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Jesse is walking through the woods, arrow at the ready on her bow. She’s day dreaming of her latest 
lover, and getting wet from it. It strikes her as unusual, this sudden daydreaming and lack of control, but 
she’s feeling good and confident in her surroundings, and welcomes her growing arousal. She’s 
contemplating masturbating in these empty woods, which vaguely worries her, when she hears 
something move in the bushes up ahead. This is her first hunt, and she’s determined to make a kill. 
Silently she waits, ignoring her wetness, but whatever it is moves away from her. She decides to follow.  
 
Leaping over the bushes, she sees a deer bolt on the other edge of the small, five foot clearing, and gives 
chase. She shoots her arrow wildly, reloads, and then shoots again. Both miss, and worse yet, lack 
enough power to penetrate anything. One bounces off of a tree, and the other sticks in a bush. She 
needs to stop and draw to full strength if she wants to kill anything. Still, she runs after the deer.  
The deer suddenly leaps over a patch of leaves, and Jesse follows it. She, however, steps directly in the 
middle of said innocuous pile of leaves.  
 
First one foot, then her other foot, are yanked upward nearly simultaneously. Ropes have snared on her 
ankles, and haul her through the air. She is pulled violently through a tight rope hoop coated with tree 
sap, and the sap rips at her clothes and rubs her skin raw as she passes through it. Her skirt and panties 
are pulled up over her head, and her shirt tears down the middle. She is stripped bare naked as she is 
pulled through the hoop, since she was barefoot to begin with, and the remains of her panties, her skirt, 
her shirt, her bow, quiver, arrows, everything is stuck fast to the sap. Somehow, without Jesse seeing 
how, two more ropes are now pulling her hands taut and slow her decent. However, despite the pull on 
her arms, she’s now falling to the ground. Off to the either side of her, Jesse spies one enormous 
boulder, tied to more ropes, falling, and a slightly smaller boulder rising, and surmises that the smaller 
boulder is attached to her wrists, and the bigger one to her ankles.  
 
Then, when she is just about to hit the ground almost softly, she feels her wet vagina forcibly 
penetrated. She falls down an entire foot onto the lubricated shaft before her feet hit the ground, the 
iron rings buried deep into the spreading her legs apart. She doesn’t scream at first, unable to breathe, 
but suddenly she sucks in a lungful and makes a pitiful yelp instead. The object inside of her now is thick, 
and smooth, and lubricated with a cold gooey substance that is being heated rapidly by her body. She 
realizes it’s made of wood, and she is warming it as well.  
 
Looking down, Jesse sees her mound spread wide by a carved, sanded, and polished still living branch of 
a tree not a foot behind her. It is shaped very much like a penis, she knows from experience, but is much 
larger than one. However she had been loose, experimental with her youth, and it had not hurt her 
badly, and even now her body is beginning to enjoy the intrusion. With tremendous effort she tries to 
reach the wooden dick, but her arms are pulled back up by the weight of the stone before she can even 
reach halfway. The momentum of the falling stone pulls her two inches off of the dick, and then she 
slides back down it with an uncontrollable moan. Her breasts hang free in the air, her long black hair 



trickling down her shoulders and around and between them. Her nipples are pink, and erect from 
arousal. She’s dripping fluid down the dick, and moans again, her breathing already fast from the hunt, 
but speeding up as her face flushes and her abdomen flutters. Whoever made this trap is extremely 
skilled, and extremely perverted, she thinks as her vaginal walls contract involuntarily over the wooden 
dick. She’s trapped good.  
 
She wants to reach down and touch her clit, or even just her nipples, but all her strength has left her and 
she isn’t quite ready to start jumping up and down for an orgasm, but is getting close. A cool breeze 
blows, and she is standing there, legs apart, vulnerable and horny, her pussy running down the shaft to 
the bark and finally to its roots. Her pussy has swollen, and the need to jack herself off is insanely strong 
when she hears movement behind her. It’s the sound of boots.  
 
“Over here! Help me!” she cries.  
 
A man, in fur and leather clothing with a rifle strapped against his back, rounds the tree.  
 
“My, my. Lookie here, an elf. And I thought you folk were supposed to be agile.”  
 
“No.” whispers Jesse. The man doesn’t seem to hear, and takes a deep sniff of the air.  
 
“Ahh, love the smell of pleasure berries in the morning. Ground them myself this morning, didn’t think 
elves fell for that sort of stuff, but…” he gestures at Jesse’s crotch, which is splayed wide and drooling.  
 
So that’s why I was so horny, thinks Jesse. I should have suspected, but who would have linked that with 
something like this?  
 
“So now I get to play with ya. Serves you right for trespassing, this is private property, and I own it.”  
 
“You can’t do this. You can’t set traps for humans, and you can’t own earth.”  
 
“I’m quite sure I did and do.”  
 
He reaches out a hand and places it on her stomach, over the bulge of the wooden mammoth inside of 
her. Her clit is red and swollen, begging for attention, and her nipples hard and erect. Both hurt from the 
strain of sustained arousal, but he only touches her belly.  
 
She tries to arch away from him, and only manages to slide up and down the shaft a small bit, causing 
her body to shudder with desire. The man’s hands travel around her waist, over her ass, down her legs 
and up again, past her breasts and up her arms, when he kisses her full on the lips without warning. 
Surprised, she kisses him back for a split second before wrenching her head away. She’s trying not to 
cry, but at the same time trying not to give in to her bodies screaming need. Another shudder travels 
down her body.  
 
He walks behind her, his groin in her ass, and begins playing with her breasts, which are cold. He warms 
them up fast, feeling them in his hands, then starts to pull and twist her nipples gently. Jesse cannot 
stop herself, she starts to move up and down the wooden shaft. The man, sensing the shift from 
defiance to submission, stops playing with her nipples.  
 



She tries to reach down to touch herself, but can’t fight the weight of the boulders.  
 
“Do you want me to touch you?” the man whispers in her ear.  
 
“Yes.”  
 
“Where?”  
 
“My breasts, oh God, my breasts.”  
 
He resumes his attention to her breasts and sensitive nipples. She continues moving up and down the 
shaft of the carved and polished wood.  
 
“Would you like me to touch your clit too, elf?”  
 
“Oh, please. Do it, I can’t stand it anymore.”  
 
“If I do, will you grant me one favor, later?”  
 
“Anything!”  
 
“Okay then,”  
 
The man’s right hand travels slowly, sensuously, down her side and to her crotch. Her clit is protruding 
from under its hood, begging for attention, and the man gives it. He begins to play with her clit.  
 
Jesse squeals, her insides flutter and clench, though not yet in orgasm, from the new, powerful source of 
sensation. Her legs buckle, and she falls as far down on the shaft as her body will allow. The man wraps 
his left arm around her waist and lifts her up, nearly a foot off the ground, and sets her down again. 
Jesse screams in delight, now thoroughly enjoying the experience. She can feel the man’s hard shaft 
underneath his pants against her soft white thighs. It’s far more massive than anything she’s ever felt 
before at home, and rivals the tree’s branch. She had no idea men were so big. Her body clenches 
involuntarily at the thought of him in her.  
 
As Jesse regains use of her legs she speeds up the pace of her rhythmic humping of the wooden tree 
dick, and the man resumes his attentions of her breasts with his left hand, his right hand never having 
left her clit. His chin is around her neck, and Jesse bathes in the feel of his breath on her chest. When 
she orgasms, her mouth forms an “O”, and the man can feel her body shake, her torso throbbing with 
muscle constrictions, until she falls limp. Her juices have practically ran down the wooden dick, and now 
is being chased by thick, white ejaculatory material.  
 
With the flash of a knife the man cuts the ropes tied to Jesse’s wrists, then the ropes to her ankles, then 
helps lift her off the huge wooden protuberance. She is limp in his arms, but manages to stand.  
 
The man points to her crotch, which is dripping.  
 
“Looks like you enjoyed yourself.” His dick is straining at his pants, larger and thicker than any Jesse has 
seen.  



 
“I did. Thank you.”  
 
The man doesn’t seem surprised to hear her thanking him for essentially raping her.  
 
Jesse is recovering remarkably fast, and her snatch has already shrunk down to the smallest, cutest 
pussy the man has ever seen. He bends over behind the tree and out from under some leaves picks up a 
bundle of clothes.  
 
“Should just about fit ya, now get along.”  
 
Jesse stands there, now holding the bundle of clothes but not moving. She meets the man’s eye, glances 
down at his erection, and he glances down at her still wet pussy.  
 
“I still owe you a favor…” she says carefully, and only seconds later they have embraced each other and 
passionately kiss like long lost lovers. The elf tackles the man to the ground, and he rolls on top of her. 
The elf’s tongue dives deep into the man’s mouth, surprising him, and she grinds against the bulge in his 
pants. He nearly loses control right there, but his mind stays sharp as he embraces the beautiful woman 
before him. She deftly undoes his belt and buckle, and the man moves his hands down to her ass and 
around her back, squeezing her in a small display of his strength. She responds by ripping his pants in 
two with a small dagger, and his thermal shorts as well. He comes to the previously unobserved 
conclusion that it is chilly outside, but the elf is immediately there to warm him. Her naked body against 
his sends thrills down his spine. The elf grabs the man’s glorious phallus, and finds that the man is a king 
among men. The elf can’t imagine who he could be, and expert trapper, soft spoken and obviously 
intelligent, yet rough and equally capable of rape and gratuitous treatment of complete strangers. She 
wants him more than she has ever wanted any elf, and it’s not because of the berries. She could care 
less about aphrodisiacs or drugs, they only enhanced her own feelings. She pulls the forester down to 
her and places him at her entrance. He does the rest.  
 
The forester thrusts into her and is brought to an almost immediate halt. She’s easily ten times tighter 
than any virgin the man has had, and he has had many virgins. He presses hard against her, and she 
spreads wide to accommodate him. The man is a stallion.  
 
The elf has never been so full before, not even the tree could compare. He thrust into her mercilessly 
again and again, and for the first few moments she couldn’t do anything but struggle to breathe, gasping 
for air. It was beyond anything she could comprehend, it was pure bliss. This man holding her to the 
ground and ravaging her could not possibly be earthly, and yet he was. She looked into his strong, 
calculating eyes and brought herself up to meet his face, grasping him tight, as if to never let him go, 
and kissed him passionately, and all the while he pumped into her with steady, herculean strength and 
stamina. He was so huge, she was so wet, and they loved each other both right then with a conviction 
that has defied logic since the dawn of time.  
 
It seemed to go on for hours, days, years…but all too soon they are both brought to a screeching halt as 
they both orgasm, and neither is able to continue. They lay there in the sparse grass beneath the trees, 
breathing hard and content to lay with one another till the end of days, savoring the touch of each 
other’s skin.  
 



The man was the first to stand, and introduced himself solemnly as Prince Roahn, master of the woods, 
and asked for her hand in marriage. The elf too stood and claimed her title to be the Jesse, daughter of 
the Queen of the woods, and accepted with a smile and a kiss. She put on the woodsman’s clothes, and 
Prince Roahn picked up his things and reset his trap, displaying deft fingers and strong arms. They left to 
find the Prince’s cottage, and there on his bed they made love again and again for the rest of the day 
and the next, until the store of food and water needed to be replenished. In a short month they are 
married by Roahn’s father with only 200 men and woman, and two hundred elves, present. For several 
years they sleep beneath the stars and travel the globe together, until one day a child joins them, and 
then another, and another, and so went their days together until the forester became an old man, and 
moved on from this world, and with him went Jesse, for they were bound together for eternity.  
 

Ten thousand years passed to this day, and their memory has faded from all but a few, but it is said that 

somewhere in the world a pair of simple granite tombstones lie underneath the branches of an 

enormous, 10,000 year old tree with an oddly shaped branch at its bottom, and written deep into the 

stones are but their names, and nothing more. 


