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Chapter 1

The Mission

The door to the mayor's office was polished mahogany. I hesitated a little bit, admiring the craftwork. Why would the mayor call me, a newly inducted priestess of the Moonshrine, who had just gotten her first blood…

Just do it, Elise. Staring at the wall isn't going to make this any less scary!

With a final breath, I steeled myself and opened the door to the office.

“Yes… This is a bit unusual, but we need a Moonshrine priestess to perform this duty, same as usual. Ah, and there she is!”

The mayor stopped his spiel as soon as he saw me. Various dignitaries had already gathered. All eyes in the room locked on me. The mayor stood up, flashing his toothy smile.

“Ah, Elise, was it? Yes… The High Priestess vouched for you. The most reliable of the new acolytes! Her words, not mine.”

“Thank you.” I shifted nervously. What exactly did he want from me?

“So you see, Elise,” the mayor continued, as if he had read my mind, “we’ve had a little trouble with the Barrier.”

“The Barrier?!” I swallowed. The mayor was trying to play it down, but any trouble with the Barrier would be an existential threat to the town.

“Yes… Nothing really, but our spellwrights checked the intensity this morning and it is waning… So you see, what do we usually do when the Barrier’s mana levels drop?”

“The Ritual of Offering,” I recited dutifully. “But we just did it!” Everyone knew about the ritual. Once a year the Moonshrine would send a delegation up to a shrine deep in the forest next to the town. The shrine to the old deity. A priestess of the Moonshrine would offer herself to the old protector god, the bond between divinity and flesh feeding our local protector spirit with fresh power. But this ritual just happened last month. Normally, it took one whole year until the bonding ritual would need to be repeated.

“Yes… For some reason our protector is in need of more… worship this year. The High Priestess authorized you for the task.”

“Me? But... What about protection?” I gasped.

The woods were dangerous. We had the protective barrier for a reason. Our city stood on the northern border of the Great Kingdom of Lactia. North of us lay the realm of chaos, no longer the dominion of man. Orcs, goblins, minotaurs, shifters—creatures from nightmares often prowled there. Sometimes, the incursions grew so bold that the standing army had to intervene.

"Normally, the priestess assigned to the ritual would be accompanied by a squad of guards and a delegation of dignitaries." I tried to add.

“Ah, yes. Normally,” the mayor said, rubbing the back of his neck awkwardly. “But with the barrier so low on power, we need all our men stationed around the city, you see.”

My heart sank.

“But not to fret! We wouldn't send you alone,” the mayor continued with a forced smile. "We have someone accompanying you. This here is Hobbs.”

A young man sitting on one of the benches stood and gave a small wave. He was handsome, with an easy smile that made my heart flutter before I could stop it.

“Pleasure to meet you, young priestess,” Hobbs said, striding over to offer his hand.

“Pleasure to meet you,” I murmured, swooning a little as I placed my hand in his. He seemed nice enough. “Just him?! But there’s been reports of a werewolf in the forest!” I blurted, snapping out of my reverie and yanking my hand away.

“A werewolf?” the mayor scoffed, laughing a little too heartily. “One werewolf would be nothing for our adventurer Hobbs here! Oh, the stories he told me of his exploits!”

I let it sink in. Going to the woods. To complete the Ritual of Offering. Accompanied by One person. Just one. Hobbs certainly looked capable enough, but it hardly eased the knot of worry in my stomach.

“So, what say you, young Elise?” the mayor said, flashing another of his greasy smiles. “Will you do this great service for the proud city of Gravemont?”

I had no choice. I had sworn to serve. To protect Gravemont. Even if it meant risking everything.

"I accept," I said, swallowing my fear.

"Excellent!” the mayor grinned. “Make preparations to leave at dawn."


Chapter 2

Towards the Shrine

We left the next morning. Hobbs came to pick me up from the temple. He had prepared enough supplies for the two-day trip. He came fully-clad in leather armor, a sheeted sword hung on his waist. That was it. All the protection the mayor was willing to supply me for this critical mission.

We set off, exiting from the northern gate. At least Hobbs was in high spirits. He would tell me stories of his exploits across the kingdom of Lactia. How he had enrolled in a regimen that pushed back a minotaur raid headed for Whitewater, how a bard had travelled with him for half a year, putting his adventure into song.

I barely paid him any attention. My mind was on the mission ahead and the Ritual Of Offering.

Soon the familiar plains gave way to taller and taller trees and eventually we were in the forest. The further we walked through the woods, the gloomier the atmosphere around us became. The trees grew denser the farther we walked, their gnarled branches thick with foliage, blocking out the cloudy sky. The trail was little more than a suggestion now, overgrown with moss and framed by thick underbrush. Behind us, the safety of the town grew smaller with every step.

Hobbs walked a few paces ahead, whistling some off-tune ballad and swinging his sword arm like he was cutting through imaginary foes.

"I was in the southern marshlands last month, fighting off a troll infestation. Took one right in the gut, but look at me now! Healed up fine. Strong as ever." He flexed his biceps, flashing me another grin, clearly expecting admiration.

I blushed, unsure what to say.

When I didn't react, his smile faltered—then twisted into something colder.

"So you're gonna be like that, huh?" he muttered, the charm slipping from his voice. "Figures. A stuck-up little shrine maiden. Bet you think you're too good to even look at the likes of me."

I flinched. "I... I didn’t mean to—"

"Save it," he snapped, cutting me off. His easy swagger was gone now, replaced by something harder, meaner. "Doesn't matter. I'm still getting paid to drag your prissy ass to the shrine."

He continued walking, his footsteps heavier now.

***

We walked in silence after that. Birds didn't sing here. Even the wind seemed muted, like the forest held its breath.

By dusk, we found a small clearing off the main trail, and Hobbs declared it good enough to make camp. I helped gather kindling while he built a crude firepit. The flames crackled to life as twilight crept over the woods.

I knelt by a patch of moss and began my evening prayers, whispering the verses of the old tongue like I did every night. Hobbs watched me for a while, silent.

"So," he finally broke the silence, donning his mask of charm again as he tossed another stick onto the fire, "this ritual. Sounds really important?"

“It’s the greatest honor for a shrine maiden,” I replied.

“Listen," he said, rubbing the back of his neck, "I’m sorry for the outburst earlier. I didn’t realize how serious you took this.” He rummaged through his pack. "Let me fix you up a drink. I have a bottle of Summer wine from the South. Proper stuff. I was going to share it with a flame I have down in Whitewater... but I want to show you my gratitude."

He flashed another smile. "It’ll help ease your nerves."

He rummaged through his pack, whistling a little tune to himself. The casual way he moved put me slightly at ease—until I caught it. A flicker of motion. Just for a second, I thought I saw him slip something into the bottle before he pulled it free with a grin.

Surely he didn't... I must have imagined it.

"There you go, Elise," he said, striding back to the fire and handing me the open bottle. The rich, fruity scent of the wine curled up into my nose, sweet and tempting. I hesitated, my fingers brushing the cool glass.

The fire crackled between us, throwing long shadows over his face.

I took the bottle, brought it to my lips, and tilted it just enough to let a few drops touch my tongue. Bitter. Strong. Holding the liquid in my mouth, I lowered the bottle, pretending to savor it as Hobbs turned his attention back to the fire.

When he wasn’t looking, I leaned over casually and let the mouthful of wine dribble into the moss at my side, wiping my mouth on the back of my sleeve.

Surely I was imagining things. Surely he wouldn’t... Yet best to be on the safe side.


Chapter 3

The Pack

We finished a small meal over the fire and settled down for the night. I pitched my own tent a short distance away, still rattled by the unease gnawing at me.
Surely he hadn’t spiked the wine. Surely...

I retreated to my bedroll, reciting the evening prayers in the old tongue, hoping to quiet my restless thoughts. But the knot of fear in my belly refused to unwind. Every creak of the trees, every whisper of the wind seemed louder in the dark.

Sometime past midnight, I realized Hobbs’ snoring had stopped.

Silence.
And then—steps.
Soft. Deliberate. Moving toward my tent.

I squeezed my eyes shut and lay still, feigning sleep. The flap of the tent shifted, pushed open by a careful hand. I felt the presence before I heard the breathing. A shadow crouched beside me—close enough that I could feel the disturbance in the air.

It was Hobbs.

Slowly, he reached for the blanket covering me. His fingers brushed the edge and began lifting it away. I jerked back with a scream, scrambling against the far side of the tent.

Hobbs chuckled, low and humorless. “So you didn’t drink the wine, little maiden," he said. His voice was stripped of all warmth now, sharp and cold. "Would’ve made it easier for you. But no matter. Just lay still."

I froze, heart hammering against my ribs, as his hands reached out again, this time for my clothes—

And then I heard it.

The crackling of branches in the distance. A low wet growl coming from the trees beyond the clearing.

A wolf? Or worse…A werew…

No. Not one. A pack.

The snarling grew louder, closer. I saw Hobbs’ head snap toward the sound, his body going tense. They were encircling us.

Hobbs shot to his feet, yanking a short sword from his belt and darting out of the tent.

"Stay down!" he barked at me, his voice sharp with panic. He left the flap wide open so I could see the carnage unfolding in front of me.

Shapes moved in the dark—tall, twisted silhouettes, too big to be men, too wrong to be wolves. The moonlight caught glimpses of them—long limbs, hunched backs, gnarled claws glinting like knives. Their muzzles were slick with saliva, their yellow eyes glowing with unnatural hunger.

The first werewolf lunged from the treeline.

Hobbs slashed wildly, catching it across the snout. The creature howled in fury but barely staggered back. More figures stalked from the woods, flanking him with terrifying, inhuman coordination.

He fought like a cornered rat, swinging and cursing, but it was hopeless. One of them seized his sword arm, another raked claws across his chest, tearing deep. Blood sprayed in the firelight.

Hobbs screamed, staggering. Another beast rammed into him from behind, knocking him sprawling onto the ground.

I watched, frozen in horror, as they descended on him—ripping, tearing, snapping bone like kindling. His sword clattered from his hand and rolled uselessly into the dirt.

Within moments, his screams were reduced to wet, gurgling noises... and then, silence.

The pack tore into Hobbs, brutal and efficient. They slashed and rended, but not like beasts feasting — more like executioners carrying out a sentence.

When he stopped moving, they stopped too. No biting. No tearing for meat. No frenzy. They stood over his broken body in silence, their blood-slick claws glinting in the firelight, their chests rising and falling in slow, deliberate rhythm.

Six hulking figures, half-man, half-beast, their muzzles stained red, their monstrous forms silhouetted by the flickering firelight.

Six!? One was enough to put the town into high alert.

I pressed myself against the back of the tent, my body trembling so violently I thought I might pass out. Tears blurred my vision.

And then—
One by one—
All six turned their glowing eyes toward me.

Hungry. Aware. The six werewolves began to move, circling the tent. Their heavy footsteps crunched the dead leaves and brittle twigs, surrounding me like a living cage.

I could hardly breathe.

The thin fabric of my nightgown clung to me, damp with sweat. Every brush of the cold night air against my skin made me painfully aware of how flimsy, how utterly defenseless I was.
It would take nothing — a swipe, a claw — for them to rip me to shreds.

Their glowing yellow eyes burned into me, unblinking.

Predatory.

And yet... as they closed in, it struck me with bone-deep certainty:

They weren't after blood. No, they were after flesh of a different kind…

One of the beasts — the largest of the six — lowered itself into a crouch, muscles coiled to spring. I squeezed my eyes shut, steeling myself for the inevitable, for the ripping, the pain—

But it never came.

A growl, deep and resonant, rolled out from the darkness beyond the clearing.

The werewolves froze, ears twitching. The one poised to pounce slunk back immediately, head bowed low. From the blackened tree line, a seventh figure emerged.

Larger than the others. Taller. Broader. His fur was darker than midnight, absorbing the firelight rather than reflecting it. He moved with the easy confidence of something that had never been challenged — and never would be.

The alpha of the pack. He stalked into the clearing, silent save for the low rumble vibrating in his chest. The others stepped aside instantly, melting into the shadows like scolded pups. Then, with a low, rumbling growl, he began to change.

The great beast-shape rippled, twisting, reforming. It was grotesque — and mesmerizing. The transformation was brutal and elegant. Fur melted into skin. Bones cracked, shortened. When it ended, a man stood before me. Tall. Scarred. Muscled. Human in form, but not in nature.

In mere moments, the monstrous form was gone. In its place stood a man. Tall. Beautiful. Terrifying.

His body was carved muscle, his skin dusted with faint traces of dark fur along his arms and chest. Long black hair hung wild around his sharp, angular face. His golden eyes — still burning with inhuman intensity — locked onto me. I tried to avert my gaze. I failed.

My eyes dragged down his body, helplessly.

He was hard. Thick, heavy, fully erect — the massive shaft standing proud between his muscular thighs. The sight made my breath catch painfully in my throat. Heat bloomed across my cheeks, shame prickling my skin. I tore my gaze away, heart hammering—but it was too late.

A slow, dangerous smile curled across his lips. He prowled a step closer, and his voice, low and mocking, curled around me.

"Are you surprised, little one?" he purred. "You’re rut-marked. The reason my brothers are not jumping you right now is because they fear I will tear them to shreds. The reason I’m not jumping you is because I know you’re already mine." His lips curled into a devilish smile. "I am Tharic. And what’s your name, rut-marked one?"

"E-Elise," I managed to stutter.

"Well, Elise… you’re coming with me." He extended his hand for me to stand up.

I nodded slowly, my body trembling. A strange sense of relief washed over me. At least I wasn't being torn to shreds. At least I wasn't in the tent with Hobbs being—

I pushed the thought away and reached out. The moment I placed my hand in his, I felt his whole body shudder. He was transforming again. Fur erupted across his skin, his frame expanded, his human shape vanished into the monstrous form that loomed above me.

Before I could react, before I could get a proper look at him — he swept me into his arms, lifting me as easily as if I weighed nothing. Instinctively, I clutched at the thick fur of his shoulders. His chest radiated a fierce, animal heat that my body snuggled into against my better judgment.

He threw back his head and howled at the sky, a wild sound that seemed to shake the trees. It was a command. The rest of the pack began sprinting into the woods, their hulking forms blurring between the trees. Tharic followed, running with monstrous speed through the thick foliage.

The forest whipped past, a blur of shadow and silvered light. A knot of fear tightened in my gut. There was no turning back. He was whisking me away deeper into the woods—into the pack's territory.

As Tharic carried me through the endless trees, exhaustion finally overtook me. His stride had a lulling rhythm to it. And... despite everything—despite the terror and confusion, despite the body of Hobbs lying dead in a heap somewhere behind us—I felt safe in his arms. Eventually, cradled in the werewolf's muscly embrace, I fell asleep.


Chapter 3

The Wolf’s Den

I woke to the glimmering orange light of a torch. Despite everything, I felt incredibly well-rested, though my body somehow felt heavier. How long had I been out?

The air around me was damp and heavy with the scents of moss, stone, and something wilder. As my eyes adjusted, I realized I was lying on a thick pile of furs, tucked inside a vast, rough-hewn cave. The ceiling arched high above, the shadows thick and heavy. My heart pounded as the memory returned—Hobbs, the pack, Tharic…

Then I saw him. My captor. My savior? Tharic.

He sat perched on a boulder near the fire, his golden eyes fixed on me with a steady, unreadable gaze. He was in his human form, the harsh torchlight accentuating the hard lines of his musculature, throwing every ridge of his powerful frame into sharp relief… And he was still hard. It took every last bit of willpower I had not to fix my gaze on his monstrous member. It had awoken something in me, something dark that I could still not define.

"You're finally awake," he said quietly, almost softly. His eyes didn’t move from my body for a second. That’s when I realized that I was also naked. I scrambled to cover myself with the furs that I was lying on.

"Where… Where are my clothes?" I shrieked out.

"There’s no need for modesty, little Elise," Tharic laughed as he watched me cover my chest with the furs. "Besides, your clothes were so tattered—silly human rags hiding that… divine figure…" His eyes moved up and down, devouring every inch of me. My cheeks flushed red.

"Look, I’m very grateful that you saved me, but I would… I would really like to go now. I have a very urgent task to complete," I said, trying to stay calm. "Just let me go, and I won’t say a word to Gravemont guard. They won’t send the Witch hunters to organize a wolf hunt. I promise."

He laughed dryly. "Little thing. Are you trying to intimidate me?"

His voice remained perfectly calm, yet for a moment, I saw his eyes shift—deeper, more yellow. Fur sprang from his face. His nose began elongating. I sensed it—the animal in him. This was a reminder that he was an apex predator and I was in his realm.

Don’t eat me. Don’t hurt me.

I swallowed, frozen in atavistic fear. I had grown too comfortable. He was an animal, a beast. Handsome as he was, he could tear me in half in a second.

Yet in the very next moment, he was back in his handsome human form, staring me down like nothing had happened.

"I didn’t think so," he said calmly. "I would gladly let you go home," he continued, stepping closer, towering over me. I shifted in the thick furs, like prey waiting to be devoured.

"But you see… you’re a rut-marked female," he paused, as if that was supposed to tell me everything, "in Shifter territory. During a full moon."

I furrowed my brow. I knew shifters were dangerous, doubly so during a full moon, of course. But there it was… that word again…

"Rut-marked?" I finally worked up the courage to ask.

"An affliction. Some say a curse. There's a type of female whose body—whose very being—longs to be mated to one of our kind. It can lie dormant all her life if she lives a soft, pampered life in one of your…" he shuddered with revulsion before the next word, "cities. But if she were to come into proximity to one of our kind, her body will immediately begin to react. Begin to change to accommodate our seed. To become a fertile bitch for a pack in heat." He sniffed the air around me hungrily as he spoke, savoring the scent.

"So… Being rut-marked means that my body will change?" I looked at him incredulously. "But I haven’t…" I stopped mid-sentence and began tracing my body with my hands.

I felt it so clearly now. My chest—my breasts—had grown. I had always been modestly built, but now, as I grabbed at them frantically, the weight and softness felt foreign. My hand barely spanned the heavy swell of flesh. They were heavy—not just from size, but from something deeper, a tight, aching fullness that throbbed beneath the skin, begging for release.

"Oh Gods!" I exclaimed, still patting myself in disbelief.

"This is what it means to be rut-marked," Tharic explained with a smile. "By the way you're progressing, I'd say you will be completely changed by midnight tonight."

"I—I can’t… fix this?" I asked in a panic.

"This is not an illness to be cured. It is a blessing to cherish," Tharic purred, leaning even closer, so close I could feel the heat radiating from his body. "Soon your body will be producing the sweet, sweet milk that will feed a litter of shifter pups," his eyes flashed with hunger.

"Milk?!" I gasped, now acutely aware of the tightness in my chest.

"It starts with the scent," Tharic said, circling me. "The rutmark must have come to life the moment you stepped into our territory. My brethren could smell it immediately."

He leaned in, his mouth brushing my ear as he inhaled deeply. I shivered, every nerve alive as his warm breath ghosted across my skin. "It is... irresistible, you see."

Despite myself, I let out a breathy little moan.

"I was four miles away when my brothers began stalking you and that bumbling fool. But the wind carried your scent." I shuddered. He had smelled me from that far away.

"Your scent alone told me a lot. That you were scared. That you’ve never… been claimed," he said, gently tracing a finger down my cheek. "But then I saw you. The rutmark was changing your lithe human form in front of my eyes. You were already getting… softer. Ripe. Fertile for us. For me."

Tharic's gaze burned with raw, animalistic hunger.

"And it's not just your body that's changing," he murmured, circling me like a predator stalking prey. "Tell me, little human... have you noticed any other changes?"

I shifted uncomfortably in the furs... And that’s when I felt it—the slick, humiliating wetness between my thighs. Instinctively, I squeezed my legs together, but the pressure only made it worse, sending a sharp, aching pulse through my core. My breath hitched in my throat. I clutched the furs tighter, overwhelmed by the undeniable, traitorous need building inside me.

My mind recoiled, but my body... my body was already betraying me. I had been salivating over him—over the thick, monstrous length that jutted proudly from between his thighs. Even now, my eyes flickered toward it, helpless, hungry.

I swallowed hard, shame flooding my face.

"You are yearning to be touched," Tharic said softly, his voice thick with knowing. "Like an animal in heat. Soon... you will hunger for me as deeply as I hunger for you."

A helpless whimper escaped my throat.

"Oh gods..." I moaned out half in shock, half in pleasure. I could feel my mind going cloudy. Overwhelmed by desire...

Wake up, Elise!

Suddenly, through my haze of animalistic arousal, the teaching of the High Priestess echoed in my head. Suddenly I remembered who I was.

A priestess of the Moonshrine.

On her way to perform the Ritual of Offering.

I shook my head vigorously, trying to sober myself up. Ignoring the building pressure in my engorged chest, the sensitivity between my thighs, even ignoring Tharic's monstrous cock and his tantalizing presence, I turned to face his hungry yellow eyes.

"Changed... Rutmarked or not, I am still a Priestess of the Moonshrine and I must complete the ritual of offering. You can take me, have your way with me, gods know I cannot stop you. But allow me to do the rite."

Tharic looked at me almost surprised. "So determined, so gallant, so loyal. How... unusual for a human. Very well. You shall stay the night in my lair and tomorrow I will take you to your shrine so you can commune with your God. And do not worry. I will not lay so much as a finger on you."

I sighed in relief. I would be able to restore the barrier, to do my duty... But those words—'I will not lay a finger on you'—why did they leave me so bereft?

"And... And after that?" I asked cautiously.

"And after that you are free to choose. Go back to your silly little human world, carrying the rutmark your whole life... or become mine. Leak for me, rear my pups...."

The words excited me.

Tharic snapped out of his reverie. "Every second I spend near your fertile, untouched body—those breasts, so close to leaking—is torture. Every moment, I fight the urge to bend you over that stone slab right there and claim you as mine. My brothers... I saved you because the others, they would have torn you apart. Knotted you one by one until you carried the stench of each and every one of them."

I gasped.

"I won't do that," he leaned into my face and whispered, his predator yellow eyes burning into mine, "Not unless you beg me to."

Then, unceremoniously, he turned around and made for the exit. His muscular buttocks flexed with each stride.

"I must go hunt us breakfast for tomorrow. Your temple is a half day's journey from here, even at my fastest."

Without another word, he shifted into his wolf form and disappeared into the forest.

I tried to go back to sleep, but my thoughts were consumed by Tharic—by the image of him taking me, claiming me. My hand slipped between my thighs, desperate whimpers escaping my lips as my fingers found the slick heat there. I squeezed one aching breast, gasping at how tender and full it felt, the pressure building inside it almost unbearable. Massaging the heavy globe with one hand, I circled my throbbing clit with the other, my mind spiraling deeper into forbidden fantasies.

When release finally tore through me, I cried out softly, imagining Tharic's mouth sealing over my swollen nipple, drinking the milk my body would soon offer him.

Only then, trembling and spent, did sleep finally claim me.


Chapter 4

The Rutmark Blooms

The world around me was a soft haze of irrelevant details, swirling indistinct. I stood completely nude, my belly swollen and round with life. I could feel it—the tautness of my skin, the weight of the pups growing inside me. My breasts matched the heavy swell of my belly, taut and aching, thick drops of milk already beading at my nipples.

I could feel a presence behind me. A strong, protective hand cradled my pregnant belly, stroking it with reverence. I didn't need to turn around to know who it was.

Tharic.

His hand was large, calloused, yet surprisingly gentle as it slid lower. I whimpered as a thick bead of milk dribbled from my aching nipple. The fullness in my breasts was almost worse than the fullness in my womb—tight, heavy, swollen beyond reason. Each breath I took made another drop spill from my engorged tits, warm streams running down the curve of my belly, pooling in the furs beneath me.

His hot breath caressed my bare shoulder. And then I felt it—the hard heat of him pressing against me from behind, nestled between my cheeks. Thick. Heavy. Pulsing with life. The hand on my belly had changed; it was now covered in thick, coarse fur. Larger, stronger—a possessive paw.I whimpered again as his paw cupped one swollen breast, squeezing it, coaxing a fresh spurt of milk that trickled warmly over my belly. His grip lingered, firm and claiming, before sliding lower, trailing heat down my body as he buried his fingers between my legs. His fingers grew rougher, more primal, as they sought my eager wetness.

Behind me, I felt his manhood transform too, pressing tighter and tighter against my buttocks, swelling and throbbing impossibly, monstrously large.

The wolf had been unleashed. And he was hungry.

With a gasp I turned around to face him. To ask him to be gentle. To not break me—

***

I woke with a start, heart pounding.

The cave greeted me with its damp, earthy scent. The torchlight still flickered weakly against the stone walls. I was on the pile of furs, just like before—except now, they were damp beneath me.

I blinked, confused, before realization hit.

My breasts were leaking. They were even bigger than before, full and aching, the skin stretched taut. Tiny rivulets of milk dribbled from my swollen nipples, soaking the furs beneath me.

The rut-mark had grown. The hunger twisting inside me was unbearable now—a gnawing, desperate need that made my body tremble.

I took stock of my surroundings. Where was Tharic? Was he safe?

A low, rumbling growl answered my question. Turning my head, I spotted him in the far corner of the cave.

Tharic. Except he wasn't in his human form.

Even in his monstrous shape, he was unmistakably him—the broad shoulders, the powerful legs, the fierce, burning gold of his eyes. His cock was monstrous now, even larger than in my fevered dreams—thick, long, veined and glistening with need. He was stroking himself slowly, his huge clawed hand moving up and down his massive shaft as he watched me, his eyes dark and hungry.

It must have been torture for him, I realized, to restrain himself all this time. To wait until I had fallen asleep, fighting against his instincts in a show of twisted, savage gentlemanliness.

He didn’t speak. His jaw was clenched, his breaths ragged, his movements hypnotic. He changed back—perhaps not to scare me—the thick fur receding into skin taut with muscle, the monstrous features sharpening into that terrifyingly handsome face. He didn’t miss a beat, stroking, silently, his eyes locked onto mine.

Something deep inside me—something primal—took over.

I crawled out of the furs on all fours, milk leaking freely from my obscenely engorged breasts, leaving a slick trail across the cave’s floor. My body trembled with every desperate, needy movement, but I couldn’t stop, drawn to his like a magnet.

He watched me, mesmerized, his hand slowing but never fully stopping, stroking the thick length of his girthy cock as I approached.

I was a foot away from where he was sitting now. Summoning all my courage I lifted my face, meeting his burning gaze.

"Please," I whispered, my voice trembling with need. "Please take me."

That single sentence unleashed the beast inside of him completely. He pounced on me.

His massive hands seized my hips pulling me up from all fours until I stood trembling before him. In one fluid motion he pressed me hard against the cave wall, the cool stone sending prickles down my back. My milk-heavy breasts bounced with the movement, spraying his chest with my white cream. His burning golden eyes locked onto mine, filled with savage hunger. He was massive even in human form, his hulking frame caging me in. I gasped in shock but my body melted into his grip, responding with primal need.

At the back of my mind, a final, broken thought struggled to surface.

"I'm... a maiden of the Moonshrine," I whispered breathlessly. "I’ve taken an oath of chastity." But even as the words left my lips, I pressed closer to him, seeking the heat of his body like a moth to flame.

In response Tharic kissed me. His mouth crushed against mine in a savage, shattering kiss that obliterated all thought of duty to the shrine. His tongue invaded my mouth, hungrily tasting every crevice.

My first kiss!

His massive hands squeezed my breasts roughly, bathing his pecs in my milk. When he finally broke away, his wolf-gold eyes burned into mine as he growled, "Your oaths mean nothing now. You are the mother of my litter. Nothing more. Nothing less. You belong to me."

"The rutmark has done wonders to your body," he purred darkly. "Look at you leaking. Your milk is so delicious." His hot mouth captured my nipple, drinking deeply. The sensation of him drawing out my milk sent waves of pure pleasure through my body, making me arch and moan shamelessly.

I could feel his massive cock grinding against my thighs, positioning itself dangerously close to my entrance. The heat of it made me tremble with anticipation and fear.

"You are mine," he growled against my breast. "Say it and I'll mark you forever."

The pleasure overwhelmed any remaining hesitation. "I'm yours," I gasped. "To be bred… To bear your pups..."

That was all the invitation he needed.

He lifted me and carried me back to the pile of furs, laying me face down.

"Ass in the air," he commanded. "My kind doesn’t make love. It mates."

I obeyed instinctively, though a flicker of shame burned through me. I thrust my hips in the air, burying my head in the soft furs. I needed him. Now. My hands reached back, spreading my cheeks wider for him in wanton invitation. The cool cave air caressed my lips, already slick with desire, my breasts dripping onto the furs.

"Good girl. Like the little hucow in heat you are." I squealed when I felt his massive hands grip my buttocks possessively, squeezing them so hard it hurt. And then I felt it. His monstrously large cock pressing against my dripping entrance. I could feel him pulsating, panting with desire. A wild being giving me the grace of a moment’s hesitation.

Not that I needed it. I needed him to mount me and claim me like the animal the rutmark had turned me into.

Finally, mercifully, I felt his cockhead stretching my hungry entrance. His girth pressed against my hymen, already stretching me.

And then in one swift motion, he drove it in.

I cried out in pain into the furs beneath me as he breached me, the initial sharp sting of pain almost immediately giving way to an overwhelming fullness.

"So tight," his triumphant growl echoed through the cave as he claimed my maidenhood. The grip on my hips grew even stronger, nearly bruising my cheeks as he drove his massive member deeper. Stretching me inch by inch until I felt him bottom out against my cervix.

Fully hilted inside me, he leaned over my back. "So tight. So fertile. I will start moving now, little human." He sounded almost gentle as he said this, biting my shoulder lightly. Nervously, I nodded, bracing myself.

And then he began to move. Slowly at first, I felt his length exit me and then thrust back in a slow, steady rhythm. The burning stretch mixed with waves of pleasure as he hit spots deep inside that made my vision blur. Blood and feminine nectar eased his growing pace as my body adjusted to his impossible size.

After a few thrusts, the pain had completely faded away, my moans echoing through the cave as he drove in and out of my freshly deflowered pussy.

His pace increased suddenly, growing savage and animalistic. Each thrust drove me forward on my hands and knees. My swollen breasts swayed beneath me, dripping onto the furs. Tharic hunched over me, grabbing them in his paws and squeezing them roughly, coaxing my creamy milk.

"Already producing so much milk for me," he growled against my ear, his muscular chest pressing against my back as he kept driving his cock in and out of me. "So eager to be bred."

"Those udders of yours belong to me. To nurture me and my brood. You are mine," he snarled, squeezing my breasts even harder, squeezing my stiff nipples between his thumb and forefinger. "Say it. Tell me who you belong to now."

"I-I’m yours… To milk and to breed," I managed to pant through moans.

But it wasn’t enough.

"I need… I need you. The real you."


Chapter 5

The Beast Awakens

For a heartbeat, he stilled.

Then, without warning, he unhilted. His hands gripped me tight and he flipped me onto my back. My swollen breasts bounced heavily, dripping and spilling as I landed. I gasped, helpless beneath him, arms spread, legs trembling and open.

My gaze met his, towering above me. His yellow eyes fixed onto mine with a predatory hunger. Without taking his eyes off me for even a second, I watched him transform.

The transformation ripped through him violently. Fur erupted across his skin, his already taut muscles grew even further. His face elongated—his handsome features sharpening into a fearsome muzzle as his canines grew out, sharp and terrifying. Yet his features remained distinctly his—monstrously beautiful—fierce, unmistakably male. Unmistakably Tharic.

My gaze moved down… the change between his legs. His cock, already thick and heavy before, grew impossibly larger before my eyes—veined, ridged, monstrous. A primal weapon designed for one purpose: to breed. It pulsed with heat and need, standing proudly against his abdomen, the pink… nearly purple base swollen, throbbing with raw savage power.

Will that…Will that even fit?

It didn’t matter. Every fibre of my being craved it. I whimpered, arching my back in offering.

He let out a proud howl and then took his massive cock in his hand, guiding it towards my slick, gaping hole, the swollen cockhead parting the slick folds. And then he thrust.

I had grown accustomed to him in his human form, but this was something else entirely. I screamed as he entered me, the new size burning and stretching beyond what I thought possible. My body struggled to accommodate his bestial girth, each ridge and vein dragging against my walls as he hilted himself fully inside. His fur-covered chest pressed against my breasts as he began to rut with savage intensity.

Massive clawed hands gripped my swollen tits, squeezing roughly as milk sprayed between us.

"So full of sweet cream," he growled, his wolf-like muzzle dropping to lap at the white streams flowing from my nipples. His tongue was rough against my stiffened nipples, each pull amplifying the pleasure of his monstrous girth pumping in and out of me.

"Taste yourself," he commanded, bringing one of my heavy udders to my moaning lips.

Hesitantly, I latched on, my own tongue flicking against my nipple. Then I pulled. The sweetness hit my tongue.

I am drinking my own milk.

I kept hungrily suckling on my own teat, as Tharic kept pounding into me relentlessly. His animal form rutted with pure breeding instinct.

"Perfect breeding bitch," he snarled, yellow eyes blazing. "Taking my monster cock while drinking your own milk. Soon you'll be round with my pups, these tits even fuller."

I moaned loud, my own breast still in my mouth, muffling the shameful sounds. My moaning seemed to make him more excited. His thrusts grew more frantic, his massive furred chest heaving as he panted above me, tongue lolling. I could feel his cock throbbing, growing impossibly harder as he began to swell. His hot sack was twitching, swollen. Ready to release.

He’s close.

The realization hit me — he was about to breed me, to fill me with his seed.

That thought alone sent me over the edge.

"Yes… Please fill me!" My walls clenched around him as pleasure exploded from my crotch, spreading through my body like a wave. My tits were practically leaking now, coating us both in my milk.

With a final triumphant thrust, he hilted himself fully inside me, stretching me impossibly. He let out a guttural roar, the kind of monstrous scream that would curdle the blood of anyone traveling the woods at night. And then I felt it. His hot seed flooding my womb.

His cock throbbed as it kept spilling inside of me. I realized it was still expanding. The thick base of him swelled inside me, locking us together. There was no escape now. His body had sealed mine to his.

"Yes… Take it all, little Elise." He roared as he collapsed on top of me, his massive form pinning me to the furs as his swelling cock continued to pump his seed inside me. His sharp, feral mouth found my neck. Those fangs that could tear me apart instead grazed my skin with surprising gentleness.

"Mine," he growled softly against my neck, his fur tickling my sensitive skin. "Forever mine."

I lay there trembling beneath him, locked to his pulsating girth, feeling his seed filling me deeper, knowing I would never be the same. Gravemont be damned. The shrine be damned.

Tharic's.

His mate.

His breeding bitch.

His.


Chapter 6

A Priestess’ Duty

When I woke up, sunlight was already spilling in from the cave’s entrance. My body felt sore all over. I blushed remembering the events of last night. The primal instinct that had overtaken me. I was calmer now, but I could feel it still. The longing, his scent… His seed quickening inside of me. All I wanted was to be with him. Give him his pups and tend to his needs.

But… There was one last duty I had to fulfill. The reason I was sent to the woods in the first place. I would have to ask him.

Just then Tharic walked into the cave. He was in human form, still unapologetically nude. A small creature dangled limp from one of his hands. A rabbit.

“Breakfast. You need to eat, Elise. My seed is inside of you,” Tharic explained. “I realize that humans tend to prefer their food cooked. I will set up a fire outside... But first… we need to milk you.”

“Milk me?” I asked, incredulous.

“You’re rutmarked. Your body is changing to be ever-ready to nurture, ever ready to breed. You will need to be milked every day. At least until the pups come.”

Milked every day? Just like those… those rumors of the Hucows at Bullwood Creamery. I looked down. My breasts were so heavy, so impossibly large. As much as it made me blush, the release of a milking sounded divine.

“Bend over.” He wasn’t asking. Obediently, I got on all fours, my massive engorged breasts swinging pendulous beneath me. I needed this release.

Tharic crouched next to me, positioning a rough wooden bucket beneath me. Unceremoniously, his calloused hands began firmly squeezing my overfull breasts. Milk sprayed in thick, rhythmic spurts. I whimpered under my breath, shuddering as fresh heat curled low in my belly. His rough massage of my aching flesh sent waves of shameful pleasure through me.

"You're already so full," Tharic rumbled, his voice low and approving. "As expected of a rut-marked mate."

I moaned, biting my lip to hold back another needy sound. Gods, it felt so good. Embarrassingly good.

But—I had to focus. I had to ask him.

"Tharic," I gasped, my voice shaking as he squeezed another rush of milk from my swollen tits. "I—I have one request."

He didn't pause, didn't ease the relentless milking. "Speak."

I swallowed, trying to push past the haze clouding my mind.

"I still need to... to go to the shrine," I managed, panting between words. "I was sent to complete the Ritual of Offering. If I don't... the Barrier protecting the city will fall. All the chaos creatures biding their time will strike."

Tharic’s expression didn't change. His hands tightened on my flesh, his fingers gripping tightly and coaxing another thick spurt into the bucket.

"So you wish to leave me, little Elise?" His voice was quiet, dangerous.

"Never," I whispered fiercely, leaning forward into him in instinctive reassurance. "I only wish to fulfill my duty to the city of Gravemont, to the Moonshrine. After that..." I shuddered as another gush of milk spilled from me, "I'm yours. Forever."

There was a long moment of silence. Tharic continued milking me in silence. When the bucket was full, he lifted it up and gulped it down without hesitation. I watched, cheeks burning, desperate for a response.

Finally, he put the now empty bucket down and stared at me with those inscrutable yellow eyes of his, my milk still dribbling down his chin.

"Very well," he growled, nuzzling the side of my throat possessively. "We shall make for your shrine after we break our fast. And after that..." he licked his lips, savoring the last few drops of my milk:

"After that, you're mine forever.”


Chapter 7

The Moonshrine

I finished breakfast as Tharic made preparations for us to leave. I had put on what remained of my tattered priestess garb, to show respect to the spirit of the Moonshrine.

"That shrine of yours… Based on your description, it's a day and a half's journey from here," he smirked. "Half a day if I run."

He transformed again, his limbs elongating, fur sprouting across his body. His face twisted, turning more wolf-like. I would never tire of the sheer spectacle of it.

"Come, little one. I want to be back by midnight." He cradled me in his arms and, without warning, began sprinting through the forest. The speed was dazzling—trees whooshed past us so fast they blurred into a sea of green. Tharic weaved through the trees, jumping over obstacles, never once slowing down. At first the speed was overwhelming, but after an hour or so I dozed off, cradled in his massive furred arms.

***

"Wake up, Elise. We're here." I shook the sleep away as Tharic put me down on the grass.

We had arrived.

The shrine was just as the High Priestess had described it. We were on a tall cliff jutting high above the forest. From up here, everything was visible. The forest stretched beneath us like a vast green sea, and further in the distance—the city of Gravemont, its walls encircled by the faint shimmer of the barrier. The sun was going down, and the forest below was dotted with small orange lights. Fires. Camps.

"It's chaos creatures," Tharic explained. "Not just my pack—we're simply passing through the forest. But the rest of them… They sense the barrier is weak and are readying an attack. I've seen them coordinating recently too. The goblin shamans must have sensed the weakness and gathered various clans: centaurs, trolls, the whole lot. They've struck a sort of alliance."

I shuddered. This was worse than I had thought. If the barrier went down, the attack would be almost instantaneous. The city guard wouldn’t stand a chance against an onslaught like this.

"I must complete the ritual at all costs."

The entrance to the shrine was a massive stone archway carved into the side of the cliff, ancient and imposing. Ancient runes were etched deep into the stone, worn smooth by centuries of wind and rain. Tharic set me down, and I hurried towards it, my heart pounding with reverence and a growing sense of unease.

This was it. What I had been trained for all my life. The greatest honor for a priestess of the Moonshrine. And my duty for the sisterhood before I gave myself completely to Tharic. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. My clothes were tattered but they were still unmistakably the garb of a shrine maiden. The spirit would understand. High Priestess always said that he was a benevolent protector.

I turned to Tharic: "This is a sacred place. I will have to go in alone."

Tharic hesitated, his golden eyes flickering with reluctance. With a low growl, he shifted back into his human form, muscles flexing as the fur receded. Naked and imposing, he stepped closer, towering over me.

"Very well. I shall wait for you here," he said, his voice low. "This will be the first and last command you ever give me, little one."

***

I stepped into the shrine, the cool air enveloping me like a shroud. My footsteps echoed along the ancient corridor. It twisted a few times until the outside was no longer visible.

I continued forward until I reached a vast, circular chamber. In the center stood an altar—and behind it, a massive statue of a giant owl, its wings spread wide, with thick, serpentine tendrils sprouting from its back.

The Spirit of the Moonshrine.

In front of the statue rested a stone bowl, waiting. Instinctively, I knew what to do.

With trembling fingers, I unsheathed the small ceremonial dagger attached to my priestess garb. Without hesitation, I made a shallow cut on my thumb. A single drop of blood welled up, and I let it fall into the bowl.

For a moment, nothing happened.

Then the statue’s eyes flared to life, burning with an eerie, blue light. The statue itself seemed to shiver. The shrine had awakened.

A voice, disembodied and thunderous, filled the chamber.

"WHAT BLASPHEMY IS THIS!"

It seemed to be echoing from everywhere and nowhere at the same time. Fear and reverence swirled in equal measure in my head.

It was the spirit of the Moonshrine.

Suddenly, magical tendrils of light burst from the statue's back where the stone ones once were, writhing and coiling through the air. Before I could react, they snaked around my wrists and ankles, yanking me off my feet and pinning me against the cold altar.

I thrashed helplessly, but the bonds held firm, glowing with unnatural strength.

"YOUR HIGH PRIESTESS DARES TO SEND ME A TAINTED ONE. YOU ARE IMPURE, GIRL. YOUR BLOOD TOLD ME EVERYTHING. YOU CARRY THE RUTMARK ON YOU. YOU HAVE BEEN CLAIMED. THE SPAWN OF BEASTS GROWS IN YOUR WOMB."

I struggled against the glowing tendrils, tears welling up in my eyes as the horrifying truth sank in. I had failed the sisterhood. I had failed Gravemont.

"Please!" I cried out, my voice cracking. "Please, the city will fall without the barrier! Let me complete the ritual, I beg you!" I sobbed, pleading with the disembodied voice of the spirit.

"COMPLETE THE RITUAL?" The walls of the shrine themselves seemed to bellow with laughter. "VERY WELL, GIRL. I CAN STILL EXTRACT ENOUGH FROM YOU. STRUGGLING WILL ONLY MAKE IT HARDER. I WILL LEAVE YOUR BODY HERE AS A WARNING TO THAT HIGH PRIESTESS OF YOURS TO NEVER SEND ME TAINTED OFFERINGS AGAIN."

The tendrils tightened around my limbs, forcing me flat against the cold stone of the altar. I realized then, with bone-deep horror, that the spirit had no intention of granting mercy. I would not survive the ritual.

Tears welled up in my eyes. I felt betrayed by everyone. Hobbs, the city, that damn pudgy mayor, the high priestess. Damn them all! Using and discarding me!

There was just one name that came to mind.

"Tharic!" I screamed, my voice echoing off the ancient stone walls. "Help!"

The tendrils were tearing apart what little remained of my clothes, spreading my legs forcefully. And then I heard him.

A deafening roar split the air. In a blur of fur and muscle, Tharic crashed into the shrine in his monstrous wolf form, his golden eyes burning with primal fury.

Without hesitation, he lunged at the statue. His massive claws slashed through the glowing tendrils like they were paper, and with a ferocious snarl, he hurled himself at the stone monstrosity. The impact echoed like a thunderclap through the chamber as the statue cracked, shuddered, and then collapsed in a rain of broken stone and dust.

The tendrils dissolved instantly, releasing me. I gasped for breath, my wrists and ankles throbbing where they had been bound. Above me, Tharic turned, his powerful body heaving, still half-crouched and ready to tear apart anything that dared approach me again.

"YOU FOOLISH GIRL. YOUR CITY WILL BURN BECAUSE YOU CHOSE TO MATE WITH A MONSTER."

The voice cried out, fading slowly. The spirit wasn't dead. It couldn't truly die. But its vessel to our mortal realm was severed. He was our protector no more.

I lay on the altar, panting, a storm of emotions crashing over me. My eyes remained locked on the shattered owl-head of the statue, now lying broken in a distant corner of the atrium. Somehow, amidst the ruins of everything I had once believed, I felt free. Safe.

Tharic loomed over me, massive and imposing in his wolf form, his golden eyes burning with a fierce, possessive light. For a moment, anger rippled through him as if all the rage he had held back was poised to be unleashed. On me.

"Never leave my sight again," he growled. "You are mine. Is that clear?"

Teary-eyed, I nodded.

"I will cut down anyone that lays a finger on you, be they man, monster, or spirit."

"You called for me. Now I will take you... here," he growled, his voice thick with primal hunger. "On the altar where the spirit meant to defile you. Let him bear witness to our bond."


Chapter 8

A Bond on the Altar

Tharic climbed onto the altar where I lay, towering above me, his massive form caging me in completely. Fully erect, he threw back his head and let out a triumphant, bone-chilling howl that echoed off the stone walls. I squirmed beneath him, my heart hammering, bracing myself for the inevitable claiming.

His cock—monstrous in this form—hung heavy above me, thick, veined, twitching with anticipation, poised to pierce me at any second.

With a low growl, Tharic lowered himself, his wolf-like face finding one of my engorged breasts. He had milked me in the morning, but by now I already felt so full, aching. Desperate to be emptied again.

And my wolf was thirsty.

He latched onto me greedily, drawing deep pulls of milk with every suck, the sensation sending shivers of pleasure through my trembling body. I whimpered and grabbed hold of his head, burying my fingers into the coarse fur, pulling him closer, desperate for more—desperate for all of him.

"My milk is all yours... drink up... my wolf..." I managed to whimper out through moans.

Needily, my other hand reached for his crotch, finding his cock. I began stroking it, my fingers unable to close fully around the impossible girth. He groaned in approval, never unlatching from my breast.

My hand desperately tried to guide him to my waiting wetness. He pulled away from my breast, milk still streaking down his chin.

"Not yet, Elise. The spirit is still watching us. I want you to show him true worship. Take me in your mouth."

He sat on the altar. Obediently, I kneeled in front of him, sizing up the monstrosity that I was supposed to swallow. Up until yesterday I had not even seen a man erect, and now here I was crouching on the altar of the Spirit I was taught to worship, getting ready to take a monster’s full length into my tiny throat.

Cautiously, I leaned in and parted my lips, taking his swollen cockhead into my mouth. My ass lifted instinctively into the air, and for a fleeting moment, I realized it was pointed directly at where the statue of the spirit once stood. The thought of such blasphemy should have shamed me—but it didn’t. I was no longer a shrine maiden. I was a mating vessel, devoted to pleasing my alpha.

I swirled my tongue around his thick head, tasting the salty precum already leaking from his tip. His massive paw tangled in my hair, encouraging me to take more of his impossible length. I opened wider, struggling to accommodate his bestial girth as he pressed deeper into my mouth.

"Good girl," he growled, his chest heaving as I worked to please him. "Show the spirit how eagerly you worship your true master now." His words sent a fresh wave of wetness between my thighs as I bobbed my head, taking him deeper with each movement.

My jaw ached from stretching around him, yet he was so delicious I didn’t want to pull away. The Rutmark’s doing, no doubt. The thick fur of his crotch tickled my nose as I managed to swallow more of his length, my throat bulging visibly as his shaft disappeared down it. Milk dripped from my swaying breasts onto the sacred altar below, now defiled. Now our mating ground.

"Such a perfect little mate," he praised, his massive form trembling as I pleasured him. "Taking my monster cock so deep in that pretty throat." I moaned around his thickness, the vibrations making him growl with approval.

"I think you need a reward."

"Mhmmm... Please..." I moaned around his cock.

With a final, rumbling growl of approval, he pulled back from my mouth, leaving me gasping and dazed. He lifted me easily, cradling me in his lap. My pussy hovered, dripping and needy, above his monstrously erect cock, still slick with my saliva. Without warning, he lowered me onto him, impaling me in one smooth, brutal motion. He buried himself to the hilt as I moaned wantonly, wrapping my arms around him for support.

For a second he just stood there, buried deep inside me, admiring my form, my leaking engorged teats.

"Should... Should I move, Tharic?"

"No, little pet. You just receive."

His furred hands grabbed my waist, lifting me up and down on his cock like a doll, impaling me with each relentless thrust. My udders bounced wildly with the motion, spraying thick streams of milk that soaked into the coarse fur of his chest. Every movement sent waves of helpless pleasure crashing through me, my cries muffled against his shoulder as he used my frail human body with savage reverence.

"Drink your own milk while I fuck you, Elise," he growled.

Obediently, I lifted one heavy breast to my lips, latching onto my own swollen nipple. Warm, sweet milk filled my mouth as I suckled, my eyes locked onto his burning golden gaze.

"That's it," he rumbled approvingly. "Taste the milk that will nourish our pups. Taste your surrender."

The sensation of my own milk flooding my mouth while being mercilessly impaled on his monstrous cock was too much. I convulsed as a shattering orgasm tore through me. My nipple slipped out of my mouth, spraying my face with my warm, creamy milk.

Tharic laughed, never slowing his relentless pace.

"You silly little thing. Let me help you," he growled.

Leaning in, he dragged his rough tongue across my face, lapping up every drop.

A beast marking his mate.

Tharic’s pace grew more frantic, his thrusts deeper and rougher. I could feel it—the thick swelling at the base of his cock, the frantic pulsing—he was about to knot me and flood me with his seed.

With a final, savage thrust, Tharic buried himself fully inside me, and I felt it again. That sweet sensation. The base of his cock began swelling, locking us together. The sudden stretch was overwhelming, maddening. The fierce pressure of him sealing me to him. Every muscle in his body tensed and he growled deeply, vibrating against my skin. Hot, endless streams of seed flooded my womb. I shook as my second orgasm washed over me, milk spurting uncontrollably from my breasts.

He held me tight, licking me and running his hands down every inch of my body as he still pulsated inside me. We were joined—completely, irrevocably. I clung to him, sobbing in bliss, feeling his throb deep inside me. There would be no escape. I was his now.

Forever.

***

I don’t know how long we lay there in complete bliss on that defiled altar.

When we finally disconnected and stepped out of the ruined temple, the world outside had fallen into pitch-black darkness.

From the cliff, I could see it clearly: hundreds of torches moving through the forest below, advancing on the city of Gravemont’s walls from every direction.

The weight of it all crashed down on me. The guardian spirit was gone. The barrier had fallen.

The city was doomed.

"What have I done..." I whispered, horror tightening in my chest.

Tharic stood beside me, silent for a long moment. Then he spoke, his voice low and certain:

"They would have sacrificed you, thrown you away. I will keep you safe. I will breed you, protect you, cherish you as mine forever. Do you not remember what I told you, my brave little Elise? You are mine. No one will stand in your way. That war raging below us, that city that would so easily sacrifice you to a wicked spirit. I will protect you from all of it. You and our pups."

And somehow, in that moment, I knew he meant it.


Epilogue

A Full Moon

I woke up nestled in the familiar, warm pile of furs. The bedding was soaked, despite Tharic milking me thoroughly the night before—he had squeezed out every last drop. But I guess it was impossible to keep up now.

My belly was heavy, taut, and ready to burst. My breasts, swollen and sensitive, ached with the constant pressure of milk, preparing to nourish the life growing inside me. I shifted slightly, feeling the weight of my full, transformed body, and a contented sigh escaped my lips. I was exactly where I was meant to be.

I glanced out from the mouth of the cave. The world outside was cloaked in darkness, but I had long since adjusted to the pack's nocturnal rhythm. Midnight marked the beginning of their day. And tonight? Tonight was a full moon.

With some effort, I rose and stepped out into the cool night air. There they were—Tharic's pack. After the fall of the city, Tharic had fought and defeated the leaders of rival packs, bringing them under his command. They stood assembled in the clearing now in a circle around a large bonfire, all gazing at the full moon, hanging heavy and bright in the sky, bathing the forest in silver light.

By each werewolf's side stood a nude girl—their chosen mates. When the Barrier fell, the werewolves had poured into the city as well, but unlike the goblin tribes, they hadn't looted or burned. They moved silently through the chaos, seeking out and claiming any human females carrying the rutmark, saving them from the chaotic battle and bringing them back to the woods.

Some of the girls were already like me. Their breasts impossibly large and leaking, their bellies taut and full of life. Some of the pack could barely contain themselves already, shooting hungry looks at their mates. But they knew they couldn't begin yet. Not without him. Not without Tharic.

Where was he?

Then suddenly he emerged from the dark woods. For a second my breath caught as I saw the bloodstains on his fur. And then relief washed over me as I realized it wasn't his. He was dragging a large bear carcass behind him. I shuddered, clenching my thighs. He was always so ferocious when he took me after a successful hunt.

The rest of the pack howled in approval.

"For our feast tonight. To honor the full moon," Tharic explained, triumphantly, leaving the bear carcass next to the bonfire.

I ran to him, resisting the urge to jump into his arms. Instead, he carefully scooped up my nude body, lifting me up gently, as if I weighed nothing.

"I was worried for a second," I whispered, nuzzling against the fur of his chest, savoring his scent.

"Have you learned nothing, little Elise? I will always be by your side," he whispered back. Then he turned to the pack and howled. They howled back. When the sound died down he announced:

"Tonight, under the blessing of the full moon, we claim what is ours. Side by side, in the shared embrace of our brothers and mates, we shall take them together under her watchful gaze. May the moon bless their wombs so that they may give us strong and ferocious offspring!" He howled again.

The rest of the pack howled back. And that was all the invitation they needed to begin.

The shifters pounced on their mates almost immediately, each couple lost in the wild heat. All around us, the clearing became a frenzy of rutting bodies and desperate moans. Milk sprayed high into the air as massive paws squeezed and kneaded swollen, leaking breasts, the night air thickening with the scent of sex. The sounds of flesh meeting flesh, of gasps and growls, filled the clearing as each shifter took what was his under the watchful gaze of the full moon.

A petite blonde girl (was it the mayor's daughter?) arched her back on all fours. Her hulking mate's massive paws gripped her hips. Her breasts were still growing, her rutmark had just begun to bloom. They dripped milk on the grass as the man-beast rutted frantically. Right next to them, a dark-haired beauty straddled her mate reverse. She was pregnant, almost as pregnant as me. Her round belly and leaking breasts shook beautifully against the firelight as she rode him desperately.

The sound of moans filled the night air as flesh met flesh. Clawed hands gripped soft curves, fanged mouths latched onto stiff, puffy nipples, drinking deeply.

Tharic's massive paw came to rest on my stretched belly. "You'll be ready to burst soon," he growled softly, his claws grazing my sensitive skin. "I'll try to be gentle with you tonight."

I reached up to tangle my fingers in his thick fur, pulling his muzzle down to mine. "Don't you dare," I whispered against his fangs. "They're your children. They can take it. Milk me dry. Fill me. Knot me like you mean it."

Tharic set me down gently on the grass. Instinctively, I started to move onto all fours, but he stopped me with a low growl.

"No, no. I want to see that full belly of yours bounce. Tonight, you mount me, my little pet" he said, lying back against the earth, his golden eyes never leaving me.

Nearby, a girl cried out in ecstasy. "Oh gods! I can feel it growing inside me!" she screamed as her mate hilted himself deep inside her, rutting with wild abandon. Heart pounding, I climbed atop Tharic, resting my hands on his broad, powerful chest. He gripped my hips firmly, guiding me down toward his waiting cock, his body thrumming with anticipation.

Carefully, I grabbed his cock, positioning it against my entrance, teasing myself by rubbing it through my slick folds. Then, bracing myself, I sank down onto him. Despite all the months of being ravaged by him daily, I had never truly gotten used to his monstrous girth.

The first thrust still stole my breath away. His thick shaft stretched me mercilessly as I lowered myself, burying him fully inside me. Pleasure and pain tangled together, and a soft moan escaped my lips, blending into the debauched symphony that filled the clearing.

Tharic grabbed one of my heavy, swollen breasts, squeezing firmly until streams of milk spurted onto his furred chest. His other hand settled possessively over my taut, pregnant belly, fingers splayed wide. I gasped as I felt a sudden kick from within.

"Such a good, fertile bitch... Good to know our children are so lively. Move faster," he growled.

I bounced on his cock, savoring the stretch, moaning loudly as he thrust up to meet me. His hands roamed possessively—one caressing my swollen belly, the other coaxing streams of milk from my aching breasts, slicking his fur and my skin.

"Tharic... I... I'm tired..." I gasped, my voice barely a whisper.

Without hesitation, he seized me, lifting me effortlessly and pinning me down on the grass. The ground beneath me was still warm from his body. Without warning, he entered me again.

"You did well. Now let me give you your reward."

He slammed into me savagely, his merciless rhythm driving me mad. My breasts bounced and leaked with each thrust, coating my naked body in milk. Tharic hunched over me, his eager tongue latching onto my puffy nipples, drinking deeply as he continued to pound into my depths.

One massive paw cradled my swollen belly gently, while his other rested on my neck, holding me steady as he claimed me. His tongue lapped at my sensitive nipples between deep pulls of milk, making me cry out beneath him, writhing in pleasure.

"Mine," he growled, finding my lips in a deep, possessive kiss that tasted of my own sweet cream. I wrapped my legs around his haunches, desperately urging him to thrust deeper as his pace grew frantic.

With a thunderous roar, he hilted himself completely inside me. The familiar pulse of his cock expanding was enough to send me over the edge. I convulsed in pleasure as his cock pulsed and expanded, flooding my womb. His knot swelled rapidly, stretching me as it locked us together, ensuring not a drop would escape.

"That's it," he rumbled, settling his weight carefully above me. "Take every drop, my pregnant mate." I shuddered in pleasure, feeling his seed pump deeper as his engorged cock kept us joined. He flipped me around on his cock, still deep inside me, still sealed shut. I was now on top of him, staring at the full moon in the sky. Around us, the cacophony of ecstasy was slowly dying down, most girls laying with their mates, locked as me and Tharic were.

"Do you see that, little Elise?" he whispered in my ear, pointing at the full moon while his other hand rested on my belly. "By the next full moon my litter will be born... So I will have to start breeding you again. In earnest."

I smiled, staring at the moon—unreachable and beautiful, bathing us in its soft silver glow.

I could hardly wait.

END

Thanks for reading! Hope you enjoyed this story as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you’re still in the mood for some primal mating you can check out my first book in the series The Minotaur’ Fertile Hucow. Make sure to follow my author page to get notified of my weekly release. I also have a newsletter that you can sign up to and grab a FREE story.

Consider leaving a rating or better…yet, a review. They help out more than you can imagine.

Any other thoughts? Rants? Interested in early review copies? Feel free to email me at parsia@bullwoodbooks.com


More deliciously creamy tales… 


The Minotaur’s Fertile Hucow 

[image: ]

Little fertile human, I will give you a purpose. I will make you leak and swell. Just take my hand

A chance encounter in the forest introduces Alys to an unlikely savior:

Karlon.

The hulking muscular alpha war chief of a minotaur herd. His attraction to her is immediate, primal, animalistic... And so is hers.

Willingly, Alysa decides to leave her old life behind and join him in his fortress to become his broodmare, to carry his heirs.

But to be able to accommodate a minotaur her body must first be transformed...Made to produce…


More Deliciously Creamy tales…

The First Five Tales Of Bullwood Creamery
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Bullwood Creamery. Purveyors of the Finest Dairy in All The Realm.

Welcome to Bullwood. A Fantasy World of Milk And Magic.

This bundle collects the first 5 stories of the series set on the fantasy hucow ranch.

Whether it's village maidens willingly becoming part of the ranch's stock and submitting to milking and mating, alchemists experimenting with the properties of hucow milk or decadent milky parties for the elite of the kingdom, this collection has something for any and all hucow enjoyers.

Over 250 pages of Milky Submission, Spells and Dark Fantasy Twists! FREE on Kindle Unlimited!


Free Eldritch Milky Goodness!

Subscribe to my Newsletter and get your FREE tentacle story. A bit TOO spicy for Amazon.
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FREE 

A spy on a mission. A run in with an ancient god. A life of being milked and bred.

Isadora is a spy tasked with infiltrating Bullwood Manor during a decadent milky party to uncover the secrets of the hucow elixir. Yet when she descends into the bowels of the mansion she finds a secret much darker and more ancient than she had ever imagined.
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