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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.

 

He walked forward until he stood before me,
still firmly holding my gaze. “What are you called?” he asked,
breaking the thick silence of the room.

 

“Rose,” I replied, my
earlier fear long gone, and I found myself parting my legs
wantonly, wanting nothing more than the feel this stranger’s hands
slide under my dress.

 

“I am Charles,” he said,
taking my hand and pulling me to my feet. “I will not harm you.” I
sank into his embrace like a romance novel heroine. I felt the hard
bulge of his cock pressing against my stomach, and for the first
time I reacted with eagerness. Everything felt slightly hazy like a
dream, and with the boldness that comes from an unreal situation, I
let my hand drift lower to touch that hard bulge in the front of
his trousers.

 

He shivered and his hips thrust forward into
my hand. I unbuttoned the fly of his pants and his thick organ
sprung free. Charles’s cock was much larger than my husband’s. My
small hand could barely encircle his girth, and I began stroking
the length of it, my wrist seeming to instinctively know the motion
that would bring him the most pleasure.

 

I stole a glance at Charles’s face and saw
the that his eyes were burning a bright gold that had nothing to do
with the firelight. All the stories of demons and monsters I had
heard in my childhood flooded back, but I didn’t care. He hadn’t
even touched me yet, and I had already felt more sexual pleasure
that I had experienced in my short life.

 

Charles’s hand snaked under my skirt and
immediately sought the wetness between my legs. Two seeking fingers
slipped inside me, and, finding me dripping and ready, Charles
pushed up my skirt and pressed me against the door. Naked from the
waist down, I should have felt embarrassment and shame, especially
with exposing myself in front of someone other than my husband, but
the power had worked well and I felt nothing but desire. Charles
took his cock in his hand and guided it inside my tight passage,
pinning me against the wall.

 

I keened loudly at the exquisite pleasure of
being speared by that impressive organ. My body was finally awaking
to the physical bliss it was built for. I wrapped my arms around
his shoulders and dug my fingers into the black cloth covering
them, trying to pull him closer, wanting to drive his cock deeper
into me.

 

Every pounding thrust shook the door and the
coil of heat building in my loins, the start of the first orgasm of
my life, shook something loose in me. The thought of continuing to
lay back and stare at the ceiling while an ungrateful man used my
body and gave me nothing in return was unthinkable.

 

Charles’s right hand supported my leg that
wrapped around his hips, but his left hand was busy untying the
laces of my bodice. The laces gave way, and he pushed the worn
fabric off my shoulders, freeing my breasts to his hungry gaze.

 

My husband had little interest in anything
other than the hole he could stick his cock in, so every encounter
with him hand involved nothing more than him raising my nightgown
to my waist. No man had ever laid eyes on my breasts, and no man
had ever wrapped his lips around a tight nipple the way Charles
did. I felt a sharp pain slice through the haze of pleasure as his
teeth cut into my breast, but that was quickly replaced by an
ecstasy the like of which I had never experienced as his bite
brought me to a screaming orgasm.

 

The wall and Charles’s iron grip were hardly
enough to keep me upright as wave upon wave upon wave of euphoria
flowed over me, causing every part of me from my toes on up to
quiver and shake until I was slumped boneless against the wall,
held up by a hand, a door, and a cock.

 

I felt myself growing dizzy in a way that
had nothing to do with my pleasure, something I would later learn
was Charles siphoning days from my life, and at that point I really
did believe he would kill me, something I was surprisingly content
with if this was how I would die. “Make me like you,” I
whispered.

 

Charles’s thrusts grew faster and more
erratic, and then he froze and I felt his cock pulse inside me,
flooding me with his cold seed. Charles lifted his head from my
breast. “I can bind you to this life,” he said, his voice rough
with desire. “You will live many lifetimes and see many things, but
to survive you will need this.” Still buried inside me, he thrust
forward. “Every mortal you take gives you days from their life.
That is the power we wield given to us by the bear. You will be a
beast like me.”

 

I chuckled bitterly. My mortal life had no
comforts and promises of heaven did little to placate my misery.
Having the power of a beast sounded wonderful. I replied simply.
“Yes.”

 

At my words, I felt Charles’s cock swell
again inside me, despite him having come only moments ago. His eyes
met mine and he opened his mouth. I could see that his canines were
longer and sharper, the type of teeth that could tear flesh. The
rest of his body was very human, but his eyes and his teeth
betrayed his true nature.

 

I could feel the heat growing between us.
Taking care not to dislodge his cock from my pussy, Charles dragged
us to the floor, pulling me on top of him. The unfamiliar position
felt natural as the powerful magic wrapped itself around me like a
shroud.

 

My eyes slipped shut and I shivered as
Charles’s mouth found its way to my breast again. I yelped in
surprise and pain as I felt those sharp teeth sink into my nipple,
changing me with that bite into a creature like himself.

 

Almost instantly, I could feel the
transformation taking place in me, as my body shifted into
something else. I opened my eyes and the dim room seemed bright as
day. The weakness that had consumed my body from hunger and cold
faded away like a bad dream and I just stared down at Charles as I
silently began rocking my hips, riding him towards both of our
completions.

 

Charles told me later that the sight of me
rising and falling on his cock, my breasts bouncing with the
movement and my mouth open with a look of bliss was the most erotic
thing he had ever seen. I had never cared less about how I looked
than I did at that moment. The pressure was beginning to build in
me again. Charles reached between us and pushed aside the
cumbersome fabric that hid were our bodies were joined. He took my
hand and brought it to the thatch of soft hair between them,
pressing my fingers against the swollen little nub that I would one
day learn was my clit.

 

My rebirth had stripped away any mortal
inhibitions, and my fingers enthusiastically touched myself,
spreading apart my lips and spreading our combined juices over my
clit. The second orgasm hit me and I froze on top of Charles, still
except for my fingers still busily working at my clit. Like a wet
fist, my pussy clenched around Charles’s cock, squeezing a second
orgasm out of him and flooding me with more of his cold seed.

 

When the world stopped spinning, I stood up
on shaky legs, whimpering slightly at the absence I felt as
Charles’s cock slipped from me. A rush of his come and my own
juices spread down my thighs, and I collapsed back into the chair
where I had been sewing by the fire such a short time ago.
Bare-breasted and well fucked, I asked, “What do we do now?”

 

I’m sure most will expect to be regaled with
tales of Charles and I traveling Europe and the New World, fucking
in every fantastical city and pledging our immortal werebear love
to each other.

 

No thanks.

 

I had done my time in domestic drudgery and
dull monogamy as a human. As a were-creature, I had no interest in
being someone’s eternal companion. I wanted freedom and to
experience as much pleasure as my magic filled body could
endure.

 

Charles and I rode from the village that
night. Snow and starvation no longer frightened me. I experienced
my first transformation under that cold moon. My body shifted, my
bones lengthening and stretching. Shaggy fur grew across my body,
and I found myself staring at the woods through my bear eyes.
Charles had transformed as well and we took down a deer that night,
catching the half-starved creature by surprise.

 

Our hunger satiated, we slipped back into
our human forms and rode south, spending a few days or a few weeks
in each village, passing the time until spring brought supply ships
and we could hop a ship to the Indies.

 

We parted company in the West Indies, and I
spent a comfortable 50 years seducing handsome military men. A
young Lieutenant from Sussex was a personal favorite of mine in
those years. Hugh Bennet was his name, and he had a fixation on a
certain part of a woman’s anatomy.

 

Hugh Bennet loved eating pussy.

 

That’s nothing too terribly strange now, but
back in those days it was seen as unmanly, so finding a man who
would put his head between your legs was a rare gem indeed. Full
scale glamors weren’t needed with many human males, but just a
touch of my persuasive abilities made my lovers drop their
inhibitions and do what they really wanted in a world that was
normally far too bent on silly morality.

 

Hugh caught my eye at an Officer’s
gathering. It was high summer and even at night the heat was
oppressive. The air was thick with humidity and the sharp odor of
the torches lighting the garden, and, luckily for me, didn’t take
more than a wink and the fluttering of my eyelashes to separate
Hugh from his companions. I wore a gown of deep emerald green,
standing out against a sea of military wives clad in shades of
pastels.

 

Hugh was one of those men caught the eye of
every eligible woman, and quite a few with husbands of their own.
His hair fell in golden curls and his blue eyes sparkled with
mischief. He looked like an ever so slightly debauched cherub, and
when he followed me into the garden he was all too ready to show me
just how deep his debauchery went.
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