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Mate of the Beast Men

A MOON AFTER THE INITIATION CEREMONIS which had joined us to the Beast Men’s tribe, Mist and I sat on the stony shelf by the river and waited as the men fed the children and mated women around the great fires. During that interlude we had been spared the necessity of pleasing the men for our daily meat, for we were taboo to them until our courses ran once more. If Bonecrusher’s seed had taken root in one of us we would belong to him until we birthed his child, and only then could another man claim us. But over the last week both of us had bled, and now we had to take our place in the nightly dance once more.

Before the hunters could begin to eat, though, Spark-maker strode to the center of the fires with his long spear gripped in his hand.

“I claim the woman Wren as my mate,” he announced in a voice pitched to carry to the entire tribe.

My heart began to pound in my breast. I had been almost certain he would claim me, but some part of me had still feared lest he had changed his mind. Now new fears arose to take its place. I would be bound to him forever, unless he released me. A thousand what ifs clamored in my mind, and I felt a brief pang as I remembered my handsome Boarfang. That was all over now, though, and I pushed my doubts firmly away so I could hear Bonecrusher’s response.

In the hush that followed Spark-maker’s words the chief rose ponderously to his feet to respond as required to the ritual. “Is she of the tribe?” Bonecrusher asked.

“She has undergone the rituals.”

“Is she with child?”

“No. She has bled freely for a hand of days past and the taboo is lifted.”

Bonecrusher turned his gaze to the gathered men. “Is there any who would dispute Spark-maker’s claim to this woman?”

For long seconds utter silence reigned over the camp. Finally the chief spread his hands in a gesture of acceptance.

“Very well. The woman is yours, Spark-maker. And may your union be fruitful.”

The night erupted in sound as every man of the tribe leaped to his feet and cheered. 

Mist nudged me at that with a wicked giggle. “No doubt it will be. And soon.”

I blushed and swatted her shoulder. “Hush. The gods will hear you and leave me barren out of spite.”

Inside I was pleased, though. As Spark-maker’s mate I would have status within the tribe and a future. It might not be the future that I’d dreamed of, but one far better than I’d feared when the Beast Men had first captured us. And to my surprise, I was content with that.

Bonecrusher had not finished, though. As the cheering died down, he lifted his voice again.

“The first night belongs to the tribe.”

Every male voice echoed him. “The first night belongs to the tribe!”

Mist and I stared at each other.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

I was soon to find out. Spark-maker came and took my hand then led me to the center of the gathering.

“It is tradition,” he murmured as we walked. “Women are still few and many men have no mates of their own, so when a woman is claimed each man gets one last chance to spread his seed with her, and thus the tribe goes on. But even if you blossom, the child will be raised as mine. There will be no more long weeks of waiting for the taboo to end.”

I hated myself for it, but heat pulsed through my body while an ache built between my legs as I realized what was about to happen. After becoming used to being filled nightly, the long month of abstinence while I was under taboo had left me almost crazy with need that I could not deny. That need would be sated tonight in full.

“Oh, my Little One,” Spark-maker chuckled. “The spark is already lit. I can smell the rut on you—you quiver with it.”

I blushed in shame, but it was true. When Spark-maker lifted my doeskin skirt and pressed his fingers into my sex I was already wet and dripping. He pulled his fingers away and lifted them high to show the others.

“She is ready for you!”

Spark-maker tugged off my skirt away, baring me before the tribe, then he and Bullfrog held me bent over with my legs spread wide as the first Beast Man came to take his turn with me. I panted in anticipation, my eager pussy already slick and loose, and a whimper of desire clawed itself from my throat.

I did not look back when strong fingers gripped my hips. It did not matter who it was—all that mattered was the need gnawing inside my belly. As the head of the Beast Man’s cock brushed along my furrow to press against my opening I gasped and spread wider for him in invitation. I needed to feel him inside of me, needed him to stretch and fill me until the burning itch inside was satisfied.

One swift thrust buried him to the balls in my slippery pussy, and my walls pulsed as they parted for him. For a moment he held himself there, enjoying the fit of my tight, clinging heat against his shaft.

“Please,” I murmured, unable to stand it any longer. “Please.”

“You are indeed a lucky man, Spark-maker,” the Beast Man growled from behind me. “She has been trained well.”

He did not keep me waiting. His hairy loins shifted against the softness of my ass, sliding in and out of me in hard thrusts that left me gasping. The force of his thick cock plunging into my tight hole rocked me, but Spark-maker and Bullfrog held me firmly in place while their fellow tribesman fucked me with wild abandon.

Around me the fires and encouraging shouts of the crowd faded into grayness until there was nothing left but the hot manhood of the Beast Man plunging deep inside of me. My pussy squeezed down on him as the tension between my legs swelled, aching for his thick heat each time he withdrew. I groaned in frustration—it wasn’t enough. I wanted more.

Spark-maker knew me, knew my body and my reactions. He shifted so he could slide his free hand beneath me and his fingers made their way to my swollen clit. An explosion of pleasure shook me as the thick pad of his forefinger rubbed against me, and I threw my head back with a wordless cry. This—this was what I needed.

Glorious warmth from my clit and pussy spread through my thighs and belly, and I arched my back in bliss. Before it could tip me over the edge, though, the Beast Man behind me rammed his cock into my depths with a groan. Thick fingers clenched my flesh hard enough to leave bruises as his scalding seed flooded me.

I whimpered as he withdrew and writhed in an agony of need. But even as his cum spilled out and dribbled down my thighs another man took his place. He rubbed the round, knobby head back and forth against my nether lips, moaning in pleasure as he coated himself in the mingled juices oozing from my tunnel. I thrust my hips back at him, desperate to capture his manhood and feel him inside of me, but he only laughed and gave my ass a playful smack.

“Would you eat me alive, girl? Be easy—you’ll get what you want soon enough.”

It could not be soon enough. My body screamed for release.

His bulbous head pressed against me, too large to fit easily even as wet as I was. I whined as I strained to accept his girth, but even then my hips humped back to try to take more. My walls fluttered, stretched and gave way, and inch by inch the Beast Man crammed his thick erection inside of me. Sweat poured from my brow and I whimpered with every movement, but this was what I wanted, what I needed. When his plump balls came to rest against my lips I gave a sigh of relief mingled with ecstasy.

“Gods, Spark-maker,” the man breathed heavily. “I almost think she’d be worth challenging you for. She’s still as tight as a virgin’s ass.”

“Be patient,” my new mate assured him. “We will go raiding again soon and bring back a crop of new ones for you to wear yourself out on.”

With a low growl the Beast Man began to fuck me. All the breath left my body as his cock surged in and out of my soaking tunnel, and the burning pressure between my legs built up to new heights. My pussy seemed to bulge to the breaking point with each thrust, and he rammed it so deeply that his balls slapped against me. My clit was a raw, throbbing knot under Spark-maker’s finger, tingling with almost unbearable pleasure as he rubbed it harder and harder.

Pleasure overcame me so that I could no longer move or see and could scarcely draw a breath. I could only feel, lost as waves of sensation crashed through me. Soon after that the tension broke, freeing my voice so I could cry out while fresh juices flooded into my tunnel to squish wetly around the cock stuffing me.

I clutched weakly at Spark-maker and Bullfrog as my legs went wobbly, but their mighty arms held me upright while the Beast Man continued to pound into me. Through the roaring in my ears I could dimly make out the rough, lurid shouts of the crowd. My pussy shivered and gripped his cock and the Beast Man howled into the night before he slammed into me one final time and found his own release.

He gave a deep laugh as his cock slipped from my twitching hole. “We must go raiding soon,” he exclaimed. “Or my balls will go purple remembering this night!”

“Soon! Soon!” came answering shouts from the throng.

I did not hear whether Spark-maker made any response, because another Beast Man was already positioning himself behind me. While he was not as large, my body had warmed up now and eager for pleasure. Before long I was floating again, my nerves singing as glorious tension swept me up.

The night became a blur of orgasms, one after another until I lost count as the Beast Men took me. By the time the last had finished I was soaked in sweat, exhausted trembling from head to toe. After a final chorus of cheers, Spark-maker swept me up and carried me to his cave, where he laid me on a pile of furs.

“And now you are mine,” he said, laying down beside me and covering me with a possessive arm.

I nestled back into the heat of his body. “I am yours,” I agreed. “Always.”

The next night Bullfrog claimed Mist. I had thought all my desire must surely be satiated after my own experience, but after only a little while watching the Beast Men taking their pleasure from her lithe body I was burning again. Spark-maker laughed merrily when I practically dragged him into our furs at the end of the night.

“Oh, Little One. Will you ever be satisfied?”

We both were. Eventually.

A moon after our mating I stirred restlessly in the pile of furs in Spark-maker’s snug cave. While the days were still warm, mornings in the Beast Men’s camp were growing brisk and I shivered as cool air slithered across my skin. When I reached for the thick buffalo skin, though, it was ripped away and I sat up with an indignant squeak as a playful slap stung my bare bottom.

“Wake up, Little One,” Spark-maker said with mock displeasure. “You have wasted the first part of the morning with your sloth.”

“Perhaps if someone hadn’t kept me up into the early morning hours...”

“I heard no complaints from you. Lots of other noises, but no complaints.”

I blushed, but I could not argue. While Spark-maker pursued his own pleasures with vigor, he never stopped until my own desires were sated as well. He took me to heights I could never have imagined in the days before he captured me.

My old life seemed like a dream, now, and I rarely missed it or even thought about it. My days were full of work and companionship with the other women of the tribe, and at night with Spark-maker I enjoyed ecstasy. Although some of their ways were strange, the Beast Men were not so very different from my old tribe, and now they had become my people. Their tribe had become my home.

“Will you hunt today?” I asked as I stoked the embers of the fire and fed in more wood.

“We are going on a longer hunt, down towards the plains for buffalo,” he replied. “In another month the tribe will move south along the mountains to the Winter Camp. We must have food to spare for the journey.”

“There is a good store of jerky left. Take it with you so you don’t have to hunt along the way.”

“And what will you eat while I am gone? Will you dance for another to get meat?”

I laughed. “I shall never dance for another. You make all the sparks I need. I will catch fish in the river and eat some of the berries we can’t dry.”

His large hands pulled me roughly to my feet and roamed along the curves of my body before cupping my bottom and pulling me against his powerful body.

“Perhaps I should create a few more sparks before I leave, Little One, so you have something to remember while I am gone.”

His erection strained hard and hot against my naked belly, and I felt myself growing moist. I slid my hand between us and ran my fingertips along the thick shaft.

“Perhaps that would be best,” I murmured. “I would hate to forget.”

Spark-maker’s manhood thrummed against my slim fingers, pulsing as I wrapped them around it. I sank down onto my knees before my mate and slowly ran my tongue around the fleshy head of his thick cock. He groaned as I teased against the sensitive underside, and I was overcome with the need to have him in my mouth. Grasping his thick shaft by the base, my eyes darted up to him so I could see his reaction when I opened my lips wide and eased him into my warm, wet mouth. It tasted of sex, smelled of our mating, and I wanted all of it.

He moaned again, his lips parted and eyes heavy with desire, and then slid his fingers into my hair. Urged on, I worked his massive cock deeper still, until the tip pressed against the back of my throat. With him buried in my mouth I sucked deliberately, my lips clasped tightly around his shaft, while I swirled my tongue against the bottom side.

“Oh, Little One,” Spark-maker breathed. “You are a lovely little cock sucker.”

I pulled slowly away until only the head remained within my lips and allowed myself an inner smile. I enjoyed pleasing him, and my pussy was already wet and trembling in anticipation of the pleasure he would give me in turn. Grasping the lower part of his shaft in my small hand, I stroked him there while I glided my mouth back and forth along the remainder his length. With my other hand I felt for his balls, big as ripe plums in their sack, and gently massaged them.

Spark-maker’s fingers tightened in my hair and his hips began to rock so that his hot meat rammed still further into my mouth. I relaxed my jaw and stroked faster, sucking as hard as I could. His balls tightened, and I could taste him on the back of my tongue. He was close, and I wanted to feel him come, to taste his thick syrup in my mouth.

In seconds he grunted and stiffened, and his hands fisted in my hair to hold my mouth down on him. His thick cock spasmed and then his hot, creamy cum spurted out to coat my mouth and the back of my throat. With a whimper I worked my tongue and throat until I’d swallowed every drop. When I had finished Spark-maker pulled me away and lowered himself until he was on his knees before me.

“I think my greedy Little One wants her turn now,” he growled, thick fingers questing between my legs and finding my pussy wet and ready. “Shall I taste you? Shall I drive you wild with my tongue as you did to me with yours?”

Without waiting for an answer he pushed me back onto the furs and spread my legs wide with his powerful hands on my thighs. He held me there while his lips nuzzled against the soft skin behind my knee, then moved with agonizing slowness up my inner thigh. When his mouth reached my furrow he gave my nether lips a playful lick before turning to my other leg and nibbling his way down it. I squirmed on the furs in an agony of pleasure and frustration.

“Please,” I whimpered, arching my hips up towards him. “Oh, please.”

Laughter rumbled in his chest. “So impatient. So greedy.”

But his mouth went where I wanted it, and I moaned when the tip of his tongue pressed into my slit. With agonizing slowness he slipped it between my lips and glided up towards the hard, aching knot of my clit.

I moaned again as he ran his tongue across it then sucked it into his mouth. While his lips held it there his tongue flickered back and forth against my sensitive flesh until my breath came in sharp gasps. Still licking, Spark-maker shifted so that he could squeeze a finger into my tight little pussy. I was so wet that it did not take long to work it in, and as soon as he felt I was ready he slid a second finger inside. When they were both slick with my juices he began working them in and out in a rhythm with the movements of his tongue.

“Spark-maker,” I groaned. “More. More!”

His tongue lashed furiously and his fingers sloshed inside of me as my tunnel flooded with hot juices which squished out to drip down my bare skin. It was all I could do to breathe from the tension building between my legs, and each flicker of his tongue against my nub sent me reeling closer to the edge.

When he felt me hovering there, right on the brink, Spark-maker lightly grazed my clit with his teeth and plunged both fingers into me as far as they would go. My muscles locked and a cry tore from my throat as my pussy clutched at his fingers. I began to shake and cried out again while wave after wave of pent-up pleasure pounded through me.

When I sank gasping back onto the furs with my heart pounding in my ears Spark-maker released me and clambered up beside me with a smug look of satisfaction on his broad face.

“Are you satisfied now, Little One?”

“I think so,” I panted.

He slid one hand between my legs and a finger brushed lightly against my clit. The sudden shock of pleasure made me squeak and arch my back.

“I think maybe you are not quite finished, yet,” he rumbled.

The heat of his manhood pulsed against my bare thigh, and he grew hard again while his finger continued to rub lightly against my clit. Hot tingles of pleasure scorched out from his touch and the hollow ache between my legs awakened once more. My legs spread wide for him, inviting, pleading. I needed him inside of me, needed to feel his heat filling my deepest places.

With a laugh Spark-maker rolled between my legs and gripped my wrists in one large paw to hold them high above my head. His head dipped down to my breasts and his mouth fastened on one stiff nipple, sending heat spiraling down my belly and into my center. My back arched at the explosion of pleasure and I cried out while my whole body trembled in need.

Even as he sucked, he shifted his hips between my legs until the hardness of his erection pressed against my slit. My lips parted around him so that his cock slid between them, moving easily through my drenched folds. Every time he moved, the rock hard shaft rubbed over my aching clit and my hips bucked up against him, desperate for more.

“I need it,” I whimpered. “I need it inside of me.”

My mate drew back a little so that the head pressed against my opening, but despite my pleas he held himself there with just the tip teasing me. Sharp teeth nipped at the nipple in his mouth until I squirmed under him. I moaned and cried, but he continued torturing me with pleasure until another wave of my juices spilled from me and coated his cock.

“There,” he murmured. “Now you’re ready for me.”

He leaned forward and his head pressed inside my entrance. I cried out as I stretched around him and thrust my hips down to take more. His manhood slid deeper inside the grip of my walls, which fluttered and clenched around him. With a grunt he shoved into me so that I bulged around him, and a gasp burst from my lips when he pushed deeper, deeper. No matter how I stretched it was always a strain to take him fully inside of me, but at last his balls came to rest against my ass and I knew I had him all.

Still holding my hands above my head, he released my nipple and began to pound into me, shoving me deep into the furs with every thrust. Sweat poured from my body and I was so hot I could scarcely breathe, but my hips rolled to meet his and our bodies slapped together with wet smacks that echoed from the cave walls. Each time we met his body pressed into my clit, and pleasure exploded out from it like a thunderclap.

My stomach tightened and my thighs clamped around him until they ached. Tension twisted in my center, bright and so unbearably good, until my whole body sang with it. Spark-maker groaned as my walls squeezed down on him, clutching and trying to hold him in my depths. His groans only made me hotter, more desperate. I thrashed like a wild thing in his grasp, arched my back and rubbed my whole body against his hard muscles.

With a growl of lust Spark-maker redoubled his efforts and rammed his manhood into me. His breath came in low gasps and I knew he was getting closer. My pussy flooded again and the juices gushed out to soak the fur beneath me. That extra fluid helped him move even more easily inside of me, though, and I could feel every inch of him piercing me to the core with each thrust.

Breath hissed between his teeth, and Spark-maker groaned as he strained and buried himself to the balls in my soaking pussy and held himself there. His cock spasmed against my walls and then gob after gob of his hot cum shot into my depths. I pressed myself against him, holding him, drawing him in just a little more, rubbing my clit against him. It was almost enough, almost.

His free hand cupped my breast, the palm rough against my nipple. Fingers stroked that pink pebble, tightened on it until it was almost painful, then stroked again. I threw my head back with a scream as I exploded against him. I cried out again and again until my lungs ached, and my thighs shook helplessly while our mingled juices ran down into the crack of my ass.

When Spark-maker finally heaved himself off of me I sat up and shook my head to try and clear it. My hair was a wet, tangled mess and my whole body was slick with sweat, and my thighs and ass coated with sticky cum. But I was still buzzing with the effects of my orgasm and felt so good none of that mattered.

“I think,” Spark-maker panted, “that we both need to go to the river and cool off.”

I nodded. “I do not know if I will ever be able to get these furs clean.”

My mate gave a little bark of laughter as he rose to his feet. “I will bring new ones when I come back. Of course we will just ruin those, too.”

He pulled me up, gave me a playful swat on my bottom, and together we went to clean ourselves up.

That afternoon I joined the other mated women to see our men off as they passed through the narrow passage in the cliff that guarded the camp. Two dozen hunters accompanied Spark-maker, all loaded down with weapons, food, and water skins. With a last look over his shoulder at me, Spark-maker disappeared into the thick forest below us.

I watched my mate go with a pang that I never would have believed possible in the spring when I first saw the Beast Men’s camp, freshly captured from my own people. Life had changed so much. I had changed. And I knew I was changing even more.

After the hunters were gone, we women went out for our daily foraging trip to gather roots, nuts, and berries in the forest below the camp. It was a carefree part of our day, full of laughter and jokes and gossip as we worked. There was little danger to fear, for the hunters had long ago cleared most dangerous animals from the area around the camp and no other tribes dared invade the territory of the Beast Men, who they took for demons in men’s forms.

“I heard that Oak-arms is going to claim Honeysuckle as his mate when he returns,” one of the women announced.

“He may have to fight Flint-cutter for her,” another replied.

Honeysuckle gave a little laugh. “Perhaps I should take them both.”

“You already have!” the first woman retorted.

Everyone laughed at Honeysuckle’s blush. “It was only one night, and I was very hungry.”

“Hungry for cock, the way you swallowed both of them.”

“I did eat well,” Honeysuckle admitted.

We all laughed again. Everyone liked Honeysuckle. She worked hard and never complained. I hoped that Oak-arms did claim her. He was younger and full of fun and laughter. He’d make a good mate for her.

Mist set her basket down and turned to us.

“I am with child,” she said.

“Really?” I asked.

“I have missed my courses. That never happens,” Mist replied.

“That’s wonderful!”

Mates who produced children were valued above fine flint tools among the Beast Men, who had no women of their own people left. Not all of the women they captured could bear them children, so when one of us became pregnant it was cause for celebration. There would be feasting when Bullfrog and the other hunters returned.

“As often as Bullfrog takes you, you will probably have twins,” Honeysuckle told her.

“She may whelp a litter like a sow,” Sparkle chimed in drily.

The whole group dissolved into howls of laughter, Mist joining in with the rest of us.

“That would please Bullfrog,” she giggled.

“Until you were too busy suckling babes to attend to his needs.”

“Oh, I would never be too busy for that.”

“None of us are,” Sparkle assured her.

Once the attention on her waned, Mist joined me at a huckleberry bush that hadn’t been completely picked over.

“I am glad for you,” I told her.

“Your time will come soon,” she said.

I glanced around to make sure that no one else was in earshot.

“I missed my last courses, too,” I whispered.

“Wren! Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Don’t say anything. I have not told Spark-maker, yet. I want to be sure, first.”

She nodded in understanding. “Of course. But it’s true, I know it! This is so wonderful! We’ll bear our children at the same time and they’ll grow up together and be best friends, just like we used to dream about before...”

Her voice trailed off. We had stopped talking about the past not long after we had arrived at the camp. There was little point in dwelling on a life that was over.

“Do you miss it?” I asked her.

“No,” she said slowly with a shake of her head. “I am happy here, with Bullfrog as a mate. I would not have done so well in our old tribe. Boarfang was the only younger hunter left worth caring about, and he noticed no one but you.”

Boarfang. A little jolt of something like regret stabbed my heart. If I hadn’t been captured by the Beast Men, it might be his child growing inside of me right now.

Mist saw the look on my face and became instantly contrite. “I’m sorry, Wren. I didn’t mean to...”

“It’s all right,” I told her. “It’s like a dream I remember sometimes, no more. This is real. Spark-maker is real, and I am happy here.”

To my surprise I meant it. That night I tended the fire in our cave alone—alone as I hadn’t been since the Beast Men had carried me away. Without Spark-maker’s jokes and easy laughter it felt colder and less like home. I found myself hoping that he would return soon.

My hopes came to pass much sooner than I expected, but not for any reason I would have wished. Barely two five-days had passed since the hunters had left when six of them appeared at the nightly gathering, dragging a seventh on a sledge. I was on my feet and running towards them before I realized I had gotten up. My hands flew to my womb as terror struck me. It could not be Spark-maker who was hurt. It must not be.

The relief which rushed through me when I saw my mate standing at the rear of the party made my knees weak. He swept me up in his arms and squeezed me until my ribs creaked.

“Who is hurt?” I asked him when he finally set me down again. 

“Oak-arms,” he replied grimly.

“What happened?”

“A five day after we set out we came upon a herd of mastodon. We set our traps and managed to separate two from the herd. While we were butchering them a third one surprised us. It trampled Oak-arms before the rest of us could drive it off. We brought him back while the others stayed to finish taking the meat.”

I peered in apprehension at the fur-draped sledge. “Will he live?”

“I don’t know.”

Honeysuckle arrived a moment later in a knot of other women. When she realized who the injured man was she flung herself to the side of the sledge with a heart-stricken wail of grief. The others gently pulled her to her feet and led her away, still sobbing.

My heart twisted in shared misery and fear. Hunting was dangerous, both from the beasts the men hunted and the predators who often tried to claim their kills afterwards. Any time he left the valley there was a chance he might not return. What would I have done if it had been Spark-maker returning on the sledge, broken and bleeding? What would become of me if he never returned at all?

A cold lump settled in my belly and I clutched my mate’s arm tightly. Spark-maker looked down at me and sighed in understanding.

“Trust me that I am careful, Little One. Very careful. But accidents happen.”

“Nothing must happen to you,” I told him, wishing it to be so.

A tiny smile quirked up the side of his mouth. “With my Little One waiting for me, I have every reason to make sure I come home again.”

“I am with child,” I told him in a tiny voice.

He stiffened and looked at me with an expression I could not read in the darkness. For a moment I almost believed that he was displeased, but then he relaxed with a sigh and wrapped his massive arm around me once more.

“Good,” he murmured. “That is very good.”

None of us went to our caves that night, instead waiting to see how Oak-arms would fare. The moon was setting by the time the medicine man emerged from Oak-arms’ cave and joined the group of men waiting below with Bonecrusher and Spark-maker.

“He should live,” the old man announced, “but I do not think he will walk again. His legs were badly broken. I set them as best as I could, but…” He shrugged helplessly. “I have done all I can for him.”

“The women will tend to him now,” Bonecrusher said. “They must ease his suffering and nurse back him to health.”

Such health as he would possess again, at any rate. We turned away as Honeysuckle and Sparkle made their way up to the injured man’s cave. The two of them could do more for him than anyone else.

Spark-maker was uncharacteristically silent when we returned to our cave, and he sat brooding before the fire long into the night. When he finally joined me on the furs there was no spark of desire in him. He simply lay beside me with one broad hand resting on my belly where our child grew.

We slept long past the dawn, and when we emerged from our sleeping furs Spark-maker stopped me from going out with the others.

“Little One, I have spent the night thinking.”

“About what?”

“It is possible that one day I shall not come back from hunting.”

“Do not say such things!”

“And yet I must. If that were to happen, I want to be assured that my mate and child are well-cared for.”

“How would you do that?” I asked, curious despite myself.

“With so few women it is not done as often as it once was, but the tribe has a bonding custom, where two hunters agree to take the other’s mate and children as his own if one of them should die.”

The thought of belonging to anyone but Spark-maker set panic loose in my breast. “No. I only belong to you.”

“Little One, Little One,” he chided. “If anything happens to me another will claim you as mate. You know that. Others would not use you so gently, nor welcome another man’s child into his cave. This way we can be sure of the man whom you must depend upon.”

I did not like it, did not even want to think about it. But the life growing inside my belly forced me to accept the necessity.

“Who?” I asked simply.

“Bullfrog. He is a good hunter and can provide for you both. And while having two women in the same cave is often a difficulty, you and Mist are friends and would fare well enough together.”

I nodded slowly. This would be to Mist’s benefit as well as my own. Should Bullfrog die, she and her child would be safe and well provided for by Spark-maker. And I would happily make them both welcome, even if it meant having to share my mate with another. There was no room for jealousy in our friendship.

“That is a good choice,” I told him.

“Then I will arrange it. If Bullfrog agrees we will seal our arrangement tonight.”

Bullfrog must have agreed, because that night after our communal meal around the fires he and Mist followed us back to the cave I shared with Spark-maker. The men were quiet as we walked, and neither Mist nor I had much to say, either. We were not sure what was going to happen next, and the tension discouraged conversation.

Spark-maker added tinder to the embers of the fire, and when it blazed to life piled on several logs. Then he turned to where Mist and I stood waiting.

“Undress,” he ordered.

We did as he ordered, although it felt strange. Always before when we had been shared among the Beast Men it had been out in the open, for all to see. Here in the privacy of my own cave it felt different somehow, more intimate and unsettling. When we were naked, Spark-maker went to Mist.

“This night we seal the brother bond. What is mine, is Bullfrog’s. What is his, is mine. So I claim you, Mist, as my also-mate.”

I took a step back as he urged my friend down onto her knees on the furs. With one quick motion he whipped off his loincloth so that his manhood hung before her face. He was not hard, yet, but as I watched it throbbed and began to swell.

“Use your mouth and hands,” he ordered.

I watched in fascination as she drew him into her mouth while her slim hands stroked gently along his length. As I watched, Spark-maker’s member swelled and stiffened until it reached its full size so that Mist struggled to contain it. His fingers threaded into her hair as his glistening, knobby shaft glided between her lips, and he gave a low moan of pleasure.

A flush crept over Mist’s tanned skin, and her pink nipples hardened to pebbles. My own body reacted with pulses of heat that spread through my belly and sex, and the sound of her slurping on Spark-maker’s cock when it disappeared into her mouth soon had my pussy wet and trembling, and my clit tightened into an aching knot.

“Enough,” Spark-maker growled.

As he pulled free, long strands of Mist’s saliva clung to him, leaving his cock coated with her spit. Impatiently he pushed her down and away so that she was on her hands and knees facing the cave wall. Spark-maker knelt behind her with his erection pointed at the round swell of her ass. His thick fingers gripped her buttocks and spread them wide to reveal the moist pinkness of her slit.

“You are almost ready,” he said, then bent forward so that his face was buried between her legs.

Mist let out a mewl of startled pleasure and writhed as my mate licked her from behind, her fingers clenching in the plush furs. Little moans followed, and her hips began to rock slowly back against Spark-maker’s questing tongue.

Unable to stop myself any longer, I reached for the swollen nub between my legs and softly rubbed it while I continued to watch. In seconds I was soaked, and little droplets of my dew dribbled out of my hole and wet my lips and thighs.

With a grunt Spark-maker pulled back. Tiny drops of moisture from Mist’s pussy glinted in the firelight, and he licked his lips with relish. Mist squirmed, her hips still rotating.

“Please,” she moaned.

“Now you are ready,” Spark-maker replied with a grin.

His erection quivered as he aimed it at her wet hole, and I held my breath in anticipation. I saw every second as the thick, purplish head pressed into her tight opening, which stretched and stretched to take it. Mist gasped as it popped in, and moaned as he leaned forward to press it deeper. Bit by bit it disappeared inside of her while Spark-maker grunted with the effort of working it in, until finally his hips came to rest against the soft flesh of her ass.

“This one is almost as tight as you are, Little One,” he breathed when he was fully buried in her.

With one hand held firmly to her hip, my mate reached down to grab a thick handful of her hair and then pulled until Mist’s back was a graceful arch. Her breasts heaved as she panted for air, and her bottom wiggled as she settled onto the massive rod impaling her. Spark-maker took a deep breath which hissed between his teeth and slowly began to fuck her.

Mist’s gasps soon turned to groans of pleasure, and once more I marveled that such an enormous cock could fit into such a small orifice. The knobby shaft slid relentlessly in and out of her, the tight, pink ring gripping him so tightly that it pulled out along with his manhood whenever he drew back. Each time he sank home again she gave a little cry and the muscles of her ass clenched down as she tried to hold him inside of her.

The hollow, burning itch between my legs was almost unbearable, now, and I bit my lip hard to try to contain myself. Only sheer force of will kept me from rubbing myself to release, but I held back while I throbbed inside and my body ached to be filled.

Spark-maker was pounding into Mist, now, his own breath coming in brief gasps as his hips rocked back and forth. I knew him, knew his responses, knew he was close. A few more thrusts and he threw his head back with his teeth bared and bellowed a harsh cry as he came, his seed flooding into my friend’s pussy. At almost the same instant Mist’s back bowed even further and her cries filled the cavern.

When her orgasm subsided, Spark-maker released her hair and eased his manhood from her sheath. He pushed himself to his feet and nodded at Bullfrog, who turned towards me. His cock was erect, jutting like a tent pole and pointed directly at me.

“This night we seal the brother bond,” he intoned. “What is mine, is Spark-maker’s. What is his, is mine. So I claim you, Wren, as my also-mate.”

At that moment the only thing I cared about was having something inside me to quell the hollow aching in my loins. He pushed me to the furs next to Mist, but he wasted no time using my mouth. He was eager to take me from behind as my mate had done to his.

I thrust my ass up into the air and spread my legs. The cool air slithered across the moist skin of my slit, and I shivered a little as Bullfrog’s thick fingers brushed against my lips and tested my readiness. He drew them back slick with my nectar, and slowly licked them clean.

He grinned over at Spark-maker. “I think she enjoyed watching that.”

“My Little One seems to enjoy watching almost as much as doing.”

“We will see about that.”

Bullfrog got behind me and pushed his cock into my wet slit. He was not quite so large as my mate, but the difference was scarcely noticeable. I was going to feel him in me everywhere. A shudder of anticipation ran through me, and I spread my legs wider in invitation.

He rubbed himself against me methodically until every inch of his erection was coated in my juices, and then positioned himself at my entrance. My walls fluttered at his touch there, anxious to accept him into me. Strong fingers clamped onto my ass and held me firmly as he forced his way into the tight opening. Warm ripples spread out as I stretched to take him, and my walls bulged around his girth.

“Yes,” I hissed. “Oh, yes.”

Wet as I was, I proved no such challenge for him as Mist had for my mate. Bullfrog plunged in deeply, half of his length in one powerful thrust. I lowered my head with a little cry and pressed my hips back, desperate for more, for all of him. A few seconds accomplished it—his balls slapped against me and his fingers clamped down hard on my buttocks.

“I would not trade Mist for you, Wren, but Spark-maker chose well,” he sighed.

“She is desire made flesh,” my mate agreed.

I was stuffed full, and delicious heat swirled through my body from my breasts down to my core and back. Bullfrog pulled back and then plunged in once more, steadying into a rhythm that had his balls smacking hard against me with each thrust. I pushed back to meet him, flying on the sensations searing through me. He drove me higher and higher, until I was barely even aware of Mist still lying beside me, her wide eyes watching everything.

Dimly I noticed Bullfrog worming one stubby finger between the cheeks of my ass. The crevice back there was already slippery with the juices which had leaked from my pussy earlier, and that finger swiftly found the tiny hole hidden back there. The tip pushed, gentle but insistent, and pushed against its rubbery barrier. I whimpered as it broke through and slid into me to the first knuckle.

Bullfrog slowly twisted it, working it deeper and deeper while he continued to ram his cock into me. Warmth spread out from that little ring as it spread for his finger, merging with the sensations from my nicely-stretched pussy until waves of bliss surged through my whole lower body.

This dual assault pushed me right to the edge, the tautness in my belly twisting  tighter and tighter while my pulse pounded in my ears. I was gasping for air, my body on fire, and the rest of the cave faded out as I soared high on crests of pleasure.

I only gradually became aware that Spark-maker had come to stand before me. Apparently watching Bullfrog fucking me had affected him much the same as watching him fucking Mist had me, for his manhood stood straight out from his body, straining and pulsing. With one hand he brought the mushroomy head to my lips.

“Take it,” he ordered.

Obediently I opened my mouth and he pushed into its warm embrace. I welcomed him with my tongue and tasted Mist on him, tangy and salty. When I glanced over at her she was still watching us while her fingers moved furiously between her slender legs.

My attention went back to the cock stuffing my mouth, and I slurped at it with everything I had. Being filled twice by Bullfrog had pushed me right to the brink. This third intrusion cost me all control. I humped back wildly against Bullfrog's cock and finger while I crammed every bit of Spark-maker's cock that I could into my mouth and lashed it with my tongue.

Behind me, Bullfrog's movements grew rougher, more frantic. I squeezed down the muscles in my lower body, tightening on both his manhood and his finger as they worked inside of me.

I was what I'd been made to be—a vessel for these rough Beast Men's pleasure—and I reveled in it. Every part of me full of them, reveling in the terrible things they were doing to me. I never would have found this pleasure in the tents of my old tribe. I truly was home, where I belonged.

Bullfrog was close, and the salty taste at the back of my tongue told me that Spark-maker was not far off. I redoubled my efforts, fucking them with my whole body, pussy, ass, and mouth. I wanted to give them what they were giving to me.

Spark-maker came first, his massive cock stiffening and twitching before his hot cum drenched the back of my throat. Even as I swallowed the thick, syrupy stuff down I clenched all of the muscles in my lower body on Bullfrog's cock and finger. The friction almost undid me, sensation and heat washing over me in blasts like a hot wind from the desert.

My mate's ebbing manhood slipped from my lips and I sucked in air, light-headed from my exertions. The wet smacks of Bullfrog's body slapping against mine cracked through the narrow confines of the cave. Beside me, Mist found her release in a low stream of moans and cries, her head back and her breasts thrust high as she bucked against her fingers.

Bullfrog continued his frantic thrusting, slamming into my pussy again and again. His finger was planted in my ass as far as it would go. I was so close, needed just a nudge to break. With a hoarse groan he slammed his rigid pole into my depths and clamped me against him with his huge paw. Inside of me his cock spasmed and twitched while scalding bursts of his seed filled my depths.

All of my senses focused in on that hard meat filling me, the friction on my walls. I rocked back against him over and over as his cum squished out of my tunnel to run in thick gobs down my thighs while I gasped and my heart thundered.

The tension in my loins broke all at once, and I went into a million pieces, bright pieces of me shattering off like the stars in the night sky. Cries erupted from a throat already raw, and I don't know if I called Bullfrog's name or Spark-maker's in my passion. Wave after wave crashed through me, leaving me limp and helpless in their wake.

Eventually my senses returned. I was scarcely able to move or breathe, and my whole body hummed with the aftereffects of my orgasm. I got one arm under me and pushed myself up, sucking in cool air until my vision returned to normal and the roaring in my ears faded to a whisper.

I fell onto the furs beneath me, my arms unable to bear my weight any longer. After a moment I felt Mist's warmth against me, one arm wrapping comfortingly around me.

“The bond is complete,” I heard Spark-maker say from somewhere above me. “Now we take our pleasure.”

His words were truth. Both Mist and I were fully satiated that night.

*           *            *

When the spring rains came I gave birth to a baby girl. I worried, at first, that Spark-maker would be disappointed. Mist's baby son born two weeks before had set off a week of feasting and festivities among the tribe, and I dreaded lest our child should be less than he hoped for. But when he held her reverently in his arms my fears were dispelled.

“Oh, Little One,” he said. “You know how precious the women among us are, and how few the births. Many have sons, but sadly few are the daughters. And they are our future.”

He cuddled our babe close and nuzzled against her. “She will bear many sons to the tribe, and make us strong again. Thanks to you.”

I closed my eyes and let the furs enfold me. They had given me so much, given me myself. I was happy that I had given them something in return.

More babes would follow, daughters and sons, as the seasons flew by and I quickened each year, and after a while I ceased to thing of my old tribe and what might have been. This was home, and my children mattered far more here than they would have with my old tribe. And always there was Spark-maker, who brought both laughter and heat and fulfilled me in every way I could imagine.

I had found both my purpose, and my happiness together. 

The End

Keep reading for a sneak peek at the first story in another steamy erotica series, Claiming Princess Kailen. 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: Claiming Princess Kailen

SHADOW TOOK A STEP TOWARDS ME and I blanched and flinched away. When he saw my reaction he laughed softly. “You are afraid, but you aren’t afraid enough. Not yet.”

He strode to the far side of the room so that the fire grate lay between us and relaxed against the wall. “Open the door.”

The words seemed to mean nothing and I stood there looking at him.

“Do it,” he ordered. “Open the door. Try to run.”

Hesitantly I slid across the floor and gripped the icy iron handle of the door. When he still made no move I gave the door a tug, and it swung ponderously open. Shadow remained where he was, watching me with mockery in his eyes. I took a deep breath and thrust myself out onto the stairwell, pulling the door shut behind me with all my strength. However slim, it might be my one chance to get away. If I could hide in the forest until nightfall, I could try to get back to the road and somehow back home.

I had not made it down three steps before the door behind me slammed open and death stared at me from yellow-green eyes set in a triangular face covered in short black fur. Before I could blink the creature had covered the distance between us and steaming breath scorched my face from between fangs powerful enough to bite my leg in two. I flung myself back against the wall and screamed until I thought my throat must tear. The beast screamed back, sending echoes down the staircase until the whole tower shook. I knew then that I was going to die.

And then the beast shifted and Shadow stood before me once more, looking down on me with eyes that still glowed.

“Now you’re afraid,” he whispered.

“Were-leopard,” I gasped, struggling for air as my chest heaved and heart pounded. “You’re a were-leopard.”

“Yes. And you are mine. Come.”

He took my hand and pulled me back into the room with the fire. Gathering an armful of wood and a flaming log he motioned me to follow him into an adjoining room. This one was much smaller, and the fire Shadow started quickly sent waves of blessed heat through the air. The room had two windows, both blocked with thick iron bars and sturdy oak shutters, and the only furnishings were a narrow bed tucked against the wall across from the fireplace and a tiny, ancient table. Shadow made a sweeping gesture.

“Your suite, milady.”

Something twisted inside me, and hot tears sprang to my eyes. Before I could object he swept the cloak from my shoulders and slashed away my white chemise with his dagger so that I stood naked before him. Trembling with shame and fright, I attempted to cover myself from his burning gaze, but I knew it was purest folly. He could take what he wanted whenever he wanted and there was nothing I could do to stop him.

He read the thoughts in my eyes and laughed.

“Oh, foolish little princess,” he chuckled. “I won’t have to force you. You will come to me. You’ll crawl and beg for it because you won’t be able to help yourself.”

“Never,” I bit out between chattering teeth.

His arms swept me up against him, pulling me close against the lean hardness of his body. Despite myself I sank into the heat of him; he was so warm and I was so very cold. With my face pressed against his chest I could smell him—sharp, tangy, pungent—and something about that scent set off a heat deep within me. Warm hands glided down the curve of my back to the swell of my buttocks. One hand gripped that tender flesh until it hurt, while with the finger of another he traced along the sensitive cleft between until I gasped from the raw, delicious pleasure of it.

I found myself looking up into burning yellow-green eyes, and when he pressed his lips against mine I could not resist. I was devoured by warm velvet, his mouth hungry and searching, first caressing and then nibbling—my lips, along my jaw, behind my ear, until my body seemed to ring with the hot blood pounding through me. I writhed against him and his mouth came back to mine, his tongue flitting across my lips until I opened for him.

I had never let any man kiss me this way before, and the swirling of his tongue against mine took my breath away. By now I was no longer cold; fires raged within me with a throbbing intensity I could never have imagined.

Nipples tightened and crinkled into naked bundles of nerves that screamed as Shadow’s clothes rubbed against them, while between my legs my clit swelled to a hard little ache, and the hidden depths of my pussy trembled with a sudden devastating need that I had no name for. I only knew that I craved something there, something to fill this terrible longing. I moaned against the tongue darting in my mouth, grinding my hips against him mindlessly, helplessly, unaware of what I was doing, possessed by my lust.

Suddenly Shadow broke away and pushed me back. I stood there gasping, my body wracked with pangs of fearsome desire. He saw; he saw how my body had betrayed me, and we both knew that my ‘Never’ was a lie.

With a laugh of contempt he spun me back against the bed, bending me over the icy blankets and pushing my legs apart. I burned with shame at having my most private places spread wide to his leering gaze, and still more because I knew then that even if I could have resisted him, I would not.

Continue reading Claiming Princess Kailen…
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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
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{

	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;

}
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