
        
            
                
            
        

    
The woods were silent, save for the crunch of leaves under my boots. My breath hung in the air like a ghost, and the cold bit at my cheeks. I shouldn’t have been out here—not this late, not alone. But the promise of a shortcut had lured me deeper into the forest, and now I was lost. The moon hung low, casting an eerie silver glow over the trees. Shadows danced, too alive, too deliberate. Something was watching me.

I gripped the strap of my backpack tighter, my heart pounding in my ears. Just keep moving. That’s what I told myself. Just keep moving, and you’ll find the road. But every step felt heavier, like the forest itself was pulling me back, rooting me in place. The air grew thicker, harder to breathe. This isn’t right. My instincts screamed at me to turn around, to run, but my stubbornness won out. I’m not going to be scared of the dark.

And then I heard it.

A sound, low and guttural, like a growl that wasn’t quite animal. It came from my left, and I froze, my blood turning to ice. I didn’t dare look. I didn’t dare breathe. The sound came again, closer this time, and my body betrayed me, turning my head inch by inch.

There, in the shadows, stood a figure. Tall, impossibly tall, with limbs that bent just wrong. My breath hitched, and my mind raced, trying to make sense of what I was seeing. It wasn’t human—couldn’t be. The way it moved, all jerks and twitches, like it was learning how to use its body. My throat went dry. A skinwalker. The word popped into my head, unbidden. I’d heard the stories, whispered around campfires, but I’d never believed them. Not until now.

The figure stepped into the moonlight, and my stomach dropped. It wasn’t just tall—it was wrong. Its skin glistened, too smooth, too pale, like it had been stretched over bones that didn’t fit. Its face… God, its face. It was almost human, but the features were off, twisted slightly, like a mask that didn’t fit right. Its eyes caught mine, glowing faintly, and I felt it—a pull, a whisper in the back of my mind, telling me to stay. Don’t run.

I should have run. I should have. But my feet were rooted to the spot, my body refusing to obey. The thing tilted its head, studying me, and then it smiled. Its mouth stretched too wide, revealing rows of sharp, jagged teeth. My heart hammered in my chest, but I couldn’t look away. This is it, I thought. This is how I die.

But it didn’t attack. Instead, it spoke.

“You’re… lost.” Its voice was a symphony of wrongness—deep and rasping, yet somehow almost melodic. It sent shivers down my spine, and I swallowed hard, trying to find my voice.

“Y-yeah,” I stammered, hating how small I sounded. “I—I think I took a wrong turn.”

It tilted its head again, those glowing eyes never leaving mine. “Wrong turn,” it repeated, as if tasting the words. Its grin widened, and though I knew I should be terrified, there was something… almost alluring about it. The way it moved, the way it looked at me—it wasn’t just predatory. It was curious. Hungry.

“I can… guide you,” it said, taking a step closer. Its movements were smoother now, more deliberate, and I realized it was mimicking me—the way I walked, the way I held myself. It was learning. Adapting.

“I—I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said, taking a shaky step back. My voice wavered, betraying my fear.

It cocked its head, the grin never leaving its face. “Why not?” it asked, its voice almost playful now. “You’re… afraid of me.”

“Yeah,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper. “You’re… you’re not human.”

It laughed—a sound that sent chills down my spine. “No,” it agreed. “But I can be.” And then it changed. Its body shifted, bones cracking and reforming, skin rippling like water. In moments, it was no longer the monstrous thing I’d seen before. Now, it was a woman. Tall, beautiful, with dark hair and piercing eyes. But there was still something off about her, something that made my skin crawl. The way she moved, the way she smiled—it was too perfect, too calculated.

“Better?” she asked, her voice smooth and sultry now, but still with that undercurrent of wrongness.

I swallowed hard, my mind racing. This isn’t real. This can’t be real. But it was. She was standing right in front of me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off her body. My heart was pounding, but not just from fear. There was something else now, something I didn’t want to admit. Attraction. It was stupid, insane, but I couldn’t deny it. She was beautiful, in a way that was almost hypnotic.

“I can… help you,” she said, taking another step closer. “If you let me.”

I should have said no. I should have run. But I didn’t. I stood there, frozen, as she closed the distance between us. Her hand reached up, brushing against my cheek, and I shuddered at the contact. Her skin was warm, almost too warm, and her touch sent a jolt of electricity through me.

“Wh-what do you want?” I asked, my voice trembling.

She smiled, that same too-wide grin, and leaned in close. Her breath was hot against my ear as she whispered, “You.”

Before I could react, she pressed her lips to mine. It was a kiss, but it wasn’t soft, wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, desperate, like she was trying to consume me. And God help me, I kissed her back. My hands found their way to her waist, pulling her closer, and she moaned against my lips, the sound sending a shiver down my spine.

Her hands were everywhere—tangling in my hair, sliding down my back, pulling me tighter against her. I could feel her body pressing into mine, every curve, every breath, and it was driving me wild. I didn’t care anymore that she wasn’t human. I didn’t care that this was wrong. All I cared about was the heat building between us, the way she felt against me.

She broke the kiss, panting, and looked into my eyes. “Don’t stop,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

And I didn’t. I couldn’t. My hands fumbled with the buttons of her shirt, and she helped me, shrugging it off and tossing it aside. Her skin was flawless, pale and smooth, and I couldn’t resist touching her, running my hands over her curves. She gasped, arching into my touch, and I felt a surge of desire so intense it almost hurt.

She reached for my belt, her fingers deft and sure, and within moments, my pants were around my ankles. She pushed me back against a tree, her lips finding mine again, and I moaned into her mouth as she reached between us, her hand wrapping around me. I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily, and she chuckled, low and husky.

“Tell me you want this,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear.

“I—I do,” I stammered, my voice hoarse with need. “Please.”

She smiled, that same too-wide grin, and then she was kneeling in front of me, her eyes locked on mine. I couldn’t look away, couldn’t breathe, as she took me into her mouth. Her tongue was hot, wet, and she moved with a skill that left me trembling. My fingers tangled in her hair, and she moaned, the vibration sending shockwaves through me.

“God, yes,” I groaned, my head falling back against the tree. “Just like that.”

She hummed in response, her hands gripping my hips, and I could feel the tension building, coiling tight in my gut. I’m not going to last, I thought, but I didn’t care. I didn’t want to. I just wanted her—all of her.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily. “I’m close.”

She pulled back, just enough to look up at me, and her eyes were glowing again, that eerie, hypnotic light. “Let go,” she whispered, her voice low and commanding. “I want to feel you.”

And I did. With a groan, I came undone, my body shuddering with the force of it. She took everything I had, swallowing every drop, and when it was over, she looked up at me, her lips curled into that same too-wide grin.

“Good,” she said, standing and leaning in close. “But we’re not done yet.”

And before I could respond, she kissed me again, and I knew…

Her lips left mine, but her presence lingered, that electrifying energy pulsing through the air. She stepped back, her eyes never leaving mine, and for a moment, I thought she was about to disappear into the shadows like a phantom. Instead, she reached down, her fingers sliding under the hem of her dress, and pulled it up and over her head in one fluid motion. The moonlight bathed her body, her skin glowing with an otherworldly sheen, her curves both familiar and impossibly foreign.

“Lie down,” she commanded, her voice low and velvety, yet carrying that unsettling edge that made my heart race. I hesitated, my mind a whirlwind of fear and desire, but my body obeyed without question. I lowered myself onto the cold forest floor, the damp earth pressing into my back, my eyes fixed on her as she approached.

She knelt beside me, her fingers trailing down my chest, leaving a trail of sparks in their wake. Her touch was both soothing and maddening, and I could feel my body responding, my breath quickening as she leaned in closer. Her lips brushed against my ear, and she whispered, “I want you to taste me.”

Before I could process her words, she moved, straddling my chest, her thighs framing my face. She looked down at me, her eyes glowing with that same eerie light, her lips curled into a grin that was both alluring and terrifying. Her hands gripped my shoulders, pinning me in place, and I felt a mix of anticipation and dread as she lowered herself onto my face.

Her scent was intoxicating, a mix of something sweet and wild, and I could feel the heat of her against my lips. She pressed down, her hips grinding against me, and I opened my mouth, my tongue sliding against her. She let out a low, guttural moan, her fingers tightening on my shoulders as she started to move, her rhythm slow and deliberate.

I focused on her, my tongue exploring every inch of her, savoring the taste of her, the way her body responded to every touch. She arched her back, her head thrown back, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. Her movements became more urgent, her hips grinding harder against me, and I could feel her getting closer, her body trembling with need.

“Yes,” she hissed, her voice a mix of pleasure and something darker, something primal. “Don’t stop.”

I obeyed, my tongue working faster, harder, my hands gripping her hips as I pulled her down onto me. She let out a cry, her body convulsing as she came, her essence pouring into my mouth, thick and warm, with a taste that was both sweet and tangy, like nothing I’d ever experienced before. It was intoxicating, overwhelming, and I couldn’t get enough, my tongue lapping at her as she rode me through her climax.

Her body shuddered, her thighs clamping down on my head as she came again, her moans echoing through the forest. She pulled back slightly, her hands gripping my hair as she looked down at me, her eyes glowing with a fierce, almost feral light.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, but with that same edge of danger that sent a shiver down my spine. “And I’m not done with you yet.”

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against mine, and I could taste herself on my lips, her essence mingling with my own. Her hand reached down, her fingers wrapping around me, and she started to stroke, her touch sending waves of pleasure through me.

Her hips started to move again, grinding against my face, and I could feel her getting closer, her body trembling with need. She let out a low, guttural moan, her fingers tightening on my shoulders as she pressed down harder, her rhythm becoming more urgent.

“Yes,” she hissed, her voice a mix of pleasure and something darker, something primal. “Don’t stop.”

I obeyed, my tongue working faster, harder, my hands gripping her hips as I pulled her down onto me. She let out a cry, her body convulsing as she came, her essence pouring into my mouth, thick and warm, with a taste that was both sweet and tangy, like nothing I’d ever experienced before. It was intoxicating, overwhelming, and I couldn’t get enough, my tongue lapping at her as she rode me through her climax.

Her body shuddered, her thighs clamping down on my head as she came again, her moans echoing through the forest. She pulled back slightly, her hands gripping my hair as she looked down at me, her eyes glowing with a fierce, almost feral light.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry, but with that same edge of danger that sent a shiver down my spine. “And I’m not done with you yet.”

She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against mine, and I could taste herself on my lips, her essence mingling with my own. Her hand reached down, her fingers wrapping around me, and she started to stroke, her touch sending waves of pleasure through me.

“I want to feel you,” she whispered, her voice a mix of command and plea, and I knew there was no resisting her. I nodded, my body trembling with anticipation as she positioned herself above me, her eyes locked on mine as she lowered herself onto me, her warmth enveloping me in a way that was both comforting and utterly consuming.

Her movements were slow and deliberate, her hips grinding against mine, and I could feel myself getting closer, the pressure building inside me. She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear, and whispered, “Come for me.”

And I did, my body shuddering with the force of it, my release pouring into her as she rode me through my climax. She let out a low, satisfied moan, her body trembling as she leaned in closer, her lips brushing against mine.

Her breath was hot against my neck, her body still pressed firmly against mine. The forest around us was silent, save for the faint rustle of leaves in the cool night breeze. Her eyes, those piercing, otherworldly eyes, held me captive as she slowly pulled away, her lips curling into a smile that was both enticing and unsettling.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice a low purr that sent shivers down my spine. “And I intend to savor every moment of you.”

Her hands trailed down my chest, her fingers grazing over my skin with a touch that was electric. I could feel the heat building inside me again, despite the exhaustion that threatened to overtake me. She was relentless, her movements measured and precise, as if she knew exactly how to push me to the edge.

She shifted, her body sliding down mine until her face was level with my torso. Her eyes locked with mine, and I could see the hunger in them, the primal need that drove her. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips, and she leaned in, her mouth closing around me.

I gasped, my hands instinctively reaching for her hair, but she caught my wrists, pinning them to the ground beside me. She was in control, and I was powerless to resist. Her tongue swirled around me, her movements slow and deliberate, and I could feel the tension building inside me once more.

Her free hand trailed up my thigh, her fingers teasing, exploring, until they found their way to the sensitive spot just behind my balls. She pressed gently, her touch sending a jolt of pleasure through me, and I moaned, my hips bucking involuntarily.

She chuckled, the sound low and throaty, and she pulled away just enough to speak. “Easy now,” she murmured, her breath hot against my skin. “I’m not done with you yet.”

She resumed her ministrations, her mouth working in tandem with her hand, and I could feel myself getting closer, the pressure building inside me once more. But just as I was about to tip over the edge, she pulled away, leaving me gasping and desperate.

Her eyes gleamed with amusement as she straddled me once more, her body hovering just above mine. “Patience,” she whispered, her voice soft but commanding. “I want to make this last.”

She lowered herself onto me, her warmth enveloping me once again, and I could feel myself surrendering to her completely. Her movements were slow, almost languid, each one drawing me deeper into the abyss of pleasure. Her hands roamed over my body, her touch igniting fires wherever she went, and I could feel the tension building inside me once more.

She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear, and whispered, “Let go.”

And I did, my body shuddering with the force of my release, my cries echoing through the silent forest. She rode me through my climax, her own body trembling with pleasure, her eyes never leaving mine.

When it was over, she collapsed onto me, her body pressed tightly against mine, her breath hot against my neck. She was silent for a moment, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my chest, and I could feel the weight of her presence, the power she held over me.

“You’re mine,” she whispered again, her voice soft but firm. “And I will come for you again.”

She shifted, her body sliding off mine, and she stood, her form silhouetted against the moonlight. She turned to me, her eyes glowing with an otherworldly light, and she smiled, a smile that was both beautiful and terrifying.

And then she was gone, vanishing into the shadows of the forest, leaving me alone with the memory of her touch and the promise of her return.

I lay there, my body still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure, my mind reeling from the encounter. The forest around me was silent once more, save for the faint rustle of leaves in the breeze, and I could feel the weight of her presence lingering in the air.

I knew she would come for me again. And I wasn’t sure if I should be afraid or eager.

As I lay there, staring up at the canopy of trees above me, I could feel the cold night air creeping in, wrapping around me like a shroud. My body was still tingling from her touch, my mind racing with thoughts of her. What was she? What did she want from me?

But deep down, I knew the answers didn’t matter. She had claimed me, and I belonged to her now. And as I closed my eyes, I could feel her presence lingering in the back of my mind, a constant reminder of the power she held over me.

The night stretched on, the darkness closing in around me, and I could feel the exhaustion finally overtaking me. But just as I was about to drift off, I heard it—the faint sound of footsteps in the distance, moving closer.

My eyes snapped open, and I sat up, my heart pounding in my chest. The forest was still, the moonlight casting long shadows across the ground. But then, out of the corner of my eye, I saw her—the silhouette of a woman, standing at the edge of the clearing, her eyes glowing in the darkness.

She stepped forward, her movements fluid and unnatural, and I could feel the tension building inside me once more. She had returned.

Her lips curled into a smile, and she spoke, her voice soft but commanding. “Did you miss me?”

My breath caught in my throat as she approached, her eyes never leaving mine. Her presence was overwhelming, her power radiating off her in waves. I could feel the pull of her, the irresistible desire that drew me in, and I knew there was no escaping her.

She knelt beside me, her hand reaching out to caress my cheek, her touch sending a jolt of electricity through me. “Don’t worry,” she whispered, her voice a low purr. “I’ll make it worth your while.”

Her lips brushed against mine, and I could feel the heat building inside me once more. Her hands roamed over my body, her touch igniting fires wherever she went, and I could feel myself surrendering to her completely.

She was in control, and I was hers to command.
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