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CHAPTER ONE


Diana

It all started when those chickens went missing.

The townspeople had a meeting the very next day, right there in the village square. Everyone was in attendance, prepared to place blame on their neighbors’ Rottweiler or rogue teenagers. Accusations were thrown around. Denials were made. A lot of people went home angry.

Then a cow turned up dead in the middle of Old Mister Ackerman’s field, mauled and bloody. And then another. Another. Dozens. In a farming town like Piccadily, livestock puts food on the table. Dead animals turning up was not just a cause for concern, it was catastrophic.

A second meeting was held and this time, the villagers were mostly subdued. I’d stood beside my father near the front of the crowd, fanning his red face and reminding him to stay calm, so he wouldn’t rile his ulcer.

“It’s the beast!”

I can still remember the elderly man who’d stood up and wobbled his way to the front of the gathering, his cane tapping on the cracked concrete. Mister Ackerman’s great-great grandfather had founded Piccadily and when he spoke, everyone listened—and that day was no exception. I’d held my breath while waiting for him to continue. A beast? Surely I’d misheard him.

“I’m telling you all, it’s that damn beast again.” He’d rapped his cane on the ground. “He’s roamed the hills of this town since I was a boy. I’ve seen this kind of destruction before. Long before any of you were born.”

“A beast?” cried a female voice in the crowd. “What kind of beast?”

“A predator the likes of which you’ve never seen.” His audience, now rapt, crowded closer. “Taller than two men stacked on top of one another. Fierce. Violent. Hungry. There hasn’t been a sighting since I was a boy. Since my grandfather found a way to appease the beast. To make him leave Piccadily alone!”

“How did he do it?” My father wanted to know. “What does he want from us? I don’t know about everyone else, but if I lose any more cattle, I won’t be able to put a roof over our heads come the winter.”

“Yes,” another eager voice had chimed in. “What does the beast want to leave us alone? We’ll do anything.”

Mister Ackerman was silent for moment. “A sacrifice.” His cheeks deepened to red beneath his white whiskers. “A sacrifice of flesh.”

Alarmed by the ominous sound of that, I’d tugged on my father’s sleeve. “What does that mean?”

“We tried to fight the beast, but the men we sent up into the hills never returned,” Ackerman had continued, sounding weary. “My grandfather was the one who decided to…deliver the young girl. To the beast.”

A gasp had gone up, followed by silence.

My heartbeat was like the beating wings of a dove in my ears.

Sacrifice.

Young girl.

Beast.

These words used together were totally foreign. All of this had seemed like nothing but an outlandishly bad nightmare at the time.

I’d been so wrong.

A woman had stepped forward, holding a newborn in her arms. “Surely we can’t just give one of our own to a monster!”

Ackerman shrugged. “It kept him away eighty years the first time. We can wait to see if the beast kills more of our precious livestock. Or we can act. We can employ the only tried and true method we know.”

“But…who?”

I didn’t miss the way Ackerman’s eyes slid over me. “She’ll need to be a, uh…” A cough rattled out of him. “A virgin. Pleasing to look at.”

I’d buried my face in my father’s arm at that point, because every head in the crowd had turned to face me, to rake me with unsubtle scrutiny. I was used to being stared at. Seemed like it had been going on since I was in middle school and started looking just like my mother. She’d been beloved in Piccadily, but died giving birth to me. Not a day passes that someone doesn’t remind me I could be her twin, both of us blonde and fair with silver eyes.

Ackerman had pointed a bony finger at me. “It’ll have to be that one.”

And so. I’m currently being dragged through the forest in the middle of the night wearing a wedding dress, all trussed up to be sacrificed to a beast. So if this whole situation is indeed a nightmare, I would really appreciate someone waking me up about now. My own father marches me forward, his fingers twisted in the bindings that keep my wrists imprisoned. It’s a scene out of high school history books, though we live in the twenty-first century. I knew my small town was behind the times, but this is taking things to another level of old school. Case in point, I’m flanked on all sides by villagers carrying torches instead of flashlights, their eyes shifting nervously.

“What do you all have to be nervous about?” Lord but I sound pitiful, my voice a tearful wail. “I’m the one that’s about to be the bride of Bigfoot.”

“Now now, daughter,” comes my father’s voice from behind me. “You’re doing a real honorable thing here. You’ll be remembered as a hero.”

“I don’t want to be remembered. I want to be alive.”

“Selfish,” someone mutters in the crowd. “She couldn’t care less about those poor chickens and cows.”

Hot, frustrated tears push behind my eyelids and I dig my heels into the ground, trying to stop our progress toward my doom. “Please, father. Please don’t do this. There has to be another way. Have we even tried bringing him a nice steak or a six pack or—”

“Old Man Ackerman said it needed to be a sacrifice of flesh.” My father won’t meet my eyes. “A virgin.”

“Listen to me. Okay? Just listen.” I’m desperate now. A wheeler-dealer trying to make a bargain for her life. “Pornography wasn’t even invented when Ackerman’s grandfather sacrificed the first girl. Can’t we even try to slip him some dirty magazines or something? I know Piccadily is a little behind the times, but virgins just aren’t sacrificed in the twenty-first century. This is insanity.”

“Daughter…”

My sandaled feet slide through the wet earth, propelled forward by my own flesh and blood. I can’t believe this is happening. “Don’t you need my help on the farm, father?” I say in a pleading voice, tears moving in a pulsing river down my cheeks. “Who will help you?”

He seems to be hedging.

“What is it?”

“Well, if this is the last time I see you, I won’t end with a lie. You’re…not exactly a dab hand at farming, Diana,” he says on an exhale. “Come to think of it, you don’t really have any marketable skills to speak of.”

“I…what?”

“I shouldn’t have said that,” he rushes to say.

“You think?” My jaw is unhinged. “Talk about adding insult to injury.”

From that point on, I’m numb. Just numb. Not only am I stuck in this bizarre nightmare where I am being donated to gain a beast’s favor—and are we even sure there’s a beast?—but no one has come to my defense. Not a single person. And I’ve interacted with these villagers every day of my life. I’ve babysat their children, baked them pies, attended their weddings.

Maybe it should give me comfort that they’re not thinking straight. That the possibility of losing their income and homes has made them desperate and in some cases, riddled with bitterness. It doesn’t help, though. I’ve been deemed disposable by the ones who should love me.

We come to a stop at a large tree that sits at the edge of a clearing. I watch in silence as one of the male villagers wraps a rope around the trunk, leaving the ends loose. Then my father guides me forward and connects it to the bindings on my wrists.

“What is this?” I murmur, dazedly. “The official sacrifice tree? You could at least throw up a string of lights or carve death tree into the trunk. Give it some flair.”

No one responds.

My father does seem like he wants to say something, but in the end he delivers a hard kiss to my cheek, before tearing himself away to follow the rest of the heartless, torch-wielding jerks back down to the village.

Standing in the darkness with my hands bound to the tree, I’m more alone than I’ve ever felt in my life. And that’s saying something, considering I’ve never really felt like one of the townspeople. My jokes are always a little too weird. I ask deeply personal questions when people just want to make small talk about the weather. Worst of all, animals don’t like me—which is the mark of a witch in a farm town. I’ve just never fit in.

I swipe my tears on my shoulder and try not to dwell on my circumstances. Or the fact that my father just abandoned me to a murderous monster.

Know what?

I’m getting loose of these stupid bonds. I’m going to free myself, hunker down for the night, and in the morning, I’m going out to embark on a fresh start. I’ll leave Piccadily behind and let them think I was devoured by the beast. He probably isn’t even real. It was probably a coyote that killed those cows—

A deep howl rents the air and shakes the earth beneath my feet.

“Oh fuuuuuck,” I whisper, my whole body beginning to shake. “Oh no.”

In the distance, standing on a crest, a black silhouette stands in front of the full moon. It’s him. It’s the beast. And he’s even taller and broader than I imagined. His hair is long and full, in disarray around his face, reminding me of a lion. The rest of him doesn’t seem human, either. His shirtless torso is thick and laden with muscle, not to mention his thighs. They’re flexing with sinew and…and…

Oh my God. Is that a loincloth?

He throws his head back again howls again.

I’m going to die. I’m going to die.

With a whimper, I renew my struggle against my bonds.


CHAPTER TWO


Ike

Wow. Look at the tiny, little person.

What is she doing here?

I was doing my nightly rounds of the forest when I smelled fire and came to inspect. This time of year, the danger of a fire igniting the dry branches and forest debris is much higher. My home is in these woods and I’ve been taught to protect the land. It’s a job I take very seriously.

Villagers usually remain down in Piccadily where they belong with their machines and funny smells and food that comes in crinkly packages. So what is this one doing here? Tied to a tree, no less?

With a grunt, I descend from the rise and approach the struggling…female. Oh, she is female. I scent her now. And the closer I come to her, the more her form begins to take shape in the moonlight. Moonlight that matches the color of her long, wavy hair. I try to ignore the odd liquid lightning in my loins, but there is something about her smell and those soft, moaning sounds she makes. They’re making my skin hot, even though it’s crisp and breezy at nighttime in the woods.

I don’t come across many females. There is only one and she belongs to the Farley clan. To say I find her unappealing would be an understatement. She looks nothing like Ginger or Mary Ann from the Gilligan’s Island tapes my mother left behind. Will this one look like Ginger or Mary Ann?

She turns her frightened face toward the moonlight and I stumble to a stop.

Oh. Oh, this female looks nothing like either shipwrecked character.

She is in a class unto herself, so beautiful I cannot see straight.

Inside the wrap of my loincloth, my cock unfurls and becomes ramrod straight, attempting to free itself of the thin material. I long to reach down and move my fist up and down its length, the way I discovered by accident can relieve the worst of my male aches. Though I do have to perform the ritual several times a day to keep myself from an ill temper. It often gets in the way of hunting.

I would like to perform it now while looking at the girl. Her face alone would be enough to bring me off with its innocence. To have those big eyes watch as I tugged on my balls and stroked my shaft would please me greatly. Damn, she is a creature with no equal, in possession of such beauty my chest aches…and I haven’t even glimpsed her body yet, buried as it is in that long, irritating dress. I would like very much to rip the offending thing off.

A frown creases my brow when the girl plants both of her feet on the tree trunk and bows her back with the effort to free herself.

“Enough of this struggle, tiny person,” I shout. “You do not have nearly enough strength to snap the ropes.”

With a scream that startles even me, she drops her legs and cowers against the base of the tree. “Oh God. Make it fast. Please. Do you have a knife or something? Can you just aim for my brain? I don’t want to suffer.”

Perhaps I shouldn’t have shouted. “You must untie the knots.”

“You untie them,” she cries. “I’m not going to make this even easier for you.”

Make what easier? What is the girl talking about?

Despite my confusion, I move around to the back side of the tree and study the knots. I reach down and pull at them, but make no progress, thanks to my thick fingers. There’s no way to slide them beneath the tight loops. My neck heats over my failure and I refuse to let the girl know about it. Instead, I take the hunting knife out of the scabbard at the small of my back and lift it high, preparing to sever the rope.

Before I can chop the ropes, the girl goes limp.

A distressed sound leaves my mouth and I drop to my knees, not waiting for the ground to stop shaking before I go to her, sliding my hand beneath her cheek and the forest floor, cradling it to my thigh. Is she dead?

Sweat beads on my forehead. “Don’t be dead,” I shout.

She wakes up with a scream, her feet scrabbling in the dead leaves. “Oh man. Not a dream. Very real. You’re very real.” Her gaze travels to my lap and her skin turns an even whiter shade of pale. “Is that, like…a piece of firewood under there? Tell me it’s firewood.”

I should answer her. I know I should, especially because nothing she has said makes sense and I want to know why she’s tied to this tree in my forest. But I can’t think straight enough to form sentences with her face suddenly so close to my cock. My stomach twists in a painful way and images implant themselves in my brain. Images I’ve never entertained about anyone, such as her lips closing around the tip of my shaft, her tongue digging into that sensitive slit right at the top.

Before I can stop my body’s reaction to the thought, I shoot a rope of semen into the sack of my loincloth, the wet stain forming immediately, clearly visible to us both. “Ahhhhh!” I roar up at the night sky, torn between pleasure and frustration. “Not now.”

“Agreed,” she breathes, staring at my straining cock. “Not now. Definitely not now. I’ve always been a later kind of girl.”

I dig my fingers into my forehead, commanding myself to focus. “What is your name, tiny person, and why are you here?”

When she turns a little green around the gills, I curse my booming voice and vow to begin speaking in a softer tone. “I’m Diana.”

Her name creates an odd squeeze in my chest. “Diana.”

“Yes.” She closes her eyes. “Please, I’m so scared. Can we make it fast?”

“Scared of what?” My teeth bare themselves as I scan the trees, looking and listening for threats. Anyone who thinks to cause harm to this innocent female will encounter my wrath instead. The idea that anyone might want to mar her skin or make her scared makes me want to rip the surrounding trees from the earth. “Who seeks to do you harm? I will slaughter them.”

For long moments, her steady breathing is the only sound. “Are there two beasts? Do you have an evil twin?”

Beast? Evil twin? I shake my head. “Who tied you to this tree?”

Even in the muted moonlight, I witness the color that stains her cheeks. “My father. The villagers. I…they left me here as your sacrifice.” She sits up a little, turns, and the light bathes the slopes of her young breasts. My cock leaks anew and I’m ashamed to be finding any increment of pleasure while her hands are still bound to the tree. “What is your name?” she whispers.

“I am Ike.”

She licks her lips and I almost pounce on her. Almost push her down into the dirt and rub my cock on her smooth skin. Anywhere it will reach. I don’t know exactly what I am craving from her lush, little body, but there’s a vibration in my gut telling me she would provide the ultimate release. Ultimate pleasure.

“And, um…don’t you require a sacrifice, Ike? Isn’t that why you’ve been terrorizing the village?”

I rear back. “Terrorizing the village? How?”

“Killing cattle and stealing chickens. General terror stuff.”

“No, Diana. It was not me.” But I know quite well who it was. “Do you believe me?” For some reason, it’s very important she take me at my word. In order to be her protector, she must believe in me. She must rely on me.

Ah God, I like that idea. Diana depending on me for food and comfort.

What if her body needs release like mine?

Could she depend on me for that, too?

This female is mine. Every pump of my pulse tells me so.

With my cock dripping into my cloth, I watch as she chews her lower lip. “I…can’t. Everyone I know just abandoned me here, knowing I was going to die. I guess you could say I’m having some trust issues.”

Disheartened, I drop down beside her on the forest floor, the vibration nearly causing her to topple over, but I steady her with a hand on her dainty shoulder. “There must be some way to prove it to you.”

Diana is beginning to look hopeful and it makes her even prettier, but causes a strange sense of foreboding in my gut. “You can. If you’re not the beast everyone says you are and you don’t require a sacrifice, just let me go.”

I slam my fist down onto the ground, surprising even myself. “No!”

Critters scamper away in the bushes, tree branches sway.

Her chin lifts in response to my shout, but it’s trembling and I immediately regret my outburst. “Then I think you’re a chicken-stealing liar.”

My bellow is one of pure misery. “You will come home with me, Diana. I’ll make you want to stay.”

She hiccups and her eyes flood with tears. “You probably don’t even have Wi-Fi.”

Her tears make me want to lie down and die. “Is that a type of fish?” I ask, desperate to appease her. “There’s a stream near my home. We can find some.”

“Oh Lord.”

This time, I cut her bonds free before she can lose consciousness and throw her over my shoulder, stomping toward my home on the far side of the woods. “Are you going to want…sex, fire log?” Diana asks in a choppy voice. “Like, t-tonight?”

That word sex tightens my balls, but I don’t understand its meaning. “What is sex? Is that another type of fish?”

“Oh Lord.”


CHAPTER THREE


Diana

This guy has to be messing with me.

Yes, that’s the only explanation. I’m his prey and he’s trying to confuse me into complacency by denying that he’s been ravaging the village of its resources. And pretending not to know about sex. I mean, come on. That gigantic thing between his legs was hard for a reason, right? It knows its purpose.

I have to be at least seven feet off the ground right now, dangling as I am over Ike’s—if that is his real name—shoulder. I have no idea where we’re headed or how I’d make it back to Piccadily if I got free. Which is further proof that he’s the monster in question. He doesn’t want me to see where we’re going.

I’ve got your number, buddy.

Ike is just like everyone else (although a whole lot bigger). People live behind smokescreens of kindness and honesty, but as soon as the going gets tough, the smoke clears and reveals the real monster lurking beneath. The fact that Ike is seven feet tall and built like an ox will be a helpful, constant reminder not to trust him.

No, sir. No Stockholm Syndrome for this gal.

The moonlight on the ground vanishes, replaced by flickering lights, and the sound of Ike’s footsteps changes. We’re inside something. A cave?

“Where are we?”

“Home.” His tone drops several octaves. “This is where you will sleep and be fed. By my hand.”

“That won’t be necessary.”

His intense expression when he sets me down says it will, although that intensity gives way to something else. Nerves. He’s scratching at the back of his neck, as if apprehensive to show me where he lives. But that can’t be, right? Do big, scary beasts who require sacrifices get nervous about showing a girl their digs?

No. My brain is playing tricks on me, thanks to my trying evening. It’s not every day a girl gets hogtied and left for dead.

With his peaceful, honey colored eyes and full mouth, he might not be quite as monsterish as I expected, however. In the candlelight, he is almost…beautiful. In a rugged, brutal, caveman way. The harsh planes of his face are covered in a few days’ worth of beard growth, his teeth straight and white. His hands could crush me.

Focus on that. Not his pretty eyes and yoked body.

“So…now that you’ve taken me, what are your plans?”

His tongue travels along the seam of his lips, his gaze tracking down the front of my dress. “I don’t know. My videotapes haven’t taught me much about women. Unless…are you a movie star or perhaps a loveable girl next door?”

“Huh?”

“Nothing.” More neck scratching. “Come. I will show you where we’ll sleep.”

“Together?”

“I have only one bed, Diana. And it gets cold at night. You will be grateful for my warmth.” He rubs a hand over his erection. “And I yours.”

In total contrast to the hunger in his eyes, Ike’s hand on my lower back is respectful and gentle as he guides me farther into the cave. I’m brought up short when I find it looks pretty homey. There is a fire flickering off to the right inside a chiseled stone hearth, a woven chair situated in front. A seriously ancient, battery-operated television/VHS player combo sits perched on the mantle beside a stack of tapes. There is an opening above to allow moonlight inside and it falls on a gigantic, soft-looking pallet that appears to be layers and layers of bedding and pillows. Bathed in the moon’s light and slightly mussed, I can’t help but admit it looks rather inviting. A place to sink in, doze off and forget the outside world.

“Farther back is where I prepare food. Game and supplies are kept in another cave nearby.” His breath warms the top of my head, his oversized hands settling on my hips from behind. “I can show you another time.”

“What about right now?” I say in a rush. “I love supply caves.”

“Another time, tiny person. I’m enjoying having you in my home too much.” Through the material of my dress, one of his fingers tucks into the indent of my belly button and I squeal-giggle, jumping away from Ike and turning to face him. “Hey! That tickles!”

He looks startled. “What does? This?”

His finger boops me in the belly button again and while I bat his hand away, another involuntary laugh escapes me. “Stop!”

“You are laughing,” he breathes. “I like that sound very much.”

“Well don’t get used to it. I’m a kidnapping victim. We tend to be grumpy.”

His mouth turns down at the corners. “What other sounds can you make?”

I push against his hard chest, but he merely looks confused over my efforts to throw him off balance. “I’m not a toy, Ike. I’m a girl.”

“I know full well you are a girl, Diana,” he rumbles, setting off a feathery reaction in my tummy. Like…anticipation. Or excitement? “It is just that….”

Don’t ask. “What?”

“I would like to know the sound you make when you feel pleasure.” His huge chest starts to heave, making his corded abdomen even more impressive. “I would like to know how…I can make you make that sound.”

“Pizza,” I blurt, backing away from him. “Will moan for pizza.”

“Moan?” he rasps, following me. “Yes. That’s what I want to hear.”

My back hits the cave wall. “Ike…”

He stops in front of me and I have to tilt my head all the way back to maintain our eye contact. “Diana.”

“Yes?”

His hands plant on the cave wall beside my head. “My body wants something from yours, but I don’t…I’ve never had a woman. I’ve been alone here for a long time. I need you to explain this fever I have to lay you down and…”

“And…?”

“That’s where I’m getting stuck.”

“Interesting choice of words.” With a heavy swallow, I glance down. “I’m pretty sure that’s what would happen.”

His eyebrows draw together and I realize there’s no way he’s faking his lack of knowledge about women. If he knew how to have sex, he would have taken me already. So…I can use this to my advantage, right? There is no way in hell our bodies are going to fit together with any kind of comfort. But I’m also not naïve enough to think he’ll be happy much longer without some kind of physical pleasure (hello fire log). I just have to find a happy medium. Yes. A couple little white lies and my virginity remains intact, along with my bone structure.

“Do you know about kissing, Ike?”

“Yes. Ginger kissed the professor many times.”

“Are you…making a Gilligan’s Island reference?”

His mouth lifts into a lopsided-smile and I forget to breathe for a few seconds. No one mentioned the beast’s smile. It’s having a very strange effect on me, kind of like I want to giggle or play with my hair like I’ve seen some village girls do.

“You know Gilligan’s Island, Diana?”

“Of course. I used to watch the reruns when I was younger.”

“Reruns,” he repeats, testing out the word. “Is that what you call video tapes?”

“Sort of…” I hedge, my heart pitching. Ike must have been so lonely out here by hims—nope. That’s the Stockholm Syndrome kicking in. Ignore it. “Back to kissing, Ike. That’s what you’re looking for.”

There’s a low rumble in his chest. “I do want very much to kiss your pretty mouth, tiny person. But kissing does not involve my cock and that’s where I’m experiencing most of the trouble.”

I choke on his casual use of the word “cock.” “W-well, you have to rub that…thing…of course. You have to rub it while we kiss.”

His breathing has turned heavy during my untruthful explanation, sweat breaking out at his hairline. “Rub it where?”

“With your hand!”

“No.” He shakes his head, sending his long hair in ripples around his massive shoulders. “No, I’ve had enough of my own hand.” He reaches down and gathers the hem of my dress in his hands, yanking it up. “I need a different kind of rubbing. A new kind. Now.”

In a panic, I smack him. Right in the face. It doesn’t even cause a flinch, but he stops trying to pull up my dress and regards me with flared nostrils, dilated pupils and anxious, shuddering breaths.

“You can’t just—” I break off with a sob. “You can’t just take what you want. I have to offer myself. Otherwise you’re hurting me, Ike.”

He drops my dress and steps back, his expression rife with horror. “No. No, I wouldn’t. My instinct is telling me this rubbing would make you moan, too.”

Would it?

That possibility floats like a beautiful white balloon through my mind, before I pop it with determination. This man had the chance to let me go and he refused. He’s taken me to his cave against my will. This whole situation is fodder for the Investigation Discovery channel. My body is having these odd reactions to Ike because I’m exhausted and confused and…I like muscles. Sue me.

“What?” I scoff, searching for a way to put him off, so I can keep my self-respect. “That’s crazy. Um. Women don’t…moan. Or feel pleasure. Only men do that sort of thing.”

“That’s terrible.” Lord, he looks depressed. Almost enough to make me crack and admit I lied. Almost. “Have I lost my chance to kiss you, Diana?” Ike asks quietly, the crackling firelight outlining his impossibly large frame.

Dammit. Why can’t he just be an ogre, so it would be easy to hate him and plot my escape? The fact that he isn’t just throwing me down and ravaging me—when he has more than enough strength and opportunity to do so—keeps messing with his murderous beast image.

“No, you haven’t lost your chance,” I whisper, wondering if I’ve lost my mind. “But…” I lift my chin. “Only one kiss. And you can’t try to lift my dress.”

“I won’t. I don’t like it when you’re upset.” He presses the heel of his hand to his naked stomach. “It hurts me here.”

“Oh,” I say, feeling winded, unable to take my eyes off him and his troubled expression. “W-where should we have our kiss? Should I stand on something so I can reach you?”

“That won’t be necessary,” he says slowly, gruffly, while closing the distance between us. And wow, okay, he’s really starting to look way less beastly and a lot more like a rugged Viking warrior. I can only whimper as he stoops down and takes a deep inhale in the crook of my neck, his arm slinging beneath my butt. He lifts me like I weigh nothing and my stomach flies up to the ceiling as soon as I’m even with his mouth, my breasts flattened against his chest. Oh no. This is happening and I think I kind of…yes, I want it to happen, despite him being my kidnapper. “I’m sorry I upset you, Diana,” he murmurs at my lips. “It’s very hard to control this way you make me feel.”

“I accept your apology,” I sigh, reaching up to toy with his hair.

Way to stay strong, girl.

He moans under my ministrations, his head tipping back and putting the strong column of his throat on display. “Ohhhh. That feels so good.”

There’s a hot twist between my legs that makes me gasp. Danger. I’m headed toward the danger zone and I need to get this kiss over with before I do something stupid and shortsighted. Like telling this giant what sex really entails so we can start practicing. “Kiss me, Ike.”

Before my eyes close, I glimpse his reverent expression. But close they do, because as soon as his mouth latches on to mine, I lose touch with reality. It’s quite appropriate that I’m not touching the ground, because suddenly I’m floating. Ike breathes into my mouth, and although I’ve never kissed a man, my tongue seeks his automatically, stroking over it, drawing a male groan from his chest. His head tilts right and mine goes left, like we planned it, and he boosts me higher, so for a fleeting few seconds, I’m kissing him from above, before we’re level again and he’s devouring me with harsh grunts, his tongue licking in and out of me, his teeth catching my lips, tugging, his snarls echoing in the cave.

He keeps one hand beneath my backside, but the other buries in my hair and pulls my head back, his open mouth racing down my throat and back up to attack my mouth. I’m there to receive him enthusiastically, whimpering when his tongue enters my mouth again and collides with mine. Mates with it in a slippery, messy way that turns my sex wet, pliant. So much so that I wrap my thighs around his hips and tug on his hair, whining in my throat for a harder kiss. More contact. More—

Ike breaks the kiss with a roar and I regard his pained expression for several beats in fascination before I realize what’s happening. He’s…ejaculating, his mammoth body shuddering, incoherent ramblings falling from his lips. Our kiss was enough to give him relief and oh Lord, when I look down at his loincloth and see it has been reduced to a dripping wet sack that leaks fluid from all sides, I can’t stave off the wave of feminine satisfaction that rolls through me.

Damn right my kisses are better than sex.

Holding me in his arms, Ike stumbles toward the pallet and lays me down oh-so-gently, like I’m the baby Jesus or something. He turns away and removes his loincloth, letting it fall to the cave floor with a squelch sound and giving me an unobstructed view of the thickest, meatiest, most spectacular butt in history.

As far as I know.

My nipples pebble at the sight and the dress I’m wearing is suddenly far too confining. I yank at the bodice, but I can’t seem to breathe correctly. Am I a butt girl?

I don’t have a chance to delve too deeply into the possibility because Ike puts out the fire with a bucket of sand, draping the cave in darkness. The pallet shifts as he climbs in beside me, pulls me into his warm, hard body and nuzzles my forehead.

“You were right about the kissing,” he yawns into my neck. “It’s a shame women cannot feel pleasure, Diana. I would give it to you constantly. I would think of nothing else but kissing and licking and rubbing—”

“I get the picture,” I croak, my panties growing damper by the second.

“Good night, tiny person.”

“Good night, fire log.”

I don’t fall asleep for a very long time.


CHAPTER FOUR


Ike

I can do nothing but stare at my Diana.

With the sunlight streaming down on her through the cave opening, she could be an angel fallen from heaven. God knows that’s what her mouth tasted like. Something straight out of paradise. I’ve never been brought off harder in my life, not even by my own hand, and she’d done it with a kiss, not a breath of friction on my cock.

When I woke an hour ago, I didn’t even bother with the loincloth, because I was already erect and wouldn’t have been able to secure it correctly. I’ve rummaged up an old pair of pants instead that I found once in the woods. They are tight and restricting, but Diana comes from a place where men cover their nudity and I don’t want her to be alarmed when she wakes up. I want her to smile at me. I’m going to do everything I can today to make that happen. To hear her laughter again…

She stirs in her sleep and rolls over onto her back.

I bury my mouth in the crook of my elbow to capture the groan I let loose.

Fuck.

Her tits are spilling free of her dress, the hint of cherry red nipples peeking out of her bodice. As if that’s not enough to send me outdoors to perform my pleasure ritual, Diana’s thighs fall open and she murmurs my name. My name. With her legs open wide, as if issuing an invitation for…something.

My eyes are fastened to the shadows beneath her dress. There’s a prodding in my gut, urging me to look beyond those shadows, to find out what Diana looks like between her thighs. An insatiable need to find out makes me pace, both hands tearing at my hair. Diana told me last night that kissing is what leads to release and she was right, but…I keep thinking about how right it felt when she wrapped her legs around my hips. We fit together like nature had intended it.

That can’t be by accident.

When she arches her back and says my name again, I stop pacing. My hand hovers over my full, aching cock, but I don’t give in to the need to stroke it until I spill my seed. No, I don’t think I’ll be satisfied ever again unless I’m touching Diana when I relieve my male ache. How can I settle for less than perfection once I’ve had it?

That shadow between her legs.

It calls to me. Taunts the animal inside me. I can scent something delicious in the air and I know it comes from a place I can’t see. I can no more stop myself from approaching her sleeping form than I could fit into her tiny, mud-caked shoes. She would be mad if she could see me pinching the edge of her dress between my fingers and lifting the skirt of her dress, but I can’t stop myself.

What I find causes the flesh between my legs to pulse madly.

Diana wears small white underthings that are so thin, I can see right through them to the slit beneath. As if my cock knows it belongs right there, right inside that valley, it grows heavy and thick inside my pants.

Diana lied to me last night. I know I’m meant to join us together with my male part inside her female one, and the impulse to do so now—NOW—is so intense, I bite down on my tongue until I taste blood. My instinct begs me to yank her panties down and ram my rod deep inside her. That’s where I’m supposed to rub. With my cock buried in her female slit. I want to let my semen out inside her there.

I hook my thumbs in the waistband of my pants, prepared to pull them down and feed every inch of my cock into my female, but then I remember. I remember her fear last night when I tried to lift her dress. I remember her words. You can’t just take what you want. I have to offer myself. Otherwise you’re hurting me, Ike.

With the memory of her trembling voice in my head, I force myself to stand and run from the cave. I will only take what she offers. I will not take what is not freely given or she will be hurt.

I would rather die than cause Diana pain.

However, I am also in excruciating pain now and as I come upon the stream, I fall to my knees and draw out my cock. I stare blindly at the waterfall ahead and beat my cock roughly, groaning at the mental image seared onto my brain. Diana’s flesh, so ripe and virginal and fragrant.

“Mine!” I bellow at the woods, clearing the trees of birds.

The seed is rising in my cock and I’m desperate to alleviate the weight in my balls. The sooner I can satisfy this male ache, the sooner I can get back to Diana. She will be awake soon and I want to spend the day trying to make her laugh. Almost there. Oh God. Goddamn. I’d spit on her slit and pound it with my cock while she moans in my ear and calls me beast. I’ll fill her with so much spend, she won’t have to eat for a week. I’ll—

“Well, well. Look what we have here,” sneers a familiar and much-loathed voice on the other side of the stream. Dru Farley. “Shit, Ike. Don’t you even have the decency to abuse yourself inside your cave?”

“Yeah,” says Dru’s brother, Kyle. “Or maybe he wanted us to see.”

Humiliation turns my neck hot and I quickly push my stiff manhood back inside my pants, my stomach cramping in protest. “I apologize,” I rasp, still not thinking quite clearly after being interrupted right on the razor’s edge of salvation.

Dru and Kyle Farley live on the opposite side of these hills. We’ve known each other since childhood, but the division between our families has always run deep. I’ve found the only way to deal with their aggressive natures is to walk away or they will only grow louder and more annoying, though I am forced to occasionally barter food for the batteries they acquire, so I can watch my tapes. I hate doing it, but the shipwrecked characters have saved me from my past loneliness. “I’ll just return to my—”

“You think you run these hills, don’t you?” Dru tosses out, picking his teeth.

“Yeah! You think you can just subject all of us to your disgusting behavior?”

They laugh and high five each other—and their sarcasm isn’t lost on me. The Farleys are usually the ones to engage in disgusting behavior and I hate that—in their eyes—I’ve just come down to their level. I long to return to Diana so I can be cleansed by her presence. I’m turning to return to my cave when both sets of Farley eyes go wide as saucers and I know already that Diana is standing behind me.


CHAPTER FIVE


Diana

Who are these clowns?

I didn’t like them on sight, but as I approached the stream looking for Ike, I heard the rude way they spoke to him. And I really didn’t like it.

That being said, I’m pretty sure I’ve made a tactical error making my presence known because the clowns have their jaws on the ground, and Ike? His back is bristling like the lion he resembles. His back is flexed, hands in lethal fists at his sides and I really, really shouldn’t be so attracted to the whole demeanor.

Oops.

“Well hell,” Clown Number One says. “Who is that?”

“Mmmm. Yeah,” says the second clown, licking his lips in an obscene way. “Look at that sweet, young thing. I’d be beating my meat, too, Ike. Who could blame you?” He winks at me. “Maybe if I ask nicely, she’ll beat it for me.”

Ike’s roar is deafening. I fall into a crouch with my hands over my ears to avoid permanent deafness. Here is the beast. He’s on full display. But in my eyes, the two men across the stream are the monsters. Why would they antagonize him like this? Ike could smash them to smithereens.

Because he’s gentle.

He’s good.

There’s an intuition whispering these things to me and I’m beginning to believe them. How can I not? He left the cave to touch himself instead of using me for relief. Sure, he might not know exactly how to use me, but he clearly has sexual impulses where I’m concerned that he’s keeping under control. Then there’s the fact that he held me through the night like I was made of the finest china.

My heart flops over thinking of it.

Ike steps into the stream, preparing to cross and probably squeeze these two clowns’ heads off…and I react. I don’t want to witness violence from Ike. Based on the shock on the faces of the men, they don’t usually get a rise out of him. I don’t want to be the reason he inflicts pain on other people.

Before I can stop myself, I fall to the ground and grab my ankle, howling in pain. “Ouch! Oh God, my ankle. My ankle. It’s twisted or something. Ow!”

Ike spins around and lunges for me, his big hands running over every inch of my body, his face a mask of horror. “Diana. No. How did this happen?” He starts to scoop me up in his arms and stops. “Will I make it worse if I carry you? How easily you break, tiny human.”

“I just stepped on it wrong,” I say, fanning my face dramatically. “You can carry me.”

I’m against his strong chest in a heartbeat and his long strides eat up the distance to the cave, the men forgotten at the stream. “Poor Diana,” Ike croons, his brow creased with worry. “Poor little ankle.”

“It’s already starting to feel better,” I say, his distress beginning to make me feel guilty. “I’m sure it’ll be back in ship shape real soon, fire log.”

His jaw is in a permanent flex and he keeps stomping along as if he didn’t hear me. “I should never have left you.”

“Ike. I lied.” I cover my face with my hands. “I just didn’t want you to murder those two yokels over me, so I created a diversion.”

He comes to an abrupt stop at the mouth of the cave. For a moment he stares at me in surprise and then I’m presented with another one of those lopsided smiles that sends my heart skittering in my chest. “You will keep me on my toes, tiny person. Won’t you?” Cradling me with one arm, he boops me in the belly button. I squeal and bat his hand away. “Do you not think they deserved to die for speaking to my girl that way?”

“I’m not your girl,” I say, but I’m blushing.

“You are. I held you while you slept.” He continues into the cave. “I will study your behavior very closely so I know when you’re lying.”

“You say that like I lie all the time!”

He raises an eyebrow at me. “Don’t you?”

I replay the last twelve hours and admit silently that Ike has a point. “Maybe lying is my marketable skill,” I mumble. “Wait, what other lies are you referring to?”

“If you have to ask, there must have been too many.” He sets me down carefully and leaves a hard kiss on my forehead. “What do you mean by ‘marketable skill’?”

“It’s something you’re good at that makes you useful.” A lump rises in my throat. “Last night, when my father helped tie me up like a sacrifice, he told me he wouldn’t…miss my help on the farm…because…”

I have to stop talking because my voice is getting wobbly.

Ike tips my chin up, looking horrified all over again. “How many men do I have to kill for hurting your feelings, Diana?”

“None.” I wipe the moisture away quickly. “None, because you’re not a killer.” I pause. “Those men at the stream are the real monsters, aren’t they? They’re the ones who have been killing and stealing animals in the village.”

Ike grunts and turns away, but I see the answer in his eyes.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

He tugs up the ill-fitting sweatpants that are way too small to contain his bulk. “Would you have believed me?”

No. I wouldn’t have. But in just one day, I’ve witnessed how honorable this giant of a man is. Just now, those men only needled him because they were secure in the fact that he wouldn’t use his size against them. Ike is no beast.

He’s a man. A huge one.

I’m starting to suspect he was made extra large to house his big heart.

Slowly, other pieces begin clicking into place. “They sacrificed another girl. Long before me. You wouldn’t have been alive, either, but…”

He’s quiet for a moment. “My grandfather used to call my grandmother his lamb. They would laugh about it. Perhaps because she was the sacrificial lamb?” He shakes his head. “I don’t know. But they were happy. In their old age, they needed medicine and so they left the hills. I haven’t seen them since I was a child.”

All this time, the villagers thought her dead, when really…she was happy.

Could I be happy here, too?

My eyes roam over his bare, muscular back and travel down to his thick butt and the hard thighs beneath. If he turned around, I would see the outline of his manhood because those pants hide nothing—and I want to see all of him, I realize. I want to touch him and be touched in return. Ike needs my touch. That much is made obvious by the tension in his frame and the way he spears me with hungry looks over his shoulder.

My nipples harden in response and a funny feeling curls in my belly, making my thighs tighten and squeeze together. Just like last night, when I slept with my female flesh pressed up against his steel abdomen, slickness coats my folds and dampens my panties. I move closer to him because I have to, running my hands over the rigid planes of his back.

His head falls back on a groan.

“You’re so warm,” I breathe, tracing my hands down to his waist, my fingertips delving into the waistband of his pants and curling in the material. I want them off. I want him naked and lying on top of me, the way I’ve seen—mostly be accident—in R-rated movies and that one time I got curious and clicked on an adult website. I remained there for all of fifteen seconds, but it was enough to learn the mechanics of sex, and while I’m highly doubtful Ike’s body will fit with mine, I’m suddenly desperate to try. To not only reward this man for being…him, but also give my body what it seems to be yearning for.

“Will you, um…” I whisper. “Will you take off these pants and lie down with me, Ike?”

His big chest is heaving as he turns, walking me backward toward his pallet. “You want to lie with me?”

“Yes.”

Rounding up my courage, I reach back and unzip my dress, peeling it off my body and letting it fall in a heap at my feet, leaving me in nothing but white panties. A whimper leaves my mouth when Ike stops, stunned, then falls to his knees in front of me, his hands hovering over my breasts, eyes reverent. “Diana.” His fingertips brush me and my nipples tighten further, causing him to suck in a breath. “You are magnificent.”

I slide my fingers into his mass of hair. “So are you.”

He takes my hips in his hands and tugs me forward, his open mouth taking over my belly. “I cannot. I cannot lie with you, Diana.”

Now there’s an unexpected twist. “Why not?”

His eyes are miserable when he trains them on me. “I peeked this morning. I looked under the skirt of your dress without permission.” He falls back on his haunches, throwing a forearm across his eyes as if it pains him to look at me. “I am sorry, tiny person. I was weak.”

Instead of indignation, I’m caught up in another wave of heat. “I-is that why you left the cave to, um…touch yourself?”

“Yes,” he growls. “I had to leave before I filled that place between your thighs with my cock. Your soft girl part is where my come goes. Not the ground or into my hand. I had to leave before I put it there without permission.” He drops his arm away to reveal blazing eyes. “I don’t know how much longer I can control myself, Diana. Maybe I am a beast. The things I think of doing to your little body…”

His honesty has rocked me back on my heels and sent a new, shivering awareness coursing through me. I’m hot everywhere. So hot. “You are not a beast, Ike,” I manage. “A beast would have taken what he wanted without thinking of the consequences.” I hook my fingers in the material of my panties and drag them down my legs. “I forgive you for peeking. I’m giving myself to you. I want you.”

[image: * * *]

Ike

Am I dreaming?

This beautiful female is giving herself to me. Freely.

Even though I peeked. Even though I admitted I’m losing control.

She is the bravest, sweetest, most perfect girl on this earth. I don’t need to meet a single other person to know that’s the truth. I only need her.

I need her forever.

And God, I need her so bad.

I crawl to her on my hands and knees, wrapping my arms around her hips and burying my face between her legs. I don’t know if this is the right way to proceed, but I’m desperate to match a taste to her scent and—

“Fuck. Oh fuck, you are perfect,” I moan, delving my tongue into the wet, petal-like folds. “Yes, this is what I smelled, Diana. Wet girl. My wet girl.”

Still on my knees, I walk her backward until she falls onto the pallet with a gasp. I keep her thighs spread with my hands and study her pink flesh. As I suspected, it’s been created to correspond with a man. There are two smooth layers that part to reveal a shadowed area, a glistening hole, and while I’m worried I might hurt Diana getting my cock to fit there, I will get it in. It’s the only way to claim her and calm this possessive storm inside me. Mine. This female is mine.

I’m getting ready to lick her some more when I notice a button amongst the folds and I prod it curiously with my tongue.

Diana’s back arches off the pallet. “Oh. Ohhhhhh.”

My brows knit together. This sound she makes is very similar to the one I make when I’m massaging my cock. Using my fingers to spread Diana open, I lean in and lick that nub again again again and she fists my hair, dragging me closer, writhing her damp little parts against my mouth.

“That feels so good. Please. P-please don’t stop.”

“Yet another lie I have uncovered, Diana. You can feel pleasure.”

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry, I…I knew I could feel pleasure, I’ve just never tried it on myself. Oh, please, just do it again.”

“As if I could stop,” I snarl, my chest puffing with purpose. This knowledge, that I can gratify my mate, is even more intoxicating than taking my own release. Yes. Yes. This is my new purpose. Licking Diana’s… “What is this called?” I ask, tonguing the little bud and feeling her juices run down my chin. Heaven. “What is this pink button called that makes you squirm for Ike?”

Her stomach hollows and shakes. “It’s my clit.”

“Clit,” I breathe, rubbing it in a circle with my thumb. “Such a pretty, little clit you have, Diana. Does it like my tongue?”

“Yes!”

“Good. Maybe I’ll lick it morning, noon and night. Would you like that?” My hips move up and back, dragging my hard cock against the bedding. I could achieve relief this way, thrusting at the bunched blankets while I taste Diana’s girl part, but I force myself to stop, knowing I will be unhappy loosing my seed anywhere but her tight hole.

At the mental reminder of her wet entrance, I find it with my finger and twist the digit inside, grunting at how snug she is. I am having trouble getting my finger inside her, let alone my cock. My tongue continues to lap at her clit while I struggle to work in a second finger, hoping to prepare her for what’s coming. I’m reveling in the shape and texture of her nub, the whining sounds it brings out of her mouth, when Diana begins to pulse and constrict around my fingers.

“What is this, Diana? What is happening?”

She pulls at my hair. “Don’t stop!”

Mobilized by the desperation in her tone, likening it to mine when I have to empty my balls, I push my fingers deep and writhe my tongue against her clit, hard, fast, harder, faster. And when she screams, her thighs shaking around my head, I feel a gush of moisture on my lips and know I’ve brought off my female.

I lick her through the throes of her pleasure, then I rear up and pound my chest with both fists. “My female is satisfied.” I shove down the waistband of my pants and fall between her thighs, shuddering with need so strong I’ve never experienced its equal. “Now you will take my seed.”

“Yes,” she moans, petting her breasts, her eyes open on me in something akin to awe. “I have to please you, too. I need it.”

I reach down and grip my cock, shoving the fat tip against her small hole, rubbing in circles to gather moisture, knowing instinctively we’re going to need as much as we can get. “You are my fate, Diana. That’s how I know you will be able to take my cock,” I murmur against her mouth, taking it in a slow, wet mating of tongues. “Fate would not bring us together if I couldn’t fit. It is not that cruel.”

She nods vigorously and settles her small hands on my shoulders. “Will you keep kissing me?”

“Forever. For all of my days,” I say, pressing my cock inside her hole. It is nearly impossible not to throw my head back and roar over her tightness, how it strangles my cock, but I fight through the gratifying sensations and make love to her mouth, swallowing her little sounds of distress—and eventually her scream when I plow all the way forward, filling her to the hilt. Wrapped in her incredible snugness, I can no longer hold in my bellow of possession. It rips through the cave and I start to thrust. “MINE. MINE. MINE.”

“Ike,” she sobs, her small breasts bouncing with each of my crude pumps. “It feels so good. How can it feel so good?”

“Because you’re the reason I have a cock, tiny human,” I rasp, my drives growing more aggressive, wet sounds bouncing off the walls of the cave. “Open your legs and receive it. Know that it was built just for your virgin girl parts. And your parts are all mine now. I will lick you and fill you with my spend. You are mine, soft, tight, beautiful girl. You are mine, Diana!”

I am going to blow. My lower back pulls taut with strain, my balls hiked up against my body, plump and full. Needing to empty. Wanting badly to feel Diana’s release again, while I’m inside her this time, I reach down and tease her clit with my fingertips and she jerks, eyes widening. Yes.

“Ike,” she wails, her pinned hips trying to roll beneath me, but my weight mostly preventing her. Though, she doesn’t seem to mind. Quite the opposite. My instinct tells me my female likes being held down, so I give her some more of my weight and pound my cock into her without restraint. My God, my God, she’s hot and dripping wet. Her hole is my salvation. The pressure inside me is more powerful than it has ever been before, because I am looking at the most beautiful, most exquisite person on this earth. FUCK. She’s tight. She’s so goddamn tight and smooth around me and I can’t stop my peak from hitting any longer.

Bearing down on top of her as I am, my cock slides against her clit over and over, but the promise of relief has me grinding down on her nub, growling against her parted lips, burying myself into her so deep, I can feel the vibration of her scream when she finds her pleasure again. “Oh God,” she moans, her pupils growing until they block out the blue in her eyes. “Ike! Oh…y-yes. Yes!”

My balls erupt in the face of her satisfaction and filling her with my seed is like conquering the earth. “Diana!” I bellow, humping her furiously, my spend splashing in every direction, soaking the bedding and coating her ass, her thighs. And I cannot stop ramming into her, watching her breasts shake, listening to her encouraging gasps of my name. “You are claimed now. You will spread your legs for only me. You will allow only me inside this girl hole.”

“Only you,” she breathes, her eyes losing focus. “Only Ike.”

Finally, the storm inside me begins to subside and with my female limp and satisfied beneath me on the bed, I straighten and rap my fist against my chest—four, five, six times—while looking down upon her. My seed leaks from her folds, her thighs glistening and red from friction, her mouth swollen from our rough kissing. “I live for you,” I lean down and whisper against her ear. “Sleep now, Diana, knowing you are safe and your man is watching over you.”

To my eternal happiness, she smiles drowsily at me and snuggles into the abundance of sheets, her gorgeous, rosy body curling up, her lips parting a moment later with the deep, even breathing of sleep.

I’m only allowed a moment of contentment, though, because a worry begins to creep in. Diana was sacrificed to a beast. And while I know she is my fate, she was given to me by mistake. What happens when the humans realize their error?

Will Diana believe our being together was an error and want to go home?

My lips peel back in a snarl. I will not let her go.

I am never letting her go.

But the worry remains, because I know I would do anything to guarantee Diana’s happiness. What if she can only be happy back in the village with…normal people? I have seen my reflection in the stream. I know I am far from normal.

She once thought me a beast, didn’t she?

Diana sighs in her sleep and reaches out for me. I can do nothing but wrap my warmth around her sweet body and rock her to sleep. But I am far from soothed. I won’t be until I know we’ll be together forever.


CHAPTER SIX


Diana

It hasn’t even been twenty-four hours and I’m already rocking a loincloth.

When in Rome…?

I let Ike fashion a modified version of his dick pouch and mine looks kind of like a rustic bikini, which is incredibly freeing. We’re standing in the stream in knee-deep water and I can’t remember having been this relaxed in a long time. The orgasms probably had something to do with my loose limbs and dopey smile. I’m sore between my legs and I’m covered in friction marks from Ike’s chest hair and beard, but they feel like little badges of pride.

I turn my face up to the sun and sigh, marveling over the fact that back home, I was never this calm. Never felt this…wanted. Like I belong and someone wants me around. When Ike brought me back to his cave, it was a given that I would try and escape or negotiate my way free, but now?

Is it completely insane that I might want to stay?

Whereas the cave was crude and basic when I first saw it, when I woke up from my post-sex coma, I saw Ike’s home through new eyes. So there was no indoor plumbing. So what? I had a seven-foot gentle giant wrapped around me, holding me like he might never let go.

Ike was definitely interested in round two when we woke up, but the sight of my virgin blood on my thighs caused him to scoop me up with a gruff sound, dress me with painstaking care and bring me down to the stream instead.

Now, he cups hands of water and rubs the red streaks away. His erection is once again stretching the confines of his cloth and he gives me a measuring look, as if I might be offended, so I reach up and stroke a hand over his long, wild hair.

He cups my womanhood and massages gently. “Did I hurt you, Diana?”

It takes me a moment to speak around the gasp lodged in my throat. “Just a little, but n-not for long. A-and then it just felt amazing.”

“Amazing.” He grunts—twice—and throws his shoulders back. “Very good.”

I laugh and he goes very still, as if hypnotized by the sound. “You are…happy with me? Here in this place?”

“It’s only been one day…” I hedge, hesitant to commit when all of this is so new and overwhelming. Especially the way Ike makes me feel.

All ooey gooey and light.

His eyebrows draw together and he nods. “Let’s move farther downstream and I will catch us some fish to eat.”

“Okay.” Hand in hand, we wade farther down the narrow body of water and after only a minute of walking, I hear the unmistakable sounds of a waterfall. I smile and bounce around on the balls of my feet. “Waterfall! Can we go look?”

“Of course,” Ike says, his attention arrested on my face. “You like waterfalls?”

“I’ve only seen them in a movies or read about them in books.”

When it comes into view, I let go of his hand and splash forward, pressure building in my chest. I’ve never seen anything more beautiful in my life. It’s two stories high, translucent blue water pouring down off an outcropping of rocks. With a complete lack of self-consciousness that only Ike has ever made me feel, I reach out and touch the falling water with a squeal of excitement, taking his hand and making him do it, too, once he joins me.

“Wow,” I breathe. “Just wow. I can’t believe this has been a few miles from my house all this time.” I lean into his side and look up into his face. “I can’t believe you’ve been a few miles away, either.”

He turns me to face him, the spray from the waterfall landing on us both. “If I’d known you were even a million miles away, Diana, I would have made the journey.”

My heart whips into a dance. “Ike…” I murmur, going up on my tiptoes.

“Diana. My Diana.” He meets me halfway and our mouths slide together, his tongue entering my mouth and sampling me once, before plunging back in with unrestrained hunger. His big, right hand settles on my butt and squeezes, sending a shock of heat straight down to my toes. I want him inside me. It only takes seconds to turn me into a shameless fiend, rubbing my belly against his hardness and mewling into his mouth. Who knew I was such a temptress?

I’m momentarily distracted when something brushes against my leg in the water and I break the kiss, worried it might be an eel or something equally slimy. When I see it’s a fish, I’m not sure what comes over me. A tingling intuition causes me to angle my body and hold my breath, searching for the right timing to…

Reach into the water and catch it!

I’ve caught a fish!

I stare dumbfounded at the wriggling, silver creature in my fist, transferring my attention to Ike, who is bursting with pride. “Well done, tiny person!”

“I can’t believe I did that.”

“Even I cannot fish without a spear or a rock, Diana. And I have been fishing in this stream my entire life.” He raises an eyebrow. “This is a…what did you call it? A marketable skill?”

I suck in a breath. “Oh my gosh. You’re right!”

In my excitement, I drop the squirming fish back into the gurgling current in favor of throwing my arms around Ike’s thick waist. He rubs circles into my back, chuckling into the space above my head. “I do not know the proper names for the fish. Was that a sex fish, Diana?”

Trying to subdue my giggle, I look up into his earnest face. “Oh, Ike. I think we need to have a chat.” My face burns a little bit over having to talk about such an intimate subject in the daylight when I’ve never spoken about it—period. “Sex is what we did this morning in your cave. When you were on top of me. That was sex.”

Ike strokes his chin. “I see.” He glances toward the waterfall, his gaze distant. “I only learned some things from my father before he passed. Once my mother died from the snake bite, he…he couldn’t bear to be without her.”

I’m able to piece together the fact that his father took his own life without Ike having to say it out loud. How awful. To lose both parents in such quick succession…it’s unimaginable. I lay a hand on his arm. “How long have you been living alone in these hills, Ike?”

“It’s hard to keep track of the years, but my mother used to make me a special meal and sing the birthday song. She’d learned it from my grandmother,” he says. “The last time she sang it, she told me I was eleven.”

“Eleven,” I whisper, throwing my arms around him again. “I’m so sorry.”

He scrubs a hand down my back. “There is no need to be sad for me, Diana. I have you now.”

I’m never leaving him. I know that now. I woke with peace inside me this morning, and deep in my bones, there is a certainty that I will never experience this sense of belonging with anyone else. Anywhere else. Perhaps my means of arriving here were wrong and borne of ugliness, but there is nothing but beauty between me and Ike. He is beautiful, inside and out. How can I do anything but cling to what I’ve found? This man who values me and is inherently, authentically good?

I’m about to tell him I want to stay forever with him in these woods, but he tips my chin up and distracts me with a penetrating look.

“Are there other things you can tell me about sex, Diana?”

Remembering what he did between my legs with his tongue, I shake my head. “I’m pretty sure you don’t need any further instructions.”

He gives me a lopsided smile and it’s a good thing he’s holding me up, because otherwise I’d be melting down into the water. “How did you know it was called sex?” he asks suddenly, a thundercloud passing over his face. “No man has spoken to you about these things, right?”

“Not directly. But you can’t really live down in the real world without hearing about sex. Almost every song is about it.” Ike still doesn’t look happy that I had knowledge of sex before I knew him. “I’ve never been touched by anyone. I’ve never wanted to be touched. Not until you.”

His shoulders relax somewhat. “I call this a cock,” he says, reaching down to grasp his erection. “Do your girl parts have a name?”

My cheeks flame. “You want me to say it out loud?”

He nods firmly. “Yes.”

Maybe I’m being silly, but I crook my finger, signaling Ike to lean down. “Um. The technical term is vagina,” I whisper in his ear. “But…like, I think most people say pussy.”

“Pussy,” he purrs against my temple. “I had my cock in your pussy.”

“Yeah,” I manage. “You totally did.”

His hands slide over my bottom. “I love your sweet, little pussy.”

My head falls back and he kisses my exposed neck. “It l-loves you, too.”

Ike uses his grip on my backside to lift me up. “I want to have sex with you now, Diana.”

Slowly, I rub my core against his arousal, turning his jaw slack. “There’s another word for that, too.”

“What is it?” he growls, watching my lower body undulate on his lap.

“Fucking,” I murmur at his lips. “You want to fuck me.”

His groan is animalistic as his mouth crashes down on mine—

“Oh Jesus. Again?” comes a drunken sneer from the banks of the stream. “This morning we watch you beat yourself off and now this? Take your victim somewhere private, Ike.”

“Or better yet,” says Clown Number Two. “Give her to someone who doesn’t belong in her nightmares.”

“Yeah. We’re more than available.”

Snickering and high fiving ensues behind me, along with the clink of bottles. Ike’s body has turned to steel against mine and he tears his mouth away, his resulting growl rife with the promise of violence. And this time, I’m not planning on saving their disgusting hides, but I have something better in mind first. Ike has been called a beast by the villagers. The way I reacted to him in the moonlight last night probably made him feel terrible. Now I find out he’s been having to deal with these marauding punks who just called me his victim. As if that’s the only way he could have me.

Well I’m not having it. I want Ike to know he’s my only choice. I want him to know how desirable I find him and…I kind of want everyone else to know it, too.

Bold and determined, I loosen my legs from around Ike’s hips and slide down his slippery front, kneeling in the water before him, enjoying the feel of it gently lapping at my nipples. “Ike,” I say, running my palms up his powerful thighs. “Forget about them and look at me.”

“I will not let them speak this way in front of you, Diana,” he thunders. “They have to pay.”

“I know. I won’t stop you.” I rub my tongue along the curve of his manhood, teasing him through the loincloth and his hands fly to my hair, fisting my blonde locks. “I want to show them who I belong to first.”

“Yes. Belong.” His chest begins to heave. “How…how will you do that?”

Slowly, I untie his loincloth, whimpering as his meaty erection bounds free. “This is called a blow job,” I murmur, licking the thick vein on the underside of his flesh, moaning loudly when the salt tinge hits the back of my throat. “You taste so good.” I wrap both of my fists around his sex and pump them up and down, twisting slightly, and finally closing my mouth around his plump head. “Mmmmmmm.”

In the beginning, my mission was to show the clowns that I’m not only with Ike, I’m extremely happy about it. That I’m attracted to him. That I’m with him of my own free will. But as soon as Ike is in my mouth and he’s groaning his shock/pleasure, I forget about everything but him.

His huge member pulsates in my mouth, his tight balls cushioning my chin every time I suck him deep. It’s a wonder I’m not choking on his excessive length, but his obvious enjoyment makes it easy and then I become obsessed with his pleasure. Obsessed. I’m looking up at him with honest adoration, working him into my mouth and down the back of my throat, stroking him as hard as I can, feeling him plump until my eyes tear from the added bulk.

“Diana!” he roars, his hips jerking up and back, the action stilted and involuntary. “If you keep going, you will suck the seed from my cock.” His tone is trapped between wonder and worry. “I will fill your little belly with it.”

I bat my lashes at him so he knows that’s A-OK and his eyes roll back in his head.

“FUCK!” he bellows, thrusting into my mouth in earnest now. “You are stretching those soft lips so bravely, wrapping them all around me. All around me. You fit me between your legs and now your mouth? I will give you the sun. The sky.”

The flesh between my legs squeezes and feminine pleasure exhilarates me. I am satisfying my mate. It’s as simple as that. He appreciates what I’m doing. I enjoy giving this to him and our joining is base, sexy, raw. Real. I want to make him babble and promise me the stars every day for the rest of my life.

It’s not long before Ike lets out a warning spurt down the back of my throat. His balls grow heavier against my chin and his fingers move restlessly in my hair.

“Oh, Diana. My Diana. I am going to spill.”

I suck him deep with hollow cheeks and moan around his length, letting him know I want it. My eyes tell him without words that I want nothing more than to taste his release and to let it go. Give it to me.

And he does.

His head falls back, leaving me with a view of his strong neck column, the way it flexes with his guttural cry of relief. His big hips drive forward and back, stuffing my mouth full of his draining erection, and I savor every single sensation, every drop. My jaw is sore by the time he finishes, but when he lifts me into his arms and holds me so tightly to his chest, I can barely breathe, it’s worth the discomfort and then some.

It’s only then I remember the two yokels watching from shore. They both stand in open-mouthed shock as Ike splashes through the stream toward the waterfall. Holding their gazes, I lick my lips and snuggle closer to Ike.

“Duck your head,” Ike instructs, still sounding winded.

I do as he says and we pass through a waterfall into a shallow cave.

It’s…magical.

Sunlight is refracted off the water, creating a rainbow hue and the colors light up the entire cave. We’re hidden by the blue/white curtain of water and the roar is soothing, wonderful, matching the sound my heart is making.

“Ike,” I whisper, pressing my lips to his chin. “Is it too soon to love you?”

His expression is hopeful and incredulous at the same time. “You just took me in your mouth, Diana. Shouldn’t I be the one who is declaring his love?”

“I don’t know,” I say, laughing.

He turns me upright and my feet dangle as he presses my back against the smooth, marble-esque cave wall. “You are my universe. You are in my blood,” Ike rasps urgently into my ear. “I will worship and protect you all my life. I love you more than any man will ever love anything. Anyone.” He plants kisses all over my face, my neck, my hair. “I love you more with every breath I take. No, every breath you take. Your breaths keep you alive and so I love them, too.”

Hot moisture presses behind my eyes. “I love you. I love you.”

“You will stay with me here.”

“Yes.”

His smile is my undoing. I drag his face down for a kiss and we ignite.

Last night, Ike was learning his way around my body—and I his—but apparently we’re both quick studies. He slides me up the slippery cave wall until his mouth is level with my breasts, then he rips the cloth bikini down the middle with his teeth, letting it dangle for a moment, eyes glittering, before it drops. “Mine,” he says hoarsely, devouring the sight of my breasts. “Do these have a dirty name, Diana?”

Lord, he’s so hard where he presses between my thighs, I can barely concentrate enough to answer. “Tits,” I whisper, just as his tongue rakes over my nipple greedily, lapping at the tight point as if it’s providing him sustenance.

“Your tits make my cock so hard.” He thrusts up into the juncture of my thighs roughly. “I molded them in my hands last night as you slept until I spilled in our bed.” He cups my left breast and brings it to his mouth, suckling noisily. “They will feed our sons and daughters one day, Diana. Yes?”

At the moment, I can think of nothing more beautiful than my stomach swelling with this man’s child. I’ve never even thought of having children. Not until Ike. Now the future seems so full and bright and imminent. “Yes. Yes. Yes.”

Ike shouts his satisfaction over my answer, his fist pounding the cave wall, before dropping to my bikini bottoms and twisting them in his grip, tearing them from my body. “Am I going to hurt your little pussy if I fuck you so soon after our first mating, Diana?”

“No, I need you, Ike. Please,” I breathe, running my tongue across his mighty shoulders and over his bulging pectorals. “I guess you don’t need recovery time…?”

His cocky smirk is so sexy, it makes me shudder with lust. I writhe on his shaft mindlessly, making a humming sound I’ve never heard from my own mouth. I can’t touch him enough, kiss his powerful body enough, can’t rub our skin together in enough places, and when Ike finally positions himself at my entrance and thrusts deep, I scream in pleasure.

Ike lets loose a guttural moan into my neck, his hands kneading my butt like dough. He pulls me off the wall and croons gentle words in my ear, as if trying to settle me down, but that is not happening. I’m impaled on a foot-long erection and with every second that ticks past, I become more of a fiend for Ike. My breathing is out of control and I’m whimpering, whining, bucking my hips.

“Diana,” he pushes through clenched teeth, his expression awed. “Look at you wiggling around in search of your pleasure, when I’ve only just washed your blood away. You are a miracle.”

“No. You are.” I grasp his shoulders and lean back, working my hips, letting him watch me grind on his manhood. “You belong inside me.”

“Yes. Every day. Forever,” he growls, his grip turning punishing on my backside. “I love this. I loved holding you down and fucking you, feeling you shake beneath me. But I love this, too. Watching you…ride me. Can you…”

“Can I have an orgasm like this?”

“Orgasm,” he whispers, licking his lips eagerly. “That is the word for release?”

I nod vigorously, still cinching my hips up and back, moaning when my clit finds the base of his arousal and I push down—press—moving side to side. “Yes.”

Taking my mouth in a feverish kiss, Ike walks us over to a small, waist-high outcropping and sits, grunting with his lips peeled back, over and over again, while I pump my hips desperately striving for my peak. “You are barely half my size and yet, you are a fierce little thing when you’re on my cock, aren’t you, Diana?” He closes his hands over my breasts, abrading my nipples with slow circles of his calloused palms. “Tell me what your orgasm feels like, from beginning to end. I will be an expert in your pleasure. I will fuck orgasms out of you each day, as sure as the sun rises.”

Does he know what his filthy speech is doing to me? I crave his raw honesty, this sexuality we share. It’s uninhibited and real and ours. “I-I…oh. I’m almost there!”

Ike’s attention is rapt on my face. “What is happening to your body?”

“My…m-my breasts. Don’t stop touching them.” Without waiting for me to finish, Ike fastens his mouth over my right nipple, alternating between crude sucks and flicking his tongue against the pointed bud. “And my—”

“Your clit,” he rasps, sliding his blunt thumb between my folds and massaging my swollen nub with big sweeps, before they grow more concentrated and yes, yes, yes exactly what I need. “Your pussy, Diana. It is clamping down on me. Fuuuuuck. It’s tighter than I can stand,” he gasps, pressing down hard with his thumb on my clit and raking his teeth over my left nipple. “Give my cock its reward. Give me that fucking orgasm of yours. I need it. I own it.”

“Yes. Yes. Yes!” I scream, the pressure building to an unbearable degree, before release rakes through me, making me clench and shake. Turning me inside out. “Ike. I love you. I love you. Ike!”

My world shifts as Ike stands, lifting me with his shaft still lodged deeply inside me. Before I can guess his intention, he tosses one of my limp legs over his head and spins me around on his lap until I’m facing away from him, my feet dangling two feet above the cave floor. “Can I fuck you like this, tiny person?” He growls into my neck. “Can I stick my cock into your wet, little parts from behind?”

“Seems like it shouldn’t be a problem,” I gasp. “You already have.”

I’m just a rag doll from that point on—and it’s glorious. He wraps his mighty arms around my middle and pumps into me so hard, I have to bite down on my lip to keep them from clacking together. My bottom glides up and down his ridged stomach and the sound of his balls smacking my sweaty flesh echoes in the cave. Before I know it, another storm gathers in my belly and I’m canting my hips back to meet his thrusts, begging, whining, chanting his name.

“Mine to marry. Mine to feed. Mine to fuck and give orgasms. Mine to get pregnant,” he bellows into the cave. “Mine mine mine. Diana is mine.”

“Yes,” I sob, his lap slapping into my backside and stealing my breath, along with my sanity. My climax almost hurts, it comes on so swiftly and with such intensity, I can only arch my back and let it happen. Let the rush steal through me and blank my senses, except for touch. “Oh. Oh God!”

Ike moans long and loud, then pushes his manhood deep inside me, holding me suspended in the air while grinding furiously against my core. His body jerks violently and wet warmth flows from his body into mine, making me feel claimed. Complete. He clutches me tightly to his chest and pounds his hips up over and over, his release overflowing and sluicing down my thighs, dripping off my ankles.

Long minutes seem to pass while he finishes and then my equilibrium is thrown off kilter again. I’m not sure my feet have touched the ground for the last hour, but I don’t care when I’m bring cradled to Ike’s heaving chest and he’s laying adoring kisses on every inch of my face.

The last twenty-four hours have been the best of my life. I’ve found my home.

But as Ike carries me back to the cave and I remember the reason I was brought here in the first place. And I know there’s something I have to do before we can settle into our life together.

Ike probably isn’t going to like it.


CHAPTER SEVEN


Ike

Night has fallen. Diana sits on my lap eating a meal of fish and rice.

After we made love on the other side of the waterfall, Diana wanted to try her hand at fishing again and I was more than willing to watch her. She is extraordinary, my tiny person. My love. I waded nearby her in the stream, in case she slipped or got scared and thankfully she made my job easy by remaining very still, only moving at the last second to grab the unsuspecting fish beneath the surface.

My Diana is like lightning.

She fills my chest with pride.

I thought she was being quiet tonight because she was exhausted from fishing and sex, but now that she’s wrapped in my arms and full from her meal, I notice her pensive expression. It makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up. If she thinks to leave me, I will tear down every tree in these woods in my misery—and I still won’t let her go. It is merely the possibility that she might want to leave that creates the giant hole in my chest. Has she changed her mind about loving me?

Was I too rough with her body today?

“Ike—”

“Yes?” I respond too quickly.

She turns in my lap and plays lazily with my chest hair, the action hardening my cock. When she feels it pressing to her backside, she bites her lip and smiles at me from beneath her eyelashes. If I didn’t know better, I would say she’s trying to soften me before saying something I won’t like.

“I have to go back to the village.”

“NO!” I roar, my spine snapping straight. “You will stay with Ike.”

“Let me finish!” she shouts back. “And please refer to yourself in first person.”

I have no idea what first person means, but that is irrelevant right now when she is ripping the heart from my chest. “I don’t want to hear the rest.”

“Too bad.” She leaves my arms and stands, stomping a foot on the floor. “I said I wanted to be with you forever and I meant it. You have to trust me, Ike.”

“You just said you wanted to leave.”

“I want you to come with me,” she says, her pretty face screwed up in a cute frown that—for some reason—makes my cock even heavier with need.

Wait. What did she say? “Come with you?”

“Yes.” Diana begins to pace and I follow her, so when she turns, she runs into my chest and almost falls. I catch her first, but she jerks out of my grip and raises her chin. “We have to tell the villagers who is really killing and stealing the animals. Those brothers have to be stopped.”

“The villagers left you for dead, Diana! Why should we aid them now?”

“Because it’s not fair to the animals.” Her eyes begin to shine, gutting me. “You want those clowns to pay for what they said to me, don’t you?”

“Don’t worry, I’m planning on meting out their punishment,” I seethe.

“Why don’t we hand them over to the villagers, instead? We’ll kill two birds with one stone. They get their comeuppance and the animals will be safe.” Diana bites her lower lip and saunters closer to me, trailing a single finger down my chest and circling my belly. “Won’t it be nice to have the hills to ourselves?”

I’m torn between wanting to give her anything she could possibly want—and insecurity. I still can’t believe this perfect woman wants me. I still feel like I’m dreaming. “How do I know you won’t want to stay in the village? How do I know you won’t scream for them to save you from the beast once we are in their midst?”

She sucks in a breath and is no longer touching me.

I fear my words were a terrible mistake.

“I guess you don’t know.” A tear slips free of her eye and she swipes it away. Ignoring my low keen of agony, she marches away and lies down on our pallet, all the way on the edge, with her back turned from me. “We are having our first fight, in case you didn’t know, Ike.”

“No, Diana,” I shuffle toward the bed. “I don’t want to fight. I love you.”

“Love means trust.”

God, her sweet backside looks so inviting among the sheets. Will she let me hold her through the night? I will be miserable without my arms around her now that I’ve been allowed to visit heaven. The answer is no. When I try to roll Diana into the crook of my arm, she freezes up and curls herself into a ball.

Still, I nudge her neck with my mouth and warm her exposed skin with my hands, arranging blankets around her for maximum comfort. And after what seems like hours, she finally rolls over and—though she is pouting—she cuddles into my chest. My heart explodes with happiness and relief.

“We will go to the village, Diana,” I whisper into her hair. “We will save the animals and then I will bring you back home.”

Her smile steals my breath. “It will be fine. You’ll see. I’m not leaving you.”

“I know,” I say, rubbing circles into her back. “I know.”

But the doubt doesn’t go away. Not even when Diana’s mouth kisses down my stomach and closes around my cock, humping her little pussy against my thigh while she draws the come from my balls, her hair in a mess on my belly, her lips stretching as she descends down and sucks her way up to the bulging tip. Her hands ride up and down my pole with something akin to worship and when I finally drain myself into her sweet mouth, I forget my fears for those blessed moments and roll us over, fucking into her mouth from above like a savage, encouraged by the way she grips my thrusting buttocks and moans wildly.

As soon as my immense pleasure hits, I crawl down her body and lick her pussy like a slavering beast, desperate for her pleasure as well as her forgiveness. I’m gratified to find out she was brought nearly to the brink from having my cock in her mouth and in only a minute, she is letting her juices out onto my tongue.

She falls asleep quickly, my arm and leg draped over her small figure.

I stay awake much longer, worrying about what the morning will bring.
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I enjoy rounding up the Farley brothers more than I should have.

They have plagued my life since I was a boy learning to cope alone in the hills. In the beginning, I allowed them to steal my food in the hopes that they would one day return the kindness, if needed. After all, their parents had left them in the woods as teens and never returned. I could have sympathy for that. It took me almost a year before I realized they were nothing but irredeemable asses.

I probably could have tolerated their antics forever if they hadn’t spoken to my Diana with disrespect. Now they will face the law of the village.

I had some time overnight to think about Diana’s reasoning and must admit she was right. It is not right to allow animals and the people of her town to suffer when we could put a stop to the carnage and thievery. Still, I cannot help but be nervous that Diana will forsake me in favor of modern comforts. She is a soft, little princess that deserves a palace, not a cave.

“I will give her one,” I say to myself, stopping outside the Farleys’ hovel, which is a much shallower cave than mine, the mouth covered with hanging muslin. “If she stays with me, I will build her a better, safer home. I’ll fill it with pillows for her to lie on and—”

One of the Farleys sticks his head out between the muslin. “What the hell are you doing he—”

I punch him in the jaw. He flies a good five feet and lands on the forest floor unconscious. “Damn,” I growl, crackling my knuckles. “That felt good.”

It takes me no time at all to rouse the other idiot from his bed. While he rubs the sleep from his eyes, I take a quick scan of the hovel and confirm they are definitely the thieves. There are chicken bones and bloody rags strewn about. Meat—the kind that is not available in these hills—rots on their stone table. Disgusted, I fashion ropes around his wrists while he whines, before leading him out to his disoriented brother and tying them together.

“My Diana wishes you to face the law,” I explain, dragging them along behind me as they sputter protests. “Be grateful, scum. My plan was to kill you.”

Diana is wearing a bright smile when I return and I ponder hitching the Farleys to a post outside my cave like horses while I take her back inside to lick her pussy to an orgasm, but she seems eager to travel down the hill to the village. A fact that does a lot to increase my worry.

She does, however, take my hand and pull me aside, out of earshot from the brothers. “I want to talk to you about something.”

My heart stutters. “Yes?”

Her hands run down my chest and back up. “I was thinking about how I reacted when I saw you in the woods for the first time and…well, it was your size that scared me mostly. You’re much larger than the average man and now…” She bites her lip and tucks her pinky finger into my loincloth. “Now your size it something I love about you. Quite a lot. Love.”

“If you are asking me to fuck you, Diana, the answer is yes. Now, please.”

She giggles and I close my eyes to absorb the precious sound. “Later, I promise. I just wanted you to know, before we go to the village, that people might react to you in fear, but it’s because they don’t know you’re the best man alive. It’s not because you’re scary, either. It’s because you’re so strong—”

“And they are weak cowards.”

“Well…”

“They were weak cowards to sacrifice a girl, Diana. I don’t care what they think of me. Only what you think, my mate.” I cup her soft cheek. “I hope they scream in terror.”

“That’s so romantic,” she whispers, kissing my thumb. “I love you.”

My cock is so heavy, it could pass as a deadly weapon, but I force myself to kiss her mouth softly and draw back. She isn’t the only one who wants to get this day over with. I want her back in my home, beneath me, warm, well fed and sleepy before dark.

“It’s going to be fine,” she murmurs, threading her fingers together with mine. “Let’s go.”

With a heavy weight in my chest, we begin our trek to the village. Unsurprisingly, the Farleys have changed their tune and instead of being insulting, they alternate between complimenting me and begging for their freedom. Diana and I pay them no attention. When we’ve reached the edge of town, I pull Diana behind me to shield her before we face the villagers. After these people tied her to a tree in a dark forest, I don’t trust them. Not even a little bit.

As we reach what appears to be a town square, people begin peeking out of their homes, mostly through curtains and around the sides of buildings. I spit at the ground. Cowards.

“Attention,” Diana shouts, waving her hands. “I need everyone’s attention, please. There is no danger. We’re here to help.”

People begin creeping out into the square, eyeing me with fear, the Farleys with curiosity. I stand with my fists poised to fight and guard Diana, in case one of them is stupid enough to lay a finger on what’s mine.

One man in particular is watching Diana a little too closely for my taste and I peel my lips back in a snarl. He wisely halts in his tracks. “Daughter,” he says, a quiver in his voice. “You are alive.”

“Alive and well,” she responds, lifting her chin. She gestures to the Farleys. “These are the men who have been ravaging the village. Not Ike.”

“Ike?” one of the women says. “You have named the beast?”

“He is not a beast!” Diana roars, making me burst with pride. “He is a man. My man. And he’s not responsible for your misfortunes. They are.” She points to the brothers who have quieted and begun to stew. “You are welcome to search their home for evidence, if Ike is kind enough to lead you there.” She looks up at me with admiration and my neck turns hot. “But I’ve only known this man for two days and he is far kinder and honorable than anyone in this town.”

“Daughter,” says Diana’s father, chancing a step forward until I growl him backward. “Two more cows were lost last night and that’s when we knew the sacrifice did not work. That we offered you for nothing.”

“And still you did not come to look for her?” I thunder, sending some of the weaker people scattering back to their homes. “You do not deserve such a treasure.”

“He speaks!” someone shouts. “The beast speaks!”

Diana gestures at that person with her middle finger.

“Come home, daughter,” her father pleads, dropping into a kneel. “I’m ashamed of how I treated my own flesh and blood. Forgive me and come home.”

My lungs seize up, fear turning my blood to ice. Whether I hate this man or not, the sincerity of his apology is clear. I have known Diana only two days while she has known her father a lifetime. How can she choose me?

My fear is for nothing, though.

Diana leans into my side and smiles up at me. “I found my home. With Ike.” She takes the rope holding the Farleys out of my hand and tosses it to a nearby man. “I think it’s about time we got back,” she says to me. “Don’t you?”

“Well past time,” I rasp, swallowing the jagged lump in my throat. She chose me. The most perfect being in the world chose me. I will be grateful to my very last breath and cherish her always. Every single moment of every single day.

Before we turn to leave, I pin her father with a stern look. “And she does have a very marketable skill. She is an excellent fisherwoman.” I snap my fingers. “Like lightning.”

Diana throws herself into my arms with a sob and I carry my sweet girl in my arms the rest of the way home where we immediately fall into our pallet, make love for hours, and plan our future.


EPILOGUE


Diana

Five Years Later

Ike built me a palace.

It took him a whole year—and half of that time, I was pregnant with our first son. I was already aroused like nobody’s business thanks to my condition, but watching my seven-foot barbarian chop heavy tree trunks while his sweat glistened in the sunlight? The damn place could have been built in half the time if I hadn’t continually tempted him into the cave. Not that it was hard. He was a sucker for my fuller breasts and glowing skin.

So much so that he got me pregnant a second time. And a third.

It’s a really good thing we have this big cabin now, because now that we have three children, I don’t think I would sleep a wink worrying about spiders and snakes making their way indoors at night. After we got the Farleys out of our lives—and into a jail cell—Ike taught me how to combat the dangers of the woods, but still followed me around like a shadow, afraid of me dying from a snakebite like his mother. Now that we have the sealed cabin, he sleeps much more soundly, usually with a baby or two tucked into the crook of his neck.

Which means I spend a lot of time sighing in happiness.

It’s kind of my main hobby now.

Our cabin has a lot of modern amenities, like rugs and actual beds—king sized, to fit my man. Books line our handmade shelves, mostly educational texts, since I’m preparing to home school our children as soon as they’re old enough. We have these useful things thanks to my fishing skills. We return to Piccadily once a week to barter the freshest fish in exchange for whatever we want. Turns out, our stream has some pretty in-demand offerings. No sex fish, though. Wink.

I love the life I’ve built with Ike. He’s my partner, my hero, my lover.

My best friend.

Our arrangement with Piccadilly has also been useful for things like modern medicine—and the drugs that came in really handy when it came time to deliver our babies. Or when Ike grew determined to make me his wife in all ways, legal and otherwise, we held a private ceremony in the town hall. I can still remember the way he laughed as we ran hand in hand back to the hills, my veil streaming out behind me in the wind.

Speaking of Ike, I hear his familiar heavy tread on the floorboards behind me and know he’s finished putting the kids to bed. Without needing any encouragement, I rise from the couch and meet him in the center of our living room, sliding my arms around his neck and laying my cheek over his heart, savoring the strong, reliable beat.

“Our daughter is the toughest to get to sleep,” he says gruffly while stroking my hair. “She asks hundreds of questions.”

“She’s stalling because she doesn’t want to sleep.” I poke him in the stomach. “And you fall for it, because you’re wrapped around her finger.”

“Ahhh.” He grunts. “I am on to her game now. I won’t fall for it again.”

“Sure you won’t.”

My sarcasm has Ike tickling my ribs until I squeal, twisting in his arms. He throws me up in his hold like I weigh nothing, striding from the cabin.

We walk less than a minute before we reach our cave. We kept it for ourselves, so we could be alone when the occasion calls for it. Which is…daily. Sometimes twice daily. Ike is more insatiable than ever and so am I. My need for him is part of me. It’s vibrant, alive and demands to be nurtured often.

“I am starved for the taste of your pussy, Diana,” Ike groans, throwing me down on the pallet of freshly washed bedding. “Open your legs for me. Be a good girl and let me eat.”

My back arches, a web of bliss already weaving in my belly. Lord, he’s not only learned a lot more about sex talk—thanks to yours truly—but he wields it like a weapon. One I succumb to every time. Happily. “Yes, Ike. Yes.”

He strips off my loincloth and holds it in his hands. “This was a very bad thing you did, Diana. Dying your bikini red.”

My expression is deceptively innocent. “You don’t like it?”

“Oh, my cock likes it very much. It is my concentration that suffers.” He leans down over me and breathes against my mouth, in and out, in and out, until I’m beginning to squirm, whimpering for him to kiss me, touch me, anything—and then he shoves two fingers deep into my womanhood, ripping a scream from my throat. “I already ache for you every moment of the day, wife, but this…seeing your tits and pussy wrapped in red…you push my obsession over the edge.”

“Do I?” I breathe, knowing full well I do.

Using his teeth, he loosens my bikini top and drops it beside me on the pallet. “You know what you do to me. You tempt me until I can think of nothing but spreading your thighs. I will impregnate you again tonight. You will be carrying our next child by summer.” He hooks his fingers and jiggles them against that sensitive spot. The one that makes sparks shoot in front of my eyes and my nipples peak. “I do not care that mine are the only male eyes treated to such a feast. I am still jealous. I will remain desperate to claim you and this perfect, little cunt forever.”

He drops down on his stomach and rubs his tongue against my folds until they part for him, his possessive grunt sending ripples of lust cascading downward in my belly. “Ike,” I moan, twining my fingers in his hair. “Feels so good.”

His big hands scoop beneath my buttocks, lifting me for his carnal treatment. He spears me with his tongue and twists his face against me, growling, dragging his tongue in and out, pushing me to the brink so fast, I don’t know which direction is up. All I know to do is pump my hips against his mouth and pray he strokes my clit soon and puts me out of this fantastic misery.

Finally, Ike applies just the barest amount of suction over my sensitive nub and my insides buckle, shivers of ecstasy rioting through me, my fingers still buried in his hair and yanking, soothing, twisting. “Oh my God!”

Ike prowls over me like a lion stalking his pray. “Little red bikini,” he snarls, flipping me over onto my stomach. I whimper, lifting my backside to rub it in his lap, whining for cock. In these moments with him, I’m not a mother or a wife or even a woman. I’m a depraved, sex-addicted creature and I need to be filled or I’ll die.

“Please,” I sob, sliding my knees open wider and bending forward, spreading my cheeks to show him everything he owns. “Please.”

“Does my obsession know what she tempts?” he grits out, positioning himself behind me and slapping his thick shaft against my entrance. When he’s in that spot, that perfect place where a good thrust will fill me to the hilt, he falls atop me, pressing me down hard so I can’t move. I’m caught. At his mercy. Waiting.

“Ike. Please please thrust. Please I hurt. Please.”

His breathing turns rapid. “Does my obsession know what she tempts?” Ike asks again, his teeth sinking into the meat of my shoulder. “Answer me, my beautiful wife.”

My brain is a lust trap. I can barely think. “I-I tempt my lover. I tempt his body.”

“Yes. All those things.” He thrusts into me hard, his lap smacking into my butt, and I scream from the sudden pressure until my throat is raw. “We can pretend for other people, but we both know you tempt the beast,” he growls into my ear. “If I wasn’t one before, this obsession with my Diana has turned me into one.”

I curl my fingers into the bedding and moan, his thrusts shaking me with their impact. “Then I love the beast and the man. Everything you are.”

“And I love you, too, Diana. More than my heart can stand,” he breathes, kissing the place where he left teeth marks behind. “Until the end of time.”

THE END
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