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Chapter One

The tracks were not right. I had been photographing wolves for ten years, had followed their prints across three continents, but these... these were different. Too large, too deep in the pristine snow, with a stride length that made no sense.

The wind cut across the empty expanse, carrying ice crystals that stung my cheeks. The December sun barely cleared the horizon now, casting long shadows across the snow field. My cabin sat a mile behind me, a small dark spot against all the white.

Through my camera's viewfinder, I studied the prints again. My mittened hand held the lens steady despite the cold. Each track was more than twice the size of a normal wolf print, and something about their pattern seemed almost deliberate.

I should radio it in to the research station. Should document it properly. Instead, I found myself following the tracks. The trees at the edge of the clearing ahead stood silent, their branches heavy with snow. Nothing moved.

But something was watching me.

I had spent enough time in the wilderness to know the feeling - that prickle at the back of your neck. The sense of being hunted. Not giving myself a chance to turn back, I stepped into the forest.

The wind died suddenly, leaving an unnatural silence. No birds. No small animals moving in the underbrush. Just the sound of my breathing and the soft crunch of snow beneath my boots.

That is when I saw it.

Something darted between the trees ahead - too big to be a timber wolf. A bear, maybe. But there were no bears within a hundred miles. The local forestry station would have warned me.

I instinctively held my camera to my face, peering through the viewfinder. I caught flashes of black fur and a long, loping gait. Canine, but not quite.

As I followed the creature’s progress through the trees, it stepped into a shaft of dying sunlight. My finger froze on the shutter. I had greatly underestimated its size. Even from a distance, it was clear my head would only reach the animal’s shoulder.

I felt fear settling like a stone in my stomach, even as my mind cataloged what I was seeing. Wolf-like build aside from a small abnormality with the front paws. I could not tell exactly what was wrong from a distance, but the shape was off. Interesting. I snapped a photo.

The creature stood unmoving between two massive pines, steam rising from its fur in the frigid air. Unnatural or not, it was majestic. I zoomed in on the creature’s face and froze.

Its eyes met mine through the lens. Amber, shot through with gold, and terrifyingly intelligent. No wolf had ever looked at me like that - like it was studying me, measuring my reactions.

I slowly lowered the camera, careful to make no sudden movements. The creature's head tilted, considering. It took one deliberate step forward. Then another.

My instincts screamed at me to run. But I had spent enough time around predators to know better. Instead, I stood my ground, barely breathing, as it closed the distance between us.

Ten feet away, it stopped. This close, I could see the frost crystallized in its fur, could smell its wild scent - like snow and pine and animal musk. When it exhaled, its breath curled white in the air between us. After a pause, it moved to my right.

It circled me slowly, each movement precise and deliberate. My eyes wandered down to the creature’s front feet and my mind stuttered. Hands. Wide palms, long fingers, and sharp claws. What was this thing?

I turned with it, unwilling to let it out of my sight. The daylight was failing fast now, the forest growing darker around us. There was nothing but the sound of crunching snow and my heartbeat pounding in my ears.

The creature lightly brushed against me as it completed its circle. Even through my heavy winter coat, I felt the furnace heat of its body, the impossible strength in those muscles. This creature was dangerous.

I suddenly realized I should be documenting the interaction. Should be taking photos, notes. Instead, I stood transfixed as it finished its inspection and sat back on its haunches. Even seated, its head was above mine.

Those intelligent eyes held me captive. There was a sort of calm that only came from knowing you were at the top of the food chain. From always getting what you wanted. I came to the sudden realization that the creature had not come upon me by accident. This was not a chance encounter.

It had been watching me, waiting, choosing its moment. And now it had chosen. But what did it want? If I were prey, I would be dead already. Wolves were nothing if not decisive.

But this thing was not truly a wolf, was it? The creature rose in one fluid motion and backed deeper into the shadows between the trees. It jerked its head toward the distant ridge, never breaking eye contact. Waiting.

It wanted me to follow. Every survival instinct screamed at me to turn back toward my cabin. It would be fully dark in less than thirty minutes, and I had only a small flashlight in my knapsack. I should bow out gracefully. But my feet moved forward, following those massive tracks into the deepening shadows.

The creature stayed just visible ahead, its eyes glinting in what little light remained. The temperature dropped as the sun disappeared completely and the full moon lit the forest. My breath fogged in front of my face, and my fingers and toes were starting to ache from the cold, but still, I followed.

The creature led me on a winding path between the trees, moving with impossible silence for something its size. I lost track of time, lost track of direction. The forest looked different in the darkness. Not quiet and serene, but silent and ominous. My world narrowed to the crunch of my boots in the snow and the flash of fur in dappled moonlight.

The trees opened suddenly into a clearing at the base of a sheer cliff. The creature stood at its center, waiting. Above, the sky was full of stars. The moonlight cast everything into stark black and white. Bright white snow and pitch black fur.

The creature's head snapped to the side, ears pricked forward. In the distance, something howled. A normal wolf. The sound seemed to offend the creature. The answering growl that rumbled from its chest was deep enough to vibrate in my bones.

Then it turned those bright eyes back to me, and I knew I was reaching the point of no return. The creature moved closer, each step deliberate in the fresh snow. I retreated until my back hit rough bark. Pinned between the trunk of a large pine and the creature, I weakly held out a hand to fend it off.

Its massive head lowered, muzzle inches from my fingers. It was so close, I could smell that scent again - dirt and growing things and musk. I shivered as it exhaled a warm breath that clouded the air between us. The tip of its nose brushed my palm, surprisingly soft.

Then it drew back, turned, and padded toward the rock face. Standing on its back legs, it pulled aside a snow-covered pine bough to reveal a narrow crack in the rock face. Only slightly taller and wider than the creature. A den. The creature paused at the threshold, looking back at me with glittering eyes.

An invitation? I glanced around, unsure what I was looking for. There was no one else out here. The closest humans were the rangers at the station miles away. I was on my own.

I carefully secured my camera in its padded case and shouldered it. I was doing this. My old mentor would call me every kind of fool, but my curiosity had always driven me. This was no different.

My boots left deep prints as I crossed the clearing. The creature had slipped inside out of sight. Was it waiting for me? Too soon, the den entrance loomed in front of me.

As I paused at the threshold, its low rumble echoed from the darkness inside. Not threatening - almost gentle, coaxing. I took a deep breath of sharp winter air and ducked into the den.
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Chapter Two

The den was much warmer than outside. My eyes adjusted slowly to the darkness, making out rough stone walls and a dirt floor. The creature’s scent was much stronger in the enclosed space.

I set my knapsack against the wall with my camera. Ahead of me, the wolf appeared out of the darkness. Its eyes caught the moonlight, glowing like twin points of white in the shadows. I shifted in place, doubting the wisdom of coming into a predator’s den. I could not tear my eyes away from its slow approach.

My heartbeat pounded in my ears, as it circled me, cutting off the only exit. I stiffened at the warm exhale against the back of my neck. I could feel the heat radiating from its massive body as it moved closer, herding me deeper into its domain.

The den widened into a larger chamber. Too dark to make out more than vague shapes. The wolf paced around me to put its face inches from mine. The warm breath made my eyelids flutter and heat settle low in my belly.

Before I could lecture myself, I heard the creature inhale. I made a deep rumbling sound in its chest, and lowered its head, nudging at my thick coat. Did it know what it was doing? The creature’s eyes met mine in the darkness. The intelligence there was obvious, the actions deliberate.

When its teeth closed gently on my sleeve, the message was clear. I raised my hands to the zipper tab under my chin. The wolf sat back on its haunches to watch me. As I slowly began to unzip my coat, my gaze fell to the creature’s splayed thighs.

The very tip of a bright red cock peeked out of a furred sheath. I inhaled sharply. Not it, then. He. The cock extended further as I stared. By the time my coat was unzipped, a frighteningly large cock had emerged from the sheath.

It glistened in the low light. I inhaled shakily and shrugged my coat off. The wolf leaned closer to press his nose against the delicate skin of my throat. He inhaled deeply and a quiet growl, almost a purr, rumbled in his chest. I shuddered and reached for the hem of my shirt.

I pulled my thermal shirt and undershirt off in one jerk, briefly getting tangled in the cloth. When I dropped the bundle of fabric to the cave floor, I met the wolf’s gaze. What appeared to be amusement glittered in the large golden eyes, and I huffed my own laugh.

With a man, I would feel embarrassed by my eagerness, but the wolf’s mirth felt warm. As if he were laughing with me rather than at me. The thought sent a surge of desire through me. When I reached for my waistband, I slowly stroked over my belly on the way down.

The wolf’s eyes flared with heat, and he hunched to get a closer look. I bit my bottom lip. Had a man ever watched me with such obvious hunger? If it had happened, I could not remember it.

There was something so heady about being so clearly wanted. It made me bold. I unfastened my pants and wiggled them down over my hips. The wolf began to pant at the sight of my panties. I toed off my boots and stepped out of my pants.

When I bent to get to my socks, I got a good look at the wolf’s cock. Long and tapered near the tip, it drooled a line of thin precome onto the cave floor. So much that there was already a shallow pool of it. I had to tear my eyes away to work my socks off.

When I straightened, the wolf moved forward. His huge clawed hands grabbed my hips to hold me still when he buried his nose between my thighs. I gasped at the huffs of hot air. I realized my panties were damp at the same time the wolf’s tongue darted out to taste.

My knees went weak at the hungry licking. The wolf was so noisy. My cheeks felt like they were on fire, but I spread my legs to give him better access. The wolf growled his approval.

His tongue was long and dexterous, easily finding its way between my folds. Even through the thin material of my panties, it was so hot. Every movement rubbed the cotton against my swelling clit.

In seconds, I was soaked. Unsure if it was saliva, my own wetness, or a combination of both. My pussy clenched on nothing and I moaned.

“More,” I gasped.

Sharp teeth gently nipped at one of my lips, before the wolf sat back enough to meet my gaze. Those golden eyes scanned my face as if measuring my sincerity. I licked my dry lips.

“Please?” I whispered.

The wolf’s hands shifted on my hips, thumbs sliding between my waistband and the sensitive skin over my hip bones. With a quick jerk, my panties ripped. I gasped, reaching down to cover his hands.

My fingers sank into the thick fur and for a long moment, we stared at each other. Was I going to do this? I glanced down at his cock and swallowed hard. It was the size of my wrist and the knot at the base was even larger.

My pussy clenched and I felt more wetness gather between my folds. The hands on my hips flexed. I gently tugged on the wolf’s wrists until his hands left me with a light scrape of claws. He watched me with burning eyes, ears alert as I took a step back.

I backed away until the cave wall was within reach. I took a deep breath to center myself and turned to press both palms against the stone. In seconds, I felt a wall of heat at my back and two massive hands settled on the wall a couple of feet above my head.

I leaned forward until I felt warm fur against my ass and a hot, slick weight over my tailbone. I pressed my cheek to the cool stone and waited. It did not take long. A foot nudged mine apart and I felt the wolf moving behind me.

I closed my eyes, trying to control my breathing. My inner muscles fluttered in anticipation. The first nudge missed the mark, sliding down between my folds to slide hot and slick over my swollen clit. I smothered a moan in my elbow.

Another jerk of the wolf’s hips and another tease. I wanted to grab his cock and grind my clit against it until I came. Again and again, long strokes that pushed me closer to the edge. Was he doing it on purpose?

I panted, helplessly moving my hips into the maddening slide. My pussy ached, clenching over and over as the wolf took me apart.
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Chapter Three

“Fuck me!” I gasped. “Please, I want you in—”

The cock finally settled against my entrance and pushed. I moaned, my nails pressing to the wall, as the wolf cock slid deeper. The tip went in easily, but the shaft quickly widened. I cried out at the aching fullness.

When I did not think I could take anymore, I finally felt the knot at my entrance. I shuddered. I was so full my pussy could do nothing but flutter, stretched too much to clamp down. I felt the wolf’s breath on the back of my neck a moment before a hot tongue bathed my sweaty skin.

My nipples tingled. The wolf rumbled, pleased, and slowly pulled out of me. The next thrust ripped a moan out of me. Our combined arousal slid down my inner thighs, more gushing with every jerk of his hips. My knees gave out, and only a pair of strong arms kept me upright.

I went limp, letting the wolf lift me off my feet and press me to the wall. My toes curled, as he took advantage of the new position to move harder. Deeper. I cried out every time his cock bumped my cervix. I imagined him pressing tight to the tiny opening, coming directly into my womb.

With one hand around my waist and the other crossing my chest, the wolf pulled me down onto his cock harder with every thrust. I felt the knot at the base of his cock slowly stretching me more each time. I raised my hands to cling to the arm across my chest, digging my nails in as the pleasure and the pressure built.

“Yes!” I panted. “More!”

The knot began to spread me open. Wide, wider. I whined, fighting the urge to struggle. My thighs tensed. Sensing my intentions, the wolf pressed my chest to the wall and grabbed my knees, holding them apart.

Helpless and overwhelmed, I could only sob as the huge knot finally popped inside me. The wolf immediately began to come. I felt his cock jerking, as what felt like a gallon of watery come filled me to bursting. In the midst of it all, broad palms slid up my thighs.

The edge of a thick, furry finger stroked over my clit and I screamed. I came so hard, it was painful. My pussy tried and failed to clamp down on the wolf’s monstrous knot, only succeeding in milking more come out of his trapped cock. My clit was painfully sensitive, but the soft fur still felt good. So good.

I gasped out a plea, throwing my head back as the wolf gently eased me into another climax. Sharp teeth grazed my shoulder and I raised my shaky arms to grab the wolf’s head, pressing his teeth deep enough to leave a mark. I wanted to remember this feeling.

After a moment, the wolf licked my broken skin. He nuzzled the side of my head, as his fingers twitched against me again. I hurried to grab his hand, still trembling from my last orgasm. He rumbled and petted my inner thigh instead.

I ache of his knot faded to background noise as exhaustion pulled at me. I leaned my head back against his chest and shut my eyes. I would rest for a moment, just until the knot went down, and then make my way home.

I woke to the sound of wind at the den's entrance. For a moment, I could not remember where I was. Then I felt the massive body curled around mine, radiating heat like a furnace, and everything rushed back.

Every muscle in my body ached in unfamiliar ways. When I shifted, I could feel the faint pain in my shoulder and the dull ache between my thighs. The wolf’s knot had gone down at some point during the hours I slept.

I opened my eyes and started. The wolf’s eyes were already open and fastened on me, catching the morning light from the entrance. That inhuman intelligence was still there, watching me, considering. I stilled.

Curled up against his chest, our size difference was even more exaggerated. With my knees bent, my entire body was the size of his torso. And he could still put his chin on my head. It suddenly occurred to me how easily he could have hurt me, could have killed me, by accident.

An inappropriate wave of heat went through me at the thought. I cleared my throat and moved to sit up. He uncurled his massive body from around mine with surprising grace. I avoided his eyes, as I scanned the den. He could probably smell everything I was thinking.

I shook my head at myself and headed for my discarded clothes. Getting back into my winter gear felt wrong somehow like each layer separated me further from what had happened. My hands shook as I zipped my coat, and tugged on my mittens. The wolf silently watched every movement.

When I reached for my camera case, a low rumble filled the chamber. Not aggressive, but firm. My gaze flicked over to his and I nodded.

It had not occurred to me to document his existence. Maybe, it should have but I was already compromised. Selfish. Scientific discovery or not, I wanted him for myself. I tore my eyes away from him to look outside.

The world had transformed. Fresh snow blanketed everything, erasing our tracks from before. The morning light was sharp and clean, turning the forest into crystal and diamond. My breath frosted in the air as I stepped outside, the creature emerging behind me.

The walk back was nothing like the night before. The creature padded beside me through the fresh powder, close enough that his fur whispered across the fabric of my coat. Sometimes he would stop, scenting the air, and I found myself waiting for him naturally. As if we had been walking these woods together forever.

My cabin appeared over the rise like something from another life. I paused and stared. I felt different, changed in ways I could not explain. My world had been expanded, and I was not sure how my new knowledge fit into that old life.

I mentally shook myself and started down the hill. When I turned back at my door, he still stood there, dark fur absorbing the morning light. Our eyes met one last time before he turned and disappeared over the ridge.
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Chapter Four

Inside, I moved through my familiar space like a stranger. I hung my gear mechanically and set down the camera on the desk. Everything looked the same but felt different. I wandered into the bathroom to shower.

The woman in my bathroom mirror was not me. I was pale and skinny, and far too serious. The woman who looked back at me was bright-eyed and flushed with lips bitten a bright red. My dark hair was a wild nest around my shoulders.

Where had the old Lorna gone? I shrugged out of my coat and tugged off my shirts. The bite on my shoulder was red but already scabbed over. Would it scar? A large part of me hoped it would.

I peeled my pants down my legs and flushed. The material was soaked, more trickling from me as I shifted my weight. How much come had he pumped into me? I lightly pressed on my lower belly and gasped as more gushed out.

My nipples hardened as I studied myself in the mirror. I had never been one to give up control to a partner, but I had let the wolf do whatever he wanted to me. And craved it still. I wanted more.

I turned away from the mirror to step into the small shower. The water from the cistern took a moment to heat, and I found my hands wandering to the mess on my thighs. I hurried to wash it away.

The day passed with excruciating slowness. I tried to work, to sort through the photos on my laptop from earlier shoots, but I couldn't focus. My body ached in ways that made sitting still impossible. Every sound from outside drew my attention - branches creaking in the wind, the breeze moving the windchimes, the occasional bird calls. I made a sandwich around noon and tried to keep busy.

As the sun began to set, I found myself pacing. Maybe, he was not coming. For some reason, I assumed the wolf would visit. Assumed I was not alone in feeling so out of my depth. But maybe the creature had done this before, and I was only the latest in a long line. I caught myself standing at the window, staring at the ridge where I had last seen the wolf.

The temperature dropped with the darkness. I built up the fire but did not bother turning on any lights. The flames cast dancing shadows on the walls, and I watched them shift and move, remembering other shadows, other movements.

The first howl carried across the snow just after true dark fell. Not my creature - this was a normal wolf, somewhere to the east. Another answered from the north. The local pack hunting.

Then came a different sound - deeper, closer. I stood from my crouch by the fire and hurried to the window. Outside, fresh snow was falling, thick flakes glittering in the moonlight.

Something moved on the ridge. A shadow in the falling snow. My heart began to pound as the large shape loped down the hill toward my cabin. And then he was there, standing on the porch steps. He stared at me as he climbed onto the porch.

The scratch at my door was almost gentle. I stepped sideways, nearly tripping as I fumbled for the lock. I ripped open the door, and his scent immediately hit me - pine, animal musk, and something uniquely him. Wild and terribly enticing.

The creature filled the doorway, snow dusting his massive shoulders. Those intelligent amber eyes reflected the firelight from inside my cabin. When he lowered his head to my level, I inhaled shakily. Want filled me. And from the dilation of his pupils, he could smell it.

He slid inside, his large body brushing against mine. Momentarily trapped between him and the door, I closed my eyes. Visions of his den flashed on the back of my eyelids. The hunger, the pleasure. My knees felt shaky.

My hands shook when I pushed the door closed and locked it. I turned to face the room. Even standing still, his size made my cabin feel tiny. He scanned the room before dropping down to all-fours. I leaned against the door and watched as he moved deeper into my space, investigating.

He sniffed at my desk, nosed at the chair by the fire, and examined my few photographs on the walls. When he turned back to me, he looked me up and down. By the time our eyes met, his held that same hunger from the den. My pajama pants and shirt felt too constricting all of a sudden.

I swallowed, heat pooling between my thighs. His raised tail slowly swept from side to side as he watched me. It reminded me of a cat about to pounce. I slowly closed the space between us.

His amber eyes never leaving mine, he reached out to grab my wrist. I stood still barely breathing, as he lifted my hand to his nose and licked the delicate skin of my inner wrist. Having his sharp teeth so close to an artery sent a fission of forbidden arousal through me.

The air between us seemed to crackle, as we stood on the precipice. What we had done in his den was one thing, but if we indulged at my cabin it would be something more. It could not be written off as a one-time experiment. It would mean something.

I raised my hands, sinking my fingers into the thick fur on either side of his face. His eyes closed and he rumbled in pleasure. There was no time to explore the first time, everything hot and frantic. Now, there was just the cozy warmth of my cabin and the many hours of night.

As I relaxed into petting him, he bathed my inner wrist and forearm with long, leisurely licks. The wet heat on my inner elbow pulled a surprised moan from me. When the wolf nosed at my shirt sleeve, I pulled away long enough to tug my shirt over my head.

I rarely bothered with a bra in my home, so the action left me naked from the waist up. The creature reached for me with both hands. Cupping my ribs in his palms, he slowly pulled me closer. As gentle as the hold felt, there was steel beneath it. I was not getting free unless he let me go.

I did not want to be free. My head fell back at the first touch of his tongue, my hands blindly grasping his wrists. He licked the valley between my breasts, nuzzling my right before his tongue and teeth found my left nipple. I moaned, jerking at the light scrape of teeth on the delicate flesh.

He huffed in what sounded like amusement and soothed the small hurt with a hot, wet tongue. I dug my nails into his wrists, trying to simultaneously push him away and pull him closer, as he alternated long, luxurious licks with playful nips. When my nipple felt sensitive and swollen, he moved to my right breast to repeat the action.

By the time he was done, I was sweating and squirming in place. I was so wet I could feel my panties sticking to me. My nipples were sore, but I did not want him to stop. I never thought they were particularly sensitive, but maybe no one had ever cared enough. Lavished them with attention.

The creature paused and I forced my eyes open to find him staring at me. His eyes were feral and his mouth hung open as he panted. The hands around my ribs tightened covetously, pulling me even closer. I struggled to think past the lust clouding my mind. I wanted more.

My eyes dropped to the thick red cock already hanging between his thighs. In the firelight, it was much easier to see the details. The den had been all shadows and hints of shapes. In my cabin, I could see the bumps and veins along his shaft. And the alarming size of his knot.

That had been inside me. It was difficult to believe. The wolf grasped my throat with one hand, tipping my head back. We stared at each other, and I could see the thoughts behind his eyes.

“I want you,” I said.

He licked his lips.
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Chapter Five

His thumb grazed my bottom lip, sharp claw slipping between, and I squeezed my thighs together. Barely breathing, I cautiously slipped my tongue under the edge of his claw to touch his fingertip. The growl he let out was deeper than thunder and feral.

The wolf jerked me forward, pressing my mouth open, and licking inside hungrily. I whimpered, panting for air, as his tongue plundered as if he were starving. I fumbled for his chest, grabbing fistfuls of fur and hanging on. Wet, hot, and so long, his tongue dipped into my throat and I choked.

I could not stop moaning for more. I could barely breathe and the wolf’s teeth were only inches from my face, but my pussy was soaked. His free hand moved down my body, claws lightly scraping all the way to my waistband. I moaned desperately, pulling on him, wordlessly begging.

A harsh jerk made me gasp and I tried to pull away to look down. There was no give in his grip. I could do nothing but let him plunder my mouth and hope he wanted to taste my pussy. Fabric slid down my legs to pool around my feet. My pants.

A moment later, sharp claws dipped into my panties to light rake through the thatch of curls between my thighs. My knees wobbled. Having those deadly claws so close to the softest part of me should have been terrifying, but I had never been more desperate.

The wolf pulled back to lick down my throat, as the thick finger slipped between my folds. He avoided my clit, simply letting his fur slide between my labia. My nails sank into his chest.

“Please!” I begged.

The creature rumbled, sounding pleased at my desperation. He released my throat to hook a finger into the waistband of my panties. The wolf slowly knelt, tugging my panties to my ankles and nudging my legs further apart. His cock bobbed huge and red between his muscular thighs while he watched my hips jerk against his finger.

The first graze to my clit made my knees weak. I fell into his arms, letting him climb over me and pin me to the rug. His hands seized my thighs and forced them apart.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I chanted.

The wolf growled and ducked his head, plunging his tongue inside my clenching heat. My back arched, as my entire world narrowed to the frantic thrusting of his tongue. My orgasm took me by surprise.

My pussy clamped down around his tongue as I came, but he did not stop. The hot, slick muscle writhed as my inner muscles clenched so hard I cried out. Without giving me a second to recover, he attacked my oversensitive clit, moving with me when I tried to twist away.

I moaned brokenly as my pussy clenched again, my hips bucking against his muzzle. I drifted for a moment, my vision hazy. I was completely limp when he flipped me onto my belly and began to lick between my cheeks. His claws pricked my thighs as he held them apart, and I tensed.

I had never had a man put his mouth there. Rarely even got oral. But the wolf’s tongue was soothing, gentle. I melted into the rug as he lapped at the tight ring of muscle. By the time he slipped inside, I was moaning for it. Was it supposed to feel so good?

I felt like I was going to come apart. My ass spasmed around his tongue, as I pressed backward to take it deeper. Was he planning to fuck me there? My ass clenched. Did I want him to?

Before I could decide, he pulled away and grabbed my waist. I was mostly boneless, as he lifted me into his arms. The room moved around me and then he was kneeling and his thighs were between mine. I choked on a cry, as his cock pushed into my soaked pussy.

I arched, scrabbling for anything to hold onto as he let gravity pull me down onto his cock. Deep, deeper, until I could barely breathe. My next breath left me as a sob. He felt even bigger than before, stretching me open to the edge of pain.

But there was still more. His palms under my thighs were the only thing keeping that monstrous knot from shoving inside. I shuddered. The wolf nuzzled the side of my head, gently licking my neck before his hands tightened on my waist.

He slowly lifted me until only the tip of his cock was inside. And let me drop. I moaned, every inch of him stuffed inside me again. Pleasure made my thighs shake. Again, he bumped the side of my head with his muzzle. I weakly reached up with both hands to bury my fingers in his ruff.

I heard his pleased rumble in my ear, and then I lost all sense of my surroundings, as he went feral. He bounced me on his cock, spreading my pussy over and over while I screamed for more. All I could hear was his ferocious growling and my begging. Over it all, was the filthy wet sounds of my pussy being stuffed with his cock.

I could not breathe, could not think, could do nothing but feel. The pleasure built quickly and no amount of writhing would stop the wave from sweeping me away. The wolf’s hands shifted to my waist and his knot squeezed inside me.

I screamed, my pussy gushing and clenching around the invader. But a moment later, it was gone and the creature was thrusting again. There was no rhythm to it, no way to predict when the knot would pop through my entrance and shove his cock even deeper.

On one hard shove, I came, pussy stuffed with his knot and fluttering with ecstasy. The pullout made me come again. The pleasure started and did not stop, one orgasm rolling into another as I sobbed. It was too much.

With a final thrust, the creature’s knot popped inside me and he started to come. I felt every jerk of his cock, as he pulled me back against his chest. One of his hands strayed to the mess between my thighs and I tensed.

His chest vibrated against my back, as he lightly stroked my oversensitive clit. I turned my face into the side of his throat and whined. It only took a few seconds for my pussy to clamp down on his knot again. I shook through my orgasm, too overwhelmed to do more than moan weakly.

I squeezed my eyes closed and breathed. I could feel the wolf’s come spilling into me with every minute jerk of his hips and the stretched ache of his knot. The soft rasp of his fur against my skin and the light scrape of his claws as his hands wandered.

He cupped my breasts in his huge hands, thumbs rubbing curiously over my sore, reddened nipples. I choked out a sound, something between a moan and a denial, and his hands wandered away. Claws that could shred me, lightly scratched my scalp. Hands that could break me, soothed the tension from my muscles until I slumped.

The fire had burned low, casting soft shadows across my cabin floor. Outside, the local wolf pack had started their night chorus. I felt the creature shift beneath me and moaned. His hands settled on my hips and squeezed lightly. I relaxed.

I stared at the fire, oddly comfortable in the wolf’s arms. Finally, he adjusted his grip on my waist and his knot slid out of me with a wet pop. I gasped, clenching around his retreating cock, as my muscles tried to hold in what felt like a gallon of come.

My vision went white for a moment, and I writhed against him, panting. He growled, low and deep in his chest. I felt the vibration of it in my bones. The creature rose with me in his arms, tipping his head back to sniff, before he carried me to the bathroom.

I stood in the shower stall, the wolf holding most of my weight, as come gushed out of me. There was so much. Just seeing it trailing down my thighs made my inner muscles flutter. Still hungry, even after everything. When the flow finally stopped, the wolf knelt.

His amber gaze went from the mess to my face before he huffed in what sounded like satisfaction. I clutched at his head, as he leaned close to lick me clean. The heat of his tongue against my sensitized folds was more than I could bear. I cried out, toes curling against the tile as he lapped up every drop.

And then he licked my clit. I jerked, gasping. I was not sure I could take anymore, but it felt so good. His eyes met mine as he licked me again. I was pulling too hard on his fur, but he made no move to stop me. His tongue curled around my clit, coming at the sensitive nub from every angle.

My hips jerked, as the pleasure built. The familiar tightness coiled in my belly, and I whined. The wolf growled softly, his eyes intent on mine as he pushed me over the edge.

My back arched, my head thrown back as I screamed. He snarled and grabbed my hips, pressing me close to his muzzle. I rode out my climax, hips jerking, as he continued to lap at me. He did not stop until I was crying, overwhelmed tears on my cheeks.

His chest was heaving when he finally pulled his mouth from between my thighs. I threw myself into his arms, pressing my face into his neck. Trembling, I took deep breaths of his scent. Pine, musk, and sex.

The creature rubbed his cheek against the top of my head and my eyes drifted closed. I was vaguely aware of moving and then the familiar softness of my bed under my back. A heavy weight settled beside me, and I curled into it, heat enveloping me. Between one breath and the next, I drifted off.

Thank you for reading! If you have a moment, I would love a review. :)

The Dark Season Collection will be available exclusively on my website. Join my mailing list to receive an email when it is released. Individual stories will be available on Amazon.

OceanofPDF.com

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Primal Territory

		Chapter One

		Chapter Two

		Chapter Three

		Chapter Four

		Chapter Five




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37




OceanofPDF.com




OEBPS/image_rsrcY1.jpg





