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Let me start off by saying, I’m a werebear.
Yes, you heard me. Why should wolves have all the fun?

 

My name is Rose, and I’m 300 years old. When
the English settlers came to colonize America centuries ago,
religion and smallpox weren’t the only things they brought with
them. They brought sorcerers and shifters and they made more of
their kind, including myself. Once I was a young colonial bride,
excited by the prospects of a new land. It took very little time
back then for me to realize my childish dreams of adventure were
far from reality.

 

The man I married ruled the household with an
iron fist, and any sort of disobedience, real or imaginary, earned
me a slap or worse. My education in sex was my husband pushing up
my dress on the night of our wedding and shoving his cock inside
me, not noticing or caring if my body was ready.

 

Like most women back in those days, I found
sex to be something I had to endure to please my husband. I would
lay on my back with my legs spread open while he rutted in and out
of me, counting the minutes until he would shudder and spill his
seed and finally roll off me.

 

When winter arrived, my husband’s attentions
became the least of my worries. The village was ill prepared for
the harshness of the winter, and food supplies dwindled. Starvation
became a real possibility that loomed in front of all of us. I
watched my husband cut my meager rations to fill his belly, and I
longed to run away, but there was nowhere I could run.

 

The nearest towns were all several days
travel through the wilderness, and I wasn’t foolhardy enough to
risk the wild animals that howled in the night or the savages I had
been warned about on a dream. Instead, I smiled and endured like a
good colonial wife and laid on my back whenever my husband
commanded it, all the while dreaming of a freedom I never expected
to have.

 

The snow swirled outside our small cabin and
pushed its way in through the cracks around the door. I sat by the
fire, squinting in the dim light as I tried to mend a torn shirt.
My husband was down in the meeting hall with the other men, making
plans for a hunting party to try to bring down some large game, and
I relished the silence and solitude of the house. Imagine my shock
when my door opened and a handsome, dark haired man entered.

 

I knew every face in the village, and I had
never seen his before. His eyes burned with a hidden fire as he
crossed the threshold, shutting the door and blocking out the storm
behind him. “Who are you?” I asked, my voice shaking as thoughts of
robbers and savages filled my head.

 

The man said nothing, and continued to stare
at me with those burning eyes. I found myself drawn into them and
the cabin and the whirling snow and thoughts of what my husband
would do if he came back and saw me with a strange man all fell
away.

 

Warmth flooded my body. Back then, I didn’t
know that the heat that filled my belly and spread between my
thighs, dampening the secret place between them was arousal. I had
never known any kind of pleasure with my husband, and I had been
taught from birth that women’s bodies were places of sin, so I had
never explored my own. Under his gaze, my nipples hardened and my
breasts grew heavy with wanting. My pussy grew slick and the ache
and need to be filled overwhelmed me.

 

It’s a handy trick when you’re a
were-creature. Our kind is able to produce a powerful arousal in
humans. A well placed glance and whoever that gaze is directed at
is ready to spread themselves open for you to suck and fuck inside
a minute. You see, that’s how we bears stay young for centuries.
Sex with a mortal draws their life essence into us, and with every
encounter we steal a bit of their life. Some werebears are cruel
with this. They like the chase and the fear. They like their
victims crying and begging for their lives, so they take their
conquests by force. My maker had the same philosophy I do. We’re
taking days from their lives so it’s only fair that we give them
something back, the most pleasurable experience of their lives
seems to be a fair enough trade.
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