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      In exchange for his brother’s life, a young man strikes a bargain with Budhi Pallien, goddess of the forest…and the Kama Sutra position of the Tigress was born.

      

      Pain and pleasure twine hand in hand, and if you open yourself to the possibilities, you may find your passion to be as strong as a goddess’s…

      

      A steamy jungle femdom short story by legendary erotica heavy-hitter Andrea Dale.
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      Gather close, my daughters and sons, for I have another tale to tell you, a tale of great courage and great love and yes, great passion, too. You have already heard how the Lotus came into being, and why the Wheelbarrow was so named, and now it is time for you to hear of the Tigress.

      Long ago, the gods and goddesses spent more time in the world of men. Some found us amusing; others, an annoyance to be avoided. Still others used us for whatever reasons they chose, or no reason whatsoever except idle whimsy.

      Some walked among us in human form and others in their true form, and such was the whim of Budhi Pallien. Yes, you recognize that name: the forest goddess here in the north of India.

      Budhi Pallien could be a beautiful woman or a ferocious tiger, and she protected the forest, and of course tigers were close to her heart. So it came to be that a denizen of a small village was out hunting for food. His arrow went wide as he shot at a chital, and it struck a tiger who was also stalking the same deer.

      The goddess, as you might imagine—for I see you shuddering with fear—went into a rage. She stalked the young man as he had stalked the chital, and she carried him away into the forest to meet his punishment.

      But this is not his story. This story is about Duranjaya, the young man’s brother, whose name means “heroic son” and who journeyed deep into the forest to rescue his sibling.

      It is said he traveled for thirty days, and it is also said he wandered for a hundred, and it is also said he journeyed for only three, which is the way of these types of stories. The important point is that he found Budhi Pallien before the goddess had killed his brother.

      The other, perhaps less important but perhaps more important point, was that when he found them, he was at first struck dumb at the sight of the goddess’ beauty.

      She was tall, with breasts like ripe mangos and hips as curved and flowing as the Ganges. Her black hair glittered like moonlight and hung to her knees, and smelled like earth and dreams, and her skin was the color of cardamom.

      Duranjaya’s cock stirred beneath his dhoti. He wanted to bury his face between her breasts, breathe in the fragrance of her hair, caress the silk of her skin, and explore the treasures found between her thighs.

      It was the goddess herself who broke him from his reverie. Her eyes, golden and slitted like a great cat’s, glittered with amusement as she regarded him, and he knew she had seen his excitement. But wasn’t such a goddess used to being worshiped? Perhaps that was why she didn’t kill him outright.

      Instead, she said, “Why have you sought me out, handsome man? I get few devotees at my temple here.”

      “I have come to take my brother home,” Duranjaya said.

      His brother lay, bound by vines to a marble column of Budhi Pallien’s temple. He shook his head, obviously unable to speak by some spell, but Duranjaya paid him no heed.

      Budhi Pallien laughed, and her mouth was wide as a tiger’s when it yawns, and he could see the untamed beast barely contained by her human form. He was fearful even as he was aroused.

      “And what makes you think I would just hand over your brother at your request?” she asked. “Surely you know that when you beg a boon from a goddess, you must give her an offering worthy of her, an offering of equal or greater value to the favor you ask.”

      Duranjaya was not a stupid man, but in his haste to save his brother—and his stunned reaction to Budhi Pallien—he had not even considered the need for an offering.

      But being not stupid, and being as astute as he was, he had seen the way her gaze had taken him in, and he had noted that she called him handsome. Although he still assumed his life would be forfeit, he said,

      “I offer you myself in exchange for my brother.” He drew himself up, held himself tight to keep from trembling. “If you let my brother go, I will stay with you myself, and face whatever fate you would have cast upon him.” For Duranjaya lived up to his name’s meaning.

      This time, Budhi Pallien did not laugh. Instead, she paced, her silk sari flowing about her and outlining her lush figure. Duranjaya swallowed, unable to stop the throbbing of his cock, even if it meant the death of him. He, a mere mortal, showing his lust for Budhi Pallien could cause the goddess to take deep offense.

      If any man had shown such desire and lived, Duranjaya had never heard the tale.

      Budhi Pallien circled him slowly, stalking him, and he knew he was prey. When she was in front of him again, she said,

      “I will consider your offer. If you prove yourself to me, prove you are worthy to take your brother’s place, then I will release him unharmed.”

      “And if I do not prove myself?” Duranjaya asked.

      She smiled, and her teeth were white as ivory and sharp as fangs. “Then you will both die.”

      To his surprise, she held out her hand. He took it, and she drew him into the depths of the temple. As they passed his brother, she waved a hand over him, and he fell into a deep sleep.

      Duranjaya did not know if a goddess needed to sleep, or whether she sometimes took on her tigress form and stretched on the flagstones before the fire. Perhaps her bed, draped with colored silks and soft with pillows, was just a place for her to lounge in her human shape.

      Or, he realized now as she sliced the kurta from his body, a place for her to take pleasure.

      The rest of Duranjaya’s clothing fell away, and Budhi Pallien paced around him again. This was how he must please her, he knew, how he must prove himself worthy.

      His erection grew; arousal shivered through him, hardening him, readying him. Although he had no wife, he was far from inexperienced, and in fact he found himself relishing the challenge of pleasuring a goddess. That she was stunning, that he reacted to her without a touch, would only add to his own pleasure.

      It is one thing to be brave—it is another to be overconfident.

      She was the goddess of the forest, and thus she had dominion over it. At her unspoken commands, thick vines twined their way in beneath the archways and down along the columns. They reached into the air and wrapped around Duranjaya’s wrists, drawing his arms above his head.

      Anchoring him in place. Leaving him stretched and vulnerable to the deity’s whims.

      He had heard of such games before, but never played them, and indeed he had only briefly considered them with the thought that the woman would be at his mercy.

      Now he was helpless, and to his surprise, it was not an unwelcome sensation at all, even as he knew Budhi Pallien would not be gentle and was unlikely to be truly merciful.

      She stalked him still, sizing up her prey, and yet all he could think of was that even if he died in the end, his last moments would be in ecstasy.

      Her hand cupped the fullness of his sac, measuring, considering. She trailed a single nail along the underside of his cock, from base to tip.

      He bit back a moan, but the twitching of his member revealed all he felt. Budhi Pallien laughed, low and sultry, almost a tiger’s rumbling purr.

      “I am glad my lingam pleases you,” Duranjaya said, although the throbbing of his blood in his veins and the need for relief made it hard for him to speak. “It is but yours to use as you see fit.”

      He hoped that would be soon.

      She laughed again. “Foolish man,” she said. “You are mine to use as I see fit—all of you. But your lingam is indeed proud and well-sized…” She encircled the length of him with her fingers. “Long and thick,” she said. “You must have given many women great pleasure.”

      He dipped his head. “It is not only one’s prick that gives pleasure,” he said. “How one works with the tools he has makes the difference.”

      “We shall put your tool to good use,” Budhi Pallien promised. “But not just yet. I am still taking measure of you.”

      And as he stood there, helpless, she explored every part of him. Kisses were exchanged with bites, caresses with scratches. Sweat ran down his back, the salt causing the wounds to burn.

      But to his surprise, the stinging only added to his arousal.

      When she slid a finger between his cheeks, probing, his hips jerked forward. His cock thrust futilely into empty air, weeping fluid, but he knew better than to beg for a touch to bring him relief.

      “Shall I find a smooth cylinder of jade to slide in here?” she purred in his ear.

      “If that would add to your amusement,” he said between gritted teeth.

      “Hm.” Her finger flexed within him, and he couldn’t help but cry out at the sensation. “Perhaps later,” she said. “I never grow weary of tormenting handsome men, but I want pleasure, too, and wish to see what you can provide.”

      The binding vines rustled away. He had little time to rub his stiff shoulders before Budhi Pallien was drawing him toward the soft, cushioned platform.

      How many other men had she brought here? he wondered. He knew he was not her first, and would be far from her last. It wasn’t jealousy that made him wonder, but curiosity and again a sense of wanting to gratify her, to be a worthy lover.

      He wasn’t surprised when she pushed him down into the sea of silk; of course she would take the dominant position. Propped up on his elbows, he watched, mouth dry and cock throbbing, as she let her sari slither down to pool at her feet. As he’d known she would be, she was exquisite.
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