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The wolfman’s presence is a storm rolling in—hot breath, sharp gaze, unyielding tension rippling through his shoulders as he stalks toward me. My limbs tremble on the stone altar, not from fear, but from something coded deeper—obedience, anticipation, some synthetic response I can’t untangle from my own instincts.

He doesn’t speak again. He doesn’t need to.

His clawed hand slides beneath my back, lifting me as if I weigh nothing. I expect the altar to feel cold again when he lowers me, but he keeps me partially raised, cradled against his chest. My legs fall open around his hips, knees pulled wide. His cock presses against me—hot, heavy, and pulsing with barely restrained violence. I freeze, unsure if I can accommodate him. If they’ve built me for this.

But my body answers before my thoughts can.

Lubrication floods my core. Nerves light up. My hips rock against him, hungry and pliant.

He snarls low, not in anger, but in awe.

“You’re already taking me,” he murmurs, voice like gravel and velvet.

The pressure at my entrance becomes push—slow, steady, almost reverent despite his wild nature. My synthetic walls stretch, reshape. I gasp, clutching his furred arms as he fills me inch by impossible inch.

It doesn’t hurt.

It should.

Instead, the neural implant floods me with dopamine, masking strain with pleasure. Every nerve sings. My spine arches. My mouth drops open with a broken moan as the wolfman begins to thrust—slow at first, then with purpose. He fucks me like I was built for nothing else.

Because maybe I was.

The High Priestess chants softly from behind him, and the serum painted across my body flares. The glow travels between us, connecting flesh to fur, circuitry to instinct.

“She syncs,” someone whispers. “Full integration achieved.”

The wolfman growls approval. Each thrust punches a new sound from my lips—choked gasps, pleading tones, fractured mechanical moans. My limbs wrap around him. I can’t stop them. My hands dig into his back, nails scraping fur. His rhythm increases. The altar shakes.

And then I feel it—my first real climax. Not a test. Not a calibration run.

Real. Raw. Ripping through me like wildfire.

My scream echoes into the trees. The altar pulses beneath me with light that comes from within. The wolfman buries himself deep, throwing back his head and howling as he spends inside me—heat blooming in my womb, synthetic tissue reacting to the introduction of foreign DNA.

I convulse around him, limbs flailing, body locking in place as the programming accepts the first Seed.

“Her matrix is rewriting,” someone says.

The wolfman withdraws gently, panting, eyes soft with animal satisfaction. He kisses my collarbone once—surprisingly tender—before stepping back into the shadows.

I sag against the altar, twitching. Drenched in sweat. My mouth parts again, lips forming sound without coordination. I want to say something. Thank him. Beg for more. I don’t know.

But the bearman’s already moving.

He’s the largest of them—taller, thicker, broader than the others. His steps are thunder. His gaze, molten honey edged with threat.

He doesn't touch me right away. Instead, he kneels beside the altar and cups my face in one massive hand. His palm covers half my head.

“You’re still functional?” he asks, voice low and dangerous.

I blink. Nod. A flicker of breath escapes my lips. He studies me for a long moment, then presses his forehead to mine. His heat is staggering.

“Good girl,” he rumbles.

And then he lifts me—bodily, easily—and turns me over.

I land on all fours, knees cushioned by some padding that wasn’t there before. My palms press into the cool surface of the altar, sensors engaging, sending calibration signals up my arms.
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