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Chapter 1: Prologue - Rain of Remembrance and Reincarnation

The rain was cold. Colder than the steel of the operating table, colder than the look in a shelter dog’s eyes when it knew its time was up. It slicked the asphalt, mixing with the oil and the blood, creating a grim watercolor of my failure.

Her name was Luna.

She was just a small black cat, the kind of stray most people wouldn't look at twice.

But to me, she was everything.

The one constant in a life spent patching up other people's abandoned pets at a city-funded animal shelter.

The purring engine that kept my own lonely one from stalling out completely.

Now, that engine was sputtering. Her small body, limp and broken in my arms, was a dead weight of regret. The squeal of tires, my own shouted curse, the sickening thud… it all replayed in a loop, a soundtrack to my powerlessness.

I had tried to shove her out of the way. I'd succeeded, mostly. The car had clipped me instead of her, but the impact had sent her skittering across the pavement. She’d landed wrong. Badly wrong.

“Hold on, Luna. Just hold on.” My voice was a useless whisper against the downpour. As a vet, I knew. The shallow breaths, the glaze in her wide green eyes, the way her body felt just… empty. It was too late. I was a healer who couldn't heal the one thing that mattered.

Her fur was soaked, matted with rain and blood. My blood. My hands were shaking, not from the cold, but from the utter futility of it all. I had spent my life saving animals. It was the only thing I was ever good at. And I couldn't save her.

Useless.

A faint, rattling purr vibrated against my fingers, a final, fading echo. Her eyes, fixed on mine, held no blame. Only trust. The kind of absolute, unconditional trust only an animal can give. And I had failed it.

Darkness crept in at the edges of my vision. The city lights blurred into a meaningless smear. The rain felt heavier, pressing me down into the asphalt. My last thought wasn't of my own life slipping away. It was a desperate, burning prayer. A wish hurled into the void.

Let me save them. Please. Let me be strong enough to protect them.

Then, nothing.

Silence.

Warmth.

My first sensation was the feeling of soft, springy moss against my cheek. My second was the scent of damp earth and something sweet, like honeysuckle after a storm. There was no grinding of traffic, no stench of exhaust fumes. Only the gentle rustle of leaves and the distant chirping of unfamiliar birds.

I opened my eyes.

A canopy of emerald green leaves, impossibly vibrant, filtered the golden light of a sun I didn't recognize.

Giant, twisting trees with bark like polished silver stood like silent giants, their roots coiling over the forest floor.

The air was so clean it felt like I was breathing for the first time.

Panic tried to claw its way up my throat, but it found no purchase. There was no pain. I sat up, running my hands over my body. My clothes, the same worn jeans and thin jacket I’d died in, were clean and dry. No blood. No broken bones.

My heart, which should have been hammering, beat with a slow, steady rhythm. It was all wrong. I should be dead. I remembered the impact, the crushing weight, the cold seeping into my bones.

This has to be a dream. A dying hallucination.

But it felt too real. The texture of the moss on my fingertips, the warmth of the sun on my skin, the complex symphony of the forest… my mind couldn't have fabricated this level of detail.

It was as I pushed myself to my feet, trying to make sense of the impossible, that I saw it. A faint shimmer in the corner of my vision, like a heat haze. I blinked, but it didn't go away. I focused on it, and with a soft, inaudible chime, a semi-transparent blue rectangle materialized in front of me.

Clean, white text hovered within the box, crisp and perfectly legible.

Name: Ethan

Race: Human (Otherworlder)

Condition: Normal

Skills:

【Divine Eye Appraisal】

【Healing Embrace】

I stared, my mind grinding to a halt. It was a user interface. Like something straight out of a video game. I reached out a trembling hand to touch it, but my fingers passed right through the shimmering text.

What the hell is this?

Instinctively, I thought about willing it away, and it vanished. I concentrated again, and it reappeared. It was real, and it was tied to my consciousness.

Otherworlder. The word screamed at me, confirming the impossible truth. I had died. And I had been reborn, or reincarnated, or… something. Dropped into this new, impossibly beautiful world. Terravela, the name bloomed in my mind, a piece of information I shouldn't have but knew with absolute certainty.

My gaze fell on the skills again. The names were strange, grandiose, but the meaning hit me with a jolt of recognition.

Divine Eye Appraisal. A vet's diagnostic eye, the ability to look at an animal and just know what was wrong. The subtle shift in posture, the dullness of a coat, the flicker of pain in an eye. It was my most practiced talent, now seemingly supercharged into a real skill.

Healing Embrace. My hands. The tools of my trade. The gentle, steady touch meant to soothe a frightened creature, to calm it for a procedure, to offer comfort in its final moments. An embrace that could heal. The name was a cruel irony, a bitter reminder of how I’d held Luna as her life faded away.

These weren't random powers. They were me. They were the very core of my being, my profession and my greatest regret, forged into something new. Something powerful.

A wave of grief, sharp and sudden, washed over me. Luna. Her soft fur, her green eyes. I was here, in this vibrant, living world, because I had failed her. The cost of this second chance was her life. The thought was a knife in my gut.

But then, the memory of her final, trusting gaze returned. The weight of her small, broken body in my arms. The desperate, useless prayer I had thrown into the darkness.

Let me be strong enough to protect them.

Was this the answer? A cosmic joke? Or a genuine opportunity?

I looked around at the ancient, silent forest. It was vast, intimidating, and filled with unknowns. I was alone, stripped of everything I had ever known. But I was alive. And I had been given a power rooted in the one thing I ever cared about: to heal, to save, to protect those who couldn't protect themselves.

The pain of my loss was a hollow ache in my chest, an emptiness that would never truly be filled. But it was no longer just a source of despair. It was fuel. It was a promise.

I would not fail again.

Taking a deep breath of the sweet, alien air, I dismissed the blue screen from my sight. My journey in Terravela, my new life as Ethan, had just begun. And somewhere, in this vast, unknown world, I knew there were others who needed saving. This time, I would be strong enough.


Chapter 2: The Wounded Cait Sith and the Dawning Heat

For hours, I walked. The primal forest of Terravela was a sensory overload—towering trees, alien birdsong, the rich scent of unknown blossoms. My initial shock had given way to a focused, methodical drive for survival. First priority: water. Second: shelter. Third: figure out what the hell I was going to do with my impossible new life.

It was the sound that stopped me.

A low, pained whimper, cutting through the forest's symphony. It wasn't the cry of a bird or the growl of a predator. It was the sound of suffering. A sound I knew in my bones, the kind that had defined my entire adult life.

My feet moved before my brain caught up, pushing through thick ferns toward the noise. It grew louder, punctuated by the grim, metallic clink of a chain.

And then I saw her.

Sprawled on a bed of crushed leaves was a young woman, or something very close to it. Long, messy black hair fanned out around her head. But it was the pair of sleek, black cat ears poking through the strands that made my breath catch. They twitched weakly, flattened in a gesture of pure agony. A matching black tail lay limp in the dirt behind her.

Her leg was caught in a crude iron trap, the kind with cruel, saw-toothed jaws. Blood stained her simple leather tunic and leggings, pooling on the ground beneath her mangled calf. She was pale, her breathing shallow and ragged.

Rage, cold and pure, surged through me. This wasn't a hunting trap meant for a clean kill. This was a tool of torture, designed to hold and maim. My veterinarian's mind took over, clinically assessing the damage, the blood loss, the signs of shock.

I have to help her. The thought was an imperative, an echo of the promise I’d made to myself.

I focused, and the familiar blue screen shimmered into existence before my eyes.

【Divine Eye Appraisal】 activated.

A new, more detailed window overlaid my vision of the girl.

Name: ???

Race: Cait Sith

Condition: Critical (Severe blood loss, Mana-laced poison from trap)

Status Effect: In Heat (Accelerated by trauma)

Emotional State: Agony, Extreme Fear, Instinct-Driven Panic

Berserk Risk: 45% (Rising rapidly)

My blood ran cold. Berserk Risk? The words glowed with a faint, ominous red tint. The appraisal skill fed the information directly into my brain: if her condition wasn't stabilized, the combination of pain and her ‘heat’ would overwhelm her sanity. She would become a mindless beast, lashing out until her body destroyed itself.

Not again. I will not stand by and watch another life fade away.

Just as I took a step forward, I heard them. The crunch of heavy boots on dry leaves. Gruff, male voices cutting through the air.

“Should be right around here. Hope the little bitch hasn’t bled out yet. They fetch a better price if they’re still breathing.”

Hunters. Her hunters. They weren't coming to put her out of her misery. They were coming to collect their prize.

Adrenaline dumped into my system. There was no time to think. I lunged forward, grabbing the steel jaws of the trap. The metal was heavy, the spring mechanism brutally strong. I planted my feet, roaring with effort, pulling the jaws apart with a strength I didn’t know I possessed. My muscles screamed, but the teeth finally disengaged from her flesh.

She cried out, a thin, sharp sound of pain.

“It’s okay, I’m getting you out of here,” I grunted, not knowing if she could even understand me.

I scooped her into my arms. She was lighter than I expected, and burning with fever. Her head lolled against my shoulder, her breath hot against my neck. I bolted, crashing through the undergrowth, away from the sounds of the approaching men. My only guide was a primal instinct to find cover, to hide, to protect the wounded creature in my arms.

A fissure in a rock face, mostly hidden by hanging moss, offered a sliver of hope. I squeezed through, finding myself in a small, dry cave, no bigger than a closet. The air was cool and still. I could still hear the hunters outside, their curses growing louder as they found their empty trap.

“Damn it, it got away! Find the tracks!”

I held my breath, pressing myself and the girl deeper into the shadows. Her body trembled against mine. She whimpered, a soft, kitten-like sound that tore at my heart.

After a few tense minutes, the voices faded, moving off in another direction. We were safe, for now.

I gently laid her down on the smooth stone floor. In the dim light filtering through the entrance, I could see her face properly for the first time. It was delicate, with high cheekbones and a dusting of freckles across her nose. Her lips were parted as she panted, her features tight with pain.

Her leg was a mess. I needed to stop the bleeding, clean the wound, but I had nothing. No antiseptic, no bandages. Not even clean water. That old, familiar helplessness began to creep in.

No. I have my skills.

【Healing Embrace】. The text from my status screen echoed in my mind. Requires intimate contact to channel restorative energy.

What did that mean? Holding her hand? A hug? The Berserk Risk indicator in my mind’s eye flickered, ticking up to 48%. I was running out of time. Her instincts were taking over. Her back arched, and a low, guttural moan escaped her lips. It wasn't a sound of pain anymore. It was something else. Something raw and primal.

Her scent filled the small cave, a sweet, musky aroma that was both intoxicating and alarming. It was the scent of a female animal in heat, a biological command that bypassed rational thought.

I had to act. I needed the most direct, efficient way to transfer whatever energy this skill used. My mind raced through my medical knowledge. Mouth-to-mouth. A direct conduit.

This is a medical procedure, I told myself, my heart pounding against my ribs. A last resort. It’s not… anything else.

I knelt beside her, my hands shaking. I gently brushed the damp hair from her forehead. Her skin was scorching.

“My name is Ethan,” I whispered, my voice hoarse. “I’m going to help you. Just try to hold on.”

I lowered my head, my resolve hardening. This was for her survival. I pressed my lips gently against hers. They were dry and hot. I closed my eyes, focusing all my will, all my desperate desire to save her, into that single point of contact. Heal.

A jolt, like a low-voltage current, passed from me to her. I felt a strange energy flow out of my core, warm and vital. It was my own life force, my very essence, being channeled through the skill.

Her reaction was instantaneous.

Her entire body went rigid. A deep, shuddering gasp escaped her lungs. Her cat ears shot straight up. Her eyes, which had been closed, snapped open. They were a stunning shade of gold, but the pupils were blown wide, unfocused. They weren't seeing me. They were seeing the source of the energy, the relief from the storm that was tearing her apart.

The pain and fever didn't just recede. They were being consumed, devoured by the potent, masculine life force I was unintentionally pouring into her. Her Cait Sith instincts, starved of this energy by a world without males, recognized it for what it was: salvation. A cure. The answer to a biological imperative she never knew how to satisfy.

A deep, throaty purr rumbled in her chest. It was a sound of profound, overwhelming relief.

Before I could pull away, her hands shot up, surprisingly strong, and tangled in my shirt, pulling me down. Her mouth opened against mine. This was no longer a gentle, one-sided press of lips. It was a desperate, hungry claiming.

Her tongue, hot and insistent, slipped past my lips, seeking the source of the healing energy. It was a kiss of pure, undiluted instinct. She wasn’t a patient receiving treatment anymore.

She was a female, recognizing her mate. And she was demanding more.


Chapter 3: By Instinct Alone

There was no logic. No space for thought between the frantic beat of my heart and the overwhelming reality of her mouth on mine. The gentle kiss I had offered as a desperate medical treatment had been consumed, replaced by a raw, primal claiming that sent a shockwave through my entire system.

This was no longer healing. This was hunger.

My skill, 【Healing Embrace】, was a torrent of energy pouring out of me, a flood of life force she was drinking down like a woman dying of thirst. But it wasn't enough. Her hands, small but impossibly strong, clawed at my jacket, pulling me down, her body writhing against mine.

A flicker of red in my vision, a warning from the system only I could see.

INSUFFICIENT CONTACT.

BERSERK RISK: 55%… 57%...

The numbers were climbing again. The kiss was a stopgap, a temporary fix, but the poison and the trauma were still raging within her. The skill needed more. My entire being needed to be the conduit for this cure.

She seemed to know it, too. A guttural growl of frustration rumbled in her throat. Her frantic hands left my shirt and fumbled with the buckle of my belt. There was no seduction in the act, only the desperate, single-minded focus of an animal trying to shed a painful skin.

My own hesitation shattered. The rising threat of that Berserk percentage was a ticking clock, and every shred of clothing between us was a barrier to her survival. My hands went to the laces of her tunic, pulling them free with a sharp tug. Her leather leggings followed, pushed down and kicked away into the darkness of the cave.

Then it was my turn, my own jeans and shirt discarded with a frantic haste that bordered on violence. The cool cave air hit my skin, raising goosebumps, but the heat rolling off her was a furnace.

Finally, there was nothing between us. Skin to skin.

The moment my bare chest pressed against hers, the flow of energy from 【Healing Embrace】 intensified tenfold.

It was a palpable rush, a humming warmth that enveloped both of us.

I slid my hand down her side, and where my fingers traced over a long, ugly scratch from the undergrowth, I saw it.

The skin beneath my touch stitched itself together.

The red, angry line faded, smoothed, and vanished as if it had never been there, leaving only flawless, soft skin behind.

It works. The confirmation was a jolt to my soul. This was real. I could fix this.

Emboldened, I moved my hands over her body, not with lust, but with the focused intent of a surgeon. I was mapping her injuries, seeking them out, and erasing them with my touch. Bruises on her ribs faded like mist. Smaller cuts sealed themselves.

Her gasps were no longer just from the heat. They were sharp intakes of breath, half-pain, half-pleasure, as the very fabric of her body was mended by my hands. The agony that had defined her last few hours was being systematically replaced by a strange, sweet ache. A tingling warmth that spread from my fingertips through her entire nervous system.

I reached her wounded leg. The trap had left a deep, mangled wound, still sluggishly oozing blood. It was a fatal injury if left untreated. I cupped my hands around her calf, pouring all my focus, all my will, into the act.

She cried out, her back arching off the stone floor as the healing energy concentrated, far more intense than before. I watched, mesmerized, as torn muscle fibers re-knit, shredded skin pulled itself together, and the gaping wound sealed itself shut, leaving not even a scar behind.

The moment the last trace of injury vanished, the nature of the sounds she made changed completely.

The sharp edge of pain was gone. The feverish whimpers were replaced by a deep, throaty moan of pure, unadulterated need. Her body was healed. Her life was no longer in danger from her wounds.

But the Berserk Risk still hovered at 60%, a crimson warning in my mind's eye. The poison of the heat cycle remained, a storm of instinct with nowhere to go.

Her golden eyes, still hazy with fever, locked onto mine. She was no longer seeing a healer. She was seeing the solution. The male who had taken away her pain and flooded her with a vitality her species had been denied for a decade.

Instinct, raw and undeniable, took complete control.

Her hips moved, a fluid, feline motion, pressing the heat of her core against me. It was an invitation, a demand, a prayer. A silent plea for the final part of the cure. My own body, flooded with the primal scent of her heat, responded instantly, leaving no room for refusal.

I was no longer a vet. I was no longer the lonely man who had died on a wet street. I was the answer to her instinct, and she was the purpose I had been given.

I positioned myself over her, and she guided me with a desperate, knowing strength. The moment I entered her, she screamed, but it was a sound of cataclysmic relief. The storm inside her had found its epicenter.

It was a frenzy. A desperate, rhythmic union driven by a biological imperative more powerful than any conscious thought. She wrapped her legs around my waist, her small body moving with a frantic energy, meeting my every thrust. Her purrs were no longer soft, but a loud, vibrating rumble that seemed to shake the very stones of the cave. She was a creature of pure sensation, her entire being focused on the life-saving friction, the flood of masculine energy that was finally,

finally purging the poison from her system.

I felt it in my mind's eye as much as in my body. The crimson numbers began to plummet.

BERSERK RISK: 50%... 35%... 20%...

She was being saved. Right here, in my arms. I was succeeding where I had failed before. The thought was an intoxicant, driving me harder, faster. This wasn't just sex. This was an exorcism. This was a resurrection.

Her climax hit her like a lightning strike. Her back bowed, her claws, which I hadn't even realized had extended, dug harmlessly into my shoulders, and a raw, piercing cry echoed in the small cave. It was a sound of release, of victory, of a fever breaking.

A wave of pure, golden energy washed over me, flowing from her. At the same moment, the final warning in my vision vanished.

BERSERK RISK: 0%.

SYSTEM STABILIZED. CONDITION: WEAKENED, NORMAL.

The wave of her release triggered my own, a powerful, shuddering conclusion that was as much about victory as it was about pleasure.

For a long moment, we lay tangled together, our breathing harsh in the sudden silence. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and sex. I expected her to push me away, for shame or fear to set in.

Instead, she went limp, her body melting against mine. She shifted, turning her head to nuzzle into the crook of my neck, a gesture so utterly feline it startled me. Her claws retracted, and her hands rested gently on my back.

I lifted my head to look at her. The fever was gone from her golden eyes. The haze of instinct had cleared, replaced by a dawning, lucid exhaustion. She was looking at me now, truly seeing me for the first time. There was awe in her gaze, and a profound, bone-deep gratitude.

And then, a new sound began. It wasn't the desperate, pained purr of before. This was a soft, gentle, contented rumble that vibrated through her chest and into mine. It was the sound of a creature that had been lost in a storm and had finally, impossibly, found a safe harbor. She curled tighter against me, claiming me as her own.


Chapter 4: Awakened Power and a Hunter's Due

I woke to the soft light of morning filtering into the cave and the distinct, pleasant sensation of a purr vibrating against my ribs. My body was sore, a deep ache in my muscles from the previous day’s exertion. For a disorienting moment, I didn't know where I was. Then it all came rushing back—the chase, the cave, the healing, the frantic, instinct-driven union in the dark.

The Cait Sith girl was curled against my side, sleeping soundly, one arm thrown possessively over my stomach. Her black cat ears twitched in a dream, and her breathing was deep and even. The fever was gone. The frantic energy had been replaced by a profound, restful peace. She looked… content. Safe.

A complex mix of emotions churned in my gut. Guilt? No, not exactly. What happened wasn't driven by malice or lust, but by a desperate need to save her life. Confusion? Definitely. I was a veterinarian, not some mythical hero. But a strange, undeniable sense of rightness settled over me. I had faced that old, familiar demon of helplessness and, this time, I had won.

Her golden eyes fluttered open, blinking slowly as she adjusted to the light. They focused on my face, and for a moment, I saw a flicker of uncertainty. Then, a wave of recognition, of memory, washed over her features. A soft pink blush colored her cheeks, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she snuggled closer.

“My…” Her voice was soft, a little husky from sleep. She hesitated, as if searching for the right word. “…Master?”

The word hit me like a physical blow. It was laced with a tone of utter, unconditional devotion.

“Ethan,” I corrected gently. “My name is Ethan.”

She tilted her head, considering my words. “E-than,” she repeated, testing the sound. A genuine, radiant smile lit up her face. “My Ethan.”

That was better. Infinitely better. As we began to untangle ourselves and find our discarded clothes, I took the opportunity to use my skill again, needing to see the tangible proof of her recovery.

【Divine Eye Appraisal】 activated.

The blue screen shimmered, displaying her new status. The change was staggering.

Name: Mio (Self-given)

Race: Cait Sith

Condition: Optimal (Overflowing with Vitality)

Title: Ethan's Protector

Stats:

Strength: D -> B

Agility: C -> A+

Stamina: D -> B+

Skills Unlocked:

【Shadow Claw】

【Silent Step】

My jaw nearly dropped. Her physical stats had skyrocketed. And she’d unlocked new skills, combat-oriented ones by the sound of them. It wasn't just my imagination; my 【Healing Embrace】 hadn't just mended her wounds. It had fundamentally changed her, infused her with my own vital energy and unlocked a potential she never knew she had. The intimacy had been a catalyst, a key turning a simple lock into a fortress gate.

Once we were dressed, we stepped out of the cave into the bright morning. The world felt new, washed clean. But the change in Mio was the most striking thing of all. She no longer walked with the timid, fearful posture of a hunted animal. Her steps were confident, silent, and graceful. Her head was held high, her gaze constantly scanning our surroundings, her ears swiveling to catch the faintest sound. She wasn't following me. She was flanking me, a silent, beautiful bodyguard.

We hadn't gone more than a hundred yards when a rustle in the bushes ahead made her freeze. A low, barely audible growl rumbled in her chest.

Two men stepped out, blocking our path. It was them. The hunters. They were big, grimy, and carried thick wooden clubs. Their eyes, filled with a nasty, greedy light, fixed on Mio.

“Well, well. Look what we have here,” the bigger one sneered, showing a row of yellowed teeth. “The little bitch found herself a playmate.”

The second one laughed, a wheezing, unpleasant sound. “Doesn't matter. We’re still getting paid. Grab the cat, I'll deal with this twig.”

They saw me as a nuisance, an obstacle to be brushed aside. They saw Mio as property, an ‘it’ to be captured and sold. The same cold rage from yesterday flooded my veins.

The second hunter lunged, not at me, but at Mio, a crude rope net in his hands.

“Get back!” I yelled, instinctively moving to step in front of her.

But I wasn't fast enough. Or rather, she was.

With a movement so swift it was little more than a blur, Mio pushed me behind her. The gentle, affectionate girl from the cave was gone. In her place stood a predator.

Her posture dropped into a low, feral crouch. A deep, menacing hiss escaped her lips, revealing sharp little fangs. The nails on her hands grew, darkening and hardening into wicked, inch-long black claws that glinted in the sun. A savage, predatory smile curled her lips. It was the most terrifying and exhilarating thing I had ever seen.

The hunter with the net paused, his arrogant smirk faltering. “What the…?”

He never finished the question.

Mio exploded forward. She wasn't just running; she was a black-streaked shadow skimming across the forest floor. The hunter threw his net, a clumsy, desperate motion. With a sound like tearing silk, five parallel rips appeared in the rope mesh. Mio was already through it, her 【Shadow Claw】 attack leaving shimmering trails of dark energy in its wake.

The man screamed, stumbling back, clutching an arm that now bore five deep, bleeding gouges from his shoulder to his wrist.

The bigger hunter stared in disbelief for a fraction of a second before roaring in anger and swinging his heavy club. It was a powerful, brutal blow that would have crushed my skull.

For Mio, it was moving in slow motion.

She dropped, ducking under the whistling arc of the club with contemptuous ease. As she rose, her other hand lashed out in a blur, striking the man square in the chest. It wasn't a slash. It was a palm-heel strike, but the impact sounded like a boulder hitting a tree. The big man’s eyes bulged, the air left his lungs in a pained whoosh, and he was lifted off his feet, sent flying backward to slam into a thick tree trunk with a sickening crunch. He slid to the ground, unconscious.

It had taken less than five seconds.

The first hunter, clutching his bleeding arm, stared in horror. He dropped his ruined net and began to back away, his face a mask of pure terror.

Mio took a slow, deliberate step toward him. She wasn't in a hurry. She was savoring it. She licked a drop of the hunter’s blood from one of her claws, her golden eyes never leaving his. He whimpered, a pathetic, terrified sound.

She let out a low, guttural hiss, a promise of violence that needed no translation.

That was all it took. The man turned and fled, crashing blindly through the forest, screaming like a madman.

Silence descended, broken only by the chirping of birds and the groans of the unconscious man on the ground. The predator that had been Mio just moments before vanished. Her claws retracted, her posture softened, and the feral light in her eyes was replaced by a familiar, gentle warmth.

She turned to me, her head tilted in a curious, cat-like gesture. A spot of the hunter’s blood was splattered on her cheek. She walked over to me, her expression one of pure concern, and began checking me for injuries, gently patting my arms and chest.

“My Ethan,” she said, her voice soft and worried. “Are you safe?”

I stared at her, my mind reeling.

This small, sweet girl had just dismantled two armed men who were twice her size.

She had done it without hesitation, with a terrifying grace and efficiency.

All to protect me.

It finally clicked, the true, awesome scope of my power.

It didn't just heal.

It strengthened.

It elevated.

It transformed the ones I saved into powerful allies, devoted protectors.

Looking at Mio, at the drop of blood on her cheek and the fierce loyalty burning in her golden eyes, I felt no fear. Only a powerful, possessive surge of pride and awe.

I had saved her, and in doing so, I had created a warrior who would move heaven and earth to keep me safe. I reached out and gently wiped the blood from her cheek with my thumb.

She purred, leaning into my touch. My guardian angel had claws, and I wouldn't have it any other way.


Chapter 5: A Promise for Two and the Paradise Vow

The forest was silent again, save for the pathetic groans of the unconscious hunter. Mio stood before me, the deadly predator from moments ago completely gone, replaced by the soft, concerned girl from the cave. She tilted her head, her gaze scanning me from head to toe.

“You are not hurt?” she asked, her voice laced with genuine anxiety.

I was speechless. She had just unleashed a whirlwind of violence, a display of lethal grace that had my adrenaline still singing, and her only concern was for me. I managed a shaky laugh, reaching out to cup her cheek.

“No, Mio. I’m not hurt. Thanks to you.”

She leaned into my touch, a contented purr starting in her chest. The juxtaposition of her soft, warm skin and the memory of her savage claws was a dizzying cocktail of awe and attraction. She was both a gentle soul and a deadly weapon, and both sides of her were completely devoted to me.

She met my gaze, her expression turning serious. “I am Mio,” she said, her voice clear and steady. Then, with the gravity of a sacred oath, she added, “And I belong to my Ethan.”

There was no subjugation in her tone, no hint of a master-slave dynamic. It was a simple, profound statement of fact. A declaration of where her heart, her loyalty, and her life now resided. I felt the immense weight of that trust, a responsibility that settled into my bones and felt more real than anything from my past life.

“We can’t stay here,” I said, my voice low. “His friend will be back. Maybe with more men.”

Mio’s expression hardened for a second, a flicker of the warrior returning. “I will protect you.”

“I know you will,” I said, stroking her soft cat ear. “But a home isn’t a battlefield. We need to find a place that’s safe. A place we can defend. A place to live.”

She nodded, her understanding absolute. My goal was her goal.

We scavenged what we could from the downed hunter—a half-full waterskin, a flint and steel, and a small, stale loaf of bread. It wasn't much, but it was a start. Then, with one last look at the scene of our victory, we turned and walked deeper into the forest, leaving the cruelty of men behind us.

For the rest of the day, we traveled. Mio moved with a silent, tireless grace, her senses on high alert, while I focused on navigating, looking for signs of fresh water or a defensible location. We spoke little, but a comfortable silence settled between us. Often, her hand would find mine, her fingers lacing through my own. Or she would walk so close our shoulders brushed, a constant, reassuring physical contact that spoke volumes. She was my shadow, my shield, and my partner.

Late in the afternoon, we crested a high ridge.

Below us, a sweeping view of the valley opened up. A dirt road snaked through it.

In the distance, I could see the slate roofs and defensive walls of a small human town. A merchant caravan, pulled by lumbering, ox-like creatures, was making its way along the road.

“Look,” I said, pointing. “Civilization.”

But the word felt wrong as soon as it left my lips.

As we watched, the merchants on the road looked up, spotting us on the ridge.

Even from this distance, I saw their expressions change.

I saw them point. I saw their mouths form words I didn't need to hear to understand.

Their faces twisted into a universal mask of suspicion and contempt.

For some, it was a greedy, assessing lust.

They looked at Mio not as a person, but as a thing.

A monster.

A prize.

A commodity.

I felt Mio flinch beside me as if she’d been physically struck.

I turned to look at her.

My heart broke.

The fierce, confident warrior who had faced down armed men without a shred of fear was gone.

In her place was a scared, vulnerable girl.

Her tail, which had been swaying gently, was now wrapped tightly around her leg.

Her sleek black ears were pressed flat against her skull in a gesture of pure fear and submission.

She instinctively moved behind me, trying to use my larger frame to hide from the hateful stares of the world below.

A white-hot rage, purer and more intense than any I had ever felt, blazed through me. It was the rage of seeing Luna, helpless in the road. It was the rage of seeing this beautiful, loyal soul terrified by the ignorance and cruelty of others.

They’re the monsters, the thought screamed in my mind. Not her.

I wrapped a protective arm around her shoulders, pulling her trembling body tight against my side. I glared down at the distant road, at the world that would see her as less than a person. And in that moment, I knew my purpose. It wasn't just to survive. It wasn't just to protect Mio.

It was to build a new world.

I turned her gently, cupping her face in my hands, forcing her to look away from the town and into my eyes.

“Listen to me, Mio,” I said, my voice burning with an intensity that startled even myself. “You will never have to hide again. You will never have to flatten your ears for anyone.”

Her golden eyes were wide, filled with a desperate, fragile hope.

“I’m going to build a place,” I vowed, the promise echoing in the quiet air of the ridge. “A place just for us, at first. But a place for everyone like you. For every soul that this world persecutes and hunts and tries to break. We will build a sanctuary. A fortress. A home where no one will ever look at you with anything but respect. I swear it. We will build our own paradise.”

That night, we made camp in a sheltered alcove, the dying embers of our small fire casting a warm glow on the stone walls. The weight of my vow hung between us, a tangible thing. Mio hadn't said much after my declaration, but she hadn't needed to. The look in her eyes was one of pure, unadulterated worship.

As I lay on my bedroll, she came to me, her movements silent in the twilight. She didn’t speak. She simply lay down beside me, pressing her body against mine, and kissed me.

This kiss was nothing like the one in the cave. There was no frantic desperation, no feverish instinct. This was a slow, deep, reverent kiss, filled with an emotion so powerful it made my chest ache. It was gratitude. It was devotion. It was her own silent vow, pledging her body, her soul, and her formidable power to my dream.

I responded in kind, my hands tracing the lines of her body, reacquainting myself with the woman I had both healed and unleashed. Our lovemaking under the alien stars was a quiet, powerful ritual. It was the sealing of a pact, a physical manifestation of our shared purpose. It was the solemn founding of a nation of two, a kingdom of outcasts with a population of one loyal knight and her chosen king.

As we lay tangled in each other's arms, watching the twin moons of Terravela rise over the horizon, I felt a profound sense of peace. This was home. Not a place, not a building, but right here, with her head on my chest, her soft purr a gentle rhythm against my heart. We were the beginning. And we would build our paradise, one saved soul at a time.


Chapter 6: The Harpy with the Broken Wing

For three days, we traveled. Our rhythm was simple, born of a shared purpose. Mio, with her 【Silent Step】 and preternatural senses, was the perfect scout. She moved through the dense forest like a whisper, her ears and nose telling her more than my eyes ever could. I was the strategist, the planner, my mind constantly assessing the terrain for the key ingredients of a home: a clean water source, natural defenses, and access to resources.

Our shared goal had forged a deep and comfortable intimacy between us. At night, we shared a bedroll, her soft purr a constant, soothing presence. During the day, a simple touch of her hand on my arm was enough to convey a warning or a discovery. We were a unit. A pack of two. The first citizens of a paradise that was still just a blueprint in my mind.

“Here, Ethan,” Mio whispered, appearing silently at my side. She held out a handful of plump, red berries. I’d watched her use 【Divine Eye Appraisal】 on them earlier, a skill she was learning to use by observing me. The UI had declared them Edible, Sweet, High in Energy.

“Thanks, Mio,” I said, taking one. It burst in my mouth with a sweet, tangy flavor. “Anything?”

Her ears swiveled. “Water. I smell a river, close by. And… something else. Something wrong.”

I trusted her instincts implicitly. We moved forward with renewed caution, Mio taking the lead. The scent of water grew stronger, and soon the sound of a rushing river reached us. But Mio was right. There was another sound, layered underneath the gentle noise of the water.

It was a shriek.

Not a whimper of pain, but a raw, furious scream of defiance and agony. It was the sound of a proud creature trapped and enraged.

We broke through the last line of trees and stopped dead. Before us was a wide, fast-flowing river. And on the bank, caught in a hideous snare trap made of thick, spiked wire, was a woman.

Her body was slender and athletic, but from her back sprouted a pair of magnificent wings, their feathers the color of a summer sky. Her legs, from the knee down, were avian, ending in sharp, dangerous-looking talons that had torn the earth around her in a desperate, futile struggle. A Harpy.

One of her wings was caught in the snare, twisted at a sickening, unnatural angle.

The pristine blue feathers were stained dark with blood.

The bone was clearly, brutally broken.

But it was her eyes that captured my attention.

They were the fierce, gold-flecked eyes of a hawk, and they burned with pure, undiluted hatred as they locked onto me.

“Another one,” she spat, her voice a ragged shriek. “Come to collect your prize, you filthy, ground-crawling ape? I’ll tear your eyes out and feast on them!”

My appraisal skill activated on instinct, the blue screen overlaying the tragic scene.

Name: ???

Race: Harpy

Condition: Critical (Compound fracture of the right wing, severe ligament damage, blood loss)

Status Effect: Hysteria, Extreme Aggression

Emotional State: Blinding Rage, Terror, Hatred (Humanity)

Prognosis: Permanent loss of flight if wing is not immediately and properly set.

That last line hit me like a punch to the gut. Her wings were not an accessory. They were her identity, her freedom, her very soul. To lose the sky would be a fate worse than death for a creature like her.

Mio moved, placing herself between me and the harpy, a low hiss rumbling in her chest. “Master, she is dangerous.”

“She’s hurt, Mio,” I said softly, putting a calming hand on her shoulder. “That’s all.”

I took a slow, deliberate step forward, raising my empty hands to show I meant no harm. “I’m not one of them. I’m not a hunter. I want to help you.”

The harpy laughed, a harsh, grating sound. “Help me? You humans only know how to put things in cages! I’ll die before I let you touch me!”

She lunged, as far as the snare would allow, her talons swiping at the air inches from my face. She was a cornered eagle, ready to fight to her last breath. This would require a different approach. The veterinarian in me took over, pushing the hero aside.

“You have a clean compound fracture of both the radius and ulna in your right wing,” I said, my voice calm and even, as if I were delivering a diagnosis to a concerned pet owner. “The primary flight feathers seem undamaged, which is good. But there’s significant tearing in the surrounding ligaments. The bleeding is considerable.”

She stopped, her furious tirade cut short. She stared at me, her head cocked, confusion warring with the rage in her eyes. “What… what are you talking about?”

“I’m a healer,” I said, taking another slow step. “I can see the injury. The bone needs to be set, and soon. If it begins to heal like this, crooked and shattered, you will never fly again. The aerodynamics of your wing will be ruined.”

I was speaking her language now. Not the language of curses and threats, but the language of flight, of anatomy. I was showing her that I didn’t just see a monster in a trap; I saw a patient with a specific, treatable injury.

“Lies!” she screeched, but her voice lacked its earlier conviction. Her eyes kept darting down to her broken wing, then back to my face. The raw terror of my words—you will never fly again—was beginning to penetrate her wall of anger.

“I can prove it,” I said. “Let me just get the wire off you. That’s all. I won’t touch you, I’ll just remove the trap. Then you can decide.”

I continued to speak in a low, soothing monotone, the way I would with a spooked horse or a dog that had been abused. I explained every move I was about to make before I made it.

“I’m kneeling down now. I’m going to get closer, just to look at the mechanism of the snare. My hands will stay where you can see them.”

Mio watched, her body tense, ready to spring to my defense, but she remained silent, trusting my lead.

The harpy watched my every move, her body trembling with a mixture of pain, rage, and a dawning, desperate sliver of hope. Her breathing was harsh and ragged. She was losing blood, and her strength was fading.

The snare was a wicked piece of work, designed to tighten the more its victim struggled. Barbs had dug deep into the flesh around her wing joint. It would be agony to remove.

“This is going to hurt,” I said softly, my eyes meeting hers. “I’m sorry. But it has to come off.”

For a long moment, she just stared at me, her fierce hawk-like gaze searching my own for any sign of deception. Her chest rose and fell in ragged bursts. The fight was draining out of her, leaving only the cold, hard reality of her situation. She was grounded. Mutilated. And I, a member of the species she despised, was offering her the only chance she had.

Finally, she gave a short, sharp nod, collapsing back against the riverbank in exhausted surrender.

“Do it,” she rasped, her voice cracking. “Just… be quick about it.”


Chapter 7: Confrontation with the Poachers

Her nod of consent was a fragile truce, a desperate gamble born of pain. I didn’t waste a second of it.

“Mio, stay back, but be ready,” I said quietly, not taking my eyes off the harpy. “Don’t engage unless I tell you to.”

Mio gave a short, affirmative hiss, her gaze narrowed, watching the injured harpy as a cat might watch a cornered bird.

I moved with the practiced calm of a surgeon. The snare’s wire was thick and barbed, digging cruelly into the joint of her wing. Every slight movement I made sent tremors of agony through her body, and she bit back a scream, her sharp talons digging deep gouges in the riverbank. Her breathing was a harsh, ragged pant.

“I have to cut the barbs free from the flesh,” I explained, my voice low and steady. I pulled a small, sharp stone from the river’s edge. It was a pathetic tool. “This is the worst part. I need you to stay as still as you can. Can you do that?”

She stared at me, her hawk-like eyes shimmering with unshed tears of pain and fury. She gave another jerky nod, pressing her face into the dirt.

The work was brutal. It was less like surgery and more like butchery, carefully cutting away the flesh the barbs had hooked. Blood welled up, slick and hot over my fingers. With each cut, her body went rigid, a choked, guttural sound of agony forced from her throat. But she didn’t lash out. She held still. She was trusting me. The thought made my hands steadier, my purpose clearer.

Finally, after an eternity, the last barb was free. The tension in the wire vanished, and I carefully unwound it from her broken wing. She was free from the trap.

A shuddering sigh of relief escaped her. She tried to move, to pull her wing in close, but the movement sent a fresh wave of agony through her and she collapsed, panting.

“It’s done,” I said softly. “You’re free from that, at least.”

It was at that precise moment of fragile victory that the world decided to remind us that nothing was ever that simple.

“Looky what we got here, Borl.” A gravelly voice cut through the air from the edge of the woods. “Looks like some stray mutt decided to help himself to our catch.”

Two men stepped into the clearing.

They were the mirror image of the hunters Mio had dispatched—big, filthy, and radiating a casual cruelty.

One was a hulking brute with a scarred face, the one called Borl.

The other was wiry and weasel-faced, holding a heavy, weighted net.

Poachers.

Their eyes weren’t on me. They were fixed on the harpy—Sky, I decided to call her, for the color of her feathers.

They weren’t looking at a person.

They were looking at a pile of gold coins, a walking purse of valuable feathers.

“Step aside, boy,” Weasel-face said, his lips twisting into a dismissive sneer. “That’s our property. Don’t get yourself hurt over a damned monster.”

I slowly got to my feet, positioning myself squarely between them and Sky. Her breathing had hitched, a low sound of pure terror replacing the pants of pain. She was out of the trap, but she was cornered, helpless, and face-to-face with her worst nightmares.

I felt Mio shift behind me, a low growl beginning to vibrate in her chest. I put a hand back, a silent command to wait. This was my play, for now.

“She’s not property,” I said, my voice dangerously calm. “And she’s not yours.”

Borl, the big one, laughed. It was a thick, ugly sound. “Is that so? We set the trap. We get the prize. That’s the law of the wilds. Now move it, before I move you.”

He took a heavy, intimidating step forward. My own heart was pounding, a frantic drum against my ribs. I had no weapon. No combat training. Against these two, I was nothing. But as I glanced back at Sky, at the sheer terror in her eyes, I felt no fear. Only a cold, unyielding resolve. I would not let them touch her.

Think. Don’t fight. You’re a vet. A scientist. Use your knowledge.

“You can’t take her now,” I said, my tone shifting to one of clinical authority. The sudden change in my demeanor made them pause.

Weasel-face narrowed his eyes. “What’d you say?”

“You see the state of her plumage?” I said, gesturing vaguely at Sky’s blood-matted feathers. “The trauma of the trap, the blood loss… it’s causing a severe case of shock-molt. Her follicles are already starting to release the primary feathers. If you stress her out more now—try to bag her, transport her—she’ll shed them all within the hour. You’ll be left with a plucked, worthless carcass.”

I was, of course, talking complete and utter nonsense. I had no idea if harpies even could ‘shock-molt.’ But I delivered the lines with the unshakable confidence of a lifelong expert. Greed was their motivation, so I would use their greed against them.

Borl and Weasel-face exchanged a confused, uncertain look.

“What the hell is shock-molt?” Borl grunted.

“It’s what happens when you mishandle avian species,” I said coolly. “Her body is trying to discard the damaged parts. It’s a survival mechanism. Her value is in her plumage, correct? If you want to maximize your profit, you need to let her stabilize. Let her rest. Allow the follicles to relax before you attempt to move her.”

The poachers were stumped. My technobabble, delivered with such authority, had thrown them completely off-balance. They were men of violence and simple greed, not biology. I was presenting them with a problem that couldn't be solved by hitting it with a club.

While they were processing this, I was acutely aware of Mio behind me. The low growl in her chest had deepened. I could feel the tension coiling in her body, a predator ready to spring. She was holding back, but only because I had ordered it. Her control was hanging by a thread.

Weasel-face seemed to recover first, his eyes narrowing in suspicion. “You’re lyin’. You just want the beast for yourself.”

“Do I look like a poacher?” I asked, spreading my empty, bloody hands. “I’m a healer. I was trying to save your investment. But if you want to throw away your payday by manhandling her now, be my guest. Just know that every feather that falls out is coin dropping from your pocket.”

The argument gave them a moment’s pause. But it was only a moment.

Borl’s patience, never a deep well to begin with, finally ran dry.

“I’ve had enough of this shit!” he roared, his face purpling with rage. He stomped forward, not toward Sky, but toward me. “I don’t know what game you’re playing, but it’s over!”

He shoved me, hard. His massive, calloused hand slammed into my chest, sending me stumbling backward, my feet tangling and landing me hard on the rocky ground.

The shove didn't hurt much. But the impact of it shattered the world.

It broke my concentration. It broke the tense, verbal standoff.

And most importantly, it broke Mio’s restraint.

The air split with a sound that was half hiss, half shriek of pure, murderous rage. A black blur exploded from behind me, a silent, furious shadow of claws and righteous fury.

The poachers had made a fatal error. They had touched her Master.


Chapter 8: Mio's Fight

The world narrowed to the instant Borl’s hand slammed into my chest. One moment, I was on my feet, locked in a battle of wits. The next, I was on the ground, the air knocked from my lungs, the sky and trees spinning above me.

But the shove was more than a physical act. It was a trigger. A line had been crossed. An act of aggression against me was an act of aggression against what was hers to protect.

A sound tore through the clearing, a sound I’d only heard once before, in the moments before Mio had dismantled the hunters in the woods. It was a high, keening hiss of absolute fury, the promise of swift and total violence.

From my position on the ground, the scene unfolded in a series of disjointed, impossibly fast snapshots.

Mio was a black blur.

She didn’t run; she launched herself from a predator’s crouch, covering the distance between herself and Borl in a single, gravity-defying bound. The big poacher’s eyes went wide, his brain too slow to process the attack. He was still in the follow-through of his shove, off-balance and completely exposed.

【Shadow Claw】! The skill name flared in my mind as I recognized the shimmering, dark energy that coated her extended claws.

There was no sound of impact, only a wet, tearing noise, like canvas being ripped in half. Mio landed silently behind Borl, dropping back into a low crouch. The poacher stood frozen for a second, a look of stupid confusion on his face. Then, four parallel gashes opened across his thick leather jerkin and the flesh beneath, erupting with blood. He let out a choked, gurgling scream and collapsed like a felled tree, clutching his ruined chest.

The weasel-faced poacher stared, his jaw hanging open in horrified disbelief. His partner, a mountain of a man, had been taken down in less than a second by a girl half his size. His terror quickly curdled into rage.

“You bitch!” he shrieked, swinging his weighted net at Mio.

What happened next wasn’t a fight. It was a dance, and Mio was the only one who knew the steps.

She moved with a fluid, feline grace that was breathtaking to behold. She flowed around the poacher’s clumsy attacks, a shadow he could never quite touch. He swung his net; she was no longer there, appearing at his side with a disarming strike to his wrist that made him yelp and nearly drop his weapon. He jabbed with the club-like handle; she ducked under it, her own hand lashing out to strike his knee, buckling his leg.

I watched, utterly mesmerized. This wasn’t the sweet, affectionate girl who purred when I stroked her ears. This wasn’t the frightened victim I’d found in a trap. This was a warrior. A lethal, efficient predator in her element. The raw, untamed power I had poured into her had unlocked this, but the grace, the skill, the instinct—that was all her.

And it was all for me.

My initial shock gave way to a powerful, swelling tide of awe and pride. A fierce, possessive thrill shot through me. I wasn’t just watching a fight. I was watching a living, breathing extension of my own will to protect. She was the claws I didn’t have, the speed I couldn’t match.

My gaze flickered to Sky. The harpy had pushed herself up, her one good wing supporting her. Her hawk-like eyes were wide, not with fear, but with stunned disbelief. She was watching this tiny cat-girl, this fellow Therian, completely dominate a human poacher. She was witnessing a creature who should have been a victim rise up as an avenger. And she knew, she had to know, that this display was in defense of the very human who had just shown her kindness.

Weasel-face was panting now, desperation and fear in his eyes. He spun, swinging his net wildly. “Hold still, you damn cat!”

Mio had tired of the game.

She used 【Silent Step】, vanishing from his sight completely. The poacher froze, his eyes darting wildly. “Where…?”

She reappeared directly behind him, as silent as a falling leaf. Before he could turn, she struck. It wasn’t a lethal blow. It was a series of precise, disabling strikes. Her claws shredded the tendons in the back of his knees, and he screamed, his legs giving out. As he fell, she struck his shoulders, her sharp nails digging deep, severing the muscles. He hit the ground, his arms and legs useless, a whimpering, twitching heap.

The battle was over.

Silence fell upon the clearing once more. Mio stood over the moaning form of the second poacher, her chest rising and falling rhythmically. The feral, bloodthirsty light in her golden eyes slowly faded, like a fire being banked. She retracted her claws, shaking her hands as if to rid them of the filth of the fight.

Then, she turned and her eyes found me, still sitting on the ground. The warrior vanished. The predator was gone. Her expression melted into one of immediate, gentle concern. She rushed to my side, her movements urgent and worried.

“Ethan!” she cried, her voice soft and filled with anxiety. She knelt before me, her small hands fluttering over my chest, checking for injuries from the shove. “Are you hurt? Did he hurt you?”

I looked from the two broken, bleeding men moaning on the ground to the sweet, worried face of the girl in front of me. The two images, the deadly avenger and the devoted partner, fused into one in my mind.

She wasn’t a damsel I had to protect.

She wasn’t a weapon I could command.

She was my partner. My other half in this brutal, beautiful world. I provided the healing, the purpose, the sanctuary. She provided the fury and the fangs. Together, we were whole. Together, we were more than enough.

Overwhelmed by a rush of emotion—relief, gratitude, and a fierce, burning pride—I reached out and pulled her into a tight hug, burying my face in her soft, dark hair.

She froze for a second, surprised, before melting into my embrace, her arms wrapping around my back. A soft, contented purr started in her chest, a gentle rumble of reassurance.

We were safe. And we were just getting started.


Chapter 9: A Kiss to the Wings

The hug was short, a brief, grounding moment of shared victory before the reality of our situation crashed back in. Two men lay groaning on the ground, and a third patient, the most critical one, was bleeding by the riverbank.

“Mio,” I said, my voice firm, pulling back to look her in the eyes. “Tie them up. Use their own ropes. Make sure they can’t follow us.”

Her expression hardened, the warrior returning for a moment. She gave a curt nod, her loyalty absolute and unquestioning. While she went to work, her movements efficient and ruthless, I returned to Sky’s side.

The harpy was staring at Mio with wide, disbelieving eyes. She was witnessing a dynamic she likely thought impossible: a Therian of immense power, acting in perfect, devoted concert with a human. When her gaze shifted to me, the burning hatred was gone, replaced by a complex storm of confusion, awe, and a deep, weary pain.

“We have to move you,” I said gently. “We can’t stay here. Can you walk?”

She tried to push herself up, but a sharp, agonizing cry escaped her lips and she collapsed. Her taloned feet, so deadly in a fight, were not designed for easy walking on rough terrain, and her broken wing threw her completely off balance. She was grounded in every sense of the word.

“No,” she rasped, her voice thick with self-loathing. “Useless.”

“You’re not useless, you’re injured,” I corrected, my vet’s bedside manner taking over. “I’m going to have to carry you. I’ll be as gentle as I can.”

She flinched as I slid my arms beneath her, her body going rigid with tension. But she was too weak to protest. I lifted her into my arms. She was surprisingly light, her bones seemingly hollow like a bird’s. Her one good wing wrapped instinctively around my back, while she cradled the broken one protectively against her chest. Her face was pressed against my shoulder, and I could feel the ragged, painful rhythm of her breathing.

“There’s a place upstream,” Mio reported, returning to my side. “A small cave behind a waterfall. Hidden. Safe.”

“Lead the way,” I grunted, adjusting my grip on Sky.

The trek was short but difficult. With every step, I could feel the tremors of pain that shot through Sky’s body. She bore it with a stoic, grim silence that was somehow more heartbreaking than her earlier rage.

The place Mio found was perfect. A curtain of water cascaded over a rock ledge, concealing a dry, shallow cave behind it. It was easily defensible and completely hidden from the outside world. I carried Sky inside and gently laid her on a patch of soft, dry moss.

Now came the hard part.

I knelt beside her, my expression turning serious. “Okay. We’re safe now. But we have to treat that wing. The bone needs to be set, and the torn muscle and ligaments need to be repaired. If we don’t, you will never fly again. Do you understand?”

She nodded, not meeting my eyes, her gaze fixed on her mangled wing. The shame of her helplessness was a palpable aura around her.

“I have a skill,” I continued, choosing my words carefully. “It’s called 【Healing Embrace】. It allows me to channel my own life force to heal others. It’s how I healed Mio. But it has a requirement. It needs… direct, intimate contact to work.”

Her head snapped up, her hawk-like eyes locking onto mine. Suspicion and a new kind of fear flared in their depths. “What… what does that mean?”

“It means for the healing to be effective, I have to touch you. Skin-to-skin,” I said plainly. “I need to get to the root of the injury, at the joint, where the wing meets your back. I know you hate humans. I know you don’t trust me. But this is the only way. Your pride, or your wings. It’s your choice.”

I let the words hang in the cool, damp air. I watched the war play out on her face. The ingrained hatred of my entire species battled against the fundamental, defining desire of her own. She was a creature of the sky, and I was offering her the only key to her cage.

Her jaw tightened, and for a long, agonizing moment, I thought her pride would win. But then, a single tear traced a path through the grime on her cheek, and her resolve crumbled.

“Do it,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “Just… give me back my sky.”

With a heavy heart, I gently began to move the torn remnants of her tunic, exposing the smooth, toned skin of her back and the base of her wings. Her skin was warm, flushed with fever. Her whole body trembled, but she held still. Mio watched from the entrance of the cave, her arms crossed, her expression unreadable, a silent, feline sentinel.

“I’m going to start at the base of the joint,” I explained, my voice a low murmur. “It’s the best place to channel the energy to the entire wing. I’m going to use my mouth. It’s the most direct conduit.”

She didn’t respond, she just squeezed her eyes shut, bracing herself.

I leaned in, my own heart pounding.

This felt different from Mio.

That had been a desperate act in the dark, driven by instinct.

This was a conscious, deliberate procedure on a terrified, vulnerable patient.

My lips brushed against her skin, right at the delicate point where feathers gave way to flesh.

Her skin was incredibly soft.

I pressed a gentle, closed-mouth kiss to the spot, focusing my will, activating the skill.

【Healing Embrace】.

The effect was instantaneous and electric.

A violent shudder wracked her entire body. A strangled gasp, half-sob, half-moan, was torn from her throat. Every feather on her magnificent wings, both the good and the broken, fluffed up, standing on end. I felt the surge of my life force, a warm, tingling wave, pour from my lips into her body.

“Stop… what are you…” she gasped, trying to pull away, to protest.

But the words died in her throat, replaced by a low, breathy moan. The healing energy wasn’t just mending her bones and knitting her flesh. To her, the sensation was indistinguishable from a wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure. It was a warmth that chased away the cold pain, a tingling that erased the agony and left a trail of shocking, exquisite sensation in its wake.

Her defiance was short-circuited by her own nervous system. She was trapped not by a snare, but by a pleasure so profound it was overwhelming.

I pulled back for a second. “The skill is working,” I said softly. “I have to continue.”

I didn’t wait for an answer. I leaned in again, my lips tracing the joint, channeling the warm, healing energy into her broken body. Her protests dissolved into a series of helpless, breathy whimpers.

As I worked, I let my fingers drift to her feathers, gently combing through the sky-blue plumage of her good wing. The texture was like nothing I had ever touched, softer than silk, humming with a faint, magical energy. I was checking for damage, for stress, but I knew it was also an intensely sensual act.

With every gentle stroke of my fingers, a fresh shiver ran through her. Her back arched involuntarily, pressing herself closer to the source of the healing, the source of the pleasure.

Her pride, her hatred, her fear—it was all melting away, consumed by a tide of sensation she was powerless to resist. And in the back of the cave, Mio watched us, her gaze glinting in the dim, watery light.


Chapter 10: The Savage Claw's Cowgirl

The flow of healing energy was a steady, warm river pouring from my lips into her broken body. I could feel the change as it happened, the subtle knitting of bone, the mending of torn muscle. Sky’s body, which had been tense with agony, had gone pliant under my touch, her breath evening out into a series of soft, involuntary moans. The pain was receding, being replaced by the shocking, tingling pleasure of my skill.

But then, something shifted.

The energy I was pouring into her was met by a new, powerful energy rising from within her own core. It was a dormant, primal force, awakened by the sudden influx of pure, masculine vitality she had been starved of her entire life. My appraisal skill, unbidden, flashed a bright crimson warning in my vision.

WARNING: Subject's hormonal state has been critically altered. Latent biological cycle triggered.

STATUS CHANGE: In Heat (Brooding Period)

The soft moans escaping Sky’s lips changed, deepening into a guttural, throaty growl of profound, undeniable need. Her hawk-like eyes, which had been squeezed shut, snapped open. The haze of pain was gone, but it had been replaced by a fever far more intense, a glaze of pure, instinct-driven lust.

She looked at me, but she wasn’t seeing a healer anymore. She was seeing the answer to a question her body had been screaming for a decade.

“Mate,” she rasped, the word a possessive, territorial claim.

Before I could react, she shoved me, her surprising strength sending me tumbling back onto the mossy floor. The harpy I had been so carefully treating was gone, replaced by a creature of raw, singular purpose. Her instincts, the powerful, biological imperatives of her species, had taken complete control.

Ignoring the searing pain in her still-mending wing, she scrambled towards me. She grabbed my arm, her grip shockingly strong. Her talons, the weapons I had seen tear through the earth, were extended, but she was careful not to pierce my skin, her hold firm but controlled.

“My nest,” she growled, her voice thick with a primal urgency. “Mate. Now.”

She began to drag me towards the back of the small cave, where she had piled up some dry leaves and moss for a bed. It was a clumsy, desperate effort. Her body was still weak, her movements hampered by her injury, but her will was an unstoppable force of nature. I was too stunned to resist, caught up in the sudden, violent shift from patient to predator.

She pushed me down onto the makeshift nest, the dry leaves crackling beneath me. Without a moment's hesitation, she began tearing at my clothes, her movements frantic and clumsy, driven by an overwhelming need. I helped her, my own body responding to her raw, intoxicating scent, my rational mind completely bypassed.

Once we were both bare, she climbed on top of me, straddling my hips. It was an awkward, painful movement for her, and a sharp hiss of pain escaped her lips as she jostled her broken wing. But the pain was a distant signal, drowned out by the roaring fire of her Brooding Period. She was a queen claiming her throne, a bird of prey claiming her mate, and this was her nest.

She lowered herself onto me, a sharp, shuddering gasp wracking her body as we became one. Her eyes rolled back in her head for a moment, lost in the overwhelming sensation. This wasn't the gentle, healing union I had shared with Mio. This was a frantic, desperate, almost violent act of biological necessity.

She began to move, her hips rocking with an untaught, instinctive rhythm. She was riding me with a wild, untamed energy, her body driven to fulfill its most sacred purpose. Her head was thrown back, a stream of guttural moans and sharp, bird-like cries spilling from her lips. She was no longer a woman. She was a force of nature, a storm of instinct and desire, and I was the lightning rod.

My hands came up to grip her hips, to steady her, to meet her frantic pace. I was completely lost in the feel of her, the sight of her, the raw, animalistic power of the moment.

Her excitement built, her movements becoming faster, more frantic. Her body tensed, coiling like a spring. To brace herself, she leaned forward, her hands planting themselves flat on my chest. Her talons, which she had so carefully kept retracted, extended instinctively, seeking purchase.

The sharp, needle-like tips scraped across my skin.

A jolt of pure, electric sensation shot through my entire nervous system. It wasn't exactly pain. It was a sharp, exquisite sting, a touch of danger that amplified the pleasure a hundredfold. As she continued to ride me, her talons, forgotten in her ecstasy, dragged lightly, deliberately, over my nipples.

“Sky,” I gasped, my back arching off the ground.

My reason shattered. The sharp, focused sting of her claws on my sensitive flesh was the final push that sent me spiraling over the edge. It was a wild, savage claiming, a mark of ownership from a creature of the sky, and my body responded with a primal roar of its own.

My climax hit me with the force of a physical blow, my own energy surging into her. It was the final catalyst she needed. She threw her head back and screamed, a piercing, hawk-like cry of pure, unadulterated release that echoed off the cave walls, a sound of triumph, of claiming, of a destiny fulfilled.

She collapsed on top of me, a dead weight of exhausted, satisfied flesh. Her breathing was harsh, her body slick with sweat. She didn’t move, her good wing draped possessively over me like a blanket, pinning me to her nest.

My own senses slowly returned, the world coming back into focus. And as my eyes adjusted to the dim light, I saw her.

Mio.

She stood at the entrance to the cave, a silent shadow against the cascading water. She hadn’t left. She had watched the entire thing. Her face was unreadable, but her tail was lashing back and forth, a slow, angry rhythm of a predator denied its kill. Her golden eyes were fixed on us, burning with a cold fire that made my blood run cold.


Chapter 11: The Woman Robbed of Her Sky

Sky lay collapsed on my chest, a dead weight of sated instinct. Her breathing was harsh, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her release. The air in the cave was thick, heavy with the scent of our frantic, primal union. My eyes were locked on the cave entrance, on the silent, watching silhouette of Mio.

For a long, tense moment, the world held its breath. Mio’s tail lashed once, a sharp, angry motion. Her golden eyes, burning with a cold fire, held mine. I saw a storm of emotions in them—jealousy, betrayal, a sharp, possessive anger. I opened my mouth to say her name, to try and explain, but before I could utter a sound, she turned.

With a flick of her tail that was the very picture of feline disdain, she slipped out of the cave, vanishing behind the curtain of the waterfall, leaving me alone with the woman in my arms.

The silence she left behind was profound. It was broken only by Sky’s ragged breathing. The fever of the Brooding Period had broken, the raw, biological imperative sated for now. But as her senses slowly returned, the haze of lust was replaced by something else.

Shame.

She stirred, pushing herself up with a groan. Her eyes, no longer glazed with instinct, were now sharp and clear, and they burned with a renewed, self-loathing fury. She looked down at me, at our naked, sweat-slicked bodies, at her own good wing draped possessively over my chest, and she flinched as if burned.

“This…” she hissed, her voice a low, venomous rasp. “Is this what you wanted, human? Was breaking my wing not enough? Did you have to break my pride, too?”

She scrambled off me, her movements clumsy and pained. She tried to stand, to put distance between us, but her legs were weak, and she stumbled, catching herself against the cave wall. She was a queen dethroned, a goddess cast from the heavens, and she blamed me for every agonizing second of it.

Her rage was a palpable force, a desperate attempt to rebuild the walls I had just shattered.

“You think this makes us even?” she spat, her hawk-like eyes blazing with unshed tears of fury. “You think because my body… betrayed me… that I am yours now? Like that cat?”

Before I could answer, she launched herself at me again.

This time, it wasn't with the frantic need of her heat. It was with anger. It was a raw, physical outpouring of all her pain, her humiliation, and her hatred. She slammed into me, pushing me back down onto the nest of leaves. Her lips crashed against mine in a kiss that was more of a bite, her teeth grazing my lip.

She was trying to turn the tables, to be the aggressor, the dominator. She moved on top of me again, her hips grinding down with a fierce, punishing rhythm. It wasn't an act of passion; it was an act of war. Every thrust was a curse, every moan a cry of defiance. She was trying to hurt me, to punish me, to channel all her grief for her lost sky into this one violent, desperate act.

My first instinct was to fight back, to stop her. But as I looked into her furious, tear-filled eyes, I understood. This was the only way she knew how to communicate the storm that was raging inside her. This was her pain, given physical form.

And the core of my being, the very essence of my skill, was to embrace and heal that pain.

So I let her. I accepted it all.

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her tight against me, even as she struggled. I met her angry, punishing rhythm not with resistance, but with a deep, steady power. I took all the rage she could throw at me and absorbed it.

“I know,” I whispered, my voice low and rough against her ear, my words timed with our movements. “I know you’re angry.”

Her rhythm faltered for a second.

“I know you feel broken,” I continued, my hands moving from her hips to her back, stroking her gently, soothingly. “You feel like you’ve lost everything.”

I shifted my hips, taking control of the rhythm, slowing it down, transforming her frantic, angry grinding into a slow, deep, powerful union. The battle became a dance.

“But you are not broken,” I murmured, my lips brushing against her temple. “And you have not lost everything. I’ve got you.”

She tried to say something, a curse or a denial, but it came out as a choked sob. Her anger was a fortress, and my acceptance was the tide, relentlessly washing against its foundations, dissolving the mortar of her rage.

“Let it go, Sky,” I whispered, using the name I’d given her. “Let it all go. I’m right here. I will give you back your sky. I promise you.”

That was it. The promise. The one thing she wanted more than anything in the world.

Her fortress crumbled.

A sound tore from her throat, a sound of such profound, heartbreaking anguish that it pierced me to the soul. Her body went rigid, her back arching as a climax, more powerful and overwhelming than the first, ripped through her. It was not a climax of pleasure, but of pure, unadulterated emotional release. It was the shattering of a dam, the lancing of a wound.

Her anger, her hatred, her pride—it all washed away in that single, cataclysmic wave, leaving only the raw, aching grief behind.

Her body went limp, and she collapsed onto my chest. She was still, so still. I thought she had fallen unconscious. But then I felt it.

A single, hot drop of water on my skin. Then another.

Her shoulders began to shake, and quiet, heartbroken sobs started to wrack her body. This proud, fierce creature of the sky, who had faced down traps and poachers with unyielding rage, finally allowed herself to grieve. She cried for her broken wing, for her lost freedom, for the humiliation of being grounded, for the terror of her own body’s betrayal.

I didn't speak. I didn’t offer empty platitudes or tell her not to cry. I just held her.

I wrapped her in my arms, her good wing and my own body creating a safe, warm cocoon. I stroked her hair, her back, her feathers, and let her break. I provided the one thing in the universe she needed in that moment: a place where it was safe to be broken.

I held her as her raw, agonized sobs slowly softened into weary, hiccuping breaths, until finally, there was only a profound, exhausted silence. She didn't pull away. She just lay there, her face buried in my chest, completely and utterly spent.

Her soul was wounded, but for the first time since she’d been caught in that trap, it was finally beginning to heal.


Chapter 12: Jealous Cat's Service Fellatio

Sky finally cried herself to sleep, her body curled in a posture of utter exhaustion and, for the first time, trust. I gently disentangled myself, covering her with a spare blanket, my own body aching with a strange mix of fatigue and exhilaration. My 【Healing Embrace】 had mended more than just her wing; it had begun to mend her soul.

But in healing one wound, I had inadvertently opened another.

I found Mio sitting on a flat rock by the river, just outside the waterfall’s spray. She was staring into the rushing water, her back ramrod straight. Her tail, usually a soft, inquisitive presence, was lashing back and forth, each sharp flick a clear signal of her displeasure.

“Mio?” I said softly, approaching her.

She didn’t turn. “The harpy is asleep?” Her voice was flat, cold, stripped of its usual warmth.

“Yeah. She’s resting now.” I sat on the rock beside her, leaving a careful distance between us. The space felt like a chasm. “Are you okay?”

“I am fine,” she clipped out, still not looking at me. “My Master’s new companion is the one who was injured. You were very… thorough in your treatment.”

The words were laced with a bitter, feline sarcasm that stung more than any shout could have. I had never heard her speak this way. The sweet, devoted girl I knew was buried under a layer of cold, simmering rage.

“Mio, it wasn’t… it was a treatment,” I tried to explain, my words feeling clumsy and inadequate. “Her instincts were triggered by the healing. It was like with you, in the beginning. A… a side effect.”

“I see,” she said, her voice dangerously quiet. “So you will have to give this ‘treatment’ to every stray you find? Is that your plan?”

Before I could answer, she stood up. “I will take the first watch.” And with that, she stalked to the entrance of the cave, positioning herself as a silent, angry gargoyle, leaving me alone with the quiet roar of the waterfall and the heavy weight of her jealousy.

Later, as the twin moons rose high in the sky, a tense, unspoken truce settled over our small camp. Sky remained asleep in her nest. I was in my bedroll, and Mio had eventually laid down in hers, a world away on the other side of the fire, her back pointedly turned to me. I lay awake for hours, staring into the darkness, the feeling of her emotional distance a hollow ache in my chest. I had gained a new companion, but I was terrified I had broken the bond with my first.

Just as I was finally drifting into a troubled sleep, a faint rustling brought me back to full awareness. A shadow detached itself from the darkness. It was Mio.

She moved with her characteristic silence, a ghost in the moonlight. She slipped into my bedroll, her body pressing against mine. I thought, for a hopeful moment, that this was a sign of forgiveness. But the way she held herself was different. It wasn’t the soft, comforting presence I was used to. Her body was coiled tight with a possessive, urgent energy.

She pressed her face into my neck, her breath hot against my skin.

“You are mine,” she whispered, her voice a low, desperate growl. It was not a question. It was a declaration. An affirmation against the fear that now haunted her. “Not hers. Not anyone else’s. My Ethan. My Master. Mine.”

Her hands roamed over my chest, her touch not gentle, but a frantic, desperate mapping of territory she was afraid of losing. She needed to feel me, to be reassured, to physically re-stake her claim in a way that words never could.

She pushed the blanket down, exposing my body to the cool night air. Her golden eyes, gleaming in the moonlight, were filled with a fierce, almost painful adoration. This wasn’t about a heat cycle. This was about her heart.

Her gaze fell, and a soft, rapturous sound, half-purr, half-gasp, escaped her lips.

“My Master’s… proof,” she whispered, her voice filled with awe.

A core part of her Cait Sith nature, as I was learning, was a love for licking. It was a gesture of grooming, of affection, of ownership. And now, she focused that deep, feline instinct entirely on me.

She lowered her head, her soft hair brushing against my stomach, sending a shiver through my entire body. I watched, mesmerized, as she began her devoted service.

It was an act of pure worship. Her tongue, soft and deft, traced a reverent path, each touch a reassurance for herself as much as it was a pleasure for me. The low, contented purr I loved so much started deep in her chest, a constant, vibrating thrum that I could feel all the way to my bones. This was her way of washing away the scent of another woman, of reaffirming our bond, of reminding both of us who she was. She was the first. The original.

My hand came up, burying itself in her soft hair, my fingers gently scratching the base of her ears. She purred louder, her movements growing more confident, more intense. I was completely overwhelmed, not just by the physical pleasure, but by the sheer, unadulterated force of her devotion. Her jealousy wasn't a poison; it was a fire, and she was using it to brand me as hers all over again.

When it was over, she didn’t pull away. She curled up on my chest, laying her head over my heart, her body finally relaxed. The cold, angry tension was gone, replaced by the familiar, warm, and utterly possessive weight of her.

I held her close, stroking her back. “Mio,” I whispered into the quiet of the night. “Helping her doesn't change anything. It will never change what you are to me.”

She looked up, her golden eyes shimmering. “What am I, Ethan?”

“You’re the one who found me,” I said, my voice thick with emotion. “You’re my protector. You’re my partner. You were the first. You’ll always be the first.”

A single, happy tear rolled down her cheek. She nuzzled back into my chest, her purr a soft, steady engine of contentment. The rift between us was healed. Our bond, tested for the first time, was now stronger than ever. But as I held her, with the new, sleeping harpy just a few feet away, I knew this was just the beginning. My paradise would be a place of safety and healing. But it would also be a place of very, very complicated emotions.


Chapter 13: The First Harem

The bond between myself and Mio, reaffirmed and reforged in the quiet intimacy of the night, was a profound comfort. She lay curled on my chest, her purr a soft, steady engine of contentment, a declaration of ownership that I had willingly, gladly accepted. For a while, there was only peace, the three of us breathing in a quiet, synchronized rhythm in the hidden cave.

But peace, I was learning, was a fleeting commodity in my new life.

A soft rustle from the back of the cave announced that Sky was awake. I opened my eyes to see her sitting up in her nest, her one good wing wrapped around herself. Her broken one, I noted with a clinical satisfaction, was already looking better, the swelling reduced, the discoloration fading. My healing was potent.

Her hawk-like eyes were fixed on us, specifically on Mio, who was curled up on my chest like a treasured pet. Sky’s expression was a thunderous mask of pride and indignation. She had been claimed by her instincts, healed and brought to a shattering emotional release by the man in front of her. In her mind, a sacred, biological pact had been formed.

Seeing another female in her mate’s bed was an intolerable offense.

She rose to her feet, her movements stiff and pained, but her resolve was like iron. She stalked over to us, each step a deliberate, territorial challenge.

“Get off him,” she commanded, her voice a low, dangerous growl.

Mio’s purr instantly cut off. She lifted her head, her golden eyes narrowing into slits, a menacing hiss escaping her lips. “He is my Master. I belong here.”

“He is my mate,” Sky retorted, the word carrying the weight of an unbreakable vow. She jabbed a finger toward me. “His life force healed my wing. Our spirits are bound. You are just a stray he picked up.”

“I am his protector!” Mio shot back, her claws extending, digging lightly into my chest. “I saved him from hunters! I was here first!”

“The first to be replaced!”

The air in the cave crackled with tension, two powerful females on the brink of a fight, with me as the prize and the battlefield. In my old life, this would have been a nightmare. Here, in this new world, with these new rules, I felt a strange, profound clarity. Arguing would be useless. This wasn't a conflict that could be resolved with words.

This was a matter of pack dynamics. And I was the alpha.

I acted. My hand, which had been resting on Mio’s back, moved up to gently cup the back of her head, a gesture of calming ownership. I looked past her, my eyes meeting Sky’s defiant, furious gaze, and I extended my other hand, an silent, undeniable invitation.

Sky froze, her tirade cut short. She had expected me to placate her, to push Mio away, or to cower. She had not expected to be invited into the heart of the conflict. For a moment, her pride warred with her instinct, but the pull of the mate-bond I had forged with her was too strong.

With a low growl that was half-surrender, half-triumph, she moved forward. As the outline in my mind had predicted, she didn’t just join us. She pushed her way in, determined to be the center of attention, climbing onto the bedroll and settling herself in my lap, her back to my chest, physically inserting herself between me and Mio.

Mio hissed in protest, but I silenced her with a gentle but firm pressure on her head, a silent command. Stay.

And so I found myself, propped up against the rock wall, caught in the most dangerous and exhilarating position of my life. I was the king on his throne, flanked by his two fiercely competitive queens.

Sky was a warm, solid weight in my arms. I wrapped them around her, my hands finding the soft skin of her stomach. She shivered but leaned back against my chest, a possessive, victorious smirk on her face. In front of me, Mio was still kneeling, her expression a thunderous storm of jealousy. But she hadn’t left. She was watching me, waiting for my next move, her loyalty warring with her anger.

I met her gaze, and with a slight nod, I commanded her to continue what she had started.

Mio’s eyes widened for a second, a flicker of surprised humiliation in them, but it was quickly replaced by a renewed, fiery determination. If this was the game, she would prove that she could play it better than anyone. She would prove that her service, her devotion, was second to none. She lowered her head once more, her actions even more focused, more worshipful than before.

I was the calm eye of the hurricane.

My right hand stroked Mio’s hair, my fingers scratching the base of her ears, rewarding her obedience, making her purr despite her anger. My left hand, wrapped around Sky’s waist, roamed upwards, cupping her breast, eliciting a sharp, surprised gasp from the proud harpy.

“He is mine…” Sky whispered, her voice trembling as my thumb brushed over her hardening nipple.

“…My Master…” Mio murmured, her own voice thick with devotion.

They were competing, using pleasure as their weapon and my body as their arena. Sky would arch her back, pressing herself against my hand, and I would feel Mio’s ministration grow more intense. I would reward Mio with a soft word of praise, and I would feel Sky’s muscles tense, her body subtly moving to recapture my focus.

This was not about mere pleasure. This was a lesson, taught through the powerful, undeniable language of the flesh. I was not a prize to be won or a possession to be fought over. I was the source. The center. The one who dictated the flow of pleasure, the one who calmed their rivalries, the one who could satisfy them both and bind them to me. Their competition, their jealousy, their pride—all of it now served to heighten my own pleasure, my own power.

I brought them to their release together, a final, undeniable assertion of my control. Sky cried out, her back arching as my touch sent her over the edge, while Mio convulsed, her body trembling with the force of her own climax.

In the aftermath, there was no anger. Only a panting, sated exhaustion. Sky’s head rested on my shoulder, her proud defiance melted away, replaced by a sleepy contentment. Mio’s forehead rested on my thigh, her body completely relaxed.

The conflict was over. The hierarchy had been established. This was my pack. This was my family.

This was my first harem.


Chapter 14: Construction of the Home

The morning after was… different. A new kind of quiet had settled over our small cave. The fiery, overt rivalry between Mio and Sky had been quenched, replaced by the embers of a grudging, competitive respect. They still watched each other, their movements charged with a new awareness, but the hostility was gone. They weren't just two females anymore. They were a pack. And I was their center.

Sky woke first, a soft groan escaping her lips as she tested her broken wing. I was already awake, watching her. I used 【Divine Eye Appraisal】.

Condition: Stable (Mending rapidly). Prognosis: Full recovery expected. Minor flight possible in 3 days.

My skills, combined with her own natural resilience, were working faster than I could have hoped.

“It feels… better,” she admitted, her voice low, avoiding my gaze. There was a newfound shyness to her, a vulnerability that hadn't existed before. “The fire inside is gone.”

“The Brooding Period has passed,” I explained, keeping my tone clinical. “Your body is stabilizing.”

Mio stretched beside me, a fluid, feline motion, before pointedly crawling over to nuzzle my hand and lick it, her gaze flicking over to Sky for a second to ensure the gesture was seen. The competition wasn't over; it had just become more subtle.

“This cave is a good hiding spot,” I said, addressing them both as I sat up. “But it’s not a home. A home is something you build. Something you can defend. Something you can be proud of.”

I found a patch of smooth dirt near the fire pit and picked up a stick. “We’re going to build a house. Right here, in this clearing by the river.”

They both stared at me, then at the empty patch of land, as if I had just declared my intention to fly by flapping my arms.

“A house?” Sky asked, her brow furrowed. “Like… a human house? A wooden box?”

“A better one,” I said. I began to sketch in the dirt, the instincts of a thousand home-improvement shows from my past life coming back to me. “Look. We won’t build it flat on the ground. We’ll raise the floor on foundation stones. It keeps the damp out, and makes it harder for snakes and bugs to get in.”

They both leaned in, their skepticism turning to curiosity.

“And the fire,” I continued, sketching a square in the center. “We won’t just have a fire pit that fills the room with smoke. We’ll build a proper hearth, with a chimney. A stone channel that draws the smoke up and out through the roof. You’ll be able to breathe inside, even with a fire going.”

Mio’s ears perked up. Sky’s eyes were wide. These simple, basic concepts of modern living were, to them, revolutionary architectural theories.

“But the work…” Sky murmured, looking down at her wing. “I cannot…”

“We all have a role to play,” I said, looking at each of them in turn, my voice taking on the tone of a leader outlining a plan. “Sky, your wing needs to heal, so you can’t do any heavy lifting. But you have the best eyes of any of us. You will be our lookout. Find a high perch, watch the forest. Warn us of any danger—poachers, predators, anything that moves. You are our security. Nothing is more important.”

A flicker of her old pride returned to her eyes. I had given her a vital role, one that respected her nature and her limitations. She nodded, a sharp, hawk-like gesture of assent.

I turned to Mio. “Mio, you are the fastest. The most agile. You will be our gatherer. We need straight, strong saplings for the walls. We need flexible vines for lashing. We need large stones for the foundation and the hearth. You can get to places I can’t, and bring back what we need faster than anyone.”

Mio’s tail gave a happy, energetic flick. She puffed out her chest, proud to be given the most active role. “I will bring you the best trees, Ethan!”

“And I,” I concluded, standing up and stretching my own sore muscles, “will be the builder. I’ll do the heavy work. The cutting, the lifting, the joining. We’ll work together. Each of us using our strengths.”

And so we began.

The first challenge was immediate: moving the heavy foundation stones Mio had gathered.

I watched as she and Sky tried to budge one, their combined strength barely making it scrape across the dirt.

“Wait, wait,” I said, holding up a hand. “Work smart, not hard.” They looked at me, confused.

I found a sturdy, straight log and a smaller, fist-sized rock. I jammed one end of the log under the foundation stone and placed the smaller rock beneath the log, close to the stone.

“Watch this.” I put my weight on the far end of the log.

With a soft groan of shifting earth, the massive foundation stone lifted, pivoting on the smaller rock as if it were a fraction of its true weight.

Mio and Sky stared, their jaws agape. “What… what magic was that?” Sky breathed.

“It’s not magic,” I said with a grin. “It’s called leverage. A simple principle, really. It lets you multiply your strength. With this, even I can move stones neither of you could budge.”

I had not just given them a tool; I had given them knowledge. Their eyes shone with a new kind of respect. My strength wasn't in my muscles, but in my mind.

The next few days were filled with the clean, satisfying ache of hard labor. Our little clearing became a hive of activity, a symphony of coordinated effort.

Sky found a perch high in a massive, ancient tree that overlooked the entire valley. She was a silent, watchful guardian. More than once, her sharp, piercing cry would echo down to us. “Boar, to the east!” or “Men on the far ridge, moving away from us!” Her warnings allowed us to work with a sense of security we would never have had otherwise.

Mio was a whirlwind of motion. She would vanish into the woods and return, dragging a perfectly straight log, or with a coil of impossibly strong vines slung over her shoulder. She moved with a joyful energy, her lithe body born for this kind of work. She would drop a load of materials at my feet, looking up at me for a word of praise, her tail wagging like a happy dog’s. A simple, “Good job, Mio. This is perfect,” was enough to make her purr for an hour.

I worked until my muscles screamed. I used my knowledge of leverage to move stones I couldn’t lift, my understanding of basic engineering to notch the logs so they would fit together snugly. I built the stone hearth and chimney first, a solid, reassuring anchor in the center of our future home.

The evenings were the best part. Exhausted and covered in dirt and sweat, the three of us would gather around the fire, sharing the fish Mio had caught or the roots I had identified as edible.

As Mio was about to just warm her fish over the flames as usual, I stopped her. “Hold on. Fish from rivers can have things inside them that make you sick if you don’t cook them properly. We need to cook it all the way through.”

I showed them how to gut and clean the fish properly, a basic skill for any camper on Earth, but a revelation to them.

Then, I took some of the extra fish Sky had brought back, packed them in salt we had found, and hung them in the smoke rising from the chimney.

“What are you doing?” Mio asked, her nose twitching at the smoky scent.

“Making jerky,” I explained. “If we smoke it like this for a long time, it will dry out and we can keep it for weeks without it going bad. It’s a way to store food for days when the hunting is bad.”

They looked from the thoroughly cooked fish sizzling on the fire to the racks of slowly smoking meat, their expressions a mixture of awe and wonder.

My knowledge wasn't just building a house; it was building a life, one safer and more stable than anything they had ever known.

I would tend to Sky’s wing, re-dressing the wound, pleased with the rapid progress. After the first night, she no longer flinched at my touch.

A new dynamic was being forged, not in the heat of passion, but in the quiet satisfaction of teamwork. We were building more than a house. We were building a home. A family.

On the fifth day, it was finished.

It was a small, crude log cabin, nothing that would have warranted a second glance back on Earth. But here, it was a fortress. A palace. The raised floor was level, the walls were solid, and the bark-thatched roof was slanted at a perfect angle.

Mio and Sky stood before it, their eyes wide with an awe that filled me with a profound sense of accomplishment.

“We… we made this,” Sky whispered, her voice thick with an emotion I had never heard from her before.

“Come on,” I said, a proud smile on my face. “Let’s go inside.”

The interior was clean, dry, and smelled of fresh-cut wood and stone. The light from the doorway illuminated a space that felt safe and solid. That night, we moved our bedrolls inside, sleeping on the wooden floor instead of the cold cave ground.

As the fire crackled merrily in the hearth, its smoke drawing perfectly up the chimney, I looked at the two women who were now my family. Mio was curled up at my side, already purring herself to sleep. Sky was leaning against the far wall, her fierce gaze softened, watching the flames with a small, tired smile.

This was it. The first brick laid in the foundation of my promise. The first safe harbor in our new paradise. It wasn’t just a shelter from the rain. It was a symbol. A declaration to the world that we were here, and we were home.


Chapter 15: Sex in the Peaceful Days

Our first house became the heart of our new world. With the structure complete, a comfortable, domestic rhythm began to take shape, each day a quiet testament to the life we were building together.

The mornings were for work. I began clearing a small plot of land by the river, my muscles hardening with the unaccustomed labor of felling trees and turning the soil. My goal was a small farm, a sustainable source of food that would see us through the coming winter. Mio was my tireless partner, her agility making her perfect for clearing away the undergrowth, her sharp claws surprisingly effective at tearing through stubborn roots.

Sky, whose wing was now almost fully healed, had reclaimed her domain. She would launch herself into the morning sky with a cry of pure, unadulterated joy that echoed through the valley. She was our hunter, her hawk-like eyes spotting prey from a thousand feet up. She would return by midday, a brace of rabbits or fat pheasants tied to her belt, dropping them at my feet with a proud, proprietary air. It was her offering, her contribution to the pack, and I always made sure to praise her for it.

The days were peaceful, filled with the satisfying exhaustion of productive work. But as the sun would set, casting long shadows across our small clearing, the atmosphere inside the warm, fire-lit cabin would begin to change. The comfortable partnership of the day would give way to the simmering, playful rivalry of the night.

It usually started simply. I’d be sitting by the fire, planning the next day’s work, and Mio would curl up behind me, her small, deft hands beginning to work the knots out of my sore shoulders. Her purr would be a low, rumbling engine of contentment.

For a night or two, Sky had watched this with a narrowed, calculating gaze. But she was not a creature to be left on the sidelines.

Tonight, just as Mio’s massage had begun to lull me into a state of blissful relaxation, Sky rose from her seat and approached. She knelt in front of me, her golden eyes locking with Mio’s over my shoulder in a silent challenge.

“A hunter needs to be strong,” Sky declared, her voice a low purr that was a direct imitation, and mockery, of Mio’s. “His arms must be able to draw a bow. His hands must be steady.”

She took my hands in her own, her touch surprisingly gentle, and began to massage them, her fingers working skillfully at the muscles in my palms and forearms.

And so the game began. It was a nightly ritual, a competition for my affection and attention played out through the medium of pleasure. One night, it would be a contest to see who could feed me the choicest bits of our dinner. The next, it would be who could groom me most effectively, with Mio licking my skin clean and Sky using her sharp eyes to find and remove any splinters from the day’s work.

But tonight, the game escalated.

After their dual massage had left my entire body buzzing and pliant, I lay back on our shared bed of furs. Sky, never one to be shy, took the dominant position immediately, straddling my hips and lowering herself onto me with a sigh of satisfaction.

“This is my place,” she murmured, leaning forward to kiss me, a clear declaration of victory.

I looked past her to see Mio, pouting by the fire. But the pout didn't last. A determined, competitive fire lit in her own golden eyes. She was not about to concede the night so easily.

She crawled onto the bed, her movements a fluid, feline ripple of intent. She moved to my head, showering my face and neck with affectionate, kitten-like licks. But it wasn’t enough. Sky had claimed the main prize. Mio, driven by her jealousy and a flash of feline ingenuity, decided to create a prize of her own.

She moved to the foot of the bed, her eyes gleaming in the firelight. Sky was lost in her own world, riding me with a slow, powerful rhythm, her eyes closed in ecstasy. She was so focused on her own pleasure, her own claiming of me, that she didn’t notice Mio’s new line of attack.

Mio began her service, her tongue a soft, hot caress. The sudden, unexpected pleasure made my back arch, my hips thrusting up involuntarily.

Sky’s eyes snapped open. “What…?” she gasped, feeling the change in my rhythm, the new intensity of my response. She looked down, her eyes widening as she saw Mio at her work. For a second, a flash of pure anger crossed her face. But it was immediately replaced by a competitive smirk.

“So, the kitten has claws,” Sky purred, her own movements becoming more deliberate, more intense. “But can she compete with a hawk on the wing?”

What followed was a dizzying, overwhelming symphony of pleasure. I was the instrument, and they were two master musicians, each trying to outdo the other. Sky would ride me with a fierce, predatory power, her talons gently, thrillingly, scraping against my chest, and Mio would respond with a new, clever technique that would make me gasp.

It was a battle, but one where everyone won. I was no longer just a participant; I was the willing, joyful center of their universe. This nightly competition wasn't tearing them apart. It was forging a strange, powerful new bond between them, the solidarity of two prideful females who had found a male worthy of sharing.

My hands were not idle. I reached up, cupping Sky’s breasts, my thumbs teasing her nipples until she cried out. I reached down, my fingers tangling in Mio’s soft hair, pulling her closer, a silent command and reward.

“He is ours,” Sky gasped, her body coiling tight, the pleasure becoming too much.

“Mine,” Mio purred, her voice thick, her own release imminent.

I pulled them both to me, my own climax cresting in a powerful wave. I brought them with me, their cries harmonizing in the warm, safe space of the house we had built together.

Afterward, we lay in a tangled, breathless heap. Sky was sprawled across my chest, her head tucked under my chin. Mio was curled against my side, her tail giving a final, sleepy flick. The competition was over. The rivalry had melted away, leaving only the quiet, profound intimacy of our strange, perfect family. The days were for work, and the nights were for this—a constant, playful, passionate exploration of the bonds that held our new world together.


Chapter 16: Creeping Shadows

The peace we had built was a tangible thing. It lived in the scent of the stew simmering over our hearth, in the neatly stacked rows of firewood beside the cabin, and in the fledgling garden where the first green shoots were beginning to push their way through the dark, fertile soil. It was a peace earned through sweat, teamwork, and a shared dream.

Our days were a comfortable, repeating melody. We worked, we ate, we laughed. Sky, now fully healed, was a master of the sky, her aerial hunting providing us with a steady supply of fresh meat. Her joy in flight was infectious, and seeing her soaring freely against the blue canvas of the sky was a constant, beautiful reminder of what we had accomplished.

Mio was the heart of our home, her boundless energy and cheerful disposition a constant source of warmth. She tended to the garden with a fierce maternal protectiveness and had taken it upon herself to explore every inch of the surrounding woods, mapping out resources and escape routes with a cat-like thoroughness.

The nights were for us. The playful rivalries continued, but they had softened, becoming less about competition and more about a shared, creative exploration of pleasure. We were a family, in every sense of the word. And for a time, I allowed myself to believe that our paradise was complete.

It was a foolish hope. Paradise is not a place you find; it’s a place you defend.

The first hint of trouble was a subtle prickling on the back of my neck, a feeling I hadn't had since the hunters had ambushed us. A sense of being watched.

I was inspecting the new fence around the garden, Mio happily chasing a butterfly nearby, when the feeling struck. I scanned the dense line of trees at the edge of the clearing. I saw nothing. Heard nothing but the familiar sounds of the forest.

Probably just a deer, I told myself, trying to dismiss it. But the feeling didn’t go away. It was a persistent, unnerving hum at the edge of my senses.

That night, as we sat by the fire, the feeling returned, stronger this time. Sky, who was meticulously sharpening the points of her talons with a whetstone, suddenly paused.

“What is it?” she asked, her hawk-like eyes fixed on my face. She had noticed the tension in my posture.

“I’m not sure,” I admitted. “I feel like we’re being watched.”

Mio’s head snapped up, her ears swiveling, her nose twitching as she tasted the air. “I don’t smell anyone.”

“I don’t either,” Sky said, her gaze sweeping the darkness outside. “But if your gut says something is wrong, Ethan, then something is wrong.”

Their immediate, unquestioning trust in my intuition sent a shiver down my spine. It was a heavy responsibility. I decided to test the limits of my skill.

I closed my eyes, not focusing on either of them, but on the world outside our cabin. I pushed my 【Divine Eye Appraisal】 outwards, not as a beam, but as a wave, a pulse of perception spreading into the surrounding woods.

For a moment, nothing happened. Then, my internal vision flickered. The familiar blue UI boxes didn’t appear. Instead, I perceived the forest as a map in my mind. The trees, the river, our cabin—they were all there. And scattered in the woods, far beyond the clearing, were faint, flickering red dots.

The information flowed into my mind like a system alert.

Hostile Signatures Detected: 8

Distance: ~600 meters, surrounding.

Intent: Clandestine Surveillance.

Affiliation: Hunter Guild.

My blood ran cold. Eight of them. And they had us surrounded. This wasn't a pair of opportunistic poachers. This was an organized team. The ones we had beaten had come back, and they had brought their entire pack.

I opened my eyes, my face grim. “They’re out there,” I said, my voice low and steady. “Eight of them. Spread out in the woods. Watching us.”

The shift in the room was instantaneous. The soft, domestic peace shattered, replaced by a cold, hard readiness.

Mio was on her feet in a silent flash, a low growl rumbling in her chest. “I will go.”

“No,” I commanded, my voice sharp. “They’re watching. They want to see how we react, what our defenses are. For now, we do nothing. We act as if we don’t know they’re there.”

Sky stood up, stretching her magnificent wings in the confines of the cabin. A cold, predatory light entered her eyes. “They came for me,” she said, her voice a low, dangerous rasp. “They came to put me in a cage.”

“They came for all of us,” I corrected her, my gaze sweeping over my two fierce, beautiful protectors. “They came to destroy our home. And we are not going to let that happen.”

For the next two days, we lived a lie. We followed our routine, laughing and working as if nothing was wrong, all the while acutely aware of the eight pairs of eyes that were constantly on us. I used my appraisal skill periodically, tracking their movements. They were patient. They were mapping our habits, noting when we left the cabin, when we slept, looking for a weakness.

On the evening of the second day, I saw their positions begin to shift. They were tightening the circle, moving into attack formations under the cover of dusk.

The time for waiting was over.

I gathered Mio and Sky inside the cabin, barring the heavy wooden door I had built. The firelight cast long, dancing shadows on their serious faces.

“They’re making their move,” I said, my voice grim. “They’ll attack tonight.”

There was no fear in their eyes. Only a cold, hard resolve.

Mio drew her claws, the sharp points scraping softly on the wooden floor. “I will tear them apart.”

Sky flexed her talons. “I will pluck their eyes from their heads.”

I looked at them, my heart swelling with a fierce, protective pride. I had saved them, and now, they were ready to lay down their lives to defend the paradise I had promised them.

“They are coming to burn down our home,” I said, my voice a low, hard promise. “But they are the ones who are going to get burned.”


Chapter 17: Sex Before Battle

The cabin, once a symbol of our peaceful new life, had become a fortress, a war room. The heavy wooden bar I’d built as an afterthought was now slid firmly in place, a flimsy shield against the coming storm. Outside, the familiar sounds of the night—the chirping of crickets, the rustle of leaves—were no longer comforting. They were a menacing veil, concealing the eight shadows that were methodically closing in on our home.

The air inside was thick with a tension so heavy it felt hard to breathe.

Mio sat by the hearth, not warming herself, but meticulously, obsessively sharpening her claws on a flat stone. The rhythmic shing, shing, shing was a grating, nerve-wracking sound, a manifestation of her coiled, violent energy.

Sky stood by the single small window, a silent silhouette peering into the darkness. She had fashioned a crude but effective bow, and a half-dozen sharpened sticks lay at her feet. Her body was perfectly still, but I could feel the thrum of a predator’s anticipation coming off her in waves.

They were ready for a fight. But they were also afraid. I could see it in the tightness of Mio’s shoulders, in the way Sky’s gaze kept flicking towards the door. They were running on adrenaline and fear, a volatile cocktail that could lead to mistakes in a battle. As their leader, as the man who had brought them here, it was my responsibility to temper that fear, to forge it into something stronger.

I rose from the stool where I had been planning our defense. I walked over to Mio and gently took the sharpening stone from her hand. Her head snapped up, her golden eyes wide and feral.

“They are coming,” she hissed.

“I know,” I said softly. I took her hand, pulling her to her feet. Then I walked to the window and placed my other hand on Sky’s shoulder. She started, her focus so intent on the outside world she hadn’t heard my approach.

I brought them both to the center of the room, to the large bed of furs that had become the heart of our home. I pulled them into a three-way embrace, their tense, coiled bodies a testament to the strain they were under.

“We are going to fight, and we are going to win,” I said, my voice a low, steady anchor in the storm of their anxiety. “But before we do, we’re going to remember what we are fighting for.”

I looked at Mio, at her fierce, loyal face. “We’re fighting for you, Mio. So you never have to be someone’s prey again.”

Then I looked at Sky, at her proud, wild eyes. “We’re fighting for you, Sky. So you will always have a sky to return to.”

I paused, letting them feel the weight of my words. “We are fighting for this. For us. For our home.”

I kissed Mio first. It was not a gentle, reassuring kiss. It was hard, deep, and desperate, a raw affirmation of life in the face of death. It was a kiss that said we are here, we are alive, and we will not be extinguished. She responded with equal fervor, her hands tangling in my hair, her body pressing against mine.

Before we broke apart, Sky was there, her mouth claiming mine with a fierce, possessive hunger. Her kiss tasted of pride and a desperate, burning fear of being caged again.

What followed was not the playful, competitive lovemaking of our peaceful nights. This was something else entirely. This was a frantic, almost violent clinging to life, a desperate ritual to ward off the encroaching darkness.

We tore at each other’s clothes, not with seduction, but with an urgent need to feel skin on skin, to have no barriers between us. The fear of what lay outside, the chilling possibility that this could be our last night on this earth, acted as a powerful, terrifying aphrodisiac. Every touch was electric, every sensation magnified to an almost unbearable degree. The scent of their skin, the taste of their mouths, the sound of their ragged breaths—it was a symphony of the living, a defiant roar against the silence of the grave.

This wasn't a threesome of rivalry. It was one of unity. We moved together, a single entity of three bodies, clinging to each other for warmth and strength. Mio’s desperate whimpers harmonized with Sky’s guttural, hawk-like cries. They weren’t competing for my attention; they were drawing strength from me, and from each other, their hands clasping in the small of my back as they held on for the ride.

I was their anchor, their center. I poured all of my resolve, all of my determination to protect them, into the act. This was my ultimate 【Healing Embrace】, not for their bodies, but for their spirits. I was purging the fear, replacing it with a burning, defiant passion for life.

I felt their pleasure building, heightened to a fever pitch by the adrenaline and the ever-present threat of death. This was the precipice, the razor's edge between oblivion and ecstasy.

“Stay with me,” I commanded, my voice a low growl, my own control stretched to its absolute limit.

I drove them, and myself, over that edge together.

The climax was a simultaneous, explosive release. A supernova of sensation and emotion that burned away the last vestiges of their fear. It was not just a physical release. It was a war cry. A shared, primal scream that declared we would not be broken, we would not be taken. We would live.

In the aftermath, we lay tangled in a heap, our bodies slick with sweat, our breathing harsh in the fire-lit cabin. But the frantic, terrified energy was gone. The heavy tension had vanished. In its place was a profound, almost serene calm.

Mio’s head rested on my shoulder, her breathing deep and even. Sky’s hand lay on my chest, her fingers interlaced with mine. Their warrior spirits had been honed to a razor’s edge, the fear burned out and replaced with a cold, clear, unshakeable resolve.

We were no longer three frightened individuals waiting for a fight. We were a pack. A family. A single, unified force.

We listened to the sounds of the night, to the subtle, creeping noises that signaled the enemy’s approach. But now, we did not listen with fear.

We listened with anticipation.


Chapter 18: Defense Preparations

The warmth of our shared climax faded, replaced by a cold, sharp clarity. The fear was gone, burned away in a crucible of desperate passion, leaving behind only a pure, unyielding resolve. We were no longer victims waiting for the slaughter. We were a family, a pack, and this was our territory. They were coming to destroy our home, and we were going to make them pay for every single step they took onto our land.

I untangled myself from their limbs and rose from the bed of furs. The time for comfort was over. The time for strategy had begun.

“Listen to me,” I said, my voice low and commanding in the quiet of the cabin. Mio and Sky immediately sat up, their full attention on me, their expressions focused and ready. “They have numbers, but we have the terrain. We have the element of surprise. And we have knowledge they can’t even comprehend.”

I grabbed a piece of charcoal from the edge of the hearth. On the smooth, wooden planks of the floor—the very floor we had laid together—I began to sketch.

“This is our home,” I said, drawing a small square. “This is the clearing. And this is the forest.” I drew a circle around the square. “They will attack from all sides, trying to overwhelm us. So we won’t let them get close. We turn the clearing itself into a weapon.”

Mio and Sky watched, mesmerized, as I began to draw a series of X’s and lines on the map.

“My world had… centuries of experience in this kind of warfare,” I explained, the lie coming easily. “We learned how to make the ground fight for you. Mio, I need you to dig. Not deep. Here, here, and here.” I marked three spots on the main paths leading to the cabin. “About knee-deep. At the bottom of each pit, we place these.” I quickly sketched a new design: a simple, sharpened stake. “We’ll sharpen dozens of them. Then we cover the pits with a flimsy layer of branches and leaves. They won’t see them in the dark until it’s too late.”

Sky let out a low whistle of appreciation. “A hunter’s trap, turned back on the hunter.”

“Exactly,” I said, my hand moving to another section of the map. “Next, tripwires. We’ll take the vines you gathered and string them low to the ground in a perimeter around the cabin. We’ll attach them to these.” I sketched a crude picture of a bundle of rocks hanging inside a dried animal hide. “When they trip the wire, the rocks will fall and clatter. It’s a crude alarm system. It will tell us where they are and, more importantly, it will spook them. A panicked enemy is a stupid enemy.”

My mind was racing, pulling from a dozen different war movies and survival shows I had consumed in my past life. Knowledge that had been useless trivia was now the key to our survival.

“We will use the wood we have left to build barricades, here and here,” I said, drawing two thick lines. “Not to stop them, but to funnel them. We force them away from the door and into the open, right into the sightlines from the roof and the flank.”

I stood up, the basic plan laid out on the floor. “That’s my part. Now for yours.”

I looked at Sky. “Sky, the roof is your domain. It’s the highest point. You’ll be our eyes and our artillery. We’ll haul up a pile of the heaviest stones we have. You will drop them on anyone who gets close. Your bow is for the leaders. Look for the one giving orders, the one pointing. Take him out first. Without a leader, the pack will scatter.”

Sky’s hawk-like eyes gleamed with a cold, predatory light. “I will not miss.”

I turned to Mio. “Mio, you are the ghost in the woods. You are faster and quieter than any of them. I want you on the flank, at the edge of the trees. Your job is to harass, to terrorize. Never engage in a straight fight. Use your 【Shadow Claw】, strike from the darkness, and then melt away before they can react. Make them afraid of every shadow. Make them bleed. Can you do that?”

A slow, feral grin spread across Mio’s face, her fangs glinting in the firelight. “They will not see me until their guts are on the ground.”

This was it. The first time we had planned a true, coordinated defense. We weren't just three individuals fighting for survival. We were a team, a single, cohesive unit, each part with its own vital function.

There were no more words. We moved.

The next hour was a blur of silent, efficient activity. I sharpened dozens of six-foot saplings into wicked-looking stakes, my hands working with a speed I didn’t know I possessed. With a rope I had braided from vines, Sky, her wing now strong enough for short, powerful bursts of flight, hauled a pile of heavy river stones onto the roof of the cabin.

Mio was a force of nature. She dug the pits with a furious, controlled energy, her claws tearing through the earth and roots. She moved with her 【Silent Step】, a black-clad shadow in the moonlight, setting the sharpened stakes at the bottom of the pits before carefully camouflaging the openings.

We worked in perfect sync, a silent ballet of preparation. A look, a nod, a pointed finger—we understood each other without the need for words, our minds and bodies linked by our shared purpose.

Within the hour, it was done. The peaceful clearing around our home had been transformed into a death trap.

We took our positions.

I barred the door from the inside, leaving a tiny, eye-level slit that I could use to observe and give commands. My heart was a steady, heavy drum in my chest.

Sky was a dark silhouette against the starry sky, perched on the peak of our roof. She was perfectly still, an arrow already nocked in her bow, a silent angel of death waiting for the sinners to appear.

Mio gave my hand a final, firm squeeze before she slipped out a small back window we had designed for just this purpose. She melted into the shadows at the edge of the forest, becoming one with the darkness. I could no longer see her, but I could feel her presence, a coiled spring of lethal energy, waiting for my signal.

The three of us, a former veterinarian, a former victim, and a former prisoner, stood ready to defend our tiny, one-room paradise.

I pressed my eye to the slit in the door, my gaze fixed on the dark, silent woods.

We were ready.

And then I heard it. A single, sharp snap of a twig breaking under a heavy, careless boot.

They were here.


Chapter 19: Night Attack

The snap of the twig was the starting pistol.

For a long, agonizing moment, the forest was silent again. The poachers were waiting, listening, trying to discern if the sound had given them away. From my slit in the door, I saw nothing but an impenetrable wall of darkness beyond our fire-lit clearing.

Then, a man screamed.

It was a raw, high-pitched shriek of pure agony, suddenly cut short. It came from the west, from the path where Mio had dug the first and deepest of our punji pits. The sound ripped through the quiet of the night, a beautiful, terrifying confirmation that our preparations were not in vain.

Chaos erupted in the darkness.

“Garis is down!” a voice shouted. “What the hell was that?”

“Trap! Watch your feet!” another voice roared.

Another sound joined the fray—a loud, rattling clatter from the north as a second group of poachers blundered into one of our tripwire alarms. Panicked shouts followed. They were blind, stumbling, and suddenly terrified of the very ground they walked on. My simple, primitive traps, born of Earth-based logic, had completely unnerved them. They had come expecting a simple smash-and-grab against a lone man and two helpless females. They had walked into a calculated, deadly maze.

“Light! Get the torches lit!” a commanding voice bellowed, trying to regain control.

It was a fatal mistake.

As the first torch was struck, casting a flickering, unsteady light, it illuminated the man holding it. He was pointing, shouting orders, trying to rally his panicked men. He made himself the most obvious target on the battlefield.

From her perch on the roof, Sky had been waiting for this moment. There was no sound, just the faintest thrum of a bowstring being released. An instant later, the torch-bearer grunted, a short, surprised sound, and collapsed to the ground with a crudely fashioned arrow protruding from his throat. The torch fell with him, sputtering in the damp grass.

Another scream, this one of shock and fear, rose from the poachers. Their attempt to bring light to the situation had only brought them death from an unseen enemy.

While the main group was reeling in disarray, Mio went to work.

I couldn’t see her, but I could hear the results. A sudden, wet gurgle from the shadows on the far side of the clearing. A man’s terrified cry of “It’s in the trees!” followed by a choked-off scream. She was a ghost, a phantom of vengeance, using the chaos my traps had created as her cover. She was striking and fading, her 【Shadow Claw】 leaving deep, bleeding wounds before she melted back into the night. She was turning the forest they thought was their ally into her own personal hunting ground.

My plan was working. It was working perfectly. The pride that swelled in my chest was immense. We were holding them. We were winning.

But my elation was short-lived. These were not the disorganized thugs we had faced before. This was a guild, and they were professionals.

A new leader emerged from the darkness, his voice cutting through the panic with cold authority. “ENOUGH! Shields up, you curs! Form a line! Forget the flanks, push forward! They’re trying to spook us! March through the godsdamned traps if you have to!”

Slowly, awkwardly, the remaining poachers began to rally. Three of them were carrying heavy, tower-like shields made of rough-hewn wood, and they moved to the front. The others fell in behind them, using the shields as a moving wall. Sky loosed another arrow, but it thudded harmlessly against the thick wood.

They began a slow, grinding advance, sacrificing speed for security. One of them screamed as he found another pit, but his comrades simply pushed forward, using his body as a bridge. They were ignoring Mio’s harassment, their focus now a single, unified objective: the cabin.

Their numbers, even after our initial ambush, were greater than I had anticipated. I could count at least five, maybe six, still moving forward, a slow, unstoppable tide of armoured brutality. And their equipment was better than I’d feared. The men behind the shield wall were carrying heavy crossbows, the kind that could punch through a wooden door with ease.

The nature of the fight had changed. My clever traps had served their purpose, but their effectiveness was gone. The battle was no longer a game of wits and fear. It was about to become a brutal, head-on siege.

Thunk.

A heavy crossbow bolt slammed into the wall of the cabin, just inches from my observation slit. The wood splintered, the force of the impact shaking the entire structure.

Thunk. Thunk.

Two more bolts struck home. They were testing our defenses, preparing for a final, overwhelming assault.

Then, I saw a flicker of orange at the edge of the woods. One of the men in the back had an arrow nocked in his crossbow, its tip wrapped in oil-soaked cloth. He lit it from a torch.

A fire arrow.

He was aiming for the roof.

Our carefully constructed paradise was about to be turned into an inferno. The initial advantage my knowledge had given us had been countered by their superior numbers and equipment. The true, desperate fight for our lives was just beginning.


Chapter 20: Respective Battlefields

The sight of the fire arrow arcing through the night sky sent a jolt of pure, cold fury through me. They weren't just trying to capture or kill us. They were trying to erase us, to burn our home, our dream, to the ground.

“Sky! Roof!” I roared, my voice raw.

I didn’t need to give the order. From my slit in the door, I saw a flash of movement on the roof. Sky was already there, kicking over a bucket of water we had hauled up earlier for just this possibility. The water cascaded down the thatched roof, dousing the flames with a sizzle and a plume of steam before they could take hold.

The poachers roared in frustration, loosing a volley of crossbow bolts at the roof. I heard them thudding into the wood, a deadly rain meant to kill our guardian angel.

“Sky, get down!” I yelled.

“Not a chance!” her voice shot back, fierce and defiant. “They’re reloading!”

I saw her seize the opportunity. While the crossbowmen were fumbling with their bolts, she stood, grabbed one of the heavy river stones we had stockpiled, and heaved it over the edge. It fell with a sickening crunch, and one of the men behind the shield wall crumpled to the ground with a scream, his leg clearly shattered.

The battle had devolved into a brutal, grinding siege. My role shifted from trap-setter to battlefield commander.

“Mio!” I shouted, my voice carrying into the darkness. “They’re focused on the cabin! Their rear is exposed! Make them bleed!”

I couldn’t see her, but I heard the immediate, bloody answer to my command. A fresh scream erupted from the back of the poachers’ formation, followed by a chorus of panicked shouts. They were being attacked from two directions, their tight formation now a liability.

My focus was on orchestrating the defense, but my world was a narrow slit of wood and a cacophony of violence. I could only see pieces of the battle, brief, terrifying snapshots of our desperate struggle.

On the roof, Sky was magnificent.

She was a cornered eagle, fighting with a ferocity born of desperation.

The crossbow bolts were a constant threat, splintering the wood around her perch.

She was forced to duck and weave, using the chimney stack as cover.

But she never stopped fighting.

When they fired, she ducked.

When they reloaded, she rose, either loosing a carefully aimed arrow at an exposed poacher or dropping another bone-crushing rock onto the shield wall, the impacts sounding like drumbeats of war.

Then, she did something I didn’t expect. She took a deep breath, and unleashed a sound unlike any I had ever heard. It was a piercing, razor-sharp shriek, a sound that seemed to tear at the very fabric of the air. It wasn't just loud; it was dissonant, unnatural. I saw the poachers flinch violently, clapping their hands over their ears. Their shield wall wavered, their coordination shattering under the sonic assault. It was the shriek of a harpy, her own natural weapon, and it was devastatingly effective.

In the woods, Mio was a ghost of vengeance. I caught fleeting glimpses of her—a black blur dashing between trees, the glint of her claws in the torchlight. She was a phantom, striking with her 【Shadow Claw】 and then melting back into the darkness before the poachers could even turn to face her. She was toying with them, terrorizing them, turning their fear of the dark into a tangible, deadly weapon. She was fighting her own war, a guerilla campaign of terror on the flanks.

But the poachers were numerous and desperate. One of them, enraged by a cut from Mio, swung his sword wildly into the darkness. I heard a sharp cry of pain—Mio’s cry.

A moment later, the small window in the back of the cabin slid open and she tumbled through, landing in a crouch. There was a deep, bleeding gash on her arm.

“I’m fine!” she hissed, her eyes blazing, ready to leap back out.

“No, you’re not!” I grabbed her, pulling her towards the firelight. 【Divine Eye Appraisal】 confirmed it: a deep laceration, bleeding profusely. It wasn’t life-threatening, but it would slow her down, and out there, slow was dead.

There was no time for tenderness. I pinned her against the wall, my mouth crashing down on hers in a desperate, healing kiss. I poured my energy into her, my 【Healing Embrace】 focusing on the wound. Her eyes, wide with surprise and the pain of her injury, met mine. In that single, breathless moment, amidst the chaos of the battle, our bond reaffirmed itself. It was a silent promise, a surge of shared strength. I felt the wound on her arm begin to knit together under the surge of my power.

I pulled back. “Better?”

She nodded, her breathing still ragged. “Go,” I commanded. “Be careful.”

She gave me a fierce, grateful look, and vanished back out the window.

I turned my attention back to the front, my heart pounding with a fierce pride. I looked through the slit and saw Sky, still holding the roof, a bolt having grazed her shoulder. I could feel Mio, a furious presence, re-engaging the enemy in the woods. We were fighting on three separate battlefields—the cabin, the roof, and the shadows—but we were not alone. We were a single unit, a three-headed beast of defiance, bound by a trust that was being forged into something unbreakable in the fires of battle.

My eyes met Sky’s for a brief second across the clearing. She saw me, and a grim, determined smile touched her lips.

We were going to win. Or we were going to die. But we were going to do it together.

And then the heavy bar on the door groaned, splintering under the impact of a makeshift battering ram. The final, desperate assault had begun.


Chapter 21: Victory Sex

The heavy wooden bar on the door cracked, the sound like a gunshot in the confines of the cabin. A splintering groan followed as the poachers outside put their full weight behind their makeshift ram. It was going to break. We had seconds.

There was no time for a complex plan. Primal instinct took over.

“Mio! Back window! Now!” I roared. “Sky! When that door comes down, give them hell!”

Mio didn’t hesitate. She was a black blur, vanishing through the rear window just as the main door exploded inwards, ripped from its leather hinges.

Three poachers, the last of their assault force, spilled into the room, their faces illuminated by the firelight, twisted into masks of desperate, snarling rage. The hulking brute with the ram was in the lead, flanked by two others with short swords.

For a heartbeat, they were silhouetted in the doorway, their eyes adjusting to the dim light. It was the only opening Sky needed.

A hawk-like shriek erupted from the roof as she unleashed her fury. It wasn’t an arrow this time. It was a rock—a heavy, jagged river stone the size of a man’s head, dropped with perfect, deadly accuracy. It struck the man on the right, and his helmet and skull made a sickening, wet crunching sound. He went down without a word, a heap of limp limbs and shattered bone.

The other two stared in horror, giving me the opening I needed. I grabbed the pot of stew that had been simmering by the fire, my one desperate, pathetic weapon, and hurled its boiling contents at the face of the man with the battering ram.

He screamed, a high, piercing wail, dropping the ram to claw at his scalded face. He was blinded, helpless, and completely exposed.

That was when Mio struck.

She burst back through the shattered doorway, a shadow of pure, concentrated fury. She was no longer a harasser, a ghost in the trees. She was a killer defending her den. Her claws, energized with dark power, ripped through the back of the second swordsman. He gargled, his own sword clattering to the floor, and collapsed.

His eyes, wide with shock, stared at Mio not as a person, but as a thing of pure terror. “A demon… the Saint was right…” he rasped, a final, bloody bubble escaping his lips. “All beasts are… impure…”

Only the blinded man was left, stumbling and screaming, his hands clutching his ruined face.

Sky landed silently on the threshold behind him, a predator’s grace in her movements. Mio stood before him, her body a low, dangerous crouch. They had him penned in. He was finished.

He must have sensed them, because he stopped screaming and started whimpering, pathetic, broken sounds of terror.

Mio looked at Sky. Sky looked back. A silent, grim understanding passed between them. They turned and looked at me, their golden eyes asking the question.

“Get out,” I said, my voice low and cold. “Tell your guild what happened here. Tell them what awaits any who try to threaten this place. Now run.”

The man needed no further encouragement. He scrambled out of the cabin and fled into the night, his panicked sobs trailing behind him.

And then, silence.

A profound, ringing silence, broken only by our own harsh, ragged breathing. The battle was over. We had won.

We stood in the wreckage of our home, amidst the bodies of our enemies, the air thick with the scent of blood, sweat, and spilled stew. We looked at each other—Mio, spattered with blood, her chest heaving; Sky, her face grim, a fresh scratch on her cheek; and me, the non-combatant, trembling with the aftershock of it all.

The immediate threat was gone, but the adrenaline was a raging inferno in our veins. The raw, violent, life-or-death struggle had stripped away every layer of civilization, leaving only the primal core of our beings.

Sky was the first to break the silence. She let out a wild, piercing cry, not of alarm, but of pure, savage triumph. It was a victory roar, the cry of a predator that had successfully defended its nest.

The sound lit a fuse in me. I looked at my warrior women, their bodies tense and powerful, their eyes gleaming with a wild, feral light in the fire’s glow. They were the most terrifying and beautiful things I had ever seen. The fear and tension of the battle had nowhere to go, and it transmuted, in a flash of chemical alchemy, into something else.

Lust. Raw, overwhelming, and as fierce as the fight itself.

I crossed the room in two strides and pulled them both into a crushing, desperate hug. They crashed against me, their bodies hard and unyielding. This wasn't a gentle embrace. This was a collision.

My mouth found Mio’s, and the kiss was a brutal claiming, a clash of teeth and tongue. Sky’s hand grabbed my hair, yanking my head back, her own mouth replacing Mio’s, her kiss a savage, biting conquest.

There were no words. No thoughts. Only instinct.

We stumbled out of the ruined doorway, back onto the muddy, blood-soaked earth of our battlefield. We fell to the ground in a tangle of limbs, tearing at the ripped and dirty remains of our clothes, needing to feel the connection of skin on skin. The sweat, the mud, the blood—it didn't matter. It was part of it. It was the reality of our survival, the proof of our victory.

This was not lovemaking. This was a celebration of life at its most elemental. It was a beast-like, triumphant rut, a physical roar of victory shouted into the face of death. We moved together with a frantic, desperate energy, our bodies slick with sweat and grime, our moans and cries mingling with the groans of the dying poachers in the woods. We were staking our claim, not just on each other, but on this piece of land we had just bled for.

I took them both, there on the cold, hard ground, under the pale light of the twin moons, our movements a frantic, powerful rhythm. It was a messy, glorious, and savage act, a final, definitive desecration of our enemies’ defeat and a consecration of our own survival. We were alive, and we were celebrating that fact with the oldest and most powerful ritual known to any living creature.


Chapter 22: Like Licking Each Other's Wounds

The fire of our victory burned itself out, leaving behind a profound, bone-deep exhaustion. The adrenaline that had fueled our desperate, savage celebration crashed, and as the last of its intoxicating heat faded, something else took its place.

Pain.

A sharp, throbbing ache flared in my shoulder where I’d landed on a rock. My body was a roadmap of bruises and scrapes from the final, brutal moments of the fight. I pushed myself into a sitting position on the muddy, trampled earth, my muscles screaming in protest.

Beside me, Mio let out a low whimper, her hand going to a deep, ugly gash on her thigh that she must have gotten during the chaotic melee inside the cabin. Across from us, Sky hissed, her face pale in the moonlight as she gingerly touched a crossbow bolt wound that had torn a shallow furrow across her shoulder.

We were victorious, but we were wounded. The battle had taken its toll, and now, in the quiet aftermath, it was demanding its price in pain. We had celebrated like beasts, and now we were left to tend to our wounds like them, too.

“The river,” I said, my voice a raw, tired rasp. “We need to get clean.”

Getting to our feet was a struggle. We leaned on each other, a battered, bruised, but unbroken unit of three, and limped our way through the carnage of our battlefield to the gentle, cleansing waters of the river.

The cool water was a shock, a blessed relief that washed away the grime, the sweat, and the sticky, drying blood. We moved slowly, tenderly, helping each other. Sky used her good wing to gently splash water onto my bruised back. I carefully washed the dirt from the gash on Mio’s leg. It was a silent, solemn ritual, a baptism to cleanse ourselves of the violence of the night.

As I was inspecting a cut on my forearm, Mio, acting on an instinct deeper than any thought, leaned in and began to lick it. Her small, rough tongue lapped at the wound with the same focused care a mother cat would give to her kitten.

And then I felt it. The familiar, warm, tingling surge of my 【Healing Embrace】.

The pain in the cut vanished, replaced by that now-familiar wave of gentle pleasure. I looked at Mio, and she looked back at me, her gaze wide with a dawning understanding. My power wasn't just my own. It could be channeled through them. Our physical and spiritual bond had deepened to the point that they could now act as conduits for my healing.

“It’s okay,” I whispered, as she looked at me uncertainly. “You’re helping. You’re healing me.”

A soft, happy purr rumbled in her chest, and she returned to her work with a renewed, loving devotion.

I turned to Sky, who was watching us with a curious, hesitant expression. I gestured to the wound on her shoulder. “We can heal each other,” I said.

This was a new kind of intimacy, born not of passion or instinct, but of mutual care. The next hour was spent in the moonlit shallows of the river, engaged in a slow, sensual, three-way act of healing.

I tended to Sky’s shoulder first, my lips and tongue tracing the path of the crossbow bolt, pouring my energy into the torn flesh. She hissed as my touch met the raw wound, the sharp sting of it making her flinch. But an instant later, the pain was overwhelmed by the warm, tingling pleasure of the healing. A shuddering sigh escaped her lips, and she leaned into my touch, her body, for the first time, completely surrendering to my care without a hint of pride or resistance.

While I worked on Sky, Mio was tending to me, her tongue a gentle, healing balm on my various scrapes and bruises. Then, we would switch. I would heal Mio’s leg, while Sky, overcoming her initial hesitation, would gently lick a cut on Mio’s back, her actions clumsy at first, then more confident as she felt the healing energy flow through her.

The lines between healer and patient, between pleasure and pain, began to blur. The sting of a wound would be followed by a soft, healing touch. A gasp of pain would melt into a moan of pleasure. We were cleansing each other’s bodies and souls, lovingly, meticulously erasing the scars of the battle with our own intimate touch.

The healing became caresses. The gentle licking became slow, deep kisses. The need to mend our bodies seamlessly transformed into a need to worship them, to celebrate the flesh that had fought so hard and endured so much.

Our lovemaking this time was the complete opposite of the frantic, savage rut on the battlefield. It was a slow, languid dance in the cool, cleansing water. It was tender, almost reverent. There was no desperation, no victory roar. There was only the profound, quiet love of three survivors clinging to each other in the calm after the storm.

We moved together, our bodies clean and mended, our spirits intertwined. It was a dense, rich, and deeply emotional experience, a final, gentle purging of all the violence and fear.

As the first, pale fingers of dawn began to creep over the horizon, we held each other in the shallows of the river, our bodies whole, our hearts calm. The nightmare was over. We had faced death and had not only survived, but had emerged from the crucible stronger, purer, and more deeply bonded than I ever could have imagined. We were scarred, yes, but we had healed each other.


Chapter 23: A Vow to the Future and Sex

The first rays of dawn painted the eastern sky in shades of soft rose and pale gold. We stood together in the shallows of the river, our bodies clean and healed, the violence of the night washed away by the cool water and the tender magic of our shared healing. The nightmare was over.

We walked back to the cabin in a profound, comfortable silence. The clearing was a wreck, a testament to the ferocity of our struggle. The bodies of the poachers lay where they had fallen, a grim reminder of the price of our survival. Our home, our beautiful creation, was battered. The door was a splintered ruin, the walls were pocked with crossbow bolt scars, and the earth was trampled and bloodstained.

But it was still standing.

It was our fortress. Our sanctuary. And we had successfully defended it. A fierce, powerful pride swelled in my chest, a love for this broken little house and the two incredible women who had fought beside me to protect it.

Inside, I pulled the two of them close, so we stood in a tight circle in the center of the room. I looked into Mio’s loyal golden eyes, then into Sky’s proud, hawk-like gaze. The firelight danced on their faces, illuminating the new strength and wisdom that the battle had forged within them.

“I made a promise to you once, Mio,” I said, my voice low and thick with emotion. “On a ridge, overlooking a world that hated you. I promised you a paradise.”

I turned to Sky. “I promised you that I would give you back your sky. A sky you could fly in without fear.”

My grip on their hands tightened. “Last night, we fought for those promises. We bled for them. And we won. This,” I said, stomping my foot on the solid wood floor, “is the first piece of that paradise. But it’s not enough. There are others out there. Others like you. Hunted, hated, and alone. Crying out for a safe place to land.”

My voice grew stronger, filled with the absolute conviction of my new purpose. “So I’m making a new vow. Not just to you, but with you. We will make this place more than a home. We will make it a beacon. A sanctuary for every persecuted soul in this world. We will build a nation where the only law is kindness, and the only requirement for entry is a need for shelter. This is our dream. This is our future.”

Mio was the first to answer, her eyes shining with unshed tears of pure, unadulterated devotion. She dropped to one knee, taking my hand and pressing it to her forehead.

“Where my Master goes, I will follow,” she said, her voice trembling but strong. “Your dream is my dream. This paradise is the only home I have ever known. My life, my heart, and my claws are yours to command, now and forever.”

Then Sky, her proud face filled with an emotion so powerful it seemed to shake her to her core, also knelt.

“You healed my body, but you saved my soul, Ethan,” she said, her voice a raw, humbled whisper. “You saw a monster in a trap and gave her back her wings. This home you dream of… it needs a guardian. It needs a warrior to watch its skies and strike down its enemies. I will be those wings. I will be its fury. I dedicate my life, the life you gave back to me, to protecting your paradise.”

The weight and beauty of their vows were overwhelming. They weren't my followers. They were the co-founders, the first true citizens of our new world. These oaths, spoken in the heart of our ruined-but-unbroken home, were the foundational stones of our nation.

“A vow this sacred,” I said, my voice thick, “requires a ritual to seal it.”

I pulled them both to their feet and into my arms. “Our bond is the first law of this new world. Our union is its foundation. Let us seal our promise.”

What followed was not born of instinct, or jealousy, or even of victory. It was a ceremony. A sacred, three-part act of consecration.

We came together on our bed of furs, the morning light streaming through the shattered doorway, illuminating our bodies. It was slow, deliberate, and deeply emotional. There was no rivalry, only a profound, moving unity.

As I made love to Sky, her prideful walls completely gone, her body open and giving, Mio lay beside us, her hand resting on Sky’s back, her soft purr a song of support. She would lean in to kiss Sky’s shoulder, a gesture of a sister, of a fellow queen.

And when I turned to Mio, to worship the fierce, loyal cat who had been the very first to trust me, Sky’s hand was in my hair, her fingers gently stroking my scalp, her good wing partially shielding us, a gesture of a guardian watching over her charges.

We moved as one, a trinity of souls and bodies, our breaths and moans a harmonious prayer. We whispered our vows again, not with words, but with our touch, with our eyes, with the joining of our flesh. It was an act of mutual ownership and mutual surrender, a complete and total merging.

We made love as the sun climbed higher in the sky, a long, slow, and deeply moving ritual that carried us from the dawn of our victory into the bright morning of our future. We were no longer just a man and two women. We were a promise. A dream. A new beginning.

As the sun finally filled our small cabin with its warm, hopeful light, we lay together, exhausted, at peace, and utterly, completely one. The battle was over. The vows were sealed.

The work of building a paradise had truly begun.


Chapter 24: Dawn of the Paradise

The sun rose on a world washed clean. We woke late, tangled together in a single, warm heap on our bed of furs, the morning light streaming through the shattered doorway like a benediction. The vows we had made in the pre-dawn gloom still hung in the air, a palpable, sacred promise that had changed everything.

There was a new, profound peace between us. The last vestiges of Sky’s defensive pride had been smoothed away, replaced by a soft, trusting warmth. Mio’s fierce possessiveness had mellowed into a deep, unshakable confidence in her place at my side. We were no longer three separate, damaged souls clinging to each other for survival. We were one entity, a family forged in fire, bound by love and a shared, impossible dream.

But our paradise was a mess.

The first task of the day was grim, a final, bloody punctuation mark on the battle we had won. We had to clean up.

Working together, we dragged the bodies of the slain poachers deep into the woods, giving them a crude burial. It was a somber, silent task, but a necessary one. We were closing the book on the violence of the past. As we covered the last mound of earth, a silent understanding passed between us. This was a promise. We would kill to defend our home, but we would never revel in it. We were protectors, not murderers.

With the last trace of our enemies gone, we returned to our clearing and began the real work. Not just of rebuilding, but of building better.

“A door is a weak point,” I explained, examining the splintered frame. “We’ll build a new one, but this time, we’ll reinforce it with crossbeams. And instead of leather hinges, we’ll use a pivot system, here and here.” I sketched the design in the dirt, a simple but effective concept from my old world.

Sky, a natural woodworker with her sharp talons, helped me shape the new door, her movements precise and efficient. Mio, with her boundless energy, gathered the strongest hardwood she could find. The work was hard, but it felt good, a proactive step to make our fortress even more secure.

By midday, a new, stronger door stood in place, a symbol of our resilience.

From there, we turned our attention to the land itself. The small patch I had started to clear for a garden now seemed woefully inadequate.

“If we’re going to build a sanctuary, we’re going to need to feed more than just the three of us,” I said, looking out at the fertile land by the river. “We need a real farm.”

The rest of the day was spent on that dream. I showed them how to properly till the soil, not just scratching the surface, but turning it deep to aerate it. I used my knowledge of agriculture to explain the concept of crop rotation, of letting fields lie fallow.

Then, I laid out my most ambitious plan yet.

“We can’t rely on the rain, and hauling buckets from the river all day is a waste of energy,” I said, pointing from the river to our new field. “We’re going to build an irrigation ditch. We’ll divert a small, steady stream of water to run alongside the field. It will keep the soil watered, and give us a source of clean water right here.”

To them, it was magic. The idea of making the river come to us was a stroke of genius they had never conceived of. They threw themselves into the work with a renewed vigor, their belief in my vision absolute.

Throughout the long, productive day, I found myself stopping just to watch them.

Sky, her wing now strong enough for sustained flight, would soar in great, lazy circles above us, a true guardian of the sky. Then she would dive, returning minutes later with a fat rabbit or a string of fish, dropping the day’s meal at our feet with a proud, happy cry. She was no longer just a hunter; she was our provider, reveling in her freedom and her new purpose.

Mio was the spirit of the earth, her hands covered in rich soil, a smudge of dirt on her cheek. She worked with a joyful, tireless energy, her laughter echoing in the clearing as she chased away a curious fox. She was no longer a frightened stray; she was the heart of our home, nurturing the ground that would, in turn, nurture us.

At one point, I walked over to her and gently wiped the smudge from her cheek with my thumb. She leaned into my touch, her eyes closing, a deep, contented purr rumbling in her chest.

Later, as the sun began to set, I joined Sky on the roof of the cabin. We sat together, our legs dangling over the edge, and looked out at our domain. We saw the strong new door on our home, the neatly piled firewood, and the beginnings of a wide, fertile field, a dark promise of future harvests.

“I never thought…” she started, her voice soft. “I never thought I would have a nest on the ground. I never thought it would feel so… safe.”

She fell silent for a moment, her gaze distant. “It’s not just the poachers that made the sky feel unsafe,” she added, her voice barely a whisper. “For the last ten years, maybe more… I haven’t seen a single chick hatch. Not just in my flock, but in any I’ve crossed paths with. It’s like a plague of silence fell upon our kind. Like we were a dying race, just waiting for the end.”

I wrapped an arm around her, and she leaned against me, her wing sheltering us both.

That evening, we sat around the fire, feasting on the rabbit Sky had caught, roasted with the wild herbs Mio had gathered. We were exhausted, our bodies aching from a day of honest, productive labor. But it was a good ache. A satisfying ache.

I looked at my family, their faces glowing in the warm firelight. I looked at Mio, her head resting on my lap, her body relaxed, her purr a soft, steady hum. I looked at Sky, who was leaning against my shoulder, her fierce eyes soft and content.

The outline of their pasts—the fear, the hatred, the pain—had been erased. In its place was the radiant, unmistakable glow of fulfillment. They weren’t just surviving. They were thriving. They were home. They were the fulfilled, smiling females of a pack, nestled safely and securely with their chosen male.

This was the dawn of our paradise. Not a place we had found, but a place we were building, every single day, with our own hands and our own hearts. And it was more beautiful than I ever could have dreamed.


Chapter 25: Epilogue - Beyond the Appraisal Window

A month passed. The scars on our clearing, and on our bodies, faded, replaced by the vibrant green of new life. The farm took root, rows of hearty vegetables pushing their way towards the sun under Mio’s diligent care. The cabin, once a simple box of wood, began to feel like a true home, filled with the scent of Sky’s roasted game and the sound of Mio’s happy, humming purr.

The brutal violence of the poachers’ attack felt like a distant nightmare, a crucible we had passed through to earn this profound, unshakable peace. We had been tested, and we had not been broken. Our little sanctuary, carved out of the wilderness, felt like the safest place in the entire world.

One evening, as the twin moons began their ascent into a sky of deep indigo, the three of us sat on the small porch I had added to the front of the cabin. A gentle warmth radiated from the hearth behind us. Mio was curled in my lap, her head resting on my chest, while Sky sat beside me, her magnificent blue wing draped comfortably over my shoulder.

A wave of pure, unadulterated contentment washed over me. We had worked hard today, expanding the irrigation ditch. Our muscles were sore, but our spirits were full. This was it. The quiet, domestic bliss I never knew I was missing in my old life. The family I had never allowed myself to dream of.

Out of a sense of quiet pride, a desire to quantify my own happiness, I activated my skill, my gaze resting on the cat-girl purring in my arms.

【Divine Eye Appraisal】 activated.

A familiar blue screen shimmered into existence, visible only to me.

Name: Mio

Race: Cait Sith

Title: The First Protector of Paradise

Condition: Blissful

Emotional State: Deep Contentment, Unwavering Love

Trust Level: Absolute

A smile touched my lips. I shifted my gaze to the proud harpy leaning against me, her fierce warrior’s spirit currently at a gentle, sleepy rest.

Name: Sky

Race: Harpy

Title: The Wings of Paradise

Condition: Serene

Emotional State: Profound Security, Fierce Loyalty

Trust Level: Unshakeable

I let the appraisal windows fade, the information they contained engraving itself on my heart. I had done it. I had taken two broken, terrified, and hated souls and given them a place where they could be happy and whole. The memory of my failure with Luna, the ghost that had haunted me across worlds, no longer brought a sharp sting of pain. It was a quiet ache now, a sad but gentle memory that had set me on this impossible path. I had failed her, but her sacrifice had given me the strength to save so many others.

My gaze lifted from the two women in my arms and looked past our small, fire-lit clearing. I looked to the dark, impenetrable wall of the forest, to the jagged peaks of the distant mountains piercing the moonlit sky, and to the vast, sprawling world that lay beyond.

This little clearing, this one small cabin, was a single, tiny point of light in a world filled with shadows.

My appraisal skill, my Divine Eye, seemed to thrum with a new, strange energy. It was as if it could sense them, out there in the vastness. The Lamia, hiding in lonely swamps, hunted for their beautiful scales. The Ogres, driven into barren mountains, feared for their strength. The countless other Therians, the fox-girls and wolf-girls, the slimes and the arachne, all suffering under the same cruel prejudice, all living under the shadow of the same curse that prevented their species from continuing.

They were out there. Alone. Hunted. And waiting for a salvation they didn’t believe would ever come.

A new vow, a quiet, unshakeable purpose, solidified in my soul.

This cabin was not the destination. It was the beginning. It was the foundation. It was Home Base. It was the sanctuary we would build, expand, and always return to. But my mission, our mission, was not to hide here forever.

It was to go out into that dark, cruel world and bring the others home.

I held my two sleeping companions a little tighter. They were the first. But they would not be the last.

My name is Ethan. I am a healer. I am a builder. And I am a protector of the persecuted.

My story as the Isekai Tamer had only just begun.
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