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​​​Excerpt

"Someone has been a baadd girl," it said. 

I stumbled back in surprised, "Please don't hurt us!" I begged. 

It licked it's lips, sharp fangs glinting against the sunlight. "Why not?" he grinned. 

"I- I- I'll do anything you want," I said. "My mistress! She'll pay for you to bring me back," I begged. 

"I have no use for money," he said, laughing and howling at the same time. It sent shivers down my spine. 

I was terrified for my life. I tried to back away from him, but my back had hit against a tree, blocking my path. 

"Please!" I gasped, "don't kill us." 

"I'm not going to kill you," he laughed. "I'm going to fuck you," he said. 

My eyes went to his giant cock and I crossed my legs. "I can't! I've never!" 

"Never fucked?" he laughed, turning to look at Zeke. He was awake and was looking at us intently. "You've never fucked her?" he laughed. 

I daren't move, feeling a warmth travel between my legs, making me wet with arousal at the thought of being fucked while Zeke watched. 

The wolf sniffed the air, inhaling a giant gulp of air. "Mmm..." he moaned, the rumble vibrating in the air, "how about this," he said. "Let me fuck her and I'll let the both of you go," he said. 

"No!" Zeke screamed the same time I shouted, "Yes!" 

"The lady agrees," he chuckled. I watched in horror was his face scrunch up in pain, the bones rearranging itself to become more human, the grotesqueness of it all making my stomach roll. 

"No!" Zeke screamed again, running towards us. The wolf was taking a more and more human form, his large body shrinking down somewhat. He grabbed Zeke by the neck, his arms still rippling with muscles, though the fur was rapidly disappearing. 

Zeke choked and struggling, his feet dangling in the air. I grabbed at the wolf's arms with both hands, trying to hit him into letting Zeke go. 

"I'll do it! Please don't hurt him!" I screamed. 

Wolf threw Zeke like a rag doll until his head hit the trunk of a tree. 

"Strip, Red," he demanded. 
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Spanked By The Mistress
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I woke up, shooting up from the bed as if I had just been soaked in ice cold water, which was true. My mistress had chosen to wake me up today by pouring a bucket of cold water at me. 

"Wake up, slave!" she screeched, pulling me up by the collar on my neck. 

"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry," I mumbled, grabbing my hair so that she doesn't pull out of the roots of my scalp. I was being pulled out of the small cottage we shared. It never ceased to surprise me how her skinny frame was able to produce such loud sounds or had enough energy to pull me anywhere at all. 

"Get breakfast ready," she demanded, opening to door to illuminate the humid and gloomy inside of the cottage. No matter how many times I tried to implore her to open the windows, she insisted on keeping the cottage airtight.

My mistress dragged me out of the cottage and slammed the wooden door shut behind her, ignoring the specks of dust and broken wood that fell down after her. 

The light shined on her graying hair and brought attention to the wrinkles on her face. She was old enough to be my grandmother. If she had been beautiful once, as she liked to claim, I did not see how. There was no beauty left in the hard features of her face. Her nose was crooked and her eyes were set too wide apart, eyeballs often looking at different directions instead of at the same place. Her jaw was wide and her bones hard and defined. Skin clung to her skull and made her look truly horrendous. I had never seen her smile except when she was mocking or punishing me, but even then she was not beautiful. 

"Get breakfast ready!!" she screamed again, throwing me against the garden floor. Dirt clung to my body, as my rags barely kept me clean from anything at all. I wore a white towel around my chest and black silk around my waist. Both were torn in so many places that if people could see my private parts if I was not careful to keep myself covered.  

I hurried to collect the vegetable that she wanted for breakfast. She is a creature of habit, if nothing else. Corn from the small garden that I managed and a fresh pot of milk I traded from town.

Sometimes Zeke would bring the milk to me, if he had the time. 

That doesn't appear to be the case today. I tried to look as decent as I could in my old clothes that barely managed to cover my decency. I ended up pulling up the red blanket hung out to dry and wrapped it around myself. The rags were barely enough to cover my legs and I was aware that with every step I took, cool air brushed between my thighs, sending cold shivers to my loins.  

I made sure to cover the leather collar on my neck so that the townsfolk won't be able to see that I had an owner. I was not the only person with a leather collar to mark that I was someone's property but it always shamed me to have to display so blatantly that I did not belong to myself. 

As I walked into the forest towards town, I thought again of Zeke, the handsome young man who had been helping me with my shopping and bringing me some of the things that I needed so that I didn't have to walk past the forest to get the things I needed every other day. 

The forest made small, scary noises as I walked through it, my shoes crunching against the grass and dried leaves. I distracted myself by wondering what had prevented Zeke from bringing me things today. It was probably a question of whom rather than what.  His Master, though not as cruel and sadistic as mine, gave him a lot of chores to occupy his every waking minute. 

His master was not as cruel as my mistress, from what I have gathered. My mistress enjoyed pulling my hair and mocking me while she watched me do work. Sometimes, when the work I did was not good enough for her, she would pull down my panties and spank me with the wooden spoon that I used to scoop soup with. Often, I worried about the hygiene of spanking me with the same utensil I used to cook with. On the other hand, the spoon hurt much less than her other punishments so I kept my mouth shut and just made sure to clean the scooping spoon after she was done with it. 

I rubbed my sore wrists, remembering yesterday night when she thought that it was my fault she burned her tongue with the soup that I had just finished cooking. 

"Stupid slave!" she exclaimed, slapping my face roughly. She pulled my rags down until my naked breasts sprung out of their clothing confines. 

I quickly tried to cover my decency, but she was quicker. She grabbed my wrists and spread them far apart from my chest so that my bare tits were in her full view. 

"Look at those ugly breasts," she spat. Then, she pulled me to the bed and tossed me onto it. Dust clouds formed immediately and I fought from being suffocated by the thick dust. She tied my wrists to the bedposts. 

Then, she climbed on top of me, straddling me with her legs on either sides of my waist. She was heavy for someone so small and her weight on my chest forced air out of my lugs. 

"Please! I'm sorry!" I gasped. 

She slapped my face, "Quiet girl! Stupid slaves must be punished," she said, slapping my tits together so that they bounced against one another. 

"Ahh!" I gasped, sting of the pain echoing in my ears. Sharp jolts of pain went from the soft flesh of my mounds to my core and I fought to sink deeper into the bed to escape her punishing hands. 

She continued slapping my breasts, first on the right, then left, alternating from one to another and leaving red angry handprints on my breasts. 

I cried out in pain as she slapped my breasts mercilessly. 

"Good slaves don't make unnecessary noises!" she screeched, squeezing my tits together until the nipples were touching each other. Then, she flicked them together so that my nipples were teasing each other. Sharp jolts of pleasure coursed through my veins and I felt as if all my pleasure sensors were awakened.  

I moaned, crossing my legs together tightly, feeling the butterflies in my stomach fluttering until they were between my legs. Was it wrong that her punishment sometimes made me feel so good? I bit my bottom lip to keep from moaning. 

Her lips came down on my tits and started suckling them, like a baby sucking milk that wasn't there. 

Her hands continued to rub and massage my tits, pulling the flesh of my mounds while she suckled my taut nipples. Her wet tongue burned my flesh, sending shocks of pleasure through me. 

"Does this feel good to you, slave?" she asked, her voice a screech that pained my ears. She jumped up from me and started forcing me legs apart. 

I struggled and tried to push her away with my legs, only to have her pull my legs wide apart one by one. She pulled my
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