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The fog rolled off the Ohio River like something alive, thick enough that Sarah's headlights carved tunnels through gray nothing. Point Pleasant emerged in pieces—a rusted bridge support, a boarded storefront with faded lettering, a traffic light swaying on its wire and bleeding red into the mist. Her GPS had given up two miles back, but she'd memorized the route anyway, the way she memorized everything lately, filling her head with facts and maps and eyewitness accounts until there wasn't room for anything else.

She drove past the Mothman statue in the town square, its metal wings spread wide and wet with condensation. A handful of tourists clustered around its base despite the weather, phones raised, flash bulbs flaring white in the gloom. Sarah kept driving. She'd come for something real, or as real as a cryptid sighting could be. The tourist trap version held no interest for her.

The River's Edge Motel squatted three blocks from the water, its neon sign sputtering VACANCY in pink letters that reflected off the wet pavement. Sarah pulled into the gravel lot and killed the engine. Through the office window, she could see a man behind the counter, his face lit blue by a television screen. He didn't look up when she pushed through the door, just slid a registration card across the counter with two fingers while keeping his eyes on whatever game show was playing.

"How long?" His voice had the flat quality of someone who'd asked the same question a thousand times.

"Three nights." Sarah filled out the card with practiced efficiency. "Ground floor if you have it."

He grunted and turned to pull a key from the board behind him—an actual metal key on a plastic diamond-shaped fob, like something from a different decade. "Twelve. Around the side. Check-out's at ten but nobody cares." He dropped the key on the counter and went back to his game show.

Room twelve smelled like old cigarettes and something chemical that was probably supposed to mask the old cigarettes. The carpet was burgundy with darker stains that Sarah didn't want to examine too closely. The bed sagged in the middle, its comforter patterned with geometric shapes in brown and orange. A television sat bolted to the dresser, its screen dusty. The bathroom light flickered when she flipped the switch, buzzing like an angry wasp.

It was perfect. Anonymous. Forgettable. Exactly what she needed.

Sarah hauled her equipment in from the car—a weatherproof backpack containing two cameras, one with a telephoto lens, one with night vision capability, extra batteries, a digital recorder, her phone with the EVP app she'd downloaded but didn't quite believe in, and three notebooks stuffed with research. The notebooks were her real religion. She'd filled them over six months with everything she could find about the Mothman sightings, cross-referencing dates and locations, marking patterns in red ink.

She spread the materials across the bed, the topmost notebook falling open to a page covered in her cramped handwriting. November 15, 1966 - two couples driving past the TNT area, red eyes in the trees, wingspan 10+ feet, followed their car at speeds exceeding 100 mph. December 4, 1966 - three sightings in one night, all within two miles of the old munitions plant. December 15, 1967 - Silver Bridge collapse, 46 dead, multiple witnesses reported seeing figure with glowing eyes in the days prior.

The bridge collapse was what hooked her. Forty-six people dead when the bridge crumbled into the river during rush hour, and in the weeks before, a rash of Mothman sightings. Prophecy or coincidence, Sarah didn't know, but the pattern was there. She'd found three other disasters preceded by similar sightings—a mine collapse in Kentucky, a factory fire in Ohio, a school bus accident in Pennsylvania. All within a hundred-mile radius. All with eyewitness accounts of something with wings and burning red eyes.

She checked her watch. Seven-thirty. The TNT area would be fully dark by nine, and she wanted to be in position by eleven, giving herself an hour to set up and let the location settle before midnight. Every significant sighting had occurred between midnight and three a.m.

Sarah sat on the edge of the bed and felt the familiar tightness in her chest, the sensation that had become constant over the past year. Her editor had stopped returning her calls three months ago. Her last published piece had been a fluff article about a local pumpkin festival, the kind of assignment they gave to interns. Before that, an exposé she'd spent eight months researching had fallen apart when her primary source recanted everything. Before that, Michael had moved out, taking his French press and his collection of vinyl records and his patient, disappointed expression.

"You're obsessed," he'd said, standing in the doorway with a box of his things. "With what, I don't even know anymore. But it's not with us."

He'd been right, probably. Sarah couldn't remember the last time she'd felt anything sharp enough to be called passion, toward him or anyone. Everything had gone flat and gray, like the fog outside her window. Work was a series of rejections. Relationships were performances she couldn't sustain. Even the apartment she'd kept after he left felt temporary, a place to sleep between failed projects.

But this. This pulled at something deeper. She couldn't explain it, the certainty that had gripped her when she'd first started connecting the sightings to the disasters. The Mothman wasn't just a local legend or mass hallucination. It was a pattern, and patterns meant purpose.

She needed it to be real. Needed something in her life to be more than the sum of disappointments and dead ends.

Sarah pulled up the maps on her phone, tracing the route to the TNT area with her finger. The old World War II munitions plant had been abandoned for decades, its bunkers and storage igloos left to decay in the woods north of town. The area was technically off-limits, but the chain-link fencing had more holes than metal, and the local police had better things to do than patrol empty woods.

She'd memorized the layout from satellite images and historical documents. The bunkers formed a rough grid, each one a concrete dome half-buried in earth. Between them, service roads had crumbled into suggestion, and the forest had crept back in, reclaiming what humans had temporarily stolen. Three of the most credible sightings had occurred within a quarter-mile of bunker seven.

That's where she'd wait.

Sarah packed her gear methodically, checking each piece of equipment twice. Fresh batteries in the cameras. Memory cards cleared. Recorder tested. Phone charged. She dressed in layers—black jeans, a dark thermal shirt, her old field jacket with the broken zipper. Practical shoes with good tread. She pulled her hair back and caught her reflection in the bathroom mirror, startled by how tired she looked. Thirty-two and already wearing the erosion of too many late nights and bad coffee.

By ten-thirty, the fog had thickened enough that she could barely see across the parking lot. Sarah loaded her car and sat for a moment with her hands on the wheel, engine idling. Her heart beat faster than it should, a flutter of something that might have been fear or anticipation or both.

She put the car in gear and pulled out onto the empty street, heading north toward the TNT area and whatever waited in the dark.



The cold had worked its way through Sarah's jacket and into her bones by the time her watch showed eleven forty-five. She sat with her back against the curved concrete wall of bunker seven, cameras positioned on tripods to either side, recorder running in her lap. The fog hung between the trees like wet fabric, and the silence was so complete she could hear her own pulse in her ears.

The bunkers rose from the earth like the shells of enormous beetles, their concrete surfaces stained with decades of weather and neglect. Graffiti covered the accessible surfaces—pentagrams and band names and declarations of love spray-painted by generations of teenagers who'd braved the off-limits area for cheap thrills. Sarah had passed through carefully cut fencing to reach this spot, following a path worn smooth by feet that had come before.

She checked the camera displays for the hundredth time. Both showed grainy night-vision green, capturing nothing but fog and trees. The recorder's LED blinked steadily, documenting only her breathing and the occasional drip of water from the branches overhead.

Midnight came and went.

Sarah's mind began its familiar spiral of doubt. This was insane. She'd driven eight hours to sit alone in the woods chasing a legend that any rational person would dismiss as mass hysteria or misidentified birds. Her equipment was borrowed. Her credit card was maxed. Her editor wouldn't return her calls even if she did get something. She was thirty-two years old and sitting in the dark waiting for a monster.

A branch cracked somewhere to her left. Sarah's hand went to the flashlight clipped to her belt, but she didn't turn it on. The forest made sounds—branches settling, animals moving, the wind through dead leaves. She'd learned to ignore them.

Another crack, closer. Then the rustle of something moving through the underbrush.

Sarah held her breath and watched the tree line. The fog shifted, parted. Nothing emerged. She let her breath out slowly and checked her watch again. Twelve-seventeen.

The air changed.

Sarah felt it before she heard it—a displacement of pressure, like standing too close to a passing train. Then came the sound: heavy wingbeats, deep and powerful, nothing like the flutter of bird wings. The sound came from above and behind, impossibly loud in the still night.

Her hands shook as she grabbed for the nearest camera, swinging it upward. The fog roiled, disturbed by something massive moving through it. The wingbeats grew louder, closer, and Sarah's heart slammed against her ribs hard enough to hurt.

He descended through the fog like a nightmare made flesh.

Sarah's mouth went dry. Her finger froze on the camera trigger.

The Mothman was immense. He stood at least seven feet tall, his body humanoid but covered in sleek black feathers that seemed to absorb the moonlight. His wings—God, his wings—spread wide as he landed, each one easily ten feet from base to tip, the feathers layered and perfect, moving with muscular control as they folded against his back. His legs bent backward at the knee like a bird's, ending in taloned feet that gripped the earth with casual strength.

But it was his eyes that pinned Sarah in place. They glowed red, not like reflected light but with their own internal fire, pupils slitted vertically like a cat's. Those eyes fixed on her with an intelligence that was unmistakably aware, unmistakably focused.

He stood fifteen feet away, utterly still except for the slight movement of his wings settling. His chest rose and fell with breath. His head tilted, studying her.

Sarah couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Her camera hung forgotten in her hands.

"Sarah."

His voice rolled through her like thunder felt in the chest, deep and resonant and somehow gentle despite its power. It vibrated in her bones. And he'd said her name. He'd said her fucking name.

"How—" Her voice cracked. She tried again. "How do you know my name?"

He took a step forward, his taloned feet silent on the leaf litter despite their size. His face was both human and not—strong features with sharp cheekbones, a nose that was almost a beak, lips that were too dark to be natural. Feathers covered his neck and disappeared beneath his chin, and more feathers crowned his head like hair.

"I know many things." His hand lifted—large, long-fingered, tipped with black claws that caught the moonlight. "I have watched you. These three days you have been here. These six months you have searched."

Sarah's back pressed harder against the concrete. Her breath came fast and shallow. "You've been watching me?"

"Yes." Another step closer. His wings shifted, feathers rustling. "As I watch many. As I have watched for centuries, bearing witness to patterns humans cannot see. But you—" His head tilted again, those red eyes narrowing slightly. "You see more than most. You look for meaning in the darkness."

His clawed hand reached toward her face, moving slowly enough that she could have pulled away. Sarah didn't move. She couldn't. The fear that should have sent her running had tangled with something else, something hot and urgent that made no sense.

His claw touched her cheek, traced the line of her jaw with a gentleness that contradicted its sharpness. His skin—if it was skin beneath those feathers—radiated heat. Sarah gasped at the contact, and that gasp became something dangerously close to a moan.

"You are cold." His thumb brushed across her lower lip. "Afraid. But not of me. Not truly."

He was right. The fear coursing through Sarah's veins had shifted into something else entirely, something that made her thighs clench and heat pool low in her belly. His touch sent electricity racing across her skin. His eyes held her pinned more effectively than any physical restraint.

"I don't understand," she whispered.

"You are lonely." His voice dropped lower, became almost a purr despite its depth. "You search for connections in empty places. You fill your mind with facts and evidence because feeling has been taken from you. I know this loneliness. I know it well."

His other hand came up, cupping her face between his palms. His claws rested against her skin, dangerous and careful all at once. Sarah's hands rose without conscious thought, gripping his wrists. His arms were corded with muscle beneath the feathers, solid and real.

"I have walked this world for centuries," he said, leaning closer until she could feel his breath—hot and smelling faintly of ozone—against her face. "I have watched humans love and fight and die. I have stood witness to their joys and their disasters. I have warned them when I could, mourned them when I could not. But I have never touched. Never been touched. Never felt the warmth of skin against mine."

His thumb stroked her cheek again, and Sarah's eyes fluttered closed. The sensation was overwhelming—his heat, his nearness, the vibration of his voice resonating through her chest.

"I am tired of watching," he rumbled. "And you are tired of being unseen."

Sarah opened her eyes and met his burning gaze. Her pulse thundered in her ears. Every rational thought that should have sent her screaming into the night had evaporated, replaced by raw need that scared her more than his claws or his glowing eyes.

"Yes," she breathed, and didn't know what she was agreeing to, only that the word felt true.

His wings spread slightly, a gesture that might have been satisfaction or anticipation. His eyes blazed brighter.

"Then come with me, Sarah." His voice held a promise and a command. "Let me show you what it means to be truly seen."



The Mothman lifted Sarah as though she weighed nothing, one arm beneath her knees, the other supporting her back. She gasped and clutched at his shoulders, her fingers sinking into feathers that were softer than she'd expected, warm as sun-heated silk. His wings swept forward, enfolding her against his chest, and then the ground dropped away.

He didn't fly so much as glide, his wings catching air currents Sarah couldn't feel. The fog parted around them in wisps. Trees passed below, their bare branches reaching up like grasping fingers. Sarah buried her face against his neck, breathing in his scent—something wild and clean, like ozone after lightning, like wind over stone.

His body radiated heat against hers. Through his feathers, she could feel the hard muscle of his chest, the steady thrum of his heartbeat. It was faster than a human's, a rapid percussion that matched the wingbeats carrying them deeper into the forest.

They landed in a clearing she never would have found on her own. The Mothman's feet touched down silently, his wings spreading wide for balance before folding against his back. He set Sarah down with the same careful strength he'd used to lift her, steadying her when her legs proved unreliable.

Moonlight filtered through the fog in silver streams, illuminating a bed of moss that covered the forest floor like plush carpet. Ancient trees ringed the space, their trunks massive and gnarled. The air here felt different—warmer, stiller, like they'd crossed into a pocket outside normal reality.

The Mothman stood before her, his eyes blazing red in the dimness. His wings shifted, creating a wall of feathers that enclosed them in privacy.

"You're shaking." His clawed hand cupped her face again, thumb stroking her cheekbone. "Cold or afraid?"

"Neither." Sarah's voice came out rough. "Both. I don't know."

"Truth." His other hand found the zipper of her jacket, the broken one she'd left undone. He pushed the fabric off her shoulders, letting it fall. "You want this. Your body knows, even if your mind questions."

He was right. Sarah's skin felt too tight, too hot despite the chill. Her nipples had hardened beneath her thermal shirt, and the ache between her thighs had become impossible to ignore. She'd never wanted anything the way she wanted him in this moment—wanted his hands on her, wanted to feel something after so long being numb.

His claws found the hem of her shirt and lifted it with precision that shouldn't have been possible given their sharp points. Sarah raised her arms and let him pull the fabric over her head. Her sports bra followed, and then she stood bare-chested in the moonlight, goosebumps rising across her skin.

"Beautiful." The word rumbled through his chest. His clawed hands traced the curve of her waist, moved up to cup her breasts with a gentleness that made her breath catch. "Soft. Warm. Fertile." His thumbs brushed across her nipples, and Sarah bit back a moan. "Perfect."

"I'm not—" She tried to form words, but his touch scattered her thoughts. "I'm not perfect. I'm broken. I'm—"

"Mine." His eyes flared brighter. "You are mine, and I claim every flaw, every crack, every piece of you that you believe is damaged."

He knelt before her, his height putting them nearly at eye level even kneeling. His claws unfastened her jeans with the same careful precision, sliding them down her hips along with her underwear. Sarah stepped out of them, suddenly aware of how exposed she was—naked in a forest clearing with a creature from legend, and all she could think was more.

The Mothman's hands gripped her hips, pulled her closer. His face pressed against her stomach, his breath hot against her skin. Sarah's fingers sank into the feathers of his head, holding on as his lips—softer than they looked—kissed a trail down her belly.

"I haven't felt like this in years." The confession spilled out of her. "Haven't felt wanted. Haven't felt seen. My ex looked through me. My editor treats me like I'm invisible. I walk through the world like I'm already gone."

His hands tightened on her hips. His voice vibrated against her skin. "I see you. Every part. The hunger in you, the desperation, the brilliant mind that won't stop searching. I see you, Sarah."

He laid her back on the moss, and it was as soft as it looked, giving beneath her weight like a natural mattress. His wings spread above her, blocking out the sky, creating a canopy of feathers. His body covered hers, hot and solid, his weight settling between her thighs.

"I have watched humans for centuries," he said, his clawed hands stroking up her sides, over her ribs, cupping her breasts again. "I have seen them couple and create life. I have felt the pull of their warmth, their softness, but never touched. Never been permitted to want." His mouth descended to her breast, his tongue—long and agile—circling her nipple before his lips closed around it. Sarah arched, crying out.

He gave the same attention to her other breast, sucking and licking until she writhed beneath him. His hands explored her body with increasing urgency, mapping every curve and hollow. When his clawed fingers traced up her inner thigh, Sarah spread her legs wider, shameless in her need.

"Please," she breathed.

His cock pressed against her hip, massive and hard, radiating heat like a brand. Sarah reached down to touch it and found it thick as her wrist, ridged along its length, the head already slick. The Mothman groaned at her touch, his wings flexing.

"Not yet." His voice had gone rough, strained. "I will break you if I enter you now. You need to be prepared."

Two of his fingers slid between her folds, and Sarah gasped at the intrusion. His fingers were thicker than any human's, the pads textured, and they opened her with steady pressure that burned and ached and felt perfect. He pushed deeper, and his claws—those razor-sharp claws—brushed against her inner walls with precision that spoke of absolute control.

"So wet," he rumbled, his thumb finding her clit and circling it in tight spirals. "Your body weeps for me. Knows what it needs."

Sarah's hips rocked against his hand. His fingers curled inside her, finding the spot that made her see stars, and she cried out his name—or tried to, realized she'd never asked his name, settled for a wordless moan that he seemed to understand perfectly.

He fucked her with his fingers, slow at first, then faster as her body opened for him. His thumb worked her clit with relentless pressure. His other hand pinned her hip down when she tried to writhe away from the intensity. His cock throbbed against her thigh, leaving streaks of precome on her skin.

"Come for me," he commanded. "Let me feel you break apart."

His fingers twisted inside her, pressed hard against that perfect spot, and Sarah shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her like lightning, her pussy clenching around his fingers in waves that seemed to go on forever. She heard herself screaming, felt wetness gush over his hand, her whole body convulsing with pleasure so intense it approached pain.

He didn't stop. His fingers gentled but continued moving, drawing out every aftershock until Sarah sobbed with oversensitivity. Only then did he slowly withdraw, bringing his hand up to his mouth and licking her taste from his claws with obvious satisfaction.

"More," Sarah heard herself say. "I need more. I need you inside me."

His eyes blazed like twin suns. His wings spread wide.

"Yes."



The Mothman lifted Sarah again, but this time he turned her to face one of the ancient trees ringing the clearing. Her palms hit rough bark, and then his body pressed against her back, wings spreading wide to either side. His cock, thick and burning hot, pressed between her ass cheeks, then lower, seeking entrance.

"Brace yourself." His voice had gone guttural, barely recognizable. His clawed hands gripped her hips hard enough to leave marks. "Hold on to me."

Sarah wrapped her arms around the tree trunk, her cheek pressed against the bark. She felt his cock head notch at her entrance, and even wet and opened from his fingers, even desperate for him, she knew this would be too much.

He pushed forward.

The stretch burned. Sarah cried out, her fingers clawing at the bark as his cock forced her open inch by impossible inch. The ridges along his length dragged against her inner walls, each one a new sensation that bordered on too much. He was so thick—thicker than should fit, filling her completely and still pushing deeper.

"Breathe." His voice rumbled against her ear. His body curved over hers, wings enfolding them in darkness. "Your body was made for this. Made to take me. Made to be filled by me."

Another inch. Sarah sobbed, her legs shaking. The pain and pleasure had merged into something overwhelming, something that rewired her nervous system. She'd never felt so full, so claimed, so utterly possessed.

"That's it," he growled. "Take every inch. Take all of me. You are mine now—my mate, my human, mine to fill and breed."

The final inches seated him fully inside her, his hips flush against her ass, his balls heavy against her thighs. Sarah couldn't breathe. Couldn't think. Could only feel the impossible fullness, the way her body stretched around him, the way she could feel him throbbing deep in her core.

He held still for a moment, letting her adjust. His clawed hands gentled on her hips, stroking. His mouth found her shoulder, his sharp teeth scraping skin without breaking it.

"Move," Sarah gasped. "Please, God, move."

He withdrew halfway and slammed back in. Sarah screamed. The tree bark bit into her palms. His wings beat once, creating wind that whipped her hair. Then he established a rhythm—deep, punishing thrusts that drove the air from her lungs.

The ridges along his cock dragged across nerve endings Sarah didn't know she had. Each thrust hit something deep inside that made her vision white out. His claws held her steady as he pounded into her, using her body with a primal need that should have terrified her but instead made her push back to meet him.

"Yes," he snarled. "Take it. Take everything I give you. Your womb belongs to me now. Your body belongs to me. You will carry my seed, and will swell with my heir."

Something new wrapped around her thigh—his tail, long and prehensile, covered in feathers. It slithered between her legs, the tip finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles while he fucked her. The dual stimulation was too much. Sarah's eyes rolled back.

"I'm going to fill you," he growled, his pace increasing to something brutal. The tree shook with the force of his thrusts. Sarah's pussy made wet, obscene sounds as he drove into her over and over. "Going to pump you full of my cum until it overflows. Going to claim you so thoroughly that every creature in this forest knows you're mine."

His tail pressed harder against her clit. His cock swelled even thicker inside her. Sarah felt her orgasm building, a pressure that started in her spine and radiated outward.

"Please," she sobbed, not sure what she was begging for. "Please, please—"

"Come." His voice was a command and a prayer. "Come on my cock. Show me you accept my claim."

Sarah's orgasm hit like a physical blow. She screamed his name—still didn't know his name, screamed anyway—as her pussy clamped down around his cock in violent spasms. Wetness gushed over him, dripped down her thighs. Her whole body convulsed, held upright only by his hands and his cock buried inside her.

He roared—an inhuman sound that echoed through the forest—and slammed into her one final time. His cock pulsed, and Sarah felt the first thick rope of cum flood her insides. Then another. Another. He came in waves, filling her with heat, with wetness, with more than any human body could produce. It overflowed around his cock, running down her thighs in warm rivulets.

He didn't pull out. Instead, he held her pinned to the tree, his cock still throbbing inside her, pumping more cum into her already overfilled pussy. His wings wrapped around them both, creating a cocoon of feathers and heat and the smell of sex.

"Mine," he breathed against her ear, his voice hoarse. "Forever mine. You will carry my mark. Will swell with my child. The old magic has been completed, the ritual fulfilled."

Sarah could barely process his words through the aftershocks still rippling through her. She felt his cum inside her, so much of it, warm and thick and somehow alive with purpose. Her womb ached with fullness.

He finally withdrew, and she whimpered at the loss. Cum poured from her gaping pussy, splashing onto the moss below. The Mothman turned her in his arms, lifting her again, cradling her against his chest. Sarah's head lolled against his shoulder, exhausted and sated in ways she'd never experienced.

"Sleep," he murmured, one clawed hand stroking her hair. "You are safe. You are mine. You are seen."

Sarah's eyes drifted closed, but not before she heard it—a distant sound that made the Mothman's wings rustle. Wingbeats. Multiple sets, far above in the fog. Others like him. Others who knew.

His arms tightened around her. His voice dropped to a possessive whisper she felt in her bones.

"Let them come. Let them witness. You belong to me now, and I will guard what is mine."

Sarah should have been afraid. Should have questioned what she'd done, what consequences would follow. But wrapped in his wings, filled with his seed, marked as his mate, she felt only peace. For the first time in years, she felt truly, completely seen.

The distant wingbeats grew closer, and Sarah surrendered to sleep in the arms of a legend made flesh, unaware of the changes already beginning in her body, the transformation that would mark her as something more than human.





  	
	    
	      Also by Eva Hohner

	    

      
	    
          
	      DiMarco Bloodlines

          
        
          
	          Boss's Forbidden Vessel

          
        
          
	          Mistress's Family Duty

          
        
          
	          Consigliere's Taboo Breeding Pact

          
        
          
	          Underboss's Wedding Night Claim

          
        
          
	          Soldier's Fertile Initiation

          
        
          
	          Sealing the DiMarco Bloodline

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Orc Security Protocol

          
        
          
	          Contract Knot

          
        
          
	          Breach Knot

          
        
          
	          Hostile Knot Takeover

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Outlaw Sons

          
        
          
	          Taken by the Outlaw Sons

          
        
          
	          Shared by the Outlaw Sons

          
        
          
	          Marked and Bred by the Club

          
        
          
	          The Club’s Fertile Property

          
        
          
	          Carrying the Club’s Heir

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Space-Bred Battle Nun

          
        
          
	          Space-Bred Battle Nun: Surrender to the High Commands Lust

          
        
          
	          Space-Bred Battle Nun: Penance of the Inquisitor’s Desire

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Maze-Bred Sacrifices Centaur and Minotaur's Dominion

          
        
          
	          OmegaVerse Shifter's Claim: Fantasy Breeding Bonds

          
        
          
	          Mafia’s Omega Queen Reverse Harem Breeding Pact

          
        
          
	          Orc Milking Grounds Knotting the Farm’s Harvest

          
        
          
	          Orc-Elf Lava Caverns Knotting the Molten Union

          
        
          
	          Elf-Centaur Glade: Knotting the Enchanted Harvest

          
        
          
	          Elf Temptress Temple: Oral Knotting Harvest

          
        
          
	          Harpie-Mermaid Skyhold: Oral Knotting Nectar

          
        
          
	          Curse of the Oasis Harem

          
        
          
	          Bound by Orc Rites

          
        
          
	          Wildwood Knot Alliance

          
        
          
	          The Abyss of Tentacle Rites

          
        
          
	          Forge of the Orc Harem

          
        
          
	          Dust Devil Orcs: Harem of the Plains

          
        
          
	          Retro Rut Sanctuary

          
        
          
	          Aerie of the Harpy Harem

          
        
          
	          Woodland Howl Retreat

          
        
          
	          Heat in the Orc Dungeon

          
        
          
	          Glade of the Shifting Knot

          
        
          
	          Knotted on the Midnight Express

          
        
          
	          Blood Harvest of the War Crypt

          
        
          
	          Knot Herd Barn

          
        
          
	          Patch of the Gourd Knot

          
        
          
	          Haunted Knot Séance

          
        
          
	          Groovy Step Heat

          
        
          
	          Giant Throat Harvest

          
        
          
	          Minotaur Mafia Breeding

          
        
          
	          Knot Herd Silo

          
        
          
	          Cream Queen

          
        
          
	          Alien Seed Vault

          
        
          
	          The Gargoyle's Moonlit Claim

          
        
          
	          Mothman’s Midnight Mate

          
        
          
	          Tentacles from the Deep Abyss

          
        
          
	          Alien Kraken’s Submerged Breeding

          
        
          
	          Gumdrop Guardian's Seed

          
        
          
	          Chocolate Vault's Forbidden Claim

          
        
          
	          The Candymaker's Secret Harvest

          
        
          
	          Marshmallow Guardian's Creamy Flood

          
        
          
	          Golden Pass to Dark Confection

          
        
          
	          Rainbow Sprite Breeding Frenzy

          
        
          
	          Overlord's Claim on the Nebula Voyager

          
        
          
	          First Officer's Heat Hybrid Breeding Ritual in Quarters

          
        
          
	          Engineer's Claim Alien Tendrils in the Warp Core

          
        
          
	          Doctor's Examination: Multi-Mate Ritual in Sickbay

          
        
          
	          Helmsman's Bridge Public Desire and Crew Release

          
        
          
	          Science Officer's Claim Antenna Ritual on the Planet

          
        
          
	          Partner's Claim

          
        
          
	          Associate's Secret Heat

          
        
          
	          Ice Queen's Yield

          
        
          
	          Fixer's Possesion

          
        
          
	          Paralegal's Multi-Mate

          
        
          
	          Rising Star's Public Thrust

          
        
          
	          Vampire Coven's Eternal Breeding Night

          
        
      

      
    
    



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Fva Hohner





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



d2d_images/scene_break.png





