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Chapter 1

The dying creature wailed as Mira drove her dagger through its brittle shell, black ichor pooling in the dirt. With the battle done, she slung her bow over her shoulder and drank another potion to mend her sloppy wound. Then she crouched by the carcass, slicing free the black stinger before doing the same for the other four monsters that lay nearby. Four for the Guild, one for me, she thought, handling the stingers carefully to avoid spilling their venom.

The last autumn leaves drifted down, caught in a chilling gust as the sky darkened, promising snow, and Mira’s jaw tightened when she saw the first of the hated snowflakes fall. Trapped in the forested mountains for the night, she scavenged branches and rigged a lean-to under a crag, the air biting her scarred hands that flexed, craving distraction.

Her hands trembled before she finished, focus slipping. She reached into her pack, finding only half an antivenom potion. Sinking into the unfinished shelter, she mixed the potion with liquor, the burn down her throat granting a fleeting sense of warmth. A mixed health potion followed, gulped to dull the ache. As snow fell in force, she curled tight, willing sleep to be empty.

It wasn’t. Screams tore through the dark, white snow around her stained red. Mira jolted awake, heart pounding as she looked around, her shelter framed by pristine snow. She reached for her flask on instinct and took another sip to ease the ache. Shrugging off the cold, she packed her gear and trudged down the mountains, snow crunching underfoot.

When she reached the base of the mountains, her last flask ran dry. “Damn,” Mira cursed, tossing it aside, the clink lost in the wind. She was still more than a day from the city’s gates, sleep unthinkable without her crutch. I’ll just walk through the night, she resolved, fear drowning her exhaustion. The screams from her dreams haunted the wind, only growing louder. Mira shuddered and tried to block them out, but the frantic cries grew louder, carrying over the next hill, mingled with the ring of steel.

Mira hurried up the hill, and through the sparse trees, she spotted them: two young adventurers, a boy and a girl, backed against felled trees with two feral boars encroaching on them. The girl was paler than a ghost as she clung to her broken spear for comfort while the young lad swung his sword wildly as he screamed, trying to scare off the animals. The boars snarled, their bright red eyes unfazed as they aimed their long, sharp tusks at the adventurers’ poorly protected bellies.

Mira nocked an arrow and fired. It pierced the boar’s long nose, making the boar roar in pain and fury before both feral beasts turned their tusks toward Mira and charged her.

“Tsk,” Mira wasn’t used to missing such an easy shot. She nocked another arrow and loosed it quickly, this time finding her mark as she pierced the boar’s red eye and felled the beast. With a third arrow, she pierced the other beast and stepped aside as it fell in the dirt at her feet.

“Thank you!” the girl cried as she ran to Mira with her broken spear still in her hands.

“Yeah, thank you,” the boy said, with a mix of gratitude and shame as he lowered his sword while slowly approaching.

“I’m Amy, this is Torin,” the girl gestured to her sulking friend. “We’ll be happy to share in the reward as a thank you!”

“We will?!” Torin exclaimed as he looked at Amy.

“Keep it,” Mira said as she pulled her arrow out of the boar’s socket and checked if it was still good. “Use your earnings to cut your losses and find something else to do with your lives. Adventuring isn’t for you.”

“Eh?” Amy blinked, her smile still stuck on her face while her brain tried to process the clash of expectation and reality.

“What the hell do you know?” Torin argued. “We’re still learning! Did you become as skilled as you are in a day?”

“You were almost gutted by a pig,” Mira pointed out with a cold, merciless tone. “Find a different occupation before you get yourselves killed or worse—someone you care about.”

“You’re just saying that because you want less competition!” Torin cried out defiantly, but Mira paid no heed to his words. She collected the remaining arrow and left the duo to make their own decisions.

Mira passed through Aldwyn’s gates at dawn, sunlight glinting off the frost on the city’s stone walls, her breath fogging in the chill. Her intent was the Guild, but a familiar ache pulled her off course, past a slumping adventurer, to a faded tavern tucked into a narrow street, its door ajar, the distant Guild’s shadow stretching long in the morning light.

The tavern reeked of stale ale, sweat, and smoke, dim light casting shadows over lingering patrons—a merchant slumped over a table, snoring into a puddle of beer, a wiry man muttering in the corner, a muscly bouncer hauling a drunk out, boots scraping the floorboards with slurred protests. Mira ignored them, claiming a stool at the bar. She dropped a coin on the chipped counter, and the barkeep slid a mug of dark ale her way without a word.

Mira sipped the bitter ale, her gaze catching a girl leaning against a doorway near the back. A dark red beast-claw tattoo curled over her slender pale shoulder. The thin, tight dress that hugged her fit body was two sizes too small for the forms she flaunted—the barely covered perky breasts, the naked hips with only a narrow fabric lightly covering her most private area.

Her braided hair swayed with clinking charms as she met Mira’s eyes with a bold smile, the tempting curve of her hips shifting as she approached, jewelry glinting from her pierced navel, bracelets dangling from her wrists.

“You look like you need to let go,” the girl said, her voice husky, fingers brushing Mira’s arm with a hint of lavender over the tavern’s musk.

Mira locked eyes with the girl, her piercing stare cutting into green eyes that faltered, dropping in submission. When Mira rose to her full height, the girl tilted her head to meet her gaze. Mira dropped another coin on the chipped counter next to her unfinished mug, then seized the girl’s bracelet-adorned wrist with a firm grip. Leaning to the shorter girl’s ear, her breath warm, Mira whispered, her voice low and commanding, “Take me somewhere private,” sending a shiver through the girl, her eyes igniting with eager anticipation.

“I’m Lani,” the girl said as she led Mira through a narrow side door into a dim hall, hips swaying, bracelets clinking. A few steps ahead, she pushed open a creaking door, revealing a small room with a sagging bed, its sheets rumpled but clean.

The room was lit by a tiny frosted window. A painful memory surged, and Mira swiftly turned away, shut the door, and pinned Lani against the wall, trapping her wrists overhead. Lani gasped, her moan silenced by Mira’s raw kiss, Mira’s thigh pressing between her legs.

Mira needed only one hand to strip away Lani’s skimpy dress, lips moving from hips to neck. Bites mixed with kisses, dominating Lani’s senses, and Lani couldn’t dream of trying to resist the strong grip that trapped her in this pleasure.

As Mira moved lower, her lips traced the sharp curves of Lani’s claw tattoo while she teased the girl’s exposed breasts, nipples hardening at her fingers as Lani ground against Mira’s thigh. A pinch of her nipple drew a sharp moan, her hips moving faster.

“Not yet,” Mira said, flipping Lani to face the wall, pinning her arms behind her back. Lani was helpless, at the mercy of Mira’s touch. A second later, Mira covered Lani’s mouth, biting her shoulder hard.

“Mmh!” Lani moaned into Mira’s hand. Mira slid a finger inside her mouth, and Lani sucked eagerly. Two fingers—she devoured them until Mira pressed her tongue, forcing her mouth open to hear rasping gasps.

“Please!” Lani begged, tongue slick on Mira’s fingers, wetting them for where she craved them. Mira pulled her hand free, trailing fingers down Lani’s body, but withheld what Lani wanted. She teased Lani’s thighs, circling her heat without touching it once, even as her fingers slid against the juice trickling down the trembling thigh, tormenting her further.

When Lani’s need became desperate, Mira spun her around, teasing her breasts before moving lower. “Ah!” Lani gasped, embracing the coming release as Mira’s tongue slid between her breasts and down to her belly. Lani so clearly thought she’d finally be stimulated there. Instead, Mira stopped her tongue at the pierced navel and toyed with it like she would have with a clit.

“Oahn!” Lani moaned louder, hands tangling in Mira’s hair as Mira’s rough palms groped her, sliding lower. “Ahn!” Lani threw her head back when Mira’s fingers finally grazed her pussy, playing with slick lips, syncing with her tongue on the piercing, and driving Lani higher with practiced ease.

“Please!” Lani begged, hips bucking against Mira’s fingers, pleading to be fucked. Mira waited. “Please!” The plea grew frantic, but Mira prolonged the torment. Only when the tremble in Lani’s voice matched the trembling of her pussy did Mira pushed her fingers inside—two at once—and thrust them deep.

“OAHN!” Lani threw her head back as she cried her heart out from the sudden surge as Mira fucked her. Lani moved her hips to meet Mira’s fingers, but Mira’s relentless pace overwhelmed her. With Mira’s tongue lapping her navel like a pussy and fingers curling inside with expert precision, pressing on a tiny button that made her shiver and tremble, Lani’s moans grew louder and her trembling intensified. She dug into Mira’s hair with both hands and climaxed hard with a guttural scream.

Mira guided Lani’s orgasm, easing her stimulation, prolonging the sensations to the very edge of unbearable until Lani slumped against the wall, legs giving out. Mira pulled away as Lani slid down on the floor, the bed unused.

“That was… incredible,” Lani panted, wiping sweat from her brow. She looked up at Mira—eyes dazed, full of admiration—and saw her adjusting her cloak, face devoid of emotion.

“W-Wait, aren’t you going to…?” Lani asked, voice faltering.

“No,” Mira said, tossing coins on the bed.

“Oh.” Lani’s gaze dimmed. “It’s fine if you don’t want to… I’m here most mornings, but we could also later—”

Mira opened the door and left the girl behind without sharing her name.




Chapter 2

“A job well done!” the cute female clerk said, her voice cutting through the Guild’s morning din as she took the black stingers from Mira and counted out silver coins. The hall buzzed with adventurers—clinking armor, brash boasts echoing off scarred walls. Her fingers stacked the payment deftly while Mira’s gaze drifted to the mission board, crowded with the Guild’s fresh postings.

One caught her eye—a fresh notice about a monster in Tyhorn Forest. Mira tugged it free, scanning the sparse details. “What’s this about?” she asked the clerk, ignoring a nearby adventurer’s grating laugh.

The clerk glanced over, her cheer faltering. “Beasts have always prowled deep within that forest, but for months now the people from surrounding villages have complained about something different—a fearsome creature ravaging through the forest, killing their game and…” she hesitated, “they’ve made bizarre claims. The pay’s decent, though it might take some time to find a group willing to take it.”

“No need for a group,” Mira said, sliding the paper across the counter for approval, not caring for silly villager tales.

The clerk’s eyes widened. “You’re taking this mission alone too?” her voice pitched with disbelief. “But this is a job for five skilled adventurers at least!”

Mira’s expression didn’t change, neither fear nor excitement surfacing. “I handled the last one just fine, didn’t I?” she reminded, pocketing the coins. “And I need the money.”

“If you say so,” the girl frowned, stamping the mission paper with reluctance. As she passed the paper to Mira, her gaze lingered on her, softening with concern. “Those shadows under your eyes… Mira, are you getting enough sleep?” she asked softly, her hand hesitating before resting lightly on Mira’s.

Mira glanced at the clerk’s smooth hand against her scarred skin, the faint warmth pulling her back to a dark night—candlelight flickering, soft gasps in the shadows. “More than I’d like,” Mira replied, her tone clipped as she swiftly withdrew her hand from beneath the clerk’s trembling fingers.

Mira spoke in half-truths, at best. She fulfilled the last job just as the Guild required, but the hunt went far from fine—her own careless mistake forcing her to burn through far more potions than she anticipated. As for the money—it wasn’t just for her equipment, although she was never good with coin even at the best of times.

“I know a group looking for an adventurer as skilled as you,” the clerk tried to reason with Mira, leaning forward. “If you wait a moment, I could—”

Mira turned away, cutting the girl off. I’m not going to watch another merry bunch get in over their heads and die, Mira vowed silently, brushing past a pair of adventurers bickering over a contract. The Guild’s heavy doors thudded shut behind her as she crossed the frost-slick cobblestones, the shop’s creaking sign swaying ahead.

“Always a pleasure doing business with you, Mira,” the shopkeeper grinned, pocketing a hefty sum for the filled vials and flasks that Mira had ordered weeks ago.

“I’m sure it is,” Mira muttered, packing the sturdy glass and leather into her travel bag. She tied a few more to her belt, fingers brushing the last flask in her hand. She took a quick swig from it as she turned to leave, feeling temporary relief. Having grown tired of traipsing through the city collecting everything she required, she’d struck a deal with this shopkeeper to keep her usual items in stock—for a price, of course.

“Come back safe!” the shopkeeper waved Mira off, wishing a swift return for his generous customer. His farewell faded in the city’s din as Mira headed to the city gates without delay. A four-day trek to Tyhorn’s outskirts loomed ahead, tracking the beast could take just as long, and she wouldn’t run dry halfway back like last time.

“Please, a coin!” a trembling voice called out, familiar in its desperation. Mira’s gaze flicked to the roadside, where a beggar sat hunched in tattered rags, his scrawny legs crossed beneath him. He held out a threadbare hat with one trembling hand, his other arm ended in a stump, revealed for all to see.

A former adventurer? Mira wondered. A former brigand? Hardly matters now. Mira did not bother asking the beggar for his story as she reached into her pouch, her fingers grazing the last few copper coins, and dropped them into the hat without a word.

“Oh, bless you!” the beggar gasped, his voice cracking in disbelief, though Mira did not linger to bask in his gratitude. She turned back to the road, the gates now within sight.

But her path was obstructed abruptly by the one person who Mira would recognize anywhere, the one whom she dreaded facing most, the woman she would have once called her mother-in-law. Sera’s bright laugh as she rushed into Mira’s arms flashed in her mind, paired with Ella’s raw wail over her daughter’s broken form.

“Do you think I don’t know this came from you?” Ella cried as she hurled a small leather pouch at Mira’s feet, coins clinking within. “I don’t want your blood money!”

Mira’s chest tightened as she stared at the pouch, unable to move, unable to lift her gaze to Ella’s face.

“What was I thinking, yielding to her pleas?” Ella’s voice broke in rage and despair. “You swore you’d keep her safe!”

“I know,” Mira whispered, the words barely escaping her lips. Her throat burned, but what could she say when it was so plainly obvious for all that the fault lay only with her? She failed Sera, she failed them all.

Ella stepped closer, her voice dropping as she hissed, “I curse the day she met you. Go die somewhere and beg Sera’s forgiveness in the afterlife!”

The words struck Mira deeper than any wound she carried from that day. She did not raise her head, she did not answer, her closed fists trembling as her nails sank into her skin. Ella spat at Mira’s feet and left.

Mira did not dare look up until Ella was well gone from her sight. She glanced at the beggar whose wide eyes darted between her and the discarded wealth, confusion and desire plain on his weathered face.

Without a word, Mira picked up the pouch and tossed it to him. The pouch landed into his hat, knocking it out of his hand. He snatched it instantly and clenched to his chest in disbelief at the wealth he held within his fingers while Mira hurried out of the city, emptying her flask before she passed through the gates and looked at Sera’s face forming in the wind.




Chapter 3

Mira trudged a frozen path over snow-dusted hills, winter’s bite sharpening as temperatures plummeted. Her cloak dragged heavier than usual, while the flask at her hip was lighter than she’d like.

Mira saw the dense snow-tipped pines of the Tyhorn forest long before the remote village at the edge of it. Maybe this is the place where your wish will come true, Mira thought when Ella’s words repeated in her head once more.

As Mira approached the village, she first saw the smoke curling from the chimneys into the gray dusk, then the wooden palisade came into view, and she approached it. A group of villagers gathered to meet her, having spotted the lonely figure walking across the snow. Their faces were with visible worry. An older man with a fur-lined cloak stepped forth, his weathered hand holding onto a walking stick.

“You’re the adventurer from Aldwyn?” he asked, voice trembling with hope.

“I am,” Mira nodded.

“Let us not linger in the cold. Please, come inside,” he gestured toward one of the bigger houses.

“Thank you, though I won’t be staying long,” Mira said, eyes scanning the village rather than meeting his. The village didn’t have much to look at—timber houses with faintly glowing windows, many of which had seen better days. Mira shifted her pack as she followed the villagers inside.

“Will the others be joining you today?” one of the men asked while they went into the warmth of the simple but cozy house.

“It’s just me,” Mira said to the visible dismay of the villagers.

“But to take on such a beast…” the elder stammered. “The mangled carcasses keep piling up!”

“If I die in the attempt, the Guild will send a bigger group,” Mira said, her tone flat.

“But if you fail—”

“She can’t fail! Please, for our daughters!” one of the men pleaded.

“Daughters?” Mira’s brow lifted slightly, though her expression stayed guarded.

“Dead beasts aside, a third girl came back from the forest pregnant,” the elder explained. “We’ve forbidden anyone from entering Tyhorn, but this… this cannot go on.”

A burly man with a thick mustache pushed forward, his face red with fury. “My daughter’s virtue must be avenged!” he growled, slamming his meaty fist on a nearby barrel. “She’s barely nineteen, and already with child? What man of honor will take her now?”

Mira’s gaze flicked between them. “And all your daughters returned safely from the forest?”

“Thank the gods,” the mustached father muttered, his anger faltering for a moment.

“And none of them remember anything?”

The elder hesitated, rubbing his hands together as if to warm them. “The ordeal was too much for their fragile minds,” he said carefully. “They speak only of walking through the snow, and… a vague figure… a furry creature with a great…” He cleared his throat, looking away. “The point is, this beast must be stopped.”

Bizarre claims indeed, Mira exhaled, recalling the guild clerk’s unease when describing the job, her reluctance to linger on the details. A ravaging beast that slaughters animals, sires children, and escorts maidens home unharmed? It sounded less like a monster and more like village gossip spun wild.

Mira considered proposing a simpler truth—girls in the prime of their youth spending heated nights with some dashing young man, and when faced with the consequences inside their bellies, deciding to pass the fault on the new rumored beast to dodge the shame of their indiscretions. But Mira needed the money, and arguing over this would achieve nothing. “I’ll head into the forest at first light,” she said instead, her voice devoid of investment.

“Oh, thank you!” the elder’s genuine gratitude spilled, raw and earnest, all too similar to the beggar’s back in Aldwyn. “We’ll arrange a place for you to stay, a hot meal—”

“Do you have ale?” Mira asked abruptly, feeling the lessened weight of the supplies in her pack.

“We do, yes,” the elder nodded, a hint of concern dimming his expression.

“I’ll trade the meal for a generous mug, if it’s no trouble,” Mira said, wishing for a blissful oblivion before her hunt began. Her tolerance was climbing, and the fear of her reserves running dry before she returned to Aldwyn gnawed at her.

“Certainly,” the elder replied, gesturing to a young man nearby. “My son, Marek, will see to your needs.”

Marek led Mira down the village’s quiet street, snow crunching under their boots. The village felt small, its timber houses huddled against the cold, faint light spilling from shuttered windows. Fyrnstead’s women caught Mira’s eye—clear skin, bright eyes, curves soft beneath winter layers, moving with grace despite the beast’s shadow. Their allure stops the beast’s claws? Mira wondered.

Marek stopped at a sturdy house, smoke curling from its stone chimney. “You can stay with us,” he said, his voice earnest. “My mother’s got a spare bed, and there’s stew—”

“No,” Mira said, the word sharper than she meant. She caught herself, softening her tone just enough. “Is there somewhere I could be alone?” The thought of a family’s kindness, their merry voices filling the air, made her withdraw even more.

Marek hesitated, then pointed at a barn at the village’s edge. “There’s a shed behind the elder’s barn. It’s dry enough, but at this time of year…”

“More than enough,” Mira said. “I’ve made do with less.”

“I’ll get what you need,” Marek said, ducking into the house as Mira headed for the barn, dusk settling fast. The shed stood half-buried in snow, its walls rough but solid. She pushed the door open, hinges creaking, and stepped into a dark space smelling of straw and damp wood. Barely warmer than outside and without a source of light, which was only to be expected and suited Mira just as well.

The hanging tools cast shadows on the wall from the dim light coming through the open door. Mira closed the door behind her before she dropped her pack and made a soft corner for herself, spreading her camping cloths over the cot.

Marek returned soon, balancing a mug of dark ale, a dim lantern, and a blanket tucked under his arm. “Father said you wanted this instead of stew,” he said, setting the mug and lantern on a splintered crate. “Still, there’s bread in the blanket.” His eyes flicked to her, hesitant, as if expecting her to refuse it.

Mira’s lips twitched, a reluctant chuckle escaping. “Didn’t have to do that,” she said, meeting his gaze briefly. “Thank you,” she said, even if kindness sat uneasy with her.

“You sure about staying here?” Marek asked, his breath fogging in the lantern’s dim glow.

“I’m fine,” Mira replied, taking the mug. Marek nodded and left, shutting the door with a soft thud. She sipped the ale, the bitter taste grounding her, and she emptied a third of the mug in swift time before she tipped the last of her flask into it, strengthening the mix.

Unwrapping the blanket, she found a warm loaf, its crust crisp. She set it on the crate, pulled the wool over her shoulders, and settled back, hoping to keep her sleep dreamless for another night. But as the ale’s haze deepened, Mira heard a crunch of footsteps outside the shed, soon followed by a soft knock on the door.

Mira sighed. “Yes?” she called.

The door eased open, and a young woman slipped in—perhaps twenty, with wide eyes, full lips, and a thick braid swaying against her scarf. Her beauty was striking, even in the lantern’s dim light. One of the daughters? Mira made an easy guess, her gaze lingering on the girl’s concealed belly, village rumors unconfirmed. They’re hard to blame for desiring her, Mira mused over the girl’s beauty, which stirred her pulse, but she shoved the thought aside, craving solitude over the company of a vulnerable pregnant girl.

“I’m Ana,” the girl said, voice low, shutting the door quickly. “You’re hunting… the beast, aren’t you?”

“That’s the plan,” Mira said as she sat in the corner, holding the mug, hoping that whatever this was would end quickly, and the girl would leave.

Ana took a step closer, her fingers twisting the shawl. “They call her a beast, a monster, but…” She faltered, eyes on the floor.

Mira raised a brow. “‘Her’?”

“Her, it—I don’t know,” Ana mumbled, burying her face in her scarf, flustered. “I was in the forest last moon, running from… things at home. Then I heard this… song.” Her voice softened, like she was back there. “Like a wolf’s howl at first, then a lover’s whisper, pulling me deeper. It warmed me, made me feel safe, like nothing else could.”

“What else?” Mira asked as she set the mug down, leaning forward slightly. “The path, the time—how’d you get back?”

“It’s hazy,” Ana said, frowning. “Just snow, that song, and… someone watching. I saw eyes—not wild, not like a beast’s. Clear, like a summer sky.” Her cheeks reddened, but she didn’t look away. “It didn’t feel wrong.”

Mira exhaled, leaning back. “A pretty tale to dodge a scolding,” she said, voice low. To think that I expected something useful. But her skepticism softened briefly. Spinning such a bold tale… She shook her head and waved a hand. “Go home, Ana. You’re lucky you walked out alive. Whatever’s out there, I’ll deal with it.”

Ana shrank slightly, nodding, but paused at the door. “I don’t know what she is—beast, spirit, something else,” she said, voice firm with sudden conviction. “But that song… it would be sad if that song were silenced.”

“… Go,” Mira said, quieter, less a push than a nudge. Ana slipped out, her footsteps fading into the night.

Alone again, Mira took the loaf, its warmth startling her hands. She tore off a piece, chewing slowly, thinking back to Ana’s words. A beast with pretty songs and summer eyes that guides silly girls back home, before going on a ravenous feast, leaving behind countless mangled animals? Magic, maybe, she thought, swallowing another bite. A dangerous mix if the creature is as fierce as they claim.

Mira spent good coin stocking potions for a reason. If I must deal with magic too... Mira’s thoughts trailed off as she drained the mug, haze dulling her, the bread’s taste fading as she sank into her blanket and drifted away.

Dawn’s light slipped through the cracks in the shed’s cracked boards, waking Mira with a faint ache as she stretched on her makeshift bed. Her movement sent the empty mug rolling further across the floor, and she found the squashed, half-eaten loaf under her back. That dawn arrived so quickly was a blessing—a sign of undisturbed oblivion.

Mira opened the door, letting the morning pine breeze from Tyhorn Forest clear her mind as she coated her arrow tips and many blades with the monster venom she had saved, its acrid scent sharp in the chill. She packed swiftly to head out without any more delay.

The elder stood by the palisade as Mira passed, his face lined with worry. “Be careful,” he said, eyes tracing the shadows under hers. “Tyhorn’s more than beasts. My grandfather spoke of… something older.”

Ana’s whispers of songs and summer eyes lingered in Mira’s mind, but the mauling beast’s slaughter of animals claimed precedence. “I’ve fought many beasts, old and new,” Mira said, issuing a challenge to this tale as she looked to the forest’s skeletal trees.

“Then may you live to face many more,” the elder replied, hope in his voice.

Mira’s lips twitched with a bitter half-smile, and she walked on, boots crunching the snow. But before she reached the forest’s edge, she reached into her pack for one of her enhancement potions, a costly one. Mira had trained her mind well, but she was no mage. And if she were to face a beast capable of affecting the mind, Mira needed the boost. For such a price, they could have made it not taste like mold, Mira thought as she downed the potion and approached the still forest.




Chapter 4

Mira had come upon the beast’s tracks much sooner than expected—a bloody feast barely two miles into Tyhorn Forest, a deer split open, its blood staining the snow. Bloody paw prints led from it, fresh and deep. The gruesome scene stirred her memories, and the same scene from her dreams flashed before her eyes, but Mira shoved them down and followed the culprit’s trail. Strange prints, not man nor animal; she’d fought many beasts, but none left marks quite like these.

The forest lay unnervingly still, even for winter. Only distant woodpeckers broke the silence, faint reminders of life inside the forest. Mira passed a torn bear, not even an hour from the deer, its carcass ravaged. They weren’t wrong to complain about their game, she thought. Quite the appetite. Perhaps this was a mission for a larger party after all, Mira thought to her conversation in the Guild, but she pressed on, tracking the beast. It wasn’t hard—its massive paws churned the snow like it ruled the forest unchallenged.

Strong but stupid? Mira wondered. She’d seen monsters grow careless with unchallenged power, though that never changed the fact that they were tough to put down. From her pack, she took a glass flask—a purple potion—and hooked it to her utility belt. Sixty seconds, she reminded herself as she took her bow in hand and crept through the snow, slowing her breath in advance to keep her aim steady when needed. A low breeze blew in her face, masking her scent from the enemy—a much-needed advantage.

As the forest thickened and Mira closed in on the beast, her senses came alive, and her steps grew lighter. The many years of training and harsh experience drilled into her muscles and mind were not so easily washed away. But here even the woodpeckers fell silent, and the shadows in the distance seemed darker than the bright sky above should have allowed. Mira nocked an arrow and sank lower, creeping forward slowly as she scanned the distance.

A low growl rumbled ahead, but Mira did not flinch—the adventurers who did rarely kept their lives for long. She had to keep her pulse even and her hand firm even as a hulking shape emerged in the distance. Its fur was dark and thick, wolf-like but matted with scars that rippled over muscles that could tear a lesser drake apart. Claws raked the frozen earth as it took heavy steps. Its eyes glinted, sharp and cunning, scanning for intruders.

Maybe not as stupid, Mira thought, holding still, searching for her shot. The beast’s jaws parted, revealing jagged fangs, a shred of meat caught between them. Old wounds scarred its flank—deep gashes from a fight it shouldn’t have survived. Mira knew she would not prove a similar deadly challenge for the beast if she made even the lightest error. A faint, crude howl lingered in the beast’s throat as it opened its maw wider.

You don’t look like the type to sing a calming song, Mira thought as she raised her bow and aimed her shot. Just stay still, for a—

Cold dread barely touched her when the beast vanished in a dark flash. Mira leapt from her hiding spot, firing three venom-coated arrows in rapid succession at her former cover. The feral beast crashed into it not a moment later, shredding snow and shrubbery in a violent burst. One arrow sank into its back, drawing a spit-throwing howl as it tore the other two from the air.

Mira landed on a tree branch, unhooking her purple potion and downing it fast. But she’d barely swallowed half before the tree shuddered and fell, dragging her down as the flask slipped from her fingers. Chunks of trunk flew where the beast clawed it apart, then lunged, claws-first, to meet Mira mid-fall.

Won’t even slow down! Mira hurled dagger after dagger at the monster. One sank into its chest, another into its neck. It didn’t flinch, its hide was too tough. The creature salivated, claws itching to shred her. Mira threw again, aiming for its eyes. It swatted the blade aside, giving her a split second to nock two arrows and fire point-blank.

The beast howled, pain flaring as the venom-coated arrows buried deep in its left forearm. Mira twisted mid-air, narrowly dodging a lethal swipe as the beast hurtled past. She grabbed another dagger, thrusting it into the beast’s exposed nape, earning a loud, unyielding howl but little else. Falling opposite each other, her potion’s reflexes kicking in, Mira snatched the falling flask and drank what little remained inside before dodging again—the beast’s claws missed splitting her in three by inches.

Mira rolled as soon as she hit the snow, bow in hand, absorbing the shock to keep moving as the beast howled in pursuit. It left drops of blood in the snow, sprinting on all fours, noticeably slower—whether from the wounds, Mira’s enhanced reflexes, or both, she didn’t care.

Got you, Mira thought, pulling from her dwindling quiver and nocking another arrow. Her muscles burned, vision sharpening painfully from the potion. She fired, the arrow piercing the feral wolf’s throat, sinking deep. The beast didn’t slow. Eh? Mira fired another—same effect, the beast howling and salivating, closing fast. She jumped, but the beast caught her leg, claws sinking deep, and smashed her back into the snow.

“Argh!” Mira groaned, air knocked from her lungs as the beast turned her bow to splinters with one swipe and lunged, salivating maw wide. Mira grabbed her last two venom-coated daggers and thrust one into the beast’s eye, another under its jaw, halting the monster just as its teeth pierced her armor, sinking into her shoulder and scraping her neck. The beast emitted a low, dying gasp, its heavy body collapsing atop Mira.

She stared at the painfully sharp pines looming overhead, letting out a single breath of relief before pain surged from all sides. Leg torn, neck raw, blood seeping through her armor, the beast’s weight choking her breath. “Get off!” she hissed, straining, pain flaring, and rolled the beast’s bulk aside, gripping her daggers to free them as it slumped, churning the snow to bloody mud.

Mira groaned, crawling backward to a tree for support, her back pressed against bark, her leg throbbing but obeying while her potions gave her strength, now fading fast. She eyed the scattered splinters in the snow—all that remained of her bow. Her quiver, still on her back, came off; she checked it, finding broken arrows—lost in the struggle. Not that it mattered without a bow.

“Sorry to disappoint you, Ella,” Mira muttered, unhooking her quiver’s leather strap to tighten it above her leg wound, easing the blood flow. She cut a piece of her cloak, tying it around the gash, her labored grunts the only sound in Tyhorn for miles.

But Mira hadn’t finished the knot when a growl sliced the air. Mira froze, spotting a second beast stalking through the trees—same as the bipedal wolf she slew, but sleeker, eyes wilder, and not a scar on its wet fur.

“Another one?” Mira gasped, reaching into her pack for another potion, cutting her fingers on broken glass. This time, the cold dread had plenty of time to sink deep as the beast stalked closer, its pace slow and deliberate. She clasped a single remaining enhancement potion and downed the vial, struggling to her feet, her leg screaming.

Mira leaned against the tree, relying on its support to ease the strain on her ruined leg for as long as she could. She gripped her two daggers, blood seeping from her right hand and mixing with the blood of her previous foe on the blade. Her sharp sight only fed her despair—no weakness gleamed in the stalking beast’s unscarred fur as it circled through the pines. Her victory now worked against her as the second beast sized up the human who’d slain its kin, circling warily instead of charging blindly.

I have only one chance, Mira thought, clutching her daggers tighter. The remaining venom was now useless—the beast would tear her apart before a wound or two could slow it. She needed a single deadly strike, no room to miss. But with each passing second, the pain gnawed deeper, her enhancements nearing their end.

“Come at me, overgrown furball!” Mira yelled, staring down the beast, desperation hidden behind her defiance. “I’ll make a coat out of you and your buddy!”

The beast’s eyes flared as it snarled and charged on all fours, snow spraying, faster than Mira could hope to match. That’s right! Mira lifted her back from the tree, gathering all her strength for one swift exchange of blows as the beast closed fast. She still saw her target clearly, but her body had to obey her commands. The beast lunged, claws slashing forward, splitting the tree behind Mira as she ducked, twisted—her leg buckling—and thrust upward amidst the splinters, aiming both daggers at the beast’s neck.

Come on! Mira’s desperate inner cry rang out as time slowed for her. Her daggers pierced the hide on the beast’s thick neck, just beneath the jaw, but didn’t sink deep enough—the cost of her leg giving out. A blindingly swift swipe ended her attempt, sending Mira tumbling through the snow to crash into a tree with a painful cry.

Mira slumped against the tree, her body giving out completely, a new searing pain in her side as her entire frame ached. She reached for a weapon on her belt but found none as she watched the beast turn, barely a trickle of blood on the fur at its neck, her two daggers lying in the snow by its curved animal feet.

The beast salivated, maw wide—this one, too, now eager to feast on her flesh. The only weapon within Mira’s reach was a broken arrow, which she gripped in a last act of defiance, though she knew it couldn’t even slow the beast.

Sera, will you accept my apology? Mira asked silently, her vision blurring as the beast charged for the killing blow, jaws gaping, when a sudden blur of dark purple flashed before her eyes, sweeping the giant beast aside and sending it sprawling across the sunlit snow.

Mira’s pained, blurring eyes widened in disbelief. A stunning figure stood tall before her, turned slightly to the side, staring down at the felled beast. Long, dark hair shimmered like a wolf’s pelt in the late morning light, wolf ears twitching atop her head, a thick bushy tail swaying behind her. She wore a purple coat, its fur lining blending with her own, the fabric too thin for Tyhorn’s biting cold—her busty cleavage exposed to the elements, catching the sun’s gleam, a sight to draw hungry gazes even in the frost.

A woman from the northern beast tribes? Mira wondered, her gaze tracing the tail’s graceful sway. This figure was nothing like the feral beasts she’d fought—not a hint of crude savagery. But though graceful, her presence felt commanding.

Their eyes met for a fleeting moment—Mira caught a glimpse of that summer-sky blue, a warmth cutting through her haze, just before the woman turned to the rising beast. With a flick of her hand, she unleashed a raw blast of purple magic—a beam that bathed the forest in violet hues, consuming the beast in an instant. The magic faded with a low hum, leaving a trail of shattered pines, splintered shrubs, and broken underbrush, the beast’s body a twisted wreck among the debris.

“What…?” Mira gasped, her voice weak and shaky. She’d poured every ounce of strength into felling one of those beasts, yet this woman dispatched it without breaking a sweat.

The wolf-woman turned to Mira, her expression softening with concern, sunlight glinting off her fur-lined coat. Mira’s grip tightened on the broken arrow—her only weapon—fear mingling with disbelief as the woman approached. But the stranger ignored the arrowhead aimed at her, kneeling close.

“You’re hurt,” she said, her voice low and gentle, its soft, balming warmth coaxing a fleeting sense of safety.

How does such a dangerous being have a voice so gentle? Mira wondered, the tension in her aching body melting as the broken arrow slipped from her grasp. Darkness enveloped her, warm as the wolf-woman’s nearness, pulling her into its embrace while those summer-sky eyes lingered, a steady light guiding her fading senses.




Chapter 5

Mira roared, fighting with an even greater ferocity than the beasts she slew, her daggers ripping through the last beast’s hide until its corpse slumped into blood-red snow. Her breath heaved, her body drenched in red—beasts’ blood mixing with hers, though she did not feel her wounds, only a cold chill biting deep.

“Sera!” Mira called out, waking from her rage, and sprinted to her fiancée. She fell to her knees, hands cupping Sera’s delicate face, brown eyes still wide open, frozen in terror from the moment Mira let her guard slip. Cold already, Mira realized in terror. The sudden moment when she saw Sera collapse, dead before her body hit the snow, replayed in her mind over and over and over, and something cracked inside her.

Mira reeled back, trembling as grief sank in, the sight unbearable. She looked around for the other members of their adventuring party. Garron lay mauled beyond recognition, armor shredded. Vael twitched nearby, blood pooling in the snow.

“Vael!” Mira shouted, scrambling to him.

“I’m s-sorry,” he choked, blood spilling from his lips. Mira looked at his wounds—gruesome, beyond any potions they carried. “Mira… please,” Vael choked. She gripped her dagger and thrust it into his heart to end his suffering, then collapsed over him, weeping, guilt and loss crushed her. Minutes, hours: time blurred as the world faded out of focus and meaning. A warm gust blew over Mira’s form, and a branch snapped in the shimmering snow.

“Back for more?” Mira growled, dagger raised, leaping up. But instead of a beast, Mira saw a woman with wolf-like features, striking and serene, emerging through a haze. The woman turned and walked away, her tail flowing behind.

“Wait!” Mira shouted and jumped after the woman. But no matter how fast she ran, she couldn’t catch up to the woman’s unhurried stride, and her naked feet left no prints in the snow.

“Stop!” Mira shouted and nocked an arrow on her bow. The woman finally stopped and turned, a piercing blue flashing in Mira’s mind while the wolf woman remained still as if offering Mira a better shot.

Mira approached slowly, bow pulled, and the tip of her arrow pointing straight at the woman’s heart. It’s freezing cold, and she keeps her chest exposed? Something’s off about her, Mira thought, but her mind felt slow, her movements sluggish, and her eyes lingered on the woman’s “heart” for far longer than she ever intended, drawn to its glowing pulse. Raising her gaze, Mira’s eyes met the clear summer blue—peaceful, gentle.

“Who are you?” Mira asked, her aim faltering.

The wolf woman silently offered her hand. The hunter paused, lowering her bow slowly, then took a slow step toward the woman. Pain stabbed her thigh and stomach, sharp and sudden.

“You’re hurt,” the woman said, voice soft, and Mira’s world spiraled into darkness.

“Ah,” Mira groaned, waking up to the gentle crackle of a fire, its warmth a stark contrast to the lingering ache that pulsed through her thigh.  Her fingers instinctively traced the contours of her leg, brushing against layers of meticulously wrapped bandages where a rough wound had once gaped.

She lay sprawled across a bed of luxurious pelts, their softness cradling her battered body in a tender embrace. Around her, a small cave enveloped her, its rugged walls bathed in the flickering amber glow of the flames, casting shadows that danced with a life of their own. The air carried the faint musk of fur and the smoky whisper of burning wood, soothing her senses despite the dull throb of her injuries.

My armor! The sudden realization jolted her. Clad only in her undergarments, she felt exposed and vulnerable in a way that clawed at her very being. She shifted to rise, but a sharp stab of pain shot through her body, forcing her back onto the pelts with a stifled groan.

“I wouldn’t do that,” came a voice, smooth and rich, instantly familiar to Mira from the echoes of her haunted dream and the dull memory of her rescue.

Mira turned toward the sound, her breath catching as her eyes settled on the figure tending the fire. The woman’s fur shimmered—a mesmerizing blend of midnight black and deep purple that merged seamlessly with her dress. Her tail swayed behind her with languid, hypnotic grace, so fluid it might have been mistaken for part of her coat were it not for its motions, alive with their own rhythm.

Her every movement carried effortless poise; even the simple act of adding kindling to the flames radiated a quiet competence that hinted at something divine. When she turned, her luscious lips curved into a warm smile, and her vast blue eyes—deep and piercing—met Mira’s, seeming to gaze straight into her soul. Her beauty was undeniable, softened by a welcoming charm, yet her presence carried an all-encompassing essence that rippled through the air, as if she were a vessel for a force far greater than her form.  No longer the ephemeral specter of Mira’s dream, she still felt barely tethered to reality, her edges shimmering as though she might dissolve into the cave’s very stone at any moment.

“Who are you?” Mira whispered, the question from her dream spilling out once more.

“My name’s Kaela,” the woman replied, her voice gently caressing Mira with near-palpable touch. “I’m the one who saved your life, though it was a close thing. You were burning with fever, and twice I had to pull you back from the grasp of your nightmares.”

Mira swallowed, her throat parched. “I’m not used to dreaming,” she muttered.

“An untended wound tends to fester,” Kaela said, her tone gentle yet firm.

Mira’s jaw tightened. “I didn’t ask for a life lesson.”

Kaela smiled, unruffled by the sharp response. “Of course not.”

The fire in Mira’s chest snuffed out, replaced by shame. She averted her gaze, her voice softening to a whisper. “That was awful. You saved me, tended my wounds. I’m sorry.”

“Apology accepted,” Kaela replied, her tone lifting with a brightness that seemed to illuminate the cave further. “It’s heartening to see your spirit returning.”

Mira’s eyes drifted to Kaela’s tail, then back to her face, curiosity stirring. “Those beasts—what were they?” she asked, her voice steadier now. “Are you one of them?”

Kaela’s laughter rang out, echoing off the walls like crystalline bells. “I might take offense at that. Do I strike you as so repulsive—beastly, ferocious?”

Mira’s cheeks warmed, a flush creeping up her neck as she shook her head. “Not at all,” she confessed, her gaze lingering on the elegant lines of Kaela’s form. “But you are powerful.”

“A transient gift,” Kaela mused. “Even the mightiest fall eventually.”

If only I were as mighty as you, Mira thought. Then maybe…

It had been years since Mira had last shared the glow of a campfire with another soul, and the rare intimacy pressed heavily upon her. Kaela’s form flickered in the firelight, a primal curve beneath her dress, an elusive hint stirring Mira’s pulse. Mira’s weary mind faltered, and she dismissed the thought. Or had it slipped away? She parted her lips to respond, but a sudden pang in her thigh silenced her.

“You shouldn’t have moved so much,” Kaela chided. Mira followed her glance and saw a thin rivulet of blood seeping through the bandages, stark against the pale fabric. The wolf woman glided to Mira’s side and knelt beside her before the hunter could say a word.

Mira watched, entranced, as Kaela’s deft fingers unraveled the soiled bandages. Her touch was feather-light, with no wasted movement, her honed skill easily outshining any clerics Mira had witnessed, each gesture precise and reverent.

The enigmatic woman produced a series of tonics—Mira didn’t even notice from where—vials of amber and green, their contents exuding earthy scents. As Kaela applied them, the sharp sting in Mira’s wounds melted away, replaced by a soothing warmth that radiated through her flesh. Her body softened, tension unraveling.

Kaela’s proximity was intoxicating. The heat of her body brushed against Mira’s skin, the faint tickle of her fur igniting a shiver unrelated to the cold. Memories stirred of countless steamy nights after reckless fights. That same primal urge came to life once more, sharper and more insistent than before.

Kaela’s hands paused, lingering on Mira’s thigh with a touch that felt deliberate. She lifted her gaze, her deep blue eyes stealing Mira’s breath. “You want me,” she murmured, stating a fact rather than asking a question.

Mira blinked, caught off guard by the bluntness. Usually, I’m more subtle than that, she thought. I must be losing my edge. She fought the urge, yet it flared.

Kaela’s eyes gleamed with amusement. She leaned closer, her warm breath caressing Mira’s cheek, her scent—wild and faintly sweet—flooding her senses. Her fingers brushed higher along Mira’s thigh, sending sparks skittering across Mira’s skin. “You think you can dominate me too?” Kaela whispered in Mira’s ear.

Mira’s hands trembled, itching to reach out, yet something held her back, and Mira wasn’t certain it was just her remaining willpower.

“You must still recover your strength,” Kaela said, pulling back. “Sleep.”

Mira wanted to protest, her mind storming with questions and unanswered thoughts, but a wave of exhaustion washed over her. Her eyelids fluttered, the warmth of the pelts and Kaela’s lingering touch lulling her under.




Chapter 6

Mira’s consciousness drifted through a mosaic of brothels, their walls pulsing with the heat of bodies and the echo of her own restless desires. The wounds from her latest battle throbbed faintly, yet her body moved with reckless abandon, chasing oblivion in the arms of strangers.

In one blurred moment, she pinned a girl beneath her, moving her fingers across the girl’s squelching pussy with an ever-increasing proficiency. “Oh, yes!” the girl cried, her nails digging into Mira’s shoulders as she trembled through climax. She certainly was pretty—dark eyes, lips parted in ecstasy, begging for a kiss—but her name eluded Mira, and she didn’t even feel the desire to kiss her before moving on.

Not that it mattered. Mira was astride another woman soon enough—this one with heavy breasts that commanded heavy coin. Those big tits flushed under sharp slaps that echoed through the dim room. She loved being slapped across her breasts even more than her face. For a fractured second, Mira saw her own yearning face reflected in the woman’s as she landed another slap across it. The vision jolted her, and the encounter ended abruptly—not a problem, since they were all bought and paid for. Soon enough, she was in another brothel, with another woman. Each encounter blurred into the next, each emptier than the last—a hollow ritual to bury Sera’s memory.

A voice sliced through the haze, rich and amused. “They certainly make for warm company, don’t they?” Kaela stood in flickering shadows, her midnight-black and purple fur shimmering under the dance of light from the rich candle lights. She leaned over a blonde girl pressed against a draped wall, one arm braced above her, her towering form casting a commanding silhouette. The blonde tilted her chin, lost in Kaela’s gaze, her lips parted in quiet awe while the wolf woman playfully caressed her.

Mira’s heart stuttered—Kaela’s presence was magnified here, her stature more imposing than in the cave. The cave? Mira’s thoughts tangled, confusion rippling through her. Why did she know this wolf woman’s name? Had she crossed paths with her in some forgotten brothel? These places draw all sorts, Mira told herself, shaking off the unease, her hands resuming their claim of another woman’s eager form.

Yet the wolf woman was impossible to ignore. As she dominated her latest partner, her eyes caught Kaela pressing the blonde’s face against the wall, moving her hips with fierce precision, thrusting hard from behind. The girl gasped, her body yielding to Kaela’s unrelenting rhythm, and Mira’s breath caught at the sight before her eyes: Kaela was thrusting with a thick, veiny cock, its primal girth glistening with juices that it made flow with each deep thrust.

“I can see why you like fucking them,” Kaela said, her voice coiling around Mira’s senses while the blonde begged for more, rocking her hips toward Kaela’s giant cock.

“W-what?” Mira breathed out, her mind reeling. Had her eyes deceived her? Yet there was no mistaking Kaela’s double-natured form, her feminine curves paired with that commanding cock with which she claimed the blonde and stirred up her insides. But Mira’s was quickly overshadowed by searing arousal that was impossible to deny. Worse, a sharp pang of envy stabbed through her—the way Kaela claimed her plaything, the way she made her surrender, how happy that girl looked while receiving those thrusts.

“Make me cum!” the blonde cried, sweaty and needy. “Please make me cum! I need your cum!”

“As you wish,” Kaela said as she gently tilted the blonde’s head and kissed her lovingly before pushing her face into the wall and holding her in place while she fucked her plaything hard and raw into a shuddering climax.

The blonde’s eyes still sparkled in orgasmic afterglow when Kaela flipped her with effortless grace and guided her to her knees. “Drink up,” she said, pointing her throbbing cock straight in the girl’s face.

“Ahn~!” the girl opened wide and closed her lips eagerly around Kaela’s shaft, drinking the thick, pearlescent milk that spilled forth. She swallowed it all with soft moans while looking up at the wolf that claimed her.

“You want this too?” Kaela asked, glancing in Mira’s direction.

Before Mira could answer, the girl beneath her stirred. Ah, she asked her, Mira thought, a tinge of sadness piercing her chest, feeling intently the girl’s pull to Kaela like a throat aching for a collar. The girl crawled forward, lips brushing the glistening tip of Kaela’s cock, tongue lapping the last milky drops with a lover’s devotion. For more than a fleeting moment, Mira saw herself in the girl’s place, her own lips parting, yearning to taste that forbidden heat. The thought jolted her, unearthing a buried desire to submit, her heart pounding with raw need.

Mesmerized, Mira watched Kaela approach, her wolf woman’s fur coat trailing, half-slipped, unveiling her voluptuous dual form in all its primal splendor: hourglass curves, wide hips, full breasts swaying heavily with each step, dark locks spilling over them. Her thick cock stood upright, wet and sticky, throbbing for another mouth, her tail weaving with hypnotic grace. “No matter how much you lose yourself in these indulgences,” she said, her voice gentle yet inescapable, “you’re never truly satisfied, are you?”

“No,” Mira gasped, her body moving before her mind, crawling toward Kaela, mirroring the girl’s surrender without thought.

“It’s alright,” Kaela said, her eyes glinting. “If this is what you crave—indulge.”

“Haah,” Mira breathed, her chest heaving as Kaela’s futa cock loomed closer, its presence overwhelming. Kneeling beneath the wolf woman, her eyes locked on that thick shaft, impossibly broad up close, obscuring her vision as well as her thoughts and worries. Her hot breath grazed its tip, her pulse racing as its heat beckoned, a pull she couldn’t resist, didn’t want to resist. The scent of raw sex and primal bliss pulsed from it, throbbing for a needy hole, and Mira’s parted lips were so close to it, too close to deny.

“Ahn!” Mira opened wide, leaning past the point of return, her lips wrapping around the cock that consumed her senses.

What am I doing? This shouldn’t feel so right! she thought, sucking with a hunger that startled her, her tongue tracing the shaft’s contours as if it were made for her. The faint salty tang of cum and juice lingered, nearly claimed by the previous girls’ eager mouths. My fault for hesitating, Mira thought, a spark of her hunter’s grit flaring. I’ll work harder to claim my share. The deeper she sucked, the fiercer her craving grew, her body awakening to a need she’d buried too long.

“That’s it, hunter, surrender,” Kaela murmured, her hand soft on Mira’s head as the hunter indulged herself. Kaela’s hand was gentle, though Mira had seen its commanding strength. On her knees, servicing this primal force, its thick cock filling her mouth—Mira burned with a fierce desire to yield even more, to feel that shaft plunge deeper, knowing ecstasy awaited if Kaela claimed and dominated her like the other girls who yearned for that cock to fill them.

Her hunger surged as she filled her mouth with the futa woman’s cock, each pulse stoking her desire. Slipping a hand between her thighs, she found her pussy slick and burning. Have I ignored myself this long? she wondered, her thoughts dissolving into a single, consuming question: Will she claim my body if I offer it?

Mira looked up at Kaela. With her mouth full of cock she met the piercing eyes that saw her exactly as she was—desperate for that big cock deep inside her. Mira knew she didn’t need to say anything—it was obvious. As if the slick sounds of her pussy weren’t enough, Mira pushed Kaela’s cock deeper into her mouth, gagging on the sensation she was woefully unprepared for. Yet she tried again, straining to take at least a little more—to prove she was worthy, to show Kaela and herself how much she craved this.

“Ghl!” Mira’s eyes widened as Kaela’s cock stretched her throat’s entrance. In a flash, all thoughts vanished. She couldn’t breathe, she couldn’t think, she couldn’t move. All that existed was her, the primal wolf, and that futa cock consuming her mind.

“Khaah!” Mira gasped, pulling back. Reeling on her hands and knees, sticky spit coating her mouth, tears in her eyes, she looked up. The wolf smiled, waiting for Mira’s next move. Mira surged forward, took Kaela’s cock again, and forced it into her throat once more. The overwhelming stretch erased her thoughts again, but this time, Mira held, basking in the moment. Pulling back with a spark of pride, she licked the hot, sticky cock that had just stretched her throat, pressed its heat against her face, and rasped, “Take me!”

Kaela flipped Mira over and threw her onto the bed.

“Oof!” Mira exhaled, and a second later, she felt the immense pressure of Kaela’s hand on her back as the wolf pulled Mira’s hips up, pressing her thick cock against her craving entrance.

“Ahn!” Mira moaned, trembling from countless little shocks sparked by her wet pussy feeling the touch of that hot cock She felt how thick just the tip of that cock was, she felt how slippery it was, coated with her saliva. Mira rocked her hips—the only movement she could manage while pinned beneath the wolf’s strength—rubbing against it, inviting it in.

“Savor this moment,” Kaela said, fulfilling Mira’s wish. She pushed her thick cock inside, slowly, letting Mira relish every inch that stretched her wide and filled her completely.

“Hhn!” Mira clutched the sheets as Kaela’s cock consumed her mind as much as her pussy. It demanded her full attention; she vividly felt and pictured every vein on the shaft reshaping her walls. She could barely breathe, thinking she’d reached her limit, yet that cock pushed deeper, beyond what Mira thought possible, skewering her with fulfilling pleasure that made her crave even more, even deeper.

“Anh!” Mira whimpered, trembling, as Kaela’s cock met firm resistance, finally halting its advance. Then Kaela pulled back, retreating slowly, steadily, pulling on Mira’s pussy, its stretched walls clinging to the hot, girthy shaft.  Mira opened her mouth to breathe, sensing something building, feeling Kaela’s cock slow, then stop, then—

“Oahn!” Mira cried out as Kaela plunged her cock inside, smashing past Mira’s resistance, making her shudder from the shock, only to be jolted again by another thrust, and another, and—

“Oh, fuck!” Mira screamed as something cracked in her mind, a spike of pain and pleasure sending a growing shudder through her body. She didn’t understand this feeling. She’d felt something like it before, long ago. When was the last time she felt it? But it was never like this, not this animalistic. Mira moaned as a forgotten, numbing heat washed over her body and bathed her brain in the shuddering bliss of orgasm.

And through it all, Kaela kept fucking her—rough and hard. Mira didn’t even notice how her wrists ended up together and bound in Kaela’s grasp, leaving her even more defenseless against the assault she embraced with both need and fear. Was it an orgasm? If so, why didn’t it stop? Why did she feel even greater heights awaiting her, despite being at her limit?

“Ahn!” Mira cried out when a sharp pull on her hair lifted her off the bed. Before she knew it, her back pressed against Kaela’s soft, massive breasts as the wolf held her weightless, fucking her in the air, driving her cock up into Mira’s trembling pussy, slamming into her, fucking the moans out of her.

“Yes! More!” Mira cried as Kaela’s hand closed around her neck, the sharp edges of her fangs grazing her skin without piercing as she bit Mira’s ear. Mira was utterly helpless, at the mercy of this overwhelming force. Yet she never felt better, giving herself to the wolf’s grip, embracing a coming wave of unnamable pleasure that made her mind flash white and rock her hips against the cock bulging her abdomen, hurtling toward rapture.

A flash of white—Mira was on her back, Kaela over her, heavy breasts swinging mere inches from her face as the wolf woman fucked her. Mira’s hands were free and she instantly grabbed hold of the soft, malleable breasts and wrapped her lips around Kaela’s hard nipple as she licked, bit, and sucked insatiably. Moaning into Kaela’s tit, she wrapped her legs around Kaela’s wide hips, pulling herself closer, as close as possible to this overwhelming futa, giving herself to Kaela’s strength, basking in it.

“Mmfaahn!” Mira’s muffled moans turned to cries as Kaela’s cock swelled inside her, the wolf plunging hard and rough, her shaft pulsing on the verge of eruption. With a snarl, Kaela buried her cock deep, unleashing a hot flood of seed that filled Mira’s depths. Mira surged to Kaela’s lips for a feverish kiss, arms wrapping tight around her, body quaking as the futa wolf’s heat claimed her fully. Kaela’s thrusts pressed on, each deep stroke flooding Mira with waves of warmth that washed over her like the sea, carrying her deeper into bliss.

The brothel dissolved, its heat fading into a moonlit glade, snowy and still.

Mira dropped to her knees, sinking into the snow, breath shuddering, her body still echoing with the last tremors of release as the cold pressed in around her.

Kaela stood before her, tall and radiant, her thick fur catching the silver light. She reached out and brushed Mira’s cheek. Her touch warmed wounds still aching beneath the surface.

“That chain of death has weighed on you too long,” Kaela whispered, her hand still resting against Mira’s face.

Mira leaned into the touch, drawn to the warmth, the calm.

“Come,” Kaela said, offering her hand.

Mira took it.

They moved through the trees. Snow whispered beneath her bare feet, yet she felt no chill. The dark between the trees was thick with death, but Kaela’s presence held it at bay.

Mira wasn’t sure how far they went. It felt like drifting, not walking. She didn’t care—she simply craved more of this warmth, wrapped in the soothing comfort of Kaela’s enveloping presence.

She’d been cold for so long. She’d endured more than she should have. But here, with this woman, she felt safe.

All she had to do was let go—and she did.

***

Afterword

Thank you for reading! I hope you enjoyed this story.

More Stories by Yuuji Everyleaf

https://www.patreon.com/YuujiEveryleaf

Join the Discord community to chat!

https://discord.gg/SbZe2qv

More Books by Yuuji Everyleaf

Yuuji Everyleaf author page

[image: A cartoon of a person  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]Submitting to Futa Alpha

When a lonely young woman went on a Christmas hiking trip, she couldn't have possibly imagined what kind of miracles Santa had in store for her. A saved wounded wolf transformed into a voluptuous futa monstergirl, reality clashed with fantasy, and the dominant hung futa proved too skilled not to submit. Can any woman resist her body's desire for the ultimate gift from an alpha wolf?

[image: ]Futa Elf Queen’s New Submissive Toy

In a world of elven dominance, Elara is one of many gifts offered to curry favor with the formidable Queen Vela. Whispers of the futanari queen’s unmatched fertility and prowess pale in comparison to the reality that captivates Elara, ensnared by the commanding presence of the well-endowed futa queen.

With total submission and unwavering devotion, Elara embraces her role as Vela’s newest submissive toy within her ever-expanding harem, falling hopelessly in love as she revels in every pulse of ecstasy and torment beneath the queen’s dominant gaze.
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