The Cabin

Part 2

Mandy woke up with a very dry, parched feeling in her throat.  She was so thirsty!  She felt like she hadn't had anything to drink in days!  She tried to roll out of bed and found herself against a mountain of suffocating fur instead.  A deep, grumbling snore emanated from the fur.

Slowly the events of the previous night pieced themselves back together.  The little lynx realized that she was half naked in a bed with an older male.  Her mother would have been mortified!  Her mind was much clearer now, the affects of the medicine the stranger had given her must have worn off.  Aside from the overwhelming thirst, she actually felt a little better.  Her head didn't hurt as much as it had, and she didn't feel as feverish.  There was something else.  She had a tingly, pulling sensation on her chest that wasn't altogether unpleasant.  In fact, quite the opposite.  

Mandy could still feel the warm, comforting weight of her infant brother on her chest.  She looked down at Joshua.  It was dark in the cabin, but her feline vision was passable at night providing it wasn't spoiled by a light source.   She was appalled to find that Josh had latched himself firmly onto one of her exposed nipples.  His toothless maw trying in vain to pry some sustenance from her virgin body.  He was sleeping peacefully despite the lack of milk.

“Oh no, Josh!”  She whispered to him as she tried to pull him away, but he was locked onto her as tight as a vise.  She had to pry a fingertip into the corner of his mouth to break the seal.  Her nipple slipping out of her brother's mouth was easily one of the oddest sensations she had ever experienced.  It sent a jolt down to her nethers.  

Having lost the comfort of a teat, Josh squirmed and started to fret in his sleep.  His mouth searched blindly for something to suckle.  Mandy knew if he didn't find something he would probably start to cry.  If he did that it would wake the stranger.

“Shh, shh.”  She tried to comfort the cub.  Maybe he would take her finger instead.  She put one into his mouth.  He suckled at it for a moment but rejected it.  It wasn't what he wanted.  His eyelids squeezed shut tightly and his nose wrinkled in anguish.  He was going to fly into a tantrum if she didn't do something.  

She didn't have a choice.  “Okay, okay, baby.”  Mandy whispered as she tapped her nipple on the cub's tongue.  Joshua took it eagerly, latching on and crushing his face into her chest.  Mandy gasped as her greedy brother slurped her teat and a good portion of her small breast into his throat.  She bit down on her paw to suppress her pleasure.  It felt really good.  It shouldn't have, but it did.  She had heard before that mothers cherish the time they spend feeding their young.  She knew now why.  It made her feel strange and wet down below, and she couldn't help feeling a little guilty about it.

Mandy took a moment to compose herself.  She wanted to get out of the bed without waking the slumbering giant, but she had to step over him to do so.  She carefully pulled back the covers off of herself and stood up in the bed.  The infant was still snugly attached to her by the sling.  She held her happily suckling brother steady with one paw and reached up to grab a rafter with her other.  She stepped over the snoring bear and dropped down onto the floor.

It was cold in the cabin.  The stove hadn't been stoked all night.  If it hadn't been for the stranger's body heat she would have woken up freezing.  She found a heavy shawl and wrapped it around herself, making sure her brother was properly protected from the chill.  It was much better than standing in nothing but her bloomers.  She found the bucket she kept the water in but it had a glaze of ice on top of it.  Her father had told her once it was bad to drink cold water in the winter, but she was so desperately thirsty.  She picked up a cup and broke the ice.  Surly it would be okay to drink only half a cup.  

The water was so cold it made her teeth hurt to drink it, but it did wonders for her dry throat.  She shivered.  Maybe it wasn't good to drink cold water.  She stooped over and opened the stove.  She poked at the ashes inside and was pleased to find a handful of burning embers still alive.  She threw in some kindling and blew on it.  It lit up without any trouble.  She tossed a few of the smaller split logs on it to get things going.  She refilled the cup and put it on the stove to warm up.

She stood close to the stove, waiting for what seemed like eternity for it to heat up.  When it did she pulled a chair up to it and sat.  There was really nothing else to do.  She couldn't start making breakfast, there was no food.  She had to pee a little bit, but it was still dark and she didn't want to go out in the cold and make the trek to the outhouse just yet.  The feline could hold it for a while longer.  What really worried her was the stranger in her bed.  What would happen when he woke up?  What if he wanted to mate?  If she spurned him would he force himself onto her?  Would that be worth it if he helped them?  It wouldn't hurt that much, would it?

Her brother was getting much too aggressive with her tit.  Probably annoyed at the lack of production.  It was making her nipple very sore.  She popped him loose and he immediately began to fuss.

“Don't worry.”  She cooed softly.  “I have another one.”  She turned him around and let him take her other nipple.  He settled down immediately and began to munch away.  It felt incredible.  The sensation was fresh and new on that side and she moaned as Josh suckled for all he was worth.  It made her ache longingly in her loins and she wanted to touch herself.  It was wrong to do something like that.  It was probably wrong to think something like that.

She checked the tin cup on the stove.  The water was lukewarm now.  As thirsty as she had been when she woke Josh must be the same.  No wonder he was working so hard.  Mandy opened the front of the shawl.  Josh looked up at her with a mouthful of feline tit.  The teen tipped the cup over her chest and dribbled the warm water onto her fur.  It trickled down to her brother's mouth.  He took in some of the water with a slurp through the side of his mouth.  Mandy noticed a spark of accomplishment from his eyes and she felt a strong motherly satisfaction.  She couldn't provide milk but at least she could do this. 

She continued like that for a while.  Letting her brother drink the water from her nipple.  He made slurping noises as he did and Mandy would look over her shoulder to check on the stranger every time one was exceptionally loud.  The bear remained asleep.  His snoring interrupted a few times but he would fall back to it momentarily.  

Mandy eventually decided she had given him enough.  If he allowed it her brother would probably drink until he got sick, and that wouldn't be good for him.  Joshua muttered irritably when she pried him off of her tit and put him over her shoulder.  She made sure he was covered with the shawl and started to pat him on the back.  He quietly complained but didn't break out into a full cry.  After a moment he burped.  After that he settled down quite a bit.  

Mandy put him back in the sling just as she heard a grumble from the bed.  The bear rolled over and wiped a paw on his face before smacking his lips.  He was probably thirsty too.  There was still some water in her cup.  She stood up and cautiously approached the bed.

“Sir?”  She said meekly to the bear as she offered him the cup.

The bear grunted and sat up in the bed.  He squinted at her before reaching fumblingly for the water.  She realized his eyesight wasn't as good as hers was.  He was nearly blind in the dark.

He drank the water in one gulp.  “Thank you.”  He said.  The bear looked around dully.  “Could you light a candle for me, uh, girl?”

“Mandy.”  She reminded him.

“Yeah.”  He waved a dismissive paw at her.  “Mandy, right.”  

Mandy went to the table.  They had forgotten to snuff the candle and it had burned all the way down.  That was unfortunate since it meant she only had three more candles to get her though the winter.  She found the three in store on a shelf and removed one.  She took a match at lit it, the room slowly filled with its delicate glow.  

With his vision restored the bear got up and set the cup onto the table.  She looked at the little lynx for a moment.  He seemed to be pondering something.  She in turn watched him, not really wanting to know what he was thinking.  

The bear sighed and started to dress himself.  

“Are you leaving now?”  Mandy asked.

The bear shrugged.  “You don't have any more food.”

So that it?  He was just going to leave her?  Mandy wasn't sure what was worse.  Him staying or leaving.  If he stayed he would hurt her.  She knew he would.  He was a bad fur and he would want bad things from her.  He was also knowledgeable about this land.  He could survive here and she couldn't.  

She had to do it.  She had to offer herself to him as tribute.  A male like him would certainly accept such a proposal.  But when she opened her mouth nothing came out.  She just watched as he dressed himself and gathered his things.  The last thing he had to collect was the bundle of “great magic” he had left on the table.  He paused.  

“You can keep that.”  He said.  “It's almost used up anyway.  It will help you get better, and it will also help with the hunger pains.  Don't wear your corset while you're sick either, it restricts your breathing and you could catch pneumonia.  Out here that is death.”  

He stopped at the door and picked up his rifle, he had no further advice for her.  “Good luck.”  He told her as he opened the door.  There was a soft glow of daylight on the horizon.  The snow had finally stopped.  It was going to be a beautiful day.  

It was her last chance to say anything, but she still couldn't gather the strength to do so.  All she could do was watch as he ducked out the doorway and closed the door behind.  Mandy felt immediately sick as he left.  She collapsed into a chair.  She felt so helpless.  She didn't know what to do.

So she cried.

*          *          *

Mandy didn't get out of the bed much for the rest of that day or any of the following days.  She made some of the medicine and it did help for as long as it lasted.  It kept Joshua sleeping, which was good because when he was awake he cried because he was hungry.  Now the magic was gone.  Every brew she made had been weaker than the last until it stopped working altogether.  They were both well, their fevers gone, just starving.  She would nurse her brother but he would get frustrated by her lack of production.  She had water.  More water than she could ever use.  The snow was a good source of safe water.  There was just no food.

They were going to die.  She didn't want to accept that but there was no hope.  She didn't know if she would die first or Josh.  If her brother died would she have the strength to bury him before she passed?  Who would bury her?  Her father would come back in the spring only to find a skeleton waiting for him.  She had horrible thoughts that maybe she should just end it.  That she should spare them both a lingering death by starvation.  It would be easy.  All she had to do was walk out into the snow and find someplace to sit down.  She had heard somewhere that it was like falling asleep.  She tried to keep those thoughts out of her head but they persisted.  

She wept much of the day the stranger left, but in time she became too weary to cry.  She had to busy herself.  Josh was running low on clean diapers.  She started to warm some water to wash the dirty ones.  He wasn't pooping much now so the diapers weren't terribly dirty.  It made them easier to clean but it depressed her even more.  Everything reminded her of their lack of food and her failure to care for him.  

She thought about the stranger a lot.  She had been angry with him for leaving, but she hadn't given him any reason to stay.  Hell, she tried to kill him.  He didn't really do anything wrong and she tried to shoot him anyway.  Then she let her pride prevent her from offering herself to him.  What worth was her purity when she was dead?  It seemed like such a small price to pay now if only he had stayed with her.  

She was hanging the freshly cleaned diapers when she heard something moving outside the cabin.  The crunch, crunch of snow was unmistakable with the still winter air.  Was that an animal?  If it was it was a big animal.  An animal could be food, couldn't it?  She didn't have a gun.  There was a large knife by the stove.  Could she kill an animal before it killed her?  Or maybe it would just run away.  She needed to try.

Josh was sleeping fitfully, but he was being quiet at least.  She set him onto the bed and bundled him up.  Hopefully she wasn't about to get herself killed.  She grabbed the knife and made her way to the door, listening to the animal as it got closer.  She was going to just rip open the door and run out to kill it.  It was a desperate plan but she was a desperate, tired, and hungry feline.  Maybe it would work.  Maybe she would get lucky.

She pulled open the door.  It scrapped loudly and groaned in protest.  She stepped outside into the cold with knife raised in her paw.  The animal was right in front of her!  She swung blindly.

A huge paw snagged her by the wrist before she could strike home.  “Whoa, Mandy!”  A familiar voice scolded.

She looked up.  The stranger had a surprised smirk on his face.  “Still trying to kill me?” 

Mandy was confused.  This was a dream.  The bear had left and he wasn't coming back, so who was this?  This couldn't be real, but somebody had her by the arm.  She dropped the knife.

“You left me.”  She accused him with a spiritless voice.

The stranger shrugged.  “I came back.”

It all crushed down on Mandy.  The hopelessness that she was living with, the nonexistent strength she was trying to dredge up inside herself, the horrible responsibilities that she had been burdened with, the acceptance of her fate to die starving and freezing.  Now this glimmer of hope darkened her doorstep once more.  She couldn't take the wild swings of fortune.  It was too much to expect of her.  

The lynx collapsed into hysterics and the bear stopped her from falling too hard.  In the open doorway with the cold blowing in on her she hyperventilated and sobbed.  The stranger held her close.  He still had a strong scent, but it didn't bother her as much anymore.  She balled her paws into fists and beat him feebly on the chest.  

“I don't have anything else to give you!”  She accused.  “You took it all!  Why did you come back?”

“Because I have something to give you.”  The giant brown bear told her.  He produced something from his pack and handed it to her.

She looked at the thing in her hand, dumbfounded.  She started to cry even harder.  It was a frozen fish.  A small trout.  Not much but so much more than she had.  

“There's more.”  He told her.  “Enough for all of us.”  His pack which had been previously nearly empty was now heavy.  

Mandy clutched the fish close to her chest as she wept.  The bear stooped over and picked her up.  He carried the crying teen into the cabin, shutting the door behind.  

*          *          *

It had been an agonizing wait for the bear to cook the food for her.  She had offered to do it but he insisted that she rest while he cooked.  He cooked without a shirt on as his heavy fur made the heat almost intolerable for him.  It didn't take long for the smell of roasting fish to fill the cabin and wake Joshua.  The kit immediately went into a tantrum, having even less patience than Mandy.  

The bear had brought more than just fish.  He was boiling the crushed roots of cattails.  She didn't even know such things were edible.  He said it was similar to potatoes, just more labor intensive.  Boiling it separated the inedible fibers from the starch.  He also had managed to find a few handfuls of grapes that the feral animals hadn't gotten to yet.  They were mushy but sweet.  Mandy ate some and mashed the rest into juice to feed her brother, who took it with relish.  It kept him quiet while the food was being prepared.  The grapes had only intensified her hunger, and her stomach growled in anticipation of more. 

“I went down to the river and built some traps.”  The bear explained.  “The fishing wasn't very good though.  The river is pretty low and the fish aren't moving around much.  Got a few and that's better than nothing.  Set up some snares too, but so far I haven't gotten anything.  I'll check them again in a few days.  The deep snow keeps the critters in their dens.  The snow could also work in our favor since the feral deer find it difficult to run in it.  They'll move to the lower part of the valley to winter where the swamp will keep the snow from getting too deep.  As hard as an early winter is on us it's worse for the wildlife.  They'll get weak and easier to hunt.”

He set a plate with a cooked, headless fish on it in front of her.  He had burned it a little on one side but other than that it looked delicious.  

“Don't eat too quickly.”  He advised her.  “You've been starving and it will take a while for your system to start digesting again.”  

It was difficult for her to do as he said.  The sweet flaky flesh of the trout was like a bit of heaven.  She wanted to eat it bones, skin and all.  Even the burnt part didn't bother her.  She somehow managed to take only a bite at a time and switch back to feeding her brother the bit of grape juice.  Josh having a fit every time she paused to eat some of the fish.  

The stranger finished separating the fibers from the cattail roots.  He added some salt to the pulpy remains in the pot.  He put some of it into a bowl and set to mashing it as fine as he could and removing any additional fibers.  He also added a small amount of fish that he had carefully removed the bones from.  Eventually he had a fine paste in the bowl.  He set that in front of her too.

“That will fill him up better than the grapes will.”  He told her.

He divided up the rest of the boiled root between himself and Mandy and finally sat down at the table to eat.  They ate in silence for a while.  Josh adored the root and fish paste, yowling loudly whenever Mandy wasn't shoveling some into his mouth.  She was unsure about the root herself, it didn't taste anything like a potato.  It was a bit like a hot cucumber.  Not bad, just different.  Every bite she took she had to fish some of the tough fibers out of her mouth.

“The stalks are better.”  The stranger told her apologetically.  “But the cold had rotted them already.”

“No, it's wonderful.”  She said.  “Thank you.”

The bear had a moment where he looked almost bashful and Mandy had to suppress the urge to giggle.  A giggle!  A few hours ago she was contemplating the best way to commit suicide!  Now she had hot food in her belly and her brother was rapidly starting to fall into a contented slumber.  Every once in a while he would jerk himself awake, wondering why food wasn't being put into his mouth, then his eyes would get droopy when some went in.     

She put her brother over her shoulder and burped him.  It was a good burp.  A healthy one.  He would sleep now.  She took him over to the crib and bundled him up as she set him in.  Josh made one last effort to fuss before yawning widely and falling asleep.  She draped a heavy blanket over the crib to keep out the chill.  

She cleared the table and cleaned the dishes, doing the chore was magnificent to her.  She hummed happily now that she had something to do.  That she had a reason to keep going.  The food in her belly was giving her strength.  The stranger sat at the table and watched her, rolling himself a cigarette as he did.  

“I, uh...”  The bear started.  “I would have been here a few days ago, but I got lost.  The snow makes everything look the same.”  

“You don't have to apologize to me.”  Mandy said.  “You came back and you brought us food.  I'm very grateful for that, sir.”

“Aaron.”  The bear told her.

She turned to him and smiled.  “Aaron.”  She said, trying the name.  “Thank you, Aaron.”   She was rewarded with another uncharacteristically timid expression from the bear.  Embarrassed, he picked up the candle and lit his cigarette.

“That's the first time I've ever seen you smile.”  He said blowing out a puff of smoke.  “You should do it more.”

“I'll try.”  The lynx said as she wiped off her paws.  The dishes were done.  Even better there was reason to do them.  They had food enough for breakfast in the morning and the next few days.  It wasn't a lot but it was something.  She sat down at the table across from the giant with her paws on her lap.

An awkward moment of silence passed between the two.  The smell of burning tobacco mingled with the lingering odor of cooked fish and Aaron's strong musk.  He had a sudden troubled expression and cleared his throat.

“I found something a few days ago.”  He began.  “On the east side of the valley there was a wagon that sank into the mud.  The mud had since frozen so it's not going to move anytime soon.  Maybe in the spring it can be recovered.  I didn't find the ox.  It had supplies on it but the heavy snow had soaked and ruined most of it.  The wildlife had hit what was left pretty hard.  I scavenged what I could.  Some salt, a bit of lard, some gunpowder-- not much else.”  Aaron scratched the side of his face.  “There was blood there.  A lot of it.”

Mandy shook her head.  “Why are you telling me this?”

Aaron searched in his pocket.  “I don't think the animals killed him.  They came afterward.  He had a splint on his leg, must have fallen.  Probably got infected.”  He leaned across the table to give her something.  Mandy hesitantly took it.

“I'm sorry.”  He told her.

It was a small silver brooch.  The one that belonged to her mother.  It was one of the few things from the homeland that they still had.  Her father had taken it with him to sell so he could buy more supplies.  

“No.”  She said.  “He would have sold this.  It must be--”  

The bear dropped the cigarette butt on the floor and smothered it underfoot.  “I buried him as best I could.  I can bring him down and give him something proper later.”  

“No.”  Mandy said again.  “My father isn't dead.”  

“He was brave.”  Aaron said.  “Despite the danger he tried to come back to you.  He almost made it, but he happened upon some bad luck.”

Mandy squeezed her paw around the brooch until it hurt.  Her father hadn't wanted to sell it, he wanted to keep it as a reminder.  He must have found a way.  “I hate this place.”  She said quietly.

Aaron stood up and walked around the table, dragging the chair with him.  He sat down next to the teen and tried to take her paw into his own but she shrugged him off.  

“I hate this country.”  She said.  “I hate this land.  I hate this cabin.  I hate my father for making us come here.  I hate my mother for letting him bring us.”  She looked up at him.

“And I hate you for telling me this.”  She said angrily.  

“You deserved to know.”  He told her.

“I didn't want to know!”  She shouted at him as she started to cry.  “I didn't--”  The brooch fell to the floor as she put her face in her paws.  “I just want to go home!”  She wailed.  

The bear put a paw on her leg.  Mandy lunged at him, throwing her arms around his neck.  She didn't notice his smell anymore.  It was comforting to have him there.  Aaron held her on his lap while she cried.  His shirtless torso was thick and plush, and she thought maybe she could sink right into his dense fur and get lost in it.  Leave all her worries behind.  In a while she was spent.  She didn't have the strength to cry anymore.  It felt wrong to stop.  Her father deserved more than that.  Could it be that this harsh land was making her hard?  Maybe it hadn't sunk in completely yet.  Maybe tomorrow she would mourn properly. 

“I'm sorry.”  She said to him through her tears.  “I thought such wicked things about you.  I thought you were a bad person.”

“I have done things.”  He admitted.  “I have hurt others in ways they will never be able to forgive me for.  I'm out here so I can run from all those responsibilities.”

“Is that why you left me?”  She asked, wiping the damp fur under her eyes.

“I was afraid I might hurt you.”  He said.  “Believe me, I wanted to.  I still might.”  

“No, you won't.”  She told him.  She stroked the side of his face with her paw.  “I won't let you.”  She had never kissed anyone before, but he certainly had.  Once she initiated the kiss Aaron took over.  Mandy had expected he would be rough, but he wasn't.  She had been so afraid of him before, and for the life of her she couldn't imagine why.  His paws were huge but gentle.  They touched her in places she had never been touched by anyone.  He didn't squeeze and pinch her rudely, only stroked softly.  

He broke the kiss and pulled away from her.  He had an uncertain expression.  “You don't have to do this.”  He told her.  

“Yes, I do.”  Mandy said as she took a step back.  She unbuttoned her dress and let it fall to the floor.  She had taken his advice and not been wearing the corset.  It felt strangely liberating to go without it.  He had seen her like this before and he hadn't taken advantage of her.  It must have been maddening for him.  Now she beaconed him to come to her.  She wasn't completely aware of what was about to happen, in many ways still very naïve, but she wanted him to do it anyway.  She knew it was a natural thing.  Something that could be very good.  Something that would make him happy and help her forget about her loss.

Aaron slid off the chair and onto his knees.  Even in that position he was still taller than her.  She stepped into the giant mountain of male and he embraced her.  The feel of his fur against hers sent tingles down her spine.  She ran her paws through his fur and realized he wasn't as obese as she had assumed.  His shaggy fur hid a powerful body underneath.  It was incredible and unyielding.  He could have so easily taken her by force, but he had respected her wishes.  She was grateful for that.

The bear kissed her on the neck.  It made her gasp.  She was feeling very charged and receptive.  Everything felt more intense than normal.  It made her heart flutter and her breath short and quick.  He licked her neck.  It was a huge, wide organ.  Soft and smooth, unlike her rough one.  He ran it up the side of her head and into an ear and it made her knees tremble.  A strange, astonishing sensation.  It sent a hot flush to her skin and her fur pricked on end.  

She wanted to do something for him, but he seemed happy enough giving out the pleasure.  She wouldn't know what to do anyway.  Mandy grasped pawfuls of his fur to keep her knees from giving out.

Aaron worked down her body, a long, slathering tongue swiped across one of her small, perky breasts.  She arched her back to give him access.  She had nursed her brother so many times lately this at least was familiar.  Still, it wasn't quite the same.  The bear was so much older and more experienced.  Plus his mouth was huge.  He could easily take in her entire tit.  He whorled his skilled tongue around and around one breast, then the other.  He slobbered liberally on them, leaving the fur on her teenaged chest glistening from saliva.  

He moved lower, licking her belly button.  How much lower was he going to go?  Surely he wasn't going to put his mouth down there, was he?  That's not done, is it?  That would disgust him, wouldn't it?  That's where she pees from.

Aaron pulled Mandy's bloomers down to her knees.  He put is nose against her crotch.  It was cold and wet.  It made her gasp.  She tried to back away but her rump met something unyielding.  It was the edge of the bed's headboard.  She realized that she had been slowly retreating from him the entire time, the giant bear crawling after her.  

The bear's long tongue darted out and brushed against her vagina.  Mandy squealed and crushed her thighs together.  She trapped the organ for a second, but it slithered out and back into his mouth, sliding against her clit as it did.  That was so strange!  It felt amazing!  Her mother had told her about sex before, but she never mentioned this!  She would have collapsed, her knees giving away from the shot of pleasure, but she was being supported by Aaron's wide nose.  

His tongue came out again, this time gentler.  The bear realizing that she would have to get used to the sensation.  Mandy gritted her teeth, trying not to shout again.  He was being more careful now.  Licking at the insides of her thighs and coming just short of touching her vagina.  It still felt fantastic and she leaned both paws on the top of his large head.  She flexed her toes and noticed that she wasn't touching the ground anymore, the bear was supporting her entire weight with his nose.  His ass was sticking up in the air, he looked strangely feral.  

Aaron decided it was time to stop being gentle.  His tongue shot out and forced its way between her tightly clenched thighs.  It slithered through the folds of her pussy, out the back and brushed against her anus.  His tongue was so long it could reach all the way to the base of her tail.  Mandy shrieked loud enough to wake her brother, who started to cry in his crib.  The little lynx tried to squeeze her legs even tighter, but it was no use.  The bear's tongue was too strong and her thighs were too well lubricated by that point.  

In and out, in and out the tongue darted, slathering everything from her mons to her tail with his thick mucus.  Aaron made unabashed slurping and mouth smacking noises.  She pressed down on his head but only succeeded in getting lifted even further off the ground.  She was screaming the whole time.  She couldn't help herself.  She wanted it to stop.  She wanted it to keep going.  She didn't know what she wanted anymore.  Her insides were a tingling mess.  Her mind couldn't form a complete thought.  She didn't know anything could feel like this.  It felt so good it was almost painful.  Long, undignified strands of saliva fell from her mouth and onto her lover's head.

Aaron's skill with his tongue was incredible.  It was insanely flexible and dexterous.  It could twist and bulge and flex any way he wanted it to.  He could make it touch everything or only one thing at a time.  Every once in a while the tip of it would invade her.  Either through her anus or her vagina.  His tongue could easily make it all the way to her womb if he so chose, but he held back.  Saving her depths for a more formidable organ.  

It didn't take long for her to climax.  She grabbed two pawfuls of fur on his head and let out short, sobbing screams.  Aaron could taste the iron on her clitoris from the blood pressing so tightly inside of it.  The bear grabbed his little lover before she could fall to the floor and set her gently on the bed.  She fell back with her legs spread wide, her bloomers still tangled around her ankles, and draped an arm over her face.  She was breathing hard, her body flushed and trembling.  She rubbed one paw on her pubis, her legs jerking in spasms every time her paw brushed over the clit.  

Josh cried in his crib for a while, but eventually gave up and fell back asleep.  Whatever it was that had woken him seemed to have gone away.

“Oh, my...”  Mandy said quietly.  “Oh, my...  Oh, my...”

Aaron got onto the bed with her, laying down with his arm around her.  She tried to close her legs modestly, but it made her grunt.  It was still tingling from the aftereffects.  It felt so wet and sloppy down there.

“Oh, my...” She said again as she peeked at him from under her arm.  “What was that?”  

“Delicious.”  He told her as he licked his chops.  Mandy wrinkled her nose at his crude joke and put her arm back across her face.  She didn't know if she could go any further with him.  He was so bestial and aggressive.  She didn't have much knowledge of sex, but she knew enough that what they did wasn't all of it.  There was more to come.  The invasive part that would hurt her.  

She felt something against her leg.  Something hot and heavy.  She looked down.  At some point Aaron had removed his underpants.  It shocked her, the size of his penis.  It was a giant, icicle shaped organ protruding from his furry groin nearly as long as her forearm.  Pointy at the tip and thick at the base where it came out of his body.  He had an enormous set of testicles underneath them.  Each one looked as big as her balled fist.  

“Oh, my!”  The feline said once again.  Retreating up the bed from it.  

“It's not that scary, is it?”  The bear said, looking a bit hurt.

“I've just...”  She started.  “I've never seen one before.”  That wasn't entirely true.  She had, of course, seen her brother's every time she changed him.  But that was just a little nub of a thing and this was monstrous.  It was even more intimidating than she had feared.  

“Touch it.”  He implored of her.  “It won't bite.”  

Mandy wasn't completely convinced that it wouldn't.  It seemed like something that could bite if it wanted to.  Erect and stiff, waiting for something to come within striking distance.  It bobbed a little with every one of the bear's heartbeats.  She wondered how males could even walk with such a strange thing between their legs.  How could it not always be in the way?  It was scary, but she didn't want to disappoint him, and he had been so attentive to her needs so far.  He had taken her someplace that she had never been to before, her insides still fluttered from the journey.  

She took it in her paw at the very tip.  The part that didn't seem too dangerous.  The flesh was firm and rubbery, pinkish in color, with dark brown freckles liberally spattered all down its length.  She squeezed it a bit and could feel something hard inside of it, like a bone.  A gob of clear fluid oozed out of the hole at the tip and ran onto her paw.  She let go and it trailed a string from her paw to the tip of his penis.  

“I thought they had prickers on them.”  She said.

“Felines do.”  He told her.  “But mine is nice and smooth.” He sounded overly proud of that fact.

His smell was strongest there.  A powerful musk that she didn't find offensive anymore, but it was still very intimidating.  Did he expect her to put her mouth on it like he had done to her?  She didn't think she could do that.  What would it taste like?  Would it make her sick?  

Aaron put a large paw on her rump and pushed her closer to encourage her.  She wasn't brave enough to put her mouth on it, but she had already touched it and nothing bad happened.  She took it in both paws, needing both to get her fingers around the base of it.  It was heavy and hot.  She could feel his heart beating through it.  She ran one paw down it's length and over the furry sheath.  The bear moaned so she must have done something right.  She ran her fingers over his scrotum.  It was like very loose skin with large eggs inside of it.  She could move them around quite a bit under the skin, and it didn't seem to hurt him at all when she did that.  She wondered if they were even attached to him.  

Mandy felt a touch of envy for males.  They don't have to wonder about their genitalia.  Unlike hers it wasn't hidden away and mysterious.  It's just right out on their lap.  

The bear took her by the shoulder and made her lay down.  She realized her lack of experience wasn't working for him.  He wasn't content to just let her slowly explore.  Maybe she should have put her mouth on it.  

“Are you ready?”  He asked her.

“I don't know.”  She said doubtfully.  

He rolled her onto her belly.  “I'll be gentle and I'll go slow.”  He climbed on top of her, straddling her hips between his knees.  “You can tell me to stop if it gets too much for you.”

Mandy nodded and bunched up the blankets under her, hugging them tightly.  Her short lynx tail swished back and forth agitatedly.  She could feel it brushing against his large penis looming behind her.  

Aaron didn't go right for it.  He seemed content to take his time.  Mandy didn't know if she should thank him for letting her prepare for it or curse him for delaying the inevitable.  He put his paws on her waist and held her firmly.  She could feel his giant member against the cleft of her ass and his furry scrotum between her thighs.  He pushed his weight on top of her, trapping his penis between them which discourteously pushed her tail aside.   

He started to thrust against her.  Long, slow, deliberate thrusts.  She felt constricted.  Something inside of her wanted to panic.  There was so much male pressing down on top of her.  As of yet he had not done anything to harm her, as awkward as most of the experience had been thus far, it had also been extremely pleasant.  Her lover seemed to know her body better than she did, and he had promised to be gentle.  She took a few deep breaths to try and calm down.  

She concentrated on the details of the event.  The feel and shape of the long organ rubbing against her backside.  How it got narrower every time he withdrew and wider when he pushed forward.  Feeling like it was growing larger with every thrust.  At the apex of every thrust she could feel his scrotum press against her pussy.  The fur was rough and prickly.  It made her shudder.  Something had been leaking from her ever since she had first kissed him.  She could feel the cold, wet fluid on his fur every time his balls pressed against her.   

He did more than just grind against her.  Aaron's paws were attentive.  Rubbing down her back, her head, and her rump.  He even played with her tail.  Even given the aggressive nature of his dominant position over her it was somehow comforting.  

The bear adjusted himself on top of her, putting a paw on his groin.  Mandy held her breath.  He was positioning the organ to penetrate her.  She had expected a quick thrust in followed by pain, but he was true to his word and went slow.  He rubbed the tip on her.  From her asshole all the way to her clitoris and back.  Up and down he ran the rubbery tip, letting her get used to its presence.  Mandy bit down on a mouthful of blanket and whimpered when he pressed the tip into her sodden cunt.  He only let it go in a short way before withdrawing it and stroking it up and down her groin again.  The second time he entered her he let it go in just a bit further before pulling it out again.

Oh, it was maddening!  He was drawing it out so long!  How could he have such patience?  Mandy started feeling a desperate need to be filled with him.  To be violated by this giant, wonderfully heavy scented male.  The afterglow of her first orgasm had faded and she wanted another.  She wiggled her butt to entice him to speed things up.  

The bear didn't need more encouragement than that.  He entered her again, this time only stopping when he met resistance.  Mandy cried out before stuffing the blanket back into her mouth to muffle it.  He made several short thrusts before something inside of her gave away to allow more of him in.  She was aware of a tearing feeling inside but the pain wasn't nearly as bad as she feared.  It was like a cramp that worked itself out in short order.  The pressure of his icicle shaped penis forcing her open was incredible.  It was like a wedge.  She could feel it so rudely pushing open her virgin cunt to reach deeper and deeper into her soft insides.  He thrust quickly but gently, going in slightly further with each buck of his hips.  Amazingly her body yielded just enough with each stab of his penis to let it in.  It was so hot!  She was starting to think that somehow he would manage to get every inch of his gigantic dick inside of her when the tip of it poked in so far that it hurt.  She gave a sharp grunt in pain.  

Aaron recognized that he had reached the limit that her body would accept.  He had scarcely half of his penis into her.  A ring of girlcum mixed with blood marked the furthest he could enter her without serious pain.  He was used to his lovers not being able to take all of him, and was more than happy to work inside the limits of her small frame.  

The bear started to pump her tight little cunt with a steady rhythm.  The feline catching her cries in a balled up blanket.  She felt like she was being opened up.  Like her hips were getting wider.  Parts of her body that had never come in contact with anything before were suddenly being stirred up by this huge organ, pushing her innards aside to make room for itself.  It rubbed and pressed against everything.  

Aaron sped up a bit.  The feeling was fantastic.  She could still feel the burning sting from her broken hymen, but it was quickly being overcome by the feeling of her vaginal walls being pushed and pulled.  There was a dancing, warm, prickling feeling.  She was keenly aware of his pointy tip rubbing back and forth inside of her.  She knew if the bear hadn't been holding her down his penis would lift her right off the bed.  Sloshing, squishy noises started coming from her.  She was embarrassed by them but Aaron didn't seem to mind.

Mandy spit out the blanket.  She wanted to make noise.  It felt right to make noise.  “Ah!  Ah!  Ah!  Ah! Ah!”  She gasped in time with ever thrust he made.  She turned to look at her lover, a bit of drool fell out of the corner of her maw.  He had a look of serious concentration.  Like he was working hard at what he was doing.  His eyes were closed and he was making a low growling, grunting noise.  

There it was!  It was about to happen again!  She could feel it welling up inside and about to burst.  Her breath was short and ragged.  The little lynx held it for a second before letting out a scream as a gush of orgasm hit her.  She was going to wake her brother again but she didn't care.  She had to scream.  She had to let Aaron know how well he was doing.  She wanted the whole world to know how well he was doing.  

The bear was spurred on by her reaction.  He sped up and sent the teen right into the next orgasm, and then the next.  How many times could that happen to her?  She didn't know.  It made her head spin.  Her body felt hot, like it was on fire.  When was Aaron going to be done?  Would he ever be done?  Would it be so bad if the answer was “no”?

But the tight confines of the lynx was doing its job too.  Aaron let out a grunt as he quickly pulled his penis out of the little female.  It made a squish sound as it evacuated her pussy, a stream of white fluid trailing behind.  He stroked his penis quickly and a long strand of the white mucus shot out across Mandy's back.  She turned to look just in time for a second spurt hit the side of her face.  It surprised her.  It was hot and sticky.  Some of it dripped down onto her lip.  Before she could stop herself she licked it off.  It tasted slightly salty.  

The bear collapsed onto the bed next to her.  They were both breathing hard.  “I think I got some inside of you.”  He told her.  “I didn't pull out fast enough.”

“That's okay.”  She assured him as she wiped her face off with the blanket.  She felt strange.  Like she had gone her whole life with everything tied too tightly and he had loosened all the knots.  She felt very open, and relaxed.  A little sore, but good otherwise.  She thought she should feel guilty, but she didn't.  

Josh was crying in his crib again, but she figured he would fall asleep on his own.  She was just too spent to get out of bed.  She snuggled up close to Aaron and he kissed her.  They were both sticky and dirty now.  They probably both smelled the same.  That was okay with her.  She felt amazing and satisfied. 

They snuggled for a while without feeling the need for small talk.  Eventually Aaron looked at Mandy.  He had a serious expression on his face.

“Wanna do it again?”  He asked.

Mandy pressed her lips together to suppress a grin and nodded sheepishly.  

