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Chapter 1

“And then I told her—shut your mouth and get back in the kitchen!” Lord Harren Coldmere boomed, crashing his mug against the long oak table as the men around him erupted in laughter.

He sprawled back in his chair, cheeks flushed and eyes glazed with the simple pleasure of being agreed with, and cast a satisfied look over his hall.

Through his dulled gaze, he still saw what once was—a great hall of a great manor, one that commanded respect, envy, fear. The old shields on the walls still meant lineage, not decoration to hide growing cracks. The banner of House Coldmere still hung proudly, not sagging against cold stone with its colors faded and its edges frayed, much like the lord who presided beneath it.

But tonight, illusion was easy. The air was hot and smoky, the hall was filled with lively bodies, candles burned bright, and the heavy scent of roasted meat, wine, and sweat all mixed into a promise of a nauseating morning. Candles guttered in wax-dripped holders along the table. Torches hissed where pitch ran too close to flame, throwing lively shadows across faces gone red with drink and heat.

Men competed in boasts with more testosterone than sense, shouting over one another between mouthfuls of greasy meat. And every time a laugh broke loose, hands grew bolder—fingers sliding under straps, palms settling on thick thighs, groping the scantily clad women the pressed close in their laps as if they were a mere part of the feast.

Lucia sat and let the sound wash past her.

She had learned long ago how to let her father’s words—and the words of men like him—pass through her without cutting into her too deep, even if tonight it proved more difficult than usual.

And so she watched the living trophies in their questionable silks and scandalous cuts, and hated how easy they made it look—how they teased every curve, how they toyed with their own dresses and necklines until it seemed one careless shift away from slipping, one laugh away from revealing the prizes beneath. They laughed at every joke, no matter how sharp or dull, and warmed the men with intimate touches that made them swell with certainty that the night would not end here.

One woman perched on a lord’s knee with her legs thrown carelessly over his thigh. She tipped his cup to his mouth, cooing praise about how well he held his liquor. Another hid a smile behind her fingers as she whispered something into her man’s ear—something that made him grin while he eyed the depth of her cleavage that spread like an offering before his eyes.

And then Lucia’s gaze caught on the necklace.

A stunning foreign beauty with deep bronze skin and golden eyes wore a chain of gems that belonged in a royal vault, not draped over a throat in Harren’s failing hall. It glittered every time she moved, each stone catching torchlight like a wink. Lucia didn’t need to be a merchant to know its worth. A third of her father’s dwindling estate, at least. Perhaps more. It still amazed her how her father could keep laughing as though the sight didn’t sting him.

But although Lucia could not deny the beauty of the necklace, she wanted no part of its price.

Lord Aldric’s hand roamed the woman openly, fingers sinking into the heavy softness of her breasts. The woman arched—whether in performance or pleasure, Lucia couldn’t tell—and Aldric only grew bolder, laughing with the others while his grip tightened.

Lucia’s stomach turned as she prayed it would not escalate into open exhibitions of carnal pleasure like it had last time.

She forced her gaze away and retreated inward. What could she take when no one was looking? What would be missed? What would not?

Leftovers for herself. And the best scraps for Ash. For years, he had been the only one she could speak to in this forsaken place, the only one who wanted nothing from her but a steady hand and a quiet voice.

Old Ash, patient and stubborn as stone. He had carried her since she was a child, since her legs were still too short for the stirrups. In recent years, riding had become one of the few pleasures she had left in this manor—one of the only things that still made her feel alive.

Until Valeria.

A few encounters were all it took for Valeria to start returning, uninvited, to Lucia’s thoughts. Ash would stand and listen to her all day long, ears pricked, never judging. But Valeria… Valeria looked at her and saw her.

Lucia’s breath caught.

A rough shove knocked her out of it.

“Come here!” her father barked, hauling the newest maid he’d hired close enough that the girl clipped Lucia’s chair as she stumbled.

Lord Harren didn’t notice. He was too busy staring, brazen and hungry, at the two reasons he’d hired the maid for in the first place, while his new wife stared into her cup, silent as a stone saint.

Lucia was almost glad her mother hadn’t lived to see what her father had become. And even if she held no affection for the woman her father now called a wife, sometimes she still couldn’t help but pity her. If only a little.

“Oh, Lady Lucia, don’t look so sour.”

The voice belonged to Lord Merin Stonebrook—a thick-bodied man with a wide mouth and a fat, gleaming face that reminded Lucia of a frog left too long in the sun. He smiled at her as if she were a fly he meant to trap, curl up in his rough, pebbled tongue, and swallow.

“It’s past time you learned to act properly in the company of men,” Merin went on, waving a hand as though explaining something obvious. “If you ever hope to lose that precious maidenhood of yours, that is. Want me to give you a few pointers in private? Teach you how a young lady ought to carry herself on her wedding night?”

He licked his lips as he let his small eyes crawl all over her.

“I would rather hurl myself off a cliff,” Lucia said.

The laughter died.

Along the high table, cups paused halfway to mouths. A few of the paid women froze mid-smile, waiting to see which way the wind would blow. Even the crackle of torchlight seemed louder in the sudden hush.

“That one is truly hopeless,” Lord Aldric muttered, shaking his head as if Lucia were a broken horse.

“My deepest apologies for my insolent daughter’s inexcusable behavior,” Lord Harren said, dragging himself upright and dipping his head in something that pretended to be courtly, before he pinned Lucia with a glare that promised repayment later.

“No, no. It’s fine,” Merin chuckled, waving it away. “I like it when they put up a fight.” His grin widened into something nastier. “Makes breaking them in all the more enjoyable.”

His eyes dropped to Lucia’s cleavage and stayed there.

Lucia wore the dress at her father’s command. She had told herself it might earn her some reprieve for other grievances—that if she obeyed here, she might be spared elsewhere.

It was not worth the price.

She jerked her scarf up and covered herself, fingers tightening until the fabric bit into her skin. She knew they’d been staring. It was nothing new. The fights with her father over the garments he chose to parade her in had grown beyond tiring over the years. But something about this toad made bile rise in her throat.

Why is it that Valeria is the only one who can speak to me while looking me in the eyes? Lucia wondered. Spend an entire day with me without constantly staring at my chest?

Her thoughts toward Valeria were another matter. But here, with these men, Lucia wanted to wrap herself in every layer of winter wool the manor still possessed and vanish.

“Lord Merin,” another lord said with a grin, “what would your wife say about you eyeing young maidens in her absence?”

Laughter broke out again. Lucia knew all too well it wasn’t Lord Merin who was the joke this evening.

“Young, you say?” Merin looked Lucia over once more. “She’s nineteen already. Some would call that far too old to be unmarried.” He snorted. “Besides, my Helen has been even more inattentive of late—constant headaches, spends more time riding horses than riding her dear husband.” His eyes gleamed. “It’s about time I got an upgrade.”

More laughter followed. A few of them slapped him on the back. Lord Harren silently emptied his mug.

Poor woman, Lucia thought. If she has headaches, it’s from listening to you breathe.

But Lucia swallowed the words. There were limits to what she could get away with before the punishment grew worse.

She clutched her scarf tighter and found herself wondering when the men would finally start passing out.

“Aww,” Merin cooed. “Are you cold, sweetie?”

The word sweetie sent a revolting shudder down Lucia’s back.

“Come sit here.” He shifted away from the table and patted his thigh with a fat, glistening hand. “I’ll keep you safe and warm.”

Lucia’s first urge was violent—yank the cup from her father’s hand and fling it straight into the man’s leering face. Her expression must have slipped into something less than polite, because even Harren noticed.

“Lucia,” he snapped, loud enough to cut through the laughter, “go back to your room if you’re not going to entertain our honored guest.”

The words were courtly enough for the other lords. Lucia heard the message beneath them all the same.

Get out of sight. You will pay later.

But permission was permission, even if it came at a price. She rose at once, dipped a stiff curtsy, kept her head lowered, and turned toward the corridor.

***

It took every shred of discipline she had not to break into a sprint—to bolt through the keep, to the stables, seize Ash, and ride across the frozen fields until she was in Valeria’s arms again.

But reality chased the fantasy as quickly as the cold did. A gust of wind found the cracks in the old stonework, whistling down the stone corridor and tearing the warmth out of her thoughts. Late autumn had sharpened its claws. The nights were bitter already, and winter wasn’t far behind.

Just endure, she told herself. He’d said it plainly enough—nineteen was already “too old” to men like him. Father had pushed her sisters into marriages, yes, but he’d never dragged one of them to the altar by force.

Surely this… this suitor humiliation can’t last forever. If I hold out a little longer… maybe I can inherit what little remains of our estate, if anything remains at all.

I wonder if Valeria would ever come here.

She remembered the first time she met her—last winter, on a night much like this one. The snow had risen past her knees, the crescent moon no more than a hair’s width in a starless sky. She had thought she was done for, surrounded by howls that drew closer and closer.

But instead of teeth and tearing, there had been strong arms and soft fur. Valeria had swept her off her feet, pulled her against a warm chest that smelled of wild mint and pine, and carried her as though Lucia weighed nothing at all.

Valeria had saved her life without asking a thing in return. No bargain. No expectation. Just warmth.

And yet the wind outside—howling now, slamming at the glass—also reminded Lucia of the numbness: fingers stiffening into claws of their own, toes she could no longer feel, the thin edge she’d stood on before sleep became something she would never wake from.

Their summer meetings had been the brightest flickers of joy she’d known in years. But summer had passed, and the forest was far less welcoming now.

And what then? she thought bitterly as she made her way toward her room. Would I live under the trees for the rest of my life? I’m not nearly as strong as she is.

And that was if she even found her. Lucia had learned the wolf woman only let herself be found when she wished to be found—and more than once Lucia had come home empty-handed, furious at Valeria, furious at herself. The anger should have chased the feeling away. It only fed it, fanning heat in her blood until she lay alone in bed, fingers buried deep, working her frustration out with the only weapon she had.

Her pace quickened.

As soon as she was inside her room, she shut the door behind her, threw off her dress, and all but dove into bed, cheap sheets swallowing her lithe body whole. Before she even knew it, she was breathing hot into the fabric, hands already moving, stirring herself up on instinct as she imagined Valeria’s fur pressed close, warm and thick, her heat and scent alone driving Lucia wild.

And those eyes. Deep blue. Unblinking. All-seeing.

Valeria would casually look down at her, and Lucia would melt in her arms. She was already melting. Her fingers wouldn’t stop moving. She thought of Valeria’s lips—full, lush—barely parting as one word slipped through.

“Lucia.”

The thought alone made her hips jolt. She came faster than she meant to, biting down to hide her own moans, trembling through it. Even after, she kept her hand there, chasing the last pulses until her body finally eased and she drifted into sleep.

In her dreams, it was just the two of them in the manor, sprawled naked across a heap of furs in Lucia’s bed. Lucia lay beneath her, pinned by Valeria’s weight. The softness of Valeria’s breasts spread over Lucia’s modest chest, and the hard stiffness of her cock pressed exactly where Lucia needed it most.

“Oahn!” Lucia moaned as Valeria claimed her fully—just as she’d promised. Just as they both wanted. Lucia moved her hips against the girth that stretched her open, fingers digging into Valeria’s back as the pressure swelled inside her. And they just kept moving faster, racing toward that pressure. Fucking toward it. Their bodies syncing in the same brutal rhythm as they mated, until Valeria’s throbbing cock erupted and a hot torrent flooded Lucia’s womb, breeding her with that potent seed exactly as she’d said she would.

“Ahn—!?”

Lucia jerked awake, bolting upright.

The sheets were tangled around her legs, clinging damp to her sweaty, sticky skin. She was hot and flushed, panting hard, her heart hammering as if she’d been running.

“Did I… really…” Lucia’s hand drifted to her belly—then lower, to the place where her dream’s heat still lingered.

It wasn’t the first time she’d thought of Valeria that way. Far from it. But it was the first time she’d embraced the wolf woman’s promise so eagerly—the words Valeria had once whispered into her ear, half warning and half vow:

“If we ever lie together, I will make you mine. And you will bear my child.”

Not a threat. Not a tease. An absolute certainty.
The one thing Lucia was not ready for.
The one thing that kept her from throwing herself into Valeria’s arms.

She blinked and looked toward the window. Morning, somehow. At first she hadn’t noticed, because the sky was a low, overcast slab of gray that made the room feel like dusk.

Still, the day promised to be kinder than the last. The dinner was done. The guests would trickle out one by one, boots crunching frost, laughter fading with every mile they put between themselves and House Coldmere.

Her stomach growled—loud enough to make her wince. With the tension and disgust in that hall, she hadn’t managed more than a few half-hearted bites yesterday. This morning, her body collected the debt.

If it’s still this early, those drunks are probably still passed out, she reasoned.

Lucia washed her face, smoothed her hair, and pulled herself together just enough to pass a stranger’s glance, though she hoped to avoid anyone entirely. Then she carefully draped her mother’s scarf over her shoulders and slipped out, intent on the kitchens—on leftovers, on anything she could steal before her father descended on her over last night’s “performance.”

A week on nothing but water and moldy bread was not out of the question. She had to be quick.




Chapter 2

“Ugh.” Lucia grimaced as she picked her way past scuffed tracks and spilled ash. The halls looked worse even in the dim morning light. They could barely afford more than a handful of servants these days, and last night’s desperate gathering—her father trying to renegotiate debts with laughter and meat—had only wrung more from a house that had nothing left to spare.

A broken chair lay tipped on its side near a stack of cracked crates. Someone had started a discard pile long ago, and just kept adding to it until it became a slow-growing midden of splintered wood and useless junk no one ever had time to haul away.

And yet, despite years that had ground her down to stubbornness, a small ache still caught her at the sight of it all. This was her home. She remembered it in its glory: banners bright, floors scrubbed, fires fed. She remembered her mother’s voice. Her sisters’ laughter as they played hide-and-seek through these corridors, breathless and fearless—

Lucia was yanked from the memory by her father’s voice, carried down the hall from a door left slightly ajar.

She stilled at once. Her breathing went shallow. Her steps turned careful. She couldn’t afford to be noticed before she secured something edible. She almost turned back to take a longer route—then froze again when she heard a second voice inside the room.

Merin.

Even half-muffled by wood and distance, that croak turned her stomach.

“Eight heifers and a breeding bull?” Lord Merin let out a laugh. “And that’s after my assistance with your debt renegotiations?”

He’s negotiating with that revolting man? Just when Lucia thought her father could not disappoint her any more, he always found a way. She crept closer, one shoulder brushing the wall as she strained to catch every word.

“We both know how much you want what’s beneath that scarf of hers,” Lord Harren said.

Scarf…?

Her mind snapped to the scarf on her own shoulders. Lucia clapped both hands over her mouth before a sound could escape. No. It can’t be. He wouldn’t. Not even he would—

“Still…” Merin muttered. “The transportation alone…”

“I’ll be sure to include her best gowns and her mother’s finery,” Harren said, and something in Lucia went cold at the flat seriousness in his voice.

“It’s a deal!” Merin announced. “Honestly, that girl of yours… if one can even call her that at her age.” He laughed again, pleased with himself.

Lucia heard the thick smack of hands clasping. A bargain struck.

“And what of your current wife?” Harren asked, like an afterthought now that the deal was set.

“Helen’s still away on her trip,” Merin said in a tone that would have shown more warmth to a stool. “I’ll plan something for her before she gets back. Doesn’t matter how many whores a man beds—he can only have one wife.”

“Couldn’t agree more,” Harren said. Then, after a beat, “But that girl… she won’t be pleased to hear it. You’d best have a couple of men ready when we deliver the news. She can be a handful, even at her size.”

“That’s just the way I like them,” Merin snickered. “It’s as if you raised her for me. And that glare in her eyes—can’t wait to see it change. I wonder how many nights it will take before she learns to see me in a kinder light.”

“And what if she never does?” Harren asked.

“They always do.”

Lucia felt sick to her very soul.

“Well, then… I’ll be back soon to collect my new wife,” Merin snickered.

Lucia heard his heavy footsteps as he left the room. She darted to the corner and ducked behind the same discard heap she’d passed moments earlier, holding her breath like a rabbit freezing beneath a hawk’s shadow.

To her relief, Merin’s steps veered toward the outer yard—away from her.

She didn’t move until the last echo of his footsteps faded. Her heart hammered so hard she was sure it would give her away. But with each passing second, the terror curdled into rage. When she finally dared to peer out and found the corridor empty, she burst from hiding and went straight for her father’s study.

“How could you do this!?” she screamed as she stormed inside and slammed the door behind her.

Harren’s surprise barely showed. He didn’t even flinch at her shouting. He looked at her the way a man looks at a nuisance that’s wandered in at the wrong moment.

“Oh. It’s you,” he said, setting the parchment on the desk behind him as if her fury were a passing winter breeze.

Lucia was taken aback by the way his gaze slid over her. The sheer indifference made her rage falter for a heartbeat—then surge back, hotter.

“Is that all you have to say to your daughter you plan to trade like cattle?” she demanded.

“Oh no,” Harren said. “You’re far more valuable than a single cow. Even Lord Merin agrees, though it surprised me how highly he values you.” His eyes hardened. “He clearly doesn’t understand what an ill-mannered, ill-tempered burden you are. But it doesn’t matter. You’re his headache now.”

“H-his…?” Lucia’s breath caught. For a moment, she could barely shape the words. “You—please tell me you’re joking. You didn’t stoop this low with my sisters. You at least pretended they had a say.” Her voice cracked. “How did you turn into such a bastard?”

Harren slammed his fist against the desk. “This is exactly why you’re being sent away. ‘Joking’?” He barked a laugh without humor. “You’ve tested my patience for years. Nineteen—and still guarding your virginity like it’s some prize.” His voice sharpened. “As if it’s a virtue to be so undesirable your womb lies barren past your prime!”

“My womb?” Lucia shouted. “I am not a cow to be bred!”

“That is exactly what you are!” Harren roared back. “Nearly twenty years of freeloading. You’re long overdue to pay for all the food, the clothes, the roof over your head. And you have only yourself to blame—turning away suitor after suitor until you’re well past your expiry date!”

SLAP.

Lucia struck him hard across the cheek.

He barely blinked. Barely moved, even as the red mark flared on his skin.

Lucia withdrew her hand at once, suddenly aware of the difference between them: his height, his breadth, the way his presence seemed to swallow the light around her. For a heartbeat, she felt the flash of danger—

And then he spoke, and his voice dropped lower, colder, which somehow made it worse than the shouting.

“It seems you’re too thick-headed to understand that this is for your benefit. And that is my failure.” His eyes stayed on hers, flat and hard. “We’ll speak again after Lord Merin teaches you to behave. And if you are so stubborn you won’t bend even for such a man…” His mouth twisted. “Nobody would trust you to raise a son. But perhaps you’ll manage to raise your future daughters into better women than you turned out to be.”

Lucia’s fear burned away under the fury. Her gaze snapped to the desk—to the parchment he’d just put down.

“Is that the contract?” she asked, and without waiting for an answer, she lunged for it.

She didn’t make it.

Harren caught her by the arm and backhanded her, sending her sprawling to the cold floor.

“Ugh…” It took Lucia several long moments to get her breath back, while her mind struggled to reconcile the reality of the man standing above her.

“Go pack,” her father said coldly. “I’ll send someone when I can spare them. Considering how you took every scrap of cloth and every trinket for granted, I ought to have sold the lot years ago. Be sure to thank Lord Merin for his kindness.”

Something cracked inside her.

She couldn’t even recall getting to her feet. The world skipped—floor, door, corridor—like she’d blinked through it. But with each step away from her father’s study, the haze burned off. Her pace sharpened. Her mind was set.

On her way to her chamber, she nearly collided with a servant balancing a platter of leftover scraps. “Sorry,” Lucia breathed, steadying the tray for a heartbeat—then she snatched what she could: half-eaten bread, a strip of meat, anything. She tore off a bite as she moved, more instinct than hunger, and kept going with the rest clutched to her chest. It might be the only food she saw for days.

“Pack,” Lucia spat, her father’s vile words still ringing in her skull. “All right. I’ll pack.”

And she did—but not for Lord Merin. She jammed a strip of cloth into her worn satchel so hard the seam split with a dry rip.

“Damn it!” she cursed, flinging the ruined bag aside. She snatched up a bedsheet and tore it into a makeshift bundle. She then stuffed the stolen food into it, piled on layers on herself against the bitter cold, threw a cloak over her shoulders for good measure, and left without delay.

The manor was already waking. Guests nursed their dull-headed misery with groans and curses while the few remaining servants struggled through the wreckage of last night.

She had no hope of reaching the stables unnoticed. A glance through a window into the yard confirmed it: several so-called lords milling about with their attendants, Merin’s men clustered like they already owned the place. Worse still—any path to a horse would take her straight past Merin himself.

So be it.

If she meant to escape this fate, she would have to face it head-on.

Lucia strode out into the yard, shoulders squared beneath her cloak, eyes fixed on the stables—and on the man she’d been sold to. She didn’t dare avoid his gaze; that would only draw attention. Better to meet him like nothing had changed, as if this were all perfectly proper.

“Ah, my dear new wife!” Lord Merin grinned, arms opening wide as if to receive a gift. “You’ve finally come around. Come to give me a kiss, have you?”

“That kiss will have to wait,” Lucia said, walking past him without slowing. “I have something important to take care of first.”

Merin’s grin faltered. His tone soured. “And what would that be?”

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him flick a look to his servants, a small nod. His men began to shift closer.

“What else?” Lucia scoffed, as if the answer were obvious. “My womb. Since it’s all any man in this house seems to care about.”

Then she broke into a sprint, plunging into the stables, boots hammering over packed dirt as she ran straight to Ash. He tossed his head at her sudden rush, ears snapping forward, a hoof striking once as he gathered himself. Lucia caught the reins, swung up in one practiced motion, and dug her heels in.

“STOP HER!” Merin bellowed from the yard, voice cracking.

His servants rushed the stable doors just as the stall gate banged open, and Ash burst out under Lucia. The men who’d been charging in suddenly weren’t—none of them eager to throw themselves in front of a surging horse. They scattered with curses as Lucia drove Ash straight through, while Lord Merin turned out to be too fat and clumsy to manage even that, and instead of getting out of the way, he lurched, tripped over his own fat feet, and hit the ground hard, sprawling right in Ash’s path.

For a sick heartbeat, Lucia saw it—the crush of hoof, the snap of bone, the screaming aftermath. But as much as she despised the man, she didn’t want him dead. Not like that.

Her many years in the saddle saved them both. She hauled Ash’s head to the side and drove him through the gap, missing Merin by inches as the old horse burst out through the open gates and into the yard, then onward, straight toward the forest pressing up against her father’s lands.

The shouting fell away fast behind her. She knew they would come after her. Some of those lords owned horses finer, faster, better fed than Ash. But the moment the first pines swallowed her, Lucia felt safer than she ever had within those walls. She knew this forest better than any of them, and those first precious seconds were all she needed to vanish into narrow, twisting paths beneath a dark, overcast canopy.

***

Please be there. Please be there this time, she thought, as the light bled out of the forest and dead leaves crisped beneath her feet.

Escape had been the easy part—the will and the courage to act, that had been hers to summon. But whether Valeria would come to their clearing… that was never in Lucia’s hands.

After putting distance between herself and the manor, Lucia had been forced to slow in the darkness. It was near pitch-black before she even reached the halfway mark she’d memorized: a broken tree that left a thick, upright stump—too suggestive not to notice.

All too soon she was the one leading Ash by the reins. The old horse’s gait had turned uneven, and guilt tightened in Lucia’s chest with every limp.

“I’m sorry for putting you through that,” she whispered. She’d asked far too much of him—an aging horse made to sprint like a young one.

And as she walked through the darkness with no stars overhead to guide her path, and no manor walls left to cut the wind, she warmed herself with what she could: memory.

She knew she would remember the first time she saw Valeria until her dying day. That magical figure illuminated as if she commanded the moon to grace her. Her thick tail moved with quiet power, the tips of its hairs catching silver as she turned. Her ears flicked when her eyes turned to Lucia.

Those eyes. Even the thought of them sent a shiver through her. So dark they looked bottomless—yet somehow alive with a faint, star-bright glitter when the light hit them right.

A cold kiss landed on the tip of her nose.

Snow? Lucia blinked, startled, then drew a breath that burned. Another flake drifted down. Then another. The shiver that ran through her wasn’t from memory this time. It was the cold, sinking into her layers now that the adrenaline of the chase had bled out of her.

Was it always this bitter in autumn?

For all the manor’s rot, its stone had sheltered her from the teeth of the world outside. She started to forget how quickly the weather could turn when there were no walls, no hearth—only the steady huff of Ash’s breath beside her.

She tugged her cloak loose and draped it over Ash’s back, stubbornly ignoring the seeping cold. She couldn’t let her loyal companion freeze. Not after she’d dragged him out here.

The longer they went on, the more her pace faltered. The occasional drifting flake thickened into a wind-driven fall that stung her cheeks and burned her nose. Her eyes watered. Her vision blurred at the edges. Her fingers ached even inside her sleeves. And for all she walked, it never felt as though she was getting any closer.

At last, her legs threatened to give.

Just a minute, she told herself as she slowed to a stop. But the moment she stopped moving, she felt how empty she was. She pressed in close to Ash’s warmth, letting his body block what it could of the wind, while she slowly sank down into the snow-draped leaves.

Maybe a few minutes, she thought, curling tighter as her vision blurred. Just to warm a little...




Chapter 3

Lucia tossed and turned, slipping in and out of dreams where she lay in thick furs and watched Valeria make love to another woman. Older. Middle-aged. But still her beauty easily rivaled the many women who were brought to entertain Harren’s guests. She had a certain charm, and breasts far bigger than Lucia’s, big enough to make milkmaids blush.

Lucia didn’t know who she was, only that jealousy gnawed at her as she watched that woman moan beneath Valeria.

And “making love” didn’t quite do it justice. The woman moaned and cried for more as Valeria fucked her raw in positions Lucia hadn’t even known existed—hauled close, folded open, made to arch and tremble under the wolf woman’s weight. And though Valeria was the wolf, it was the woman beneath her who clung and clawed, the one who begged for Valeria’s seed like she couldn’t live without it, while Valeria thrust with such strength, Lucia feared it would break the woman.

“Get me pregnant!” she cried, clinging tight, wrapping arms and legs around Valeria as if she could pull the seed out by sheer need. “Oh, please—please. Cum inside me!”

Does it feel that good? That threat of impregnation? Lucia wondered, staring at the woman’s enraptured face—gone soft and desperate and utterly without a shred of shame. Heat stirred in Lucia’s own body. She realized she wasn’t cold anymore.

But that was no longer enough. She didn’t want to merely not be cold. She wanted that—to be made hot and stupid by that thing between Valeria’s legs, to be the one Valeria was using, to be the one being filled by the only cock that made her heart race.

Slipping in and out of her dream, Lucia let her fingers slip in and out of her pussy. The moment she realized what she was doing, shame should have stopped her.

It didn’t.

She only embraced the shameful action further: fingering herself faster, slipping deeper, groping her breasts—the breasts those pigs kept staring at, the breasts they’d never get—and now she played with them for herself, pinching her nipples as she watched Valeria fucked another woman, moaning for the only cock she cared for.

Her fingers moved to imitate Valeria’s pace. Her hips jerked toward them like she wanted to jerk toward Valeria’s cock. Valeria drove faster, and Lucia moved her fingers toward that rhythm until her breath turned broken and thin.

She no longer saw that woman. She so vividly saw herself beneath Valeria, living through that woman. And as she watched them jerk and tense, the pleasure consumed her too. She drove her fingers deep and held them there as she shuddered, watching Valeria’s dominating expression as she unleashed her seed deep, flooding the woman’s womb.

Lucia clenched around her own fingers, wishing to feel that hot seed inside her own womb. And when the tremors finally eased, and the pleasure eased into a calming peace, she drifted again, fingers still inside her. For a heartbeat, she thought Valeria had finally turned her head, finally spared her a glance. But by then, everything already slipped away, and Lucia slipped into another dream.

***

Slowly, Lucia drifted back into consciousness, wrapped in the comfortable warmth of… something far softer than her own bed.

“Uahn…” She yawned, feeling rested as if she’d slept for days. She kept her eyes closed just to hold on to that pleasant blankness a moment longer, for a heartbeat longer.

What a strange dream, she thought. Sold like cattle to be bred. Fleeing into the woods. Valeria—

She tried to hold onto that last part, that lingering heat, when a voice cut through it.

“Finally awake?”

Lucia’s eyes snapped wide open, and she jolted upright so fast her head swam. She wasn’t in her bed at all. This wasn’t her room. It wasn’t even her house. The ceiling wasn’t wood. She had no idea what this strange place was. And in that moment, none of it mattered. All that mattered was the person standing before her.

“Valeria!” Lucia blurted, the name torn straight out of her as she stared at the woman standing right before her eyes.

She pinched herself.

“Ouch.” She winced. Valeria didn’t disappear. She pinched again. Then again, just to be sure.

“If you keep doing that, I’ll start thinking you fancy it,” Valeria laughed, her voice a melody to Lucia’s ears and soul.

Lucia flushed hot and hid both her hands beneath the furs. “How—when—” The pieces of the puzzle slid around in her head, refusing to lock. Dream and memory tangled until she couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. She tried to focus on the last thing she remembered, and her heart skipped a beat when Valeria’s glorious naked form flashed before her eyes.

No! Before then! She told herself. She remembered the yard, the horse beneath her, Merin on the ground, pines, snow, darkness, and—

Her chest tightened, panic flaring. “Ash.”

Valeria’s smile softened. “He’s fine.”

Lucia exhaled with relief, then quickly asked, “Where is he?”

“Outside,” Valeria said, and extended her hand. “Want to see him?”

Lucia nodded and reached for Valeria’s hand without a moment’s hesitation, and Valeria smiled as she pulled her up with effortless grace that seemed to radiate from her and washed over Lucia’s bare skin like a morning breeze.

Lucia froze. Her gaze dropped, and horror flooded her face.

“Ahn—!” She made a small, shocked sound and dove back for whatever had been covering her, grabbing fistfuls of fur and yanking them up to her throat.

Valeria’s eyes gleamed as she laughed merrily. “I’d suggest you keep a few of those,” she said. “Pick whichever you like.”

Lucia fumbled, cheeks blazing. “W-what happened to my clothes?”

“I took them off,” Valeria said plainly. “You were soaked through and freezing when I found you. Another hour and you’d have been lost to eternal slumber.”

Lucia went still at that, the heat in her face turning to a colder, shakier sort of awareness.

“T-thank you,” she managed, voice too small for the gratitude she meant.

“You’re welcome,” Valeria said, watching as Lucia piled the furs around herself. “Pleasant to the touch, aren’t they?”

“Y-yes,” Lucia admitted, fingers tightening around the fur edge. The softness against her skin made it hard to think straight. It was nothing like the tired, scratchy remnants they had at the manor. And even the best ones, before her father sold them off, paled by comparison.

As her initial panic ebbed, Lucia couldn’t help wondering why she’d reacted like that at all. How many nights had she lain awake burning with desire? And now… Not only did she want this woman to see her body, but she also came into these woods for—

Lucia’s cheeks flared hotter. She hugged the furs tighter and found herself imagining Valeria’s tail wrapped around her instead. Would it feel the same?

No. Better. So much better.

Heat pooled low in her belly.

“Here,” Valeria said, stepping closer. “Let me.”

Lucia stiffened.

Valeria didn’t pounce. She didn’t leer. She simply lifted one of the heavier pelts and settled it over Lucia’s shoulders properly. Her hands were quick and sure—careful, almost courteous.

Lucia’s breath caught anyway.

She smells so nice, she thought, taking in the summer warmth that radiated from beneath Valeria’s furs. And following the origin of that pleasantness, her gaze dipped to the wolf woman’s chest. How could it not? The neckline was so low, so generous, so inviting, and entirely unbothered by the cold just beyond the cave’s walls.

How does she not freeze during these cold months? 

Lucia hadn’t thought much of it during their summer meet-ups, and she couldn’t deny that the low cut only added to Valeria’s charm, but now it was almost too much to bear, especially after all her recent dreams.

She tore her eyes away from those torturously beautiful breasts—only to land on Valeria’s mouth. Those full, lush lips. Their first kiss flashed through her mind with startling clarity: the heat of her mouth, the slick slide of tongue as Lucia had given in far too eagerly.

Lucia’s own lips tightened. She got light-headed. For a delirious heartbeat, she could have sworn she felt the wolf’s warmth on her mouth even now. She barely held herself back from leaning in to steal it again.

And even as she struggled to hold back, she hoped. She hoped Valeria would lean a little closer—that her hands would brush her bare skin, that there would be some small sign, some permission to kiss again.

But Valeria was as courteous as she was beautiful, already stepping back, leaving Lucia dressed and warm without letting her hands linger, without touching more than she had to.

Lucia swallowed down the sudden, surprisingly sharp disappointment that flared in her chest. Ridiculous, really, the way she’d suddenly imagined Valeria drowning her in kisses, whispering soft vows and holding her until the world couldn’t reach her.

She managed to force her mind to behave, managed to turn her head, finally looking around to understand where Valeria had taken her.

It took Lucia a good long moment to accept that this was, in fact, a cave—if it could even be called that. Cave felt far too crude. Yes, the walls were stone, but they curved smooth beneath her fingertips, warm and dry, veined with faint silver that caught the dancing candle lights like threads of the moon itself.

The nest of layered furs she’d slept in was only one of many cozy spots shaped into the den’s natural alcoves: a broad mound of pelts piled high enough to swallow her whole; a suspended cradle of thick, braided forest vines lined with furs so soft they looked like clouds caught in a net; even a raised stone ledge padded with moss-soft cushions.

Lucia’s pulse stumbled when her eyes snagged on that particular broad mound of furs. She’d never been here before, but her body reacted like it had. A dizzy certainty that made her stomach flip.

Lucia shoved down the memory before it could fully take over her, along with the sting of shame and guilt for what she’d done while watching that scene. She ignored the sweet, traitorous heat gathering between her thighs and forced her gaze elsewhere, studying in great detail a reading nook that no one would expect to find in a cave at all.

Tucked beneath a low arch where the stone dipped inward, Valeria had arranged a seat of woven reeds, padded with woven bundles of dried mountain grasses, with a driftwood shelf beside it. And on that shelf sat at least a dozen books—worn, well-loved volumes with simple leather bindings, alongside a handful of scrolls tied with ribbon, and a sketchbook left open on a page of half-finished drawings and lazy notes set down mid-thought.

Lucia stared at the shelf a moment too long. Why would she—

The thought caught on itself. Heat pricked Lucia’s cheeks, sharp with embarrassment at what it revealed.

Did I… did I really assume she couldn’t read just because she lives in the woods?

The thought made her shrink a little deeper into the furs. She, who had struggled with letters for years, and yet, standing here, Valeria’s den in the wild felt richer than Lucia’s own room had ever been.

“Let’s get you some fresh air,” Valeria said softly. “Your body’s been still for too long, and the sun has finally shown its face again.”

“Sun,” Lucia echoed, then realized her hand had slipped into Valeria’s without thinking. Valeria’s fingers were steady and warm around hers, melting her heart more than any sun ever could. Lucia wanted daylight after so many gray days, she truly did, but with Valeria at her side she felt that even the fiercest blizzard could no longer reach her.

Valeria led her toward the mouth of the den, and Lucia followed without thinking, drawn after the wolf woman’s warmth. She wanted more of it—on her skin, in her hand, in her mouth, inside her. The image of Valeria’s cock driving deep into her virgin pussy flashed through her, and Lucia’s thighs answered far too quickly.




Chapter 4

Outside, the light hit her all at once. Lucia lifted an arm to shield her eyes, blinking hard until the world stopped swimming. The sun sat low in the winter sky, and pine boughs cut it into slanted, green-shadowed beams.

“Ah!” Lucia breathed when she spotted Ash.

She hurried to him at once, hands going to his sturdy, weathered frame. He flicked his tail and huffed, leaning into her the moment she pressed her forehead to his neck.

“Oh, you poor thing,” she murmured when she saw the bandage wrapped around his leg. Guilt tightened her throat. “Are you all right? I’m so sorry. I asked too much of you—”

“He’ll recover,” Valeria said. “It isn’t serious. But you can’t push him like that again. Not for a while.”

“I won’t,” she swore as she turned and all but stumbled into Valeria, arms wrapping tight around her waist as she buried herself in the wolf woman’s warmth, breathing her in as genuine gratitude overwhelmed all anxiety.

“Thank you,” she blurted. “For him. For me. For everything!”

Valeria’s arms came around her with that same steady ease. Lucia looked up and lost herself again in the wolf woman’s enchanting eyes. So deep she could drown in them. Everything in Lucia narrowed to a single want. She couldn’t hold back.

She rose onto her toes and reached for Valeria’s mouth—

“Valeria, I seem to be missing a glove—oh.”

Another woman’s voice threaded through the trees.

Lucia froze a breath away from Valeria’s lips, the world snapping into focus with a jolt of mortification.

A woman had emerged from the pines, guiding a horse of her own, her posture too composed for the wilderness. She looked like someone who belonged in a manor hall, not out here in the frost.

Lucia didn’t know her. And yet she recognized her.

“Ah…” The sound slipped out before Lucia could stop it. The woman’s face snapped into place with her “dream”—on Valeria’s lap, in Valeria’s hands, taking Valeria’s cock. Arms and legs wrapped tight. A voice crying for the wolf woman’s potent seed, as if it were her only salvation.

Lucia stayed upright only because Valeria’s arms were still around her.

“Did I interrupt?” the woman asked, brows lifting as her gaze flicked between them.

“Not at all, Helen,” Valeria replied, utterly unbothered—still standing as she was, still calm as stone warmed by the sun.

Lucia’s body remembered how to move before her mind did. She let go so fast it almost hurt, jerking back as if she’d been burned. Her hands snapped behind her on pure instinct, fingers lacing tight while her gaze fell to the ground in mortified obedience.

“I’m sorry,” Helen said quickly. “I’ll be quick.”

“Of course, take as long as you need,” Valeria said.

Helen tied her horse’s reins to a low branch with practiced hands and disappeared into the den.

Lucia stood there, heat still prickling her skin, trying to breathe around it.

Helen. The name tugged at something. And then it clicked.

Lucia’s head lifted, sharp. “Valeria… Helen. Could it be that she’s Lord Merin’s wife?”

“Indeed, she is,” Valeria said simply.

“And—” Lucia’s mouth went dry.

A dozen questions clawed at her—questions she couldn’t ask without admitting what she’d seen, what she’d done while she watched them. Then something far more urgent crashed through that haze of heat and need.

“I need to tell her something,” Lucia blurted. “Something important.”

Valeria’s lips curved ever so slightly. “Go on,” she said. “Don’t let me stop you.”

Helen emerged a moment later, glove in hand, tugging it on as she walked.

Lucia moved before she could lose her nerve.

“Your life is in danger!” she burst out.

Helen halted. Her eyes traveled over Lucia—barefoot panic, borrowed furs, hair half-wild—then returned to Lucia’s face with a measured blink.

“My… life?” she repeated, and the confusion in her tone made it seem like she was more confused by the messenger than the message.

“Lord Merin—your husband,” Lucia blurted. “He’s plotting against you.”

Helen’s expression didn’t change, but her eyes sharpened. “And how do you know that?”

“I… overheard him,” Lucia admitted, and her voice dropped. “He was speaking with my father. About me… and about having only one wife.”

Helen studied her for a moment longer, then she sighed—soft, almost weary. “So that’s who you are. Harren’s daughter.”

“Yes,” Lucia said, the name tasting like ash. Her chin dipped even lower.

“And yet you came to warn me,” Helen said, voice quiet, more amused than worried. “You defy the man meant to claim you, cast aside the promised protection of a rich and powerful lord, then stride up to his wife and announce treachery.” Her eyes held Lucia’s. “Are you truly that eager to throw it all away?”

“I couldn’t imagine a worse fate than being his wife,” Lucia said, and surprised herself with how steady it came out.

“I see.” Helen gave the smallest nod. “Thank you for telling me.”

Lucia looked up at her. Some form of gratitude was there, yes, but Helen’s tone made it clear this wasn’t news to her.

“My fool of a husband barely pretends to hide his intentions these days,” Helen went on, glancing past Lucia toward Valeria. “He won’t take my life so easily.”

Then her gaze flicked back to Lucia.

“And you…” she added lightly, “since it isn’t his cock you fancy, I suppose you won’t mourn whatever becomes of that man.”

“Eh?” Lucia blinked, too startled to decide whether to deny the accusation or feign ignorance.

But Helen didn’t linger to explain. With one last parting look toward Valeria, she went to untie her horse’s reins and led it away, the crunch of leaves beneath her boots fading as she disappeared into the trees.

“She… knew,” Lucia whispered, as if saying it louder would make it worse.

“Yes,” Valeria said as she stepped closer. “She came to me asking for help.”

Lucia’s mind, still buzzing, clicked into place around that. Was that the only thing she asked? Lucia wanted to ask, remembering their bodies entwined.

“Wait.” Her head lifted at the realization. “Merin said his wife kept vanishing for days. Showing no interest. And… she came to you.” Lucia’s voice thinned with realization. “This isn’t the first time she’s been here, is it?”

Valeria didn’t flinch. “No, it is not.”

There it was again. That certain feeling, swelling within Lucia. That sharp pricking under her ribs.

Jealousy.

It was ridiculous. Completely unreasonable. She felt sorry for the woman who had to endure Lord Merin. She’d meant every word of her warning. And yet, as she watched the last of Helen’s footprints vanish under drifting leaves, relief slid in beside the guilt. Hot, selfish relief. She was glad that woman was gone. She was glad she was finally alone with Valeria.

You brought her here! Lucia glared at the wolf, who was apparently desired by every woman in the lands. Not me. Even though I came to you again and again, even though I wanted—you never took me here. You didn’t even tell me about this place! But you took her. You slept with her. Even though I want to be the one beneath you! I won’t share you!

“Why did you never bring me here?” she asked at last, unable to hide her frustration.

Valeria’s gaze stayed on her, calm as ever. “You know why.”

Lucia did know precisely why.

Because this wasn’t a casual meeting place. It wasn’t a summer brush of hands. Not stolen kisses and shy retreats. It was a den. A nest. A wolf’s promise of absolute claim. And Lucia had wavered. So Valeria hadn’t brought her.

A colder thought slid in behind that, feeding the jealousy until it burned.

How many other women have you brought here?
How many left with your seed inside their womb?
That woman will now carry your offspring too. While I…

Lucia’s frustration spiked, heat flaring at exactly the wrong time, turning into that familiar ache she couldn’t ignore, heat that made everything worse because it tangled jealousy and want until she could no longer tell which drove her. All she knew was how desperately she needed it. Now.

She needed an excuse. Something. Anything.

“I’m… cold,” Lucia said, flicking little glances up at Valeria and away again. “I want to go back inside.”

“Is that so?” the wolf woman murmured, her lips curving into a knowing smile. “As you wish.”

As they walked back into the den, the hush made their footsteps sound louder and louder while Lucia kept turning words over in her head. She knew what she wanted. But she had no idea how to reach for it without making a fool of herself.

“How did you find me?” she asked, and the moment the words left her mouth, she knew she’d chosen wrong. It wasn’t what she wanted to ask at all. A coward’s question.

Valeria didn’t tease her for it. “You came close to my den,” she said. “Closer than you should have in weather like that.” Her gaze held Lucia’s, steady. “You were lucky I found you when I did.”

“I see.” Lucia’s voice came out even smaller than before. She blamed the foolish part of her that had been waiting for some dreamy answer, like “I’ll always find you” or “Nothing will ever take you from me.”

They walked a few more steps.

“You…” Lucia began, trying again. “You haven’t asked why I ran.”

“Fear and the smell of men clung to you,” Valeria said simply. “I could guess the rest.”

It’s only your smell I want on me, the thought flashed just as they reached the cozy warmth where Lucia had woken. Where she had witnessed that.

When Helen arrived did you smell her reason too? Lucia wondered. Did you go straight to that without a word? Did she beg for it at the start? … But if you knew... And if Helen knew of the plot against her before I told her…

“Helen asked for your help?”

“She did.”

“Would you help *me* if I asked?”

“Of course.”

Lucia stopped abruptly and turned sharp enough that the fur slipped on her shoulder.

“Between Helen and me,” she demanded, “who do you prefer?”

Valeria blinked once. “I don’t think like that.”

Lucia’s brows knit. “Are you making fun of me?” she snapped. “If a young maiden asks you that, you’re supposed to say, ‘I prefer you, of course.’ Everyone knows that!”

“I chose you,” Valeria answered.

Lucia’s frown deepened. Chose. As if that settled it, as if Valeria hadn’t chosen Helen too. It wasn’t nearly enough. She yanked at the borrowed furs and let them slide into a soft heap at her feet, leaving her bare in the den’s candlelight.

“You’re saying you don’t prefer this?” she demanded, lifting her chin as she pushed her chest forward to show off her perky breasts. “Those old perverts all wanted a piece of me.”

Valeria remained quiet.

“Why won’t you answer?” Lucia burst out. “So many lords want my womb that they made bids on it until my father sold it for cattle.”

“So it turned out like that after all,” Valeria said softly. She stepped in, and Lucia barely had time to inhale before Valeria gathered her up, arms closing around her.

Lucia shook in her grasp. “I… I hate that you were right. He promised. He promised he wouldn’t do this.” Her hands fisted in Valeria’s furs. “I don’t want that disgusting bastard. I don’t want any of them. I want you. Only you! And you won’t even tell me you like me more than that bastard’s wife!”

“You won’t marry him,” Valeria stated it as fact. “You don’t have to go anywhere you don’t want to go.”

“…Thank you,” Lucia whispered. Such simple words. Such a simple promise. Nobody would make it. Her own family condemned her. Valeria was the only one who ever listened. The only one who ever understood.

Lucia tipped her face up, trembling on her toes as she reached for a kiss.

Their second kiss—as warm as the first, as sweet as the first. But this time she didn’t stop herself. She wanted all of it. She pressed closer and let her tongue move forward, searching for Valeria’s. Last time was just a taste. A tease. She’d dreamt countless nights of this. She touched herself so many times to this image. And when Valeria’s hand slid to her back and held her closer, Lucia exhaled into the kiss with relief and permission as she pressed harder and moved her tongue deeper, parting her lips to devour Valeria’s lips, her tongue, her breath.

When they parted, Valeria stayed close, forehead near hers, breath brushing her mouth. “With your marriage at an end—”

“I don’t want to go back,” Lucia said at once. “I won’t go back! I won’t spend another moment under that roof!” Her voice shook, but it didn’t falter. “And…”

She took Valeria’s hand and placed it beneath her belly. “I told you I want you.”

Valeria’s gaze sharpened. “You know what will happen if we lie together.”

“Yes.” Lucia guided Valeria’s hand even lower, down to where she burned and ached, down to the place that had already belonged to Valeria for many months. Her breath hitched as she shook all over from the first forbidden contact. Those hot, powerful fingers, the ones that held her fate, the ones she gave herself to as she guided them closer and closer to where she wanted them, to where she wanted it.

“When I learned what my father intended,” Lucia whispered, “I thought… I wanted to spite him. But now… when I’m with you… he doesn’t matter. None of them matter. And I want you even more.”

She nudged Valeria’s fingers lower, down where her tingling ache yearned to be satisfied.

“I want you because I want you. All of you. Only you.”

The wolf woman’s answer came in the way her fingers finally moved across Lucia’s wet, aching pussy.

“Ahn—” Lucia breathed out with both pleasure and relief tangling in her gasp as she pushed her hips forward to meet those fingers. She wanted them inside, but the experienced wolf quickly overtook control and bent her body to her will, keeping Lucia right on that devious edge, circling slow, soft, drawing spirals across her needy pussy as she slowly closed in on the spot that made Lucia’s vision blur—the same spot that Lucia had herself circled to climax more times than she could count while whispering Valeria’s name into her pillow.

One of those times had been in this very den, watching Valeria with another woman. And now, with the inevitability burning in her blood, with the knowledge that she too would be beneath this goddess, legs spread and claimed, Lucia moaned even louder as she wrapped her arms around Valeria, and surged in for another kiss as Valeria pleasured her.

Valeria met that kiss with passionate hunger and quickly took all control there too as her tongue was the one to invade Lucia’s mouth this time, just like Lucia had wanted all along. Lucia answered with a soft, helpless sound, pressing her pussy harder into those skilled fingers, rocking against them while already imagining Valeria’s thick, potent cock in the place of those nimble fingers.

In a matter of seconds Lucia could no longer control herself. With Valeria’s hand firm on her slender back, it was all too easy to leap up and wrap her legs around Valeria’s hips, dragging herself even closer, showing in every frantic way she could that she wanted to be one with her—one with her mouth, one with her cock. And her impatient hips moved with desperate need to find the hot, hard thing they craved.




Chapter 5

Lost in kisses and the need for cock, Lucia didn’t pay attention to anything else until Valeria had already lowered her into the soft furs, and Lucia found herself beneath the wolf woman exactly how she’d wanted to be. She slid her hands under Valeria’s layers to feel the wolf woman directly, to feel the heat of her skin against hers, for their hands to touch, for their breasts to touch.

The cleavage she’d sneaked unsubtle peeks at so many times was now within her reach, within her permission to grasp. So soft, Lucia thought as she sank her fingers into those heavy breasts that were so incomparably bigger than hers. She could cup her own perky, yet modest chest with ease. Valeria’s was weight and warmth, her fingers sinking deep into that milky flesh, making her want to grope and squeeze them more and more—to pull them closer to her mouth, to reach up and taste them.

And as if Valeria felt the girl’s need to suck, she undid her coat, broke the kiss, and brought those heavy breasts down toward Lucia’s face.

“Ahn—” Lucia gasped as that pair of heavy flesh dominated her vision, pink, hard nipples drifting close enough that her mouth watered. So huge, Lucia thought with amazement as she laid eyes on those fully exposed breasts for the first time. Fully exposed just for her. Only for her. And it made her desire to suck only grow, as if some hidden, long-suppressed instinct awoke inside her, growing greedy at the promise of other things she might be allowed to put in her mouth in her very near future.

She parted her lips, tongue sliding out as the first nipple brushed into range, and wondered in a dazed flicker how Valeria had guessed her desire so perfectly. Had she earlier started sucking on Valeria’s tongue without realizing? However Valeria kept reading her, Lucia could only be grateful for it. And she prayed the wolf woman would keep reading her every whim perfectly.

And as her tongue reached to that erect nipple, Lucia wanted only one thing: to make love to that nipple, to worship those breasts, and prove herself to Valeria. Prove that she deserved to be with her. Prove that she wanted to be with her more than any other woman ever did or would. Prove that she and Valeria were meant to be.

“Mmnh—” Lucia breathed against the hard nipple as she licked it for the very first time. A tingling shudder rushed through her the moment her tongue made contact, and she instantly closed her lips around that nipple, circling her tongue around it, kissing it, suckling on it, taking it deeper, squeezing both breasts with her hands as she pushed them closer as if she expected milk to spill the instant she did it right.

And as she sucked harder, as she tried to draw more of that soft, milky flesh into her mouth, as her thoughts filled with images of creamy white, that certain, undeniable desire flared within her: the need to suck on something of Valeria’s that would give her the white cream she craved for if she pleased her properly.

Lucia had heard men liked their thing sucked. That they spilled their seed with equal passion whether they were thrusting into a woman’s pussy or into her mouth. Valeria was a woman—warm, kind, understanding, soft—and yet she also had a man’s thing.

Lucia couldn’t stop wondering what would give a being like Valeria more pleasure. She’d never had anyone lick her own pussy or her own breasts, so she could only guess what it felt like to have another woman lick there. Surely it would feel wonderful if even simple fingers felt great. But if Valeria carried a cock too… surely she wanted it worshipped as well.

The thought hit so fast and sharp that it made Lucia’s thighs clench. And she gave in to the fantasy – already envisioning herself sucking Valeria’s cock while she serviced her breasts, imagining that thick shape where her tongue swirled around a hard nipple. She’d only get one chance to prove her love, so she knew she had to do it well.

What if I do a poor job and she rejects me? Fear crept into Lucia’s chest. I can’t allow that to happen! I won’t allow it! Lucia swallowed hard as her throat rebelled against the fear, doubling her efforts as she let out a needy sound and sucked deeper, pressing into Valeria’s breasts so much that they enveloped her face to the point of nearly smothering her.

Lucia didn’t pull back. She embraced the suffocating weight like a promise. Like practice. She felt that more would come, and she was ready for it. No one else wants her as much as I do. No one!

“Khoukh—” Lucia coughed when she got carried away and ended up choking on her own spit.

A soft chuckle brushed the air above her. “Oh my,” Valeria murmured. “What a hungry thing.”

Lucia blinked up from beneath that warm, heavy flesh, relief flooding her when she saw the affection in Valeria’s smile—along with something sharper burning behind her star-lit eyes.

She wants me!

And wanting her too, Lucia swallowed, breathless. “I want to… I want your—” Her voice shook. “I want you!”

Valeria’s smile turned knowing. She rose just enough to give Lucia air before letting the rest of her furs slide off her body, baring herself in the candlelight.

Lucia went still as she stared at Valeria’s form in all its glory.

A woman, beyond any doubt: black hair spilling far and wide along her back, big wolf ears crowning her head, an hourglass figure of such breathtaking proportions that Lucia had no doubt she lay beneath a goddess. A goddess with both the grace and power of a wild thing.

When Lucia’s breasts had first grown, it had taken her weeks to get used to their weight, to the way they bounced when she ran down stairs, the way they tugged at fabric. She couldn’t even imagine what it must feel like to carry that—those huge, heavy breasts that had smothered her moments ago. And yet, despite their colossal weight, they did not even threaten to sag in the way Lucia would have expected. They sat proud and full, as if Valeria’s body refused to obey anything but its own rules.

Stranger still was her waist—shockingly narrow beneath such lavish hips and chest, sculpted like something made by magic, willing both fat and muscle to go where they would drive all men wild with lust, and women mad with envy.

And Lucia was now both envious and wild.

She wanted to touch and kiss every inch of that god-like body. To worship her with the mouth that still felt the heat of her breasts. And as her gaze drifted lower—over Valeria’s stomach, down the soft, inviting lines of her thighs—it fell caught inevitably on the place between those thighs, where the last of the furs slipped away and revealed what had been promised all along.

Lucia’s mouth fell agape.

She had noticed the intimidating shape before. She’d felt it through cloth. After all, they’d spoke before about what it would mean for Lucia to lie with the futanari wolf woman. But seeing it unveiled, standing hard and throbbing right in front of her—for her—was unlike anything Lucia could have imagined.

Lucia stared at it for countless long, stupid seconds, her mind so captivated by it that it took her far too long to properly process that it did in fact stood erect, pointing straight at her open mouth. It took her even longer still to decide whether to close her mouth and hide in shame like any decent girl should, or to move toward that throbbing shape, bringing her open mouth to the object of her desires.

She knew her decision from the start. The only question that now remained inside that cock-craving brain of hers was how long it was proper to pretend to be a better girl than she was before she lunged toward that hard, thick thing like some tavern whore and wrapped her lips around what she wanted.

But even in her staring, her body knew the answer. Her body already leaned toward it, inching closer. All the while, she did not break her gaze even once from it, her mind completely consumed by it. She wanted to touch it, to study it, to marvel at it, to feel its size in her hands. The closer her trembling fingers came, the more convinced she was that she wouldn’t even be able to wrap them around the thick shaft.

And then, just before she touched it, she stopped.

It was the very first time Lucia would touch cock, Valeria’s cock, the most important first contact. If she were to do it right, there was only one option—it had to be her salivating mouth.

“Haah,” she breathed, excitement and nerves tangling as her lips inched closer. Closer...

Do I take it in my mouth straight away? Do I lick it first? Lucia wondered as her lips hovered so near that she could feel the heat radiating from the swollen head. And then she remembered Valeria’s mouth, the first time their lips connected, and the answer became obvious. She parted her lips ever so slightly and pressed a gentle, loving kiss to the tip of Valeria’s cock.

“What a lovely gesture,” Valeria purred, fingers slowly sliding into Lucia’s hair.

“Mmhaah,” Lucia let the sound spill out of her as she leaned into that touch, light shivers skittering down to her neck as she kissed that tip again, deeper this time, lips gliding over the warm, pulsing shape. Valeria’s hand in her hair brought back the memory of the first time she let her tongue wander. And reliving that kiss, Lucia let her tongue wander again as she parted her lips further, wetting that hot, pulsing shape with slow, hungry licks, tasting it, making love to it in the way it deserved.

“Ghkoohk?!” Lucia choked and pulled back when that hard shape pressed against her tongue deeper than she’d expected.

“Just take it slow,” Valeria said softly. “There’s no need to rush.”

Those gentle words, spoken in such a soothing voice, were like a key turning open the final lock in Lucia’s mind.

She surged right back to that cock, eager to do exactly the opposite—to show that she did not need to take it slow, that she did not want to take it slow—to worship Valeria’s mighty cock with reckless abandon, to give herself fully to the blaze it had lit inside her, and take that cock exactly how her female need demanded.

She wrapped her lips around the tip again, tongue sliding forth, moving faster, exploring every angle. A little forward, a little back, and before she knew it, Lucia was already bobbing her head along that mushroom crown. And with her mouth already running wild, Lucia finally let her hands loose as she tried to wrap her fingers around the thick shaft, feeling its veiny shape, massaging it as if her body knew what to do before her mind could catch up.

She couldn’t even tell why she moved her fingers the way she moved them, as if some deeper instinct had taken the reins.

And as her lips parted wider, as she took that shape deeper into her mouth, she started working Valeria’s length with both hands, with vivid images flashing through her: Valeria inside her, filling her, Lucia moaning as she rode that cock, bouncing up and down as it filled her pussy just like it filled her mouth right now.

“Hmwhaah~!” Lucia grew more heated, hips shifting as her mind raced, imagining riding the futa wolf at a wild pace, stroking her with the same speed she wanted to be thrust into.

The ache between her thighs became unbearable. No matter how she squirmed, no matter how she rubbed her thighs together for relief, it was an itch she couldn’t scratch. There was only one thing that could alleviate her need now. And that thing was in her mouth.

“Mhwnah!” Lucia bobbed her head, sucking like she wanted to be fucked, pleasuring that cock with mouth and hands, begging it to pleasure her in return.

She wanted to envelop it in the warmth of her needy pussy, envelop it with her love, stimulate every inch of it at once, and fill herself with it completely to keep it snug and hot as she rode, coaxing out that potent seed that would gift her what they both desired.

“Ah, what a wonderful mouth,” Valeria moaned as she lazily enjoyed Lucia’s loving service, the wolf’s praise spurring Lucia to keep going, taking that cock until its head hit the back of her throat and she choked again.

“Khuh—!?” She sputtered, pulling back, breath catching as spit rolled down her lips. But she only paused long enough to catch a single breath before she tried again, opening her jaw wider—

—only to gag again, harder, forcing her to let Valeria’s cock slip free from her lips.

“Oh, don’t force it,” Valeria murmured, brushing Lucia’s cheek and tipping her face up. “You’re already performing splendidly.”

Lucia looked deep into the eyes of the woman whose cock she made love to. And the tenderness within that knowing gaze there made Luicia want her even more.

“I want you inside me,” Lucia said, voice rough from her first gagging but strong with conviction, as she stroked Valeria’s shaft, thin strands of spit shining down her chin.

Valeria smiled, letting her gaze briefly dip to Lucia’s hips, which still squirmed with that uncontrollable, unquenchable need. She then looked back at her face and brushed Lucia’s cheek, sliding her thumb across her lips, watching Lucia part those lips for her to suck on that teasing thumb the way she’d been sucking her cock.

“I see that,” Valeria murmured.

Then her voice dipped lower. “Let me return the favor first,” she said and moved down to return the love to the lips that loved her cock so much, bringing her mouth to Lucia’s.




Chapter 6

“Ahn!” Lucia melted into those kisses with elation in her very soul. She’d heard women speak of cocks like they were something shameful, something dirty, and to feel such deep, hungry, loving kisses from Valeria after she’d serviced her cock, it made Lucia want to please Valeria even more.

But she didn’t get the chance.

Without breaking the kiss, Valeria picked her up, lifting her soul along with her body, then laid her back into the furs until she was above Lucia again. But this time, instead of moving up and burying Lucia’s face in her heavy tits again, Valeria slid lower.

“Ahn,” Lucia breathed, nerves fluttering. For a heartbeat, she thought Valeria meant to return the favor and taste her breasts. Lucia suddenly realized how much she wanted that, to feel the pleasure of an experienced woman's mouth, to compare and see if she had done a good job earlier, though she hardly could imagine their skills being comparable. She wanted to learn, to enjoy, to—

“Hnh!” Lucia jolted as a wet tongue flicked her nipple. Once. Then again. Then slow circles, widening, spiraling away from tingling peak, down the soft slope, into the valley between her breasts.

Lucia’s breath turned unsteady as she shut her eyes and followed that hot, wet tongue with her mind, helplessly tracking every wet stroke as it kept moving lower across her needy flesh, steadily tracing a path toward her belly.

Lucia’s mind raced ahead, already aching for where that tongue was headed, only for Valeria’s hands to steal her focus as she cupped Lucia’s breasts, gently squeezing, fingers teasing both nipples, as if to distract her from the tongue that now closed in on her navel, circling it in lazy, yet narrowing circles.

Lucia moaned for the moment those circles would close on her navel, for Valeria’s tongue to pounce on her belly that wanted to be devoured by the wolf. But at the very last second, just as it was a breath away, Valeria denied her, slipping lower instead, over her abdomen, down to where Lucia used to dream of feeling her.

“Haaah?!” Lucia gasped when she understood the true destination of Valeria’s tongue. No way, she thought, realizing this had been Valeria’s intent all along when she promised to “return the favor.”

Valeria’s fingers pinched and rolled her nipples, assaulting her body from two fronts, making Lucia twist beneath her, making her body move to Valeria’s commands, the wolf woman knowing exactly where and how to touch her to contort her body as if she were nothing but a puppet beneath her strings. Another twist. Another jolt. And Lucia found herself pushing her hips up toward Valeria’s approaching tongue.

Valeria’s tongue traced a wet path through the soft roots of Lucia’s shaved hair, electrifying her skin inch by inch as it approached her clit. And just as Lucia braced for the inevitable, Valeria swerved away at the last moment, licking the juices off Lucia’s inner thigh instead.

“Hhnnh…” Lucia whimpered in helpless torment, squirming from both overstimulation and denial as the wolf feasted on the wet mess Lucia had smeared there back when she squirmed in heated passion while sucking Valeria’s cock, while imagining getting fucked by it until she could barely think.

“P-please!” Lucia breathed, and she didn’t even know what she was begging for. Faster? Slower? More? For Valeria to finally lick the clit that ached for the tongue that seemed determined to lick every inch of her except for her pussy?

She even tried angling her hips toward that slippery tongue, chasing it, trying to force it where she needed it, but a pinch and a twist of her nipples made her body jerk away, Valeria effortlessly and decisively demonstrating her absolute control over Lucia’s body.

“I beg you!” Lucia cried out, her mind ripping from denial.

“Yes?” Valeria asked with a soft chuckle in her voice as she placed kisses all around Lucia’s pussy. Gentle, taunting pecks that teased a kiss on her pussy lips every time, drifting a hair closer to her wet opening… only to drift away again.

“I beg you! Kiss me there!” Lucia pleaded desperately, voice breaking, and Valeria answered her direct plea in an instant, mouth closing over Lucia’s clit, lips wrapping it directly.

“Oahhn!!” Lucia arched hard, back bowing off the furs as her mind tore open on the sudden sensation. One touch—one perfect, merciless kiss—and she came. Her fingers clawed into the furs beneath her, her body trying both to flee the stimulation and push into it at the same time, hips bucking, thighs trembling. A sudden, unexpected eruption that should have faded as fast as it arrived. It should have been brief. It should have.

Valeria drove that storm ripping through Lucia’s body with practiced ease—softly teasing Lucia’s clit just firmly enough to never let the pleasure cease, but just softly enough that it never tipped into something unbearable. She held Lucia suspended in that impossible perpetual state of near and post orgasm simultaneously, each second tricking Lucia into thinking it was finally over, while also as if it had not even truly begun, both sensations escalating until Lucia could think of nothing but the pleasure ripping through her.

And just when she thought she could take no more of this, the storm within her began to ebb.

Feeling Lucia at her limit, Valeria gently guided her to the other side of tormented ecstasy, slowing her pace, but never quite stopping. Her tongue barely brushed the girl’s clit now, guiding her with ghost-soft touches while her hands smoothed down Lucia’s back, her hips, her thighs, massaging the tension out of her muscles, soothing her through the tremors while she softly kissed Lucia’s trembling pussy lips in slow, tender presses, moving her from mind-melting orgasms into a loving massage that made Lucia purr.

With just her tongue, Lucia thought hazily, her mind finally steady enough to again be capable of forming some semblance of half-coherent thoughts. After the storm of ceaseless orgasms, this new pleasure felt like sinking into an endless field of sun-warmed summer grass, breeze washing over bare skin, blowing all the troubles of the world away and lifting her soul feather-light until she couldn’t imagine feeling fear ever again.

She wanted to remain like this forever, lying in effortless bliss with Valeria beside her, looking into each other’s eyes, hands wandering and meeting over the curve of Lucia’s pregnant belly.

“Ah!” Lucia moaned when the vivid image struck so cleanly that she almost felt a kick in her stomach, reminding her of the one thing she still needed to make that dream real, just as her mind calmed enough to crave again, just as she felt something of Valeria’s slip inside her for the very first time.

“O-ahn!” Lucia moaned as her body turned again, forever obedient to Valeria’s touch, and tensed up when Valeria entered her—slowly, shallowly, carefully—a single finger, easing in with maddening gentleness, helped by those soft kisses that kept building new little waves of pleasure as the finger pressed deeper.

Inside me. She’s inside me! Lucia repeated it like a spell as her hips lifted to meet Valeria’s finger. Fear flashed first, and almost immediately, it became already not nearly enough. She had sucked Valeria, she came from Valeria, now she felt Valeria inside, and from the fresh memory of that thick cock pressing against the back of her tongue, Lucia knew that Valeria’s cock offered far more than that single finger could ever give.

“Hhn!” Lucia jolted again when a second finger joined the first, sliding in slowly, then moving. Out. In. First thrusts. Picking up pace. The wolf kept licking her while she fucked her with her hand, building a rhythm Lucia began to love, rocking into it, learning it, training her hips as if her body already knew what the real thing would demand.

“I need it,” Lucia breathed, rocking harder, fucking her pussy against Valeria’s fingers, moaning for the real thing. “Ah, I need you inside me!”

And when she finally looked down at the wolf who’d been eating her all this time, she saw a smile that was both knowing and claiming. A wolf staring down its willing prey. And Lucia wanted to be claimed by this predator. She saw it in her eyes—that she’d already given herself to the wolf, that there was no escape now. She was going to get fucked, and her pussy was going to be filled with cock and cum.

“Please, claim me!” Lucia breathed out as her need to get claimed and dominated without mercy grew utterly unbearable.

With a grin of an animal before a feast, Valeria rose from between Lucia’s thighs, drawing her fingers out of Lucia’s tight, trembling pussy and bringing forth something far thicker to replace them. The mere brush of it against Lucia’s drenched lips made the girl shake all over.

Her body tried to pull away on reflex from the object that appeared far too big for her to handle, but Valeria locked her in place with a single hand and leaned in for a swift, assuring kiss, their tongues tangling once more. And as Lucia kissed her back, uniting their breath, Valeria pushed inside.

“Mmm!” Lucia moaned into Valeria’s mouth, tasting her own juices on her tongue, taking all the wolf woman offered and swallowing it greedily while that thick tip parted her for the first time, slowly, decisively claiming her virgin pussy as its own.

“Yes,” Lucia breathed against Valeria’s lips, accepting both tongue and cock as she rolled her hips forward to meet that first brutal fullness. The momentary reflex in her body burned away under heat and want, and she found herself rocking on the first inch inside her, all senses narrowed to one thing—the slow intrusion of loving cock into her trembling pussy, a movement that could only ever lead to one conclusion.

Amazing! Lucia kissed Valeria harder, grabbing at her shoulders, clawing at her back as the wolf woman pushed deeper into her. Just the tip, and Lucia could already barely take it. The girth was impossibly thick for her tight hole. And yet with each small push inside, it only made Lucia crave to be filled even more. Deeper. Faster. They both found a rocking rhythm together, a steady, patient roll that eased Valeria’s cock inside, bit by bit, inch by inch, filling her more as it moved through her, each time a little deeper than before.

Lucia had expected pain. She’d heard the stories—how many women found nothing but discomfort in their first time. Were they lying? Lucia wondered. Were the men at fault? Was it because those women were given to someone they did not care for? Or was it the uncaring selfishness of the men? Or lack of skill?

She pitied them.

What little brief stings she felt were swallowed whole by the pleasure of finally being one with the only person she’d ever wanted to be with. Her body was already primed, she’d already climaxed on Valeria’s tongue, already explored her cock with her mouth, already felt those fingers inside her, and begged for more. Her pussy was too wet, too eager, and too ready for Valeria to ever stop at the fear of pain.

Even if it had hurt briefly, Lucia knew she would endure it. To finally be with Valeria. To finally be Valeria’s. But there was no pain to speak of, only elated rapture as Valeria sank deeper and deeper. Lucia clung to her back and wrapped her legs around Valeria’s hips, welcoming her in, urging her in, moaning and rocking beneath her as she begged with every fiber of her being for Valeria to drive into her until she hit her womb.

Deeper! Lucia pleaded it half-silently through their kisses. Her mouth and hands knew how enormous Valeria’s cock truly was. She couldn’t imagine that cock fitting anywhere, couldn’t imagine it fitting in her. And yet she wanted, she needed every inch of it inside herself. Even as Valeria picked up her pace, Lucia picked hers up more. And as her hunger twisted into something fiercer, she started chasing not only the pleasure, but the edge of pain as well.

If there’s only pleasure, that means she’s not deep enough. That was Lucia’s reasoning. And that wouldn’t do. She had no intention of coming second to anyone. She loved Valeria, unlike those other women. She wanted Valeria deeper than they could ever take her. And she would take her deeper, no matter what it took.

She winced when Valeria struck a spot deep inside her. And the sting brought relief so sharp it made her gasp. Finally, she’s going deeper, Lucia thought, cheering on her lover to use her more. That was her first truly deep thrust, and Lucia would not be satisfied until she felt that thrust so deep it bulged her out.

“Use me more,” Lucia begged as she looked straight into Valeria’s eyes. “I want you deep. Ah! I need you deep,” she proclaimed her desires as she tried to drive her hips down onto that thick, brutal fullness, trying to take control of the depth.

But she was too weak to drive herself fully onto that cock by her own power. Her arms were too skinny, her hips were too inexperienced. Her strength was nothing against Valeria’s weight and power. Only Valeria could fuck her hard enough to buckle her. And that was exactly what Lucia wanted.

“Don’t be gentle,” she pleaded, nails digging into Valeria’s skin as an invitation to be rougher in response. She already knew Valeria could be tender. She’d already tasted that softness. She knew she loved her. But now, she did not want to be treated like a princess.

She kissed Valeria again, teeth catching her lip. “Fuck me!” Lucia breathed low, dragging her nails down Valeria’s back.

And the wolf replied.

Valeria seized her by the roots of her hair and yanked her head back, baring her throat, and bit down into the exposed skin of Lucia’s neck.

“Oahhn!!” Lucia cried out as the bite into her vulnerable neck sent a shock of heat through her just as Valeria slammed into her, a harsh thrust that drove so deep Lucia saw stars.

“Oh, yes!” Lucia moaned, clawing harder at Valeria’s back while her brain struggled to process the mixed signals sent to it in unison—the wet tongue and soft lips making love to her in the very same spot where the sharp, dangerous fangs had claimed her throat. It was a reminder carved into her skin: how vulnerable she was. How completely at Valeria’s mercy she was.

One bite was followed by another, and the second slam drove deeper than the first, forcing a reflexive recoil as her body balked at the depth it hadn’t learned to take yet. Lucia didn’t want to resist. She tried to meet the thrusts with her hips, tried to push into them, but her movement was nothing beneath the might of the futa wolf above her.




Chapter 7

“So the little princess wants to be fucked like a tavern whore?” Valeria breathed against her ear, teeth and lips climbing up Lucia’s neck.

“Oh, yes,” Lucia moaned, craving to be used like a whore, craving it so hard it made her dizzy. Why not? Her father had tried to sell her like a whore anyway. Why shouldn’t she be used like one—by someone she chose?

“I’m your whore,” Lucia gasped as Valeria nipped at her ear.

“Act like one, then,” Valeria commanded as she shrugged off Lucia’s cling, pulled out, and flipped her onto her stomach in one seamless motion.

“Whores don’t embrace their buyer like lovers,” Valeria said, and her palm cracked against Lucia’s ass. “They present their hips and beg to be filled.”

Lucia obeyed instantly, raising her hips high into the air, cheeks burning from the slap as she shook her ass and searched for Valeria’s cock. The emptiness without that cock inside her felt unbearable.

“Please, fill me,” she whimpered, rubbing herself back, trying to find the thick heat again.

Another slap.

“Louder.”

“Please fill me!” Lucia cried.

One more slap.

“Fill what?”

“My…” Lucia sucked in a breath, cheeks stinging, “My pussy.”

Yet another slap.

Both her cheeks burned now, and she bit down on her finger, yet her hips rocked harder, now moving toward Valeria’s hand rather than her cock, craving that commanding pain as much as pleasure. Why did getting slapped feel so good? Lucia couldn’t answer that. Yet something deep within her craved this mix of submissive pain and pleasure, craved to be taken, craved to be fucked.

“Fill my horny pussy, please,” Lucia begged with all her heart, throwing away all shame and decency as she finally found Valeria’s cock and started rubbing her wet lips against it, desperate to push herself onto it, desperate to fuck herself on it if she had to, though she didn’t dare to do so without Valeria’s permission.

“What a bad girl,” Valeria murmured as she caressed that red, burning mark on Lucia’s ass, soothing it before squeezing hard on Lucia’s plump cheek, toying with what was hers.

“Yes,” Lucia confessed, the word resonating all the way through her. She was a bad girl. She disobeyed. She ran. She stole. She nearly killed her future husband.

Was it any wonder her body craved the much-deserved punishment like this? Was it any wonder her soul craved to be put in her place beneath a worthy cock? To have her womb inseminated as her father wanted?

“But as bad as you are, you’re not a whore,” Valeria said quietly, pressing her erect cock just hard enough against Lucia to stroke her clit and give that tiny bit more pleasure and to reward Lucia for rubbing her wet pussy all over her cock.

“I’m not…?” Lucia breathed, her hips pausing for that briefest moment.

“No.” Valeria’s voice went rough. “You’re a slut.”

And she drove in.

“Oahhn! Yesss!!” Lucia cried as the thrust punched into her, welcoming the harsh slam with relief as its force shoved her hips into the fur beneath them while Valeria pinned her from above, hands gripping her hips and fucking her hard from behind.

“Lord Harren’s daughter is an utterly cock-crazed slut,” Valeria said into Lucia’s ear, the words cruel and deliberate, meant to brand her.

“Yes—ohhh, yes she is,” Lucia moaned, driving back to meet the thrusts while her ear tingled from Valeria’s hot breath despite the degradation.

All of it made so much sense. Of course, she wasn’t a whore—whores at least got paid. But when her father sold her, he was the one taking the coin. She was the one expected to simply spread her legs and breed for a man she despised. And she was expected to love it.

Lucia knew that as a “good girl,” obedience wouldn’t make her a whore. But abandoning her duty and running away for nothing but a better cock, for nothing but pleasure and cum… That was a slut’s choice.

“A slut…” Lucia uttered in between moans, somehow getting only hornier from the thought that she ran away for cock and cock alone. “Ah, a complete slut!”

Valeria leaned in, lips at her ear. “Not just any slut—my slut,” she purred as she drove in hard, kissing Lucia’s womb.

“Yours!” Lucia cried, clutching at the word as her pussy clenched lovingly around Valeria’s cock.

“A slut who loved to suck my cock,” Valeria reminded.

“I did,” Lucia confessed, licking her lips, eyes glassy.

“A slut who’d eagerly suck my cock straight from her pussy,” Valeria whispered, fingers tracing Lucia’s spit-smeared jaw before she pushed two fingers into Lucia’s mouth.

“Oh, I would,” Lucia moaned, sealing her lips around those fingers and sucking greedily, imagining choking on Valeria’s cock again just as that very same cock was stretching her pussy to slam even deeper into her.

“Prove it, then,” Valeria commanded.

In one smooth motion, she pulled out both fingers and cock, leaving Lucia achingly empty as Valeria rose above her.

“Yes,” Lucia blurted, scrambling up, nearly falling over before she found her knees. Only then did she notice how weak she was, arms trembling, thighs shaking from the fucking she’d taken, and how utterly dependent she was on Valeria’s strength even for such simple things as copulating until she was inseminated.

But the need to obey her was stronger than any trembling, stronger than the long-lost memory of any semblance of dignity. That all-consuming urge to follow this cock-wielding, godlike woman’s commands was only matched by Lucia’s own hunger to taste a cock that had her own pussy juice glistening all over it… and that hunger would always drag her back to her knees, even if she was too fucked to think straight.

“Ahn~!” Lucia opened wide as she reached mouth-first for Valeria’s cock, craving it back in her mouth, craving to prove the truth of her resolve as she swallowed it whole before her hands could even rise to help.

That is, she wished she could swallow it whole. Her abilities, however, still proved lacking.

“Ggghhulkh!” Lucia gagged violently, and her stomach jumped when, in her eagerness, she took Valeria’s lubed cock all the way to the far back of her mouth, managing to even take it a little down her throat before her body’s natural reflexes snapped in and forced her to recoil against her deepest wishes.

But where her ability faltered, her determination didn’t.

Having somewhat managed to rein in her body’s first reflex under control, Lucia could now taste her own love juices coating that cock, reminding her how much she wanted it, how much her body needed it, even if it pretended to rebel. And it gave her the strength to keep going.

With tears welling in her eyes as she choked and coughed, Lucia never wished for anything more than to do away with those meddling reflexes, rip them out by the root and be done with them forever, just so she could finally take Valeria’s cock in its entirety in at least one of her holes.

And so, determined to overcome her body’s limitations no matter what it took, she tried again, swallowing desperately as she pushed forward, through the stomach-jumping resistance, forcing her throat open for that thick head, only to be denied her prize again and again.

“There is no greater proof of a girl being a cock-loving slut,” Valeria said, watching her from above with open amusement, “than her trying to swallow a fat cock even when her body says no.” Her gaze burned as she looked down at Lucia’s fervent attempts. “I can’t recall the last time I saw a girl try to take all of me quite so desperately.”

She said it!! Lucia’s eyes went wide—and so did her throat—as her affirmation-starved mind processed what she’d just heard.

She praised me! She said I’m better! Better than all those other women! Lucia almost leapt for joy, surging again with a reckless, delighted ache, hands stroking, mouth opening, pulling Valeria’s cock toward her opening throat.

We’re truly meant to be together! Lucia thought, gagging as she opened wider for that filling girth. I’m the one for her! The only one—

Her thoughts cut off.

Valeria’s cock drove deep down her throat in a sudden, smooth invasion until Valeria’s heavy balls slapped against her chin, and all of Lucia’s senses zeroed in on that one stuffed, bulged spot where her throat got stretched open only to be filled and plugged shut.

“Kkh—” only a thin, involuntary sound escaped from the throat that was now stretched tight around Valeria’s cock as Lucia locked eyes with the woman whose cock was now fully inside her, watching her reaction to what she’d just accomplished.

“What a bad girl,” Valeria murmured.

The words made Lucia moan into the cock inside her. Her fingers trembled, and she couldn’t help but touch her own neck. The sensation shocked her, feeling the tactile proof of what she’d done at her fingertips: her once delicate, slender neck now bulging hard, straining at the hot, thick girth swelling it, proving just how truly deep Valeria’s cock reached.

Amazing! Lucia’s pussy clenched, tingling, as she slowly traced the length of Valeria’s cock through the bulge of her neck from her jaw down toward her collarbone. She felt it so clearly—from the inside with her throat and the outside with her fingers—the pulsing shape she’d let inside her desired body, taking it deep, so deep—doing what no other woman could.

That cock in her throat was proof that Valeria was hers as much as Lucia was Valeria’s. And determined to prove to both Valeria and herself that this was no mere fluke, Lucia looked straight into the futa wolf’s eyes… and began to move.

Schlhoooohk.

Lucia’s youthful throat made a debauched, wet sound, wholly unbecoming of a “good lord’s” good girl.

But her father wasn’t a good lord.

So she had no reason to be a good girl.

She pulled back slowly, getting off on listening to the obscene drag of Valeria’s cock through her throat, stopping only when she felt the head of that cock at the tip of her tongue. She circled it with slow devotion, tasting what had just bulged out her neck, and then pushed forward again, returning Valeria’s cock right where it belonged—into the throat-pussy that was Valeria’s to enjoy however she pleased.

Schlogh, shlorp, schlogh.

The sounds of a maiden willingly violating her own throat with a futa’s cock filled the wolf woman’s den. It took only seconds before Lucia’s fingers found her pussy, and she started fingering herself as she fucked her own throat, eyes up, watching the woman she submitted to. The eyes that saw straight through her slutty soul. The heavy breasts that swayed ever so slightly with her obscene rhythm. The wide hips that she so desperately ached to see moving once more.

Lucia quickly realized there was only one way for a horny girl to truly enjoy the utter submission to her chosen cock. The only way she wanted to be claimed.

“Phleash—fhuck me,” Lucia slobbered around the cock in her mouth, her voice ruined, her soul craving to surrender the last shred of control.

After Valeria’s cock had reshaped her pussy, Lucia’s fingers felt laughably inadequate by comparison. She needed to be fucked. She pulled her hand away from the heat of her ever-needy lips and reached instead for Valeria—both hands sliding behind those thick thighs, nudging them forward, begging them toward her mouth, begging them to use her the way she wanted.

Desperate beyond reason, Lucia took Valeria’s hand and guided it to the back of her head, submitting to something she’d never even imagined herself asking for.

Neither could she imagine how she could have looked from Valeria’s vantage point. She didn’t know if she looked foolish, if she looked inexperienced, if she looked like a blossoming slut discovering her love of cock and need for dominance. She only knew what she needed, and she held Valeria’s gaze, hoping that the wolf would see her pure need, begging for Valeria’s claim with every fiber of her being as she pushed herself down on that majestic cock through Valeria’s hand, egging her on to take over.

Lucia almost came the moment she felt the wolf’s strength take over.




Chapter 8

“Ggghhhlhkr~!!” Lucia’s eyes bulged as that confident, steady grip drove her all the way down, to the very root of Valeria’s cock.

The difference was insurmountable.

She felt it in the way she was held there, locked in place, unable to move even if she wanted to. She felt it in the way her nostrils pressed into Valeria’s skin, breath stolen as her nose was buried. She felt it in the way Valeria’s cock stretched her throat far deeper than Lucia had managed by her own desperate effort.

Valeria grinned, fingers catching Lucia’s cheek and tugging it. It was as playful as it was possessive, as if she were teasing a naughty pup. “You like this more?”

“Mm-hmm,” Lucia tried to moan in affirmation, to nod eagerly, barely managing anything more than a useless little bob with her head pinned at the only angle that allowed Valeria’s cock to claim her so utterly.

“And yet,” Valeria purred, “you still want more.”

Yes—yes!!! Lucia wanted to cry out that word, but again could only manage muffled, feral noises while her pussy leaked to be used.

“What a hopeless slut I’ve found,” Valeria murmured as she pulled Lucia’s face off her cock, only to drive her straight back down—then up, and down again. Up and down, again and again, picking up speed over a few thrusts until she was fucking Lucia’s face like a pussy.

Lucia screamed it inwardly as her throat answered with wet, messy sounds of misuse and depravity, gagging and choking while her body clenched in a helpless climax from getting her face fucked as if she was less than a tavern whore.

And yet it felt so right.

Begging for it and getting it—getting her throat and face used exactly as she’d asked—it was the purest bliss. Lucia could barely believe it. Her eyes watered, her hands scrabbled uselessly at Valeria’s thighs, and still she met the thrusts with eager swallows, only getting greedier with every brutal plunge.

She knew she’d made the right call to relinquish all control and pass it all to Valeria. But how did she even know to ask? She’d never even dreamed of such an act. Yet somehow she knew to guide Valeria’s hands; she knew the pure, mind-cleansing bliss it would bring.

What kind of instinct was this?

As Lucia gagged, choked, and came all at once, moaning for Valeria to keep going, she could only think—dazed and half-ruined—that the submissive urge to be used in exchange for mind-melting pleasure was deep-rooted within every girl, whether she was aware of it or not.

“Only a true slut loves to have her face fucked like that by a futa’s giant cock,” Valeria said, grin sharp as she drove the words down Lucia’s throat just as surely as she drove the cock.

“Mmhmm,” Lucia managed, trembling with agreement, because Valeria was right. About her. About everything. The wisest woman in the world—and she was letting Lucia be the one to enjoy her, to worship that thick, dominating cock.

Not satisfied with a mere mumble, Valeria stopped just long enough to pull Lucia’s soaked, fucked mouth off her cock and state it like a verdict:

“You love to be fucked like a slut.”

“Haaah~ I do,” Lucia gasped, sucking for air with bubbles of spit clinging all over her mouth. She barely got two rough breaths in before her throat was blessed with a futa cock once more.

“You are my slut,” Valeria proclaimed, giving Lucia just enough time to spit out the obvious answer.

“I’m your slut—ah—” Lucia barely managed before she was plugged again, and she couldn’t stop herself from letting both hands slip between her thighs to rub herself off and finger her pussy to spike the high of her mind-wiping pleasure until she went hazy with it.

“And you will only ever spread your legs for me.”

“Ohn! Only for you,” Lucia moaned, tongue reaching out eagerly, trying to pull that cock faster back where it belonged, her aching clit needing that futa cock down her throat—needing that filling roughness—to tip her over again.

“Good,” Valeria grinned.

And she gave Lucia the reward she craved—fucking her face until Lucia’s body started shaking in another eye-rolling orgasm, her vibrating throat massaging the length of Valeria’s futa cock.

“Ohhh… that’s nice,” Valeria groaned, the pleasure of Lucia’s trembling throat bringing her closer to an orgasm of her own. She held Lucia there for a beat, letting her feel every throb. “Want a little taste of what you’ve worked for?”

“Mhmhmmm!!” Lucia’s eyes snapped wide open, like she’d woken from the mid-orgasm haze upon hearing those words. She knew instantly what the wolf meant. A taste of her reward. The fertile seed meant to inseminate a willing, eager womb—taken in her mouth instead. It was something Lucia had never even thought to want, and now it was the thing she wanted most.

Her cheeks hollowed almost on their own as she started sucking deep, begging without words, egging Valeria’s cock on with frantic devotion to give her that potent futa seed. The seed that would shame all men. The seed any woman would crave above her husband’s.

“Very well,” Valeria murmured.

She started to bob Lucia’s head along her shaft at a particular pace, as if she were showing off her impeccable control. And in seconds, Lucia felt that cock swell harder inside her throat, pulse tightening with a singular purpose. Then, just as Lucia felt that hard-earned seed rush through the length of Valeria’s cock, the wolf woman unceremoniously pulled out just in time to shoot her first rope across the maiden’s messy, sweaty, fucked face.

“Aahhhn!” Lucia’s elated gasp for air was punctuated by the first hot splash across her face, thick and warm, streaking her cheek and lips.

And as her lungs opened and she dragged in a desperate breath to refill her body with fresh oxygen, she caught the salty, musky, raw scent she’d never felt before. And it was made all the more potent by a second shot that painted her tongue white and coated her taste buds in a creamy heat that made her shiver.

“Hhulp—” Lucia swallowed what landed on her tongue as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Her mouth closed for just the briefest moment when Valeria’s cock jerked again, another rope splashing across Lucia, painting her from chin to forehead. Lucia didn’t even flinch—she opened her mouth wider, tongue out, asking for more like a starving thing.

As she swallowed another thick rope, tingling from joy, Lucia couldn’t quite understand this new feeling. She had never tasted seed before, and it was unlike anything she’d ever felt. And yet her body welcomed that texture as if it were the one nutrient she’d missed her whole life. The texture, the heat, the way it slid down her throat.

And as Valeria filled her mouth with more of that hot stuff, Lucia’s confusion grew—not from the fact that she liked it, but from amazement at how she was able to last so long without the taste of cum coating her tongue and the pleasant tingling of it warming her belly.

Lucia fell so in love with it, swallowing all that Valeria blessed her with, that she couldn’t even wait for Valeria to finish spilling into her mouth. She opened wider and surged forward, taking that still-pulsing cock back into her cum-smeared mouth, sucking it deeper as Valeria filled her with hotness once more, until she took Valeria’s pulsing cock down her throat and felt it pulse directly against the tight ring of her bulging neck.

A wet gurgle escaped her as bliss shuddered through her. Her fingers found her pussy again on pure instinct, resuming rubbing herself off while Valeria fed her—potent seed pouring down her throat, straight into her stomach.

“Oh, you are a gift,” Valeria gasped, giving in to the orgasmic pleasure of Lucia’s eager throat.

The praise spurred Lucia on. She throated her harder, deeper, getting off on the way Valeria’s cock twitched in her mouth, on the way the cum kept coming, on the filthy certainty that her tight throat had won against all others.

“To think that those ignorant fools ever dared to even think of mistreating you,” Valeria said, voice rough as she enjoyed Lucia’s service. “But don’t you worry. I’ll take good care of you.”

“Hhnhk~!” Lucia choked on Valeria’s cock when she heard it—those words hitting deeper than the cock ever could. Those were the only words she ever hoped to hear from this woman. From the one person she wanted to sleep with. The one person she wanted to be with.

She’ll take care of me. A dizzy, shivering joy tore through her. I’ll have her baby, and she’ll take care of me! Lucia could not imagine a higher bliss than that.

Valeria pulled out of the gagging girl’s throat and flipped her around with effortless strength, placing her on all fours.

“Ahn—” Lucia moaned, scrambling into position even as her arms and legs shook under her. Still, she lifted her hips toward the cock she’d just throated, the cock that was still smeared with spit and cum, offering herself up, whimpering for it while Valeria took hold of those needy, shaking hips with both hands before Lucia could collapse.

“Please fuck mmheee~” Lucia cried out, and got her wish before she could finish her plea. The cum-lubed cock slammed into her from behind, punching deep and smashing against the womb she wanted inseminated next.

“OOogh! Deeper!!” Lucia begged, too pleasure-fucked to understand what she was asking for. After tasting her own juice on Valeria’s cock, after being fucked so deep she’d thought that cock could reach her lungs, anything less than all of it inside her was unacceptable. She needed Valeria’s cum in her womb. She needed Valeria’s cock in her womb.

“Fuck me!” Lucia choked out—half command, half plea—and Valeria answered by yanking her hair hard, forcing her head back, arching her spine as she slammed in so deep Lucia felt the thick bulge of her cock press under her belly.

“Oh, yes! Like that! Fuck me like that!!” Lucia moaned, hands flying to her breasts, pinching her nipples hard to drive her body to yet another orgasm, to feed her insatiable, pleasure-addicted brain, while Valeria claimed her roughly from behind, holding her up with her cock and pulling Lucia’s hair.

Only seconds passed before Lucia couldn’t stand not touching herself some more. She let go of one of her nipples and dove between her thighs, rubbing her clit to feed the pleasure while Valeria rearranged her insides from behind, that cock smashing deeper and deeper, hammering the rhythm into Lucia’s body until even her breathing fell into time with it.

“More,” Lucia gasped on a thrust, addicted to Valeria’s merciless control, craving ever more.

And she got it.

Valeria released Lucia’s hips and hair and snatched her wrists instead—yanking her arms back, tearing her away from her needy clit, pulling her into a brutal arch. Lucia’s spine curved like a crescent moon as Valeria drove into her so hard she saw stars.

“G-khah—!”

A single, broken gasp escaped her as that thick cock sank deeper into her, fulfilling the deranged, unholy wish she’d been begging for—she took Valeria’s giant, swollen cock in its entirety into her body, swallowing it to the hilt, with Valeria’s heavy balls smacking her clit directly.

Something gave way.

Pulled back onto that hot, rock-hard rod, some hidden barrier broke inside Lucia’s body and mind as she started shaking and squirting, showering their thighs in hot juices as she came all over Valeria’s cock. Valeria didn’t slow. She simply pulled back and slammed in again.

“O-oOOOgh!” Lucia howled as the wolf woman picked up pace and fucked her womb directly, in and out, in and out, reshaping it for its duty, driving her deeper into madness.

“Ohh yesss! More!! Don’t stop!!” Lucia sobbed it through a broken moan on the verge of another climax, feeling how close she was—seconds from having her wish fulfilled. She would get pregnant the moment Valeria shot her load inside her womb, and Lucia knew that was why Valeria fucked her womb the way she did: not just for Lucia’s pleasure, but to prepare her, so that she could grow a worthy heir.

“Ohh, make me pregnant!!” Lucia begged. “I’m ready! Ah, hurry! Fill me!”

“I will,” Valeria growled.

She let go of one wrist and slid her hand up to Lucia’s throat and jaw instead, hauling her upright while she pounded her from behind. “I’ll fill you up,” she rasped against her ear, “and have you bear lots of babies.”

“OOoh—yes!” Lucia came just from the words, body trembling hard around Valeria’s cock, the pressure and fullness of the wolf’s futa cock driving her mad with ecstasy. “Do it! My womb is yours! My body is yours! Do with me as you wish! Just keep fucking me like this every day!”

“Then is that a pact?” Valeria asked with a sultry, wicked whisper, holding Lucia by the jaw while she pushed two fingers into Lucia’s mouth for her to suck on. “You’ll be my fertile little slut, and I’ll keep putting babies in you in return for endless pleasure?”

“Oh—yesss!!” Lucia agreed, moaning around the fingers, sucking needily. “Keep fucking me! Put your babies in me! I’ll be your breeding slut forever! Ahh, please, fuck me forever!! Make me cum forever!! Keep your cock in me forever!!”

“Then take my cock and my cum!” Valeria growled as she thrust deep into Lucia’s womb. Her cock swelled as she filled and stretched Lucia’s womb and pussy, pushing every last inch of herself in and holding it there as her cock pulsed and her own orgasm took her.

“Oohhhhhh~” Lucia shook as the bliss of Valeria’s cock pulsing inside her drove her past all mortal reason. Valeria’s fingers slipped from her mouth as Lucia twisted enough to catch her lips in a frantic kiss, kissing the woman whose cock pulsed inside her womb. Valeria held her tight, pressing Lucia flush to her body as she erupted into Lucia’s womb, flooding it with her potent seed that washed over Lucia’s eggs and secured her pregnancy right then and there.

“Aahhhhhh~!” Lucia couldn’t stop cumming as she made out with Valeria and basked in the pure ecstasy of love and sex, wrapped in her lover’s arms, held against her lover’s soft breasts, clamping up around her lover’s cock that kept filling her with the heat of love and life.

When they broke, a string of spit still connecting them, Lucia managed to say, in a small, raw voice, “I want to stay like this with you forever.”

“And you shall,” Valeria answered, melting Lucia’s heart, as their lips reunited.

***

Afterword

Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story.

Join my Discord community to chat!

https://discord.gg/SbZe2qv

More Futa-on-female wolf-themed books

Yuuji Everyleaf author page
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When a lonely young woman went on a Christmas hiking trip, she couldn't have possibly imagined what kind of miracles Santa had in store for her. A saved wounded wolf transformed into a voluptuous futa monstergirl, reality clashed with fantasy, and the dominant hung futa proved too skilled not to submit. Can any woman resist her body's desire for the ultimate gift from an alpha wolf?

[image: ]Winter Wolf

After an adventure gone wrong, the sole survivor walks the world distant and numb, chasing danger and the embrace of women whose names she never learns.

When a monstrous creature nearly ends her, salvation comes in the form of a woman: tall, serene, impossibly powerful... and not entirely human.
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