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 The
Tale

Sna’ia (‘Shuh Nay Ya’) sprang forward
like a rabbit bursting from its den as the Rucktool horn shattered
the early morning silence with its deep baritone wail. The young
women jostled each other through the large clearing, penned in on
each side by their mothers and all the other village women who were
now shouting encouragement at them, laughing and waving their hands
at them as they ran past. She heard her mother’s voice and glanced
over to see her cheering with one arm, the other holding baby Oona
in her arms who was happily sucking on a sprig of D’hal root and
completely oblivious to the goings on. Her little sister Di’anha
was jumping up and down and waving, so excited for her both because
she loved Sna’ia and also because this day meant that her own was
just a couple of short years away.

She thought about how all the planning,
all the preparations of the last few weeks had culminated in this
moment. She and Di’anha had worked very hard on her outfit as all
sisters do for each other. Her father had brought home the doe,
it’s meat feeding the family for weeks, but also providing them
with the hide they would spend hours scraping, salting, working
over and over making it into a soft and supple material.

The acorns were gathered near their
home, painted red with beet juice and used as beads woven into the
hem of the traditional short skirt. The top clung tightly over her
young breasts, stopping well above her navel, held up with a single
broad shoulder strap, all the edges stitched in strips of leather
dyed yellow. They had laughed and talked about the young men in the
village as she bathed in the hot spring that morning before Di’anha
had carefully braided flowers into her hair. The braids formed a
small band around her head before coming together at the rear and
allowed to flow freely with the rest of her hair in long dark
silken waves down her back.

Sna’ia smiled back at them and then
looked ahead towards the forest she had grown up in, a thick wall
of lush green ferns, gentle moss covered floor and massive towering
trees whose trunks were as thick around as 5 men, eons old. Those
trees were as ageless as the traditions of her people, as this
tradition being celebrated today; The Claiming.

As the forest embraced them the sounds
of the cheering crowd faded away until there was only the girl’s
quiet padding along the trail to mark their presence. In no time at
all several forks appeared in the trail and the girls started to
separate one by one, each choosing a path that they were
comfortable with. Sna’ia finally saw her choice and veered right
disappearing down her trail silent as a ghost, the years of hunting
and gathering with her family had taught her to be one with the
forest.

She ran as fast as she could whilst
pacing herself knowing that it could be a very long run indeed. She
was a proud young woman, she stood taller than most of the girls
and carried herself like a she-wolf, lean, agile, and sure footed
on long muscular legs built for speed. Today her legs would not let
her down as she raced through the woods, knowing that she would not
allow herself to be caught by just any man. There was only one man
for her and as much as she desperately hoped he would be the one,
he would still have to prove himself worthy of her. He must find
her, and he must catch her, and she would make neither an easy
task.

 


 


 


Lu-ukt’al (‘Luck Tahl’) stood
impatiently waiting with the other young men by the banks of the
mighty Rahn-al river. Its angry cold waters roiling over the huge
boulders scattered with a giants hand so carelessly across its
breadth. It’s deep murmur calling out like a black widow to her
lover before ensnaring him in her deathly embrace.

His father clasped him on his broad
shoulder, feeling the cords of muscle under his hand, and bade him
much luck. He was proud of his only son. So tall, so strong, why
the boy could carry whole tree trunks on his shoulders when
gathering wood, there were none stronger than he. He was proud of
him too because he bore the knowledge of his own strength and
skills with quiet dignity and did not act the buffoon nor bully.
The other lads looked up to him and respected his prowess with the
Daknil; the mighty bow, taller than most men, a weapon few could
use due to the sheer strength required to draw it. Not only could
he draw it, he had felled many a large buck from impossible
distances with uncanny accuracy.

Looking at him standing there in the
traditional loin cloth with the Nikhla (short knife) he had
strapped to his son’s waist this morning, and the red braided
leather band the boy’s mother had tied around his left bicep along
with a kiss on the cheek, never had a father felt such pride. He
stepped back to join the other fathers and they began the sing song
chant of millennia old, a chant of blessings for health, vigor,
hunting prowess and most of all, good fortune in The Claiming.

Their voices rose and fell in cascading
waves, gaining in intensity and tempo, driving the young men mad
with such excitement they could barely contain themselves for much
longer. The sound of the Rucktool horn rolled over the hills and
through the expansive forest to where they impatiently waited.
Lu-ukt’al growled to himself as he tore off into the forest,
bursting out ahead of the mad frenzied pack of young men eager to
begin the journey into manhood.

He knew what he wanted, knew it as sure
as he knew his own name or the color of the sky, there was only one
way this day would end, one way it could end. Anything else was
unacceptable. Without her, he would be incomplete. He had watched
her grow up, watched her grow tall and strong, and beautiful.
Sometimes he would stop and talk with her when she was out
gathering in the woods, or cleaning a fresh kill her father had
brought home in her yard. Just little things were said,
pleasantries, polite inquiries as to health and well-being. It was
what wasn’t said that made his heart beat fast. The way she
sometimes looked up at him through her eye lashes, as if shy even
though she was far from it, or the smile she gave him whenever
their eyes met across the plaza in the village. Sometimes if he
told a funny tale, she would lightly grasp his arm as if to steady
herself while she laughed. Her touch electrified him.

He knew the forest, the trails, the
hills, like he knew the lines on the palm of his hand. Almost
immediately he separated from the pack and cut through the woods
heading towards the area where he knew she liked to frequent. He
ran fast, feet barely touching the ground, his breathing steady,
measured, his body tuned for this day. He was, the hunter.

 


 


 


Sna’ia heard something snap and glanced
behind her but couldn’t see anything. She was sweating now; she had
been running hard for the last few minutes certain someone was just
behind her. Branches scratched at her face as she plunged
recklessly into the thickening undergrowth. Off the beaten trail
she had to slow down or risk breaking a leg. She scrambled over a
fallen log and then stumbled on a root and went down onto one knee.
With a grunt of frustration she got back up and started again, the
way ahead was somewhat clear and she broke into a fast jog.

Not half a dozen steps later she only
had time to utter a small gasp as a shadow burst from the foliage
and with a roar threw itself at her, lifting her off her feet as it
knocked her sideways to the ground. She would not be taken so
easily! They hit the ground in an explosion of struggling limbs.
Curses old and new were flung like daggers as she struggled against
her captor. She bucked and twisted around onto her back, his hands
quickly finding her wrists and pinning them down as she looked up
into his face and realized it was Lu-ukt’al!

“YOU!” She exclaimed,
a smile forming on her face. “Yes... Me”. He smiled back as her
struggling ceased and released the pressure on her wrists. His
hands slid up over her palms until their fingers intertwined and
grasped each other. His breath was hot on her face as he lowered
his lips to meet hers in a hungry embrace. The time for talking had
passed the moment that horn sounded. His tongue found hers and they
danced around one another feverishly until he withdrew it just
enough so he could trail it down her chin, then under it, following
her jaw line, further until he found the little nook behind her
ear. He licked at the lobe, and then nibbled on it causing her to
giggle at the tickling sensation. He slid his hands down her arms
and shuffled backwards at the same time so he could continue the
descent. She shivered at his touch as he found her shoulders, and
then teased the sides of her breasts until finally stopping at the
bottom edge of her top.

Her chest rose and fell with nervous
breath as he pushed up the top and then pulled it off over her
head, the cool forest air making her nipples harden at their sudden
exposure. He looked down at her breasts, full and round, proudly
begging to be suckled. He could refrain no longer; his blood was
boiling with unbridled lust. His head dipped down and he took first
one breast into his mouth, then the other, roughly squeezing them
with both hands, feeling her soft silky skin beneath his fingers,
hearing her moan as he rolled them around. The salty taste of her
skin was better than any wine, he couldn’t get enough as his mouth
and tongue continued their exploration, down her taut belly,
dallying for a moment on her navel before running across her waist
to explore the top of her hip bone.

She raised her hips up as he
desperately pulled down on her skirt tearing it off in one fell
motion, tossing it aside in his haste to lay his hands back on her.
He looked down at her dark mound glistening with dew drops of
anticipation and felt himself straining against the loin cloth
begging to be released. Her eyes widened in awe as he pulled out
his massive member, the head throbbing as he gripped it in his hand
guiding it down to her. Reflexively she pulled up her knees, her
eyes roaming over his magnificent body. The muscles of his arm
rippled as he supported himself with one hand, his broad shoulders
and chest looming over her, an expansive sea of muscle and taut
sweaty flesh an unending horizon of Man.

His eyes locked on hers and she
steadied herself, steeling herself for what was to come. He paused
for a moment looking down at her perfection, her chest rapidly
rising and falling in nervous fear, eyes wide upon him and then he
covered her mouth in a savage kiss as he pushed himself inside
her.

Her muffled cries of shock and pain
were like an aphrodisiac to him as they turned to surprised moans
of pleasure as he pushed inside her. There was some resistance at
first but he just pushed harder and felt himself slide in. He
pulled out almost all the way, staying inside just enough to keep
her open and then drove himself into her, deep, until their hips
were pressed together and he could go no further. She cried out as
waves of pleasure tore through her, it was so confusing the pain,
the pleasure, oh the pleasure, she clasped her hands around the
back of his neck, wrapping her legs tightly around his hips trying
to pull him even deeper inside her.

He thrust hard, deep, fast, wave after
wave of penetrating sensations of pleasure washed over her, she
lost track of time, of self, became aware only of him inside her,
filling her, completing her. There were small sticks under her
digging into her back, scratching her deliciously soft skin every
time he pushed down into her with each thrust, but she didn’t feel
them and if she could have she would not have cared. His tongue
found hers, mouths crushed together in a furious need to be
together as one. She felt him tense, his grip tightened on her and
he screamed a primal cry of release as he filled her with his
seed.

Slowly his grip loosened, his body
relaxed, and he kissed the nape of her neck gently. She lay there
with her legs around him, unwilling to let go just yet and felt his
heart beating strongly against her chest, where her own heart was
still beating to the rhythm of a mad drummer. He lifted his head
and looked down into her contented half lidded eyes, and said
‘Woman…I—Claim -- You!’, and she was complete.

 


 


The End.
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Excerpt from the chapter: First and
Last

The days past and to say there was
anything else on his mind other than ‘the contract’ would be a lie.
He couldn’t sleep, couldn’t focus at work, her lilting voice rang
in his ears, and her piercing gaze burned a blazing trail from his
heart down to his semi-engorged cock.

This chick was crazy, not just crazy
hot because she was that, but no it was that she actually was, as
far as he was concerned, crazy. Thing was, her crazy was lighting
him up, he’d wanted more of it as soon as her apartment door
closed. Things had been pretty shitty lately, so why not at least
get some smokin’ hot female company out of the deal?

He’d spent the week chasing down some
job leads, and at the end of the day had grabbed some pizza, rushed
to get his things and booked it over to her place. He found himself
at her door, bags in hand, heart pounding with nervous excitement.
She opened it and turned from him without saying a word.

He hesitated a second then followed her
in, catching and closing the door behind him. She wore skin tight
faded jeans with a black silk top that left one shoulder bare,
while it hugged and accentuated her curves in all the right places.
She walked over to the bed then sat down on the edge of it,
crossing her legs and allowing her eyes to drift languidly around
the room.

He placed his bags down and stood in
front of her. After a few moments he started feeling a bit the
fool. His hands shuffled from his pockets to being clasped together
in front of him as he waited for her to say something. The silence
dragged on and he opened his mouth to speak when her eyes zeroed
into laser focus upon his own.

You. Do. Not. Speak without
permission, do you understand? She snapped at him, her voice
like a whip on his psyche.

What the hell? He thought, but
he gathered himself and merely nodded to her.

I’m not here to be your friend. I
don’t want to get to know you. You are a boarder, that’s it. You
pay me to occupy space here, nothing else, do I make myself
clear? Her face softened condescendingly, as she waited
expectantly for him to respond.

Well sure, I get it but don’t you
want.., he started to reply.

What I want, is a boarder that can
keep his mouth shut unless spoken to. Come in, sort yourself out
for the night, and then get in your box. The sooner you’re out of
my sight the better.

He stared at her, mouth open. He’d
never heard anyone talk like that before, and certainly not to him.
He was off balance because to boot, she acted like her behaviour
was perfectly acceptable.

I assume since you are here that you’ve
decided to accept my terms?

I, uh,…, He started.

Before you say anything, She
paused, dragging her eyes up over him before rolling them off to
the side, half lidded in disinterest and staring at nothing in
particular, I believe you have something for me? She leaned
her hand back onto the bed and tapped her foot in the air in front
of her. As she moved the black satin top rippled in the light as it
slid over her tight stomach, stretching in a cascade of reflected
light over her breasts.

He took it all in, every inch of her.
Including her sitting with no expression on her face whatsoever,
other than mild irritation. She was perfectly fine with how she was
treating him, that was obvious. Am I ok with this? Do I have
another option? Maybe she’ll relax, this is probably just a tough
guy act, she’ll chill out once she knows me. He thought.

She watched his eyes roam over her,
then flicker over to the drawer, slightly ajar and dark within.

He sighed, dug into his pocket and
withdrew a bundle of cash. Smiling hopefully at her he held out the
last of his money. Her eyes never left his as she leaned forward,
taking the cash deftly with one hand while lifting up off the bed
to stand in front of him. She raised a finger to his nose.

If I want you staring at me like a
slack jawed idiot, I’ll ask. Otherwise, keep your eyes averted.
Show some respect. She pushed down on his nose until he dipped
his chin. She continued pushing until his chin almost touched his
chest and he had to lower his eyes to the floor. His face turned
beet red and she could see his eyes darting around as he struggled
with his situation.

Shit! He thought, she has my
money and now she tells me I can’t even look at her, talk to her,
what the hell is going on?! This is nuts. Screw this, I don’t need
this kind of crazy.

You know what, I, uh, I changed my
mind, why don’t you give me my money back and I’ll be out of here
in a flash. Sorry for any misunderstanding. He boldly raised
his head, looked her directly in the eyes and gave his winning
smile for all it was worth.

Her eyes widened in shock. He didn’t
think he’d said anything odd especially compared to the way she’d
been with him, but she looked shocked regardless.

She folded his money and pressed it
into the front pocket of her jeans. They were so tight he could see
the bills outlined when her hand moved away. She tapped her slender
fingers on the pocket lightly, There, all safe and
secure.

What the hell, didn’t she hear me?
What’s she doing with my money? He was anxious at her ignoring
what he’d said but his mind kept imagining those slender fingers
tapping on the head of his cock instead of her pocket. His eyes
shifted over and drank in the sight of her pussy lips perfectly
accentuated by the denim rolling over one lip then the other,
caressing them with it’s rough kiss, leaving nothing to the
imagination.

She took a breath, her face relaxing as
she shook her head slightly, looking at him almost with pity.

I realise this is your first night,
and as such I’d like to forget all about that little outburst of
yours. However, rules are rules. How can I expect you to respect
them if I don’t show you how important they are to me? She
asked, pursing her lips and raising her eyebrow at him.

Look I get it, you have rules,
he said as he tried to focus. He was having trouble, those lips
were full, moist, her eyes still pools of self-assurance that
seemed to see right inside him.

No. No I don’t think you do, she
said turning to bend down and grasp the handles of the drawer.
Pulling it all the way open she straightened up and turned back to
face him, blowing an errant strand of hair out of her face.

He wasn’t sure what she was doing but
watching her blow the hair out of her face, the way her lips moved
as she pushed the air over them was a distraction he didn’t
need.

She pointed at the foot of the bed.
You can put your bag down there and sort yourself out
tomorrow.

He didn’t think anything of it and set
his bag where she’d pointed then faced her. Wait, man! What are
you doing?! He shook his head, realizing he’d gotten caught up
in the sight of her. Oh you sucker, grab your shit, put that
Irish pussy out of your head and get out of here.

He was turning to get his things when
she spoke, her lilting voice sliding over him with a cold edge of
finality. Not loud, not forceful, it was as if it was a
conversation about the weather. Get in your box.

Come on, is she serious?! He
thought. He faced her, Look lady, first of all, it’s only 6
o’clock, and secondly, I already told you, this was a mistake. Just
give me my money and I’ll be outta here.

She stared at him. He held her gaze for
a second then his eyes wavered and he looked away. She felt the
hook slipping in and she knew she had only to set it.

She walked over to him and gently but
firmly grabbed his chin and moved her face to within inches from
his. You had a chance to reflect on what living here would be
like and you made your choice.

She looked down at his lips mere inches
from her own. You came back, you gave me your money. You
accepted the contract. Now,… do not make me repeat myself. Get. In.
Your. Box.
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