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The forest clearing was a cathedral of shadows, its air thick with the acrid bite of burning sage, the earthy crush of pine needles underfoot, and the sharp, metallic tang of my own blood. I knelt at the center of a ritual circle, its boundaries etched deep into the loamy earth with precise, ancient runes that pulsed faintly under the swollen full moon. My hands trembled around the obsidian athame, its blade gleaming like liquid night as it caught the silver light pouring from the sky. The moon hung low, a gravid orb that seemed to throb with a living energy, casting a glow that felt almost tangible, wrapping the clearing in a shimmering veil. The forest was unnaturally silent, save for the faint crackle of smoldering herbs in a bronze censer and the low, resonant hum of power vibrating through the ground, like the heartbeat of some ancient beast stirring beneath the earth.

I shouldn’t have been here. The ritual was forbidden, a secret so dangerous it was only whispered about in the darkest corners of my coven’s gatherings. The elders spoke of it with fear, warning of its power to unravel the soul, to bind the summoner to forces beyond mortal control. But I was done hiding, done cowering in the shadows of my own potential. My coven had rejected me, mocked my ambition, and cast me out for daring to seek power beyond their rigid traditions. They called me reckless, dangerous, a threat to their precious balance. But balance had never served me—it had only chained me. I wanted more. I needed it. Those who had denied me my rightful place would soon learn the cost of their scorn. Tonight, I would claim the power that was mine by right, no matter the price.

I raised the athame, its edge biting into my palm as I sliced deeper than intended. Pain lanced through me, sharp and grounding, and I hissed, watching crimson well and drip onto the rune-carved stone at my knees. The blood sizzled faintly as it met the stone, the runes flaring briefly with a deep, amber glow. The ancient words tore from my throat, guttural and raw, each syllable heavy with intent. They were older than my coven, older than the forest itself, a language of primal forces that seemed to draw the air tighter around me. My voice rose, steady despite the tremor in my hands, the incantation building to a fevered crescendo. The ground quaked beneath me, a low rumble that sent pebbles skittering across the earth. The air grew heavy, charged with an electric hum that prickled my skin and set my nerves alight. My heart pounded, not with fear, but with a reckless, intoxicating thrill. This was it—the moment I seized my destiny.

A howl shattered the silence.

It wasn’t a sound—it was a force, primal and bone-rattling, a vibration that sank into my chest and sent a pulse of heat straight to my core. My head snapped up, eyes scanning the edge of the clearing. Shadows moved, massive and sinuous, their forms coalescing from the darkness like living nightmares. Their eyes glowed like molten gold, piercing the gloom with a predatory intensity that made my breath catch. Wolves, but not wolves. These were something ancient, something otherworldly—beasts of muscle and fur, their forms shimmering under the moonlight like liquid obsidian. They were larger than any natural creature, their shoulders broad, their limbs corded with power, their fur rippling like a dark sea. My pulse raced, not in terror, but in awe, my body responding with a shiver that was equal parts dread and an unfamiliar, primal desire.

The largest of them stepped forward, his presence dominating the clearing like a storm cloud blotting out the stars. He was enormous, his black fur streaked with silver, his muscles rippling with every deliberate step. His eyes locked onto mine, and I felt it—a connection, a pull that burned through my veins and made my thighs clench involuntarily. He was beautiful in a terrifying, primal way, his power radiating like a tempest, raw and untamed. His muzzle was scarred, his ears notched from battles long past, and his gaze held a wisdom that was both ancient and feral. Fenrir. The name came unbidden, as if he’d etched it into my mind with those piercing golden eyes, a whisper that echoed in the depths of my soul.

“You summoned us, little witch,” he growled, his voice a low rumble, like thunder rolling over velvet. It was both a accusation and a promise, laced with a hunger that made my skin prickle. “You dared to call the Wild Hunt. Now you’ll pay the price.”

I opened my mouth to protest, to demand answers, to assert my control over the ritual, but the words died in my throat as he closed the distance in a single, fluid bound. His massive frame loomed over me, pinning me to the ground with his weight before I could react. The earth was cool and damp against my back, a stark contrast to the furnace of his body, radiating a heat that seared my skin through the thin fabric of my ritual robes. His breath was hot against my neck, a scalding gust that carried the scent of musk and wild earth. His sharp teeth grazed my pulse point, a feather-light touch that sent a shiver of pleasure-pain coursing through me. I should have fought, should have screamed, should have summoned the magic that still crackled in my veins, but my body betrayed me. I arched into him, my breath hitching, my hands instinctively reaching for the thick fur at his shoulders, craving the roughness of his touch.

“You’re mine now,” he snarled, his voice dripping with possession, a dark vow that sent a jolt of heat to my core. “Mine to claim, mine to fuck.”

His words ignited something deep within me, a primal need I hadn’t known existed. It wasn’t just desire—it was a hunger, a craving for the wildness he embodied, for the power that coursed through him. I moaned, low and desperate, my hands tangling in his fur as his claws tore at my robes. The fabric shredded like gossamer under his strength, the sound of ripping cloth echoing in the clearing as he bared me to the cool night air. My skin prickled under the moonlight, exposed and vulnerable, yet I felt no shame—only a burning need that grew with every second his eyes raked over me. His tongue, rough and scalding, dragged across my collarbone, tasting the salt of my sweat and the faint copper of the blood still seeping from my palm. I gasped, my hips bucking against him, and he chuckled—a low, guttural sound that vibrated through my core, stoking the fire within me.

“You want this,” he murmured, his voice a dark promise, his muzzle brushing my ear as he spoke. “You want to be taken by the Wild Hunt, don’t you, little witch? You called us, and your body knows what it needs.”

I couldn’t lie, not to him, not to myself. My body was a live wire, every nerve sparking with need. My thighs were slick with arousal, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps. I had summoned them, whether I understood the full consequences or not, and now I was theirs. “Yes,” I whispered, my voice trembling with desire, raw and unashamed. “Take me. Please.”

His golden eyes flared with approval, a predatory gleam that made my heart race. He didn’t hesitate, didn’t ask for further permission. His massive cock pressed against my entrance, thick and throbbing, unmistakably canine in its shape. It was enormous, far larger than any human’s, with a tapered tip designed for penetration and a swollen knot at its base that promised both pain and pleasure. The shaft was slick with precum, glistening under the moonlight, its heat radiating even before it touched me. I whimpered, my body tensing instinctively at the sight of it, a mix of fear and anticipation swirling in my chest. He growled, low and commanding, as he thrust forward, filling me in one brutal stroke.

The stretch was overwhelming, a burning ache that bordered on unbearable. His cock was too big, too thick, splitting me open with a raw intensity that made me cry out, my nails digging into his fur. Yet the pain twisted into pleasure, a sharp, sweet sensation that flooded my senses and stole my breath. His knot pressed against my entrance, not yet forcing its way inside, but its presence was a constant reminder of what was to come—a promise of being locked to him, claimed fully. I gasped, my hips jerking as he began to move, his thrusts deep and relentless, each one driving him deeper, hitting places inside me I hadn’t known existed. His body was a furnace, his
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