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The Savage Ways - Spring

The Spring has Begun.

For My Husband:

Without whom I would never have

accomplished anything.

Thanks Boo

Spring

The cold seeps through the stone into the thin fur of the canine as he huddles beside the wall, his body trembling. Drums sound from outside, heavy beats that mimic a heart. Thud, thud, thud, the music swells and ebbs with each breath, cheering and chanting coming from the savages he finds himself among.

How could he have been so stupid, he should have stuck to the path. Shivering again, he looks around the pitiful cell, they gave him a bowl of some sort of grain, with bits of what looks like meat. But he can’t be sure. The chill in the air from this underground cave sapped all the warmth from the porridge. It had cooled into this odd congealed mass of pale glop, the scent when it had come out, had been rather appetizing, but the thoughts of the impending trial as the savages called it, had taken all his hunger away.

Staring at the congealed mass, he feels his stomach rumble in hunger. Maybe he should eat.

His thin fur scrapes against the cold stone as he inches his way over to the wooden bowl. Shivering at the sensation he rubs a hand against his arm. This place makes his skin crawl with imagined ants.

Though, in retrospect, they might be real...

Shivering again, he pulls the bowl towards himself and scoops the now unappealing gray goop up to his maw. Sniffing timidly at it, he catches the scent of meat and some starchy vegetables. It smells good. Gently taking a small portion between his jaw, he rolls the porridge around his tongue.

It’s... good... Like really good.

Feeling the hunger pangs again, he doesn’t notice at first as he shovels the food into his mouth. It’s heavenly after being hungry for so long, the salty creamy texture of the porridge sends delightful shivers down his spine. Soon enough though, it’s all gone, the spoon scraping against the wood of the bowl in a rasp of desperation for more.

His tongue darts out of his mouth and laps at the wood, trying to get every last bit of the delightful dish.

His muzzle shoved in the bowl is how they find him.

There is a slight clearing of a throat as someone stops by the gate of his cell. Looking up, the canine notices the female that had found him in the woods. She gives a small, half-smile and gestures for him to come closer.

A tremor of fear shivers over his fur, but he obeys the woman, standing on shaking legs he makes his way over to the heavy wood of the gate, his fingers grip at the lashings that they used, but he makes no other move toward her.

She smiles again, a small twist of her lips as she looks at him. She’s small and slim, her waist narrow under her wrapped skirt. Her breasts were covered in the same type of fabric, just wrapped tight around her chest instead of tied loosely over her hips.

Noticing his staring, she raises an eyebrow and tilts her head to the side. She says something over her shoulder to someone in the shadows. Her voice is musical and light.

“Please, can you tell me what I’m doing here?” The canine asks, his eyes searching the darkness for the other person.

“You must be taken.” A deep voice answers. A tall, well-muscled wolf steps out of the deep shadows and moves closer to them. “You have come to our forest and must be taken, if you do not, you die.”

Swallowing past the heavy lump that formed in his throat, the canine shivers behind the wood of the gate. “What does that mean, taken? Taken where?”

Scowling at the smaller canine, the wolf grunts. “You will be presented to the chief, he can see all that you are, your inner thoughts and feelings. He will deem you worthy or not. You have come here at an interesting time of year though. It is spring celebration.”

“What does that mean?”

Giving a smirk, the wolf bangs his spear against the floor and barks out an order in their language. With one last glance at the smaller canine, he speaks quietly as the other guards come in to let him out. “You will see. It is the pride of our village.”

As he’s shoved out of the cell by the other guards, the canine stumbles, almost hitting the woman as he tries to right himself. A half curse, half-apology comes out of his maw and he sees her eyes sparkle with some emotion, it looks like interest, but he can’t be sure.

They prod him up the stairs to the open courtyard outside. The light of the sun is beginning to show on the horizon. Morning is upon them. The sweet song of birds floats through the air, and a fresh scent of flowers and fruit comes wafting toward him. They lead him down a flight of stairs and then up another to a much bigger courtyard that has many folk milling about, mostly canine, there are a few felines and avian mixed in. The crowd is brightly colored with dust in their fur and feathers and beads of baked clay around their necks.

The crowd parts as the guards lead him through the throng of folk. His tail hangs low and his ears press back against his skull as he notices the gaze of everyone upon him. They don’t show any emotion, in fact, the whole courtyard goes quiet as he’s paraded to the front. A large stone slab about waist height is set on a dias. Behind the slab is a depiction of four trees, one for each of the seasons. Oddly the spring one is on top, and the wheel upon which the depictions sit seems to move.

Not paying attention to where he’s going, his foot snags on one of the tall steps and he stumbles to the ground. His nose barely avoiding the rough stone beneath him.

Cursing quietly, he goes to get up when he notices a pale hand reaching out to help him up. Rubbing his wrist, he grabs the offered hand and stands. His ears were red and tilted back again with embarrassment. This is how he’s going to die, by tripping. Gods, could it get more embarrassing?

Looking up into the face of the male who had helped him, he stops dead in his tracks. The male is white furred with dark black markings swirling around his face. The black markings seem to bleed down his arms and chest, leading to his loincloth to sink beneath. Licking his lips, the canine sucks in a breath as his eyes meet the glacier blue of the male.

His head is adorned with a headdress made out of bone and clay, dark against his pale fur. The glacial eyes seem to dance with an inner blue flame. The smile that touches the corners of his muzzle makes the smaller canine's legs wobble. He’s a flawless, god-like male. It makes his knees weak.

Taking in a deep breath to steady himself, he breathes in the scent of the male, masculine, musky, smokey, and deep.

The gods must have a sense of humor if this is the male to sacrifice him. He’d do anything the white canine would ask of him.

Smiling down at the smaller canine, the white male reaches out to brush a hand against his cheek. Stroking the soft fur. “So you are the one they found.” He says in a deep timbre, “You will do nicely for this. I couldn’t have asked for a better one.”

“What are you going to do to me?” The smaller male says in a shrill voice.

Leaning closer to the smaller male, the white-furred canine grins, his breath gusting against his fur. “I will pleasure you until yours is the first seed of the spring.”

“Who are you?” The small male asks, his voice going higher. This can’t be happening, this male is going to touch him? Intimately? In front of the crowd? His heart beats faster, he can't be hearing this correctly, there must be some mistake. The white male is attractive, very attractive, so much so his cock is already straining against his pants at the mere mention of the male touching him. Gods, it’s been so long since he had someone touch him, but not in front of a crowd!

“Chief Zaran.” The white male says softly, tapping a finger against the smaller male's chest. “Who are you?”

“Soren.” The male gasps, feeling a shiver go through his fur at Zaran’s touch.

Leaning close to Soren’s ear, Zaran whispers softly, his breath fluttering over Soren’s fur, causing him to shiver. “Soren, you will be my mate for
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