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Captive of the Beast Men

EVEN BEFORE WE VENTURED FORTH from the quiet security of the trees, the Purple Forest People had legends of the beast men. Our old ones would tell stories around the fire at night of terrible creatures that walked like men but had the faces and souls of fearsome animals. They lurked in the shadows along dark forest trails, or crept up on unwary camps in the dead of night to slay and take captives. And always, always it was the maidens that they carried screaming away into the darkness, for what awful purpose our old ones could not or would not say—they simply stared into the flickering firelight and shook their heads in sorrow.

As we grew older, though, these stories no longer sounded so dreadful. We learned that no one in our tribe had ever seen a beast man, nor did any of our people even know of anyone in the nearby groups who had. The tales were from long, long ago, carried down from long-vanished tribes that were nothing more than distant memories. We no longer believed, and the night held more immediate terrors that we knew all too well—dire wolves, cave lions, giant bears and hyenas—without adding make-believe ones to the list. The beast men became nothing but a tale to frighten gullible children.

Or so we thought.

In the year that I became a woman, the droughts came. Moons passed without rain, and the creeping purple flowers that gave our tribe its name shriveled and died. Food grew ever more scarce, and many died of hunger in the long winter that followed. The next spring brought none of the usual storms, and the slow, brown river which ran through our territory shrank and finally dried up. By the time the third winter of droughts had passed, fully half of the Purple Forest people had died of starvation and those of us that remained seemed little more than walking skeletons.

Lightning strikes from the meager spring storms the following year started fires that burned swiftly through the dry wood of the mighty forests, leaving nothing but a wasteland of ashes and twisted ruin in their wake. We fled north, hoping to find water and game and refuge from the fires, but always other tribes had come before us and taken anything worth having.

For a full year we pressed onward, until we reached the eaves of the great forest and stared out in wonder onto the endless golden plains of the north. Many stopped there and would go no further—for were we not the Purple Forest People? But Hunts-by-Night, chief among our hunters, knew that to stay would mean for us all to slowly starve. He led those who remained and were willing onwards into the wide-open spaces of the grasslands.

Once we learned the ways of the new land food was more abundant there, but still Hunts-by-Night pushed us on, looking for a new home for our people. In fits and starts we crept northwards for two more years, until the forest lay so far behind us that we all knew that we would never see it again. And though things improved, still life was hard. In that year my mother died of a long, wasting illness.

I had expected my father to marry me off to one of the young hunters that year, but I remained in his tent to care for my younger brothers and sisters. For a while I thought my father might take me in my mother’s place, which the elders sometimes allowed in circumstances like this, but he insisted that I should have some strong, young hunter for a husband rather than being forced upon a half-crippled old man. I loved my father and I would have become his wife if he wanted, but secretly I was glad, for a young hunter named Boarfang had taken to watching me at the river and across the campfires in the evenings, and I had hopes that he would ask for me. He was tall and swift and was among the best of our hunters, with hands that were sure and strong whether he was throwing a spear or chipping flint. Whenever I found those deep, brown eyes resting on me a little thrill ran down my spine. Everyone thought that he would ask for Mist, my best friend and the only other unwed girl my age in the tribe, but each time I caught him looking at me I couldn’t help hoping.

It was Boarfang who spotted the mountains in the distance. At first we all thought the distant smudge on the horizon was another forest, but after a few days we saw the jagged peaks of stone stretching up to touch the very stars. None of us had heard of mountains before; none of us could have imagined that such things existed, and many were afraid that we had come to the edge of the world, or perhaps even the home of the gods. But Hunts-by-Night insisted that these mountains were our destination, and that his ancestors had appeared to him in a vision to tell him that we must seek our fortunes there. Perhaps they did, but I rather think he just wanted to see the immense summits up close.

In a few days we found a clear stream fed by melting snow running alongside a scrap of forest that clung to the sides of the mountains. There was food aplenty and shelter from the biting winds that swept down the plains from the north during the winters, so Hunts-by-Night declared this would be our new home and we quickly settled in.

Not long after we raised the first huts to shelter the old and very young, Boarfang came to stand before me. He stood straight, sleek body bronzed by the sun, and his eyes gleamed as he handed me a folded packet of wolf skin. Unwrapping it, I discovered a treasure of flint arrow and spearheads, scrapers, and knives along with bone needles and hooks. My breath caught.

“Wren,” he said, “in two days Hunts-by-Night is taking us out to bring back a bison in celebration of finding a home for our people. When we return, I would like to ask for you to be my wife. I am a good hunter, I can work flint almost as well as the old ones, and Hunts-by-Night says he thinks I will be chief hunter after him. Will you say yes if I ask your father for you?”

I stared down at the wealth in my hands, and struggled to find my tongue. At last I settled for a shy nod, and then dared to meet his eyes. They were dancing in the firelight.

“I will be a good husband to you.”

“I would like a house before winter,” I whispered, greatly daring.

Most of the older hunters felt such work to be beneath them, to be done only by the women and old ones. Boarfang just nodded soberly.

“We will build one together.”

That night when I fell asleep in my father’s tent I was happier than I had been since I was a small child before the droughts came.

Two days later we watched as the hunters disappeared one by one into the tall grasses of the plains, and I turned to thoughts of my coming wedding to Boarfang. Mist giggled prettily when I told her, and she confided that she had long had her sights set on Bowmaker. He was some years older than Boarfang and not so good a hunter, but he could make anything and his craftsmanship was much prized by our people. His wife and two young children had died before we left the forest, and he had been quiet and withdrawn ever since.

“I will make him smile again,” Mist told me.

In the late afternoon we walked up the riverbank to gather blackberries and look for late-blooming flowers to use in garlands. Mist took us to a spot she knew where the brambles grew thickest and the prickly vines sagged with the fat, juicy berries. We spent hours filling our woven grass baskets, until our hands were scratched and our fingers were stained deep purple.

I brushed sweat away from my forehead with my arm. “Let’s go for a swim,” I suggested. “We’ve got enough berries and I’m ready to cool off.”

Mist laughed and threw an overripe fruit at me. “We would have had enough ages ago if you hadn’t been eating as many as you put in your baskets.”

I stuck out my tongue, which was as purple as my fingers. “Fine. But I’m still going for a swim.”

“All right, I’ll be along in a minute. I thought I saw some blueberry bushes a little further up the bank, and I want to see if the birds have left any of the fruit.”

While she set off I carried my baskets down to the rocks by the river, pulled off my clothes, and dove into the clear water. Although icy at first, as I grew used to the water it simply felt deliciously cool against my skin, and I splashed about aimlessly until I had washed away the heat of the afternoon. After a while, though, I began to get anxious because Mist still had not come along.

I gave her a few more minutes then shrugged back into my clothes. The berries I left behind to pick up later, but I took my short spear just in case. Slowly I made my way up the bank, staying just inside the line of trees. It was possible that a bear or cave lion had come to the water for a drink and Mist was hiding until it went away, so I did not want to yell and attract attention. I was not a hunter, and the spear I carried would do little more than annoy anything big enough to be interested in us.

There was no sign of Mist at the spot where we had picked blackberries, so I followed her trail as it curved away from the riverbank and deeper into the trees. I was more than a little bit frightened and wished that I dared call out to her. Bracken crackled softly under my moccasins as I crept along as quietly as I could, alert and wary as a hunted animal now. Soon I found the stand of blueberry bushes she had come to look for, drooping with heavy clusters of sweet fruit, but she was not there.

I knelt there, my throat tight while I looked around for any sign and wondered what to do. I had just about made up my mind to go back to our camp to get a couple of the men when I heard a low, wordless cry from further up the hill. I clenched my teeth together to keep myself under control and followed the sound, completely terrified now of what I would find. The noise I heard was of animal pain, and if it was coming from Mist there was probably nothing I could do for her.

I found her in a small, rocky clearing. Two strange men partially hidden by the foliage held her bent over a fallen log, one from behind and one from the front. She was unable to cry out loud while the larger one fucked her because the other man’s cock filled her mouth. As the two of them thrust into her she could only grunt and moan, her struggles meaningless against their overpowering strength. I watched in horror, unable to look away as the big one’s enormous shaft slid in and out of her pussy, glistening wetly in the sunlight. I had never seen anything like it; while I had glimpsed the members of most of the men of the Purple Forest People at one time or another, they were dwarfed by the mammoth cocks of these beast men.

It was awful, and yet there was a terrible fascination to it as well. My breathing quickened and I felt myself growing moist between my legs as I continued to watch. Mist was so beautiful—her long, tanned legs spread wide, the lush swell of her ass bared to the world, the smooth, graceful curve of her back arched over the log. And the sight of that gigantic cock relentlessly moving in and out of her slender body had me tingling in a way I had never felt before. My nipples were rock-hard under the buttery leather of my shirt, and my clit throbbed slowly, begging for the touch of my fingertips against its taut skin.

For a moment the shock jolted me back—these men were doing awful things to my best friend, and I was excited by it? A wave of disgust churned through me, but there was no denying that somewhere inside some part of me enjoyed watching. As if of their own will my fingers crept under the fringe of my skirt, and I breathed a long sigh as they found my aching flesh beneath.

Dizzying surges of pleasure erupted from my clit, buzzing through me until my body shook while I continued to watch. Slowly the tone of Mist’s groans changed so that she no longer sounded like a hurt animal. Her moans became lower, deeper, and she pushed herself back onto the big one’s manhood rather than lying still atop the log and simply accepting him inside her. She was enjoying it.

My fingers flew across my clit while my hips rocked in time with the motions of the thick cock penetrating Mist from behind. I knew I shouldn’t do it; I certainly knew that I should not be enjoying it. What I should have done was run as fast as I could back to camp for help, but somehow I just couldn’t tear my eyes away from the scene in the clearing. My need was too great, the excitement too overwhelming.

“Ha!” grunted the big one in satisfaction, gripping Mist tightly and shoving himself deep into her as he came.

The movements of the one with his cock in her mouth became frenzied, and in a moment he finished as well, filling her mouth with his seed. The sight of it spilling down her face was too much. I buried my fingers in the wet tunnel between my legs and bit my lip to keep from making a sound as I came hard—harder than I had ever come in my young life.

Disoriented from the release, my breasts heaving beneath my leather shirt as I struggled for air, I did not feel the spear tip at my throat until it pricked me hard enough to draw blood. My sudden cry drew the attention of the men in the clearing and that was when I got my first clear look at them.

They were black, black as moonless midnight, with odd streaks of white fur around their mouths and eyes, and whiskers like a cat’s. Feral eyes gleamed from the dark hollows of their eye sockets, while fearsome white tusks jutted up from their lower jaws to curve up towards their cheeks. Every old story told around the campfire when I was little crashed down upon me in that moment, and though I wanted more than anything to deny it as nothing but a child’s fable I knew then that we had been captured by beast men.

Four of them surrounded me and they wasted no time dragging me into the clearing where the other two still held my friend. I feared then that I would suffer Mist’s fate, but her captors pulled her up and gave her back the clothes they had stripped from her. When Mist turned her stricken gaze onto me, I had to drop my eyes. She gasped and sobbed, knowing I had witnessed her shame—not these men taking her, but rather her enjoyment of it.

The beast men ringed us with their spears and regarded us closely, murmuring among themselves. To my surprise I realized I was able to understand them. Their voices were odd, and their speech very strange, but I could make it out if I listened carefully.

“Bonecrusher will be pleased,” the one who had taken Mist said. “These two are young and healthy. Tie them up and let’s get going. We want to be far away when their hunters return.”

After a quick search to relieve us of anything we might have used to fight or free ourselves, they pulled our arms behind us and bound our wrists tightly with loops of rawhide. Once they were satisfied we were secure, they dragged us along with one of them at each of our elbows to make sure we did not try to escape. Rough hands guided us back down to the riverbank and into the chill water, forcing us upstream and away from our camp. I splashed along, staggering and slipping on the wet rocks until my body grew numb from the cold. Mist trudged alongside me, her eyes downcast. I did not dare try speaking to her.

Instead I surreptitiously studied our captors. They were shorter and much more heavily built than the men I knew; any of them could have crushed the life from the strongest of the Purple Forest hunters in a bear hug. Dense, coarse hair covered most of their bodies in a tangled mat, while dark eyes glowered at their surroundings from under heavy brows. Their limbs were thick, short, and bent, but although they lacked the grace of my own tribe they travelled tirelessly at a speed that would quickly have worn out all but the hardiest of our men. Their features were as heavy as the rest of their bodies, brutish and coarse, with a savage cast that sent cold slivers of fear into my belly.

After some time observing them I realized that their black skin and white markings were merely carefully applied paint. My terror of them faded a little after that, and still more so when I saw one of them remove a bent piece of wood from his mouth—and with it his fearsome tusks. These turned out to be only ordinary boar or wolf fangs attached to a flat piece of wood that the man gripped between his teeth. While they were certainly not like us, I was no longer sure that these were the beast men of the stories.

I could not have been more mistaken.

All that afternoon and into the evening we continued up the riverbed. It was not until the stars were out and the moon was shading the world in dim silver that their leader called a halt. Mist and I stood shaking, ready to collapse into the frigid waters, while they conferred amongst themselves.

The leader pointed towards the east bank of the river, out where the plains spread out forever. “Bullfrog, Leather-mouth. Go east half a day, then turn north towards the trail camp. They will lose days following you.”

The two men gripped their spears and dashed off into the darkness. I understood now why our captors had kept to the river—while moving on the stony riverbed we provided no tracks, no trail. Hunts-by-Night and the other men would have to follow slowly, looking for signs that we had left the water. Would they bother following the trail of two men, without some clue that Mist and I were with them? Or would they continue along the river until they saw some hint of us? All my hopes rested on the cunning and resoluteness of Hunts-by-Night and Boarfang.

Mist and I were obviously too tired to continue. The leader gestured to two of his men.

“Carry them,” he ordered, and the men slung across their broad shoulders as though we were nothing but children.

For another hour we continued up the river, and then we emerged from the waters onto a broad, stony shelf where the men were sure to leave no tracks. Suddenly the full reasoning of the leader became plain—as we were carried, there would be no sign of Mist or I on this trail either, and Hunts-by-Night might well consider it just another ruse meant to delay his pursuit. By the time he realized what had happened we might be days ahead of him. My dreams of rescue began to fade, and for the first time it sank in that I might never see my father and siblings again. Or my handsome Boarfang. Tears sprang up, unheeded in the darkness, and fell uselessly on our trail as I considered what my fate would be among these horrible beasts.

Although it seemed impossible, I managed to doze while bouncing on the shoulder of man carrying me. He moved in a smooth lope, my weight bothering him not at all, for what felt like hours. I roused myself when he dropped to a walk and stopped, jarring me a little against him.

We stood at the edge of a rough camp where half a dozen fire circles and lean-tos stood arranged in a line against the base of a low cliff. A couple of fires blazed redly in the darkness, and the smell of roasting meat cut through the night to set my empty stomach rumbling. Our leader gave a satisfied grunt and led us into the clearing.

Nine men of the same stamp as our captors squatted around the fires, grumbling among themselves as they toasted hunks of meat on long sticks. Behind them four women hunkered dejectedly, their hands and feet bound together with strands of rawhide. None of them even bothered to look up at us as we approached the fires.

The men around the fires were not so apathetic.

“Spark-maker,” they cried, and rushed to stand around us, laughing happily as they inspected the new captives. “You have had good hunting.”

Our leader laughed with them. “Maidens both when we took them,” he said, “but I soon lit a fire in that one.” He grinned towards Mist, who blushed and stared at her feet.

“Spark-maker! Spark-maker!” the others laughed and chanted around him.

“Tie these with the others and see that they are fed,” he ordered when the cheering died down. “We must rest, but see that a strong watch is set. There may be pursuit after these two.”

In minutes our ankles had been bound with more tough strands of rawhide, and one of the beast men hacked off two hunks of meat from a roasting joint and tossed them onto the ground before us. With our hands bound behind us we had to bend and gnaw at this food, ignoring the dirt and grit in our hunger. Afterwards Mist seemed to collapse in on herself, ignoring my whispers and burying her head between her knees. Unable to get a response from her or the other captives, I twisted and turned until I was as comfortable as I could get and fell into a fitful sleep.

In the morning we were awakened by the men untying our bonds. The stabbing pain as circulation returned to my hands and feet was almost enough to overpower the fear clutching at my heart. I knew they must have a reason for freeing us, and Mist’s ordeal kept repeating in my mind. It was only a matter of time before it was my turn; only a fool would have denied that. I looked around wildly, wondering if there was any way to make an escape, but four beast men armed with spears kept a close eye on us while their companions broke their fast. Any of us who ran would be dead before getting three paces.

Spark-maker went to the edge of the camp and studied the sky carefully for a few minutes, then came back.

“We will wait here today, until Bullfrog and Leather-mouth catch up with us. Then we will set out for home.”

Some of the men laughed. “We shall be well entertained until they arrive.”

Spark-maker joined his laughter to theirs, and I shuddered at the cruel tone of it. “Tend to them, first. This once we won’t make them earn their meat before they get it.”

As soon as we had finished eating, the men herded us into the center of the camp and stripped off such clothing as we had left. No one struggled; there was no point. Muted sobs rose from those still capable of tears. I stood beside Mist, my eyes locked on her hopeless face, and tried to keep strong for her sake.

She was the first one taken. Word of her prior performance had already spread, and two men swiftly bent her over and invaded her simultaneously from front and behind in the same fashion as on the day we were captured. In pairs the other beast men flung aside their loincloths and picked out their victims from the remaining women until only I was left. Before anyone could claim me, though, Spark-maker locked a massive hand around my arm and pulled me to the side.

“We will wait,” he rumbled. “I have heard from the men who captured you how you were overcome by watching what happened to your friend. Hot-blooded little sluts like you are a treat to be savored, and I will have you for myself. The first time, anyway.”

Fear and shame warred within me, sending hot tears rolling down my cheeks, but I forced myself to keep silent. I was determined to remain in control of myself this time, and allow neither fear nor passion to rule me.

Spark-maker dragged me over to Mist, standing close behind so we had a perfect view of everything that transpired. The beast man was fucking her savagely, his stubby fingers buried cruelly in the soft flesh of her ass to spread her wide to his leering gaze as he pounded against her. As I watched his thick manhood slide in and out I shuddered, unable to imagine how I would fit such a monstrous shaft where only my slender fingers had gone before. Helplessly my eyes glanced down to Spark-maker’s rigid erection and I gasped as I realized how much larger he was than the man fucking my friend.

When he saw the direction of my gaze he grinned evilly. “I am bigger than any save Bonecrusher, our chief. All women quail at their first sight of him.”

The sounds coming from the beast man’s cock plunging into Mist grew wetter, and Spark-maker moved around to the side of them. Mist’s eyes were half-lidded, her mouth and hands eagerly working the stiff shaft of the man before her. Grunts of pleasure escaped her as the man behind thrust into her now-soaking pussy. She had completely given herself to pleasuring—and being pleasured by—the beast men now.

As I watched the cock sliding between her lips, her firm breasts swaying beneath her, my own excitement began to rise once more. With all my power I willed it down, but it was not to be denied. My nipples swelled and went hard while my clit tightened into an aching knot. Between my legs juices from my quivering pussy moistened the lips there as I felt myself growing wet—wet as Mist.

Taking a deep breath, Spark-maker bellowed a laugh. “I can smell you already, little one. Smell the rut between your legs. You will learn to give yourself as she does.”

He grabbed me roughly with one arm and slid thick fingers into the furrow between my thighs, drawing them back glistening with my moisture. Dark brown eyes mocked me as he licked his fingers clean, and then he shoved me down on my knees before him.

“Please me with your mouth as your friend pleases Cloud-walker,” he demanded.

Hesitantly I reached out and gripped him in my fingers, shivering as I touched his hot flesh. It was stained deep red with ochre pigments—gnarled and knobby as an oak branch—and thicker than my wrist. The taut skin of the swollen head was dark, gleaming purple, and it throbbed slowly before my eyes as I drew nearer. With great trepidation I opened my mouth and tried to work my lips around him, but between my dry lips and his great girth it was impossible.

“Stupid girl,” he growled. “Lick. Lick and get it wet, then suck.”

It made sense—if it was wet, it would be more slippery. Wary of the anger in his voice and the implied threat of his clenched fists, I began to swab his manhood with my tongue. This close to him the pungent, wild smell of an aroused male filled my nostrils, fanning the heat between my legs until I felt that I would burst into flames. I licked and slurped on his shaft, coating him with a thick gloss of my spit, until I was ready to try to take him in my mouth again. This time he slid in, though I had to stretch until I thought my jaws would split to take him.

While I struggled to force his head past my lips, rough hands found my tits, fondling and squeezing, setting them aglow with a buzzing warmth. Stubby fingers brushed against my nipples softly as a breeze, and then pinched brutally. Pain seared through me and I would have cried out, but my mouth was filled with his meat and all I could manage was a whimper. As tears filled my eyes he alternated between stroking and pinching until my tits burned at his touch and my pussy fluttered and pulsed madly.

Spark-maker’s cock was halfway in my mouth now, my tongue swirling against his smooth skin to ease his passage. He moved against me, his hips rocking while his fingers tweaked my nipples, and all the while I ached to have him pull his manhood from my mouth and fuck me with it until I got some release from the burning tension in my lower belly.

I risked a glance at Mist; her voice was a constant, low moan as she rubbed a sticky, wet cock against her face while humping her ass like a bitch wolf in heat against the beast man fucking her. With her eyes closed and lips parted, her skin flushed and her hair tousled she was more beautiful than I had ever seen her. Utterly wild and wanton, she looked as though she belonged here, serving the pleasures of our cruel captors.

I felt a sudden pang of jealousy and found that what I wanted more than anything just then was to look as beautiful—as fulfilled—as Mist.

Apparently Spark-maker agreed, for his big hands pulled my mouth from his cock.

“Hold her,” he said to the two men nearest us.

They seized my arms and pulled me to my feet while Spark-maker walked behind me. I bit my lip in anticipation, terrified yet desperately wanting it at the same time. To my right, Mist’s grunts turned into a series of high-pitched moans only partially muffled by the beast man’s prick lodged in her mouth, and she sagged in the grips of the men holding her.

Spark-maker’s hands gripped my hips and I felt my knees going weak. Sudden fear gripped me with icy claws and I wanted to cry out, to protest, to beg. But my throat was clenched in a knot and all I could manage was a whimper that went unheard amidst the cries around us. I knew it would not have mattered anyway. Nothing that I wanted mattered anymore.

That giant member which had been in my mouth only seconds before slid against my ass, still slippery with my spit. My beast man captor opened my buttocks and rubbed himself along that dark crevice, angling slowly down towards my waiting maidenhood. His hard shaft moving against the ticklish pucker of my ass sent heated thrills charging into my pussy. I never would have believed that being touched there could cause such pleasure, but there was no denying the tingling excitement it was causing. I grew wetter and wetter, until I timidly began to rub myself on Spark-maker’s shaft, wanting still more of this strange pleasure.

The beast man’s laughter floated over my bowed head. “What did I tell you, little slut? I have not even touched your womanhood yet, and already you are anxious for more. I am tempted to take this little ass of yours and leave you to whine and beg the others for your pleasure, but that will come later, when you learn that your place is to submit in all things.”

With that his giant head slipped between my legs and pressed up against the dripping hole hidden there. My belly quivered and my pussy thrummed, apparently understanding that it was about to be filled at last. Thick fingers grasped me firmly at the hips, and then Spark-maker gave a single hard thrust.

I cried out as I tore under his assault, but he was so thick that I quickly forgot all about the loss of my maidenhead as I stretched to the limit to accept his girth. The beast man thrust, and thrust, and thrust, each time driving himself more deeply inside, forcing me to accept him. I could still barely believe that he was able to fit in that passageway that had always seemed so tight around my fingers, but it gave way before him, even though only a bit at a time, and I was wet enough that he worked his way in without doing me any real hurt. Finally the coarse hair of his groin grated against my soft skin and I knew that he was completely buried inside of me.

He gave me no time to get used to him; my captors held me still more tightly as he started fucking me, rocking my body against his with the force of his thrusts into that tight hole. My body clutched at his cock, trying to keep it inside me, and fluttered each time he withdrew, missing his presence, aching to be filled and stretched once more. Raw, twanging tension built slowly inside of me, drawing tighter, clawing at my nerves as he stroked into me. In its folds my clit was taut and hard and throbbing, and I wanted to scream because I couldn’t free my hands to touch it and rub it to bring the relief I craved.

I wept in frustration, tears of longing streaking my face. My body locked with the burning tension flooding through me, and I was afraid that if it was not released soon that I would break.

“Please. Please. Please.” I groaned through clenched teeth.

Spark-maker lunged harder so that his plump balls smacked against me. It grew; it built inside of me until I could no longer even manage those pitiful pleases, but I could only gasp and shudder. It was all I could do to hold myself upright, even with the three of them still gripping me.

As the first cries of my orgasm rent the air, the beast men around us began to chant, cheering on the still-fucking beast man.

“Spark-maker! Spark-maker! Spark-maker!”

He grunted and then gave a shout, and rammed his great cock into me as hard and far as he could. A few seconds later his hot seed began to ooze from me, dripping and running down the insides of my thighs. The beast man pulled his wet cock from me and smacked my shaking ass with a harsh laugh.

“Oh, Bonecrusher is going to thank me for this one,” he said, and the others laughed with him.

I was given no respite. Two others presented themselves to me, one at m mouth and one at my pussy, which was still trembling from my orgasm. As I opened myself to them I looked over and saw that Spark-maker had gone to stand before Mist, his manhood already twitching and stiffening again before her wide eyes.

“Lick,” he demanded. “Taste your friend on me.”

The rest of the day was a blur as beast man after beast man appeared to take his pleasure from me, until my mouth and pussy ached from the strain. Eventually when I could no longer keep on my feet even with their help, they placed me on my back and held my legs wide while others knelt between my thighs to grunt and thrust. I came again and again, losing myself to the sensations sweeping over me from every part of my body they touched, until I thought I could take no more. But I could.

When they were finally sated they left me sprawled on the ground in a daze, drenched in their seed, the wind slowly drying it on my skin and making me itch. I was just too worn out to care. After a while Mist came and knelt beside me and slowly stroked my hair. Under her gentle touch I fell into a deep sleep, only waking up the next morning to find her still nestled tightly against me.

Sometime during the night Bullfrog and Leather-mouth appeared, and so the next morning the beast men packed up their camp and we set out to finish the journey to their home. For six long days we trekked, to the limits of our captors’ endurance and far past our own, so that again they had to carry us for long stretches.

The forests at the mountains’ feet grew thicker, and were split often by clear, fast-moving streams fed by snows from the heights. Spark-maker turned at one river and led us upstream into a jumbled wilderness of jagged stone and ancient trees. The waters appeared from a narrow cleft in a high cliff, and as we entered gray walls of stone soared far above us. Beast men with spears and bows watched us warily from the shadows of the trees inside as we passed, and the last hopes of rescue or escape died with a final soft sigh. There would be no sneaking past those watchers.

Past that opening the valley broadened a little, with the river running along one wall and leaving a shelf perhaps a hundred paces wide beneath the other. There we saw the home of the beast men for the first time. Scores of black caves studded the high cliff wall opposite the river, with wooden ladders giving access to openings far above the ground. Numbers of women like us occupied the flat shelf by the river, cooking and sewing and weaving while massive beast men stood by and watched impassively. A couple of the women cradled infants, but that was all—there were no children or youths in the group.

I thought back to my own people, and my life with them and a sudden pang wrenched me as images of my father and brothers and sisters and Boarfang welled up in my mind. I missed them terribly, and I doubted that I would ever stop missing them. But this was my home now, and I had no choice but to make the best of it.

I took Mist’s hand and we walked together up the stream to our new lives.

To be continued…

Keep reading for a sneak peek at the next installment in Wren and Mist’s story, Prey of the Beast Men. If you would like to be notified whenever I have a new release or sale, sign up for my newsletter.
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Sneak Peek: Prey of the Beast Men

THE SHOUTING BEGAN AS SOON AS WE PASSED through the entrance to the valley. Beast men with skins painted black as midnight emerged from the deep shadows beneath the trees and shook their spears at our captors, yelling lewd congratulations on the richness of their plunder. From their jeers we were left with little doubt as to what we had to look forward to that evening after the hunters returned.

Spark-maker, the leader of the expedition which had found us, waved them back to their concealed watch posts and led us down the pebbled shelf that ran along the river’s edge. On either side cave-riddled cliffs loomed above us, the cavern mouths like empty eye sockets staring down at us from bleached skulls. I had never in my life seen anything like the camp of the beast men. My people dwelt in huts made of daubed sticks or else in shelters of hide stretched over branches while on the move. Caves were dangerous—the dens of bears and lions, the lurking-places of snakes and bats and scorpions. But surely with so many people in the camp these caves must be safe, and any dangerous creatures dealt with long since.

When we approached the main camp the women spread out to give our party room to pass and several prostrated themselves on the rocky ground at the feet of the men. Clover, a beast man grunted, and Starshine another, their greetings gruff but not unkind. Mates? I was not even sure if the beast men mated after the fashion of my own people at all, and the way they had shared the women among themselves on the long trek did not give much hope of that. Held at the center of their leers and taunts Mist grabbed my hand and we clung together as we waited to find out what our fates were to be.

After the banter died down Spark-maker hauled the two of us before a woman several summers older than ourselves—but one like to ourselves rather than the beast men. Dark brown eyes regarded us curiously while her hands wove long strands of grasses into a flat basket. The beast man shoved us towards her so roughly that we both tumbled to our hands and knees.

“Teach these two new ones the ways of the camp,” he ordered, and without another look at us turned and sauntered towards a shaded spot where a knot of other men squatted and watched the newcomers with deep interest.

“I am Feather,” the woman told us. “Sparkle and I are the head women here. You’re probably hungry, so come along and I’ll get you something to eat.”

She led us to one of the caves, which to my surprise was clean and dry, and pulled down two reed baskets from a stack against the wall. From these she passed out handfuls of dried berries and tubers which Mist and I fell upon as though we were starving. As we ate Feather explained our new circumstances.

“The beast men have no women of their own. All of their women and children were killed when others of our kind drove them from their old lands in the south. Now they capture such of us as they can find and bring us here to their camp, where we work for them and bear them children. If you work hard and do your best to please them, they will treat you well enough.”

Mist and I traded a look. We both knew what pleasing them would mean. “And if we do not please them?”

Feather shrugged. “Then you will probably die. Only the men are allowed to give meat to the women, and they will only do so to those they favor. While you might live through the summer on such food as you may gather, you will not survive a winter without the meat of the hunters. Submit or starve—those are your options here.”

“Is there no escape?” whispered Mist.

“Several have tried, but these beast men are great trackers. Even if they do not find you and bring you back your chances of lasting beyond the walls of this valley are not good. The woods and plains abound with bear-dogs, hyenas, wolves, and cave lions. How well will you fare alone against those?”

I had already given up any hope of finding our way back to our tribe. The journey was too far for us to make alone, and I could not remember all of the way. There was little for it but to make the best of our new surroundings. The only real hope we had was to be rescued by Boarfang and Hunts-by-Night and the other men of our tribe—but even if they did somehow find us, what could they accomplish against the might of the beast men?

“Do the beast men take mates as our people do?”

“A man may claim a woman he wants, but only after she has been here for a moon and has learned the ways of the camp. When a moon has passed you will be given to Bonecrusher, their chieftain, to be made one of the tribe. After he has finished with you the men may choose you—or not. Any man can take an unclaimed woman as he pleases, and many of them seem to prefer this to keeping a mate. Others will take more than one mate; this is allowed as long as they can provide meat enough for their women and children.”

“And we have no choice if we are chosen?”

“You may always fight, girl, but rest assured you will go hungry until you crawl at the feet of the one you offended.”

Mist spoke up. “But if one takes us as a mate we are safe from the others?”

“Girl, the only way to increase your status in the camp is to be chosen as a mate or to bear them children. Once mated you must only endure the pawings of one of the brutes, and they are more gentle to those who bear their seed.”

My heart sank. “And that is the only hope we have—to bear them children in hopes that they will be less cruel?”

“Don’t be silly, child. The beast men are less cruel to their prizes than some—we are valuable to them, after all. This place is no worse than where many of us came from, tribes where women are held of no account and girl babies are left on the hillsides to die.” The hint of a smile played on her lips. “And you have already seen that they are gifted by the gods in ways that our men are not.”

Mist and I both blushed at that, and as much as I had favored Boarfang I knew that he was far less of a man in that sense than any of the beast men. He could never have given me what they did.

“You are both young and strong and pretty,” Feather said. “You bear in your loins the promise of much pleasure and the potential for many sons; act eager and strive to please them, and you will neither go hungry nor long unmated. That is your best chance here.”

Once we had eaten she took us to the stream for a drink and then showed us the rest of the camp. Satisfied that we understood the basics of our new existence she set us to work near her weaving more baskets. It was work that we were both used to, our hands moving in the familiar patterns without requiring a lot of attention, which left my mind free to wander where it would.

Poor Boarfang lay at the center of my thoughts—images of his smooth skin stretched over whipcord-lean muscles, the soft curls of his thick, dark hair, his quiet confident smile. In every way he was the opposite of the beast men who had taken us captive. He had asked for me; would he come for me now? Hunts-by-Night would try to discourage him, but Bowmaker and my father and Mist’s father would argue. Should they convince him, they would all likely die. There were simply too many of the beast men for them to fight. In the days when the Purple Forest People were many and strong they could have come for us and taken us back. Today, though, my tribe was but a ghost of what it had been with less than two hands of capable hunters remaining. If they were killed trying to rescue us, the whole tribe would die during the next winter.

Such were my thoughts, and with them I not only became resigned to my fate but I hoped with all my heart that Boarfang and Bowmaker would forget us and find mates from other nearby tribes instead. For better or for worse I was a woman of the beast men now.

At sunset the hunters returned, twice two hands of them at least, though it was hard to be certain of their numbers in the twilight. Dark, stocky bodies carried smaller game draped over their shoulders, while others bore larger animals slung from thick poles between them. Mist and I looked at one another in astonishment; neither of us had seen such bounty since we were small children. These beast men must be truly awesome hunters.

On the stony shelf by the river the women kindled fires that lit up the night, while the men who had not gone on the hunt prepared the game for roasting. It took only minutes for them to arrange spits laden with meat above the fires, and soon the smell of cooking flesh filled the camp. As Feather had told us earlier only the men attended to the meat; once the fires were started the women moved away to sit at the edges of the group with the children.

Mist and I watched with growling stomachs as the mated women and those with children approached the men who claimed them. One at a time the men sawed hunks of meat from the roasting joints with their flint knives and handed them out, first to the children and then to the women. Next the men ate, husbands and hunters, young and old, all gorging their bellies while the rest of us looked on. Only after the men had sated their hunger did the unmated women begin to approach and work for a share of whatever was left.

A woman of the camp a little older than me was the first to step into the circle. Brazen, she tossed her hair and thrust out her breasts while speaking to the men in a manner that had them all howling in appreciation. One of them nodded, a broad grin gleaming in the firelight, and she crouched on all fours at his feet. He took her with the entire camp looking on, making a show of it while the other men hooted encouragement. I couldn’t look away, my eyes locked on his thick, glistening cock thrusting into the girl from behind. Nipples swelled under my shirt and before long I felt my fluids pumping inside of me with every twinge of my trembling pussy. He stroked her flanks while he slammed into her and soon the girl’s cries of ecstasy rang off the stone cliffs. When the beast man finished with her he cut off a thick slab of meat that oozed with rich juices and handed it to the girl, who slipped away into the shadows to enjoy her meal in peace.

Two others came forward, women who had seen hands more summers than Mist or I, but they offered no lewd comments or gestures. They simply crouched with their leather skirts pulled aside and their rumps lifted high in the air to display themselves until two men accepted them. They used the women roughly, finishing quickly and then hewing off more modest pieces of meat which they tossed to the still-kneeling women.

As they scuttled away I traded a look with Mist. “What do we do?” I asked.

Continue reading Prey of the Beast Men…
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Hysteria

This machine was the Professor’s ultimate achievement. No woman who had lain on this table had yet been able to withstand it.

Lord Elliston is at his wit’s end with his daughter Emily. Nothing he tries seems to make the slightest impact on her deplorable behavior, and when she is caught stealing a handkerchief he knows that it is time for desperate measures. One name comes up again and again—Professor George E. Feversham. The founder of Feversham’s Academy of Young Women’s Correctional Education has a reputation for reforming troubled young women of the lower classes, and his treatments for praefocatio matricis—female hysteria—are renowned in scientific circles. It seems that the Professor is his last, best hope for regaining control of his daughter. But what will the treatments mean for Emily?

Devil’s Bargain

I will do anything if you take us with you.

Gavin was a hard, dangerous man and I didn’t trust him at all. I had my little sister to think about, though. I’d done my best for the last six months of the zombie apocalypse, but we weren’t going to make it on our own for much longer. We needed him. No matter what the price.

They were lucky I wasn’t one of the bad guys.

I needed two dependents like I needed a hole in my head. The younger one was a basket case, but Emily kept reminding my hormones that I’d been alone for a long time. Maybe I had a little bad guy in me after all.

Fall from Grace

When you summon a demon you damned well don’t want to screw anything up.

I was happy being a white witch, and I’d never had any desire to crack the books on sorcery I’d inherited from my mom. Unfortunately, not everyone has my scruples. The two people I trusted most, my boyfriend and my best friend, tried to steal the books from me. Turns out they've also been having an affair.

There’s no way I can just let this go. I’m going to have to do something to make sure that they’re never able to try again. And something to pay them back, too.

Even though I know that when I do it I’ll never be able to go back to being a simple white witch again.

Claiming Princess Kailen

“Try and fight it if you like, but in the end you will crawl and beg me to finish what I started tonight.”

Princess Kailen has spent her whole life pampered and protected—until she is waylaid and carried away to a ruinous castle by three vengeful were-leopards with a serious grudge against her father. As her defenses crumble before the brutal sexiness of Shadow the depths of his cruelty are revealed. She is now his mate, taken to replace the love Kailen’s father cost him. But he refuses to simply take her—he intends to torment her until her own body betrays her and she begs for him to do every unspeakable thing he wants. Can Kailen withstand Shadow’s dark charms, or will she surrender to her body’s demand to submit herself completely to him?
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About the Author

I’ve been publishing erotica and erotic romance since 2011, which makes me one of the oldest erotica authors still around! Check out my blog for the latest and greatest, and if you’d like to be notified when new releases come out or when I’m running sales, sign up for my newsletter.

For those interested in my more romantic stories, I also write romance under the pen name Olivia Blake.

Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO

Kelli



OPS/image28.jpg
s hartd as | tried | coulda't forget him.






OPS/image53.jpg





OPS/image10.jpg





OPS/image37.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image44.jpg
vaw
Bea s Men

KeLl1 WoLre





OPS/image61.jpg





OPS/image70.jpg
g
l 2
Noth1’r‘1g

KELLI WD.FE





OPS/image8.jpg





cover.jpeg
CapTive

o] the
east Men

Kell1 Wolre





OPS/image35.jpg





OPS/image60.jpg
ZLL) Wolgs






OPS/image29.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image52.jpg
“The Preacher's Vingn Daughters





OPS/image38.jpg





OPS/image43.jpg
Proy
Beast Ten

Kexti Worre





OPS/image7.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image47.jpg
SIDONIES TALE.






OPS/image17.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image42.jpg





OPS/image2.jpg
vaw
Bea s Men

KeLl1 WoLre





OPS/image12.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image68.jpg





OPS/image18.jpg
AV
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image55.jpg





OPS/image48.jpg





OPS/image72.jpg
o

e;s

Kﬂmmg





OPS/image41.jpg





OPS/image24.jpg
!m 90N 10 take M. Perfect down a few pegs.






OPS/image54.jpg





OPS/image0.jpg





OPS/image11.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image67.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image1.jpg
Proy
Beast Ten

Kexti Worre





OPS/image19.jpg





OPS/image49.jpg





OPS/image36.jpg





OPS/image71.jpg





OPS/image9.jpg





OPS/image58.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters






OPS/image23.jpg





OPS/image4.jpg
Kell1 Wolre





OPS/image15.jpg





OPS/image40.jpg





OPS/image66.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image74.jpg





OPS/image57.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Daughters

KELLI WOLFE |





OPS/image31.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image59.jpg





OPS/image16.jpg
Kelli Wolfe





OPS/image65.jpg





OPS/image3.jpg
Piate

of fthe,

Beast Men
y a

Kell1 Wolre





OPS/image22.jpg





OPS/image13.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image25.jpg





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;

var gProgress = 0;

var gCurrentPage = 0;

var gPageCount = 0;

var gClientHeight = null;



function getPosition()

{

	return gPosition;

}



function getProgress()

{

	return gProgress;

}



function getPageCount()

{

	return gPageCount;

}



function getCurrentPage()

{

	return gCurrentPage;

}



function turnOnNightMode(nightModeOn) {

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	var aTags = document.getElementsByTagName('a');

	

	var textColor;

	var bgColor;

	

	if (nightModeOn > 0) {

		textColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

		bgColor = "#000000 !important";

	} else {

		textColor = "#000000 !important";

		bgColor = "#FFFFFF !important";

	}

	

	for (i = 0; i < aTags.length; i++) {

		aTags[i].style.color = textColor;

	} 

	

	body.color = textColor;

	body.backgroundColor = bgColor;

	

	window.device.turnOnNightModeDone();

}



function setupBookColumns()

{

	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;

	body.marginLeft = '0px !important';

	body.marginRight = '0px !important';

	body.marginTop = '0px !important';

	body.marginBottom = '0px !important';

	body.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	body.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	body.webkitNbspMode = 'space';

	

    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;

    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';

    bc.height = window.innerHeight  + 'px !important';  

    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';

    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px !important';

	bc.overflow = 'none';

	bc.paddingTop = '0px !important';

	bc.paddingBottom = '0px !important';

	gCurrentPage = 1;

	gProgress = gPosition = 0;

	

	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;

	bi.marginLeft = '10px';

	bi.marginRight = '10px';

	bi.padding = '0';

	

	window.device.print ("bc.height = "+ bc.height);

	window.device.print ("window.innerHeight ="+  window.innerHeight);



	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;



	if (gClientHeight < window.innerHeight) {

		gPageCount = 1;

	}

}



function paginate(tagId)

{	

	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this

	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.

	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {

		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;

	}



	setupBookColumns();

	//window.scrollTo(0, window.innerHeight);

	

	window.device.reportPageCount(gPageCount);

	var tagIdPageNumber = 0;

	if (tagId.length > 0) {

		tagIdPageNumber = estimatePageNumberForAnchor (tagId);

	}

	window.device.finishedPagination(tagId, tagIdPageNumber);

}



function repaginate(tagId) {

	window.device.print ("repaginating, gPageCount:" + gPageCount); 

	paginate(tagId);

}



function paginateAndMaintainProgress()

{

	var savedProgress = gProgress;

	setupBookColumns();

	goProgress(savedProgress);

}



function updateBookmark()

{

	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;

	var anchorName = estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(gCurrentPage - 1);

	window.device.finishedUpdateBookmark(anchorName);

}



function goBack()

{

	if (gCurrentPage > 1)

	{

		--gCurrentPage;

		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.previousChapter();

	}

}



function goForward()

{

	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)

	{

		++gCurrentPage;

		gPosition += window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		window.device.pageChanged();

	} else {

		window.device.nextChapter();

	}

}



function goPage(pageNumber, callPageReadyWhenDone)

{

	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)

	{

		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;

		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

		if (callPageReadyWhenDone > 0) {

			window.device.pageReady();

		} else {

			window.device.pageChanged();

		}

	}

}



function goProgress(progress)

{

	progress += 0.0001;

	

	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;

	var newPage = 0;

	

	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {

		var low = page * progressPerPage;

		var high = low + progressPerPage;

		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {

			newPage = page;

			break;

		}

	}

		

	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;

	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;

	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);

	updateProgress();		

}



/* BOOKMARKING CODE */



/**

 * Estimate the first anchor for the specified page number. This is used on the broken WebKit

 * where we do not know for sure if the specific anchor actually is on the page.

 */

 

  

function estimateFirstAnchorForPageNumber(page)

{

	var spans = document.getElementsByTagName('span');

	var lastKoboSpanId = "";

	for (var i = 0; i < spans.length; i++) {

		if (spans[i].id.substr(0, 5) == "kobo.") {

			lastKoboSpanId = spans[i].id;

			if (spans[i].offsetTop >= (page * window.innerHeight)) {

				return spans[i].id;

			}

		}

	}

	return lastKoboSpanId;

}



/**

 * Estimate the page number for the specified anchor. This is used on the broken WebKit where we

 * do not know for sure how things are columnized. The page number returned is zero based.

 */



function estimatePageNumberForAnchor(spanId)

{

	var span = document.getElementById(spanId);

	if (span) {

		return Math.floor(span.offsetTop / window.innerHeight);

	}

	return 0;

}













OPS/image56.jpg





OPS/image21.jpg





OPS/image30.jpg





OPS/image73.jpg





OPS/image77.jpg
/u‘ 4
srmeur
ST\)DENT

<l

| Wa






OPS/image34.jpg
K’EL&M[OLFE





OPS/image69.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image39.jpg





OPS/image64.jpg





OPS/image26.jpg





OPS/image51.jpg
“The Preacher's Virgin Doughters

> ‘\
"KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image6.jpg





OPS/image20.jpg





OPS/image50.jpg





OPS/image63.jpg
% ’
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image33.jpg





OPS/image46.jpg





OPS/image76.jpg





OPS/image14.jpg
KELLI WOLFE





OPS/image27.jpg
IS an opportunity that might never come AgaIn...=

REIANEY GIEE





OPS/image75.jpg





OPS/image5.jpg





OPS/image62.jpg





OPS/image45.jpg
Piate

of fthe,

Beast Men
y a

Kell1 Wolre





OPS/image32.jpg
VYT
Bt ofrondlc Dk
‘/\}\v

3 Y 3






