’d found her rhythm, and staying ahead became possible.

Barely.

Block. Dodge. Wait. Strike.

Another touch, this one to her thigh.

“Two.”

“That’s not.” She snarled, spinning into a combination that drove me backward. “Stop. Reading. Me.”

“You’re an open book, Sera.”

“I am NOT.”

A feint drew her overcommit. My blade found her shoulder.

“Three.”

Her breath was coming hard now. Sweat glistened on her olive skin. Her tail lashed with frustrated fury.

A bug flew between us.

Her head snapped to track it, golden eyes following the movement for one involuntary second.

She caught herself. Attacked with renewed fury, as if trying to erase the moment.

But I’d seen it.

“Your instincts,” I said, blocking a strike that should have ended me. “You fight them constantly. Every moment of every day.”

“Shut up.”

“It must be exhausting. Pretending to be something you’re not.”

“I said shut UP.”

She lunged. I sidestepped. My blade touched her hip.

“Four.”

“That’s. You’re cheating. Using words. This is supposed to be a sword fight.”

“Combat is combat. Words are weapons too.”

Her tail was doing something interesting now. Every time I moved right, it swept left, as if trying to guide me toward better positions. She caught it, forced it still, but it kept trying.

“Your tail’s helping me,” I observed.

“It is NOT.”

“It definitely is. Watch, it’s doing it again.”

She looked. Her tail was indeed angling toward me in a way that completely exposed her left side.

“TRAITOR,” she hissed at it.

I touched her exposed left side with my blade.

“Five.”

Sera screamed with fury and charged.

What followed was the most intense exchange of the fight. She abandoned technique for pure aggression, every strike carrying emotion she’d been suppressing for weeks.

And I met her.

Not with defense anymore. With something that felt like instinct, like muscle memory I didn’t have. My blade moved in patterns I’d never trained, ancient forms that seemed to rise from somewhere deep inside.

We danced across the training area, matched perfectly, blade meeting blade in a rhythm that felt almost musical.

She disarmed me.

My sword flew from my grip, spinning away into the dust.

But my hands were already moving, following that unknown instinct. I caught her blade arm, twisted, used her momentum against her. She went down, and I followed, pinning her to the ground with my body.

Sera stared up at me, her expression shifting from battle-fury to something like shock.

“That technique.” Her voice was strange, almost hollow. “That twist. The way you redirected my momentum.”

“What about it?”

“I’ve seen it in historical texts. Illustrated combat manuals from before the Tyrant Wars.” Her golden eyes searched my face. “It’s called the Serpent’s Redirect. An ancient Handler technique. No one’s used it in three hundred years.”

“I’ve never studied ancient techniques.”

“Then how do you KNOW it?” Her claws pressed against my throat, but her voice held more confusion than threat. “How did you just execute a move that hasn’t been taught in centuries?”

I didn’t have an answer. The knowledge had come from nowhere, from instinct, from somewhere deep inside that I didn’t understand.

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

She held my gaze for a long moment, searching for lies, finding none.

“Yield,” I said.

Her golden eyes blazed up at me. Her claws extended, pressing against my throat.

“I could kill you right now.”

“You could. Will you?”

Silence stretched between us. Her breath came in ragged gasps. Her body trembled beneath mine, not with fear but with something else entirely.

Her claws retracted.

“You win.” The words came out like they hurt. “I don’t know how, but you win.”

“I win because you let me. Because part of you wanted this.”

“Don’t tell me what I want.”

“Then show me.”

For a heartbeat, nothing happened.

Then she grabbed my collar and pulled me down.

The kiss was violent. Teeth and tongue and years of suppressed desire crashing together. Her hands raked down my back, claws sheathed but still present, still dangerous.

“I hate you,” she gasped against my mouth.

“No you don’t.”

“I hate that you see me. All of me. The parts I try to hide.”

“Those are my favorite parts.”

She kissed me again, harder.

We couldn’t do this here. The training area was semi-public, and despite the sunset hour, anyone could walk by.

“Trust Chamber,” I said.

“Fine. But I’m leading.”

She was on her feet before I could respond, dragging me toward the Academy buildings by my collar. Her tail wrapped around my wrist, possessive despite her protests.

The nearest Trust Chamber was minutes away. The longest minutes of my life.

Sera signed the consent sigil without hesitation. The door sealed behind us.

“Rules,” she said, already stripping off her combat leathers. “I don’t do gentle. I don’t do soft. If you want romance, go find Miri.”

“What do you do?”

“This.”

She slammed me against the wall, kissing me with fierce intensity. Her hands tore at my clothes, claws occasionally catching fabric, leaving thin rips that would be impossible to explain.

“I’ve wanted this,” she admitted between kisses. “Since the first time you held your own against me. Since you looked at me like I was worth fighting for, not against.”

“Then why fight it?”

“Because wanting is weakness. Depending on someone is weakness.” Her voice cracked. “And I’ve never wanted anyone the way I want you.”

I reversed our positions, pinning her against the wall instead. She gasped, eyes going wide.

“I’m not your weakness, Sera. I’m your partner.”

“Partners can betray you.”

“I won’t.”

“Everyone says that.”

“I mean it.”

I kissed her, slower now, though no less intense. My hands explored her athletic body, feeling the hard muscles beneath smooth skin. She was all power and grace, a weapon made beautiful.

Her combat leathers came off piece by piece, revealing olive skin marked with scars. Each one a story. Each one a reminder that she’d survived everything the world threw at her.

“Beautiful,” I said.

“Don’t.”

“You are. Every scar. Every muscle.” I traced a particularly prominent scar across her shoulder. “What’s this one?”

“Blight Run. Two years ago. Got cocky, got clawed.”

“And this?” Another scar, along her ribs.

“Training accident. I was twelve.”

“And this?” A smaller mark, just above her hip.

“I fell off a roof.” She almost smiled. “I was chasing a butterfly. Don’t tell anyone.”

“Your secret’s safe.”

“It better be.”

I kissed the butterfly scar. Then the training accident. Then the Blight wound. Working my way across her body, honoring every mark that made her who she was.

“Taven.” Her voice was strained. “Stop. Being. Sweet.”

“No.”

“I told you I don’t do gentle.”

“And I told you I’m not leaving you alone.” I looked up at her, my mouth hovering over her stomach. “You can have rough and sweet. You can have fire and tenderness. One doesn’t exclude the other.”

“I don’t know how to do that.”

“I’ll show you.”

I pulled off the rest of her clothes, revealing the warrior body beneath. Her firm breasts with their dark nipples, small and perfect, fitting her athletic frame. The defined muscles of her abs, each one visible beneath olive skin scarred from countless battles. The power in her thighs, corded muscle that could crush or cradle. And between them, a pussy that glistened with undeniable arousal, her dark outer lips parting to show pink wetness within.

“You’re wet.”

“Shut up.”

“You’re soaking wet.” I ran a finger through her folds, gathering her arousal, showing her the evidence. “Your pussy’s dripping for me. The warrior who hates Handlers wants my cock so bad she can’t hide it.”

“I said shut up.” But her voice had gone breathy, her hips pushing toward my hand despite herself. “Are you going to do something about it, or just stand there talking?”

I dropped to my knees and pressed my mouth to her pussy.

She cried out, hands flying to my hair. I’d expected her to grip hard, to force her own rhythm, to fight for control even in this. Instead, she just held on, trembling, trusting me to give her what she needed.

Progress indeed.

I worked her with my tongue, finding her swollen clit and circling it relentlessly. She tasted like power and surrender, competitive fire slowly melting into pure pleasure. Her juices coated my chin, my cheeks, dripping down as I lapped at her.

“That’s. Fuck. Right there. Your tongue is. Shit.”

I slid two fingers inside her wet pussy while my tongue worked her clit. She was tight, clenching around me with muscular intensity, her inner walls gripping my fingers like she was trying to pull them deeper.

“I’m going to.” Her voice cracked. “Already. I can’t hold it.”

“Let go. Come on my face.”

“I don’t know how. I’ve never let anyone.”

“Then I’ll teach you.”

I curled my fingers hard against her g-spot, finding that rough patch that made her whole body jerk. My tongue increased its pressure on her clit, flicking fast and hard.

She came with a scream, her pussy spasming around my fingers, her thighs clamping around my head hard enough to make my ears ring. Her whole body shook, pleasure overwhelming years of iron control. Her juices flooded out, soaking my face.

I didn’t let up.

“No, wait, I can’t, too sensitive, please.”

“Yes you can. You’re going to give me another one.”

“Taven, please. I can’t take anymore.”

“One more. Give me one more. I want to feel you lose control completely.”

She sobbed with pleasure as I drove her toward a second peak, my fingers pumping relentlessly, my tongue attacking her swollen clit without mercy. Her hands clutched my hair hard enough to hurt. Her tail wrapped around my arm with crushing force.

The second orgasm hit even harder than the first, her pussy clenching so hard she nearly expelled my fingers, her scream raw and broken. She collapsed against the wall, kept upright only by my support, her thighs trembling uncontrollably.

“That was.” She couldn’t form words. Her golden eyes were unfocused. “I’ve never.”

“Never what?”

“Lost control like that.” Her golden eyes met mine, vulnerable in a way I’d never seen, in a way the fearsome Sera Nightclaw never showed anyone. “I always stay in control. Always. Even when I touch myself. I’ve never let go like that.”

“You don’t have to stay in control. Not with me. Not anymore.”

I stood, shedding the rest of my clothes. My cock jutted toward her, hard and aching, throbbing with need.

Her golden eyes fixed on it with predatory interest, tracking it like a target.

“I want that,” she said, her voice low and hungry. “Inside me. Now. I need you to fuck me.”

“Ask nicely.”

“I don’t do nicely.”

“Learn. Say please.”

Something shifted in her expression. The pride warring with desire. The need to maintain dominance fighting against the deeper need to finally, finally let someone in.

“Please.” The word came out hoarse, torn from somewhere deep. “Please, Taven. I need your cock inside me. I need you to fuck me until I can’t think anymore.”

“Better. Much better.”

I lifted her against the wall, her powerful thighs wrapping around my waist, her strong legs locking behind my back. Positioned my cock at her entrance, rubbing the head through her slick folds, feeling her heat, her wetness, her desperate want.

“Tell me again. Tell me what you need.”

“Please. Fuck me. I need you inside me. I’ve wanted this for so long.”

I pushed inside.

She gasped, her pussy stretching to accommodate my thickness. She was tight, so fucking tight, her warrior’s muscles gripping me with crushing intensity, her wet walls clenching around my cock like they never wanted to let go.

“Yes.” Her voice was a snarl and a prayer combined. “More. All of it. Fill me up.”

I gave her all of it. Sank deep in one long thrust until our bodies pressed flush together, until I was buried to the hilt inside her hot cunt, my balls resting against her ass.

“Fuck.” She clung to me, her claws extending and pressing against my back, drawing thin lines of blood. “You feel. So big. So deep. I feel so full.”

“I know. Your pussy’s gripping me so tight.”

I started to move.

Slow at first, letting her feel every inch as I withdrew, then pushed back in. But slow wasn’t what she needed. Wasn’t what either of us needed.

I fucked her against the wall with everything I had.

Each thrust drove her up the wall, then gravity brought her down onto my cock. The wet slap of flesh on flesh echoed through the chamber. She met me stroke for stroke, using her powerful legs to pull me deeper, her athletic body rolling to maximize every thrust. Her moans filled the Trust Chamber, raw and uncontrolled, nothing like the composed warrior she showed the world.

“Harder. I can take harder. Fuck me like you mean it.”

I gave her harder. Drove into her with enough force to make the wall shake, to shake loose dust from the ceiling. Her firm tits bounced with every impact.

“Yes. Like that. Make me feel it. Make me feel you inside me tomorrow.”

Her claws raked down my back, leaving trails of fire that made me hiss with pain-pleasure. I grabbed a fistful of her dark hair, yanking her head back, exposing her throat to my mouth.

She moaned, long and desperate.

“You like that?”

“Yes. Fuck yes.”

“Tell me. Tell me what you like.”

“I like it when you take control. I like when you pull my hair. I like when you make me feel things I can’t fight.” Her voice cracked. “I like being yours.”

I bit her neck, hard enough to leave a mark that would show for days. She screamed, her pussy clamping down on my cock with crushing force.

“You’re mine now, Sera. Say it.”

“Say it again. Claim me.”

“Mine. My catgirl. My warrior. My pack. My pussy to fuck whenever I want.”

“Yours.” Tears streamed down her face, not from pain but from release, from finally letting go. “I’m yours. I’ve been yours since the first time you held your own against me. My pussy is yours. Every part of me is yours.”

I pounded into her harder, feeling her building toward climax. Felt my own approaching, my balls tightening.

“Together,” I said. “Come with me.”

“Yes. Together. Fill me up when you come.”

We came as one.

Her pussy clamped down and milked my cock as I erupted inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum deep into her clenching cunt. Our bodies locked together in shared release, her screams mixing with my groans. The bond between us exploded into being, warmth flooding through my chest.

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Give it all to me. I can feel you coming inside me. Filling me up.”

I kept pumping, kept coming, more than I thought possible, until cum leaked out around my cock and dripped down her thighs.

And something else.

Her claws, which had been extended throughout, slowly retracted. Completely. Her hands softened against my back, holding instead of clawing.

Trust achieved.

We slid to the floor, tangled together, breathing hard.

“That was.” She couldn’t find words.

“Yeah.”

“I don’t. I’ve never.” She pressed her face against my neck. “That was different.”

“Different how?”

“I felt safe. Even when you were rough. Even when you were holding me down.” Her voice was soft, vulnerable in a way Sera Nightclaw never allowed herself to be. “I’ve never felt safe with anyone.”

“You are safe. With me. Always.”

Her tail wrapped around my waist, possessive and content.

“This is involuntary,” she mumbled. “The tail thing. Don’t read into it.”

“Of course.”

“And if you tell anyone about the butterfly scar, I’ll kill you.”

“Understood.”

“And I’m still going to insult you during training. This doesn’t change that.”

“I’d be disappointed if you didn’t.”

She almost laughed. Almost.

From somewhere in the shadows outside the chamber, I caught a glimpse of movement. Silver ears. Twin tails.

Luna had been watching.

When she caught me looking, she slow-blinked once: approval. Then disappeared into the darkness.

My System notification flickered:

[Bond Milestone: Sera Nightclaw] [Status: CRUSH (500)] [Combat Synergy: +15%] [Combat Node Unlocked: Blade Bond] [+15% damage when fighting alongside sword-wielders]

[Resonance Shards: +10 (Current: 325)] [Blight Wards: +4 (Current: 34/50)]

[Trust achieved. Claws sheathed.]

Five hundred points. Crush status.

And a tsundere warrior curled against my chest, finally letting herself be held.

“Stay,” she whispered. “Tonight. I don’t want to be alone.”

“I’ll stay.”

“And if anyone asks, we were reviewing tactical scenarios.”

“Very thorough review.”

“The most thorough.” She pressed closer. “Now shut up and let me sleep. I have a reputation to maintain tomorrow.”

I held her while she drifted off, her tail keeping its grip on my waist.


Chapter 13: Mentor’s Interest

The summons to the Senior Common Area came with all the formality of a royal decree.

Heavy paper, embossed seal, calligraphic handwriting that probably took years to master. The message was brief: “Your presence is requested. Immediately. L.M.”

“L.M.?” I asked Kira, who’d found me in the Night Den still processing my night with Sera.

“Luna Moonshadow.” Her orange ears perked with interest. “She’s the most powerful catgirl at the Academy. Two tails. Senior instructor status. Basically a legend.” Kira’s tail wrapped around my arm. “Also, she’s been watching you. A lot.”

“I noticed.”

“You did? Good. I thought you were being oblivious as usual.” She grinned. “This is exciting. Luna doesn’t take interest in just anyone.”

“Should I be worried?”

“Depends on what kind of interest it is.” Her grin widened. “Go. Find out. Tell me everything.”



The Senior Common Area occupied an entire tower of the Academy, accessible only to faculty and those with special invitation. The architecture shifted as I climbed the stairs, becoming older, more elegant, suffused with magical energy that tingled against my skin.

Luna’s quarters were at the top.

She answered on the first knock, as if she’d been waiting.

“Handler Greycliffe. Thank you for coming.”

Luna Moonshadow was exactly as impressive up close as she’d been from a distance. Tall for a catgirl, maybe 5’9”, with rich silver hair that cascaded past her shoulders in waves. Her deep violet eyes held decades of wisdom and something harder to define: loneliness, perhaps, carefully hidden behind authority.

Her silver ears stood tall and elegant, barely moving. But her tails, those famous twin tails, swayed behind her in subtle choreography that seemed to express everything her face didn’t.

She wore elegant robes that did nothing to hide the mature curves beneath them. Full breasts that swelled against the silk, clearly braless, nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric. A slim waist that the robes cinched tight. Wide hips that flared below, promising softness beneath the elegant draping. The kind of body that spoke of experience rather than youth. Of a woman who’d been beautiful for decades and had settled into that beauty like a comfortable throne.

My cock stirred despite myself. She was my mentor, decades my senior, and still my body responded to her like a compass pointing north.

“Come in. We have much to discuss.”

Her quarters were spacious and tastefully decorated. Bookshelves lined the walls, filled with texts that looked older than the Academy itself. A large window overlooked the campus, currently flooding the room with afternoon light.

A sunbeam streaked across the floor.

Luna stepped directly into it without apparent thought, then caught herself and stepped out. A flicker of something crossed her expression.

“Tea?” she asked, moving toward a sideboard.

“Please.”

She poured with practiced grace, her movements economical and elegant. When she handed me the cup, our fingers touched briefly.

Through the Pack Sense, I felt nothing. She wasn’t bonded to me.

But something passed between us anyway. Something that made her twin tails curl in what I was learning meant interest.

“You’ve been watching me,” I said.

“Direct. I appreciate that.” She settled into a chair across from me, arranging her robes with precision. “Yes. I’ve been observing your development since you arrived. Your tactical instincts. Your bonding progress. Your rather remarkable ability to earn trust from catgirls who have every reason to distrust you.”

“And what have you concluded?”

“That you’re unlike any Handler I’ve encountered in thirty years of teaching.” Her violet eyes studied me. “Which is either very good or very dangerous. Possibly both.”

“Corvus certainly thinks it’s dangerous.”

“Corvus thinks everything is dangerous. His trauma doesn’t allow for nuance.” She paused, sipping her tea. “I’m more interested in potential than threat assessment.”

“What kind of potential?”

“The kind that might change the way we understand Handler-Felaren bonds entirely.” She set down her cup. “I had a Handler once.”

The shift was sudden. Her controlled composure cracked, just slightly, and I saw the grief she carried.

“Twenty years ago. His name was Aldric. We bonded young, trained together, fought together. For a decade, we were partners in every sense of the word.”

“What happened?”

“The Blight happened.” Her voice went flat. “A surge event. Corruption overwhelming the outer wards. Aldric organized the defense while I evacuated civilians.” Her twin tails went rigid. “He didn’t survive.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. He died doing what he believed in. Protecting people who couldn’t protect themselves.” She met my eyes. “But losing him broke something in me. I haven’t bonded since. Haven’t let myself be vulnerable to that kind of loss again.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Because you need to understand what you’re asking of the catgirls you bond with.” Her voice sharpened. “When you form these connections, you’re not just gaining combat synergy and bond benefits. You’re asking them to risk everything. Their hearts. Their futures. Their sanity, if the bond breaks badly.”

“I know the risks.”

“Do you? Have you felt what it’s like to have a bond severed? To have part of yourself ripped away while the rest keeps living?”

I had no answer.

“That’s what I thought.” She stood, moving to the window. The sunbeam had shifted, and she ended up standing in it without seeming to notice. “I’m not telling you this to discourage bonding. I’m telling you so you understand the responsibility.”

“I take my bonds seriously.”

“You do. That’s why I’m here.” She turned back to me, her expression softening. “I’m offering to train you. Advanced Handler techniques. Methods that aren’t taught in standard curriculum. Ways to strengthen and protect the bonds you’ve formed.”

“In exchange for?”

“Nothing. Consider it… an investment in the Academy’s future.” Her twin tails curled together. “And perhaps a way for an old woman to contribute something meaningful before the next Blight surge tests us all.”

“You’re not old.”

“I’m considerably older than your current bonded, Handler Greycliffe.” But she almost smiled. “Though I appreciate the sentiment.”

A door slammed somewhere below us.

Luna hissed.

Both tails puffed to twice their normal size. Her silver ears flattened. For one moment, the composed mentor vanished, replaced by a startled cat.

Then she caught herself. Smoothed her ears. Willed her tails to deflate.

“That didn’t happen.”

“Of course not.”

“If you mention it to anyone, I will make your training extremely uncomfortable.”

“Understood.”

Her lips twitched. “You handled that well.”

“I’m learning catgirl psychology.”

“Evidently.” She paused, cocking her head. “There’s a commotion downstairs. Something’s happening at the main gate.”

I heard it now: raised voices, running footsteps, the general chaos of an emergency.

“We should investigate.”



The Academy gates were in chaos.

A crowd had gathered, catgirls and faculty pressing close to see something at the entrance. I spotted Headmistress Sylara cutting through the throng, her silver tail lashing with urgent authority.

“Make way! Clear a path!”

The crowd parted.

In the gateway, collapsed against one of the pillars, was a catgirl I’d never seen before.

She was a mess. Wild calico hair tangled and dirty. Mismatched eyes, one amber and one green, both wide with terror. A scarred left ear, the damage clearly old. And her tail, calico like her hair, tucked tight against her body in defensive posture.

Her clothes were torn, travel-stained, and she clutched a small pack like it contained everything she owned in the world.

“Asylum,” she gasped. “Please. I’m requesting asylum.”

Sylara knelt beside her. “Who are you? Where did you come from?”

“Ember. Ember Flameheart.” The girl’s voice cracked. “I escaped from Ashveil Academy. They’re. They’re doing things there. Wrong things. Handlers who don’t ask. Catgirls who don’t choose.” Tears streamed down her face. “Please. I can’t go back. Don’t make me go back.”

The crowd murmured. Ashveil Academy was a rival institution, one with a darker reputation.

Sylara’s expression hardened. “Get her to the infirmary. Now. And send for the senior faculty.”

“Also the Inquisition,” someone suggested.

“The Inquisition can wait.” Sylara’s voice carried absolute authority. “This girl is a refugee, not a suspect.”

I watched as two healers carefully lifted Ember, supporting her weight as they carried her toward the infirmary. Her heterochromatic eyes found mine in the crowd, and something flickered there: recognition, maybe, or hope.

Then she was gone.

Luna appeared beside me, her violet eyes troubled.

“Ashveil survivors are rare. Whatever she went through, it was bad.”

“She looked terrified.”

“She should be. If she truly escaped, they’ll come looking.” Luna’s twin tails swished with agitation. “This complicates things. Ashveil and Felidae have been on the edge of open conflict for years.”

“What happens now?”

“The Headmistress will determine if her asylum claim is legitimate. If it is, she becomes a protected student.” Luna paused. “And a potential target for anyone who wants to recover what Ashveil lost.”



The emergency faculty meeting lasted hours.

I wasn’t invited, but I waited in the corridor outside, along with most of my pack. Kira paced restlessly, her tail lashing with impatient energy. Miri had brought books, but she wasn’t reading them. Sera leaned against the wall with arms crossed, pretending not to care while clearly caring very much.

Syrenne arrived halfway through, her gray form radiating displeasure at the disruption to her schedule.

“What’s happening?” she demanded.

“Refugee from Ashveil. Seeking asylum.”

“Ashveil.” Her ice blue eyes narrowed. “Their bonding methods are… questionable.”

“Questionable how?”

“They prioritize efficiency over consent. Force bonds through magical compulsion rather than natural development.” Her tail twitched with uncharacteristic emotion. “It’s barbaric. Even my clan refuses to associate with them.”

The meeting doors finally opened. Sylara emerged, looking tired but resolved.

“The asylum request has been approved. Ember Flameheart will become a protected student of Felidae Academy, pending a recovery period and psychological evaluation.” She spotted me in the corridor. “Handler Greycliffe. A moment.”

She led me to a private alcove, away from the crowd.

“The refugee knows your name,” Sylara said quietly. “She asked about you specifically.”

“About me? Why?”

“Apparently word of your consent-based bonding has spread beyond our walls. Even to institutions that practice… differently.” Sylara’s pale gold eyes were serious. “She sees you as proof that another way is possible.”

“That’s a lot of pressure to put on someone I’ve never met.”

“Yes. But pressure is what shapes diamonds.” She paused. “There’s more. The Greater Blight is stirring in the outer territories. The surge that killed Luna’s Handler twenty years ago was minor compared to what’s building.”

My blood went cold.

“How long?”

“Weeks. Months at most. The academy barriers are stable for now, thanks partly to your Ward contributions, but if the Greater Blight fully awakens…” She didn’t finish the sentence. “The Inquisition High Council is convening about you. About the ‘Greycliffe anomaly.’ They believe your multi-bond capacity might be connected to the Blight’s timing.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“Is it? Your bloodline carries ancient markers. Your abilities manifest in patterns not seen since before the Tyrant Wars.” Her expression was unreadable. “I don’t think you’re causing the Blight surge. But I think your awakening and its stirring may be connected. Symptoms of the same underlying phenomenon.”

I didn’t have words.

“Continue your training. Continue building your bonds. And be ready.” She turned to leave, then paused. “The refugee. Ember. She’s fragile. Damaged. But I think she could benefit from seeing what healthy bonding looks like. Visit her when she’s stable.”

“I will.”



The pack meeting that evening was chaotic.

All five of us crowded into the Night Den’s common area: me, Kira, Miri, Sera, and Syrenne. Tails everywhere. Ears at different angles. Emotions running high.

“A rival academy defector,” Sera said. “This could be a trap.”

“Or it could be genuine,” Miri countered. “Ashveil’s practices are well-documented. Refugees aren’t uncommon.”

“Refugees who know Taven by name? Who ask for him specifically?” Sera’s tail lashed. “That’s suspicious.”

“It’s hopeful,” Kira argued. “If word of consent-based bonding is spreading, that’s good. That’s what we’re trying to prove.”

Syrenne sat apart from the others, her expression calculating. “The political implications are significant. If Ember’s testimony confirms Ashveil’s methods, it could trigger formal censure. Perhaps even war.”

“Let’s not jump to war,” I said.

“I’m not jumping. I’m analyzing.” Her ear twitched. “The timing is also notable. Greater Blight stirring, Inquisition convening, refugee arriving. Coincidences cluster for reasons.”

Kira flopped onto a cushion, her tail wrapping around one of Miri’s legs. “Everything’s happening at once. It’s overwhelming.”

“It’s convergence.” Luna’s voice came from the doorway. The senior catgirl stepped inside, her twin tails swaying. “Events accelerating toward a nexus point. It happens in cycles.”

She looked at me.

“You’re at the center of this one, Handler Greycliffe. Whether you like it or not.”

Through the Pack Sense, I felt the emotions of my bonded catgirls wash over me. Kira’s restless energy. Miri’s scholarly concern. Sera’s protective wariness. Syrenne’s analytical calculation. Each distinct, each clear, each layered with nuances I was learning to read.

Luna’s violet eyes fixed on me with sudden intensity. “Your Pack Sense. You’re using it now, aren’t you? Feeling their emotions.”

“Yes. It helps me understand what they need.”

“That’s…” She hesitated, both tails going completely still. “That’s not how the ability normally manifests. Most Pack Leaders sense general impressions. Vague direction. You’re reading them like open books.”

“Is that a problem?”

“Not a problem. Just…” She didn’t finish the sentence. Her expression suggested she knew more than she was saying, but whatever it was, she wasn’t ready to share it.

I filed that away with all the other mysteries. The dream symbols. The strange System glitches during bonding. Corvus’s obsession that felt personal. And now my Pack Sense working differently than it should.

What was I becoming?

A sunbeam slanted through the window, cutting across the common area floor. Kira shifted toward it immediately. Miri followed more slowly, pretending she wasn’t. Syrenne held still, refusing to move.

Then, almost against her will, Syrenne edged toward the warm light.

Luna watched with patient amusement. “Some instincts are universal.”

“I’m not.” Syrenne stopped herself. Moved away. Moved back. “This is undignified.”

“It’s catgirl nature.” Luna stepped into the sunbeam herself, both tails curling with visible contentment. “Even I’m not immune.”

Sera hadn’t moved from her position against the wall, but I noticed her tail had stretched toward the light, straining at its maximum extension.

I started laughing.

“What?” Sera demanded.

“All of you. Elite warriors, powerful mages, sophisticated nobles. And you’re all gravitating toward a sunbeam like.”

“Don’t say it.”

“Like cats.”

Sera threw a cushion at me. Kira caught it with her tail and redirected it at Miri. Miri squeaked and ducked, and the cushion hit Syrenne.

Syrenne stared at the cushion with cold fury. Then, very deliberately, picked it up and threw it at Luna.

Luna caught it. Both tails. Without looking.

“Decades of practice,” she said mildly.

The tension broke. Even Sera almost smiled.

This was my pack. Chaos and dignity and instincts betraying composure. Warriors and scholars and ice queens, all fighting their nature and losing beautifully.

My System notification flickered:

[Pack Status Update] [Merit: 60%] [Wards: 38/50] [Active Bonds: Kira (500), Miri (500), Sera (500), Syrenne (100)] [Pending Bonds: Luna (100), Ember (50)] [Resonance Shards: Current 325]

[Bond Lattice Snapshot] [CHARM: Feline Allure I (Active)] [COMBAT: Blade Bond (Active)] [HARMONY: Scholar’s Bond (Active)] [Available Shards: 325 | Next Node Cost: 100]

[Bond Update: Luna Moonshadow] [Status: ALLY (100)] [Interest: Mentorship + ????]

[Bond Update: Ember Flameheart] [Status: STRANGER (50)] [Interest: Asylum, Hope]

A hundred points with Luna. Fifty with Ember.

The pack was growing.

And somewhere out there, the Greater Blight was stirring, the Inquisition was plotting, and forces I didn’t understand were converging on me.

But right now, watching five catgirls fight over a sunbeam, I felt something close to peace.

Whatever came next, we’d face it together.

That was enough.

“Taven.” Luna’s voice cut through my thoughts. “Slow-blink at me.”

“What?”

“You’ve been trying to learn catgirl communication. Slow-blink. Go on.”

I tried.

I closed my eyes slowly, held them shut, opened them slowly.

Luna’s lips twitched.

“You look like you’re having a stroke.”

“I thought I did it right!”

“You absolutely did not. The timing was wrong, the intention was unclear, and you somehow made it threatening rather than trusting.” She demonstrated, a slow, deliberate blink that conveyed warmth and approval. “Like this.”

I tried again.

“Marginally better. You’ve graduated from ‘stroke’ to ‘possibly constipated.’” But her twin tails curled together. “Keep practicing. You’ll get there eventually.”

Kira was giggling uncontrollably. Miri had hidden her face in her book. Sera was shaking her head. Syrenne looked mildly horrified.

“I hate all of you,” I said.

“No you don’t.” Kira wrapped her tail around my wrist. “You love us. We can tell.”

“Can you?”

“Your ears do this thing when you’re happy. Oh wait, you don’t have ears.” She grinned. “We can just tell.”

Pack life.

I was starting to think I might actually survive it.


Chapter 14: Ice Thaws

Syrenne appeared at my door with a revised contract.

“The clan deadline is tomorrow,” she said without preamble. “If I don’t formalize a bonding arrangement by midnight, they’ll send representatives to collect me.”

I took the scroll she offered. It was even longer than the original, with additional sections and what appeared to be an appendix.

“This has footnotes.”

“Comprehensive documentation prevents misunderstandings.”

“There are footnotes about the footnotes.”

“Precision matters.” Her gray ears twitched almost imperceptibly. “May I come in?”

I stepped aside. Syrenne entered my quarters, her elegant gray tail perfectly still, her ice blue eyes cataloguing everything.

“Smaller than I expected,” she observed.

“I’m still technically on probation. Nice rooms go to established Handlers.”

“Inefficient allocation of resources, given your demonstrated capabilities.” She paused by my desk, examining the notes I’d been taking on Handler techniques. “You’re studying advanced bonding theory.”

“Luna’s been teaching me.”

“Luna Moonshadow.” Something flickered in her expression. “She’s the most skilled bond-practitioner in three generations. If anyone could train a multi-bonder to reach their potential, it’s her.”

“Is that why you’re here? To evaluate my potential?”

“I already evaluated your potential.” She turned to face me, and I caught the first crack in her composure: a flush spreading across her porcelain cheeks. “I’m here because I can’t stop thinking about you.”

The admission seemed to cost her something.

“The window demonstration. I told myself I was gathering data. That observing your interactions with other catgirls was research.” Her tail betrayed her, sweeping once in agitation. “But research doesn’t make you lie awake imagining. Doesn’t make you dream about things you’ve never wanted before.”

“Syrenne.”

“I’ve spent my entire life in control. Every decision calculated. Every emotion managed.” Her voice wavered. “And then you arrived, and suddenly I’m standing in sunbeams and watching through windows and feeling things I can’t categorize.”

She set the contract scroll on my desk with deliberate precision.

“The document covers standard bonding terms. Energy exchange protocols. Expected benefits for both parties. Fertility specifications required by my clan.” Her flush deepened. “What it doesn’t cover is why I actually want this.”

“Tell me.”

“I want.” She stopped. Started again. “I want to know what it feels like. To be wanted for something other than my bloodline or my magic. To be touched because someone desires me, not because contracts require it.”

“And the clan requirements? The breeding specifications?”

“Those are real. My magical advancement does require Handler energy, and pregnancy would satisfy clan obligations.” She met my eyes. “But I don’t want to do this just for the clan. I want to do it because when I watched you with Kira, with Miri, I felt something I’ve never felt.”

“What?”

“Jealousy.” The word came out like a confession. “I was jealous. Of catgirls I barely knew, because they had what I wanted and was too controlled to admit I wanted.”

She approached me, close enough that I could smell moonflower and frost.

“I know how bonding works intellectually. I’ve studied the literature extensively. But I want to know how it feels.” Her hand touched my chest, cool and trembling slightly. “Show me.”

I kissed her.

She was stiff at first, uncertainty radiating through her body. But as the kiss deepened, something shifted. Her arms came around my neck. Her body pressed against mine. Her tail, that perfectly controlled tail, wrapped around my thigh.

“That’s.” She pulled back, eyes wide. “The physical response is more intense than anticipated.”

“Stop analyzing.”

“I can’t. It’s how I process.”

“Then process this.”

I kissed her again, harder. My hands found her waist, pulling her flush against me. She gasped into my mouth, her control cracking further.

“The Trust Chamber,” she managed. “For proper documentation. And privacy wards.”

“The Trust Chamber.”



We barely made it.

The walk from my quarters to the nearest Trust Chamber was the longest of my life. Syrenne insisted on maintaining “professional distance” in the corridors, but her tail kept reaching for me, betraying her with every step.

When we finally signed the consent sigils and the door sealed behind us, she let out a breath she’d been holding.

“Now,” she said, her voice steadier than her hands. “The protocol for bonding rituals typically involves.”

I silenced her with a kiss.

This time, she responded immediately. Her mouth opened to mine, her tongue meeting mine with desperate hunger. Months of suppressed desire poured out in that kiss, all the control she’d maintained dissolving.

“The contract,” she gasped when we broke apart. “We should review.”

“Later.”

“But the specifications.”

“Syrenne.” I cupped her face, forcing her to meet my eyes. “Do you want this?”

“Yes.”

“Then the specifications don’t matter. What matters is you. What you feel. What you want.”

“What I want.” She said it like a foreign language. “I want. I don’t know how to want. I’ve only ever known how to fulfill obligations.”

“Then let me show you.”

I began undressing her.

Her robes were complex, multiple layers secured with ties and clasps. I took my time, revealing her inch by inch. She watched with wide eyes, her breath coming faster as each layer fell away.

Beneath the academic robes, she wore surprisingly delicate undergarments. Pale gray silk that matched her tail, clinging to curves I’d only guessed at.

“You’re beautiful.”

“That’s. An inefficient observation. Physical appearance doesn’t correlate with.”

“You’re beautiful,” I repeated. “And I’m going to spend all night proving it.”

Her bra fell. Her breasts spilled free, full C-cups with pale pink nipples already hard. Faint patterns marked her hips, magical sigils that seemed to glow faintly in the chamber’s light.

“Fertility markers,” she explained, her blush spreading across her chest. “They indicate. Receptivity. To certain energies.”

The sigils were glowing brighter.

“They’re responding to me.”

“They’re responding to Handler energy in close proximity.” Her voice was clinical, but her body betrayed her: trembling, flushed, nipples hardening further. “It’s a physiological response.”

“Is it?”

I traced one of the sigils with my finger.

She gasped, her whole body arching into the touch. The sigil flared under my fingertip, warmth spreading from the contact.

“That’s. Oh. That’s more intense than I expected.” Her scientific composure was crumbling. “The sensitivity suggests optimal conditions for.”

“For?”

“For. Conception.” The word came out breathy. “The sigils indicate I’m. That my body is. Ready. For breeding.”

My cock hardened at the word.

“Is that what you want? To be bred?”

“That’s.” She couldn’t form words. “The clan requires. That is. For magical advancement.”

“I’m not asking what the clan requires. I’m asking what you want.”

Silence. Her ice blue eyes met mine, vulnerability raw beneath the surface.

“Yes.” The word was barely a whisper. “I want. I’ve been thinking about it. Imagining. What it would feel like to have someone. Inside me. Filling me.”

“Say it.”

“I want you to breed me.” The mask shattered completely. “I want you to put a baby in me. Not for the clan. For me. Because I’ve never wanted anything the way I want this.”

I kissed her hard, lifting her onto the bed. She went willingly, spreading herself beneath me, her gray tail wrapping possessively around my leg.

I stripped, letting her finally see what she’d been wanting, what she’d denied herself for so long. Her ice blue eyes fixed on my cock, standing hard and ready, hunger completely replacing any analysis.

“That’s. Considerably larger than the statistical average.” Her voice trembled with need. “The girth is. Impressive.”

“Is that a problem?”

“It’s. No. The opposite of a problem.” She reached for me, her cool fingers wrapping around my shaft and stroking experimentally. “I want this inside me. I want to feel every thick inch stretching me open. I want you to breed me with this cock.”

My cock throbbed in her grip at her words.

I positioned myself between her pale thighs, spreading them wider. The sigils on her hips were glowing steadily now, pulsing with each breath she took, calling to something in my blood.

“Tell me what you want. Say it.”

“I told you. I want.”

“Tell me again. Tell me exactly what you want me to do to you.”

Her composure cracked completely, control giving way to raw, desperate need.

“I want you to breed me. I want you to fill me with your cock and pump me full of your cum. I want to feel you come inside me, deep inside, where it counts. Where your seed can take root.” Her voice broke. “Please, Taven. I’ve never wanted anything like this. Make me yours. Put a baby in me.”

I pressed the swollen head of my cock against her entrance, parting her wet folds.

She was soaking. Her arousal coated my tip, slick and hot and welcoming, her pussy practically sucking at me.

“Mine,” I said, and pushed inside.

She cried out as I entered her, her virgin-tight pussy stretching around my thickness. Her walls rippled and clenched around me with every inch I claimed, gripping me, pulling me deeper. The sigils on her hips flared brighter, pulsing in time with her heartbeat.

“Yes.” The word was a sob of pure relief. “More. All of it. I need all of it inside me.”

I gave her all of it. Sank deep in one long thrust until our bodies pressed flush, until my cock was buried completely inside her breeding-ready pussy, until my balls rested against her ass.

“Full.” Her ice blue eyes were wild, all pretense of control abandoned. “I feel so full. Your cock is so deep. This is. I never knew. I never knew it could feel like this.”

“You never what?”

“I never let myself want. I never let anyone inside me. Never.” Tears leaked from her eyes, but she was smiling. “This is what bonding is supposed to feel like. Not contracts. Not obligations. Just this. Just you inside me. Just wanting and being wanted.”

I started to move.

Slow at first, letting her feel every inch as I withdrew, then pushed back in. Her sigils pulsed with each thrust, the glow intensifying as our bodies found their rhythm. The wet sound of our coupling filled the chamber.

“More. Harder. I want to feel you. I want to feel every thrust.”

I gave her harder. Drove into her with increasing force, each thrust pushing her deeper into the bed, making her full breasts bounce. Her moans filled the chamber, raw and uncontrolled, nothing like the ice queen she showed the world.

“The sigils.” Her voice was strained, breaking. “They’ve never responded like this. The intensity is. It’s like my whole body is on fire. Every nerve. Every inch of me wants you.”

“Coming?”

“Not yet. Building. Everything’s building toward something.” Her back arched off the bed. “Your energy. It’s different. Not just Handler energy. Something else. Something older. Something that calls to my blood.”

I felt it too. Power flowing between us, resonating with the ancient sigils on her skin. The symbols I’d seen in dreams flickered at the edge of my vision, overlaying reality.

“What is this?” she gasped.

“I don’t know. Does it matter?”

“It might. Later. Right now, I don’t care. I just want more.” She grabbed my ass with both hands, pulling me deeper, her nails digging in. “Harder. Fuck me harder. Make me come on your cock. Make me yours forever.”

I fucked her with everything I had.

The bed shook beneath us. Her moans became screams. Her fertility sigils blazed like small suns, visible even through closed eyes, the whole chamber bathed in their light. Her pussy clenched around me with desperate intensity, milking me, trying to pull my seed from my balls.

“Close.” She was sobbing with pleasure now, all ice-queen dignity melted away. “I’m so close. Please. I need.”

“Need what? Tell me.”

“I need you to come inside me. Fill me up. Breed me. Make it real.” Her eyes met mine, ice melted to warmth, to desperation, to love. “Please, Taven. Give me what I want. Give me your cum. Put a baby inside me.”

I felt my own climax building, my balls tightening. The bond between us forming, energy flowing in ways I didn’t fully understand.

“Together. I’m going to fill you up.”

“Together. Yes. Please. Breed me. I want to feel you.”

I buried myself as deep as I could go and let go.

The orgasm ripped through both of us simultaneously. Her pussy clamped down on my cock as I erupted inside her, hot pulses of cum flooding her fertile body. Pumping deep, filling her, breeding her like she begged. Her sigils exploded with light, brighter than anything I’d seen, the whole chamber illuminated like noon.

“Yes,” she screamed, feeling my seed flood her. “Give it all to me. I can feel you filling me. So much. So hot. It’s so deep.”

I kept coming, pumping what felt like everything I had into her hungry womb. More than seemed possible. Her pussy squeezed and milked me, drawing out every drop.

And something else happened.

The bond snapped into place with almost audible force. Warmth flooded through my chest, through my whole body. For one moment, I felt what she felt: the overwhelming fullness, the desperate want finally satisfied, the ice melting into warmth.

Her composure didn’t just crack. It shattered completely.

She sobbed against my chest, clinging to me like I was the only solid thing in a dissolving world. Her tail wrapped around my waist and wouldn’t let go. Her whole body trembled with the aftershocks of pleasure and emotional release.

“I never.” She couldn’t form sentences. “That was. I’ve never felt.”

“Shh. I’ve got you.”

“I didn’t know. I didn’t know it could feel like that. I’ve been so controlled for so long and now I feel.” She looked up at me, tears streaming, but smiling. “I feel everything. Finally. Everything.”

I held her while she cried out years of suppressed emotion.

We lay tangled together for long minutes. Her breathing slowly steadied. Her tail’s grip loosened, though it didn’t release.

“The bond is formed.” Her voice was soft, wondering. “I can feel it. Feel you.”

“I can feel you too.”

“And the. The breeding attempt.” She touched her stomach. “The sigils responded strongly. Optimal conditions were. Were definitely achieved.”

“Is that what you wanted?”

“Yes.” No hesitation. “Not just because of the clan. Because I want.” She pressed closer. “Because I want this with you. A future. A family.”

“Syrenne.”

“I know it’s fast. I know the contract didn’t specify emotional attachment. But I.” She took a breath. “I’m not doing this for the clan anymore. I’m doing it because I want you. All of you. Every bond. Every day.”

I kissed her forehead.

“I want that too.”

“You do?”

“I’ve wanted it since you stood in that sunbeam pretending you weren’t.”

She laughed, a sound I’d never heard from her before. Light and free and genuine.

“I was obvious, wasn’t I?”

“Incredibly.”

“Kira said I was obvious. I didn’t believe her.” She shifted, looking up at me. “What happens now?”

“Now we build something. Together. All of us.”

“All of us. The pack.” She nodded slowly. “I’ve watched the others. How they work together. How they support each other.” Her tail tightened. “I want that. I’ve never had that. Family that chooses rather than obligates.”

“You have it now.”

Something crashed in the corner of the room.

We both looked. A decorative vase had somehow ended up on the floor, shattered.

Syrenne stared at it.

“I don’t. How did that. I wasn’t anywhere near.”

“Your tail.”

She looked at her tail. It was still wrapped around my waist, but the tip had extended far enough to reach the side table where the vase had been.

“I.” She had no words. “That was. I don’t know why I did that.”

“Catgirl instincts.”

“I don’t have instincts. I have carefully managed responses to stimuli.”

“You just knocked a vase off a table by instinct.”

She stared at the broken ceramic. Then at her tail. Then at me.

“This is.” She started laughing again, helpless and genuine. “This is mortifying. I’ve spent years projecting control and you’ve reduced me to breaking pottery for no reason.”

“I think it’s adorable.”

“It’s not adorable. It’s undignified.” But she was smiling. “Kira is going to be insufferable.”

“Kira’s going to be thrilled.”

“That’s what makes it insufferable.” She kissed me, soft and sweet. “I suppose I should warn you. The clan will need to be notified of our bonding. They may send representatives.”

“Will that be a problem?”

“It might be an opportunity.” Her ice queen composure was returning, but warmer now. Different. “If I’m pregnant, they lose all leverage. The bloodline continuation requirement will be satisfied. I become free to make my own choices.”

“Is that likely? Pregnancy?”

She touched her stomach again. The sigils had faded, but I could still feel them, humming beneath her skin.

“My body’s response was. Unprecedented. The energy exchange was unlike anything I’ve experienced or read about.” Her eyes met mine. “I think. Yes. I think it’s likely.”

Something shifted in my chest at the thought.

“How do you feel about that?”

“Terrified. Hopeful. Happy.” She laughed softly. “I’ve never been happy before. Not like this. I didn’t know it was an option.”

“It’s always an option.”

“Not for me. Not until now.” Her tail finally released my waist, only to wrap around my leg instead. “Is this acceptable? The tail behavior? It keeps happening and I can’t seem to stop it.”

“It’s more than acceptable.”

“Good. Because it appears to be. Contractually ambiguous.”

“The contract never mentioned tail behavior?”

“There may have been an oversight in the appendices.”

I laughed, pulling her close.

My System notification flickered:

[Bond Milestone: Syrenne Frostmoor] [Status: CRUSH (500)] [Combat Synergy: +15%] [Harmony Node Unlocked: Fertility Blessing] [Conception chance +15% if desired]

[Note: Optimal conception conditions detected. Pregnancy Boon may apply.]

[Resonance Shards: +20 (Current: 345)] [Blight Wards: +6 (Current: 44/50)]

[Ice melts. Trust blooms.]

Five hundred points. Crush status.

And a former ice queen wrapped around me, finally letting herself feel everything she’d denied.

The pack was almost complete.

And somewhere in my future, possibly, a child was beginning.

The thought should have terrified me.

It didn’t.

“We should clean up that vase,” Syrenne said eventually.

“Probably.”

“And inform the others about our bonding status.”

“Definitely.”

“And I should probably stop purring, because I’ve been doing it for the last ten minutes and it’s extremely undignified.”

I hadn’t noticed. Now that she mentioned it, a low rumble was indeed emanating from her chest.

“You’re purring.”

“It’s a physical response to optimal conditions.”

“It’s purring.”

“The terminology is irrelevant.” But she was blushing. “Don’t tell anyone.”

“Your secret’s safe.”

“I mean it. If Kira finds out, she’ll never let me live it down.”

“I won’t say a word.”

She pressed against me, purring louder despite her protests.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges. The clan. The Greater Blight. The Inquisition.

But tonight, an ice queen had melted.

That was victory enough.


Chapter 15: Inquisition Assault and Victory Ritual

The Inquisition came at dawn.

I woke to the Pack Sense screaming alarm: Kira’s fear, Miri’s panic, Sera’s battle-fury, Syrenne’s cold calculation. Four emotional signatures converging toward my quarters, each carrying the same message.

They’re here.

I was dressed and armed by the time Kira burst through my door.

“Corvus. He’s got Inquisition soldiers. Says the deadline passed. Says they’re taking you.”

“The deadline is tonight.”

“He’s claiming you falsified records. That the original deadline was days ago.” Her tail was bristled to twice its normal size. “Taven, they’re surrounding the building.”

Through the window, I could see them. Gray-robed figures moving into position, their movements coordinated and professional. At their center, Inquisitor Corvus stood with a document clutched in one hand and righteous fury burning in his eyes.

“Handler Greycliffe!” His voice carried across the grounds. “By authority of the Inquisition High Council, you are ordered to surrender yourself for containment! Resist and face immediate judgment!”

Miri appeared at my side, pale but determined. “His timeline is wrong. I’ve seen the original documents. The thirty-day period doesn’t end until midnight tonight.”

“Then he falsified records.”

“Almost certainly. But right now, he has soldiers and we have.”

“Us.” Sera pushed into the room, her blade already drawn. “He has soldiers. We have something better.”

Syrenne entered last, her gray robes pristine, her expression cold as ice. “I’ve analyzed their formation. Twelve soldiers, standard Inquisition training. Plus Corvus himself.” Her tail twitched once. “Manageable, if we coordinate.”

“We’re not fighting.” I looked at each of them. “Not unless we have to. If Corvus falsified documents, that’s his weakness. We expose the lie.”

“And if he doesn’t care about being exposed?” Sera demanded.

“Then we fight.”



The confrontation happened in the Academy’s main courtyard.

Corvus had chosen his ground carefully: open space, clear sightlines, no cover for an ambush. His soldiers ringed the perimeter, their hands on weapons.

I walked to meet him with my pack behind me.

Four catgirls, each radiating their own kind of danger. Kira bouncing with barely contained energy. Miri’s hands glowing with healing magic ready to shift to combat. Sera’s blade already free of its sheath. And Syrenne, whose ice-blue gaze promised magical annihilation to anyone who threatened what was hers.

“Handler Greycliffe.” Corvus’s voice dripped contempt. “You’ve surrounded yourself with bonded, I see. Building your power base. Just like he did.”

“Just like who did?”

“You know who. The Tyrant. Valdris.” His gray ears flattened. “You have the same bloodline. The same abilities. And now the same pattern: gathering catgirls, binding them to your will, preparing for conquest.”

“They chose me freely.”

“So they believe. But bonding creates compulsion. Creates dependency. They think they’re choosing, but really they’re being manipulated by ancient magic they don’t understand.”

“You’re wrong.”

“Am I?” He brandished the document. “This is the original deadline notice. Signed and sealed by the High Council. Your thirty-day observation period ended three days ago. You’ve been operating outside legal protection since then.”

“That’s not the document I signed.”

“Are you calling the High Council liars?”

“I’m calling you a forger.” Miri stepped forward, producing her own papers. “I have copies of the original filing. The deadline clearly states thirty days from Handler Greycliffe’s registration date, which was.”

“Enough.” Corvus cut her off. “Your testimony is compromised. You’re bonded. You’ll say anything to protect him.”

“Then consider my testimony.”

Headmistress Sylara emerged from the crowd that had gathered to watch the confrontation. Her silver tail was rigid with anger, and her pale gold eyes could have cut steel.

“I personally witnessed the deadline setting. I have copies of the original documents, stored in Academy archives with magical seals that prevent tampering.” She held up a glowing crystal. “This crystal contains the authentic filing. Inquisitor Corvus, would you like me to project it for all to see?”

Corvus’s expression flickered. Just for a moment, uncertainty broke through the righteous fury.

“The Academy’s archives could also be compromised.”

“By whom? I’m the only one with access, and I’ve been watched every moment since Handler Greycliffe’s arrival.” Sylara’s smile had edges. “Try again, Inquisitor.”

“This is a conspiracy. The multi-bonder has corrupted everyone around him, turned them into his defenders through bond manipulation.”

“I’m not bonded to him.”

“You’re protecting him.”

“I’m upholding Academy law. Which supersedes Inquisition authority on these grounds.” Sylara stepped between Corvus and me. “Your documentation is fraudulent. Your accusations are unsupported. And your soldiers are trespassing.”

Corvus’s control broke.

“You don’t understand! None of you understand what he is!” His voice rose to a shout. “I’ve studied the bloodlines for forty years! I’ve tracked every descendant of the original Handler lines! And he’s not just a throwback, he’s something else. Something worse.”

“What are you talking about?”

“His father knew!” Corvus’s eyes were wild now. “That’s why he hid the boy! That’s why he kept him in the mundane world, away from any chance of awakening! Because he knew what would happen if that bloodline combined with.”

He stopped himself. Too late.

The courtyard had gone silent.

“My father.” My voice sounded distant to my own ears. “What did my father know?”

“Nothing. I misspoke.” But Corvus was backing away, his earlier certainty crumbling. “This doesn’t change anything. You’re still a threat. You’ll still become what your blood demands.”

“What blood? What do you know about my parents?”

“I know enough.” His mask was back in place, but damaged. “I know that the Greycliffe line isn’t what the records claim. And I know that if you’re allowed to continue, everything we fought for in the Tyrant Wars will have been for nothing.”

He gestured to his soldiers.

“Arrest him.”

They didn’t move.

Sylara’s presence, combined with the gathered crowd of Academy students and faculty, had created a standoff. The soldiers looked at each other, uncertain.

“You’re on Academy grounds,” one said quietly to Corvus. “The Headmistress is right. We don’t have jurisdiction.”

“I don’t care about jurisdiction!”

“But we do.” The soldier stepped back. “This needs to go through proper channels. High Council review. Not a courtyard arrest based on contested documents.”

Corvus’s face went purple with rage.

“You’re all blind. All of you. You’re protecting a monster because he’s charming, because his bonded speak well of him. But when he turns, when the blood shows its true nature.” He looked directly at me. “Remember this day. Remember that I tried to stop it.”

He turned and walked away, his soldiers trailing uncertainly behind.

The crowd began to murmur. Then to cheer.

Kira slammed into me, her arms wrapping around my neck. Miri followed, then Sera, then Syrenne. Four catgirls, four tails, one tangled mass of relief and triumph.

“We did it,” Kira breathed. “We actually did it.”

“The documents helped,” Miri said. “But showing a united front. That’s what really stopped him.”

“He’s not stopped.” Sera’s voice was grim. “He’s retreating. He’ll be back with different tactics.”

“Let him come.” I looked at each of them in turn. “Whatever he throws at us, we face together.”

Sylara approached, her expression thoughtful.

“He’ll be censured for this. Document falsification is a serious offense, even for an Inquisitor. He may face exile from the grounds entirely.”

“But he knows something. About my parents. About my bloodline.”

“Yes.” Her pale gold eyes held secrets. “He does. And so do I.” She paused. “But those revelations are for another day. For now, you’ve earned something more important.”

“What?”

“Trust. You stood against the Inquisition with nothing but the truth and the bonds you’ve built.” She gestured at my pack. “Four catgirls, willing to fight and die for you. Not because you compelled them. Because they chose.”

“That was always the point.”

“Yes. And today you proved it.” She turned to leave, then paused. “The Greater Blight stirs, Handler Greycliffe. Corvus’s obsession is dangerous, but it’s not the real threat. Prepare your pack. The next battle will be harder than anything you’ve faced.”

She walked away, leaving us in the courtyard.

Four catgirls. Four bonds. Four chances to prove that consent-based bonding wasn’t just possible.

It was powerful.



The celebration began at sunset.

Word of Corvus’s disgrace spread through the Academy like wildfire. Students who’d watched from a distance appeared to offer congratulations. Faculty members who’d kept cautious distance suddenly found reasons to stop by the Night Den.

Even Ember, still recovering in the infirmary, sent a message: “Thank you for showing me what’s possible.”

By the time evening fell, the Night Den was packed. Catgirls I’d never met raising glasses to “the Handler who stood up to Corvus.” Others wanting to hear the story firsthand. And my pack, positioned around me like an honor guard they’d deny being.

“To Handler Greycliffe!” someone shouted. “And consent-based bonding!”

The room erupted in cheers.

Kira pressed against my side, her tail wrapped around my waist. “They’re celebrating you.”

“They’re celebrating what we did. All of us.”

“Same thing.” She grinned. “And speaking of celebrations. The others have been talking.”

“About?”

“About tonight. About what comes after the party.” Her amber eyes sparkled. “We want to celebrate properly. Together. All of us.”

My blood heated.

“All of you?”

“All of us.” She nodded toward where Miri, Sera, and Syrenne were conspicuously not looking in our direction. “We’ve discussed it. We want this. To mark the victory. To complete what we started.”

“In the Bonding Sanctum?”

“Where else? It’s meant for exactly this. Pack rituals. Group ceremonies.” Her voice dropped. “Group everything else.”

I looked at my pack.

Miri caught my eye and blushed but nodded. Sera crossed her arms and shrugged, which from her was enthusiastic approval. Syrenne produced a scroll.

“I’ve drafted protocols,” she said. “For efficiency and equal attention distribution.”

“Of course you have.”

“Preparation prevents disappointment.” But she was almost smiling.



The Bonding Sanctum was ancient and sacred.

Stone walls carved with symbols that predated the Academy. A central ritual circle that hummed with accumulated power. Cushioned surfaces arranged for comfort during ceremonies that required extended proximity.

We entered together, the five of us.

Kira led, her scout instincts mapping the space even now. Miri followed, scholarly interest warring with nervous anticipation. Sera stalked in like she owned the place, refusing to show anything like vulnerability. And Syrenne entered last, her gray tail sweeping as she evaluated the room’s magical properties.

“Privacy wards are active,” she reported. “No observation possible. We’re completely secure.”

“Then we can begin.” I looked at each of them. “If everyone’s still willing.”

“We’re willing.” Kira was already stripping off her scout gear. “We’ve been willing. We’ve been waiting.”

She pulled me into a kiss while the others watched.

It started gentle, familiar, the comfortable desire we’d built over weeks. But heat rose quickly, her body pressing against mine, her tail wrapping around my thigh.

“Don’t hog him.” Miri’s voice was soft but determined. She approached from my other side, her hand finding my chest. “We’re supposed to share.”

Kira grinned and released me to Miri’s kiss.

Different. Sweeter. Miri’s tentative passion that became consuming once permission was granted. Her glasses fogged immediately; she took them off and set them aside with the deliberate gesture that meant surrender.

Sera was next, grabbing my collar and pulling me down with characteristic aggression. Her kiss was competitive, demanding, making me prove I could match her intensity.

And then Syrenne. Cool lips that warmed as the kiss deepened. Controlled precision that cracked into genuine desire. Her tail wrapping around my arm like it belonged there.

Four kisses. Four women. Four bonds, all singing in harmony.

“Now,” Kira said, her voice husky. “Let’s do this properly.”

They undressed me first.

Eight hands working together, stripping away clothing with coordinated efficiency. Kira took my shirt, Miri my boots, Sera my pants, Syrenne my remaining garments. I stood naked before them, surrounded by eyes that held hunger and trust in equal measure.

Then they undressed each other.

I watched, breathless, as they revealed themselves. Kira’s compact athletic body, sun-kissed and eager. Miri’s generous curves, porcelain skin flushed with anticipation. Sera’s warrior physique, scarred and powerful. Syrenne’s elegant hourglass, fertility sigils already beginning to glow.

Four beautiful women. Four catgirl bodies with ears perked and tails swishing.

Mine.

They approached from all directions, surrounding me with warm bodies and hungry eyes.

Kira dropped to her knees before me, her mouth finding my cock with practiced eagerness. She took me deep immediately, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she bobbed. Miri pressed her full breasts against my back, soft and warm, her hands exploring my chest, her fingers finding my nipples. Sera claimed my mouth, kissing me hard while her hands tangled in my hair. And Syrenne knelt beside Kira, her cool fingers wrapping around my base, stroking what Kira couldn’t fit in her mouth.

I groaned into Sera’s mouth.

“Good,” she said against my lips. “Feel all of us. Feel your pack. Let go.”

Kira’s mouth was hot and wet, her throat opening to take me impossibly deep. Gagging sounds mixed with Syrenne’s methodical stroking. Miri’s heavy tits pressed into my back, her hard nipples dragging across my skin, her fluffy tail wrapping around my thigh. Sera’s tongue invaded my mouth.

Four women. One moment. Perfect overwhelming pleasure.

My cock throbbed, balls already tightening.

I pulled back before I could finish.

“My turn. On your backs. All of you.”

I guided Sera to the cushioned surface first, laying her on her back. “Watch,” I told the others. “Watch what I do to her. Then I’ll do the same for each of you.”

Sera’s golden eyes blazed with competitive fire. “Don’t go easy on me.”

“I won’t.”

I kissed down her warrior body, mapping each scar with my mouth, worshipping every mark of battle that made her who she was. She squirmed beneath me, her legendary control already slipping. When I reached her pussy, she was soaking wet, her arousal glistening on her dark outer lips.

“Predictable,” she growled. “Already dripping for me.”

“Responsive,” I corrected, and buried my face in her cunt.

She came fast and hard, her warrior body arching off the cushions, her thighs clamping around my head. Her juices flooded my mouth. I didn’t let her recover; I kept eating her, kept driving my tongue into her spasming pussy, pushing her toward a second peak while the others watched with wide eyes and dampening thighs.

“Enough.” She grabbed my hair, pulling me up roughly. “Inside me. Now. I need your cock.”

I pushed into her with one hard stroke, burying myself to the hilt.

She screamed, her tight pussy clenching around my invading thickness.

We fucked hard and fast, the way Sera needed. Brutal thrusts that made the cushions slide across the floor. Her claws extended and retracted as pleasure overwhelmed her, trust warring with instinct. Her firm tits bounced with every impact.

“Yes. Fuck me. Harder. Make me feel it.”

When she came again, her pussy clenching around me like a vice, I pulled out before my own release, my cock glistening with her juices.

“Miri. You’re next.”

The healer came willingly, spreading herself on the cushions beside the still-trembling Sera. Her approach was different: softer, needier. I took my time, kissing her full lips, her heavy breasts, her soft stomach. Building her slowly while my fingers explored her dripping pussy.

When I finally positioned myself between her thick thighs and pushed inside, she gasped with each inch of penetration.

“So full. Your cock is so big. Every time, it feels like the first time.”

I made love to her while Sera recovered beside us, while Kira and Syrenne watched with hungry eyes and hands between their own legs. Slow, deep strokes that made her heavy tits sway. Her pussy gripped me so perfectly, clenching with each thrust.

Miri’s orgasm was sweet and rolling, her pussy fluttering around my cock in endless waves as she came with my name on her lips. “Taven. Yes. I love you. Fill me.”

I pulled out, my cock throbbing, aching for release. Not yet. Not until I’d had them all.

Then Syrenne.

The ice queen approached the cushions with typical precision, arranging herself in what she probably considered the optimal position for efficient breeding. I scrambled her calculations immediately, flipping her onto her stomach.

“Taven.” Her voice wavered. “The efficiency protocols suggest face-to-face.”

“Forget the protocols. I’m going to fuck you from behind.”

I entered her from behind in one thrust, driving deep into her still-wet pussy. Her fertility sigils flared with light, her composure shattering instantly into moans.

“Yes. Oh gods. Like that. Breed me again. Fill me with your seed.”

I gave her what she wanted. Hard thrusts that made her moan, that made her sigils pulse with power, that reduced the ice queen to a begging mess. Her perfect ass bounced against my hips with every stroke.

“More. Deeper. I want to feel you in my womb.”

She came screaming into the cushions, her pussy spasming, milking my cock. I pulled out just in time, my cock jerking, desperate for release.

And finally, Kira.

The genki scout bounced onto my lap, positioning herself with practiced ease, her slick pussy rubbing along my shaft.

“Saved the best for last,” she said, grinning wickedly.

“Someone had to go last.”

“Lucky me.” She sank down onto my cock, taking me completely in one smooth motion. Her tight pussy gripped me perfectly. “Now. Let’s give them a show. They know how much I love being watched.”

She rode me facing the others, her compact athletic body bouncing, her perky breasts swaying with each movement. Her exhibition kink in full display, she moaned loudly, theatrically, made deliberate eye contact with each of them in turn.

“Watch,” she gasped, bouncing harder. “Watch him fuck me. Watch his cock sliding in and out of my pussy. Watch how much I fucking love it.”

Sera’s hand drifted between her own legs, fingers working her clit. Miri watched with scholarly intensity and flushed cheeks, her thick thighs pressed together. Syrenne’s composure had partially reassembled, but her tail was twitching and her sigils still glowed.

“I’m going to come,” Kira announced for everyone to hear. “I’m going to come on his cock in front of all of you.”

She came with a scream that echoed off the ancient Sanctum walls, her pussy milking me desperately.

And then they were all on me.

I don’t know who suggested it, but suddenly I was on my back with four women surrounding me. Kira and Syrenne knelt between my legs, taking turns with my cock, their mouths and hands working together, sharing me. Miri straddled my face, lowering her dripping pussy to my eager tongue. Sera pressed against my side, her mouth on my neck, her hand joining the assault below.

I was drowning in sensation. In pleasure. In love.

Four tails wrapped around various parts of my body. Eight hands explored everywhere. Four voices moaned in overlapping harmony.

“Together,” Kira said, lifting her mouth from my cock. “All of us together. One final position.”

They rearranged. Miri stayed on my face, her thick thighs around my head, her wet pussy descending to my tongue. Kira took my cock, sliding down reverse-cowgirl style, her tight cunt gripping me while she faced the others. Sera and Syrenne pressed close on either side, their hands on Kira’s bouncing tits, their mouths meeting in a kiss above her.

This was what pack bonding meant. Not just individual connections, but a unified whole greater than its parts.

I ate Miri’s pussy while Kira rode my cock, while Sera and Syrenne pleasured each other and their packmate. Five bodies, one organism of pleasure.

Miri came on my tongue first, her juices flooding my mouth, her thick thighs squeezing. She screamed and her tail went rigid.

Kira followed seconds later, her pussy clenching around my cock in rhythmic spasms. “I’m coming. I’m coming on his cock. Watch me. Watch me.”

I felt the approach of my own climax, unstoppable after denying it through four catgirls.

“Inside me,” Kira gasped. “Fill me up. Give me everything you’ve been saving.”

I came with a roar, pumping into her while four catgirls held me down. Rope after rope of cum flooding her clenching pussy, overflowing, dripping down my balls. The bond between us exploded, all four connections singing simultaneously in perfect harmony. My System notification went absolutely haywire.

We collapsed together, tangled in a mess of limbs and tails.

“That was.” Miri couldn’t find words.

“Adequate,” Sera offered, but she was smiling.

“The energy exchange was. Significant.” Syrenne was reviewing her sigils. “Very significant.”

“That,” Kira said, stretching contentedly, “was exactly what victory should feel like.”

We lay there together, breathing hard, four tails slowly untangling from around my body.

“The prophecies mentioned this,” Luna’s voice came from the entrance.

We all froze.

The two-tailed senior stood in the doorway, her expression unreadable. She’d clearly been watching for some time.

“The old texts describe a Handler who could bond multiple catgirls not through compulsion, but through genuine connection. Who could make them stronger, not weaker. Who would face the Greater Blight with a pack united by choice rather than chains.”

“You could have knocked,” Sera said, grabbing for something to cover herself.

“The Sanctum doors don’t lock during active rituals. Ancient design choice.” Luna’s twin tails curled together. “I came to offer my congratulations. Corvus has been formally censured. The Inquisition High Council has revoked his authority pending investigation.”

“He’s gone?”

“For now. Others will come, as he warned. But you’ve bought yourself time.” She paused. “And proven something important. The barriers are stabilized. Your Ward contributions pushed us over the threshold.”

My System notification finally stopped flashing and displayed:

[SYSTEM … OBJECTIVES COMPLETE]

[Handler Status: Level 12 | XP 4,200/12,000]

[Blight Wards: 50/50 … BARRIERS STABILIZED] [Pack Rank: BONDED] [Merit: 70%]

[Active Bonds:] [Kira Brightpaw … CRUSH (500)] [Miri Softstep … CRUSH (500)] [Sera Nightclaw … CRUSH (500)] [Syrenne Frostmoor … CRUSH (500)]

[Pack Leader Spec: Active] [Bond Lattice: 4 nodes unlocked] [Resonance Shards: 345]

Fifty out of fifty Wards. Bonded rank. Four catgirls at Crush status.

I’d done it.

We’d done it.

Luna stepped back. “Rest tonight. Tomorrow, we begin preparing for what comes next. The Greater Blight. The Inquisition’s next move. Ember’s integration.” Her violet eyes met mine. “And perhaps. Perhaps my own choices.”

She disappeared into the corridor.

“Did she just.” Kira blinked. “Was she flirting?”

“Luna doesn’t flirt,” Miri said. “She. Evaluates. With romantic intent.”

“That’s flirting.”

“It’s sophisticated flirting.”

Syrenne was attempting to locate her clothes. “The statistical probability of her eventual bonding attempt is now significantly elevated.”

Sera rolled her eyes. “Can we focus on the fact that we won? That the psychotic Inquisitor is gone and the barriers are stable?”

“Yes.” I pulled them all closer, four warm bodies pressing against mine. “We won. Tonight, we celebrate.”

“We already celebrated,” Miri pointed out.

“Then we celebrate again.”

Kira’s grin was wicked. “I like the way you think.”


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Leo Thornvale. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Leo Thornvale on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Leo Thornvale are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Leo Thornvale
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