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Sophie stretched out in the grass, feeling
the warm sun on her back. She rubbed her eyes before returning to
her novel. She loved having free time like this to do as she
pleased. Visiting her grandmother in the countryside always felt
like going back in time. There was no pressure of classes or trying
to find a job. There was no reception, which meant no technology.
Of course her grandmother had a television and computer inside her
house, but both were so ancient that Sophie and her brother,
Brandon, didn’t even bother.

Unable to concentrate any longer, Sophie sat
up and brushed some dirt off her long navy skirt. She always wore
her grandmother’s old clothing when she wanted to lie in the grass.
This was the same skirt that her grandmother had worn as a young
girl and the material was soft from wear. No doubt her grandmother
was weary of Sophie running around like a heathen outside, but she
never said so. She only raised her eyebrows disapprovingly as
Sophie ran outside to play in the field and climb the trees. Sophie
knew that her apprehension had something to do with her
grandfather’s death.

It had been nearly ten years since her
grandfather had died. Sophie had only been twelve and she had loved
her grandfather dearly. He was the reason Sophie loved the meadows
so much. When she was three, her grandfather had built her a
child-sized house on the edge of the forest. It was a beautiful
cottage with yellow paint and white shutters. He had lovingly
decorated the inside with purple walls and hand carved wood
furniture. He had placed small fairy replicas along the outside
corners of the house and a few on the inside as well.

Sophie had felt like she was stepping into a
fairy tale when she entered the cottage. Her father had carved a
small sign above the front door, which read “Dwelling of the Sophie
Kimberly.” It had been her magical place and Sophie had spent her
summers in her play cottage. Even now, Sophie enjoyed crawling
inside and sitting on the floor. She was too big for the furniture
now and too tall to stand inside. Today, she was lying in the grass
right outside the cottage enjoying the beautiful day.

Sophie peered around her shoulder and stared
into the dense forest. All afternoon she had a nagging sense she
was being watched. She remembered how furious her grandmother had
been when her grandfather had first built the cottage. Sophie
overheard her grandmother tell her grandfather that he was
“tempting fate and they were always watching.” She remembered her
grandfather smiling down at her and saying, “those days are over
now… the fairies will protect and watch over us.” Sophie trusted
her grandfather explicitly, and she knew he had placed the small
fairies around the house to keep her safe.

As a young woman now, Sophie figured her
grandmother was talking about wild animals in the forest. While
there were many small rules at her grandmother’s house, there was
only one rule of true consequence. Sophie and her brother were
forbidden to enter the forest. Respecting this as an unbreakable
law Sophie had never dared so much as to set foot in the forest.
Besides, it was so dark and why should Sophie stray when she could
relish in the sunshine?

A rustling sound made Sophie jump to her
feet.

“Hello?” she called out. She took a few steps
closer to the edge, her skirt quietly rustling in the grass. Even
though she was wearing a long-sleeve pleasant blouse, she felt
goose bumps rise on her arms.

“This is ridiculous,” she murmured, picking
up her book and turning her back on the forest. Yet again, she
heard the rustle and she whipped around and gasped.

Standing only feet from the edge of the
forest was a large, russet colored wolf with glowing yellow eyes.
Frozen with fear, Sophie stared at the wolf. Its eyes seemed to be
studying Sophie, almost human like, and warning bells fired in her
head, screaming for her to run. Gaining control of her body again,
Sophie stepped backwards slowly. With a sinking feeling, Sophie
knew she would never make it back to her grandmother’s if the wolf
chased her. Her house sat as a small dot atop a hill behind
her.

“Please,” Sophie pleaded softly. The wolf
raised his snout at Sophie and stalked back into the forest. Relief
flooded through Sophie and she sank to the ground. Adrenaline was
coursing through her veins and she knew she needed to get back to
her grandmother’s now and quickly. Gathering her wits about her,
Sophie stood up clumsily and turned towards the house. And then she
heard it. A moan. Soft and aching. It sounded like a man.

“Brandon?” Sophie whispered. Could this wolf
have dragged her brother into the forest? Brandon was supposed to
be out with her uncle today, but perhaps they had been nearby? She
heard the moan again, and it was definitely human. Torn between the
rule of never entering the forest and the fear for her brother’s
safety, Sophie agonized over what to do. The wolf had terrified her
but what if Brandon was hurt.

Cautiously, Sophie stepped towards the
woods.

“Brandon?” she asked again, this time louder.
The moan responded, inaudible. Sophie stepped into the shadows of
the trees. Twenty feet ahead she saw a man curled up on the forest
floor. He was shirtless and he was wearing some type of crude,
brown pants.

“Brandon!” Sophie rushed forwards, her hands
outstretched towards her brother. Just before she reached Brandon,
he sprang up and Sophie saw in horror that he was not her brother,
but a stranger. Unable to stop herself in time, Sophie slammed into
the man, who threw her over his shoulder with ease.

“No!” Sophie screamed, beating her fists
against the man’s back.

“The less noise you make, the easier this
will be,” the man said darkly.

“Help!” she cried, “Someone help me
please!”

But the man was fast and seemed unaffected by
her weight as he swiftly carried her deeper into the woods. Sophie
screamed again, in vain, but she knew no one would hear her. She
thrashed and kicked her legs and beat her fists, exerting every
ounce of energy she had.

“Female, you do not want to use all your
energy now,” said the man, and she heard the dark humor in his
voice. The sound made her stomach turn. She went limp against the
man, and quickly began devising a way to escape. She felt the man
slowly slide his fingers up her legs, under her skirt.

“No!” she cried out, kicking her legs. But he
held her legs tight with one arm, while the other arm explored her
soft, young skin. The man moaned deeply and he pushed his fingers
up to her thighs, feeling her soft flesh. He kneaded his fingers
into the skin, moaning in quiet appreciation. Sophie squeezed her
eyes shut, cringing from his touch.

Sophie noticed that the man’s pace began to
slow and it seemed as if he were tiring. Of course he couldn’t
continue at his pace with Sophie thrown over his body. Taking
advantage of the opportunity, Sophie kicked with force and her body
hit the ground with a thud. She scrambled to get up and run, but
the man was faster, pinning her to the earth.

He smiled, “No need to run, female. You can’t
escape.”

Sophie fought against his weight, but he did
not budge.

“I wanted to find a better spot, but his will
have to do,” he said. Sophie studied the man; under normal
circumstances he was probably very attractive. He was tall and
broad with large muscles. He had dark auburn hair and dark
chocolate eyes with a strong jaw.

“I am Rylan,” he said, his voice softer. “I
wish you no harm, but I must use your body.”

Sophie shrank back in fear. “Please. Please,
let me go back and I promise I will forget all of this.”

“What is your name?” he asked, ignoring Sophie and running his
hands over her arms.

“El-Sophie” she stuttered, turning her face
from him.

“Sophie,” he said slowly, as if thinking
deeply of the name. “Sophie, you are to be mine.” Sophie began to
cry quietly. “For now,” Rylan added darkly. “If you give in and
don’t fight it, you will take much pleasure from this.”

“Please, don’t,” Sophie, said, openly
sobbing. “Please, I’m – I’m a virgin!” she cried. Rylan’s eyes
widened with desire.

“You are of the virgin maids?” he asked in
awe, lust filling his voice.

“I don’t know what that is. I’m a virgin.
I’ve never had sex. I’m – I’m saving myself,” she choked out.
Sophie felt a hardness growing against her belly, and she sobbed
again knowing what she felt.

“This changes things,” Rylan said slowly. “I
will take my time with you.”

Sophie sobbed again and Rylan brushed her
tears away, almost gently.

“Listen closely,” Rylan said, “If you try to fight me, I will not
be gentle and I will take you here and cause you pain.”

Sophie sobbed.

“But, if I release you and you lie here
quietly, I will not hurt you. Do you understand?”

Sophie nodded; filled with fear and realizing
her only option now was to hope this man was being honest. Slowly
she felt Rylan reach down and push her skirt up to her thighs.
Sophie tried to ignore what was happening. Rylan ran his hands up
her calves then up to her thighs before pressing his face into her
thighs.

“Mmm, you smell delicious,” he breathed,
inhaling deeply. He inhaled again, clearly taking pleasure from her
smell. Repulsed, Sophie turned her head and felt the man pause.

“Something is different,” he said quietly,
“You smell better than the others. Sweeter.”

The others? Sophie’s mind raced. Were there
more women that he had kidnapped? And if, so what had happened to
them? Sophie did not want to think about that yet. Right now, her
goal was to stay alive, whatever that meant. Rylan pressed his
fingers closer to what lay between her thighs and Sophie shivered
and her pulse quickened. What was happening to her? This was
unimaginable, so why was she feeling her face flush? Rylan,
noticing the flush, groaned, while studying her.

“So pretty,” he said silkily, reaching up to
touch her honey blonde hair and stare into her pale blue eyes.
“Your skin is like milk,” he breathed directly between her
legs.

“Ohh,” Sophie moaned, before snapping her
head back in shock. That felt amazing. Rylan’s hot breath against
her pussy was unlike any sensation she had never known. Excited by
Sophie’s reaction, Rylan tugged her cotton panties down her thighs.
He pushed her legs apart and rubbed his fingers against her. Sophie
moaned loudly, arching her back. What was happening to her? Sophie
felt her breath come rapidly. This man had kidnapped her and was
assaulting her on the ground. How could she enjoy his touch?

“Please, stop,” Sophie pleaded, but her voice
sounded weak. In fact, Sophie didn’t sound like she wanted Rylan to
stop at all. Rylan continued to tease her opening, before spreading
her lips fully and pushing a finger deep into her pussy. Sophie
cried out from the sensation and bit her lip. She could feel that
she was wet and she began to writhe on the ground.

Sophie was innocent in every way. Her friends
had teased her in school because she never had a boyfriend, but she
had never met anyone worth dating. She had only kissed a couple of
boys and none of them had ever touched her below the waist, nor had
Sophie ever touched a boy before. She was torn by these new heady
sensations, and a sense of building deep in her stomach. How could
her body betray her like this?

Sophie pushed her hips into the air, her body
begging Rylan to continue his assault. Spurred on, Rylan began to
move his fingers faster. He circled one finger inside her as his
thumb pressed against her clit. His other hand massaged and rubbed
her, and Sophie watched her chest rise and fall as she felt his ten
fingers work her.

Sophie lay on the ground feeling like a dirty
whore as Rylan panted and rubbed his hard cock against her. Sophie
whimpered, her thighs quivering, feeling the juices running out of
her and onto the dirt. Sophie knew she shouldn’t be enjoying this;
shouldn’t be aroused and turned on by her captor. But Rylan was
taking her to places she had never been before.

“Come, Sophie,” Rylan commanded, working her
faster and faster, his own breath ragged from arousal. “You can
feel it within you. Let go.”

Sophie let go and the world exploded around
her as she screamed in ecstasy.

“No, no, no,” she panted as she convulsed on the earth, her body
wracking with waves of pleasure. Rylan growled and pulled out his
large cock and began stroking it quickly. Sophie watched in fear,
yet a small part of her was hoping Rylan would plunge into her and
bring back her sensations. Rylan stroked himself on all fours, and
only stopped to run his fingers in Sophie’s wetness and bring it to
his mouth. His eyes would roll back in his head from pleasure and
then he would continue his stroking, getting faster still.

Sophie watched Rylan’s cock continue to grow
and she shuttered at the thought of something so large inside of
her, and yet, there it was again, that small voice aching for Rylan
to fill her. Sophie realized she had just experience her first
orgasm, with this animal of a human. Rylan’s breath came quickly
now and he found his release, calling out strange sounds as if
another language, before shooting all over Sophie’s legs.

Repulsed, yet oddly turned on, Sophie watched
Rylan smear his cum into her legs, throwing his head back and
making an odd, sort of howling noise. He stood up quickly, pulling
his pants up before pulling Sophie to her feet. He tossed her
panties aside, saying, “You won’t be needing these any more.” And
Sophie felt fear creep over her again.

Rashly, Sophie made a run for it, but Rylan
grabbed her in no time.

“I warned you,” he snarled, “escaping is
pointless.”

Sophie whimpered as Rylan threw her over his shoulder and moved
deeper into the forest.

Hopeless, Sophie felt herself doze off
exhausted from the deceitful, powerful orgasm. Suddenly she was
jolted awake as Rylan threw her to the ground.

“We’re being followed!” he hissed. Suddenly,
the air seemed alive and humming and Sophie shook her head,
thinking the fall must have hurt her head. Rylan’s body seemed to
shake and twist as his form changed. Fur sprouted from his skin and
his head morphed into that of an animal. His back curved and his
legs elongated. Rylan the human was gone and in his place was the
wolf Sophie had seen earlier. Sophie gasped, trying to wrap her
mind around what had just happened. The wolf set off into the
west.

Sophie realized this might be her only time
to escape. Since she had fallen asleep, she wasn’t sure which
direction to go. She began to run blindly, away from the direction
of the wolf. Suddenly she heard an animalistic shriek as a hideous
animal flew directly at her. Sophie screamed, covering her head and
sinking to the ground. Out of nowhere, Rylan, the wolf, came
barreling out of the trees, lunging at the animal and taking it to
the ground. The animal shrieked and flapped its wings. It looked
half bird and half gruesome corpse.

The wolf tore at the bird, ripping its head
from its body and throwing it on the ground. Sophie shrieked again
as Rylan continued to tear at the creature. Once satisfied, the
wolf stepped back and Sophie felt the air change again. Suddenly
the wolf was twisting and she saw Rylan’s human form take shape. He
stood naked before Sophie, panting, not bothering to pick up his
brown pants.

He walked towards Sophie, his eyes dark with
something. Lust? Power? Violence? He grabbed Sophie’s body and
pulled her to him, crushing his body to hers. Sophie tried to push
back, but Rylan held her tightly and brought his hungry mouth down
upon her. He kissed her angrily, fiercely and Sophie felt her body
betray her again, as she kissed him back, eager and hungry herself.
She felt a pull between her thighs and Rylan groaned into her
mouth, fisting his hands in her long hair, pulling her head back
before inhaling the scent of her neck.

“What are you?” Rylan growled. Sophie looked
at him perplexed.

“You don’t smell like other humans.”

Sophie, gaining a bit of courage, retorted,
“I am a human, but what the hell are you?”

“Later,” Rylan growled and he pulled the
strings apart on her white blouse that was now smeared with dirt.
Her bra now exposed, Sophie felt more vulnerable and her fingers
grazed against Rylan’s hard and eager cock. Rylan roughly pulled
down her bra straps and her soft breasts sprung free. Rylan groaned
bringing his mouth to her chest. Sophie consented, arching her
back, forcing her breasts further into Rylan’s hand and mouth.
Rylan sucked and twisted her nipples roughly, and Sophie smarted
from the pain and then pleasure set in.

Rylan groped, and massaged, taking her whole
breast into her mouth, flicking his tongue roughly against the
nipples. Sophie wriggled against him, clutching his arms for
support. Rylan grabbed her hands and pushed them onto his cock.
Sophie, unsure what to do, froze. She then fought her mind
screaming no, and let her desire take over. She took Rylan into her
hands, stroking and rubbing. Rylan moaned against her breast, and
Sophie continued.

Rylan roughly pushed Sophie to the ground,
and spread her legs apart. Sophie moaned, hoping and fearing what
Rylan might do. Rylan reached down and felt her wetness. Sophie
hated how her body loved his every touch, this strange wolf-human.
Rylan brought his mouth to her trembling thighs and lowered his
mouth onto her pussy.

“Arrgh!” Sophie cried out. She had never felt
such pleasure and she trembled from his hot mouth on her most
delicate parts. He licked and sucked, consuming her as if she were
the most delicious thing he had ever tasted. He teased her opening
before ramming his tongue inside her and again Sophie cried out.
Sophie had nothing to compare to, but this was unbelievable and she
briefly thought her friends were right in telling her to stop
holding out. Sophie pushed her hips into Rylan’s mouth, needing
Rylan to eat her until she disappeared into the earth.

“You are so wet,” Rylan huffed as he
continued to devour her. Sophie ran her own hands over her breasts,
feeling her hard nipples. She was going out of her mind and she
thought she felt an orgasm coming. Sophie was having a hard time
concentrating, and she didn’t recognize her own panting and
moaning. She sounded like an animal. Pleasure ripped through her
and Sophie succumbed to her ecstasy, her body twisting on the
dirt.

Her orgasm had barely ceased, before Rylan
pulled her to her knees.

“Suck,” he ordered, standing so that his cock
was level with Sophie’s face. Sophie was still trying to catch her
breath, and looked at Rylan, unsure.

“Suck,” he repeated, taking hold of himself
and angling for Sophie’s mouth. Sophie wrapped her mouth around his
cock, feeling Rylan pulse within her mouth. She grasped the base
with her hand so she would work better and began to slide her mouth
up and down around Rylan, feeling his ridges and bumps under her
tongue.

She didn’t know whether to be repulsed, or to
reach down and touch herself. A few short hours earlier, she had
been reading a book in the sunshine, basking in her virginal bliss.
Now she was sucking the cock of a man-wolf, and allowing him to
lick between her thighs. Sophie wondered if her family was looking
for her yet. They must be by now. How long would it take them
before they entered the woods? Her family knew that Sophie knew
better than to enter the woods.

Rylan moaned, bringing Sophie back to his
enormous cock tucked deeply into her mouth. Sophie remembered the
term “deep-throat” and she tried pushing his cock back as far as
her mouth would allow. Rylan grabbed her hair, pulling roughly as
he steadied himself, thrusting his hips into her mouth. Maybe if
Sophie sucked hard enough, and pleased Rylan the right way, he
would let her return. Energized by this new thought, Sophie began
to suck and lick, covering her teeth as she rubbed them against
Rylan. Taken by surprise, Rylan groaned loudly and his thrusting
intensified.

Sophie figured he must be near orgasm, and
though the thought mainly nauseated her, her deep inner-voice
begged for it, she knew she needed to let Rylan explode in her
mouth. Sophie had heard men liked this. Sucking with vigor, Sophie
sucked like her life depended on it, which it possibly did.

A deep guttural cry escaped Rylan’s mouth and
Sophie felt his warm liquid shoot into the back of her throat. She
continued sucking and licking, making sure every drop was gone. She
wanted to satisfy Rylan and right now she seemed to be doing so.
Rylan was grabbing at her hair, yanking it and Sophie cried out
from the pain. Rylan pulled her head off his cock and he looked at
Sophie, his eyes wild and searching.

“Where did you learn to do that?” he
demanded.

“I – I – didn’t,” Sophie stammered, “I’m – or
I was - a virgin in every sense.” Rylan closed his eyes, taking
this in.

“You have satisfied me greatly,” he said and Sophie’s body went
slack with relief, and maybe he would release her now. “I believe
you will satisfy my needs greatly from what I have experienced thus
far.”

“Rylan,” Sophie said softly, “Please let me
return to my family. You brought me unknown and unexpected
pleasures, and I enjoyed pleasuring you, but I know my family must
be worried now.”

Rylan looked at her for a long moment. “I cannot promise a safe
return to your family.”

Sophie sobbed.

“But if you learn to enjoy what is happening
to you, this will become much easier. And perhaps someday you can
rejoin your family.” He paused. “If you still want to,” he added
darkly. Why would she not want to return? Sophie’s mind was
reeling. She was living in a nightmare. Rylan pulled on his pants
and threw Sophie back over her shoulder.

“Come. We are not safe here and spies are
everywhere. We must stop at darkness.”

As Sophie dangled from Rylan, she noticed how
he was moving very swiftly again, and thousands of questions filled
her mind.

“What are you?” she asked timidly.

“I am a werewolf,” he said simply.

Sophie squeaked in surprise.

“How?”

“I was bit my another werewolf as a small
boy. Now I live in the woods since I am a disgrace to mankind. I
have learned to shift easily. But I cannot control the shift during
the full moon.”

Sophie took in this information. If she
hadn’t seen it herself, she never would have believed it. “What was
that gross bird thing that flew at me?” she asked.

Rylan sighed. “It was a CorpseBird. I’m not
sure why it was flying at you. There are many strange and dark
creatures in this woods, but they rarely bother the shifters.”

“There are more?” Sophie asked horrified. But
Rylan did not respond and continued walking. After what seemed like
hours, she felt Rylan’s fingers slide up her skirt again.

“I don’t think I can wait much longer,” Rylan
breathed as his fingers prodded her, moving up higher. Sophie felt
a ball of fear in her stomach, dreading that Rylan meant
intercourse. Maybe she could distract him further and try to suck
him again. Rylan continued to walk, but his fingers had made
contact with her pussy. He had pushed one finger slowly inside,
swirling it around. Sophie knew it was wrong, but she felt her body
come alive under his touch.

“I can tell you like this,” he growled.

“Yes!” Sophie gasped, shocked at her
response. Rylan continued to walk and play with her. He was
breathing heavily now and Sophie knew it was from arousal and not
her weight. Rylan slid another finger inside her and Sophie moaned
from the stretching she felt. It was slightly painful, but mostly
pleasurable and she moaned into his bare shoulders. Rylan’s breath
was rasping now and Sophie couldn’t stop the moans escaping her.
Rylan’s fingers coupled with the motion of moving, were
unbearable.

“No more!” Rylan snarled, and he flung Sophie
down into soft, green moss. Sophie’s mind knew she could try to
fight, but she couldn’t. Rylan tore off his pants, standing over
Sophie, his massive erection pointing towards the treetops. Desire
flooded his face and he moved agilely over her, yanking her long
skirt off. Sophie felt the fluffy moss against her skin. Rylan
reached for her shirt, and Sophie felt herself sitting up and,
aiding Rylan in removing it. He expertly undid her bra, throwing it
to the ground and shoved Sophie back into the dirt.

“You are mine,” he growled, biting at her
skin. Sophie whimpered from the pain, but then it turned to
pleasure. She looked down to see her breasts and elongated nipples
moving up and down from her shallow breathing. Sophie’s pussy was
aching and she knew she was wet, her body crying out for this
stranger.

“This will hurt, but I will try to be
gentle,” Rylan rasped. Sophie felt Rylan push her thighs apart and
position himself over her. She felt his cock slowly enter her and
she cried out from the pain. Rylan continued to push himself inside
and Sophie grasped at the dirt.

“Mmm,” Rylan groaned, as he slowly slid his cock back out and then
pushed it inside her again, this time more deeply and not as slow.
Sophie stilled feeling the sensation. Again, Rylan slid his cock
out and then pushed into her again, this time faster. And this time
felt better. Much better. Sophie tried to stifle a moan.

Rylan began to thrust within her now at a
steady pace and Sophie’s eyes rolled back in her head. He was
filling her to a depth she had never known before. How had Sophie
ever lived without this? She began to work in tandem with Rylan, a
slave to her desires, bringing her body to meet him every time.
Rylan grabbed her hands and pinned them over her head. He looked
into her eyes, his eyes full of carnal lust and he began to drive
into her.

Sophie’s body dug into the dirt and she
didn’t care. She felt like a wild animal. Rylan released her arms
and grabbed her legs pulling them up higher so he could penetrate
her more deeply. Sophie screamed from the sensation, but then her
body adjusted and she began to whimper as her body tried to feel
every new sensation. Rylan released her legs running his hands over
her breasts, grabbing at them in lust. He moaned and began to fuck
her harder still. Sophie thought she would combust. She knew she
should not be taking pleasure in this, but her entire world had
spun upside down.

With every thrust, Sophie could feel Rylan’s
cock overpower her, willing him to her. Her body belonged to him
now and she grabbed at his back, digging her nails into his skin
and Rylan howled with desire. Sophie knew she would explode again
and as Rylan continued to ram into her, she let go. Her body
convulsed and trembled under Rylan, and Rylan let out a long cry as
he shuddered and fell on top of her.

Sophie could hardly hold her head up she was
so tired. Today had been a nightmare and yet, she had experienced
three orgasms and lost her virginity. She wanted to cry, but was
too exhausted. She missed her family, but part of her was thrilled
by Rylan’s sexual yearnings.

Rylan pulled himself out of her. “I will keep
guard and sleep in my wolf form,” he told her. Sophie unsure of
what to say, nodded. Rylan phased, and Sophie could feel his yellow
eyes on her. She tried to brush the dirt off her, but it seemed a
lost cause. She pushed her hair out of her face and wondered how
dirty her face and hair looked. Her hair had bits of dirt in it,
and she imagined her face was smeared with it as well. Nothing she
could do about it, so she began to dress in her dirty clothes.

Rylan paced around where Sophie sat and then
nudged her with his snout. Sophie had the impression he wanted her
to sleep. That was fine by Sophie. She had never been so tired or
spent in her life. She had a feeling the sex and orgasms had
contributed as well. She put her head on the earth and was asleep
in seconds.

 


Sophie woke up as bits of sunlight began to
filter through the trees. At first she was confused and then the
previous day’s traumatic events came rushing back to her. She felt
sore between her legs. She noticed Rylan, the wolf, curled up on
the ground nearby. Sophie wondered how far from her grandmother’s
she was now. Five miles? Twenty? Forty? She had no idea how far
they had traveled yesterday.



Rylan opened his yellow eyes and phased back
to human form. Sophie could not imagine ever getting used to this.
Maybe she fell and hit her head on her play cottage and was still
knocked out in the safety of her grandmother’s land. Rylan was
swiftly pulling his pants on.

“Up,” he ordered, “We must find food to keep
your strength.”

Sophie realized she was starving. She hadn’t
eaten since breakfast the day before. Rylan didn’t pick her up this
time, so Sophie dutifully followed, hoping for an opportunity to
escape. Escape now felt like a death wish. Sophie had no idea where
she was or how to survive in the wilderness. And there were other
magical creatures lurking about.

Rylan came upon some berries, and tasted one
before offering to Sophie. She reluctantly took the berries, and
realized they were delicious. She ate her fill before drinking from
a small freshwater stream a few yards away.

“Would you like to walk today, or should I continue to carry you?
We have another day on foot.”

“I think I can walk,” Sophie told him, “Where are we going?”

“My home,” and Rylan began to move onwards.
Sophie hurried to follow him.

“Rylan, please let me go,” she begged quietly. Rylan turned to look
at her, and she saw his eyes soften for a moment before they turned
dark and lusting.

“That is not possible,” he growled, backing
her up against a nearby tree.

Sophie moaned as Rylan put his hands inside her blouse.

“No, I don’t want you to,” she said weakly, pushing his hands
away.

“Yes, you do, Sophie,” he said forcefully.
Sophie pushed her body against Rylan, her need for him overwhelming
all thoughts and ideas of escape. Rylan pushed his rough mouth onto
Sophie’s and she answered back with a deep, hungry kiss. Inside she
was wrestling with her body’s desires and her mind telling her this
was wrong. Rylan wrapped his mouth around her sweet nipples and
Sophie whimpered, pushing her pelvis against Rylan’s waist.

Rylan quickly turned her around, so that
Sophie’s bare breasts rubbed against the rough tree bark. Rylan
reached around to cup her breasts, and Sophie pushed her ass into
Rylan, pressing her breasts into his ready hands. Rylan brought one
hand down to her thighs and pushed them apart. He slid his hand to
her pussy and teased her.

“Ohh,” Sophie moaned, grabbing onto the tree
trunk to steady herself. Rylan began to move two fingers inside
her, circling and circling, making her wetter and wetter. He moved
his other hand down and pushed her skirt completely up over her
back. Sophie felt the air on her exposed ass and she shivered.
Rylan continued to tantalize her between her legs, while his other
hand began to caress her ass. Sophie knew she should not be
enjoying this, but she wanted more. She hated herself for enjoying
this.

She groaned loudly, and felt Rylan slip a
finger into her asshole. Sophie went rigid, baffled. Rylan began to
tease her asshole while working her pussy and Sophie felt her
pleasure leap to a whole new level. She was out of her mind with
this touch.

“Oh, Sophie, you’re ass is so tight. I’m
going to take it soon, but not now. Right now I want to take that
sweet, tight little pussy of yours,” Rylan breathed. Sophie
wriggled her ass, having a hard time taking all the pleasure. She
felt Rylan pull his hand out of her pussy, and knew that his
fingers must be dripping. Suddenly she felt Rylan put his fingers
in her mouth and Sophie tasted herself. She tried to turn her head
to not taste, but Rylan pushed his hand further into her mouth.

“Suck,” he commanded, and Sophie did as she
was told. She licked herself off his fingers. She wanted to cringe,
but couldn’t bring herself to do so. Rylan pulled his other hand
off her ass and placed it on her back, pushing her down so her back
was flat. Sophie leaned against the tree as Rylan used his other
hand to steady her by her hips.

Rylan guided his cock into Sophie from
behind. Sophie cried out from Rylan filling her. This sensation was
so different from when she was on her back. She could feel Rylan so
deep inside of her and Sophie couldn’t stop herself from crying out
from each thrust. Rylan’s skin rubbed against her and her pussy
stretched each time Rylan filled her.

“Ohh! Your pussy is so tight!” Rylan cried
with desire, thrusting himself even harder into Sophie. Sophie
could feel Rylan all around her, filling her and pushing her,
expanding her. Rylan grabbed Sophie by the hips, his hands digging
into her flesh and held against Sophie as he slammed into her,
grunting loudly with each thrust. Rylan fucked Sophie like an
animal and Sophie relished every thrust. She pushed her ass higher,
willing Rylan to go deeper inside her. Rylan brought one hand to
her ass and inserted a finger again. He pulsed the finger inside
her asshole and Sophie moaned.

“Please, Rylan, please. Don’t stop!” Sophie
begged, her knees going weak. She heard her own voice and it
sounded desperate. This was not the same begging as she had done to
be released. This was begging for Rylan to fuck her like a primal
animal. Rylan did not relent, teasing her asshole, making her moan
louder and slamming his cock into her. Sophie felt the release
coming and she shouted as she came, shaking and holding onto the
tree for support. Rylan slammed into her a final time and Sophie
felt him squirt deep into her depths before he bent over her body,
spent.

Rylan pulled himself out of her before biting
her gently on the back.

“You are improving,” he said, still breathing
heavily. Sophie quickly righted her clothes, still basking in her
satiated feeling. As if she were a feather, Rylan threw her over
his shoulder.

“We need to make up time,” he said, beginning
to jog at an easy pace. Sophie wondered how he could possibly jog
with her weight on him, and yet Rylan jogged with ease. Sophie hung
over his back, feeling like a prisoner.

“Would you mind holding me differently?” she
asked. Rylan stopped and pulled her down, and cradled her as if she
were a baby.

“Is this better?” he asked.

“Yes, thank you.” Sophie wanted to know more
about Rylan. Since he was fucking her, she figured she should be
allowed some information.

“How long, exactly have you been a werewolf?”
Sophie questioned.

“A long time,” Rylan responded vaguely.

“How long?” Sophie pressed.

“Shifters don’t age the same as humans,”
Rylan explained, “I’ve been a shifter for eighty-two years.”

Sophie inhaled sharply. Not only was Rylan a shifter, but also he
hardly aged.

“What happened after you were bit?”

Rylan sighed. “I couldn’t return home. Humans aren’t supposed to
know about shifters, and I would not have been able to control
myself. And my family would know I wasn’t aging like everyone
else.” He paused before continuing. “I traveled going back and
forth between human and wolf form until I found these woods. These
woods accepted me for who I was.”

“What do you mean they accepted you?” Sophie asked.

“It’s difficult to explain,” Rylan said
darkly.

Sophie thought about how sad and lonely Rylan
must have been. “Do you know what happened to your family?” she
asked quietly.

Rylan laughed bitterly. “They died of
course.” His voice became soft. “My baby sister passed away three
years ago.”

“I’m sorry,” Sophie said delicately.

Rylan growled, “That’s what happens to
monsters like me.” He began to pick up the pace as they moved among
the dark woods.

“And, do you find women, to…satisfy your
needs?” Sophie asked shyly.

“Yes,” Rylan said gruffly. “Sex is the key to survival.”

Sophie was not sure what Rylan meant by that, but she did not like
the connotation.

“I’m thirsty,” Rylan said stopping abruptly
by a stream. He gently placed Sophie down on the ground and he
began to drink greedily. Without thinking, Sophie dashed into the
opposite direction. Racing with all her might, she ran through
bushes and underbrush, feeling branches and twigs scratch at her
face and arms as she ran. She was panting from the exertion, and
she desperately hoped she was maybe near the edge on the eastern
side, and could find help on the opposite side.

Sophie dared a glance behind her and did not
see Rylan. Pushing herself harder, she continued to race, small
creatures scurrying in her wake. It seemed to be getting brighter
and brighter. Even if she could find a small hole to crawl inside
and hide until she felt Rylan was gone. Hope propelled her through
the forest until – CRASH- Rylan collided with her, both of them
toppling to the ground.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?”
Rylan snarled, pinning her to the ground.

“Let me go!” Sophie screamed, kicking at him,
her arms held tightly against the ground.

“You are not escaping. You are mine,” Rylan
growled. Sophie began to sob openly.

“Please let me go. I have family. I have a life. My family has
money. We will pay you as much as we can, but please let me go,”
Sophie cried.

“I’m sorry, Sophie, but that will not
happen,” Rylan said, holding her wrists tighter. Sophie continued
to thrash as Rylan held her, but as she thrashed she began to feel
the energy change between them. As she thrashed, she began to
spread her legs and found herself tilting her pelvis towards Rylan.
Angry at herself, she forced her legs closed and brought her hips
back to the ground, but not before Rylan noticed.

“Sophie?” he asked huskily, “It appears that
you are asking for me.”

“Don’t touch me!” she shrieked. Sophie felt Rylan hardening above
her and her body betrayed her yet again as she began to pant and
arch her back. Rylan deftly pulled himself out of his pants
hovering over Sophie.

“Your delicious pussy can’t help but beg for
me,” he groaned. “Now, I’m going to give you exactly what you
want.” And he plunged into Sophie, still keeping her arms pinned to
the ground.

“Argh!” Sophie screamed. She arched her back,
her eyes rolling back into her head. Rylan leaned down putting his
weight on his elbows, so that his skin rubbed against Sophie’s
blouse. He pushed her blouse to her neck so Sophie could feel him.
He pumped into Sophie, throwing his head back and making a deep
animal sound in his throat.

Swiftly, he pulled Sophie upright and turned
her over so that she was on all fours, like an animal. Rylan pushed
her upper back down so that her head was nearly in the dirt and her
ass stood high in the air, exposed. Rylan took her from behind and
Sophie leaned down on her elbows, overcome by the deepness. This
position was almost painful as Rylan slammed into her, his skin
making a smacking sound each time it hit her ass.

Sophie’s breasts bounced due to the gravity,
and she clawed into the dirt to cope with the pleasure. Rylan
continued the onslaught, over and over again, his cock filling her
and pushing her to places she had never been. She knew in that
moment, that she would no longer try to escape Rylan. Animal that
he was, he had protected her thus far and she was addicted to his
sex. Her erotic revelation brought on a powerful orgasm, and as she
began to come, Rylan reached around to rub her clit, as his other
hand teased her asshole.

Sophie screamed and moaned as she came around
Rylan and she felt Rylan quicken his pace. A howl ripped through
Rylan, and suddenly she felt Rylan pull out of her and she turned
around to see what was wrong. Before her eyes, Rylan transformed
and his howl turned into that of a wolf. Rylan, in wolf form, sank
on all fours, panting as his tongue hung out of his mouth.

Sophie was dirty and half-naked as she
crawled toward the wolf.

“Rylan?” she asked timidly. The wolf snarled,
and Sophie backed away, afraid. Then just as quickly, Rylan
transformed back.

“What the fuck?” he cried, panting on the
ground.

“What just happened?” Sophie asked.

“I came so hard that I shifted,” Rylan said,
dazed. “I’ve heard stories of that happening, but I never believed
them. An orgasm has to be so intense, that it shifts our
molecules.” Rylan was still panting, staring at Sophie in
wonder.

“What have you done to me?” he asked. Sophie
stared back in amazement. It was definitely intense, but it made
Rylan shift. Sophie was impressed and realized that she was no
longer the innocent girl that she was the day before. Rylan stared
at her, his eyes questioning and desiring. He walked towards her
and began to kiss her. Sophie felt the urgency in his kiss, and she
kissed him back. Rylan’s kiss became primal, animalistic, and
Sophie felt the wolf part of him taking over.

He brushed her hair aside and pressed his
nose to her neck, inhaling her enticing scent. He ran his fingers
down her throat, stopping at her collarbone. Sophie’s body began to
tingle. She was already desiring more from Rylan, and secretly
hoping she could make him shift again. Shyly, Sophie dropped to her
knees before Rylan’s cock. Sophie could already see Rylan begin to
stiffen. Sophie felt vulnerable and exposed by her nakedness, but
she tried not to focus on her body. She hesitantly took Rylan into
her hands and Rylan moaned deeply in response.

Sophie liked the sound of Rylan’s moan, and
she took him into her mouth. Rylan moaned louder this time and she
felt him harden and lengthen in her mouth. Sophie began to suck and
found herself enjoying it immensely. She played with his balls, and
then quickly pulled off his cock and took his balls into her mouth,
gently swirling them around. Rylan gasped as his hands tangled in
her hair. Sophie continued to suck Rylan as if he were the best
lollipop she had ever tasted. Sophie pushed Rylan’s cock deep into
her throat and then slowly slid her tongue along his skin, tasting
every inch of him.

Sophie began to use her hands in conjunction
with her mouth and Rylan began pushing his hips, pushing his cock
deeper into Sophie’s wet, moist mouth. Sophie knew she must be a
sight to behold now. Dirty and disheveled, she was kneeling in
dirt, giving a werewolf a blowjob. Her clothes lay in a dirty heap
nearby, and her creamy skin was smeared with dirt. Her blonde hair
was matted and knotted with twigs and bits of earth, and her face
was smudged and scratched. Sophie felt as one with the earth.

Sophie could feel Rylan ready to release in
her mouth. He was groaning readily as he kept pushing his hips
towards her mouth. She prepared to swallow his salty juices, when
suddenly she heard fast hooves approaching and an ominous shriek.
Rylan yanked himself out of Sophie’s mouth and whirled around. Only
twenty yards away was a gruesome animal, shaped like a deer. It was
all black, and instead of fur, it was covered with spines. Its head
was shaped as a skull, and red eyes stared back, as it bared razor
sharp teeth, continuing its screech.

“Watch out!” Rylan yelled, and Sophie threw
herself back just as Rylan phased. Sophie grabbed her clothes to
cover her body as Rylan launched himself at the possessed creature.
The creature shrieked and sank its teeth into Rylan’s neck. Sophie
screamed and Rylan howled with pain. Rylan bit one of the
creature’s legs and blood began to flow, as the animal shrieked
wildly, lunging for Rylan again. Sophie dashed behind a tree,
peeking around to watch. She knew if Rylan were killed, this animal
would come after her.

The creature snapped again at Rylan’s neck
and missed as Rylan sank its teeth into the creature’s throat,
snapping it’s long neck. There was a sickly thud as the creature
hit the ground, and Sophie watched, revolted, as the animal flailed
about the ground before stilling. The air began to vibrate, and
Rylan phased back again. He was bleeding from his neck and he
staggered towards Sophie.

Sophie ran out from the tree and tried to
help Rylan. She ripped part of the hem from her skirt and held it
to his neck trying to stop the bleeding. Shocked, she looked down
to see Rylan with a massive erection.

“Finish. What. You. Started,” he gasped trying to catch his breath.
Sophie looked at him with wide eyes, shocked he was still thinking
of his cock, but dropped to her knees, nonetheless. This shifter
had just saved her life a second time, and she owed him a
mind-blowing blowjob. Once more, Sophie mouthed his cock, pushing
him deep into her throat. Rylan made no sound, but grabbed onto her
hair, as if to steady himself.

Sophie could feel that Rylan was aroused and
near orgasm from the adrenaline rush. Sophie sucked feverently,
running her hands along his cock and covering every inch with her
sweet tongue.

“Mmm,” she murmured dragging her tongue up to
his tip and running it along the ridge of his head. She wrapped her
mouth around him and felt it begin to throb. Sophie steadied
herself and felt the warm liquid that poured into her mouth. She
swallowed again and again, taking every last drop.

When she finally, pulled her mouth off, Rylan
looked relaxed and almost happy. And Sophie noticed the gash on his
neck and healed considerably. She went to ask how that was possible
but he pulled Sophie to her feet, staring at her admiringly.

“You are fulfilling your duties so well,” he murmured.

“What exactly are my duties?” she asked.

“Pleasing me,” Rylan said plainly.

“Aren’t there other women or shifters or
animals that could please you?”

“No, it must be a female human. Only the human woman can satisfy my
sexual cravings,” Rylan paused, assessing Sophie’s naked body.
“Clean yourself in the water,” he ordered, “I will search for more
nourishment for you.”

“Don’t you eat?” Sophie asked, as she headed
to the cool stream.

“I don’t need to eat the same as you or as
frequently,” Rylan answered before disappearing behind a tree.

The water felt heavenly on her skin, and she
washed herself with the piece of her skirt that she had held
against Rylan’s neck. How had his wound healed so quickly? It must
be the fact that he was a werewolf. And what in the world was that
creature that had come for them? It had been ghastly and the fight
had been a close call.

Wringing her hair out, Sophie stepped
gingerly from the stream, her body glistening and dripping. Rylan
had approached and he admired her petite and curvy frame. Her
breasts were round and perky, showing her youth. Her smooth belly
led to a sinfully pink pussy and Sophie blushed as Rylan drank in
her body.

As Sophie dressed in her filthy clothes, she
watched Rylan enter the water. He had not yet bothered to put on
his pants, and Sophie ogled his glorious body as he cleaned
himself. His skin was slightly tanned and rugged-looking and his
muscles glinted from the water and small patch of sunlight.

“What was that creature that came after us?”
Sophie asked as Rylan brought his head up out of the water, drops
clinging to his thick hair.

“I don’t believe it was after us. Only you,”
Rylan responded.

“Oh,” said Sophie in a small voice,
“Why?”

Rylan shook his head. “I can’t figure it out.
You are just like any other human. Granted, you are more fair and
petite than most, but a human, nonetheless. Unless it is your
scent…” he trailed off.

“My scent?” she prodded.

“Yes. You smell sweeter than most humans. It
is most peculiar.” Rylan shook his head as if dismissing a thought,
“We must move on. We are getting closer and you will be well
protected in my home.” He stepped towards Sophie and held his arms
out to throw her over his shoulder. Sophie obeyed and stepped
towards him, feeling Rylan toss her up as if she were a mere rag
doll.

Rylan now ran through the forest. It was as
if he was gaining strength as they continued on their journey.
Sophie observed the deep forest as they went, and her mind traveled
back to her sexual encounters with Rylan. He had bewitched her body
and she was now a slave to his primal sexual desires. She knew she
would never be the same again, and she feared her body would now
always be hungry and lusting. Only yesterday she could only think
of finishing her novel, while now she was consumed with when Rylan
would have his way with her again, plunging into her depths,
pouring himself into her.

Sophie knew she should not lust after Rylan.
He had kidnapped her, taken her captive from the safety of the
world she knew. He had taken advantage of her, assaulted her and
stolen her innocence and youth. And yet – Sophie longed for more.
Ached for more. She wanted to please Rylan and see the pleasure on
his face and hear the ecstasy in his moans.

Rylan readjusted her backside to tighten his
grip as they continued to run through the forest. His hands grazed
against her thighs and he gasped. Sophie could feel it now. She had
become so aroused while thinking of Rylan, that her moisture was
leaking onto her thighs. Rylan placed her on the ground, abruptly
to look at her.

“You are different,” he stated. Sophie nodded, unsure of how to
respond. Rylan gently took her hand and placed it on his chest.

“You are part of me now,” he said quietly. “I
will protect you,” he growled and Sophie saw the wolf in him. “You
desire me?” he asked and again Sophie nodded.

Rylan moaned, “I have yearned for this.” And
he backed her up under a tree before pulling her to the ground. He
stared into her eyes, and Sophie saw the carnal lust. Hungrily,
Rylan shoved her skirt up and pushed her legs apart and holding her
gaze he lowered his mouth onto her already wet pussy.

“Ohh,” Sophie moaned, pleasure washing over
her. Rylan started out slowly, tantalizing her as he delicately
swirled his tongue around, and his fingers working in tandem.
Sophie thrashed on the ground and she began to rub her hands over
her breasts through her shirt. She reached down and knotted her
hands in Rylan’s hair as he worked her.

Rylan moaned into Sophie’s pussy and she went
wild with desire. Rylan pushed his tongue into her opening and
Sophie arched her back so far that her head came clear off the
ground. She squeezed her eyes shut, focusing only on Rylan’s touch.
Rylan began to flick his tongue quickly against her clit, and
Sophie felt the building within her.

“Please, Rylan, please,” she begged.

Rylan pulled his mouth from between her
thighs. “Not yet,” he said, pulling her upright and turning her so
she was on all fours. Rylan yanked off his pants and got on his
knees behind her. He stroked himself quickly and then guided
himself into Sophie’s pussy. Both Sophie and Rylan groaned at the
contact and friction between them. Rylan started slowly and Sophie
felt sexually frustrated, wanting her release. She pushed herself
back on to him, and Rylan straightened up, steadying himself on her
hips.

As Rylan gripped her hips, he pounded into
her and Sophie cried out from his fullness. Rylan moved his hands
along her body, pushing up her blouse to feel her silky skin
underneath.

“Do you want me to keep fucking you, Sophie?”
Rylan asked hoarsely.

“Yes, Rylan! Yes! Please. Keep. Fucking. Me,”
she panted, breathlessly. Rylan reached around and ran his hand
along her pussy, feeling the wetness.

“I want to try something,” he said, “do you
trust me?”

Sophie was afraid to answer. She trusted Rylan, but she did not
know what he had in store for her.

“I trust you but I’m scared,” she said
between ragged breaths. Rylan pulled himself out of her and Sophie
cried out in protest.

“I’m going to take your ass,” Rylan told her
as he continued to rub his pulsing cock, which was now glistening
with Sophie. Sophie trembled on all fours. This terrified her, but
she knew whether she wanted to or not, Rylan would have his way
with her.

“We’ll go slowly,” Rylan said as he pushed
one finger into her ass. Sophie felt the tightness and then felt
herself relax around him. Rylan rubbed her wetness up into her ass,
making her moist. Slowly, he inserted a second finger and Sophie
moaned as Rylan began to stretch her. This feeling was so tight, so
forbidden. Sophie feared she would combust. Rylan pushed another
finger in and Sophie cried out from the pain, but Rylan continued
to stretch her , teasing her ass and groaning as he worked.

“Your ass is so tight, Sophie. You will feel wonderful,” he said
appreciatively. Very slowly, Rylan pulled his fingers out and
Sophie screamed in ecstasy. Rylan gently pushed the tip of his cock
into her tight asshole. Sophie panted from the tightness. Rylan
waited until she relaxed around him and he slowly pushed in
further. Again, Sophie shrieked with pleasure, feeling more full
than she knew possible.

Sophie relaxed again and Rylan thrust the
full length of his cock into her asshole and cried out with desire
as Sophie dropped to her elbows, unable to take the assault.
Moaning with pleasure, Sophie rested her head on the dirt as Rylan
slowly pushed in and out of her asshole. She felt her ass clench
around his cock and Rylan moaned more loudly than Sophie had heard
thus far.

“Oh, yes!” Rylan cried out as he continued to
ravage her ass. Sophie tried to hold it together, but she could
only moan into the dirt, the sensation of him in her tight asshole
was too much. Rylan wrapped his hands around her front and began to
jam his fingers into her pussy.

This was far too much for Sophie and she
cried out over and over again as her body rocked from a
never-ending orgasm. Sophie was Rylan’s. She belonged to a shifter.
Every inch of her body was his and she knew she would let Rylan do
with her as he pleased as long as they were together. Sophie was
nothing but a slut of the forest, reduced to desire and lust. She
was nothing but a wanton woman on her hands and knees, letting an
animal acquire her asshole.

She continued to moan and tremble and she
felt Rylan pull out abruptly and felt the air change behind her.
Before Sophie could turn around, she heard the howl of Rylan as
wolf and she knew at once the orgasm had been too powerful. Rylan
howled and sank to the ground, panting. Sophie collapsed onto the
damp earth, a heap of sex. Rylan shifted back after a minute’s time
and he lay on the earth panting, staring at Sophie.

“You,” he accused. Sophie could not help
Rylan’s phasing. She was still trying to recover from her
mind-blowing orgasm. Rylan stood up and dragged Sophie to her feet
pushing her against a tree. Sophie feared him and turned her head
away. Rylan grabbed her jaw and looked at her, tenderness crossing
his face before possession clouded his eyes.

“You are mine,” he growled. “I own your
breasts, pussy and ass,” he breathed grabbing each body part as he
said it. Sophie nodded.

“ You are my Sophie and I have power over your body. Your role is
to satisfy me and you will continue this role.”

“Yes,” Sophie said softly, hardly able to stand. In one swift
movement, Rylan tossed her over his shoulder.

“We must move quickly now. We are nearly there.” And now Rylan
sprinted.

“Rylan? How can you move so fast with my
weight? It seems as if I am getting lighter and lighter.”

Rylan didn’t answer and Sophie wondered if he didn’t hear her.

“It is your satisfying of my needs,” he said
slowly. “I need to possess female humans for my strength.”

“Possess as in have sex with?” Sophie asked.

“Yes.”

“But you are getting stronger,” she
observed.

“Yes,” Rylan sighed. “The more willing the
maiden, the greater the strength.”

That made sense. As Sophie gave into her
desires and lusted for Rylan, he took more strength from her. This
was more bizarre by the hour. Sophie wondered what her family was
thinking now. They must be frantic, yet Sophie had already given up
hope. Her life now lay in being Rylan’s sex slave. Perhaps one day
she could be free as he had mentioned, but right now Rylan fucking
her repeatedly appealed to her.

“We’re here,” Rylan said softly placing her
down. Sophie looked around. The area was not much different from
the rest of the forest. They were standing in a large clearing.
Brush and bushes surrounded the clearing, which was almost a
perfect circle. However, it seemed the forest ended here, or more
likely the landscape changed. The clearing backed up against a
large mountain and Sophie could see the mountain opened up to caves
where it met the ground.

“You live here?” Sophie asked and Rylan
nodded. Sophie assumed he must take refuge in the caves. What kind
of existence did he have? She peered up at Rylan, and emotions
flicked across his face. Tenderness, desire, concern, want, power.
Sophie reached up to touch Rylan’s face gently. Yes, he had
kidnapped her, but he had also saved her from hideous forest
creatures. She stroked his cheek and Rylan brought his mouth onto
hers. Sophie wrapped herself into the kiss, feeling the heat
radiate from Rylan, she felt his growing erection and she reached
into his pants for his ready cock. Suddenly, Rylan hissed, pulling
away before scanning the area.

“What?” Sophie asked.

“We are not alone,” Rylan snarled. Sophie
peered around the forest and stifled a scream. Peering back at her
from all sides of the clearing, were set after set of glowing
yellow eyes. Rylan stepped in front of her, protectively.

“Rylan?” she whispered, “what are they?” Wolf
after wolf slinked out of the brush, pawing at the ground and
pacing readily, their tails wagging menacingly.

“They are my brothers. They see my strength.” He paused, his eyes
dark. “And they desire their turn with your body,” he growled.

Sophie felt the world go fuzzy, and just
before she collapsed, her last thought was a pack of wild wolves
wanted to take turns fucking her.
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The following is an excerpt
from the next chapter in the Forced, Fucked, and Bred Trilogy
– Breeding the Female

 


The two deep brown wolves appeared to be
brothers, maybe even twins. Their skin was a deep tan, and they had
dark eyes. They eyed Sophie hungrily, as they circled her like
prey. The cream-colored wolf, was young and thin, with pale eyes,
but had an air of leadership about him. He stood very still,
watching Sophie. The midnight black wolf phased into a tall man,
with dark, rich skin, which he rubbed as he moved towards her.
Lastly, Sophie noticed the silkier wolf change into a stunning man.
He had long dark chocolate hair that hung sexily across his face,
which was full of desire and lust. Sophie gasped at the sight.

The naked men began circling her, various
emotions flicking across their faces: power, lust, desire,
violence, hunger. Sophie noticed the remaining wolves step back
into the clearing. Their eyes reminded Sophie of fireflies, and she
thought fleetingly of her home. The home that was no longer hers.
She belonged to the woods and these wolves now.

The brothers reached her first. One began to
stroke himself, groaning as he stared at Sophie. The other brother
brought his hand to her neck, pulling slightly, exposing her skin
before sniffing her. He inhaled deeply and growled in
appreciation.

“Won’t – won’t you at least tell me your
names?” Sophie stuttered. If these men were going to fuck her, she
wanted to know whom they were. One of the brothers snickered. “I am
Morio,” he replied.

“Orson,” the other brother responded.

“Silas,” breathed the pale boy.

“Rinji,” the dark man said softly.

Sophie stared at the beautiful man with the
long hair, waiting for his reply. He seemed unsure of using his
voice. “My name is Arden,” he whispered.

The sweet night air hung around the five men
and Sophie, clinging to this moment. Time stood still. Sophie felt
the world shift on its axis; she saw the men as wolves and then as
men again, their shapes and lines blurred by fantasy and reality.
She felt her body come to life under the night sky, and then the
moment ended before Sophie could taste it; savor it.

The men pounced on Sophie, and she was a sea
of sensations trying to right herself. She felt hands, mouths and
skin all over her. Someone was yanking her hair aside and she felt
a warm mouth on her neck; Orson. More hands were deftly working her
blouse, removing it to release her full breasts; she saw Silas grin
wickedly as he pressed his mouth to her breasts, moaning into her
sweet skin. Morio was hiking her skirt up from behind, his hands
fondling her ass, as he pushed his massive erection against
her.

Sophie tried to fight it, pushing the men
away, but they outnumbered her, and even though they were weak,
they were stronger than Sophie any day. Rinji pushed Silas out of
the way, pressing his dark naked body to Sophie’s milky skin; a
stark contrast. Silas growled in response, before kneeling and
biting on Sophie’s thighs. Sophie felt her skirt slide to the
ground, and someone pulled her body out of it.

She felt multiple hands travel up her
thighs, kneading them with strong knuckles. She tried to say stop,
but a hard mouth pressed against her lips, and she gazed into
Morio’s dark eyes. She felt a cock push into the crack between her
ass and a deep moan escape its owner. Sophie turned her head to see
Silas, carnal desire burning in his eyes. Morio yanked her face
back to his mouth and continued to assault her with his tongue.
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