

    
        
          Tales from the Lycan Warrior: Volume I

        

        
        
          Tales of Ardor - Volsung Arc, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Isadora Sartre

        

        
          Published by Isadora Sartre, 2025.

        

    



  	
	    
	      Also by Isadora Sartre

	    

      
	    
          
	      Tales of Ardor

          
        
          
	          Strung Up By Her Web: A Monster Girl Fantasy

          
        
          
	          House of Crow

          
        
          
	          Tales from the Viscount Volume I

          
        
          
	          Tales from the Viscount: Volume II

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tales of Ardor - Volsung Arc

          
        
          
	          Tales from the Lycan Warrior: Volume I

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Tales of Ardor - Vymairy Arc

          
        
          
	          The Orc and the Bandit: A Monster Girl Fantasy

          
        
          
	          In Her Coils: A Monster Girl Romantasy

          
        
          
	          Tales from the Elf Witch: Volume I

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Isadora Sartre’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Copyright © 2025 by Isadora Sartre

All Rights Reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Cover by Ilia Salte (a.k.a. ilia_simp)

Table of Contents

Part I

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Part II

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

––––––––

Part III

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Part I: Prologue

The wind howled low across the shattered field, dragging with it fine needles of snow that stung like ash on exposed skin. A tall, black-furred werewolf trudged through the ruin, his scarlet cape snapping behind him like a torn banner of some forgotten kingdom. Each step sank deep into the drifts, the frozen ground beneath uneven with the shapes of the dead.

They were everywhere. Elves in shattered armor, their elegant forms twisted in the final moments of resistance. Lycans, broader and heavier, lay among them in equal number, their snarls forever frozen into rigid masks. Spears jutted from ribcages, shields lay split in half, and blood—once hot and furious—had long since darkened into brittle stains beneath the snow.

The battlefield was silent now. Even the carrion birds had abandoned it. The meat was too tough and too brittle.

The werewolf’s breath came in slow, heavy plumes, rising from his muzzle in thick clouds. Frost clung to the coarse hairs along his jaw. His muscles ached beneath his armor, exhaustion threading through every limb like lead. Two weeks, at least. Two weeks of marching ahead of the main force, scouting, surviving on scraps, pushing his body beyond reason.

Too late. Always too late.

His gaze swept over the endless corpses, and something bitter coiled in his chest. All this death... and for what? No banners raised. No territory claimed. Just bones beneath the snow and stories that would be told differently depending on who survived to tell them.

Valor. Honor. Words that tasted hollow now.

He exhaled sharply through his nose, a low rumble rising in his throat.

Something cut through the rot and frost. His steps stopped.

The werewolf lifted his head slightly, nostrils flared.

There, he thought. It was faint but unmistakable. Something was nearby. 

Fresh.

Warm.

Alive.

His stomach tightened painfully, a sharp reminder of how long it had been since he had eaten anything of substance. Saliva gathered along his gums, his lips twitching as instinct surged, overpowering thought.

Fresh meat, he thought, his pulse quickening. Close. So close.

His gaze shifted slowly, locking onto a mound of bodies some distance away. Frozen limbs were tangled together, armor glinting faintly beneath a dusting of snow.

The living soul knew the game was up. There would be a fight to the death or flight.

An elf burst free from beneath the pile, scrambling, slipping, then sprinting in the opposite direction. He was slight, young—his movements desperate but swift. He vaulted over broken wagon frames and shattered barricades, weaving through the remnants of trenches that had once carved order from this chaos. He carried no weapon but a small dagger at his hip.

The werewolf watched him go, unmoving. Something flickered behind his eyes—not hesitation, not quite—but recognition. The elf’s stride was uneven. Wounded, perhaps. Or simply exhausted, like him. A survivor by chance or by stubborn will.

It didn’t matter. Not out here.

Slowly, deliberately, the werewolf reached back and plunged his massive sword into the frozen earth. The blade sank with a dull crack, anchoring itself upright as he released his grip. The weight lifted from his arms.

He lowered himself onto all fours, his armor shifting and creaking softly with the movement. His claws bit into the ice beneath the snow, finding purchase. His shoulders rolled, muscles tightening, coiling with lethal readiness.

The world narrowed.

No battlefield. No war. Only prey.

His lips peeled back, revealing rows of sharp, gleaming teeth. A low growl vibrated in his chest, building and rising.

A howl tore from him, raw and feral, splitting the silence of the frozen graveyard. It echoed across the field, carrying a promise older than any war cry.

In the distance, the fleeing elf faltered—just for a heartbeat.

The Hooded Hound surged forward, a dark blur against the white, snow scattering beneath his powerful strides. The cold air burned his lungs, but he welcomed it. It sharpened him.

He could hear it now—the elf’s breath, ragged and frantic. The uneven rhythm of boots striking frozen ground. The faint, copper-sweet scent of blood trailed behind him.

The elf fought for every step and every breath, as though something beyond mere survival drove him forward.

The werewolf’s ears flattened as he ran, his gaze narrowing. He pushed harder, closing the distance at terrifying speed, snow and death blurring around him as the hunt consumed everything else.

The elf leaped a shattered trench, nearly stumbling on the landing—but he caught himself, pressed on, refusing to fall.

Refusing to die.

The werewolf closed the distance with frightening speed, and in one final leap, jaws stretched wide, the two souls on the battlefield were reduced to one.
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Kiloannum Ten - Year Twenty (Year 10,020 of elven rule)

Continent of Stamen

The sun hung low over the forest, casting long shadows as Volsung of Denburg strode down the dirt road that wound its way to the gates of Ishnul. The trees, twisted and gnarled, stood like silent sentinels around him, their skeletal branches swaying in the cold wind that howled through the gloom. His footsteps left no mark in the dirt as he walked; his claws, sharp and black, struck the ground silently, yet the air seemed to tremble under the weight of his presence.

His armor was ancient and worn, a testament to countless battles fought and survived. The chest and shoulder plates bore deep scars, pitted from arrows, swords, and the unforgiving claws of beasts. But none of it mattered. Volsung was a warrior, and no mere metal could contain the ferocity that burned within him. His scarlet cape flapped in the breeze like a banner of war, its once-vibrant hue now faded and torn. His fur, a deep charcoal black, shimmered in the dim light, its darkness broken only by the brilliant green of his eyes—eyes that gleamed with predatory intensity. The scars across his arms told stories of battles fought, of enemies slain, of survival against impossible odds. His left ear was half-missing, a remnant of an old fight with a rival lycanthrope, and his broadsword—massive, deadly, and forged in the heart of a mountain—rested across his back, the hilt as tall as a man, its blade nearly as long as Volsung himself.

The dense forest seemed to recoil in his wake, creatures and pests alike scurrying away at his approach. Even the infamous heelworms, vile parasites that plagued these cursed woods, dared not come near. Only the stillness of the night air and the steady thrum of his heartbeat accompanied him on his journey.

At long last, the stone walls of Ishnul loomed ahead, the city’s jagged silhouette rising against the blood-red sky. The gate was a towering structure of wood and iron, manned by elven guards who stood poised with pikes and crossbows, their eyes wide and hands steady as they took aim at the hulking warrior.

One of the guards, a young elf with trembling hands, spoke first, his voice barely above a whisper. “Lycan, what business do you have here? The treaty between the elves of Stamen and the hound invaders is very clear. This is an act of war if you go any further!”

Volsung's lips curled into a predatory grin, and he chuckled—a low, rumbling sound that seemed to echo through the hollow air. It was a sound that made the blood of the elves run cold, and the very earth seemed to groan beneath him. He met the eyes of the elf who spoke, green eyes gazing with something ancient and dangerous.

“I, little elves of Ishnul, am Volsung of Denburg,” he said, his voice deep and resonant. "And I am here on business. It need not concern you.”

The elves at the gate froze, their defiance giving way to apprehension as they recognized the name. The young guard faltered, his grip on his pike loosening ever so slightly. Even the archers atop the wall, hidden in their lofty perches, flinched at the sound of Volsung’s name, their bows lowering a fraction as fear crept into their hearts.

The sergeant, a weathered elf with a scar along the side of his face, stepped forward, his voice cracking with tension. “We know that name. We assume you have the proper paperwork on hand. Otherwise, entry must still be barred.”

Volsung’s grin widened, revealing a row of sharp teeth. His green eyes twinkled with a malevolent amusement as he reached into the satchel at his waist and pulled out a rolled parchment. He unfurled it with the casual ease of someone who had done this many times before. The parchment was aged and frayed at the edges, but the wax seal was unmistakable—an emblem of the magistrate of Cartha, the highest authority in the lands of the north.

One of the elves, a younger warrior who had clearly seen little of the world beyond Ishnul, took a tentative step forward to inspect the document. Volsung towered over him, the shadow of his massive frame casting the elf into darkness. The warrior looked up at him, feeling like a mouse staring at a mountain; his eyes wide with terror.

From up on the











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
TALES
FROM THE
LYCcﬂN WﬁRRIOR

[SADORA - SARTRE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





