

“Your kind is not welcome here scum!” 


Jager used his superhuman reflexes to dodge the iron pot hurtling through the air at his head. A slight smile spread across his lips. 


“Does that go for all men or just men of my caliber?”


The woman squawked at him and picked up the next thing that was in her kitchen and within reach. Jager raised an eyebrow. She pulled back and launched a heavy cutting knife at him this time. Surprised but still in control, instead of dodging out of the way, he caught the blade by the handle and calmly tucked it into his leather belt.


She seemed to be even more beautiful when she was angry. Black, raven like hair that swept down to her shoulders. Those milky shoulders were revealed to him with her threadbare dress that had seen better days. It appeared she didn’t have the money to replace the thinning dress but that was not what was frustrating her right now.


Her dark eyes blazed with anger toward him, a stern expression marring what had been a gorgeous smile just a few moments ago. Her ample bosom heaved as she looked on with righteous anger that burned deep inside.


Jager calmly shrugged.


“You can have this back once you have learned to behave.”


His calm demeanor seemed to only upset her even more. She seemed to think about throwing a bubbling, pot of water at him, but thought better of it. A monster hunter was not one to be slighted three times without a response that might be fatal.


“Like I said,” came her slow reply. “You don’t belong in a small town like this. Monster hunters always stir up trouble. They cause more harm than they actually prevent.”


Jager didn’t move and allowed her time to explain herself. She sighed and pulled out a clay bowl, setting it down on the hard oak table that sat in the middle of the inn/soup kitchen that she ran.


“One of your kind came by earlier. Maybe three weeks ago.”


This caught the interest of Jager. Monster hunters were rare so it was possible she was mistaken. At times, bounty hunters were labeled monster hunters even though their prey were completely separate. Jager didn’t care for bounty hunters for the most part. They usually worked for corrupt government officials who would rather hang an innocent man that tell their feudal lord they couldn’t find the right one.


Jager folded his arms in front of him, his black, leather tunic stretching to accommodate his thick biceps. The fit woman was not impressed with his posturing and continued her story with a heavy sigh.


“He had the same eyes as you. That strange glitter and shine that I see now in your eyes. All of you bastards are cursed and everyone knows it.”


Jager didn’t rebuff her claim. It was true that all monster hunters were cursed. That was how this career worked. In the end though, he would take the curse over being weak. He gestured toward her with an open hand.


“Please continue my good lady. I think you should know that many a man has a glimmer in their eye. You might not be used to seeing it because of your appearance.”


This really riled her up as she gripped down hard on a serving spoon that she was pulling out of a pot.


“I was getting ready to serve you a hot bowl bastard. You make me rethink everything though. Are you really a monster hunter? Should I just splash this right in your scarred face?”


Jager laughed and held up his hands. “Please, I beg mercy from the court.”


His stomach roared and the cute woman smirked. “Have a seat you poor idiot. I can’t turn away even a monster hunter. Keep in mind though, I won’t be turning my back on you. That curse you carry is just too…unsettling.”


“Don’t worry, I highly doubt the curse would cause anything to come of you.”


She nodded and began to spoon out several helpings for the monster hunter as he sat at her table with caution. Jager looked outside and noted that the rain was falling with increasing severity. Everything was soaked outside and it looked miserable. 


“How much for a cot?” said the monster hunter laying out several pieces of silver. 


“More than that to put up with your kind. I don’t trust you to not take me in my sleep.”


Jager flipped a few gold pieces onto the table. “Better now?”


“That will do you miserable sod. Just know I sleep with one eye open.”


“So do I,” said the monster hunter dryly. He picked up the bowl of soup and quickly put it back down. His heightened senses were a double-edged sword. Even with the rain outside, he knew that there were two horses and five chickens milling about in the back of this place. 


Those same finely attuned senses also made it so that the warm bowl of soup felt like a red-hot poker. Jager focused and tried to suppress his abilities just so that he could fill his belly. It had been many days since he was able to enjoy a hot meal. The road was not friendly to travelers and monster hunters got the worst of it.


“We are not all horrible people that go about pillaging and raping everything in sight.”


The buxom woman agreed with a curt nod. “That is true monster hunter. In this case though, a few of the rotten apples spoil the barrel. You might not be a raping and murdering fiend, but the stereotype has a basis in reality.”


There was no way to argue with that. Monster hunters had gained a bad reputation over the years. Jager aimed to change that and hopefully put a bit of gold in his pocket at the same time. After some time, he was finally able to suppress his abilities to the point that he could pick up the bowl and begin to eat. The woman watched with an amused expression.


After a few moments, she finally turned her back on him and went back to tidy up her kitchen. A few boxes were placed in the larder and a bag of corn meal was hefted over her shoulder. She grunted until the weight of the heavy, burlap bag. It must have weighed a good eighty pounds if Jager was accurately sizing it up with his eye. His eyes rarely failed him.


“Let me take that for you.”


She refused, grunting under the strain of holding something so unnatural and weighty.


“Keep to yourself. I can handle this. If I couldn’t, I would not have opened this place.”


“What is the name of this establishment anyway?” asked Jager as he took the first bite of food. “I can’t say that I spotted a sign outside.”


“If you must know hunter, this simple establishment goes by the The Bishop.”


That little morsel of information interested Jager. Perhaps it was the occupation of her late husband? He didn’t see any signs of a man anywhere. Usually you would spot a pair of heavy work boots, lined with fur and scarred up from use. That was absent here. It seemed that if this sexy woman wanted wood to cook with, she had to go out into the forest and fetch it herself.


The little wood pile was quickly dwindling and was down to just a few branches and scraps of lumber. 


“If you won’t let me aid you with that food, how about I venture into the forest and gather up some sticks for the pile? Seems that your supply is dwindling and I am sure I can fell some trees before you even notice I am gone.”


It was obvious the woman wasn’t used to getting help. She hesitated, considering the offer in her mind before she nodded.


“The weather is too disgusting and murky right now. You wait until morning. If the spirit still moves you at that point, fetch some wood for the pile. I will make it worth your while demon.”


Jager scoffed and got up, stripping off his leather tunic and leaving it on the chair that he had just been sitting in. Underneath, he had on a simple gray shirt that still had rips and tears in it from his last battle.


His undershirt was still damp and wet. There was no way that he could sleep in it. He would just toss and turn all night. Jager pulled the undershirt over his head and there was an audible gasp behind him.


He turned. “I understand my lady that my back is a bit weathered, but I assure you, this is the first time I heard someone about to faint just from the sight of my scars.”


She didn’t answer and continued to move around the small area of The Bishop.


“If you don’t wish to engage with me in conversation, at the very least, can I have your name? It feels wrong to be staying under the same roof with a woman when I don’t even have her first name.”


She grunted and spoke softly as she began to prepare a cot for him in the kitchen.


“The name is Circa.”


Jager pondered this for a second. “Is that first name or last?”


“That is the only response you get from me for now hunter. Gather your strength. You have work to do for me in the morning and I won’t stand any backtalk in the morning.”


She was a prickly one like a desert cactus with blooms. Beautiful but quick to stick the unaware. Jager smiled. He enjoyed a challenge. 


He began to walk over to the cot that she was preparing and she held up a hand without looking in his direction.


“Hold right there. Let me fix this up before you approach. I am still wary of strangers.”


Jager held his position, looking on at her beautiful hair as it wisped around her face from the cracks in the wall. There was a slight draft in almost every part of the squat domicile, the presence of a man to fix things gone for quite awhile.


Far be it from him to not try and help the poor woman out. Pulling a black nail from a leather pouch at his waist, Jager flexed his super human arms to correct a gap in her wall, driving the nail in with just the force of his hand.


He stepped back and dusted his hands off. “Not so drafty now. Maybe we can both get a better sleep now.”


His show of strength seemed to just upset her even more.


“You think showing off will make me hate you less hunter? All you men are the same. It is all trophies and stories of conquest with your like. I mounted the largest hog head on my mantle and here is the spear I used enshrined in gold and silver.”


Jager didn’t respond and moved to the next gap in the wall, his arms and corded veins standing out like snakes under his skin. He swore under his breath after fixing another set of slats and punched a nail into place with his fist so that the fix would hold fast. 


Wood scraped against the dirt floor and his cot was in place now. Circa tossed a few animal skins onto the rickety cot and marched upstairs, refusing to apologize or thank the monster hunter for what he had done. 


Jager sighed and picked up one of the skins, setting it across his eyes to block out any light. He didn’t want to be disturbed. Rest was important and he already knew that the next day would bring a whole host of new problems.


The darkness began to pull him down like a pitch-black ocean. He let it take him, floating down further and further into his subconscious. The cot shifted around with him and despite the fact that it was old and full of splinters, surprisingly comfortable.


Dreams came bobbing up out of his dark unconscious state and began to play upon his mind. Muscles tense and thick, Jager jerked from side to side, his weight threatening to snap the cot in half. Circa upstairs heard the thrashing but refused to investigate, her own fears of what would happen holding her in place.


Down even further, Jager felt his mind now enveloped by worrisome dreams. He was in a cave with just a torch to light his way. The flame flickered and flared, at times about to go out and then suddenly blazing bright to the point it blinded him.


Jager squinted into the darkness of his dream, trying to learn where he was. In some dream logic fashion, he floated along the stone floor of the cave, delving deeper into the natural tunnels around him. Gray rocks came apart and crumbled under his fingers as he pulled himself forward, a hand going to his blade.


Metal and flame were the only things that beasts and demons would shy away from down here. The torch was brought up to his face, acting as a ward against anything that would dare approach him. 


Skittering and scuttling could be heard to the side. Jager brought the flame to bear on the sound, his eyes just slits now in the darkness. Even through the thin, slats of vision, what he saw in the darkness horrified him. 


The breath in his lungs was caught and frozen just like the squirming bugs that tried to free themselves from the giant cobwebs.  Webs hung like gothic lace from the ceiling of the cave, strands sticky and threatening to pull anything living in and hold it there to struggle until something so monstrous arrived, it had to live in darkness to avoid the flames and pitchforks.


There was chitinous sound that reminded him of dead crab legs scraping against a stone floor after you were done with them and tossed them down for the dogs to fight over. Jager normally was always in control of his senses and he wasn’t accustomed to fear ruling him, but he found his breathing was coming quicker all the time now, a tempo building up in his chest that seemed to be beating toward a climax.


Jager took in several deep breaths, holding them tight in his chest to get his oxygen levels back under control. More scraping in the darkness and no matter where he pointed the torch, nothing could be made out. Blackness smudged the picture of everything here in the deep cavern.


For a moment, Jager tried to remember how he had gotten here. Why was he rooting around underground, seeking out the things that went bump in the darkness? The dream logic of the situation took over again and he decided that it didn’t matter. Whatever was down here had to die.


He pulled his blade, keeping it at the ready, the sharp edge acting as a divining rod and pointing toward the danger without even a tremble. Jager was ready to react to even the slightest of sound, hyper reflexes twitching inside his thick wrists.


It was almost as if the monster could sense his power, a burning red beacon that lit up its dark lair. For the average human, they would find themselves already strung up with a white noose around their neck, wrists, and ankles, intestines spilled out on the floor where the husk of their body awaited delicate consumption. No one would ever argue that being a monster hunter was easy. 


Jager grit his teeth and sucked in cold air. Each tiny sound was enough to cause his wrists to twitch in anticipation. The hair on the back of his neck was electrified straight up in the air. 


That was when he saw it. The shell of the monster. A tough, semi transparent substance that was the outer part of the exoskeleton. Would a blade even pierce this armor? It seemed to resemble the black armor of the royal guard in Vasnod. Any attempt to kill this thing could also be his end. Jager was fast enough to make sure that his hit was the first, but if he couldn’t get through this armor hard outer shell, the next blow would go into his neck, green venom slowly seeping into his body.


He carefully reached down and picked up a small stone, tossing it forward to see if the creature would react. There was skittering as something pounced on the stone. It was in here with him and keyed up to hit anything that moved. It had accuracy that normally was found only in archers with years of experience. 


Jager decided to take a gamble. Despite his reservations, he threw the torch down in the middle of the cavern and stepped back when he saw everything revealed in front of him. The whole place was thick with webbing. Just one step off to the side here would have placed him right in the middle of a giant web that would have tangled him up long enough for this monster to land the killing blow.


Foot over foot, he stepped with precision, coming closer to the torch while placing both hands on the hilt of the blade that was his only weapon here. A flash of movement and Jager jumped at it only to realize it was just the skull of a fallen warrior toppling off long ancient shoulders.


That was the attack that would end things for him. By the time he turned around, it was just enough time to see a thousand legs with spikes tipping each point flying toward him. Multifaceted eyes watched a swarm of legs pin his body to the stone wall, poison injected into his mind through fangs slipping into the top of his skull.


The monster hunter woke up with such a fright; the old cot creaked and fell apart. Jager didn’t fall apart, but he did fall to the dirt floor, his right side sore for just a second until his healing properties took over and made him like new again. He pulled up his shirt just in time to see the dark, red marks fading.


It took several moments for him to restore his breathing to normal. Even as a professional, Jager still felt shaken by what he had seen. What was that thing? Was this just a monster summoned up from imagination as an amalgamation of everything he had faced, stuck together like some sort of chimera?


Something told Jager that this was not some creature that he just dreamed up. The nightmare was too real. He looked up at the head of the stairs and Circa was looking down at him with worry.


“Did you see it?”


Jager didn’t know how to respond. ‘What do you mean by it? My dreams are my own.”


“Are they monster hunter?”


The confidence in her voice made him pause. What did she know about this?


Jager pulled himself up out of the mess that he had made of the cot. For a second, he considered just turning it to firewood, but that seemed very ungracious. After all, this woman didn’t need to welcome him into her home and business. To just start tossing her spare bed into the fire to stay warm didn’t seem wise.


The monster hunter picked up one of the silver nails that had been holding the cot together. Using the strength of a mountain ape, he bent it back straight, admiring the metal in the warm glow of the fire.


“Good craftsmen that you have here in the village lady.”


She scowled at him. “Impudent hunter. You should know that the craftsman that built that could never be matched by anybody in this village.”


It seemed his compliment had struck some sort of nerve with her. Why this seemed to bother her really escaped him. It was not like he was trying to be rude. When he wanted to be rude, Jager found it quite easy and he had a bit of a knack for it. Some people went off crying once he was done speaking of their mothers and ancestry.


This was not the time to hit this poor woman with a rebuttal. The look on her face seemed to tell a story of both pain and desperation, but just like a treasure chest deep inside the mountain of a red dragon, she kept her emotions locked up and tucked away. 


Jager continued to fix the cot in silence, pushing nails back into place and mending wooden supports. This seemed to please Circa until he hit a bit of a snag.


“I am missing an important part here. This…well, this support piece is just snapped in two. No way I can sleep on this thing without breaking the whole thing all over again.”


Circa gave him a wary eye. “You are not lying to me monster hunter? It seems your kind is quite likely to tell any story if they think it will serve them.”


Jager shrugged and held up the two pieces. “If you are a witch, perhaps you can mend it again. I have known quite a few witches and I haven’t known of any that can repair things that have broken this badly. Well, there was that one in the wood that spoke with plants. She was quite strange but I am sure she could summon some vines of some sort that would lash this together.”


Circa rolled her eyes. “I will just come out and say it then hunter. The weather outside is bitter like a woman scorned. You may come to my bed so that you can sleep. Keep in mind, I am only making this allowance because I want you out in the morning and tracking down firewood for me. This is not any kind of invitation for future arrangements.”


Jager nodded and approached her, coming to the bottom of the old, creaky stairs. She crossed her arms and then unfolded them, waving him up to her attic like area above her business. The Bishop wasn’t much, but this was all she had it seemed.


The monster hunter carefully moved up the stairs, cautious to not break anything further. If he snapped any of the stairs in two, he would be sleeping outside with the pigs. The upper area of the “Inn” was dark, but with his expert senses, Jager felt like he was taking a nice stroll on a summer day in the upper area. 


He stepped over several things on his way to the down bed and settled in before Circa did. “Feels good lady. Glad I snapped that cot in two.”


Circa shook her head in the darkness. “You really are a bastard,” she said as she joined him, staying as far away as possible. “Make sure the line down the middle is obeyed,” she murmured. 


There was a dreadful silence and then, for some reason, she spoke again. “He was everything to me hunter. He created that cot with his own hands. Just like you, he was too prideful and it cost him his life. Now I am all alone.”


Jager didn’t know how to respond. He knew that she was probably speaking about the man that she was married to at one point. What had happened to him?


She went on, speaking up toward the roof in the darkness. “You see, at times, this bed gets cold.”


She rolled over and her eyes glimmered in the darkness.


“Circa…” started the monster hunter, trying to cut her off. He started to say something, but couldn’t speak as she pressed her lips to his. The hunter felt her tongue come out, licking at his bottom lip, and then she began to passionately kiss him so hard, he felt like she might devour him just like one of the beasts that he was commissioned to hunt.


“I need this hunter. Give it to me and don’t you dare deny me.”
  

Jager broke the kiss for just a second, long enough to stroke her face. While he was tangling with his garments, he felt his pants being ripped off with a hard pull. 


“I want to see how long your sword is hunter,” hissed the lust bound woman. Her hand circled around his shaft and gripped hard like she was trying to crush it with her fist. 


“You are quite strong woman,” said the hunter in a guttural tone as he tore her dress to pieces. Her nice facial features drifted down to firm breasts that were capped with large, pink nipples. The hunter was surprised to see that she was clean shaven down there. It was not the way of women that were out here in the country.


He caressed her body and her supple breasts, feeling the heat coming off her shapely tits like they were twin furnaces. It had been a long time since he had last bed a woman. Two days was his limit and he preferred closer to three times a day. It was both his gift as well as his curse.


His cock sank into her like he was dipping his shaft into warm water. She was so wet already, even though his cock was almost as wide as it was long, her tight pussy was able to stretch out and accept his pole. Circa reached and touched herself, caressing her tiny nubbin, cooing like a dove.


The hunter had to avoid the urge to turn into an animal, bucking up deep into her and throwing her about like a wild bull. This was his first time with this woman, and he wanted to make the event special. He took it easy with her, letting her get acclimated to his giant member. For many women, it took several goes with his dick before they could handle it without gritting their teeth.
  

They spun together, twisting in the bed, and the purr from the woman on top let Jager know that she was able to take him fully with little discomfort. He let his hands come up to pinch at her pink nipples before letting them drop down to her slippery clit.


Sliding his fingers over her mound, it triggered something animal inside the woman. She bucked and twisted on his dick, trying to get more of it inside of her. Riding the pole that was stuffed deep inside her lithe body, Circa clamped down with her pink walls and summoned forth a powerful orgasm, the whites of her eyes showing like she was going into a summoning spell. 


Before he could protest, she had hopped off his dick, muttering about tasting herself on his glistening shaft. Jager gasped as she began to suck her girl come right off his still rock solid shaft. Jager wanted to fondle her tight pussy, but the angle was all wrong, so he just let his hands tangle her beautiful hair, pulling her mouth down further on his shaft.


The woman was talented with her cock sucking skills. Far more talented than even some of the temple whores that prayed to the gods of lust and revelry. When he gave her hair a gentle tug, she ended up just putting his whole dick into her mouth with one go, her tongue coming out to lap at his nutsack, heavy and laden with boiling seed.


Jager almost came in the moment, her deep throat skills so amazing his control slipped for a moment. He regained his composure, reaching out and pinching both of her pink nipples hard, hoping the pain would have her come up off his shaft and give him a chance to recover.


She seemed to just like the pain of having her nipples pinched hard. Excited by the fingers on her tits, she began to dive down on his cock, taking it far in her throat with each push downward of her pretty lips. Circa wiggled her ass like a dancer, her hips making motions that were very serpent like. 


Jager opened up his legs wider, giving her more access to his unit and she rewarded him by sucking so hard on his cock hole, Jager could feel the precum just getting sucked right out of his nuts. If this went on for much longer, he would be putting his seed in her mouth instead of her body like he wanted. 


“I want to come inside of you love,” he breathed out heavily. 


“I can’t have a child with you hunter. Take me like this instead.”


She came up off his dick and flipped around, aiming her tight and beautiful ass at him. The doggy-style fuck was usually reserved for whores and tartlets, but Jager wasn’t going to turn down a chance to do as the Greeks did.


On her hands and knees, he carefully sucked on a few fingers to get them wet before penetrating her with only saliva as lube. He massaged the entrance to her ass before pushing deep into the hole, having her take two fingers to start, getting her loose enough to take the dragon that was coiled up and ready to slide all the way into her bowels.


With a desperate and fast rhythm, Jager could only finger her for so long before his dick needed release. His hand was quickly replaced with his heavy cockhead which was spitting up lube on its own.


Jager pushed in half-way and Circa tried to squirm away, not ready for the giant that was going into her once virgin hole. 


“Relax that magnificent hole for me my lady.”


He placed one hand on her hip, holding her in place while he slowly worked just half of his dick in and out of her. Her bowels responded by fluttering all over his dick like butterfly kisses on his shaft. The muscles spasms were surely due to the large intrusion into her body, but to the monster hunter, her ass spasms felt like heaven.
  

Jager grunted and gripped her hips hard, throwing his head back in a roar. His seed shot up from his balls and hurtled toward her open ass, getting buried deep in her hot cavern. Over and over the pump of his cock squirted into her, the white seed floating and filling up her asshole. 


Jager never told her that he could actually make his semen impotent. His control of his body was amazing and his sperm was no exception. Why spoil that moment though when a woman was so eager to give up her ass to him?


Cuddling there in the darkness, the wind blew and the animals howled outside. For just a moment, the hunter felt like a man again, no longer filled with a lust and a sexual thirst that could never be quenched. And then, over the howls of the wolves, something more fearsome made itself known, way off in the woods.


The sound was unnatural, almost human but not quite. It called out to the hunter, but was it an invitation or a warning? He would find out.
  

To be continued…

Did you like that erotic adventure? Jager has many more encounters coming up. As a monster hunter, he is given the job to track down many monster girls. It just so happens though, many of the monster girls want to fuck him hard and fast. Check out the next installment where Jager encounters a hot spider girl. Monster Girl Hunter Part 2 from Victoria Midnight. You won’t be able to keep it in your pants.

Jager felt like this was the best blow job he ever got. No words were communicated, just grunts and groans from each other. She wasn’t done with surprises though. Her webs were so strong, the spider woman started to climb him and flip around, placing her juicy pussy right in his face. Jager started to suck on her pink clit, enjoying the way his tongue felt against the hood of her clitoris.

They were bound together in mid-air, the first time he had ever done the 69 position while dangling from the ceiling. He lapped at her cunt, giving her as much pleasure as he was feeling. Her many arms were stroking all over him as his upside down form bobbed up and down on his prick.

Jager caressed her pink hole with his tongue like it held treasure, really loving her most private area. He admired her cute and juicy hole, loving the way her pink walls felt so silky on his tongue when he would push in his tongue deep in her body. She was getting more wet. Her pussy was splashing his face. Still, he didn’t give up. He lashed her pink clit with his tongue, whipping his tongue all along her nub and making her shiver and dragging her closer to the brink.
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