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      I pressed my palm to my mouth and dug my fingers into my jaw.

      Silent. Quiet. Still.

      I had to be all of those things.

      The thick stink of cloves rose up from the stairwell and my covered nose itched. It was how I always knew where they were.

      I pinned myself to the cold stone curve of the wall and my heart thudded. The shadows would hide me. They had to. This was my one chance to escape. My last chance.

      The shadows in the archway thinned and flickered and the tramp of solid leather soles on the curve of the steps chased after the alerting stink. Deep voices drifted upwards. My father’s stewards. Men of hewn muscle, as solid as the bedrock on which the castle sat. And my wardens in this hated fortress.

      “She won’t get out.”

      Sour male laughter curdled my belly. Captain Ross. The friendlier of the two men, in a way. He had no interest in me. Captain Burke? That bastard made my skin itch.

      “And even if she did escape her tower and the beaks of her watching women, would the Beast ever be so desperate?”

      I closed my eyes to deny the burn of familiar tears. They’d never been shy of telling me how little they thought of me as a woman and as one of the Blood of the House of Draevan. They’d been assigned as my castle guardians at the sign of my first blood. For me, there’d been no say. No choice. They’d simply…appeared as hulking shadows in my school room.

      “She’s a virgin. The Beast doesn’t look beyond owning a pristine cunt.”

      Ross snorted. “Taking her side? As if you don’t agree with me, Burke.”

      Their boots grew silent. They’d stopped on the stairs. Damn them to the pits! This was my last stairwell, the one that connected to the stables and the best and darkest path to the Forest Gate. And time ran thin. I glanced to the narrow slit of a grilled window, open to the freezing night. Moonless with the flicker of stars shifting behind dark clouds. I had to move through the forest at the witching hour…or I couldn’t follow the path to his open altar.

      To the bare earth where the Beast took his willing virgins.

      Ross’ voice rose from the shadows, echoing over the cold stone. “The one’s with even a little beauty, stagger back from the forest…glowing. The trolls, do not.”

      Burke abandoned any consideration for me. As he always did. Any support was only offered to needle his fellow warden. “And there’s something in her mother’s blood. Something tainted. You can see it. Almost smell it.”

      I ached for the full dark power they always foisted on my poor, long dead mother. Would happily take it all into my flesh and lash it at the utter bastards who pilloried her and me.

      “True enough. Gods, she was a strange one.” Ross huffed another sour laugh. “A brave man, His Grace, to stick his dick in that.”

      “I wonder if Lord Hall will see to his new wife…”

      “Fuck’s sake, Burke! You’re…you’re wrong in the head.”

      Dark laughter, low and skin-pricking wove through the silence. “What can I say? I’m…curious. And Hall is old enough for his dick to be little more than withered skin. Someone has to break her in.”

      My belly cramped, the wild surge of old anger churned and I fought the real need to surge down to them and lash hard words. Not that they did any good. The odious men always laughed and copied my voice in rolling squeaks and gibberish. But I’d have the last laugh, when I was found to be gone. When I came back from the forest, glowing or not, with the Beast’s marks on me and his seed staining my thighs.

      I’d be decidedly…unfit for a marriage-bond. And especially for the one which my father was so eager to see worked upon my flesh with the next dawn.

      The Beast was a last resort. One I’d happily grab, as forbidden…and unnatural as it was.

      The heavy stomp of boots echoed again, and I shrank back, pressing into the shadows. My breath was hot and damp against my palm and only the thinnest wisps escaped into the chilled air. I could not be seen. They would not see me.

      “Of course, his Lordship is all bent and twisted over that bloody Prophecy.”

      Prophecy? My heart lurched. What prophecy?

      Burke hissed and there was the hard smack of leather against leather. Ross swore and the echo of their heavy boots stopped again. “The fuck, man? I’m not your horse to curb.”

      “The fuck man, yourself!” Burke’s panicked and pressured voice cut through the silent shadows. “We’re under oath—oath—never to speak of it.”

      Ross muttered, and he took three steps. “Almost done with, anyway, isn’t it? To see the next dawn. And forgive me, oh, Oath-Master, but that’s only hours from now. Then we can declare it from the battlements. And, therefore, it’s fine to mutter it on a bloody stairwell the night before.”

      “And if she heard?”

      “She is tucked up in her bed. Warded. Rocking and sobbing out her little ugly heart.”

      My chest bloomed. Not from the old insult, but from the knowledge that Ross at least had damned himself. I had heard. And he was oath-bound. The breaking of his oath would fire into his flesh three-fold.

      But…a prophecy? A prophecy that somehow twined around my flesh and ended with the first morning light?

      Was this why Father was pushing for the hated marriage-bind to the equally hated and foul Lord Hall? What would happen if I was…free with the rising of the sun? My blood surged, and I wanted nothing more than to escape the castle, to break any chance that the bond would sink into my soul. Would hold me.

      Yes, I’d welcome the Beast, his slavering tongue and monstrous cock. A forbidden pulse jumped low in my belly, a twist, a squeeze that said I wasn’t breaking free of the castle just to escape my bond…

      I pushed down those thoughts. Wicked and licentious. I could not welcome the dark touch of an…an animal. It was wrong. This was all necessity. Just that. Nothing…more. And with the revelation of a hidden prophecy, all the more urgent.

      Ross and Burke’s muttered voices—a back and forth about the nature of their oath—grew louder. The cloying stink of cloves fogged the passage and the golden glow of a lamp pushed back the final shadows of the too-narrow archway.

      Close. So close. I stopped breathing. Closed my eyes. Light caught them—sometimes, rarely—and sometimes, sometimes a glow of silver burned there.  My mother’s heritage. Always said with a sneer by those foul men. A growl of disgust that something…other lurked in my royal blood.

      Gods, I had to look, and I narrowed my eyes till only a sliver of light pushed in.

      “It’ll fall off. I swear. That was a part of it.” Burke was shaking his head as he lurched out of the archway, his attention fixed on his companion. Not me. He hadn’t seen me. He hadn’t.

      Ross’ face was scrunched and red. “No, no. I don’t remember that. I wouldn’t agree to being dickless to protect the fucking creature!”

      A joyous heat surged in my chest and the sharpest grin, hard and tight, cut my mouth. Revenge. Would the breaking of the oath also pull Burke in? I could hope. That would be…utterly delicious.

      Ross’ panicked defence that he had not broken his oath drew closer. Sweat beaded his ruddy forehead. Thick fingers snatched at his cropped hair and the fearful light in his pale eyes was a blissful warmth around my heart. Good. Good.

      “You need a drink.” Burke slapped the other man on the shoulder and he was distracted enough to stumble. Burke snorted. “Several strong ales, I think.” He smirked. “And a willing maid, if this is the last night you have the use of your measly dick.”

      “Fuck you,” Ross growled.

      “Not a chance, my friend. Not a chance.”

      And…and they were past me—finally—a shrinking ball of golden light in the narrow passage. Voices and heavy boots faded…and I sagged against the cold stone. Breathing. Just breathing as the relief flooded my flesh. I was still free. I still had a chance to escape.

      Silence pushed around me, only the solid and quick thrum of my heart there to break it. With a final glance at the heavy shadows of the passage—and seeing no one—I picked up the thin silk of my skirts and darted down the twisting steps.

      The heavy door to the stables was bolted and metal grated against metal as I slid back the bolt. Hinges whined, wood creaking and the metal plate ground against the worn, cobbled floor. So much noise carried on the night air as my pulse drummed and I tried not to breathe. To make a sound. To have the warm, white wisps of my breath give me away.

      Out. Out into the heavy scents of hay and horseflesh. Wickers and the stomp of hooves chased after me as I ran, quick and light, through the blackness.

      Torches guttered and snapped in the night winds, light dancing across the silent and empty courtyard. The black bulk of the castle loomed over me, my own spindled tower wrapped in stone, surrounded and contained. A single prick of golden light shone out from a narrow, iron-grilled window. The only sign that it was inhabited—

      The thunder of a metal klaxon slammed into my flesh.

      “The Princess is not abed!”

      My father’s roar echoed and bounced over dark stone.

      A nosy lady-in-waiting had looked in on me. Bet it was Rosina…

      Fuck.

      Wrapping my skirts in and around my fist I bolted for the little used Forest Gate. It would be the first place they looked for me. Every reluctant bride, if she still had her virtue, hunted out the Beast…but to go into the Forest without the protection of being untouched? Even then, there were rumours, legends of…a dark and unforgiving god lurking in the gnarled and ancient trees. He was all too ready to taste foolish flesh. And there was no escape from him.

      The clatter of metal shod boots on cobbles and the rasp and clank of armour drummed my heart. My lungs screamed, my breath coming out in white-aired pants. The gate was there, solid and black against the deep blue of the sky. Just a bit further. The gate was warded. Only…only a virgin could open—

      “There. There she is!”

      An arrow clattered to the cobblestones no more than a foot to my right. I shrieked and darted left and right, desperate to put off their aim.

      No countermand followed. No screaming at the soldier to point away, no scramble to contain him…

      The shock of it chased fire through my flesh.

      My father…my father would rather see me dead than…than escape the bind. Than run from whatever hidden prophecy worked over him. And me.

      An arrow thunked into the thick panel of the gate a yard ahead of me.

      “The next one won’t miss, girl.”

      Was that Ross? I snorted. “I know. I know about the Prophecy. and you? Oh, you’ll be missing something later, Captain. Trust me.”

      And I lurched for the wrought iron handle as the man spluttered, but it was the moment I needed, the half a heartbeat to snatch at the iron—

      Magic surged over my skin in a blinding flash. Fire and a rain of silver sparks danced across my flesh, splashing molten against the stone…but there was no pained blisters or smoking holes in the silk of my gown. A wild wind whipped the air, sharp and quick, snagging my feet out from under me and dragging me forward.

      The great wooden gates threw themselves back and around me a burst of fire and ash; the once-sharp cut of arrows whistling through the air. My thoughts churned as fierce as the gripping winds. What would I set in play that so terrified Father?

      The boom of the gates banging shut filled the night and just as quickly as the wind had risen, it died. And I dropped like an ungraceful stone to the thankfully soft—if cold—earth.

      I rolled over onto my back, blew out bad air and dug the heels of my hands into my eye sockets. It was a welcomed pressure of pain. Insanity. It was all complete and utter madness. Shouts and thumps and the grey curls of smoke rose from the other side of the solid black of the high stone wall and its huge gates.

      They would not get through. They couldn’t.

      I was safe…

      A howl ripped through the night air, low and wild and it rippled through my flesh. I bit my lip, craned my head to the side and the dark bulk of the forest loomed over me. Something…shifted in the spiked blackness, trails of silver eldritch light, there and gone again. Air teased over me, warm, warm and rich, as if someone, or something breathed against my breast…

      No, I was not safe. Not safe at all.

      The order to find a virgin rang out and jerked me to my feet. They’d happily sacrifice some poor girl to open the Forest Gate and get to me. Bastards.

      I pressed my dirt-smeared fist to my chest and stared into the blackness of the forest. No, not completely black. Those wisps of silver, threaded lines of pale light over sharp branches and gnarled roots. And there was…structure there. Magic had dragged me through the Forest Gate and now I had to believe it was leading to where I had to go.

      Where I wanted to go.

      I pushed down that illicit thought. It wasn’t right…but I’d always, always leant in closer when the ladies-in-waiting whispered of the Beast beyond the Gate. The creature with a stone-heart, untouched. Untouchable. And the ached-for hints of his…licentious nature. Those quick whispers were of a black haired and monstrous hound, muscled and wild, who would mount a maiden and take her for both their pleasures…

      And in the nights that followed, my dreams would be filled with the hot brush of thick fur against my naked back, heated breath panting against my neck, as the great Beast curled around me, all muscle and sinew, heavy paws under my heaving breasts. And my cunt, at the opening of my untouched flesh, his cock, hot and wet with his leaking seed, would breach me in a single, fierce thrust.

      That shocking need, the ache in my flesh for it to be true lurched me out of my bed with a half-strangled cry most mornings.

      I drew in a shaking breath, pulling in the scents of the forest. Of loam and damp leaves, wood and something…something like leather, heat, skin…

      I shook my head. Was this the start of the forest’s working on my mind? Twisting it. The lascivious forest god denying me the chance to break my bond. To keep me for himself. I knew—as everyone did—that only the way to leave the forest was to fuck the Beast. And not just anyone could take my virginity. If that had been the case, I would’ve thrown myself at the hideous Captain Burke.

      An echoing thud behind me said they’d dragged over the battering ram to try to break through the warded Gate. But more urgently, they would soon find a virgin to pry their way into the forest. My only choice was to step into the wood.

      “Onwards.”

      I willed myself forward, to pick over the fall of leaves and black knots of ancient tree roots. The air was strangely warm and the silence…heavy.

      Expectant.

      A curl of air teased over my spine, slipping down as if the silk of my gown had vanished to play against my bare flesh. That… I pressed my knuckles to my mouth, teeth grazing the damp skin. No one…no one had touched me, not like that. Dear gods, I was hardly touched at all, my heritage always there—whatever it was—to put people off. As if I were a stain, a taint they would draw into themselves. But this…

      It was as if someone—I had to think someone—drew the slightest of breath-hot kisses against the curve of my hip. And it was distracting. Lovely. I stopped and closed my eyes, leaning against the cold trunk of a rough-barked tree. Lovely and…wanted.

      “Your skin. To move through the forest, you must give me your skin.”

      My eyes shot open, and I stared into the gloom. Only the brief flickers of magical light wove over the leaf-thick floor. Nothing else. No sign that the voice had come from anyone.

      Was…was this the forest god intent to keep me from my goal?

      “Untouched flesh…”

      It was a hot and searing whisper against the shell of my ear and I let out a startled squawk. The low rumble of male laughter wove around me.

      “Shed your silks, Your Highness.” Air moved around me, teasing over my nipples, the kiss of a hot mouth riding my pulse, making it thud. “If you are to find the Beast, then you must find him naked. Bare to the earth and sky.”

      “I…”

      A ripple of wind tugged on the hem of my gown, dragging it up to expose my thighs. The bodiless voice grew deep. And dark. “Or we can rip them from you…if you’d prefer?”

      The splinter of wood and the groan of metal hinges slashed through me. Orders, orders to spread out and search for ‘that fucking bitch’ cut through the still night.

      Curses singed the air, spat out by the dark voice that swept around me. “They have thrown another virgin through the Gate and she’ll distract the forest god. He protects the path. My plans… We are out of time. Run, Highness.”

      And in a rough tear of silk invisible claws shredded my gown, the tatters falling to the earth in strips of shimmering white. I squeaked and my hand flashed to cover my mouth. Any louder sound was strangled by the fear of the guards from the castle finding me.

      The hot brush of…of fur pressed against my back and for a wild moment,  muscle and heat and the wrap of long limbs chased over my bare flesh. The fast thought smacked into me. Skittered my pulse. He wasn’t the devious forest god. He was…he was the Beast.

      A fierce and unexpected pulse of need throbbed between my thighs and I staggered forward…and the hard line of an animal-dick surged between my legs. Thrusting against the skin of my thighs, hot and thick, velvet-smooth and iron-hard.

      I mewled and rolled my hips, pushing back… Caught. Trapped with the wild ache of need and the horror of that forbidden want.

      The monstrous cock pushed over the wet seam of my pussy and a dark growl burned against my ear. “They would see me take you. Mount you. Breed you, my sweet little princess. A Beast. A full-blooded animal. Rutting over your flesh. The wet, sucking slide of my animal-cock burying itself in your hot cunt. Filling you. And my dick would swell and stretch and knot you. And they would see—"

      “No…” The word came out on a half gasp, even…even as the another word lurked, unsaid and desperate on my tongue. To say…yes. To have those hated men watch me fuck an animal, all heat and muscle and fur…and to find a dark joy in being taken. Being fucked by the forbidden Beast.

      “You will. I will fill you with such pleasure.”

      “Please…”

      “Oh, we must follow the rite, princess.”

      And the ghostly press of his body faded back from my bare skin. I shivered, blinked and fought to drag my desire-drenched brain into clear thought. The flicker of golden torches broke the black of the night and cut the guards’ shadows on the edge of the forest.

      I had to run. Run to my Beast.

      “There! There she is.”

      Fuck. Fuck.

      An arrow thudded into the soft earth behind my heel and I yelped.

      Naked, I leapt over twisted roots, ducking under low branches and skirting the thick trunks of looming trees. The silver flow of light danced ahead of me, bright and sure and I clung to the belief now that they weren’t a distraction. That they would take me to the solid form of the Beast whose heat ran at my side.

      A woman’s scream ripped through the forest.

      “The forest god is taking his pleasure.”

      A shiver rippled down my spine…but still I ran, my breath short, my heart a panicking drum. Nothing now guarded the forest, protected those who sought the Beast. There was just me, the light and stretched luck. Nothing more.

      “Your father said dead or alive!” Burke’s voice chased through the shadows, hoarse and quick, rising over the clatter of armour and curses of the men clambering through the dense, dark forest. “You will be dead when I dump your body at his feet, princess. But I will get my dick in that pristine cunt of yours first. My favour. My right.”

      The growl of the Beast, thick and dark, wrapped around me and I wanted to lash out, but…it would tell Burke where I was. No. He would not find me. I bit down on the sourness, the burn of hatred for the man. His oath would take him, strip him of his flesh and pleasure. That was enough.

      The earth grew dry between my toes and the chill of a sharper wind whipped around my bare skin. Trees thinned, the deep blue of the night sky pushing through the canopy of spiked branches. Stars pulsed, and the air was dark and sweet. Close. I was so close now I could almost scent the rich odour of fur and skin, of maleness, of my Beast—

      A hand shot out of the darkness and snatched at my arm. Thick fingers dug hard against muscle and bone and yanked be back into the forest. I stumbled over a twisted root and lurched into a solid body. The stink of oiled metal, sweat-heavy leather and cloves smashed over my senses.

      I knew that stench.

      Burke.

      “Got you, princess.”

      His voice was a rough and twisted hiss and I didn’t need light to see the smirk that cut his lips. I threw myself back. Away from him. I could not be so close and lose everything to this hated bastard.

      I would not.

      A howl filled the night and bloomed through my chest. The Beast. He was here, I had to—

      I slammed my knee up, too aware of the shape of Captain Burke’s body after a decade of him looming over me. It smacked into thick leather and metal and a sharp pain shot over my kneecap and along my thigh bone. Had I…?

      He stumbled and swore. His hold loosened and I jerked back again, breaking free and falling over a line of roots to the soft, dry earth. I scrambled away, hands and feet churning up earth, my gaze fixed on the dark bulk of the man who spat and cursed my name.

      “Come here, you little bitch. For that, I’ll take your ass first.”

      “Your oath, Burke. You broke your oath. I know about the prophecy! You won’t have the dick for it.”

      He spat and a low growl rippled from him. “I still have till dawn, princess. Enough time to fuck every hole. And I will—”

      A blurred shape burst over my head, huge and the heavy scent of fur and skin washed back as it slammed into Burke. The captain cried out and went down under its bulk. Snarls, thick and low, and a hideous wet tearing pushed through the panicked beats of my heart. Burke’s single cry was little more than an agonised whimper before he fell utterly still and silent.

      “Make for the circle.”

      It was an order. Cold and sure, and I skittered back. Eyes had found me in the gloom, narrowed and gleaming red and my pulse skipped. The Beast proper. The living animal. And he’d just…he’d just…

      “Would you rather have had him, Your Highness?”

      The cut of sarcasm stabbed at me and I jerked my head in a twitchy no. I swallowed and wet panic-parched lips. “Thank…thank you.”

      “I protect what is mine.”

      I blinked. Was I his? And that traitorous squeeze of my heart said that I wanted to be…but, this assignation was set only for this moonless night. None captured the stone-heart of the Beast. And certainly not a plain and skinny woman, even if I was a princess.

      I pulled myself up and brushed at the clinging dirt. And those eyes? They followed the path of my fingers and a liquid growl eased from him. Sharp white teeth, slick with blood glistened in the eldritch light.

      “Go, before I take you with the blood and flesh of this monster still hot on my muzzle.”

      My belly churned, and I turned and fled. Cool night air pricked my skin and the shouts of the guards faded back. The slivers of magical light curled around me, drawing me forward and I stumbled out beyond the thick line of trees and into a clearing.

      No, not a clearing. It was open, exposed, the land falling away in a rough, bleak moorland. But, just ahead of me stood an altar. The altar. The place where I would be taken, mounted, fucked. Bred.

      My heart in my throat, the pounding of it in my ears, I took slow, cautious steps forward towards the altar. Springy moss was cool under my bare feet and the lines and curls of magical light chased around rune-marks carved into the solid block of black stone. The magic of them, the bind, the…the contract caught there pricked my skin, but more than that, what held me were the splayed handprints. Small and smooth, seemingly worn into the rock.

      I traced a fingertip over the shadow of a palm, the hollow of lines and mounds moving under my touch. I splayed my hand…and it was a perfect fit. Was this the magic? Whoever found the Beast, was ready and willing for him, saw their hands in the altar stone?

      “Your other hand. Now.”

      Warm breath flowed against my ass, the hint of hot flesh and smooth fur tightening my belly. Chasing fresh nerves. This was it. The moment I broke with my father’s plans for me…and sated the secret, the forbidden need that had ridden my flesh for too long.

      I slipped my fingers over the depression and pressed my other palm to the cold stone. My breath caught. Something… The flow of lights sank into the altar, the rune-marks shining a brilliant silver in the darkness. A wash of bright heat skittered up through my arms to chase along every nerve and sink low, low into my belly.

      “Yes…”

      It was a fierce growl of satisfaction.

      “Spread your legs, my princess.”

      I bit my lip and stepped back, my feet sliding over the cold earth. My toes dug in. I trembled and my breaths came quick and thready. I wanted this. I wanted this utterly. Completely. But…I’d never been touched. Not even by my own hand. Nosy ladies-in-waiting had always put paid to any wandering of my fingers. I was watched. Always watched.

      The Beast’s muzzle pushed between my spread thighs. Broad with the brush of night-cooled fur against sensitive skin. The distracting prick of whiskers. I squeaked and the rumble of male laughter thrummed through my too-tight flesh.

      “No trace of Burke will touch you, I promise.”

      And a long, hot tongue lapped my cunt, curling over my mons, hot breath flowing over my damp thighs. He pushed his muzzle hard against the seam of my pussy, drawing me up onto my toes.

      “Delicious…and mine.”

      My eyes crushed shut, the rush of unknown pleasures thickening in my belly. The sounds of him flowed over me. The wet lap of his long tongue, the snuffle and pant of his hot breath and the slickness of my own flesh… I willed myself to stare down and heat bloomed at the wide muzzle—furred, whiskered, wolfish—between my legs, the curl and lick of a long, pink tongue over my mons, over the crease of my thigh. I shook. And only his broad head kept me upright.

      Then he drew back. And that tongue—that delicious, wicked tongue—slipped over the seam of my cunt.

      I gasped, my fingers digging into the smooth stone of the altar. It was so…wrong, to have this Beast, this animal lapping at my innocent pussy, the press of his dog-like nose, the prick of fur and whiskers, hot breath chasing over my wet cunt. Wet from him…and from me.

      A curl—

      And my spine arched, driving me back against his broad head, seeking more, wanting it again. That white hot burst of forbidden desires.

      “Find your pleasure, my princess.”

      It was a growl in my mind and sinking into my tightening flesh. And I rolled my hips, the stark pleasure a shock of…of need. Gods. Gods, it was addictive, to push by cunt over the long muzzle, finding fur and whiskers and a deliciously relentless tongue. To squeeze my thighs, the push, the pressure of him hard and deep, and the sharpening of my pleasure. So close. So close, I could almost taste it—

      “Yes! My bitch in heat. Mine. Mine to fuck. Mine to breed…”

      My breath caught in my chest, the strain and the desire fierce and hot. Fuck. I wanted, I  needed—

      A low, growl thrummed through my quaking flesh, chasing the fire thick in my veins. I panted. Ached. Rolled and squeezed. Closer. So close. And the final lash of his animal tongue smashed the fire in a wild wave over me. Through me.

      I screamed into the moonless night and I fell against the altar, breathless, twitching, the sparks of my hot release crackling through my flesh. My heart drummed. Such pleasure…

      Something new pulsed. A heat in my belly. A dark rush of fresh need sweeping over me as the push of rune-marks from the altar seared my damp skin. My cunt, tight and wet, clutched and squeezed, hollow and empty. Needing to be filled with a thick animal-prick.

      A heavy paw thudded onto the altar to the right of me. Immense. Black-furred. Claws blunt and cut with silver. I stared and started as another paw hit the ancient altar stone to my left.

      The Beast loomed over me, his wanted heat searing my bare back. His broad muzzle, wet and spiked from my desperate cunt, pressed into the curve of my neck. My musk, wove through with the warm scent of fur and leather and his hot breath pricking my skin. His nose nuzzled under my jaw, tilting my head up…and there—

      “Feel me, princess.”

      My words dried in my throat. His cock. His cock pressed against my ass. Long and thick and hot. My heart thudded and my pussy clenched in want and terror. It was monstrous. It would never fit in my tiny, virgin pussy.

      “You were made for me.”

      One of his strong forelegs wrapped under my breasts and pulled me to the solid barrel of his fur-thick chest.

      His cock pressed into the crease of my ass and the rush of need fired through my flesh. I balled my fingers into bloodless fists against the altar. Breathe. I had to breathe. But could only pant as my thoughts dizzied under the pounding of my wanton blood.

      “Please…”

      “Begging me to stop, princess?”

      There was a definite smirk to that question, as the great Beast dragged and pressed his impressive cock over and…and into the cleft of my ass.

      Hot. Blunt-headed. My pussy clenched. Empty. So empty and needy. I sucked in a breath, wanting to deny that I ached for more, so much more of his forbidden touch. That I always had.

      “I’ve waited for you. Centuries…”

      His whiskers pricked my neck, the hot run of his breath winding around and through my deepening need. He had to fuck me. I had to have that thick, animal-cock buried so far inside me I could taste it. I rolled under him and whined like a bitch in heat. His bitch in heat.

      The low thrum of his growl sank into my flesh and he yanked me against him, shifting the line of his cock—

      A soundless scream broke from me. He…he…

      My flesh burned, the thick, blunt head of his cock surging against my wet pussy. He…he was relentless, tearing into my straining flesh, tight and aching from my recent wild rush of pleasure.

      My Beast growled, something deep and possessive, his paw pushing low over my belly, urging me against his pulsing hot prick. “Take it. Take me. Mine…” The churn of dark words chased over my mind. “I’ll fill you. Push my litter into your ripe belly.”

      “You can’t—”

      “The time of me being denied is over. Done.”

      He snarled, a low and vicious curl of sound, and surged into my cunt, his hair-thick and seed-filled balls slapping against my flesh. His victorious howl echoed through the darkness.

      Full. I was full, speared on his monstrous cock. A tiny woman caught under the surging muscle and fur of a wild beast, a delicious animal, intent…intent to fuck me. To breed me. My belly swooped, the hard surge of my forbidden desires, smashing into the reality of the Beast’s dick buried so achingly deep in my cunt. The fearsome pain and pleasure of it. Raw. Wanted.

      The burning thought that this was all that I would have of him cut through my joy. This fierce, wild moment of bliss. When I belonged to him. Only him.

      And if this was all I could have…

      I mewled and rocked back against him, the breath-stealing pressure of my flesh wrapped so tight around his cock. Grinding my body under his, welcoming every thrust, every growl, the delicious rub of thick fur against my back, a hard-muscled foreleg under my breasts, working me, urging me against the hot stroke of his animal-prick.

      The Beast snarled and drove into me. Hard. Fast. Squeals and screams and pants broke from me. His heat, his scent wrapped around me, sweat slicking my bare skin as he fucked me. So deliciously, deliciously…hard. Using me for his pleasure…and giving me everything I had ever wanted. To be taken by the Great Beast, for this animal to mount me and fuck me.

      “Scream for me, my princess. Scream for Beast…defiling you.” His dark voice churned as lava through my straining flesh. Hot and fierce. Beautiful. “Let every soul in the castle know my animal-prick is ploughing your royal cunt.”

      “Yes… Oh, yes.”

      To be seen. My heart squeezed. Gods…gods. The fierce clawing of my release dragged at my belly. Tugging and pulling, demanding—

      For the horrified courtiers to see me sweating and panting, naked beneath a black-furred Beast, with his monstrous animal-prick surging into my pussy. And for them to see my hips and ass rolling and working, taking him deeper. His forbidden dick. Craving it.

      “My wanton princess.”

      Yes. Yes, I was. I always would be. His bitch. His—

      A smash of heat and light swept over me, flooding my body. I screamed. Twitched. Drove my hips back against his cock, chasing yet more of the wild thrill and churning joy…and found him swelling. Thickening. The base of his cock stretching my poor, once-virgin pussy.

      “My knot, little princess.”

      His voice was strained, tight, and he curled around me, holding my shaking body hard to him. His flesh quivered. “Almost…” It was a growl, in my mind and…and in the air. “Such a perfect little cunt.” He jerked against me, the thick knot startling a strangled cry of pleasure from me.

      How…how could my body take this? This stretching? And how was it dragging yet more pleasure from my wrung-dry flesh?

      “You want this. You’ve always wanted this. This…”

      His hips shifted, heat and fur and the impossible pressure of his knot dancing black spots around the edges of my vision. I… The fresh pulse of another release, something deeper, more wild and…and consuming teetered on the very edge of my flesh. Just…

      “My seed filling your belly.”

      His voice was hoarse. Desperate.

      “Breeding you.”

      He arched against me, hard and fierce, and his roar shattered the night. The impossible thickness of his cock rammed pleasured pain, the searing splash of his seed coating my undefended womb. It was… It was too much.

      The smash of utter joy through my flesh, chased by the wild thrusts of the Beast as he emptied himself into my body. I couldn’t…

      Blackness rose up to swallow me whole.
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        * * *

      

      Fingers stroked back the wild and sweaty tangle of my hair and I jerked up under the strange touch. Who…?

      “Peace, my princess.”

      His voice. The Beast’s…but not as a voice in the wind or a brush against my mind. It was there, beside me. Real. As…as it had been when he found his own release.

      My heart squeezed and I willed my head to turn.

      A man knelt beside me in the dry earth, pale as moonlight, though his hair and eyes were as dark as the surrounding night. His perfect mouth quirked upwards and a gleam of eldritch light caught in the endless depths of his eyes. “I have searched for you, the one to break the curse.”

      “Curse?”

      Was I simply a…means to an end? The prophecy… A fist wrapped around my heart and squeezed. It wasn’t me that my father feared. It was the Beast. I’d…I’d freed the Beast and changed him to a man. Who was he? Who had he been…before the curse?

      He looked away, out to the dark stretch of the forest and something moved through his black gaze. A memory of that place, the time when he’d first walked as a man? “This is my earth, my sky. Mine.” His gaze found me again, a dark fire flickering in its depths. “All of it.”

      My belly hollowed. Gods… He…he was the original Lord of the Realm. Vadin Akis, King of the Dark Lands. The one my family, my Blood had overthrown centuries before. I closed my eyes and denied the burn of tears. I breathed. In and out. Would I bear his curse? I bit the inside of my cheek, that pain fighting the hard twist of horror in my chest. To be the hole for whoever was desperate enough to seek out a new Beast—

      “Nissyen…”

      I frowned. How did he know my name?

      Vadin’s warm, rough palm cupped my cheek and a sob broke from me.

      “The curse is broken. Shattered. It will not find you. You, like the earth and sky, are…mine. Always.”

      I stared up at him and his thumb wiped away the fall of a tear. The bloom of relief caught me. Held me. His. Gods, I wanted that. Some long denied part of me always had. Still… I drew in a breath and lifted an eyebrow. “That’s a little…presumptive?”

      A smile curled the corner of his perfect mouth and his eyes shone with black fire. “Should I prove my claim on your flesh again, my queen?”

      Dawn light streaked the sky in the softest golds, the new day stretching out before me. Before us. Before the rise of the new dawn. “There was—is—a prophecy…”

      His smile darkened. “One set to break the curse and free me. A Woman of the Forest. You, not your mother…and your father discovered that far too late.”

      “Him.”

      “He will find an end worthy of him.”

      There was the Beast’s hot growl under that promise and my skin pricked. I sucked in a breath, the echoing darkness pushing through my own thoughts. I was a dark creature through my mother’s blood. And the want, the need to make the man pay for his binding me, his using me…and his plan to sacrifice me to some foul old man to deny my Beast his freedom, burned in my soul.

      “Why didn’t he simply…wall me into my tower?”

      “Yes, Lord-King Leod is foul enough for that horror.” Vadin’s thumb traced a line over my bottom lip, a slow caress that shivered through me. Wanted. Ached for… “But you needed to be…deflowered. By me…or as a new dawn rose, your flesh caught in a marriage-bind.”

      “Yet, he didn’t stop the arrows…”

      “Panic, perhaps? It matters little. This land is mine now. And yours.”

      “My…”

      The man who was my Beast smirked, the dark glow of his bestial nature lurking in his gaze. “You are my Queen.” He brought my hand to his perfect lips and pressed the softest of kisses against my palm…chased by a lick from that so-wicked tongue. “I am your King. The other half of your soul.  Your lover. Your…hunter.”

      A hot twist in my belly caught my breath and the man before me bled his form into the monstrous Beast, all muscle and sinew, fur and animal-lust. His lip curled back over gleaming fangs and in a rush of limbs and my half-protesting squeal, his eager nose was back between my spread thighs, pinned to the churned earth with heavy paws.

      The first hot lick of his animal tongue seared a familiar and new pleasure and I arched into his eager mouth, squeezing around whiskers and muzzle and a long, slurping tongue. I didn’t care who saw me being taken by my Beast.

      He was mine. As I was his.

      And our revenge could wait till the sun rose higher.

      

      
        
        The End
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      The stories said that they were released by their master and that a hell-dog will hunt for his perfect mate.

      The one woman they will keep...forever.

      Tonight, that woman is me...
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        * * *

      

      As I stood in the doorway of my cottage, a howl echoed across the moorland, long and low and somehow…desolate. Lost.

      Alone.

      I shivered and pulled my shawl around my shoulders, fighting a chill that had nothing to do with the autumn air. He was out there. One of the Warlord’s dogs. Released by his lord to hunt for the other half of himself. His perfect mate. Or so the stories went. A woman he would take and breed, tying his prey to him…forever.

      I frowned into the clear sky, watching it darken and its lack of clouds promised frost.

      A sigh escaped me, my breath coming out in a white mist. Proof enough. I’d have to venture out. Reap the last of my heather before the cold took it. I’d promised a home-blessing to one of the women in the village. And virgin-picked heather was strong even under a full moon.

      Hinges creaked as I pulled the door to my tiny cottage shut behind me. Silver light rolled across my sheltered vegetable garden. I never had any need for a lantern, not with the wash of stars and the gleam of the moon. Old friends, forever with me. Lighting my way.

      I huffed a laugh, my memory thick with running under the rising moon through clumps of heather, chasing a hare or scaring a crow into the twilight. My mother’s voice followed out after me. Warning about the moon-soaked broom she had yet to harvest.

      A Child of the Night, she’d called me. Always happier, always more at ease in the full dark than in the burn of the day.

      She was right. The dark was my home, as much as the croft that sat on the slope of a hill that rolled down to the black lake.

      Another low howl rippled through the twilight and caught me again in a shiver. So…alone. And something pulled in me, a kindred feeling. The hollow burn of loneliness. I pushed down that sour thought and hugged my willow basket to my chest. It was…dangerous to link myself to the beast prowling through the valley.
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      We followed the Call of our Goddess, but it led us to crash our ship on this barbarian world.

      There are orcs in the forest out beyond our temple. Wild and bestial. They want us, desperate for a priestess to call their own.

      And now...I, I am caught. A prize for an orc captain.

      A willing one.

      

      All Orc World titles can be read as standalones.
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        * * *

      

      I came to with an orc slavering over my cunt. A great, blue-grey beast with stringy black hair and a mashed and scarred face that only a mother could love.

      I was naked and my legs were spread wide over a stone floor, my hands…cuffed above my head. Thick orc fingers, pinned my thighs, biting into my flesh, and his wet tongue lapped like a great hound from my ass to my nub. I let out a shocked breath, my hips wrenching under his hold and my breasts—traitors—lifted, tightened, nipples suddenly stiff in the cold air.

      I couldn’t find…joy in this desecration. I couldn’t—

      The orc grunted, fierce, black eyes fixed on my face and a grin pulled at his gruesome mouth. “Finally awake.” It was a growl, low and bestial. “You’ll enjoy this, Archer.”

      Another lick and I bit my lip, denying a whimper.

      Why had we followed the Call of the Goddess and come to this wild, bestial planet? Though that was the one thing we shared with these…beasts. Faith and devotion to our deity. Even an orc bowed low to his god.

      And this was the orc who’d brought me down on the edge of the forest. Netted me. Caught me. And now I’d meet the fate of all the warrior-priests who guarded the Temple of the Goddess. I would be fucked. Fucked hard—my belly tightened—and bred. Orc seed was wicked and powerful. It would soon be forced into my fertile womb…

      “She wants it.” A voice rumbled over my head and the…cuffs at my wrists flexed. There was a great drawing in of breath. “She’ll drown you, brother.”

      Not cuffs then. Another orc. Shit.
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      The warning was to stay away—far away—from the Emperor's Stables during the hours of darkness.

      I didn't listen. But then my curiosity always got me into so much trouble.

      This night would be no different...
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        * * *

      

      We were told—on pain of death—never to enter the Royal Stable at night. So, yes, here I was on the worn, cobbled path that led directly to it, with only the thin sliver of a new moon to light my way.

      I was a fool. I knew it. There were rumours that devils grew up from the ground to dance under the stars and waxing moon. And ventured out to consume anyone stupid enough to cross their path.

      I could lose my soul…but it was a bite against my flesh. This need. An ache. I had to know. I had to see.

      And the quiet and dark hope that curled under my ever-present curiosity. As I ran a body brush over the deep chest of one of the emperor’s prized mounts, the animal strength and power tugging at something in me.

      The heat of so much muscle… To press my bare hand—quick and sly—to a glossy, black coat and rest my head to the strong column of a stallion’s neck. To breathe with him. It was a fierce pulse in my flesh and a stillness to my mind. Both needs had begun to weave thick through my thoughts. And being sated, either in the mind or…or the flesh, was certainly something bent over a scribe’s desk had never given me.

      I wanted my time with these beasts. Just me. Alone.

      Darkness would give me that. As illegal as it was.
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