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**The Living Realm**
Stables and Sweat
The heat hit Loona like a brick wall the second she teleported onto the farm. Fuck. 
Humid, thick air clogged her throat, sweat already slicking the fur along her neck. Red dust kicked up under her claws as she scanned the goddamn fields—endless rows of corn, a rusty tractor, and him: the farmer. A sweaty human in a stained tank top, bent over a fence post 200 yards away. The neighboring farmer, recent addition to hell, wanted him dead. Loona’s lip curled. Easy. She adjusted her earbuds, static hissing in her ears to drown out the cicadas. 
Easy contract. One bullet to the skull, back to Hell before Blitzo could whine about "overtime."  

She stalked forward, claws flexing in her pockets. Just don’t make me talk to you, dumbass. The farmer straightened, scratching his gut, and for a second, Loona froze—his back was turned, but the sweat glistening on his spine made her fangs itch. Ugh. Disgusting. She’d rather lick mud than smell his cheap deodorant, if he even wore any. She crept closer, silent as hellhound shadow, until—  

SPLAT. 

Her boot hit a patch of slick, rain-sodden manure hidden under the dust. Legs flew out from under her. She hit the ground hard, face-first in a fucking puddle of mud and cow shit. It coated her muzzle, her chest, seeped into her shorts. “FUCK!” She spat out a mouthful of grit, claws digging into the sludge. "GODDAMN IT—!" Her voice cracked, raw with fury. She ripped off her earbuds, static screaming into the open air. The farmer didn’t even turn. Of course he didn’t.  

Loona hauled herself up, dripping. Mud streaked her tank top, clung to her legs, matted her fur. Her outfit—ruined. "I swear to fucking Satan," she growled, kicking a clod of dirt. No time to teleport back for clean clothes. Not with the contract still warm. She spotted a barn nearby, door hanging open. Fine. Whatever.  

Inside, it reeked of hay and piss. She slammed the door shut, locking it with a snarl. "Fucking humans," she hissed, peeling off her mud-caked tank top. It hit the dirt floor with a wet splat. Her shorts followed—same fate. Panties followed right after. Standing there, naked and steaming, she glared at her reflection in a dusty metal bucket. Mud smeared her tits, her stomach, her thighs. Disgusting.
She grabbed a rusty hose coiled in the corner, cranked the handle, and icy water blasted her. She gasped, fangs bared, but didn’t flinch. Scrubbed the sludge off with rough hands, water sluicing down her body, over her nipples, between her legs. Every drop felt like a fucking insult.  

Her clothes hung over a hay bale, dripping. She stood there, dripping too, fur plastered to her skin, tail lashing. The farmer’s silhouette moved outside the barn door—still oblivious. Loona’s claws dug into her palms. You’re dead, asshole. Just you wait. But for now? She was stuck here. Wet. Naked. And pissed.

The hose sputtered out, leaving Loona standing in the gloom of the barn, water still beading on her nipples, her thighs slick. She shook her head like a wet dog, spraying droplets everywhere. Fucking perfect. Stranded in a shit-stink barn, naked as the day I clawed into hell. She grabbed her muddy tank top off the hay bale, wrung it out with a growl—

Snort.
Loona froze.

In the shadowed corner of the barn, a massive feral horse—muscles rippling under dusty brown fur—shifted in its stall. Its ears flicked toward her. Great. Fucking spectator. She ignored it, yanking her shorts back on, damp fabric clinging to her hips. But then—

Thump. Thump.
The horse stomped, restless. She glanced over, teeth already bared. “What the hell—”
Its cock was out.

Swollen. Thick as her forearm. The flared head glistened, already leaking, the shaft veined and rigid, that thick mid-ring pulsing as it grew longer, harder. Holy shit. Loona’s breath hitched. She’d seen demon cocks before—big, weird, spiky—but this? Pure, primal animal. No finesse. Just raw, throbbing need.

She turned away fast, clawing at her hair. Don’t look. Don’t fucking look. But her body didn’t listen. Her nipples tightened. A low, wet heat pooled between her legs—shit, no—after weeks of Blitzo’s whining, Moxxie’s squeaking, the emptiness of her apartment… she was itching. Dry. Aching. And here? No witnesses. No judgment. Just her, the mud, and that dick.

Snort. Closer now.

The horse had stepped out of its stall. Hooves clicking on packed dirt. It nudged her shoulder with its muzzle—warm, wet breath on her skin. Loona didn’t move. Couldn’t. Her claws dug into her thighs, drawing blood. This is fucking insane. But her hand slid down her stomach anyway, tracing the wet heat where her shorts clung. She peeked.

The cock was right there. Inches from her hip. Thick. Pulsing. That flared head shiny with pre-cum. The horse let out a low, rumbling whinny—hungry—and pressed its belly against her back. Heat. So much heat.
Loona’s eyes rolled back.

Her free hand shot out, gripping the base.

Fuck. Hot. Veined. 
Thicker than any demon she’d ever seen. It jerked in her fist, the mid-ring stretching her palm. She stroked once—rough, desperate—and a choked gasp tore from her throat. Gods, yes. The horse shoved harder, its cock sliding against her ass, her thigh, dripping onto her fur. She dropped to her knees in the hay, not caring about the dirt, the smell, the wrongness—

Loona’s snarl ripped through the barn—pure, feral rage. But under it? Relief. Finally. Someone to use.

Loona’s knuckles were white around the base of that monstrous cock—two fucking feet of throbbing, veined horse meat*, hot as a furnace against her palm. The musk hit her first: thick, earthy, animal. Like wet soil and salt and something raw that made her fangs ache. She glared up at the horse’s blank, dark eyes, chest heaving. This is stupid. Fucking stupid. But her tongue darted out anyway, tracing the flared head—slick with pre-cum, bitter on her taste buds. She gagged. Ugh. Disgusting. 

Then she licked again.  

Long, rough strokes from root to tip, her claws scraping the swollen mid-ring. The horse shuddered, nostrils flaring, and shoved forward—hard. Loona choked, her throat flooding with the beast’s musk. Fuck! She bit down on the head, just enough to make it snort in pain, but the cock pulsed against her teeth, leaking more. Bitch. She sucked the tip into her mouth, swirling her tongue over the flare. It tasted like iron and sweat. Like power. Her free hand fisted in the horse’s balls, yanking down hard. “Slow the fuck down,” she growled, but her hips were already rocking against the hay, her cunt dripping onto her thighs.  

Then the horse decided.  

It lunged—hooves stomping, crotch slamming into her, pinning her against the stall wall. Loona snarled and then struggled, but the cock jerked deeper, past her gag reflex, scraping her throat. Too deep! She clawed at its belly, drawing blood, but the beast didn’t care. It fucked her mouth like she was nothing—long, brutal thrusts that made her eyes water. Hay stuck to her sweat-slicked fur. Her tank top, still damp, rode up as the horse’s belly ground against her front. She could feel its heartbeat through the cock in her throat—wild, relentless.  

Thrust. 

Her nose buried in its sheath, drowning in musk.  

Thrust.  

Her claws ripped gashes down its flank. It whinnied—pleasure or pain?—and fucked harder.  

Loona’s vision blurred. Her throat burned. But her hand slid between her legs, fingers rubbing her clit in frantic circles. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. She was so close—needed it—just as the horse’s rhythm turned jagged. Its cock swelled, that thick mid-ring stretching her jaw wide. She felt it—now—the hot, violent pulse as it came.  

Blast after blast of thick, scalding cum flooded her mouth. She tried to pull back, but the horse held her there, cock throbbing against her tongue, filling her until it spilled down her chin. Too much. She gagged, tears cutting through the mud on her cheeks, but she kept sucking—needed to empty it, to prove she could take it. The last spurts hit the back of her throat, bitter and heavy. The horse finally stepped back, its cock glistening, spent.  

Loona collapsed onto the hay, coughing, cum dripping from her lips and nose. Her whole body shook. Holy shit. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, glaring at the horse like it’d insulted her. “Fucking beast,” she rasped, voice raw. But her thighs were still slick. Her cunt still ached. And as the horse nuzzled her neck—warm breath on her ear—she didn’t shove it away.  

Loona’s shorts were drenched. The damp fabric clung to her cunt like a second skin, every shift of her hips sending a fresh jolt through her. Fuck this. She tore them off, kicking them into the hay, her body burning—needy, raw. That horse cock was still hard. Thick. 

Taunting her. 
She stalked to a hay bale, dropped to all fours, and arched her back—tail flicking, ass high in the air. “Come on, you dumbass stallion,” she growled, glancing over her shoulder. “Unless you’re scared of a hellhound—”

THUD. THUD. THUD.
Hooves hit the dirt. Fast.

Before she could blink, the horse was on her—hot breath on her ass, muzzle nuzzling the wet slit between her legs. Loona snarled, “Not there, you—” but the beast shoved. Its chest slammed into her spine, pinning her face-first into the hay. 

Too heavy. Too fucking strong. 
She clawed at the bale, hay stabbing her palms, but the horse wasn’t playing. It reared up, front legs braced on either side of her hips—trapping her.

Then it slapped her ass with that cock.

WHAP.
WHAP.
WHAP.
Two feet of throbbing horse meat whipped against her cheeks—thick, veined, dripping. Loona gasped, her cunt clenching empty. “Fuck—! Slow the—” But the horse didn’t slow. It lined up, the flared head pressing—not at her cunt, but higher. Her ass.

WIDE EYES.
“FUCK NO—”

Too late.

The head pushed. Not gentle. Not slick. Just raw pressure against her tight hole. Loona screamed—a guttural, broken sound—as the thick flare stretched her, tearing past her resistance. “FUCK! FUCK! FUCK—!” Hay filled her mouth. Her claws ripped furrows in the dirt floor. The horse didn’t stop. It shoved deeper, that thick mid-ring ripping through her ass, the shaft plunging in with one brutal lunge. “AAAAAGH—!”
TOO BIG.
TOO DEEP.
TOO MUCH.
She felt full.

The horse fucked her like she was prey. No rhythm. Just power—hooves stomping, chest slamming into her back, cock pistoning in and out of her ass with wet, squelching force. Each thrust drove her face deeper into the hay. Cum from earlier dripped from her chin, mixing with sweat and dirt. Her ass burned—torn, stretched—but her cunt gushed, thighs trembling. Shit. Shit. Shit. She was cumming. Uncontrollable. Humiliated. The horse’s belly slapped against her cheeks, its breath hot on her neck, and it kept going—deeper, harder—like it knew she was breaking.

“STOP—!” she choked, but her hips rolled back, taking it. Needing it.
“MORE—!” The word ripped out of her, raw and ragged.

The horse obeyed.

It reared higher, fucking her with animal frenzy—cock swelling, the flared head grinding against her insides, that thick mid-ring pulsing as it emptied again. Hot cum flooded her ass, burning deeper than before. Loona shattered. Her scream turned into a sob, her body convulsing as her own climax ripped through her—cunt spasming, claws digging into the earth. The horse didn’t pull out. It stayed, cock still twitching inside her, breath ragged on her neck.

Loona collapsed into the hay, ass stuffed, cum leaking down her thighs. Her vision swam. Fuck. Me. She’d begged. Begged. And this beast had owned her.

Loona’s lip curled. Blood dripped from her knuckles.

Perfect.
The horse’s cock was still inside her—two fucking feet of throbbing, veined meat buried deep in her ass, pulsing like a second heartbeat. Loona’s claws dug into the hay bale, knuckles white, breath ragged. 

Full. Stuffed. Ruined. 
Every twitch of that thick mid-ring sent fresh shocks through her spine. Cum leaked around the shaft, hot and sticky, dripping down her thighs onto the dirt floor. She could feel it—the stretch, the burn, the ownership. Her cunt clenched empty, aching for what her ass had taken. 

“Fuck. Me.” 

Then it shifted and began to pull out.  

Slow. 

The flared head dragged against her torn rim—wider, rougher—as it slid backward. Loona’s teeth sank into her own forearm to muffle the scream. "Nnnggh—!" Hay crammed into her mouth. Her ass sucked at the retreating shaft, clinging like it begged to stay full. The thick mid-ring caught—stretched her wider—before finally popping free with a wet, obscene SCHLORP when the flared head came free.
Air hit her hole.  

Loona convulsed. Her ass gaped open—red, swollen, dripping—a sloppy ring of muscle trembling around nothing. Horse cum gushed out in thick ropes, splattering onto her thighs, her tail, the hay beneath her. She could see it: her own ass spilling that beast’s load, her rectum quivering like it missed the stretch. The horse stepped back, cock still half-hard, dripping strands of her mixed with his.  

Loona collapsed onto her elbows, ass still high, open. Sweat glued her fur to her back. Blood smeared her knuckles from clawing the dirt. Her cunt throbbed—soaked, needy—as cum oozed from her ass in slow, shameful pulses. She touched herself, fingers sliding through the mess. Disgusting. But her hips rolled into her own hand. 

Fucking pathetic. 

SNAP.
A twig broke outside the barn.  

Loona’s head whipped toward the window—just in time to see the farmer’s face vanish. His shadow lingered against the dusty glass. He watched. Every fucking second. Her lip curled. Good. Let him see what a hellhound really looks like when she’s been ridden.  

She stood on shaking legs, turning to face the window. Ass still dripping. Cum streaking her thighs. One claw hooked into her slit, spreading herself wide for him.  

"Like what you see, asshole?" she snarled, voice raw. "Or you wanna come in here and taste how full I am?" 

The barn door creaked.  

Game fucking on. 

Loona didn’t pounce—she erased him.  

One second the farmer was fumbling with the barn door latch, eyes wide with fucking terror and lust. The next, she had him pinned against the splintered wood, her claws shredding through his sweat-stiffened overalls like paper. Fabric ripped. Buttons pinged off the walls. His nine-inch cock sprang free—hard, flushed, dripping—and Loona’s lip curled. 

"This’ll be good," she snarled, shoving his shoulder. He hit the dirt, hay sticking to his sweat-slick chest. His cock throbbed against her thigh as she straddled him, ass still dripping horse cum onto his legs. She didn’t wait. Didn’t tease. Just slammed down—impaling herself on that human dick, her cunt clamping around him like a vice.  

"FUCK—!" he choked, hands flying to her hips.  

"Shut. Up." Her claws dug into his chest, drawing blood. She rode him like she was punishing the world—hips snapping down, cunt sucking him deep, every thrust grinding the horse’s leftover cum into his skin. His eyes rolled back. 

Weak. 
She leaned in, fangs grazing his ear: "You think this is pleasure? This is work." She flipped him onto his stomach, yanking his hips up. Harder. Her ass slapped against his thighs, the slap-slap-slap echoing off the barn walls. He tried to thrust back—stupid—and she bit his shoulder, drawing blood. "I said shut up."  

She took him every way she could:  

Bent over the hay bale, his hands pinned behind his back, her cunt dripping onto his cock as he fucked up into her.  

On the ground, legs locked around his neck, his tongue forced onto her clit while she choked him with her thighs.  

Standing, his back against the wall, her feet off the ground as he slammed her into the wood, her tits bouncing, her snarls tearing the air.  

Cum built.
His cock swelled inside her. Her cunt clenched, spasming. The farmer screamed as he came—jetting deep inside her, his hips bucking like a dying animal. Loona rode it out, her own climax ripping through her—wet, violent, humiliating. She bit his neck to muffle her scream, tasting blood and sweat.  

Then it ended.  

She shoved him off her. He collapsed in the hay, gasping, cum leaking from her cunt onto his thigh. Disgusting. Loona wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, chest heaving. Her fur was matted with sweat, mud, his cum. She stepped over him like trash.  

"Mission fucking accomplished."
Her claws flashed.  

SLASH.  

The knife wasn’t even out—just her fucking fingers, tearing through his throat like wet paper. Blood geysered—hot, coppery, satisfying—splattering her tits, her face, the hay. He gurgled, eyes wide, hands clawing at the wound. Loona watched, bored, as he choked out his last breath.  

Thump.
Body hit the dirt.  

Loona wiped her claws on his shirt. Adjusted her torn tank top. The horse snorted in the corner, cock already half-hard again. She glared at it. "Not fucking now, dumbass."
She spat a glob of hay and horse cum onto the farmer’s corpse, then kicked his cooling body toward the barn wall. Trash. Decent cock though.

 She grabbed the hose again—icy water this time—and blasted herself from head to toe. Mud, blood, and sticky ropes of cum sluiced down her legs, pooling around her boots. She scrubbed her ass raw with a hay-stained rag, growling as the torn flesh stung. Fucking horse. Her fur reeked of sweat, sex, and iron, but it’d have to do. No time for a proper shower in this shithole.  

She yanked her ruined tank top back on as well as her panties and shorts—still damp, still reeking—and stomped toward the barn door. The horse watched her leave, cock half-hard again. Loona flipped it off without breaking stride. "Keep dreaming. One was enough.”  

Back in the field, she activated the portal—a jagged rip in reality spitting emerald smoke. One last glance at the farm: the farmer’s legs sticking out of the barn, blood soaking into the dirt. Mission fucking done. She stepped through, the portal sealing behind her with a *hiss*.  

I.M.P. Office – 5 Minutes Later
Loona slammed her claw into the "MISSION COMPLETE" button on Blitzo’s desk, leaving a bloody gouge in the plastic. She didn’t look up. Didn’t flinch. Just stood there, fur still damp, tank top clinging to her tits, the ghost of horse cum drying between her thighs.  

Blitzo bounced over, grinning. "Loony! You’re back! How’d it—?"  

"Dude’s dead," she cut in, voice flat. She shoved past him toward her desk, kicking Moxxie’s chair out of the way. "What else you want?" 

Blitzo blinked. "Uh… details? Cause of—?" 

Loona spun, fangs bared. "Throat slit. My fucking claws. Happy?" She ripped off her earbuds, static screeching. "Now shut the fuck up before I use your throat for target practice."
She dropped into her chair, boots on the desk, and pulled her headphones back on. Static. Silence. The office smelled like cheap coffee and demon sweat—not blood, not horse, not the farmer’s cheap cologne. Just work.

Moxxie whispered to Millie, "She’s… extra pissed today."  

Loona didn’t turn. Just flipped them both off without looking.  

Let them wonder.  

Let them smell the lie.  

She closed her eyes.  

Still felt that cock stretching her.  

Still tasted that cum.
Still heard the farmer gurgle.  

"Fuck off," she muttered to no one.  

Another day. Another kill.  

Nothing to see here.
***

Loona’s room smelled like sulfur and stale beer. She kicked the door shut behind her, clawing off her ruined tank top before it even hit the floor. Fuck. Her fur was still damp from the portal jump, but underneath? 

Burning. 
Every step to her bedroom echoed the stretch of that horse cock in her ass, the farmer’s choked screams in her cunt. She didn’t turn on the lights. Darkness suited her mood.  

She collapsed onto the bed, red panties already soaked through—horse cum still leaking, warm and sticky against her tailbone. One hand yanked her tank top up, exposing her tits, grey nipples hard as fucking gravel. The other slid under the waistband of her panties, fingers sinking into her slit. Wet. Full. Ruined.  

"Goddamn it," she hissed, back arching off the mattress.  

Her fingers moved rough—no teasing, no mercy. She smeared the mixed leftover cum over her clit, the musk flooding her senses. That cock. That fucking stallion. Her other hand twisted her nipple hard enough to draw blood. Disgusting. Weak. But her hips bucked into her fist, cunt clenching around nothing. She saw it: the horse’s flared head stretching her ass, the farmer’s cum leaking down her thighs, the way she’d begged for more.  

"Just fucking stop," she snarled at the memory of her own choked moans.  

She shoved two fingers deep, curling them like the horse’s thick mid-ring had. "Nngh—!" Her free hand grabbed her breast, squeezing until it hurt. Harder. Faster. Hay must’ve still been in her fur—she could smell it, taste it. Her cunt gushed, soaking her panties, her fingers, the sheets. *Pathetic.* She added a third finger, knuckles grinding against her clit.  

"Fuuuuck—!"  

The orgasm hit like a sledgehammer. Her back bowing, teeth sinking into her forearm to muffle the scream. Cunt spasming, milking her fingers. Cum—hers, horse, farmer—gushed out in hot squirts, pooling between her ass cheeks. She came so hard her vision whited out, claws ripping the mattress to shreds.  

Silence.  

Panting. Shaking.  

She pulled her fingers out, staring at the glistening mess in the dark. Disgusting. Wiped it on her red panties with a growl. Fucking animals. Fucking humans. Fucking me. 

Loona kicked off the soaked panties, tossing them across the room. They hit the wall with a wet splat. She lit a cigarette, smoke curling around her fangs as she stared at the ceiling.  

"Never again," she lied.  

Her hand drifted back down.  

Just once more. 
***
The apartment smelled like burnt popcorn and her cheap vanilla candles—her attempt at "romance" after dragging Blaze to that demon spa last week. He was hunched over his laptop at their rickety kitchen table, tail thumping against the floor, pink hair falling into his eyes as he typed way too fast. Click-clack-click. Like a fucking woodpecker on espresso.  

Loona kicked the door open, still in her I.M.P. uniform, fur still smelling faintly of sulfur and… something else. She froze when she saw the screen:  

> "LOONA’S FARM FANTASY"  

> By: Blaze Morvane  

> Chapter 1: Mud, Blood, and a Very Big Horse…  

Her eye twitched.  

"BLAZE."  

He jumped, nearly knocking over his energy drink. "H-hey, babe! You’re home early! How was the—" 

SMACK.  

Her clawed hand landed square on the back of his head, sending his pink hair flying. "What the* FUCK is this?!" She snatched the laptop, glaring at the screen. There it was—her mission. The mud. The horse. The farmer’s throat slit. Even the part where she "growled like a bitch in heat."  

Blaze rubbed his skull, grinning like an idiot. "Uh… surprise? It’s for the Hell fanfic contest! Touch competition this year. I thought you’d—"  

"YOU WROTE ABOUT ME AND A HORSE?!" Her voice cracked. "ABOUT ME—ABOUT MY—" She gestured wildly at her crotch, face burning. "YOU WEIRD, PINK-HAIRED MOTHERFUCKER—"  

He just laughed, reaching up to tuck her messy fur behind her ear. "Relax, Loon. It’s hot. You’re hot. Even when you’re covered in horse cum and threatening to bite off—"  

"I’M GONNA BITE OFF YOUR DICK NEXT!" She shoved the laptop at him, but her growl was weak. Half-assed.
Blaze didn’t flinch. Just pulled her closer, his grey-and-white fur soft against her arm. "Admit it," he murmured, nuzzling her neck. "You liked it. The part where I wrote you smirked after the farmer died? Total power move."  

Loona tried to glare. Really did. But her claws relaxed against his chest. "…Fuck off. You and your weird fantasies.”
"Nah." He stole her cigarette from behind her ear, lit it, and handed it back. "You love me."
"You’re a dumbass." She took the smoke, her thumb brushing his.  

"Your dumbass."  

She exhaled a plume of smoke, watching it curl toward the ceiling. The apartment was quiet. Just their breathing. His tail thumping. The stupid way his pink hair fell over his eye again.  

Loona flicked his forehead. "Delete it."  

"Nope." 

"Blaze—" 

"Only if you let me write Chapter 2." He winked. "Involves you, me, and way too much oil. Collaborative this time."  

"I’M THROWING YOU OUT THE WINDOW."  

But she didn’t move. Just leaned into him, her snarl melting into something softer. Something hers.  

Blaze grinned. "Told you you loved it."  

Loona took another drag, smoke hiding her smirk.  

Yeah. Dumbass was right.  

Loona looked at him… then her eyes narrowed.  

One second Blaze was grinning at his laptop, pink hair messy from her earlier smack. The next, she had him pinned against the kitchen table—claws digging into his wrists, her thigh shoved between his legs. His energy drink tipped over, spilling neon liquid onto fanfic drafts. Good. 

"You think this is funny?" she snarled, fangs grazing his throat. But her hips were already grinding against his. Hard. She could smell it—him. Musk. Ozone. Heat. That fucking eight inches of thick canine cock straining against his sweatpants.  

Blaze just laughed, breath hot on her ear. "Loon, baby, you’re dripping on my—" 

"SHUT UP."  

She ripped his pants down. His cock sprang free—fat, ridged, dripping—exactly eight inches of veined hellhound meat. Loona’s breath hitched. Fuck. She’d seen it a hundred times, but right now? After that fic? Her cunt clenched empty.  

"Still thinking about that horse?" Blaze teased, tail wagging. "Or—"  

"I’ll fucking kill you."  

She shoved him backward onto the table, knocking laptops and cans to the floor. Hay? Horse cum? Whatever. 
None of that shit mattered now. 
Just him. Just this. She yanked her tank top off, tits bouncing free—nipples hard, fur slick with sweat. Blaze’s eyes darkened. "Fuck, Loon—"  
“You. Me. Now."  

He dropped like a stone. Loona stepped over him, ass high, cunt glistening as she backed onto his face. "Eat me raw," she growled. "Or I’ll—"  

His tongue slammed into her.  

"FUCK—!" She clawed her thighs, back arching. Too good. Too right. His tongue circled her clit—rough, insistent—while his fingers spread her ass, teasing the hole like it was also begging. 

"You like that?" he mumbled against her pussy. "Want me to—”  

"Blaze! Shut. UP!"  

She spun, shoving his shoulders down. His cock slapped against her stomach—hot, *throbbing. No more words. Just hunger. She sank down onto him, taking every fucking inch in one brutal slide. "NNNNGH—!" Her cunt clamped around his girth, walls fluttering. Tight. Needy.  

Blaze’s head hit the table. "Gods, Loon—!"  

"Shut. The. Fuck. Up." She rode him like she was avenging Hell itself—hips snapping down, tits bouncing, claws raking his chest. Blood welled where her nails dug in. He loved it when she got rough like this. His hands gripped her ass, squeezing, pulling her deeper. "You’re mine," he growled, fangs bared, betraying his dumb, goofy smile.  

“Then prove it, dumbass.”
He flipped them. Now she was on the table—legs locked around his waist, back scraping against spilled energy drink. Blaze pounded into her, each thrust slamming her tits against his chest. "Say it," he snarled, teeth at her neck. "Say you’re *mine*—"  

"FUCK YOU—!"  

She hated when he did this shit. Loved it. Her orgasm hit like a fucking explosion. Cunt spasming, claws ripping his shoulders, scream muffled by his kiss. He followed—jetting deep inside her, cock throbbing as he came undone. "Loon—! Fuck—!"  

They collapsed in the mess—sweat, cum, neon drink pooling on the floor. Loona’s chest heaved. Blaze nuzzled her neck, still hard inside her. Knotted. "Told you you loved it," he whispered.  

She smacked his head, but kissed him on the lips right after. "You’re still a dumbass."  

"Your dumbass." He kissed her bloody lip. "Now… about Chapter 2—"  

“Blaze!” 

But she didn’t let go. Just curled against him, tail twined with his, cunt still full of him.  

Yeah.  

Her dumbass.
~THE END~

