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Chapter One

The Unwanted

Life was hard. That Kalesh knew. Sometimes he thought it was the only thing he knew.

His father, for example, or his mother, even his true tribe—he knew them not. The gray sky was above, and the birds of the air, those that twittered and sang and those that soared and wheeled and dived without mercy, swift and exulting and fierce, while below was the solid earth. And upon the latter, in the unending wilds of deep forest and jagged mountain, cool rushing streams and secret hidden lakes, lived Kalesh, child of none, friend of none, kinsman of none. Life was hard, and for a strange orphan like the dark-eyed Kalesh it was harder still.

Oh, perhaps long ago, in the times of the fathers’ fathers’ fathers that stretched back so far that no one could count, it had been worse. That, so claimed the tales handed down by generation upon generation, had been the Time of Great Ice that followed the even more remote Time of the Giants. In the beginning, of course, things were good. At the very forging of the world, the foundries of the giants glowed and sparked from mountaintops, and the earth was warm and soft, as yielding and fertile as the down-furred belly of a maiden who blushes and bites her coy lip when for the very first time she lies back to spread her smooth fair thighs, and yet smirks secretly, too, as with mock-hesitation she reaches down to pull herself open, slippery and pink and achingly ready. The earth was a garden then, bounteous. Things grew forth, forerunners of all else that was to come.

But after the giants’ hammers fell for war rather than making, the furnaces on the peaks just under the clouds went cold, and with them the warmth of the very earth. The frozen, almost-barren world had been stalked then by huge cats with curving dagger teeth that preyed upon enormous-antlered stags whose bellies were head-high, mammoths twice as big as any seen now, and puny man alike. Men had lived in holes in the rock, it was said, and the wind was fierce, and the sun never shone. Nothing grew, or little, and a fire let go out would most likely never be kindled again, with death to those who huddled about it. Yes, so it was said.

Apparently some of the old untended peaks smoldered once more, in the still-icy wastes of the craggy far north and in mountains thrust right out of the waves in the north of the great Western Sea, but the world still was not easy. Maybe it never would be again. Gone were the giants and their fabulous works, gone was the magic, gone the mythic times of peace and plenty. Men hunted and fished to stay alive, and even fought one another and stole. They crafted the tools and the weapons, while women plucked and scrabbled and gathered, and scraped skins and wove and pounded pots and fired them. Great beasts still prowled the night, and mysterious gods laughed and shook the heavens and threw down lightning and wind and rain at will. So had it been since little men began to walk the earth, and so always would it be.

But at least the others of this tribe had a place, a family, a future. Kalesh had none of these, and he knew it. The knowledge in him was grim, resigned, like that of one of the dogs that snuffles and cringes and whines around the camp, seemingly whipped into submission, yet perhaps with a last feral gleam that still flickers somewhere deep within its rheumy eye. Kalesh was a man, or so the youngster told himself stubbornly—yet while he had the years of manhood, he of course had not the status. To the others, after all, he was but a cur, a hanger-on, sometimes useful, more often not, an object never truly wanted of its own worth. He knew it. Everyone knew it. In a way, things would have been easier if the childless kind-hearted man who had rescued him from his burnt and ransacked village had stayed his hand instead, and left the infant to perish unknowing. Yet instead he had stooped and picked up the tiny lad, but the orphan’s protector died later in a quarrel with the chief even before Kalesh could remember, and his wife was forfeit along with all his goods, so Kalesh could only linger on alone.

He tried to help, but usually his help was spurned. Sometimes they beat or whipped him for getting in the way, sometimes just for sport. He could not fight back, of course, for there were too many. And yet he was afraid to leave, for the world was wide, with even worse dangers lurking all around. His hooded gaze, therefore, was as wary as that of the most experienced mammoth-hunter, and he grew fast, so fast, at jumping, running, flinging himself out of the way of the kicks and cuffs and occasional missiles of the casually cruel who needed something to enliven their boredom. His hands were clever, for he had had to learn to make his own clothing and his own meager tools, and he was adept at repairing his humble dwelling, which others at their whim liked to trample and rend.

Sometimes one-eyed old Haramop, the chief, crept into the lean-to the black-haired young man constructed at the very edge of the settlement and made him… do things. There was no need for it, for the chief had more than enough wives, some his own and others that he had stolen from good men. It amused him, though, to take his pleasure in other ways, too. Kalesh did not like it, but no one could resist wicked old Haramop, for he was still strong, cunning, and completely ruthless, and whatever he said, many believed. What, after all, was the word of mere Kalesh against the snarl of mighty Haramop?

Thus Kalesh could only squat there, screw his eyes shut, and do what the bad man said. He was fiercely ashamed, and yet sometimes he grew confusedly erect, too, at the salty-sweet smell of some young wife’s lower belly that wafted from those hated silver-streaked curls, or the slippery fishy taste of her oozing from the swollen, taut skin the foul, veiny old thing. Oh, if only he could have a wife like that someday! he bewailed inwardly. A wife to look upon him and smile beckoningly, a wife to open up her long white arms and invite him down inside of her, where he would see nothing but her, feel nothing but her, smell nothing but the musky tang of her own excitement…  Oh, what bliss it would be!

Kalesh, however, could never win a woman, for he was himself lower even than the lowest wife. Haramop often laughed and told him so as he urged the unwilling boy on. The great chief had many women, he bragged as he gripped his wrinkled old fingers in the younger man’s heavy black hair to pull his wincing head up and down again and again. Grand Haramop had shapely wives for merely touching and toying with, he said, nimble-fingered wives for cooking and mending, big-hipped wives for breeding. And if he did not wish a child, why, he even had wives for that, too! Yes, he had flat-chested little wenches whose pretty faces on command would drop between the heavy thighs of whatever senior wife he had just used and obediently slurp clean her pulled-open pink nest of flesh and hair and fluids so that the lustful old man would not have another mouth to feed.

But Kalesh was not even worth that, taunted the scarred, one-eyed swaggerer. He was not fit to be in the tribe at all, let alone touch a woman in those places, even if it was only to lick up some better man’s mess. This was the only thing he was good for, growled the self-satisfied chief as he rolled the boy’s mouth sticky and swirling all about the engorged head of his throbbing upthrust organ. Laughing, Haramop called him bad names and made him truly take his time, for the longer the lean-ribbed mongrel worked, he told the boy sneeringly, the bigger the meal he would get in his hungry belly. Once poor Kalesh had known no better, thinking that the sour gruel for which he strove surely must be food of some kind, else great Haramop would not have said it. Now he knew the truth, though, and no matter how his miserable cheeks bulged, when at last he swallowed, Kalesh knew bitterly that the only thing it benefitted was Haramop’s wicked pride.

Really, the only friend poor Kalesh had was the little one between his legs. He did not do anything bad with it, like leering Haramop did with his wrinkled old thing, but still it was a source of much furtive pleasure. More than any other man, or even woman, his life was toil, for he could depend on no one. Now and then he was given secret scraps by someone else who resented Haramop, but more often Kalesh’s days were spent alone in the forest. He dug for grubs, he scavenged for berries and roots and mushrooms, and sometimes he could trap an animal. Always, though, he took a different hidden and devious route, for though no man valued or respected him, of course any would be happy to take what he had gathered. And now and then, on those rare and wondrous occasions when he had actually eaten enough not to feel starving, and then had slaked his thirst from some cool rivulet, Kalesh had lain down in dappled, mossy shade and made himself feel good.

Really, it was the perfect complement to the rare meal that truly satisfied—satisfaction piled upon satisfaction. Life was hard. Toil was endless, pain ever-present, and other men evil. For a few brief moments, however, he could make himself forget it all. As his nostrils tingled with the remembered second-hand scent of some unknown girl’s most secret places, he would let his eyes slide closed and try to forget where he had smelled that intimate, fiercely womanly odor of salt and innermost body, and focus instead only on that smell, that smell, that smell…  Ah, what it did to him!

Shuddering, he rolled the thin, stretchable skin of his thickening organ back and forth across the swelling rim of its bloated purple head, back and forth, as the slippery tip glistened and oozed and dripped with clear fluid. Mm, and sometimes he would scratch and pull at the hairy bags jouncing beneath, swollen heavy with the promise of their seed. How pleasantly he could tease and tantalize his flesh, getting close to that nameless joy he sought, then backing shiveringly away, faster and then slower, on and on, an agony of waiting. With practice he could make himself so fluttery and juicy inside that when at long last his whole body stiffened and his manhood pulsed and throbbed crazily in his fist, he seemed to turn himself inside-out, the tiny slit at the tip of the bloated purple thing feeling like it dilated as wide as his thumb as it flung gout after gout of the cool, clammy goop from navel to neck and beyond, endlessly.

Oh, how he wanted a woman of his own, a slender, supple thing pretty and petite and powerless—to leer at and touch whenever he wanted, to have, to keep, to put under him at night and do things to…  Kalesh did not really know much of what a girl was like down there, but from things he had heard other men chuckle about, he supposed he had a general idea. It would be hairy like he was, but the thing would stick in somehow rather than out, opening up wet and pink and smelling like what already haunted his dreams. Yes, and once he had some girl in his power, then it would be his turn to do to her anything that amused him, anything—any outrage to pique and goad his own excitement ever higher, and to make his shapely victim writhe and whimper and moan! He was not quite sure exactly all the things he would do, but they would be glorious.

And as impossible was the forbidden notion that outcaste Kalesh might ever have a woman all for himself, the poor boy could never forget the sole time he actually had touched one…  Whenever he thought of that night, his blood seethed, and he had to touch himself—had to. It was the one thing that kept his foolish daydream alive.

Her name was Mara, and she was the youngest daughter of a very low-ranking family that already had too many offspring still living. She was slim and rather boyish, with breasts no one thought to look at. Like Kalesh, and therefore to his secret delight, she had night-black hair and dark eyes, too. Her mouth was red and saucy, and sometimes he pictured that quick, crooked-lipped smile of hers, and he shivered somewhere deep within. Her father was not a favorite of Haramop, so marrying the daughter of such a man would bring favor to none. And the girl herself seemed of very little use in any practical way either, being of no more than average skill, it appeared, at any womanly task. The old crones who oversaw the work of the village cuffed her frequently for her mistakes and always shifted the girl back and forth among themselves, each eager to be rid of her, if only for a little while. She was very quiet, and though sometimes he spied her eyes flash sullenly, she never talked back.

And yet, and yet…  Why, sometimes late at night, this Mara crept out of her tent and, did things to boys! It was not a secret, and yet it was. People spoke of it in dark murmurs and said bad words, but none of the fathers ever did anything about the older women’s complaints—most likely they had their turns at her, too. Many would not have felt the touch of a thing so firm and youthful and smooth for years and years and years had it not been for this girl, and when wives began to mutter of it over-much, well, then a swollen blue-black jaw or a cut lip all puffy and raw and oozing would keep jealous tongues quieter, if not any less sulking. Lanky young Mara was debased and spurned, but in her own silent, almost aloof way there was a haughtiness about her that no one save Kalesh appeared to sense. When the wild hunger took her, she prowled the night like the great dagger-toothed cats of old, and in a way it seemed that she did the things she did not for the pleasure of men and boys but for her own. It was a strange thing to think, and it made Kalesh feel… most peculiar indeed inside.

Yes, from his lonely lean-to at the very edge of the encampment, Kalesh saw it all. Light-footed and silent and yet fearsomely eager, the raven-haired Mara might tiptoe from tent to tent to do the things that would make her feel good. She used her mouth—that is what he had heard from beyond the edges of the whispering circles now and then. She crept in, she got down on her hands and knees alongside some sleeping boy, she opened up her smirking red lips, and she just sucked and sucked and sucked until she got the thick mouthful she craved. And then, laughing inside, she swallowed with a great wet smack. Some said she touched herself, too.

If more than one boy slept there, then once he had panted and gasped and spurted at her command, she would wake the next, quietly, in the very same way, and the next and the next, until all were satisfied—until she was satisfied. Brother after brother, uncles, fathers, doddering old grandfathers who could no longer tell past from present from dream—she sucked them all when the mood struck her. Yet no matter who it was that shivered and groaned under her hungry lips, still it was all for her and her alone. No one like Haramop had to force her—and in fact she never crept in upon the one-eyed swaggerer, never, which pleased Kalesh very secretly. And no grinning brave had to ask her either. Sometimes the dark-eyed girl simply hungered for seed, and she took it. And afterward, with her eyes shining huge and her cheeks flushed and her chin dripping, she went to the next tent and did it more, ever more.

Many were the nights that Kalesh, peering excitedly from within the dark entrance of his lean-to, watched this strange girl dance in starlight or moonlight from hut to hut and tent to tent, himself helplessly stiff as he thought of the things she did. Breathless and sweaty, he rubbed his stiff penis as he imagined it all. Why did she do it? he asked himself sometimes in his desperate, wordless arousal. Was it not wicked and wrong? Was it not foul? And yet… clearly Mara hungered for cum, wanted to feel it and smell it and taste it, wanted to gorge herself upon it until her belly was swollen tight as a drum.

What must she look like? he wondered, thrilling himself. Her head would be bowed, he supposed dirtily, but not with the dread and awe in which one beseeched the gods and not with the secret sullenness with which children sometimes bore the reproach of their elders. No, he told himself, this Mara would bow her head in eagerness. Her dark eyes might flash with some fierce unnamable emotion, but then as her parted red lips found what they needed, her eyes would grow dreamy and naughtily content. With movements so purposeful and swift and sure, she would bob her head again and again and again, making her shining long hair dance and sway. Perhaps boys could gawk down her neck and see the tiny little breasts there, smooth and white and unhandled.

Ah, and what must she sound like? She was quiet, certainly, so as not to wake the women, the frowning, jealous, vengeful old women who would, if they could, drive the skinny bad-girl from their huts, then the village, perhaps even the world itself, with lashings that would strip her flesh straight down to the bone and leave it hanging red and glistening for the delight of the hawks and ravens. Yet surely there would be at least some sound—the breath snorting in her flared nostrils, the slippery slide of flesh upon flesh, the wet little slobbers of her hungry animal feeding. How that would rile a boy’s blood!

What must she smell like? As she squatted there, barefoot and bobbing on the tamped earth floor, her angular, unknown little body would carry with it the powerful liquid scent of her fierce arousal. Ah, the salty-sweet, oh-so private reek of cunt, hairy and open and fiercely excited, crackling under shameless fingers. She would touch herself there to make her feel good, and with her bony knees cast wide, anyone could smell it, anyone!

And, oh, what must she feel like…? Mm, the thought of that girl’s mouth calmly rolling back the skin to bare the sensitive purple head standing thick and swollen and already oozing, and her soft lips settling down, down, down, so smooth and sticky and warm, still slippery from the last man’s seed. And she would do things then, all the things that made a man feel good. When poor Kalesh had to do this to Haramop, it was shame beyond belief, but for Mara it was different somehow. For none of it was for the hairy creatures of sinew and sneers who reviled the likes of her and Kalesh as well. It was for her, all for her.

In daylight the strange Mara again would be spurned and ignored, or talked about behind her back. Certainly after what she had done, no man would ever want her for a wife. And yet in the secret dark of night no man could resist her then. Her mouth gave pleasure for which there were no words, and yet somehow, in a way he could not name or even understand, that smirking mouth took, too. They all thought she was dirty and wicked and unworthy, and yet really she was better than the men of this tribe, and they were below her, far, far below, and Kalesh felt he could look down on them. He could not explain it, and yet it was true.

But still he touched himself. He thought of the girl’s mouth, and the things she did, and how good all those other boys must feel. It excited him all the more that even while he pulled and pulled at his throbbing meat in the delight of his frustration, her mouth was doing all the shameful, dirty, wondrous things to the others. How he longed for the treatment himself! Yet Kalesh, of course, was beneath the notice even of one so low as the demeaned Mara.

And yet once— why, once, perhaps two winters earlier, the girl’s hunger must have gnawed at her, and though her little belly must have been absolutely full already of roiling gray goo, before she sneaked back to her own tent, she suddenly stopped. Perhaps somehow she heard the soft sound of Kalesh’s hand jerking at his rigid red flesh as he watched. Perhaps a faint gleam of moonlight seeped back far enough into the shadows under the roof of the entrance that she caught sight of the motion of his frantic struggles. Perhaps it was something else. Yet one way or another, like a dog that has caught the scent of what it hunts, she turned her head and looked his way. Those dark eyes flashed, her nostrils twitched, and her red lips curled up at the corners.

Eagerly she trotted over, and before the startled Kalesh could even think to release his manhood, let alone draw back, she had ducked inside, her huge dark eyes shining in a sort of triumph. “Give it to me, boy!” she whispered. “Give it to me! Now!" And as he could only goggle at her in disbelief, she leaned hungrily down and sucked him into the paradise of her mouth.

Oh, the joy of it! He moaned softly as the insides of those warm, wet, cum-slippery cheeks pulled smoothly against his taut-skinned naked penis, somehow both demanding and needy all at once. It was like nothing he had ever felt before. He was already dripping wet with the clear juices that seep and ooze before the sweet explosion of the red mountain of fire, but she did not stop, did not flinch, and did not shrink back. Her breath stank of the swallowed seed of ten, fifteen, twenty throbbing cocks, and her drooling gums swam with the bubbling residue, and yet still she craved to wrap her mouth around yet another strange penis and simply feast.

Happily Kalesh squirmed upon the mangy sleeping-furs that shielded him so inadequately from the hard ground beneath. For a moment, though, he forgot everything else—forgot the chill of his ill-protected toes, forgot the cramp from sitting cross-legged, forgot the half-buried stone that pushed against the side of his splayed hip. Nothing existed now but that mouth, that supple, smooth, excited young mouth traveling up and down over the pleasantly aching stiffness that the very thought of her had caused. She licked, she sucked, she gummed. She swirled her flushed face, making heavy waves of starlit sable toss and flutter about the naked skin of his exulting thighs.

Panting, he watched the bobbing top of the head of the strange girl who thirsted for seed. How beautiful it was! In her furtive, animal actions was a simple, primitive grace such as he had never known existed. From what the others had said about her, and from what the poor red-faced boy himself had had to do for the wicked Haramop, he had thought this thing of Mara’s would be a dirty thing. But it was not, he realized in wonderment. It was as natural and wild as the tumult of a waterfall, or the proud movements of the hawk grooming its broad golden wing-shoulders, eyes lordly and unblinking and fierce. This mouth, too, was fierce in a way, smooth and soft and yet fierce to show its calm, cunning power. Kalesh could not resist it. Soon, he knew, grinning tightly, very soon, he would give her what she wished. And he wished it, too, so, so much.

As he trembled there, loose-lipped and reeling, he felt Mara’s hand clutch his bare hip for support, sometimes reach inward and fondle the tight-pulled makers of his seed. Mm, it felt good. She did it not for him but for herself, with the determination of a woman rolling her fingers in the moist earth for plump grubs that wriggled beneath. He knew this, and yet he did not care. Her fingers plucked and pulled without shame, making him respond.

And yet her other hand, he knew dimly, did something else, too. He could not see it, but he could hear it, smell it. Squatting open on the cold damp earth, this girl touched herself fiercely. The fishy smell of her filled his nose, his wondering mouth, his very lungs, enough to make his member stand aching and rigid even untouched, and her bunched fingertips squelched and rasped and bubbled. Tight-curled black hairs, unseen but heard, sounded scratchy-soft, but beneath those tangled strands lay something slippery-smooth and dripping with the secret nectars of its own excitement. It stank beautifully of the way she had rubbed herself all night long, without shame, as she feasted upon man after man.

Mara was a bad, bad girl, he told himself unsteadily. No one but a bad-girl would do this. And yet scarcely even realizing that he was doing it, he raised one hand and stroked it almost gently through her long, glossy black hair. With the grateful tenderness of a boy who has never been touched, he caressed the head of this strange creature whose heart harbored such unspeakable desires. Her puckered red lips worked at his upstanding organ as mindlessly and shamelessly as a baby pulls at the thick, sweetly spurting nipple of its mother’s lolling milk-heavy breast. Yet what this dark spigot of meat would squirt, he told himself dirtily, was not milk…

As the blood surged below his belly, Kalesh bit his lip. A little self-consciously, but feeling that it must be done, he began to call the girl names. Some were bad things that Haramop said to him, but others he made up. It made him feel mean, and guilty in a way, but it made him feel big and male and strong, too. Ah, this was what it meant to have a girl! he told himself. Mm, to have her, to force her, to fill her and soil her and leave her  dripping with the shame of what he had done!

“You are a whore!” he whispered fiercely as Mara’s lips nursed and smacked unheeding. “No man would want you for a wife because of what you have done!" His face burned, and his fist clenched spasmodically in the girl’s heavy hair, clenched and twitched in confusion, but though it embarrassed him somehow, he could not stop the words. “You are bad! The worms of the mud are not as low as you. So suck it, you clumsy, skinny girl no one likes! Suck it and make yourself worthy of something.”

Smiling to herself, the girl continued without complaint, her flushed eyelids happily closed as she smacked and gulped. Feverishly strove the slim hand between her own quaking thighs.

“You want my cum!” Kalesh accused gleefully. “You are a dirty cocksucker of no family, no worth, no beauty." The girl’s long lashes lay lovely and dark and dense upon cheeks so flushed and suddenly desirable that no man could resist, but he forced himself to heap more scorn upon her. “You are excited and filthy and wet. You want my seed! You want the taste of it, the feel of it, spurting, splashing, and writhing down your dirty whore-throat! Do you not? Do you not?”

Without volition, his wiry young fist suddenly yanked, sharp and demanding, making the girl’s delicate neck arch helplessly backward. Mara’s eyes snapped wide, and for a moment her still-open mouth could only work soundlessly like that of a great fish thrown up onto a dry stream-bank to struggle and gasp. Her tongue, which an instant before had worried the sensitive underside of his cockhead so devotedly, still flopped and wallowed and rolled in its need.

“Do you not?” grinned Kalesh tightly. He felt the fitful resistance of her as that mouth tried to drag itself back to what it craved. “Do you not!”

“Yes,” she cried at last, her dark eyes suddenly pleading, “yes!" Most likely in all of her other midnight trips through the village the girl had never dared even whisper a word, but now, in Kalesh’s remote and lonely abode, her voice at last could sing of its unnatural desires. “Please,” she begged, completely without dignity as she pulled against his fist and toward his fat purple cockhead, rubbing herself beneath her black-furred belly the whole while, “p-please. P-p-please…?”

Laughing, Kalesh released the struggling girl, and in an ecstasy of gratitude she lunged her soft mouth hungrily about him once more. She was smooth and soft and wet, and though she had done this to so, so many others already, right now she was just for him, all for him. Oh, the feel of that mouth, doing things he had never imagined could be done to one such as Kalesh! Her full red lips kissed him there, caressed him, cradled him snug and safe and warm, and he knew, thrilling deep within, that his swollen purple member which pulsed and dripped and shivered could do anything, anything, and that everything would be all right.

“Suck me, you wallowing, snorting cum-pig,” he whispered. He exulted in the desperation of her need, feeling those puckered red lips so wet and smooth and needy. “Show me how much you want it. If you are a good bad-girl, maybe I will give you a nice meal for your worthless little belly. Maybe." It was bad to say somehow—he did not quite know why—but oh, the joy of strutting so!

“Your family is so low,” sneered the boy with no family at all, “and your father so scorned, that you probably could not even live unless you sucked cock. Now suck or starve, you worthless skinny cocksucker! Suck or starve! Eat my filth. I have watched you all night, and now I am ready—I am ready!”

Cackling, he threw upon the slender, sweetly vulnerable girl all the frustration, all the wrath, all the badness he knew. He would not have thought he would do this, and yet now he could not help himself. And, too, the more of these terrible things he said, the more she responded. Oh, that mouth, that mouth! How it pulled and pulled and pulled, pleasuring him so that she could have her fill! “Yes, work for it,” he urged her swiftly at last, feeling something well up from deep within him. “Work for it, work for it…”

And there in Kalesh’s miserable little lean-to, the mysterious Mara at last brought forth what he needed—what she needed. The young man whimpered with the joy of it, suddenly helpless as a newborn babe, while his hips twitched, and his balls clenched and spasmed, and the bloated pillar of his manhood throbbed and jetted and glopped, and he filled her beautifully flushed cheeks to overflowing with every tangled gout of his clammy gray seed. Feeling warm and sleepy and utterly content, he poured himself into her, and his once-rough hands now clutched that generous raven-haired head gratefully to his fluttering lean-ribbed belly, clutched and hugged and stroked. On and on it went, as she snorted and shivered with what she did between her own shivering thighs. Ah, the strange feelings that roiled within him!

And when he was done, and his tired thing suddenly shrank little and wiggling so that the once-raging man now felt like a mere shamefaced boy, then gravely, almost smugly, the dark-eyed girl at last swallowed. She shook slightly, though, with the sweet exhaustion of her long night of wicked prowling, and at that sign of never-before-sensed weakness Kalesh felt a strange pang in his chest. Mara began to turn away again then, silent and cool and remote once more, her naughty cunt wet with what she had done, her belly gurgling full of the cum of so many, many, many men and boys. Just before she did, though, Kalesh, perhaps even more surprised than she, caught the soiled, spurned, reviled girl briefly by her narrow little hand and pressed his tingling lips against her soft, salty wet ones.

“I—I love you!” he whispered helplessly. And then she was gone.


Chapter Two

The Gifts from the Mount

That one night the naughty Mara came to Kalesh, but that one night only. He was indeed beneath notice, after all. With strange emotions the orphan outcaste watched from his humble lean-to as the village bad-girl crept some dark nights among the silent huts and tents and used her mouth to do the thing that made the whole tribe hate her, even the men and boys who wanted her the most.

Yes, he knew that even as they shuddered and gasped and poured themselves in grateful stuttering gouts down her hungry throat, those men reviled her, almost as much as they reviled the unwanted Kalesh. She was a nothing and a no one. She was easy to have, and therefore worthless, and so she was easy to hate. But no matter what people said, she never made a response. Perhaps, like Kalesh, she knew she dared not speak. For what could come of it but more evil words, fists, sticks and sharp stones?

And yet with Mara it was different somehow. Kalesh was low, and he knew it. He had no family. He had no friends. When the wicked Haramop sneaked in to his lean-to, then he, too, had to do bad things with his mouth, and he was ashamed. He could never lift his head, never. But with Mara it was different. It was like how a man would not make a response to what a worm or a snake or a toad might think. She was lower than low, and everyone knew it, and yet in her secret way she seemed to look down from some great height. Only Kalesh sensed it, though. But he did not understand.

And Kalesh, of course, could not help wanting her, too. This strange girl, black-haired and dark-eyed like he, was dirty and shameful. She was skinny and not very clever at anything, and she had come to him that night only as an afterthought, her cunt awash in the fishy juices of her own excitement, her mouth still slippery with the cum of so many others. She took his seed, she swallowed, and she left. That was all, he tried to tell himself—she was just a dirty whore. He had had no reason, he knew, to clasp the cock-grabbing hand of one such as her. He had had no reason to touch the dripping lips of one who used the soft red things the way she did. He had had no reason to speak any more than a curt, dismissive word of parting. Perhaps, he imagined, squinting sheepishly into the past, he never really had…

Helplessly, though, the poor boy rubbed at himself as he remembered what the terrible girl had done to him. He could not forget. Ah, that warm wet mouth, those huge dark eyes, and the dainty little fingers that danced and squelched and swirled through hairy, salty-sweet pink all the while! The mere thought set the guilty boy hard at once. He would touch himself then. And he would not stop—could not, could not—until he had squirted. More often than not, after he was done, he got excited again, and then he had to do it again, maybe two or even three times, until his poor wiggling little thing could take no more, no matter how hard he pinched and pulled in his frustration at that thin, stretchable skin now grown red and sore. That was the way it was with this thought.

And oh, what a mess he always made! He longed for that sweet sticky mouth that would give only pleasure and take away all care, but instead he could only spill the seed upon his belly, his chest, his face in cool, lonely glops. Usually when he had to do it so many times right in a row, he did not wipe right away—he left it all there so he could see just how much cum he had made. It was a proud and dirty thing. And then at the end, when he saw how bad it was, he imagined what it would be like somehow to get that stupid skinny girl he hated and to force her now to take it all away.

Mm, to slap her and call her bad names, and hopefully she would struggle so that he would have to slap her more and maybe tie her little wrists behind her back with cord. He would do things to her body then, strange things. He would make her moan and whimper and writhe, and she could not stop him. Yes, and then he would grab her by her beautiful long black hair, hard, and drag that cringing face all over him, her mouth sucking and slurping like a pig over every single piece of his fluttering bare body. Oh, that would show her! Often, of course, that thought made him have to touch himself just one last time…

He turned himself inside-out with the idea of what Mara had done, what she still did to others, what she might do again. Helplessly Kalesh emptied himself, but always later there was more. Sometimes he sobbed faintly, so profound was the release. Other times at night he dreamed of what had happened, and dreamed of what could not happen, and he woke confused, with his throat choked and the corners of his eyes feeling strange…

Yet one day a thing unexpected and unbelievable happened. It changed everything—everything.

Kalesh had traveled far from the village, gathering food that he could keep for himself, hidden, so that others of the tribe would not steal it. As always, he had taken a long, twisting route so that no one might follow him to his favorite gathering-grounds. This day, actually, he had journeyed deeper into the great forest than he ever had before, lured farther into the endless dappled shade by patches of savory mushrooms that took great skill to uncover. It was a good find.

Very gradually the ground had risen, rolling in low hills that eventually climbed upon one another to form at last a great summit like a long island in a sea of green, a lost island invisible from any but the closest distance because of the great towering trunks and spreading leaves of the deep forest. Rock stuck out of the ground here and there, and Kalesh, thinking of flint for tools, went on, sharp-eyed, bending now and then to examine the stone. The climb was higher than he had thought. Once started, though, he would not turn back—even a creature such as Kalesh had pride of a certain kind. Up he went, and by the time he reached the summit, even a young man hardened by beatings and lashings, and also by the running from them, was winded.

After casting around for a moment, he found a low seat of furrowed, weathered stone. There was no shade, for there were no trees to speak of—perhaps the soil was not deep enough for their mighty roots, he supposed. He sat, wiped his brow, and looked out over the top of the forest. It spread out around him in all directions, canopies of many levels, sunlit swaying green that dipped and curved with valleys through which, apparently, ran rivers. Far, far away in the hazy distance he thought he glimpsed mountains. He had never seen such expanses, and although the fatigue of the journey and the brightness of the sun made him sleepy, the sight was exciting somehow, too. Away and away stretched lands he would never see except from the great remove of this summit. There might be strange animals, strange tribes, and strange villages without number. Lonely Kalesh, though, would glimpse them only in his mind. It was a forlorn thought.

Frowning, he happened to glance down—and his eyes widened. Sun glinted strangely upon the crumbly, furrowed stone beside him. It was…  Well, it looked like a strip of metal, like one of the ornaments of copper or gold that sometimes made their way to the village, traded by strange hands across leagues without measure, one material from the frozen mines of the north or the rugged mountains of the east, and the other, it was said, from beyond of the Sea of the South, past lands of burning dry sand and perhaps even past the wet forests farther still where snow never fell. Seeing such an object always gave him a peculiar thrill of longing. And yet this—it was something stranger still. He knew it at once, and he felt his heart thump harder.

Peering, Kalesh ran his fingers over the odd thing. It was curved like the stone on which he sat, smooth overall and yet also scratched or incised with marks that somehow did not seem accidental. There was no hint of green, no brown or black, no patina or corrosion at all. The thing could not be copper, therefore. And yet neither was it gold. The color was between that of gold and that of copper, and yet somehow beneath it all there lurked an occasional shiver of blue that could not quite be pointed out—but there it was nevertheless, just at the edge of knowing, like a tiny faint star visible only when looking slightly aside, not straight on. He could not understand, but the wish to know burned suddenly within him.

The rock beneath his legs was crumbled, partially overgrown with moss and with grass, and the strange metal hoop was half buried in the earth. Thinking quickly, Kalesh jumped up. He found a heavy, solid-looking loose stone perhaps the size of his head laying a little ways away, and he picked it up and after tearing aside the sod, he began to hammer two-handed against the rock that held the mysterious thing. The sound of the blow was strange, but though the hair stood up on the back of his neck, he was too curious to stop. Stubbornly he hewed. Chips and pebbles flew. Jagged pieces began to crack and roll away. Some were hard but some like dried mud—he had never seen the like. Sweating, he knocked apart great chunks of the ancient rounded rock that held his prize.

