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Dawn breaks over Eldergrove like a whispered secret. Vira steps between ancient oaks, her wicker basket swinging against her hip. The rare moonbell flower blooms only at first light. She needs it before the sun climbs higher.

Mist clings to the forest floor. Her boots sink into moss that's older than memory. The trees tower above her, their branches weaving shadows that dance and shift. Magic hums in the air here. It tastes like copper and honey on her tongue.

She pushes deeper into the grove. Somewhere ahead, the moonbell waits. Its petals glow silver in dawn's half-light, then fade to nothing when the sun claims the sky. She has maybe an hour.

A branch snaps behind her.

Vira freezes. Her breath catches. The forest has gone silent. No birdsong. No rustling leaves. Even the wind has stilled.

Something moves in the mist.

A shadow detaches itself from the trees. Tall. Too tall to be human. It steps forward, and the ground trembles under its weight. Hooves. Definitely hooves.

The mist parts like a curtain.

Her basket slips from suddenly numb fingers.

The creature before her is magnificent and terrible. His lower half is pure stag - powerful haunches covered in dark fur, hooves that gleam like polished obsidian. But his torso rises human and strong. Muscles ripple across his chest, carved from marble and moonlight. His arms hang at his sides, fingers long and elegant.

His antlers crown his head like a living throne. They pulse with soft green light, casting shifting patterns on his face. His features are sharp, beautiful in the way wild things are beautiful. Dangerous. Untamed.

But his eyes. God, his eyes.

They burn forest-green, ancient and knowing. They pin her in place like a butterfly on a board. She can't move. Can't breathe. Can't think past the sudden, overwhelming need that crashes through her.

The stagman takes a step closer.

His scent hits her like a physical blow. Musk and earth and something deeper. Something that makes her knees weak and her core clench with sudden, desperate want. It's the smell of rutting season, of wild things claiming what's theirs.

Her nipples harden against her shirt. Heat pools between her thighs.

This is wrong. She should run. Should scream. Should do anything but stand here drinking in the sight of him like she's dying of thirst.

He tilts his head. Studies her with those burning eyes. His nostrils flare, and she knows he can smell her arousal. The knowledge should shame her. Instead, it makes her wetter.

"You smell of want," he says. His voice is rough velvet, edged with growl. "Sweet little human. Lost in my woods."

She tries to speak. Her throat works soundlessly.

He takes another step. Close enough now that she can see the pulse beating in his throat. Can count the freckles scattered across his human chest. Can watch his cock starting to swell between his legs.

It's not entirely human. Ridged along the shaft, broader at the base. Built for breeding. Built to stretch and fill and claim.

Her cunt clenches around nothing.

"I—" She finally finds her voice. It comes out as a whisper. "I was looking for moonbell flowers."

"Were you?" His lips curve in something that might be a smile. Might be a snarl. "And what did you find instead?"

You, she thinks. I found you.

The words stick in her throat. But her body speaks for her. Takes a step forward without her permission. Then another.

His scent grows stronger. Drowns her in need. Makes her forget why she came here, why she should leave. Makes her forget everything but the ache between her legs and the way he's looking at her.

Like he wants to devour her.

Like he will.

"That's it," he murmurs. His voice drops to a purr. "Come closer, little doe. Let me see you."

Her legs move on their own. Carry her forward until she's close enough to touch. Close enough that his breath fans across her face. Close enough that the heat radiating from his skin makes her dizzy.

This close, she can see the flecks of gold in his green eyes. Can see the way his pupils have dilated until they're nearly black. Can see the hunger written in every line of his face.

"You're beautiful," he breathes. One hand rises, fingers ghosting over her cheek. His touch burns. "So soft. So warm."

She should pull away. Should remember that she's human and he's something else entirely. Something wild and dangerous and definitely not safe.

Instead, she leans into his touch.

His eyes flare brighter. His hand cups her face, thumb tracing her lower lip. She parts her lips instinctively, and he makes a sound low in his chest. Pleased. Possessive.

"Yes," he says. "You feel it too, don't you? This pull. This need."

She does. God help her, she does. It's like gravity, dragging her toward him. Like magnetism, aligning every cell in her body to his presence. Like fate, if she believed in such things.

"What are you?" she whispers.

"I am hunger," he says simply. "I am need. I am the thing your body craves in the dark of night when you touch yourself and pretend it's enough."

Heat flashes through her. Because he's right. Because she does touch herself in the dark, imagining hands that aren't her own. Imagining being taken, claimed, filled.

Imagining this.

"Come with me," he says. It's not really a request. "Let me show you what you came here for."

She knows it's not the moonbell flower he's talking about. Knows following him is madness. Knows she's going to do it anyway.

Her body has already chosen. Her mind just needs to catch up.

"Yes," she breathes.

His smile is sharp as a blade. Hungry as winter. Beautiful as sin.

"Good girl," he says, and the words make her shiver. "Come."
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He turns without another word. Moves deeper into the forest with liquid grace. His hooves make no sound on the moss. He flows between the trees like he's part of them, like the forest shaped itself around his form.

Vira follows. She has no choice. Her feet move without conscious thought, drawn by some invisible thread that connects her to him. Her eyes fix on the play of muscles across his back, the way his shoulders roll with each step. The way his antlers catch the filtered sunlight and throw it back in dancing patterns.

He's beautiful. Terrifying and beautiful and completely inhuman.

Her cunt throbs with every step.

The forest grows denser around them. Older. The trees here are massive, their trunks wider than houses. Moss hangs from their branches like curtains. The air grows thick with magic and the scent of growing things.

And underneath it all, his musk. It surrounds her, fills her lungs, makes her head spin with want.

He moves like water over stone. Like wind through leaves. His hooves find purchase on roots slick with dew, on stones worn smooth by centuries of rain. He never stumbles. Never hesitates. He knows these paths like lovers know each other's bodies.

She stumbles. Catches herself on a tree trunk, bark rough against her palm. He doesn't turn, doesn't slow, but somehow she knows he's aware of every step she takes. Every breath. Every racing beat of her heart.

The trees begin to thin. Ahead, she glimpses something different. A clearing. But not quite.

He stops at the edge of a hollow carved into the earth itself. Ferns cascade down its sides like a living waterfall. Their fronds catch the light and hold it, glowing soft green. The bottom is carpeted with moss so thick it looks like velvet.

"Here," he says. His voice carries perfectly in the still air. "This is where you belong."

The words should frighten her. Should make her turn and run back the way they came. Instead, they make her knees weak with longing.

He steps down into the hollow. His hooves sink into the moss with a soft whisper. He turns to face her, and the sight steals her breath.

The ferns frame him like a living throne room. Their light plays across his skin, highlighting every ridge of muscle, every sharp angle of bone. His antlers pulse brighter here, responding to the forest's magic.

But it's his eyes that destroy her. They burn with hunger and something deeper. Something that looks almost like reverence.

"Come to me," he says.

She doesn't hesitate this time. Steps down into the hollow, and the moss yields beneath her feet like the softest carpet. The air here is different. Warmer. Charged with electricity that makes her skin tingle.

He reaches for her, and she lets him draw her close. So close she can feel the heat radiating from his skin. Can count his heartbeats where his pulse jumps in his throat.

His antlers lean toward her. The light in them grows brighter, and she feels something like recognition. Like coming home.

The first touch is barely there. Just the tip of one tine brushing against her temple. But it might as well be lightning.

Heat floods through her. Not just arousal - something deeper. Something that reaches into her bones and rewrites her at the cellular level. She gasps, and the sound echoes off the fern-draped walls.

"Shh," he murmurs. "Let it happen."

Another antler touches her cheek. Then her jaw. Each contact sends waves of sensation crashing through her. Her nipples peak. Her core clenches. Wetness pools between her thighs until she's sure she'll leave stains on her clothes.

The light from his antlers grows stronger. It plays across her skin, and everywhere it touches, she burns. Burns with need so fierce it borders on pain.

"Please," she whispers. She doesn't know what she's asking for. Only knows she needs it desperately.

His human hands rise. Frame her face with gentle reverence that contrasts sharply with the feral hunger in his eyes. His thumbs trace her cheekbones, and she shivers at the contact.

"You feel it, don't you?" His voice is rough with want. "The pull. The rightness of this place. Of us."

She does. God help her, she does. Every rational thought has fled. Every civilized instinct has been stripped away. There's only this. Only him. Only the ache between her legs and the magic singing in her blood.

"Yes," she breathes.

His hands slide down. Trace the line of her throat with fingertips that shake slightly. His touch is electric, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her core. When his thumbs rest against her pulse points, she thinks she might die from the sensation.

"Your heart," he says wonderingly. "It beats so fast. Like a bird's wing."

His hands are so warm. So gentle despite their obvious strength. They map the column of her throat like he's memorizing every inch. Like he wants to brand the memory into his skin.

When his fingers trace the hollow at the base of her throat, she moans. Can't help it. The sound spills out of her, raw and desperate.

His eyes flare. His hands still for a moment, and she sees his control wavering. Sees the beast just beneath his skin, held back by the thinnest thread.

"Don't stop," she whispers.

The thread snaps.

His hands slide higher, cupping the back of her neck. His fingers tangle in her hair, and he tilts her head back. Exposes the vulnerable line of her throat.

She should be afraid. He could break her neck with barely a thought. Could snap her spine like kindling.

Instead, she arches into his touch. Offers herself completely.

"Beautiful," he breathes against her skin. "So beautiful. And mine."

The possessive growl in his voice makes her core clench. Makes her forget every reason this is wrong. Makes her forget everything but the need clawing at her insides.

His antlers pulse brighter. The light dances across her closed eyelids, and she feels herself falling. Falling into sensation. Into magic. Into surrender so complete it rewrites her understanding of herself.

When she opens her eyes, she sees her own desire reflected in his gaze. Sees her own hunger. Her own desperate need.

And she knows there's no going back.
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His hands guide her down. Down onto the moss that yields like the finest silk beneath her back. The ferns arch overhead, creating a cathedral of green and gold. His antlers cast dancing shadows across her skin.

She lies there, breathless and wanting, as he kneels between her legs. His hooves dig into the soft earth. His human torso towers over her, all carved muscle and sharp edges. Beautiful. Terrifying. Perfect.

"Let me taste you," he growls. Not asking. Demanding.

She can only nod. Words have abandoned her. There's nothing left but sensation and need.

His hands push her skirt higher. Rough palms slide along her calves, her knees, her thighs. Everywhere he touches, fire follows. Her skin is hypersensitive, alive in ways she's never experienced.

When he reaches the soft skin of her inner thighs, she gasps. Arches against the moss. Her core clenches around nothing, desperate for friction.

"So soft," he murmurs. His breath fans across her heated skin. "So sweet."

His tongue follows the path his hands blazed. Long, slow licks that make her writhe against the moss. He tastes her like she's the finest wine. Like she's something precious to be savored.

But there's nothing civilized about the way he devours her thighs. His tongue is rough, textured in ways that human tongues aren't. It rasps against her skin, leaving trails of fire in its wake.

She moans. Can't help it. The sound spills out of her, raw and desperate.

He hums against her skin. The vibration travels straight to her core, and she nearly comes apart from that alone.

"More," she whispers. "Please."

His lips curve against her thigh. Not quite a smile. Something hungrier.

He works higher. His mouth maps every inch of sensitive skin, teeth grazing, tongue soothing. When he reaches the crease where her thigh meets her core, she thinks she might die from wanting.

Her panties are soaked through. The scent of her arousal fills the hollow, mixing with his musk until the air itself feels thick with sex.

He breathes her in. Deep, appreciative inhales that make her core clench with need.

"You smell like honey," he says. "Like the sweetest nectar."

His tongue darts out. Traces the edge of her panties with maddening delicacy. Just a whisper of contact, but it's enough to make her hips buck against the moss.

She looks down at him, and her breath catches.

His cock has emerged fully from its sheath. It juts from his body, thick and flushed dark with blood. But it's not human. Not entirely.

Ridges run along the shaft from base to tip. They pulse with the same green light as his antlers, glowing with otherworldly power. The head is broader than human, flared for maximum penetration. For claiming. For breeding.

Pre-cum leaks from the tip in steady streams. It's more than human men produce. Much more. His body is preparing to flood her with his seed, to ensure his claim takes root.

The sight makes her core contract violently. Makes her mouth water with sudden, desperate hunger.

"You see what you do to me," he says. His voice is rough with need. "How my body prepares for you. How it knows."

She reaches for him without thinking. Her fingers wrap around his shaft, and he hisses at the contact. He's burning hot. Silk over steel. The ridges pulse against her palm, sending vibrations up her arm.

"Fuck," she breathes. She's never sworn like that before. Never felt the need. But propriety has no place here.

More pre-cum leaks onto her fingers. It's warm and slick and somehow she knows it's designed to ease his passage. To prepare her body for his invasion.

She brings her fingers to her lips. Tastes him.

The flavor explodes across her tongue. Wild and musky and addictive. She moans around her fingers, and his eyes burn brighter.

"Again," he commands.

She obeys without question. Wraps her hand around his cock and pumps once, twice. He leaks more fluid, and she licks it from her fingers like the finest delicacy.

Each taste makes her hungrier. Makes her core clench and weep with need. Her body is preparing for him, growing slick and swollen and desperate.

"I need—" She can't finish the sentence. Can't find words for the ache consuming her.

"I know what you need," he says. His hands push her thighs wider, and she lets him. Opens herself completely to his gaze. "You need to be filled. Stretched. Bred."

The word sends lightning through her. Bred. Like she's some wild thing in heat. Like her only purpose is to take his seed and carry his young.

The thought should horrify her. Instead, it makes her wetter.

She presses against his chest. Her hands find the ridges of muscle, the sharp edges of bone. He's so solid. So warm. So perfectly male.

Her nipples drag against his skin through her shirt, and the friction makes her gasp. She needs the barrier gone. Needs nothing between them.

As if reading her mind, his hands find the hem of her shirt. Strip it away with efficient movements. Her bra follows, and then she's bare from the waist up.

The cool air hits her heated skin, and she shivers. But his gaze burns away the chill. He looks at her like she's everything he's ever wanted. Like she was made for this moment.

"Perfect," he breathes. His hands cup her breasts, thumbs brushing across her nipples. "Made for me."

She arches into his touch. Desperate for more contact. More friction. More of everything.

His mouth finds her throat again. Teeth graze her pulse point, and she knows he could tear it out with barely a thought. The danger only makes her hotter.

"Mine," he growls against her skin. "Say it."

"Yours," she gasps. The word falls from her lips like a prayer. Like a vow. "I'm yours."

His cock pulses against her hip, leaking more fluid. The ridges glow brighter, and she feels their heat through her remaining clothes.

She needs them gone. Needs nothing between her and his claiming.

Her hands fumble with her remaining clothes, desperate to be naked beneath him. To be open and ready for whatever he wants to do to her.

Because she knows now. Knows what she came to the forest for. Not moonbell flowers. This. Him. This wild claiming that will remake her from the inside out.

She's ready for it. More than ready.

She's desperate for it.

***
[image: image]


He strips away her remaining clothes with desperate efficiency. Her skirt. Her panties. Everything that stands between them disappears into the moss. She lies naked beneath him, skin flushed pink with arousal, chest heaving with need.

"Turn over," he commands. His voice is rough with barely contained hunger. "On your hands and knees."

She should hesitate. Should question why he wants her in such a vulnerable position. But her body moves before her mind can protest. Rolls over and rises to her hands and knees like it's the most natural thing in the world.

The moss is soft beneath her palms. Soft and springy and perfect. She arches her back instinctively, presenting herself to him. Offering herself completely.

Behind her, he makes a sound low in his chest. Pure male appreciation.

"Beautiful," he breathes. "Perfect."

His hands settle on her hips. Large and warm and possessive. They hold her steady as he moves closer, his hooves finding purchase on either side of her legs.

She can feel the heat of him behind her. The raw power barely contained in his muscled frame. When his cock brushes against her ass, she gasps at the contact.

He's so hot. Burning hot and slick with pre-cum. The ridges along his shaft pulse with green light, and she can feel their glow against her skin.

"Are you ready for me?" he asks. But he's already moving. Already positioning himself at her entrance.

She tries to answer, but all that comes out is a desperate whimper. Her core clenches around nothing, weeping with need. She's never been more ready for anything in her life.

The broad head of his cock finds her entrance. Presses against her with gentle insistence. She's slick enough to ease his passage, but he's so much larger than any human man. The stretch will be intense.

"Breathe," he murmurs. His hands stroke her flanks like she's a wild thing he's gentling. "Let your body open for me."

She tries. Forces herself to relax as he presses forward. The head breaches her entrance, and they both groan at the sensation.

He's huge. Bigger than she thought possible. The flared head stretches her wide, and she feels every ridge as it passes through her entrance. The sensation borders on pain, but it's the sweetest agony she's ever experienced.

"More," she gasps. "Please."

He obliges. Presses deeper with slow, relentless pressure. Inch by inch, he fills her. Claims her. Makes her his.

The ridges along his shaft drag against her inner walls, sending sparks of pleasure through her core. Each one hits different spots, different nerve clusters she didn't know existed. By the time he's halfway inside, she's shaking with the intensity.

Her arms give out. She collapses forward, face pressed into the moss, ass still raised high. The position drives him deeper, and she cries out at the sensation.

"That's it," he growls. "Take all of me."

His hands grip her hips tighter. Hold her steady as he continues his slow advance. She can feel every inch as he fills her. Can feel her body stretching to accommodate his size.

When the base of his cock finally meets her ass, she's completely full. Stuffed with his length until she can barely breathe. The ridges pulse inside her, sending waves of sensation through her core.

"So tight," he breathes. "So perfect. Made for this."

She believes him. Her body was made for this claiming. Made to be filled and stretched and bred by this wild creature.

He holds still for a moment. Lets her adjust to his size. But she can feel his restraint cracking. Can feel the beast inside him clawing for release.

"Move," she whispers into the moss. "Please move."

The first withdrawal is exquisite torture. Every ridge drags against her hypersensitive walls, sending jolts of pleasure straight to her brain. When only the head remains inside, she whimpers at the emptiness.

Then he drives forward again. Deeper this time. Harder.

She screams into the moss. Can't help it. The sensation is too intense, too overwhelming. He fills her completely, stretches her to her limits, and still she wants more.

He sets a rhythm. Slow and deep and relentless. Each thrust drives her higher, pushes her closer to the edge of something that feels bigger than orgasm. Something that will shatter her completely.

His breathing grows ragged behind her. She can hear the barely contained growls rumbling in his chest. Can feel his control slipping with every stroke.

"Mine," he snarls. His hips snap forward, driving deeper than before. "My mate. My female."

The possessive words make her core clench around him. Make her push back against his thrusts, desperate for more contact. More claiming. More of everything.

"Yes," she gasps. "Yours. All yours."

His pace increases. Still controlled, but barely. Each thrust rocks her forward, grinds her face into the soft moss. She doesn't care. All that matters is the sensation of being filled, claimed, owned.

The ridges on his cock glow brighter with each stroke. She can see the green light reflecting off the fern walls, can feel the magic pulsing through her core. It's changing her. Remaking her on a cellular level.

Making her his in ways that go beyond the physical.

"I'm going to breed you," he growls. The words are punctuated by particularly deep thrusts. "Fill you with my seed until it takes root. Until you're round with my young."

The image flashes through her mind. Her belly swollen with his offspring. Her breasts heavy with milk. Her body transformed by their joining.

It should terrify her. Instead, it makes her clench around him like a vise.

"Please," she begs. "Breed me. Make me yours."

His control finally snaps.

The careful rhythm disappears. He pounds into her with primal urgency, each thrust driving her deeper into the moss. The sound of flesh meeting flesh echoes through the hollow, mixing with their desperate cries.

She can feel his orgasm building. Can feel the way his cock swells even larger inside her. The ridges pulse faster, brighter, preparing to pump her full of his seed.

Her own climax hovers just out of reach. Massive and terrifying and perfect. She reaches for it desperately, chasing the sensation that will remake her completely.

"Come for me," he commands. "Come on my cock like the good little mate you are."

The words are all it takes. She shatters.

***
[image: image]


Her orgasm tears through her like wildfire. Every nerve ending explodes with sensation. Her core clamps down on his cock like a fist, rippling along his length in waves that make them both cry out.

But he doesn't stop. Doesn't give her time to recover. His hips continue their relentless rhythm, pounding into her spasming core with increasing desperation.

"Again," he snarls. "Come again."

She can't. It's impossible. Her body is already shattered, remade by the intensity of her climax. But his cock continues its assault on her hypersensitive walls, the ridges dragging against spots that make her see stars.

Another orgasm builds impossibly fast. Bigger than the first. More devastating.

His antlers blaze with green fire above her. The light dances across her sweat-slicked skin, and she feels the magic sinking into her bones. Changing her. Claiming her on levels deeper than flesh.

"Mine," he chants with each thrust. "Mine, mine, mine."

"Yours," she sobs into the moss. Her second orgasm crashes over her like a tsunami, and this time she screams. The sound echoes off the fern walls, raw and primal and completely inhuman.

Her core convulses around him, milking his cock with desperate hunger. She can feel his own climax building, can feel the way his shaft swells even larger inside her.

The ridges pulse faster. Brighter. His pre-cum flows in steady streams, preparing her body for the flood to come.

"I'm going to fill you," he growls. His pace becomes erratic, driven by instinct older than civilization. "Pump you full of my seed. Breed you properly."

She pushes back against him, meeting his thrusts with desperate enthusiasm. Her body craves what he's offering. Needs it on a level that transcends thought.

"Yes," she chants. "Breed me. Fill me. Make me yours."

His hooves dig deeper into the moss. His hands grip her hips hard enough to bruise. Every muscle in his body tenses as he drives toward his release.

The first pulse of his climax sends her into orbit.

His cock swells impossibly large inside her, the ridges flaring as they prepare to pump his seed deep into her core. The sensation is indescribable – pressure and heat and completion all rolled into one overwhelming wave.

Then he comes.

The first jet of cum hits her cervix with enough force to make her scream. It's hot as molten metal, thick as honey, and there's so much of it. More than any human man could produce. His body empties itself into hers with primal determination.

The ridges along his shaft pulse in sequence, each one releasing another flood of seed. She can feel it painting her inner walls, filling every crevice, claiming her completely.

But it doesn't stop. He keeps coming, keeps flooding her with impossible amounts of cum. It overflows her core, runs down her thighs in thick rivulets. Marks her as his on the most fundamental level.

His antlers blaze so bright she can see them through her closed eyelids. The magic in his seed burns through her bloodstream, sealing their bond on every level. Physical. Magical. Spiritual.

She comes again. Can't help it. The sensation of being filled so completely, so thoroughly claimed, sends her over the edge one more time. Her core milks him desperately, wringing every last drop from his pulsing cock.

They collapse together onto the moss. His weight pins her down, but she doesn't mind. She feels safe beneath him. Protected. Owned in the best possible way.

His cock remains buried inside her, still twitching with aftershocks. She can feel his cum pooling inside her, warm and thick and perfect. Her body holds it greedily, reluctant to let any escape.

"Mine," he murmurs against her neck. His voice is rough with satisfaction. "My mate. My female."

"Yours," she agrees. The word feels like coming home.

They stay like that for long moments, breathing hard, letting their heart rates slow. The magic in the air gradually dims, but she can still feel it humming beneath her skin. Changing her. Making her his on levels she's only beginning to understand.

Eventually, he withdraws. The loss makes her whimper, suddenly empty after being so perfectly filled. His cum flows out of her in thick streams, pooling on the moss beneath her hips.

But she's not done with him yet.

She turns over, sits up on shaking legs. His cock is still semi-hard, slick with their combined fluids. The ridges still glow faintly, pulsing with residual magic.

Without thought, she leans forward and takes him into her mouth.

He hisses at the contact. His hands tangle in her hair, not pushing or pulling. Just holding.

She cleans him with her tongue. Licks away every trace of their joining, tasting herself mixed with his unique flavor. It's addictive. She could spend hours worshiping his cock with her mouth.

"Fuck," he breathes. "You're perfect. Absolutely perfect."

She hums around his length, and he shudders. The ridges pulse against her tongue, still sensitive from his massive climax.

When she's cleaned him thoroughly, she sits back on her heels. His cum still leaks from her core, marking the moss beneath her. The sight seems to please him immensely.

"You'll be sore tomorrow," he says. There's concern in his voice, but also male satisfaction at having marked her so thoroughly.

"Good," she says. She wants to feel the ache. Wants the reminder of what they've shared.

His eyes burn with renewed hunger at her words. But there's tenderness there too. Something that looks almost like love.

"Rest now," he murmurs. His hands stroke her sweat-dampened hair. "Let your body process what we've done."

She nods, suddenly exhausted. The magic in his seed is working through her system, making changes she can't even begin to understand. All she knows is that she's his now. Completely and irrevocably his.

The forest whispers around them, approving of their union. The ferns seem to glow brighter, and she realizes they're blessing this joining. Sanctifying the bond between human and fae.

She curls against his chest, skin to skin, and lets herself drift. Tomorrow, she'll have to figure out what this means. What she's become. How her life has changed.

But for now, she's content to lie in his arms and feel his seed working its magic inside her.

She belongs to him now. And despite everything – the strangeness, the impossibility, the sheer insanity of it all – she's never been happier.

***
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The light in his antlers begins to fade as true dawn creeps across the sky. The forest magic ebbs with the darkness, and she can feel him pulling away even before he moves.

"You have to go," she whispers. It's not a question. Somehow she knows.

He nods, and there's genuine regret in his ancient eyes. "The daylight world is not mine. But you..." He traces her cheek with one finger. "You carry part of me now. Always."

She feels the truth of it. His seed burns warm inside her core, but it's more than physical. Something fundamental has shifted in her DNA. In her soul.

He rises to his hooves with fluid grace. Even softening, his cock is impressive. Marked with her scent, her essence. The sight makes her core clench with renewed want.

"Will I see you again?" The question slips out before she can stop it.

His smile is enigmatic. Wild. "When the moon is dark and your body calls for mine, come to the forest. I'll be waiting."

Then he's moving. Backing away from the hollow with steps that grow more ethereal with each pace. The morning mist swirls around him, and she blinks, and he's gone.

As if he was never there at all.

But the ache between her legs tells a different story. The cum slowly leaking from her core. The bite marks on her throat where his teeth grazed her pulse.

She's been claimed. Thoroughly and completely.

Vira lies back on the moss, legs still shaking from the intensity of their coupling. Her entire body feels different. Hypersensitive. Alive in ways she's never experienced.

His scent clings to her skin. Musk and earth and something indefinably wild. She breathes it in deeply, trying to memorize every note. When she's old and gray, she wants to remember exactly how he smelled.

Her core throbs with each heartbeat. She's tender, stretched, used in the most delicious way. His cum continues to seep from her, thick and warm and somehow still alive with magic.

She brings her fingers to her entrance, catches some of the fluid. It glows faintly in the dawn light, pulsing with residual power. Without hesitation, she brings it to her lips.

The taste explodes across her tongue. Wild honey and lightning and something that tastes like forever. She moans at the flavor, and her core clenches, trying to hold onto what remains of him inside her.

But even as his physical seed leaks away, she knows something deeper has taken root. Something that will grow and change her from the inside out.

The forest around her seems different now. More alive. More aware. The ferns whisper secrets in languages she's beginning to understand. The moss beneath her pulses with heartbeat rhythms that match her own.

She's been accepted. Made part of something ancient and wild and beautiful.

A bird calls in the distance, and she realizes how late it's gotten. The sun climbs steadily toward its zenith, and she has a life to return to. A human life that suddenly feels small and confining.

But she can't stay here forever. Not yet.

With effort, she sits up. Her legs shake when she tries to stand, and she has to grab a fern for support. Every movement sends aftershocks through her core, reminders of how thoroughly she's been claimed.

Her clothes lie scattered across the moss, torn and grass-stained. She gathers them piece by piece, trying to make herself presentable. But there's no hiding what happened here. The scent of sex and musk clings to her skin. His marks decorate her throat and breasts.

Anyone who sees her will know she's been thoroughly fucked.

The thought should embarrass her. Instead, it makes her proud. She's been chosen by something magnificent and wild. Marked as his in ways that go beyond the physical.

Her basket lies forgotten at the edge of the hollow. The moonbell flowers she came seeking seem trivial now. Insignificant compared to what she's found instead.

But she gathers it anyway. A pretense to maintain. A story to tell her neighbors about why she ventured into Eldergrove at dawn.

The climb out of the hollow is difficult. Her legs remain unsteady, and every step sends his cum sliding down her thighs. She pauses at the rim, looking back at the place where her life changed forever.

The moss where they coupled still bears the impression of their bodies. The ferns seem brighter, more alive. The magic in the air hums with satisfaction and promise.

She'll be back. Maybe not tomorrow, or next week, but eventually. When her body calls for his, when the civilized world grows too small to contain her new wildness.

For now, she turns toward home.

The journey back is a blur of stumbling steps and racing thoughts. Every movement reminds her of his possession. The ache between her legs. The lingering taste of his cum on her tongue. The way his hands felt gripping her hips as he bred her with primal desperation.

She's different now. Fundamentally changed in ways that go deeper than flesh. Her human life waits for her – her job, her routine, her predictable existence – but she knows she'll never fit into it the same way again.

She's tasted wildness. Been claimed by magic. Felt what it means to be utterly possessed by something magnificent and untamed.

There's no going back from that.

By the time she reaches her cottage, the sun has climbed high enough to burn away the morning mist. She strips out of her ruined clothes and steps into the shower, but even the hot water can't wash away his scent completely.

It clings to her skin like a promise. Like a claim that transcends the physical.

As she looks at herself in the mirror, she sees the changes beginning. Her eyes are brighter. Her skin glows with inner fire. The bite marks on her throat are already fading, but she knows they'll scar. Mark her as his forever.

She touches her belly, wondering if his seed has already taken root. If she'll carry his child, half-human and half-wild.

The thought should terrify her. Instead, it fills her with fierce joy.

She belongs to the forest now. To him. And no matter how long she has to wait, she knows he'll call for her again.

When the moon is dark and her body burns with need, she'll return to Eldergrove.

She'll go to him willingly. Eagerly.

Because she's his now.

Completely and forever his.
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