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Chapter One
 
   Violet stared out the bus window at the land rushing by. The trip was supposed to be a way to get her mind off her problems, but it was just giving her more time to dwell. She had no idea what she was going to do when she got back home. There was nothing there for her.
 
   No job, no apartment, and her family had not talked to her in months. Everyone was going on with their lives, and she was spinning her wheels. Before she graduated high school, she had hopes of going to college. A year later, she was still drifting. 
 
   Violet sighed and slumped deeper into her seat. The trip had been a last ditch effort to straighten herself out. She thought if she got away for a while, maybe everything would work itself out. The pamphlet for the bus tour had appeared in her mailbox the day she made up her mind to leave.
 
   It seemed like a sign. 
 
   “Have you been here before, dear?”
 
   Violet jerked her gaze away from the wild scenery to look at the elderly passenger across from her. The woman smiled.
 
   “No.”
 
   “It’s beautiful,” the woman continued on, undeterred by her depressed tone. “We should be close, now.”
 
   The land outside the window had been growing rougher with each passing hour, as the hills rose from the windswept plains. The tall grass whipped wildly underneath the gray storm clouds. 
 
   “Looks like rain,” the woman observed. 
 
   Violet nodded. 
 
   “Don’t you worry.” The woman patted her knee. “We’ll still get to see the Sacred Mound.”
 
   Violet gave the woman her full attention. “What’s that? I thought we were going to a mountain.”
 
   The woman chuckled. “Oh, we are. The locals call it the Sacred Mound. Just old stories and superstition, dear.”
 
   Violet leaned forward in her seat, eager to get her mind off her thoughts. “I like stories.”
 
   The woman smiled. “You’re very sweet. Indulging an old woman her blabbering.”
 
   “I really am interested, ma’am.”
 
   The woman’s gaze moved to the window. “Alright, then. The people who live here are descended from the same people who have lived in the area for thousands of years. They believed the hills and mountains were the homes of spirits.”
 
   “Likes ghosts?” Violet questioned.
 
   “No. More like…elves or pagan gods.” 
 
   Violet frowned at the surrounding hills. “Were they protective spirits?”
 
   The woman shrugged. “In a matter of speaking. They protected the land from invaders, but they demanded sacrifices in return.”
 
   “Typical,” Violet snorted. “Isn’t that how all those stories go?”
 
   The woman’s smile returned. “I suppose so, dear.”
 
   “So, what about the mountain we’re going to see?” Violet asked. “Does it have a spirit living in it?”
 
   “According to local legend, the king of the area lives there. That’s why the locals call it the Sacred Mound.”
 
   Violet hummed thoughtfully. “That’s interesting. Why didn’t the tour guide say anything?”
 
   She scanned the small tour group. There were less than a dozen people on the bus, most of them elderly. The tour guide sat up front chatting with the bus driver. 
 
   “Some people find some of the stories…concerning,” the woman said.
 
   “But you don’t,” Violet said, looking the woman over. “Could you share one with me?”
 
   “If you’re certain you want to hear it.”
 
   Violet looked into the woman’s sharp, blue eyes and nodded. 
 
   “Alright, dear. I’ll tell you about the king who lives in the Sacred Mound.” The woman settled back in her chair comfortably. 
 
   “According to legend, the immortal king had a beautiful mortal wife named Aneraet, who he loved very much. They had many children, who spread across the land to live in other hills and mountains. After Aneraet died of old age, the king became cold and distant. The land suffered from invasion and plague.”
 
   Violet scooted forward in her seat, completely enthralled by the story. “And then what?”
 
   The woman smiled at her eagerness. “Then, the men of the land met to discuss a solution. The people knew if they could raise the king’s spirits, he would protect them again. So, they joined their tribes in a sacred pact.”
 
   “What kind of pact?”
 
   “Every generation, they would offer one of their daughters to the immortal king.”
 
   Violet blinked in surprise. “Did it work?”
 
   “According to legend, it did. The king accepted their sacrifices. He married and had many children with each wife, and peace returned to the land.”
 
   “Wow. That’s quite a story.” 
 
   The bus slowed to a stop, and Violet peered out the window at the mountain towering over them. The clouds overhead were heavy and gray, and cast the rugged landscape in an ominous light. Violet shivered. 
 
   “So, when did the locals stop with the sacrifices?” she asked. 
 
   The woman did not reply. 
 
   Violet looked away from the window to see the seat across from her empty. The other passengers were quickly shuffling down the aisle toward the door, and old woman was leading the pack. Violet huffed in amusement. 
 
   She grabbed her jacket from the seat beside her and joined the back of the line. Once she left the safety of the bus, a gust tore at her jacket and the hem of her dress. Her long, auburn hair swept over her shoulder to flutter in the strong wind. She hurried over to join the rest of the tour group. 
 
   The tour guide was already yelling information about the mountains surrounding them, and herding them toward the visitor’s center. Violet started to follow them when she saw a large figure standing in the grass at the base of the mountain. 
 
   From the broad shoulders, she assumed it was a man, but he had to be over seven feet tall. Before she could get a good look, the sky opened up and it started pouring. The rain fell so hard, it was impossible to see more than an arm’s length in front of her. Violet gasped for breath as the cold water soaked her hair and trailed down the back of her neck. 
 
   She pulled her jacket tight around her and ran. The rain blinded her and it barely registered when the slick pavement beneath her feet faded into grass. Her whole body shivered and her teeth chattered. A large dark shape rose in front of her, and in her rush to find shelter, she did not realize it was far too large to be the entrance to the visitor’s center.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Two
 
   Violet rushed through the doorway. She shed her soaked jacket and rubbed at her arms. When she glanced up, she paused.  A cave? She looked around in confusion. She had come through a doorway, but there was nothing around her but dirt walls lit by torchlight. 
 
   Vines covered the floor and hung from the ceiling. The torches extended off to her right, down a long hallway. After a moment of hesitation, Violet dropped her jacket on the floor and walked toward the corridor. The vines tangled around her ankles and pulled at her shoes with each step, as if they had a mind of their own. 
 
   She toed off her heels. It was far easier to navigate the strange floor barefoot. Violet continued down the hallway, peering into the shadows for any sign of an exit. There was nothing but the strange dirt cave and the faint sound of drums. She ignored the vines tickling at her toes and caressing her ankles, sure she was just imagining it.
 
   The cave was oddly warm. After only a few minutes, her shivering stopped. The drum beats grew louder. The vines moved further up her legs, stroking along her calves in a way that was far too intentional to be her imagination. The soft caresses sent confusing messages to her brain. 
 
   Violet gasped as a vine tickled the back of her knee, and she realized she was actually getting wet. No one and nothing had ever touched her like that before. Her body was defenseless to resist the flirtatious touches. Her eyelids fluttered at a teasing brush along her inner thigh. 
 
   It was wrong. She should be terrified. The vine stroked her through her panties, pressing the thin cotton against her wet folds. Violet stumbled. She fell to her knees, cushioned by the layer of vines. They curled around her protectively, wrapping up her arms and legs and bringing her down to lay on her belly. 
 
   She gasped as more of them slid under the hem of her dress. They pressed her skirt up until her demure, cotton panties were the only thing between her virgin pussy and their touch. A vine pressed on her swollen clit through the fabric and she moaned. The touch made her body pulse in pleasure and she felt more of her wetness dribble out on to her panties. 
 
   Violet held her breath, as the vines drew her panties down her thighs and off, leaving her open to them. It was unnatural and weird, but it felt so good. She cried out at the first touch on her naked clit. The vine played with the swollen nub, stroking it over and over, as she gasped for breath. 
 
   Another vine circled her virgin entrance and she arched her back. It slid inside her, parting her body for the first time. Violet sobbed at the pleasure of being filled. The vine on her clit wrapped around the nub and tugged. Her pussy clamped down on the vine inside her and she shuddered through her climax. 
 
   More vines slid through the mess between her legs, slicking themselves and rubbing her juices over her skin. One of the vines circled her virgin back entrance. She gasped at the odd pleasure of it. When it stretched her tiny entrance, her mouth fell open in a long moan. 
 
   Her thighs shook and her pussy fluttered, as the vine slid deep into her back passage. Her muscles clenched, the friction setting off lightning bolts of pleasure in her pussy. The vine in her pussy slid out of her and toyed with her sensitive opening. She jerked her hips at the sensation, unable to decide if she wanted it to keep up the pleasurable torment or thrust into her.
 
   The vine on her clit rhythmically squeezed the swollen nub and she moaned helplessly. They were taking her apart with every touch. She had never imagined that her body could feel so much pleasure. It felt filthy and depraved, but she wanted more. 
 
   “Yes,” she moaned, biting her lip. 
 
   “Beautiful,” a deep voice rumbled.
 
   The vines went still and Violet jerked her head up to see a huge creature standing over her. He was the figure she saw before the rain. He looked even bigger up close. His skin was the dark brown of the dirt wall and his eyes glowed yellow. There was a crown of antlers on his head.
 
   Violet gaped up at the king of the Sacred Mound. His eyes moved over her, and she suddenly realized she was half naked and being pleasured by vines. Her face flamed in embarrassment. As she tugged a hand free of the vines to cover herself, the vines inside her wiggled.
 
   She squeezed her eyes closed, gasping in pleasure. The vine on her clit gently tugged, and her pussy fluttered. Mortification warred with her need to come. She was so close. 
 
   Violet opened her eyes to see the king observing her avidly. As she watched, he pushed aside his loincloth to reveal a huge, erect cock. He leisurely stroked it with his massive hand. 
 
   “Make her climax,” he demanded.
 
   The vines leapt into action. The vines inside her retracted to be replaced with thicker ones. They eased inside her, stretching her virgin passages. Violet shuddered at the heavy weight of them inside her. They slid in and out of her, her stuffed holes clenching in pleasure. 
 
   She panted for breath, meeting the king’s intent gaze. His hand continued to slowly stroke his cock, and she watched the precum dribble down over his fingers. Her breaths began to hitch, as the pleasure grew in her body and her muscles wound tight. 
 
   She whined, jerking her hips wildly. The vines kept their slow pace, driving her into a frenzy. She just needed a little more. 
 
   “Please!” she begged.
 
   “As my lady demands,” the king rumbled.
 
   The vine stroking on her clit, suddenly flicked the little nub. Violet’s muscles locked and she wailed through her climax. Her body shuddered in pleasure. The thick vines inside her eased out of her body, leaving her wet and open. She moaned at the feeling of the king’s eyes on her.
 
   “Come, precious one.”
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chapter Three
 
   Violet limply let the immortal lift her from the vine-covered floor. He carried her deeper into the cave, as she blinked dazedly. Precious one? Pleasure dulled her mind, but something about his words struck a chord. Violet looked up at him. 
 
   Did he think she was a sacrifice? His yellow gaze dropped to hers and he smiled. Oh, damn. He definitely did. The king was expecting a wife and a wedding night. Her mind raced.
 
   She should tell him there had been a mix up, before things went any further. Violet glanced around when they entered a high-ceilinged chamber. A raised pallet made of vines dominated the center of the room. It was covered in a thick layer of soft-looking furs. 
 
   The king gently set her down on the bed. Violet opened her mouth to tell him the truth, but her eyes caught on his massive erection. Her pussy clenched just at the thought of that monster sliding into her. She spread her thighs in welcome. 
 
   The king’s gaze dropped to her wet pussy, and he stroked his huge cock. 
 
   “Show me your body, lovely girl,” he said.
 
   Violet hurried to sit up and unzip the back of her dress. As soon as she could, she ripped it off over her head and tossed it away. She started to unfastened her bra, but the king knelt beside her, stopping her movement with his large hands. He eyed her bra curiously.
 
   He stroked his thumbs over her breasts where they peeked over the top of her bra, and her nipples hardened. Violet sighed in pleasure. The king carefully reached inside her bra to draw out one plump breast. He cradled it in his huge hand and smoothed over her nipple with his thumb. 
 
   Violet arched, squeezing her thighs together. He repeated his action, rasping his rough skin over the sensitive bud. It sent a bolt of pleasure down to her core and her pussy clenched. Wetness dampened her thighs. The king watched her face, as he jerked her bra open to free both pale breasts. 
 
   He continued his gentle torment, watching her arch and moan for him. Finally, he pressed her back into the furs and parted her legs. Violet held her breath, as one of his huge hands slid up her inner thigh. Her heart pounded in anticipation. 
 
   One thick finger slowly eased inside her. Violet tipped her head back and moaned. Her pussy fluttered around his finger, trying to pull it in deeper. She raised her hands to her breasts, rubbing at her sensitive nipples. The king rumbled his approval.
 
   He slipped a second thick finger into her. She was so wet her pussy squelched with every move of his hands. Violet jerked her hips, impaling herself on his fingers and gasping. She rubbed her nipples harder, the jolts of pleasure only adding to her wetness. 
 
   The king pulled his thick fingers out of her and grabbed her by the waist. He tugged her into his lap, holding her up with one arm while he positioned his cock at her entrance. Violet wrapped her arms around his neck and shuddered at the feel of his erection against her wet pussy. 
 
   His cock head slowly stretched her open. Violet whined, as her pussy took its first cock. Her body was so wet for him, even the massive size of him was no match for her slickness. Violet buried her face in his chest and moaned. The king slid into her like her body was made for him. 
 
   When he was finally deep inside her, he paused and stroked down her back. Without warning, he slid one long, thick finger into her back passage. Violet’s pussy clamped down on his cock and she cried out. Her hips jerked into his, driving him deeper. She gasped, shaking as he murmured praises in her ear. 
 
   The king slid his finger most of the way out of her and plunged it back in. She cried out into his chest. 
 
   “Please!” she begged. 
 
   The immortal tightened his arm around her waist and slid her up his huge cock. When only the head was still inside her fluttering pussy, he pulled her back down. Violet arched her back at the pleasure. She squirmed in his grasp, tightening her back passage around his finger. 
 
   He lifted her again and dropped her down harder. She wailed. Her hips jerked uncontrollably, plunging his finger in and out of her back passage. His chest vibrated with his chuckle. 
 
   “So eager, precious one. Do you desire release?”
 
   Violet nodded, panting in pleasure. 
 
   The king bounced her faster. His cock plunged in and out of her in time with his finger. Her ass and pussy clenched, as the ecstasy grew. Her hard nipples dragged along his chest with each movement, sending sparks of pleasure down to her filled passages. Violet cried out over and over, growing louder with each thrust. 
 
   Her body wound tight and she pleaded for more. The king jerked his hips up into hers, growling low in his throat. He pressed a second thick finger into her and she was there. Her breath caught, as her whole body spasmed. Violet threw her head back and screamed in ecstasy. 
 
   Her pussy clamped down on the king’s huge cock and her juices gushed out around him. He fucked her through her peak, dragging it out with the heavy slide of his cock inside her. Violet moaned helplessly, shuddering when he finally stilled and came inside her. 
 
   Her pussy fluttered at the unfamiliar pleasure. He gently pulled his fingers out of her and tipped her onto her back, keeping his cock deep inside her. As he knelt between her legs, he stroked over her sweaty skin. His hand paused at her flat stomach. 
 
   The old woman said the king had children with all of his wives. Many children. Violet’s pussy clenched and she felt the heat of his cum inside her. She could be pregnant by morning. The alarm she thought she would feel never came. She relaxed under him and enjoyed the gentle touches. 
 
   After several minutes, his cock began to harden inside her. Violet jerked her gaze up to meet the king’s. He smiled and began to gently thrust. Their combined juices gushed out of her and she moaned. The king would not stop until she was pregnant. He would make her come over and over.
 
   Violet tightened her legs around the king’s hips and arched her back. She wanted it. There was nothing at home for her to go back to, and she craved what she had found here. The king slid his hand down between them to rub at her clit and she gasped in ecstasy.
 
   She was home.
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   The robot uprising has happened. Humans lost. But when the robots come to conquer the humans, it's only the men who are in danger. The women are kept safe. Because it's not their blood the robots need. The hybrid program needs women to carry and feed their young.
 
   Fertile for her Alien
 
   Alone in the desert, Becca is unaware of the aliens watching her from above while she satisfies herself. Before the aftershocks have fully faded, she finds herself being taken up into the alien craft. The purpose may be simple, the feeding of their young and carrying of their eggs, but the method is anything but. Once they have her in their clutches, they want to push her to the edge and beyond it. And they want more, and more, and more...
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   Taken by the Troll
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   Susan and her friends came to The Hunt to find their Alpha mates. She hoped to be mated and marked at the Hunt Lodge, like her friend Janet, but she finds herself running through the dark forest instead. As the howls rise around her and two Alphas close in, will she keep running? Or let them catch her and show her what Alphas are made of?
 
   * Taken by the Alpha Tigers
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