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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.

“I don’t know, but I’m hungry.”

“Me, too, but I don’t know if I can do that.”

Mist sighed. “Feather said that they can take the unmated women whenever they want, and you know that’s exactly what they’re going to do after everyone has eaten. We might as well at least get fed for it.”

Before I could stop her she strode towards the men. Like the first girl she tossed her hair back and displayed her round, firm breasts, running her hands down her sides to emphasize the swell of her hips as she came to stand before Spark-maker. I expected him to take her, but he only looked at her, his thick features unreadable in the firelight, and after a few breaths one of the hunters grabbed her and bent her over a log. Rough hands shoved her leather skirts up over her back and his fingers dipped between her legs.

What he found there pleased him, because he laughed and made a comment that had the others laughing and stomping their feet in appreciation. Drawing aside his furs his cock sprang free and I gasped—he was almost as big as Spark-maker himself, and the knobby shaft was already fully erect. It hovered briefly at the entrance to Mist’s tunnel, then the beast man pressed inside of her. Although she must have been wet, he was simply too big to fit easily and it took a bit of effort for him to cram his entire length inside of her. When he finally did sink fully inside a chorus of applause rang out from the other men, who shouted advice and encouragement.

The hunter needed neither, however, and with his big hands firmly gripping Mist’s hips he began to fuck her on his massive cock, sliding her back and forth on his shaft. Hair flew wild and her small fists clenched as she threw her head back and cried out each time he came to rest in her depths. Before long she was pushing herself down onto him and doing half the work herself. The tight ring of her pussy gripped him, clasping him as he withdrew so that it looked like he was going to pull her inside out.

My own pussy throbbed in unison with their movements, and a hot drop of my juices dripped out of me to roll down my inner thigh. Breath quickened, pulse hammering in my veins while I bit my bottom lip and my whole body ached for release. Mist’s mouth went round in a silent cry as the beast man pounded into her wet hole, and then her back arched and she called out even louder than the first girl had while she shuddered and fought for breath. The beast man fucked her harder, his bared teeth gleaming red in the firelight until he found his own release in one final rough thrust.

He pulled out of her and Mist sank against the log, still panting in reaction. To deafening cheers the beast man rearranged his manhood behind his furs then went to a nearby spit and cut off a chunk of meat bigger than any we had yet seen given to the women. Rather than tossing it at her, he walked back and placed it on the log beside her, giving Mist an approving pat on the ass as he returned to where the other men stood, still yelling their approval.

The heat between my legs raged like the open fires where the meat sizzled and spat. My body craved the same release granted to Mist; my trembling pussy screamed at me to fill the hollow ache below my belly. But I was afraid—afraid to surrender, afraid to lose control of myself that way while the entire tribe looked on. I could not bear the humiliation of having all of them know what I was.

While Mist might give herself for meat, to my darkest shame I knew that I would give myself just for the giving.

Mist vanished into the darkness with her food. Other women came forward to take her place, to be claimed and take their reward, some boldly, others creeping, until only I remained in the shadows watching. My stomach growled, but it was far from the strongest hunger gnawing at me.

I could stand it no longer. With a whimper of need I staggered forward, pressing towards the bright ring of firelight where the men still waited. As I stumbled from the darkness I felt as though every eye in the camp was on me, watching to see what would happen next.

I wanted to be like Mist, like the first girl, bold and confident and daring, but my shame was too great. My eyes darted from face to face, looking for anything like sympathy, something I might give myself to while still being able to hold something back. Finally I stopped at Spark-maker; if nothing else he was at least familiar. I stood before him, trembling, and waited.

Dark eyes gleamed like flint in the flickering firelight. After a moment he grunted and shook his head.

“You know what you are,” he growled. “Why do you fight it? Your body screams your need to all who have eyes to see, girl. Give in to it. Submit.”

Tears sprang to my eyes. “I can’t!” I wailed.

He barked a laugh. “You can, and you will. You’ll give yourself to every man in this camp, little one. But in the end I’ll be the one who claims you and makes you mine. No one else is your match.”

“No,” I whispered. “I can’t. I won’t. Please.”

“I can smell your sex, feel the desire burning in you. Just give in. Surrender to it.”

As much as I wanted to deny it, the craving was too great. I could never fight it. I did the only thing I could.

“You take me,” I begged. “You. I’ll belong to you. Only to you.”

“Yes, you will, little one, and every part of you will be mine to do with as I wish. But not tonight. Not until you accept what you are and give in to it fully.” He pointed at the ground. “Now down on your knees,” he said. “It’s time to begin your lessons.”

The throbbing of my pussy was almost enough to bring me to my knees even without his words, and I did the only thing I could. Slowly I dropped to my hands and knees before him and thrust my ass high in the air. With one quick movement Spark-maker flung aside my leather skirt and left me bared to the watching eyes of the whole assembly. Cool air slid along my naked flesh as the beast man’s fingers teased along my wet slit and I shivered, though not from the cold.

“Oak-club,” he called out.

Footsteps approached me from behind and a new set of hands replaced Spark-maker’s on my sex to set off a storm of hot tingles through my loins that made me whine with longing. Furs rustled and I let my head sink down onto my forearm and braced myself, quivering. The thick meat of his manhood pushed between my thighs to slide against my sopping entrance, but he paused there, hovering right at the edge.

“This one is so wet, Spark-maker,” he said in amazement. “But you hardly touched her.”

“I know. Go on.”

Rough fingers gripped my hips and he thrust hard, going deep in one fluid motion. I cried out and drew a deep, shuddering breath as he filled me and his fingers tightened on my flesh. I knew there would be marks there later, but I didn’t care—I wanted to be marked, wanted to be possessed. Wanted him to take me hard and quench the exquisite ache between my legs and then make me beg for it again. Sweet heat swelled within me as his cock filled me, an almost perfect fit for my slick tunnel. Eyes closed, I let go of everything else except the grip of my pussy on his rock-hard shaft, the sensation of him churning inside me in long, slow strokes.

“Enough.”

My eyes blinked open as he withdrew and left me empty and aching once again. Spark-maker laughed at my whimper.

“Flint-cutter.”

Once more strange hands wandered over my exposed flanks, dipped into the fountain of my sex. Without a word this one slid straight into me, not as thick but a good bit longer than Oak-club, so that he reached places within me that had been untouched since Spark-maker took me last. Each thrust dragged another moan of pleasure from my throat and I rocked my hips back to meet him, to swallow him even deeper with my hungry cunt.

After a few hands of thrusts Spark-maker stopped him as well, and another beast man took his place. My body begged for release, every nerve knotted in agony of desire, but each time I got close Spark-maker would say “Enough” and I would slip from the dizzying height I had risen to and have to begin all over again with the next man.

Beast man after beast man stepped forward to take his turn at my dripping pussy until I no longer even tried to keep count. My breath came in anguished rasps as I sought to end the burning twinge between my legs, my limbs trembling with the strength of my need.

“Enough.”

The hot, silky hardness of another cock left me, my pussy empty and unfulfilled. I whimpered against my arm, tears of frustration burning in my eyes.

“Please,” I cried. “Please.”

Spark-maker sighed as his fingers plunged into my wet folds and worked slowly in and out. “This is what you are, little one. Desire made flesh. You will never be complete until you accept that, and surrender yourself completely to one who burns as hotly as you do.”

“No! I’m not. I just want… Please. Please, let me…”

His cock tore the air from my lungs as he pushed into me, stretching my walls more than any of the others. It seemed I could never hold his majestic girth, his length, and yet somehow I always did. I pushed back onto him with a cry of relief and my fingers flew to my clit, rubbing the tight ache which knotted itself into my center. When I blinked Mist stood at the edge of the firelight and our eyes met, her gaze soft with understanding and pity. She knew, she felt it as I did, if not quite so powerfully. Then I closed my eyes and there was nothing left in the whole world but the hot spike claiming my womanhood.

Without warning the fire inside me burst, molten fireflies swarming through my entire body while white light blazed behind my eyelids. Head tossed back, back arched, I screamed into the night like a wild thing and barely noticed the beast man’s continued pounding into me from behind. My chest was still heaving when he gave vent to his own cry and my tunnel filled with wave after wave of his boiling cum which slowly leaked around his cock to drip down my thighs.

From all around us came an awed chant. “Spark-maker! Spark-maker! Spark-maker!”

After a minute he withdrew from me. I continued to lie on the ground, my face buried against my arm in shame, until I smelled the savory aroma of cooked meat and my stomach gave a rumble that surely everyone in the camp heard as loudly as my previous cry. A strong hand hauled me to my feet, and I felt a hunk of hot juicy flesh pressed into my hand.

“Eat,” the beast man rumbled.

I staggered away into the darkness to devour the meal I had paid for with my soul, and refused to watch when the beast men who had not yet taken their fill began to make their way among the other unclaimed women. Somehow I knew that night, at least, no one else would touch me.

When I awoke the next morning I refused to accept it. I might be unable to escape, but I would not be the greedy little slut that Spark-maker had shown me to be in front of the entire camp. Was I not better than a beast man who lived somewhere on the boundary between a true man and an animal? I would simply have to restrain the primal urges that Spark-maker had aroused. From now on I would control my desires, rather than allowing them to control me.

That evening as the sun set and the cooking fires flamed to life I hid myself away in a cave, and from its shadows I watched the nightly feeding rituals of the camp. As the women went forward to earn their meat I hid my eyes, though, knowing my weakness. Just thinking about what was happening below caused a stirring between my legs and brought vivid flashbacks of my experiences of the night before. At last, pussy quivering and wet, I fled to the depths of the cave where I crawled beneath a pile of furs and tried to block out the cries of ecstasy echoing from the valley walls.

Spark-maker found me the next day and sat beside me as I wove baskets for Feather, a knowing smile tugging at his thick lips.

“You missed the feeding last night.”

I did my best not to look at him and focused on the basket in front of me. “I wasn’t hungry.”

A little huff of laughter gusted from him. “You can hide from the feedings, little one,” he said, “but you cannot hide from yourself. From the first time I saw you burn while we took your friend I knew what you were—and so did you. It is useless to deny it. Can the bird deny its feathers and become a fish? You fly high on flames that rise higher than any bird. Why deny that? Embrace it. Find your fulfillment in it and become my mate.”

I dropped the basket and glared at him. “I will never become your mate. Never. Anyone but you.”

He threw his head back, sending his thick, black hair tumbling from his shoulders, and laughed as he rose to his feet. “Little one, I am the only man for you. And I promise you this—you will come to me. Before this moon is up you will crawl to me and plead for me to take you.”

As much as I wanted to hurl defiance at his retreating back I remained silent. Deep within I was afraid that Spark-maker was right, and that when I could stand it no longer I would grovel at his feet and beg, just like an animal.

He was certainly right about one thing, though—I could not keep hiding. Hiding meant that I was weak and unable to control myself, and Spark-maker would take it as a sign that he was right.

When the fires were lit that night I took my place in the shadowy fringes with the rest of the women, although I did not approach the men for meat. Later as the men took their pleasure with Mist and the others I saw them peering at me from beneath their dark brows, but no one ever approached me. Spark-maker remained aloof as well, perched on a log by a roaring fire, the flickering light dancing in his eyes as he watched, serene in the knowledge that all he had to do was wait.

By the next morning I was getting hungry. Since I hadn’t been chosen for the gathering parties that went out with the men I had little chance to feed myself. I was able to sneak some dried berries from the winter stores, but the food caves were too well-watched for me to grab more than a quick handful that only took the edge off my appetite. When no one was looking I poked around the remnants of the previous night’s feast and was able to scrounge a couple of tiny leftover scraps of meat clinging to the cooking spits. Like the berries, though, these did little to quiet the growing rumble in my belly, and I was too terrified of being caught to risk it more than once. I appeased my stomach by drinking deeply and often from the icy water of the stream that ran through the camp.

Two more days passed in this fashion. Unlike the other unclaimed women, the men left me in peace, but always Spark-maker was watching from somewhere nearby. I had no more chances to sneak food, and it took all my will to continue along this path despite my growing weakness and the continuous rumbling inside my belly.

The evening of the fifth day I broke.

Worn down as I was I had decided to avoid the night’s gathering, but as the first scent of the roasting meat wafted up from the valley floor my mouth flooded with saliva and my knees went weak. Like a rope tied around my neck the smell dragged me from my hiding place towards the fires. I still wasn’t ready to give in, though, and I crouched in the shadows away from the other women. One by one I watched them go forward to earn their meat, and despite my hunger the sounds they made as the beast men took them had me soaked in minutes. 

Mist was the final straw. She knelt before Bullfrog, as she had started to do each night, and as he took her she arched her back, tossed her hair, and cried aloud as though they were the only people in the world. She looked so beautiful, so complete, and afterwards the beast man placed a steaming hunk of meat in her hands and watched her with undiminished heat in his eyes as she moved aside to eat. There was no doubt in my mind that he would take her as his mate when the first moon was up and we were inducted into the tribe.

Driven by dual hungers gnawing at my belly and between my legs, I staggered forward into the circle of firelight around the biggest cooking fire and fell at the knees of one of the younger men.

“Please,” I moaned. “Please take me.”

Dark eyes regarded me with cool amusement, but he made no move to touch me. “Woman, there is no man here who will claim you or feed you except Spark-maker. You must go to him for your meat.”

The other beast men laughed raucously at his double entendre, and he turned away as another woman approached him. Spark-maker’s eyes were on me, laughing at my humiliation. I had surrendered to my flesh and gotten nothing for it at all. Still, I was not ready to crawl to the feet of my tormentor. I gathered myself up and trudged into the darkness alone.

A hand of hours later I emerged from my sleeping furs and crept down to the cooking pits. Orange coals glowed dully, their dim, reddish light only making the deep shadows around them more intense. Keeping to the darkness I wandered around their edges and looked for any food that might have been forgotten, hoping to save myself for another day or two from the shame of having to submit to Spark-maker. As I walked my spirits flagged; every bone I found was stripped bare with not even a bit of gristle left to gnaw on.

Much as I hated it, hated myself for it, he was right; inevitably I would give in. I might hold out a few days, but sooner or later I would go to him—and not just for him to feed me. The constant twinge between my legs demanded its own satisfaction as well. The shame of it still burned, though, and I desperately wanted to put it off as long as possible.

Then by the last campfire, barely visible in the shadows beside a log, I stumbled across a long spit still skewering the remains of the haunch of a deer. Salivating wildly I sucked the juices from my fingers and choked back a cry of relief. I was saved, at least for a while.

As I bent to pick up the spit large hands gripped my arms from behind and pulled me back against the broad, hard slab of a man’s chest. I squeaked in surprise and then powerful arms wrapped around me so that I couldn’t move, could barely breathe.

“Very dangerous, little one,” Spark-maker whispered, his warm breath tickling against my ear. “You can be beaten for stealing meat, or driven out of the camp to die alone in the wild. It is a challenge to the authority of the men, and they will not take it lightly.”

Fingertips drew across the bare skin of her stomach, leaving a field of goose bumps in their wake. “How long do you think you could survive alone out there? How long before you were ambushed by a lion when you went to drink? How long before hyenas followed the scent of food to your lair?”

His arms around me, the firm shaft of his erection pressing against me from behind, had my pussy trembling in seconds. I felt myself go liquid inside as his lips nuzzled against my neck, and I knew it was over.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, pressing myself back against his heat. “You were right all along. I was just afraid to admit it. Too ashamed.”

Arms loosened and his hands turned me to face him. “And now?”

“I am what I am. I want. I need.”

I sank to my knees and pressed myself against his legs, head bowed in submission. “Take me,” I murmured. “I am yours. Do what you want with me. Anything you want.”

Without a word he scooped me up in one arm, retrieved the spit with the other, and strode towards the cave where he spent his nights. As a leader of the tribe he did not have to share with other men, and since he had no mates or children we had the cave all to ourselves. Towards the rear a fire burned in a shallow pit, a crack in the ceiling drawing most of the smoke up so we didn’t choke on it. Spark-maker set me on my feet near the pit and stood watching me with hooded eyes.

“Strip,” he said.

With no more thought of argument I did as he bade, slipping off my doeskin tunic and then my soft leather skirt so that I stood naked before him. As the cool night air brushed across them my nipples crinkled and stiffened, while between my legs my clit tightened into a taut little ache that set my pussy to throbbing once more. My traitorous body knew what was coming, yearned for it, and I could no longer dredge up any great self-loathing for what I felt.

Wren of the Purple Forest People was no more. Now there was only Wren, woman of the beast men.

With the flint dagger he bore at his side Spark-maker sliced a strip from the meat on the spit and held it before my lips.

“Eat.”

I started to reach for it but he pulled it away. “No. You will feed from my hands.”

Suspecting a trick I nibbled warily, but the beast man did nothing more than let the meat slide into my mouth as I chewed. As soon as I swallowed my stomach came alive wanting more, a hunger that almost drowned out that cravings simmering below my belly. I looked eagerly at the spit, but Spark-maker shook his head and pointed with his knife to the sleeping furs near the fire.

“Lie down and spread your legs.”

When I was situated as he wanted he knelt beside me and sucked one of my nipples into his mouth. The wet heat on my sensitive flesh made me cry out, my back arching up off the ground, but his mouth had a firm hold on me so I didn’t slip free. His slick tongue swirled against me, now lashing, now tender, while he sucked tingling fire into my breasts from my core. I let my eyes close, reveling in this newfound bliss until Spark-maker’s mouth vanished.

“Eat.”

Another morsel dangled above my mouth and I swallowed it greedily, hardly bothering to chew. As soon as it was gone the beast man locked his thick lips around my other nipple while his fingers ran through the dark curls of my mound and slipped into the furrow between my legs. I cried out again as fingertips caressed the swollen knot of my clit and the heat within me flared, liquid fire simmering in my loins. He rubbed me there with slow, even strokes while another finger pressed against the slippery hole below and eased inside.

A whimper instead of a cry squeezed from me this time as he fanned the embers which had been smoldering for days into fresh flames that sizzled across my skin and left me raw and quivering. In answer he sucked harder, and his teeth grazed lightly across swollen, pink flesh. Between my legs my lips grew wet as he coaxed still more moisture from my already soaking tunnel. With his fingers strumming me I hardly noticed when his mouth abandoned my nipple again.

“Eat.”

I nibbled off pieces between gasps for air, struggling to remember to chew and swallow, for Spark-maker had my attention focused on his fingers and their rhythmic dance on my sex. Again his mouth fastened onto my nipple, sucking hard as he pushed two thick fingers into my pussy, his other fingers still caressing my clit. From three directions at once he was driving my nerves wild and it was more than I could take. For days my body had seethed in a state of high arousal from watching the nightly orgies of the beast men. The slightest touch was enough to make me burn, and Spark-maker’s expert touch was exquisite torture building me up and then backing off just before tipping me over the edge.

Again and again he took me right to the brink, until I whimpered and begged and cried for release. I writhed on his sleeping furs in delicious agony, unable to bear the searing intensity building along my nerves yet at the same time wishing it could go on forever.

“Now, little one.”

Teeth squeezed my nipple while deeply buried fingertips teased the pulsating walls of my pussy and his fingers sent waves of pleasure rippling out from my clit. My breath caught as light exploded inside my skull and I thrashed back against his bedding, then I was crying out with a passion that left my throat raw. Big hands stroked me from my breasts to my thighs, soothing, slowly bringing me back down to earth.

“Eat.”

I chewed automatically, head still buzzing and every muscle limp.

“Would you truly wish to deny yourself this, little one?”

Eyes blinked, considering. I swallowed hard. “No.”

He chuckled. “Good. Because there is more. Much more. It is not for nothing that they call me Spark-maker.”

“More?”

The pleasure of that orgasm had almost killed me. How could there be more?

Spark-maker didn’t reply. Instead he eased between my legs and I felt the coarse hair of his beard scrape against the inside of my thighs, his breath hot and moist against my pink slit.

I jerked upright in alarm. “What are you doing?”

One broad hand flattened against my stomach and pushed me back. “Lie still,” he commanded. “Did you not say that you are mine, to do with as I please?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Then do as I say.” His gruff voice became teasing. “You will not regret it.”

With trepidation I lowered myself back onto the furs and awaited the beast man’s next move. His breath against my innermost places sent shivers down my spine, fingers spreading me open wide, the night air chill against my moist flesh.

At the first touch of his tongue on my clit I sat bolt upright again, then forced myself back down to lay trembling among the furs. I had been wrong—that first orgasm hadn’t killed me, but his tongue on that fleshy knot just might. I had never dreamed that anything could feel so good, and the rough surface of his tongue gliding across my skin made my toes curl. I couldn’t think straight, could barely see straight, could only clutch tightly onto the sleeping furs and hold on for dear life as Spark-maker dragged me with dizzying speed up to the heights of my first orgasm and then beyond, into a whole new realm of mindless bliss.

I don’t know how long it lasted. At some point I opened my eyes and found that my hands had moved from the furs to the beast man’s head, holding him against me with my fingers buried in the thick curls of his hair while I moaned and panted and squirmed beneath him. Prickling heat slithered across my skin, swirled through my loins like smoke in the wind. I closed my eyes just as his fingers pushed inside of me and I came apart. This time I cried out until the cave rang with the power of my release.

When I returned to my senses Spark-maker sat beside me on a pile of his fur robes, his great cock rigid and pointing towards me. Despite what he had just done to me—twice—the sight ignited a quivering flame deep within my pussy. I would not be sated until I held him in my deepest places.

“Are you satisfied, little one?” he asked, as though reading my mind.

I shook my head, unable to take my eyes off of his manhood.

“I knew I had not misjudged,” he laughed, and handed me another chunk of meat. As I wolfed it down he continued. “But now it is time for you to serve my needs. Take me in your mouth.”

I was no stranger to this by now, and I gripped the red shaft of his ochre-stained rod in my slim fingers and drew the swollen, purple head towards my lips. He pulsed against my tongue as I licked him, running my tongue over the head and around and around him until he was slippery with my spit. Lips stretched to cover him as I sucked him into my mouth, my tongue playing against the ticklish underside the way I knew he liked, and I heard him give a long, deep sigh of contentment.

A little at a time I worked him into my mouth, slick, velvety warmth gripping him and caressing him on all sides until his tip pressed against the back of my throat. For a second I choked and had to fight not to gag, but I eased him out just enough to relieve the urge and was able to continue pleasing him. Eyes closed and his hands came to rest on my head and slowly stroke my hair. As I sucked on him his grip tightened, and after a minute he took control.

With slow, deep strokes he worked my mouth along his cock. I did my best to keep the gnarled shaft wet and slippery, working my tongue furiously to bathe him. Spark-maker’s breathing grew ragged, his movements jerky. Once again the tip hit the back of my throat and I struggled not to choke, then my head was free and I was able to pull away and breathe.

Fingertips brushed hair away from my face. “You have the softest mouth,” he said, “but tonight I am going to finish in that sweet pussy.”

I fluttered inside. “Please. Do it now.”

With a low growl he grabbed me and pushed me face-down into the pile of furs. Thick fingers pried me open and the head of his cock slid into my hole.

“Never would I have believed that I would find my match among you smooth skins,” he murmured.

He took me fast and hard, thrusting deep in his impatience so that I cried out as I stretched to my limits for him. It hurt, but it was a hurt that I craved, that I had been longing for.

“More,” I begged. “Harder. Take me.”

Fingers dug into my soft flesh as he slammed into me and I felt my walls opening for him, pulsing against him as he pierced far into my belly. His manhood left no room for my voice and my lungs fought for each breath. The smell of my arousal hung hot and musky in the air, the only sounds our muted gasps and the sharp crack as our bodies slapped together. Half in a daze I slid a hand beneath me and found my clit.

Pleasure exploded through me so that the world went gray and I could barely hold myself up. Tremors ran through my body as my pussy pulsed and squeezed on the thick rod which filled it. Behind me Spark-maker gasped and shoved into me with a deep grunt. A moment later his scalding seed spewed into my pussy in thick, sticky gobs. The beast man clung to my hips, his broad chest heaving for air while his erection twitched and slowly ebbed inside of me.

By the time he laid down beside me and pulled the furs up to cover us both I was already asleep.

After that I went to Spark-maker’s cave every night. While he always had the choicest cuts of meat saved for me, I would have gone just for the pleasure he could wring from my body. Before long Mist was spending her nights in Bullfrog’s cave, and a sense of contentment filled me. Our days might be filled with hard work, but night after night of incredible bliss more than made up for it, and we both began to believe that our lives among the beast men might be better than anything we had dared hope for—provided we could endure our initiation into the tribe at the end of our first month among them.

To be continued…

Keep reading for a sneak peek at the next installment in Wren and Mist’s story, Woman 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: Woman of the Beast Men

I AM WREN, woman of the Beast Men.

Well, not quite yet. Mist and I had dwelled among the Beast Men for almost a moon, but were still not counted as part of their tribe. We remained unclaimed as mates, although Spark-maker and Bullfrog had made their preference for us clear. No matter what their preferences, though, until we underwent the initiation ceremonies we remained outsiders and unable to be claimed by members of their tribe.

So each evening Mist and I joined the other unmated women to pleasure the men in exchange for a share of the day’s hunt, while living with the fear that Spark-maker and Bullfrog might tire of us and leave us to be claimed by some other men of the tribe. All we could do was survive from day to day until our initiation.

The rituals involved in that remained largely a mystery. We only knew that at the end we would be given to the tribe’s chieftain, Bonecrusher, and then after he was done with us we could be taken as mates by the others. As mated women we would have status in the tribe and not exist solely at the whim of whatever man chose to take us, so it was with more eagerness than trepidation that we waited for the days to pass until our initiation.

I had long ago given up any hope of our rescue by the hunters of our Purple Forest tribe. Either they had lost the trail of the creatures that had carried us off, or they had found the camp and realized that the Beast Men were too strong for them. My disappointment at not being rescued was tinged with relief, for I had no desire to see either my old betrothed Boarfang or Spark-maker dead for my sake.

Mornings were spent with Mist and the other unclaimed women scouring the nearby forest for food—blackberries, clusters of purple grapes, and nuts. With the men all out hunting there was no one to prevent us from trying to escape, but even if we did then what? There was nowhere for us to go. We had no idea where our tribe might be. Both the forest and grasslands were dangerous and full of creatures that hunt men, and if they did not kill us the Beast Men would track us down and recapture us. It was better for us all just to stay and make the best of the situation.

Vivid memories of the last few evenings with Spark-maker stirred my sex into a tingling flutter. The situation was truly not all bad.

Afterwards we returned to the camp and handed over the food we’d gathered to the women responsible for preparing and storing it for the winter months, then took a quick dip in the river to rinse off the dust and cobwebs. As we lay drying on the stony riverbank staring up at the robin’s egg blue sky and fluffy clouds the two head women, Feather and Sparkle, joined us.

“The moon is almost past,” Sparkle said. “Your initiations will begin tonight.”

A cold sliver of fear like a spear of ice thrust deep into my stomach, and I shivered. In the end my curiosity won out over fear, though.

“What are the initiations?” I asked.

“First there is the Choosing, where the men select those women they wish to mate. That will take place after the evening meal.”

“So they choose their mates?” asked Mist.

Feather shook her head. “Not yet. First those selected must be purified. The purification rituals take place over three days. When that is complete the women undergo the initiation ceremony and then they are given to the chieftain, Bonecrusher. Only after all of this has been done may the men claim their mates from among the new women of the tribe.”

“Purified?” one of the other women asked nervously. “How are we to be purified?”

Feather pursed her lips and would not answer. It was Sparkle who finally spoke up.

“We do not speak of what occurs in the purification cave. It is taboo.”

Mist and I traded uneasy glances. Compared to the Purple Forest tribe the Beast Men seemed to have very little that was taboo. What awful things must happen during the  purification rituals if their women would not even speak of it?

That night started out like every other we had spent in the camp of the Beast Men. A circle of large fires on the shelf by the river drove away the darkness where the men gathered to eat. Meat cooked over the fires, filling the air with the rich smell of roasting venison while fat sizzled and sputtered as it dripped down onto the glowing coals. Now and then among the low murmur of conversation a burst of laughter broke free to float like bright sparks above us all.

I felt a sudden pang of homesickness. Despite their strange and rough ways, the Beast Men were not so very different from my own people. When the meat had cooked the men distributed it among their mates and children before taking their own share. Only after the men had eaten their fill did things become very different from the life I had known.

Even after a month in their camp it was still a shock to watch as one after another the unmated women went forward to offer themselves in return for a share of the remaining meat. Each time one or more of the Beast Men took her while the others looked on and shouted their encouragement. Frozen in place I watched the half-naked bodies twisting and coming together in the firelight, but I could not deny the way my own body responded to what was being done to the others. My blood pounded in my ears while moisture seeped between my legs and within I trembled with longing.

At last Mist took her place in the center between the campfires. Silhouetted in the flames, she held her head high and her dark hair gleamed in the flickering light. She moved sinuously before them while her hands glided over her breasts and the lithe curves of her body in a dance of lush sexuality. Only seconds passed before Bullfrog emerged from the throng of shadowed men standing at the edge of the fire light.

His large hands roughly yanked aside her ragged clothing to expose the pale skin beneath. Briefly he caressed her hidden places, then he took her before everyone in a fierce coupling until Mist cried out into the night. When he had sated himself, Bullfrog presented my friend with a thick hunk of venison he had saved for her.

For some reason watching the others—especially Mist—being fucked always stoked the fires of my own sex. Under my doeskin shift my nipples were hard and aching, and my pussy was wet and trembling with desire. My eyes sought out Spark-maker and when I spotted him I moved around the circle of fires until I stood before him.

Continue reading Woman 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
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






