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Chapter 1

Blood on the Blade

Her blood still dripped from my fingers, warm and sticky, as I stood over Dr. Elena Hart’s body. I had killed her. Not in some fit of passion — I had planned it, savored the moment the blade sliced deep across her elegant throat, watched her eyes bulge with shock and betrayal while she clawed uselessly at the gushing wound.

I had hated her for months, that beautiful, brilliant middle-aged bitch who thought she could ruin me. She was attractive in that polished, professional way — sharp cheekbones, full lips, curves that filled her lab coat just enough to make every man in the department stare. And she had used it against me. First came the constant sexual harassment she claimed I inflicted on her: the lingering touches, the filthy comments in the break room, the late-night texts that grew more explicit. She reported every single one, painting me as some obsessed predator to HR, to the ethics board, to anyone who would listen.

Then came the night that changed everything. We had finally cracked a major breakthrough on the Portal project — her breakthrough, really — and the whole team celebrated hard. Champagne flowed, then whiskey, until both of us were stumbling drunk. One thing led to another in the empty lab: her skirt hiked up on the workbench, my hands everywhere, her gasping my name like she meant it. She let me fuck her raw that night, moaning and clawing at my back while I came deep inside her. For one stupid, glorious hour I thought we had something real.

She didn’t. The very next morning she acted like it never happened, then used that single night of passion as more “evidence” against me. She twisted it into proof of my obsession, filed another formal complaint, and pushed harder than ever to have me removed from the team. She wanted me gone. Erased.

So I erased her instead.

I glanced back at the gaping wound, the slow ooze of life pooling across the polished white floor of the lab. A strange calm settled over me, mixed with the sharp edge of lingering rage. She had ruined everything. Years of research, my reputation, my future — all discarded because she exposed my fabricated data and turned our drunken fuck into a weapon. Colleague? No. She had been an obstacle. Now she was meat.

I set the sticky knife on the counter with deliberate care and hurried toward my office, heart hammering but mind already racing ahead. Behind me, a single piercing scream shattered the quiet. They had found her.

I rounded the corner too fast, leaving a red smear on the wall where my hand braced. “This way!” a voice shouted. Footsteps thundered behind me.

I burst through the project room doors and slipped on the blood-slick floor, slamming hard onto my knees. The metallic scent filled my nostrils as I scrambled up and lunged for the next set of doors. The Portal. Once inside its field, no one could follow. A sick, triumphant grin twisted my lips at the delicious irony — using Dr. Elena Hart’s own invention to let her murderer vanish forever.

We had been rivals once. Then colleagues. Then she became the righteous bitch who got me removed from the team. I showed her exactly what I thought of her moral superiority and her precious reports.

My hands, still stained crimson, shoved open the door to her private lab. There it was — the Portal — a strange metallic disk covered by a white sheet like some forgotten relic. I ripped the cloth away. The device sat silent, a window to every era of Earth’s history.

Fingers flying, I flipped switches and slammed buttons. A low drone built in the air, rising into a high, electric whine. The disk began to rotate on its edge, slow at first, then gaining speed. I darted back to the doorway — no pursuers yet. Good.

I hovered over the control panel, tempted to punch in a specific date, but stopped. Better they have no idea where I’d land. The entire span of human history would be my hiding place. I snickered, then laughed outright at the thought of Doctor Marcus Reed escaping justice inside Dr. Elena Hart’s greatest creation.

The disk spun faster, blurring into a vortex. An image shimmered into view: a vast rolling plain, golden grass, scattered trees under a bright sky. No obvious predators. Peaceful. Perfect.

The countdown began. I tore off my lab coat and flung it to the floor, then ripped away my name tag. The photo of my old face spun as it fell. Let them find it. Let the world know Doctor Marcus Reed had slit Dr. Elena Hart’s throat after she destroyed his career and rejected the one night that had meant everything to him. By the time they understood, I would be gone — body, mind, and all traces of the man I used to be.

Four zeros flashed on the display. Beside them a secondary readout blinked to life in cold green letters: 55,000 BCE.

The entire lab shuddered as the machine drank power. Overhead lights dimmed and flickered like dying stars. The spinning ring picked up speed, whipping up a sudden wind that tore loose papers from clipboards, sent pens skittering across the floor, and lifted the edges of my shirt and the long strands of Dr. Hart’s hair still clinging to my bloody hands. The low drone swelled into a deafening roar that vibrated through my teeth and bones.

The lab door burst open. “Marcus! For God’s sake, don’t go in there!” Dr. Richter screamed, his voice barely audible over the machine.

“Reed!” The security guard drew his weapon, shouting to be heard. “Don’t make me shoot!”

I laughed, stepping onto the platform. “Nice try, Richter. I’m not afraid.”

The roar reached a screaming crescendo — then cut to absolute silence. The spinning ring became a perfect, impossible blur. A final surge of power made every light in the lab wink out for a heartbeat before they snapped back on dimmer than before. I smiled one last time at the old world and jumped.

The world dissolved into streaks of color and roaring silence. My body vanished from the lab, clothes collapsing empty to the floor in a soft heap. I was hurled through time itself, every single cell in my being screaming in white-hot agony. It felt like I was being pulled through the eye of a needle — compressed, stretched, torn apart and reassembled at impossible speeds — while simultaneously experiencing every moment, every place, every possibility at once. I was everywhere and everywhen. I was the Big Bang exploding in brilliant white fire across infinite darkness. I was stars birthing and dying in cosmic fury. I was the slow heat death of the universe, galaxies fading into cold black nothing. Corridors of pure color rushed past me in a psychedelic torrent exactly like the final sequence of 2001: A Space Odyssey — blinding reds bleeding into electric blues, shattering yellows, impossible greens and violets that pulsed and screamed. If I could have opened my mouth I would have been screaming in pure pain and terror, but there was no mouth, no body, only the endless tunnel of light and the crushing certainty that I was both infinite and infinitesimal. Then, just as suddenly as it began, I slammed into new flesh — shoving whatever soul had lived there into oblivion.

The machine’s roar faded into a low mechanical whine as it began to cycle down, lights returning to normal. Dr. Richter ran to the control panel, eyes wide. He stared at the secondary readout still glowing: 55,000 BCE. “You fool,” he whispered, voice cracking. “We’ve never recovered a single test subject. God help him… wherever — or whenever — he is now.”


Chapter 2

Through the Veil

Warm sunlight kissed my bare back. Grass tickled my skin. I pushed myself up slowly, blinking against the brightness, and realized two impossible things at once.

I was alive. And I was not alone in this body.

My hands — small, delicate, with slender fingers — pressed into soft earth. Long blonde strands fell across my face, catching on my lips. I brushed them back and froze at the sight of my arms: smooth, hairless, feminine.

“What the fuck…?”

The voice that came out was light, young, and utterly alien. A girl’s voice. I couldn't guess the exact age yet, but I knew I was a very young woman.

Panic surged. I sat up fully and looked down. Two modest-sized, firm, perky breasts, sitting high due to my young age, rose and fell with my ragged breaths, barely covered by a scrap of soft animal hide. They were the kind of breasts that would have looked perfect on an attractive young early human woman untouched by modern grooming or shame. My waist narrowed dramatically before flaring into gently curved hips. Between my thighs — nothing. No familiar weight, no cock, just a soft, vulnerable slit nestled in light curls. I was a woman. A fucking young woman.

My mind reeled. Doctor Marcus Reed — cold, calculating, male — now trapped inside this fragile, fertile young body. The absence of my dick hit like a physical blow. In its place was a slick, sensitive emptiness that made my stomach twist with humiliated horror.

I scrambled to my feet, bare soles sinking into the warm grass. This girl was tiny, probably around a hundred pounds, barely five foot tall. Her entire petite frame was now mine and shockingly delicate compared to anything I had ever known. The world felt too big, my center of gravity wrong. Every movement sent strange jiggles across my chest. My thighs brushed together in a way that felt obscenely intimate. The natural musk of her unwashed young body rose around me — earthy, slightly sweet, mixed with the faint tang of sweat and the raw, primal scent of a woman who had never known soap, razors, or deodorant. No grooming standards existed here; her light curls between her thighs were soft and natural, her skin carried the honest aroma of grass, dirt, and female heat.

For one wild second I almost laughed. I had escaped justice. I was free.

Then a twig snapped behind me.

I spun around. Fifty feet away stood a brutish young man, heavy brow shadowing dark, hungry eyes. Broad shoulders, thick chest corded with muscle, powerful arms hanging at his sides. He looked like a young Neanderthal — raw, primal, built for survival and conquest. He was massive in size compared to my tiny petite frame, easily twice my weight and towering over me like a living wall of muscle and unwashed power. His own heavy musk rolled toward me on the breeze — thick, masculine, a potent mix of sweat, animal hides, smoked meat, and raw testosterone that made my new nostrils flare involuntarily.

The moment his scent hit me fully, something horrifying happened. My body reacted without permission. A hot, traitorous flush spread through my core. My modest breasts tightened, nipples hardening into stiff little peaks that scraped against the rough animal hide. A slick, unwelcome wetness began to gather between my thighs, coating the soft folds of my new slit. Deep in my womb, a strange butterfly flutter stirred — warm, insistent, almost eager. My heart raced wildly, pounding in my ears. My eyes dilated, pupils widening as my breathing grew shallow and quick. This tiny, fertile body was sliding into heat, releasing its own sweet, musky pheromones into the air like an invitation. The betrayal burned through me — my male mind screamed in disgust while this young female form responded to the brute’s raw masculine smell like it was made for him.

His gaze locked on me. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face.

Terror flooded my veins. I turned and ran.

My new body betrayed me instantly — lighter, weaker, but strangely quick. Long hair whipped across my face. My tits bounced wildly as I ran, firm perky mounds jiggling and slapping against my ribs with every desperate stride, the thin hide offering no support and letting them move freely in the open air. My hips swayed with an unfamiliar feminine roll, my ass jiggling softly with each footfall, the smooth round cheeks brushing together and sending strange, humiliating ripples through my core. The strange ache between my legs as I moved only deepened the nightmare. Every bounce of my modest breasts sent unwanted jolts through my chest; every sway of my narrow waist and flaring hips reminded me how small and fuckable this new body truly was. The wetness between my thighs grew slicker with every step, my hardened nipples aching as they bounced, and that fluttering heat in my womb refused to fade.

Behind me, heavy footfalls gave chase.

I was no longer the hunter. I was the prey.


Chapter 3

Hunted Prey

Terror flooded my veins. I turned and ran.

My new body betrayed me instantly — lighter, weaker, but strangely quick. Long hair whipped across my face. My tits bounced wildly as I ran, firm perky mounds jiggling and slapping against my ribs with every desperate stride, the thin hide offering no support and letting them move freely in the open air. My hips swayed with an unfamiliar feminine roll, my ass jiggling softly with each footfall, the smooth round cheeks brushing together and sending strange, humiliating ripples through my core. The strange ache between my legs as I moved only deepened the nightmare. Every bounce of my modest breasts sent unwanted jolts through my chest; every sway of my narrow waist and flaring hips reminded me how small and fuckable this new body truly was. The wetness between my thighs grew slicker with every step, my hardened nipples aching as they bounced, and that fluttering heat in my womb refused to fade.

Heavy footfalls thundered behind me, closing fast. The brute’s thick, masculine musk rolled over me in waves with each stride he took — sweat, smoke, raw testosterone, and something darker, more animal. My treacherous body answered it. Fresh slickness coated my soft folds, dripping down my inner thighs as I ran. My nipples tightened even harder, rubbing painfully against the rough hide. That butterfly flutter deep in my womb intensified into a warm, pulsing need that made my stomach clench with shame. My heart hammered wildly, eyes wide and dilated, and I could feel my own sweet, fertile pheromones thickening the air around me like an unwanted invitation. This tiny, early-human girl’s body was sliding helplessly into heat, responding to the massive male chasing her as if it had been made for him.

I glanced back in panic. He was gaining. His powerful legs ate up the distance, thick chest heaving, heavy brow furrowed in raw hunger. He was so much larger than me — a towering wall of muscle and primal strength against my petite hundred-pound frame. One of his long, muscular arms could probably wrap around my entire waist. The sight sent another humiliating gush of wetness between my legs.

I veered around a scattered tree, bare feet pounding the soft grass. For a few precious seconds I thought I might pull away — my lighter body felt quick and agile on the open plain. But the brute was tireless. His grunts grew louder, closer, each one low and guttural, vibrating through my spine.

Suddenly the ground vanished beneath me.

I plunged downward with a sharp cry, arms windmilling. I landed hard at the bottom of a deep, six-by-six pit, the impact knocking the wind from my lungs. Dirt and loose earth crumbled around me. This wasn’t a natural hole — the sides were too straight, the edges too clean. It had been deliberately dug as a mating trap. This massive brute had carved it specifically to corner a young woman like the one I now was — to trap her, claim her, and breed her in secret until she was broken and swollen with his seed.

I scrambled to my feet, heart slamming against my ribs. The walls rose far above my head, well out of reach for my short arms. I jumped desperately, fingers clawing at the crumbling dirt and dangling roots, but my tiny body couldn’t gain purchase. Each leap made my firm breasts bounce heavily, the thin hide slipping aside to expose one stiff pink nipple to the open air. My slick thighs rubbed together, spreading the embarrassing wetness even more.

The man appeared at the edge above me. He crouched, massive frame blocking out part of the sky, and peered down with dark, gleaming eyes. A slow, satisfied smile spread across his heavy features, showing strong white teeth. His thick musk poured into the pit, surrounding me completely. The potent male scent hit me like a drug. My body reacted violently. My modest breasts grew tighter, nipples hardening into aching, throbbing peaks that begged for attention. A hot rush of fresh arousal flooded my virgin slit, coating my puffy folds and dripping steadily down my inner thighs in clear, slick strands. Deep inside my womb, that flutter turned into a powerful, rhythmic pulsing — an empty, aching need to be filled and bred. My heart raced out of control. My pupils dilated wide. My breathing turned into soft, shameful pants. This young, fertile body was going into full heat, releasing thick waves of sweet, inviting pheromones that screamed “Take me. Breed me.” while my mind screamed in humiliated horror. My clit throbbed visibly between my slick lips. My knees felt weak. My womb clenched again and again, demanding the very thing my male mind recoiled from in disgust.

His gaze locked on me. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face.

I backed against the far earthen wall, chest heaving. “Stay away from me!” I shouted, but the words came out in that soft, high young woman’s voice — frightened and far too feminine.

He only grunted, a low, intimate sound that sent another shameful ripple through my core. Then, in one powerful motion, he dropped into the pit with me.

The ground shook slightly as his heavy body landed. He straightened to his full height, towering over my petite frame. Up close he was even more overwhelming — broad, corded muscles glistening with sweat, coarse dark hair across his chest and arms, and that thick, heavy cock already twitching and beginning to harden beneath his small loincloth of animal skin. His scent was everywhere now, thick and masculine, flooding my senses and making my body respond against my will. My nipples ached painfully, my slick pussy throbbed and clenched rhythmically, leaking arousal down my legs. Deep inside, my womb pulsed with desperate, humiliating need.

Terror and unwanted arousal warred inside me as he took a slow step closer, his dark eyes drinking in every inch of my tiny, fertile, dripping form.

I was trapped. Helpless. And this young woman’s body was already betraying me in the worst possible way.


Chapter 4

Claimed in the Earth

The caveman dropped into the pit with a heavy thud that shook the earth. He rose to his full height, towering over my tiny frame like a living cliff of muscle and raw hunger. A jagged scar cut across his left shoulder — a souvenir from some long-ago mammoth hunt — pale against his tanned skin.

I backed against the earthen wall, heart slamming. “Stay away from me!”

He answered with a low, rumbling growl that vibrated through my bones — the same guttural sound he would later make every time he prepared to flood me. With one tug, his loincloth fell. His cock sprang free: nine brutal inches of thick, uncircumcised meat, heavy veins pulsing along the shaft, the broad head already glistening.

My body ignited against my will. Nipples stiffened into tight, aching points. A fresh flood of slick heat spilled from my folds, coating my thighs. My womb gave a deep, traitorous clench, fluttering with sudden emptiness. The sweet scent of my own arousal thickened the air, mixing with his heavy musk.

I lunged sideways, clawing at the dirt. He caught me effortlessly, one massive hand pinning my wrists above my head while the other ripped the scrap of hide from between my legs. I kicked and twisted, but he simply flipped me onto my hands and knees and mounted me like a beast claiming its mate.

The fat head of his cock pressed against my entrance and shoved inside in one merciless thrust. The stretch was savage. My tight walls were forced open wider than they were ever meant to go. I screamed as he sank deeper, inch after veined inch, until his heavy balls rested against my clit and the blunt head kissed the entrance to my womb.

He didn’t pause. He fucked me with raw, animal power — hips slamming forward, driving that monstrous cock into my helpless cunt again and again. My firm breasts swung violently beneath me. My ass rippled with every brutal impact. Wet, filthy squelching sounds filled the pit as he ruined me.

I fought until my arms gave out, collapsing onto my elbows while he railed me from behind. Pleasure I despised coiled tighter and tighter. My clit throbbed. My womb spasmed. The first orgasm tore through me like lightning. I screamed, pussy convulsing hard around his thick shaft, gushing around the veiny length buried inside me.

He growled — that deep, ritualistic rumble — and fucked me straight through it, never slowing. Another climax crashed over me, then another, until I was shaking and sobbing, lost between agony and ecstasy.

With a final savage thrust he buried himself to the hilt and erupted. Thick, scalding ropes of cum blasted directly into my womb, pulse after heavy pulse. So much seed flooded me that my lower belly visibly swelled. When he finally pulled free, a creamy white river poured from my gaping, ruined hole, splattering the dirt beneath me.

He wasn’t finished.

He rolled me onto my back, spread my trembling thighs, and drove back inside. This time he took me face to face, staring into my tear-filled eyes as he claimed me again. I came twice more before he emptied a second massive load deep inside me, cum overflowing and leaking in heavy streams down my ass.

By the time he was done, I lay shattered in the dirt — a trembling, cum-drenched wreck — my mind fractured between hellish shame and the unwanted heavenly aftershocks still rippling through my fertile body.


Chapter 5

Lake of Submission

The brute finally pulled out of me with a wet, obscene sound. A thick torrent of his cum immediately gushed from my ruined, stretched pussy, pouring down my ass and pooling in the dirt beneath me. My tiny body lay limp and trembling in the bottom of the mating pit, legs splayed wide, chest heaving, tears cutting tracks through the dirt on my face. My womb still fluttered with aftershocks, clenching around the empty space he had just filled so completely.

He crouched over me, breathing hard, his massive nine-inch cock still half-hard and glistening with our mixed juices. Before I could even try to move, he reached into the small pouch hanging from his neck and pulled out several of the green leaves. I wondered what they were. Panic surged through me again.

“No! Don’t— get away!” I cried, trying to scramble backward in the dirt.

He was far too fast and strong. One massive hand clamped around my jaw, forcing my mouth open. I thrashed wildly, kicking and slapping at his arm, but it was useless. He shoved the bitter leaves deep into my mouth, then clamped my jaw shut with iron strength. His other hand pinched my nose closed, cutting off my air completely.

I fought desperately, eyes wide with terror, muffled screams vibrating against his palm. My lungs burned. I had no choice. After long, terrifying seconds I swallowed convulsively. The bitter herbs slid down my throat.

He held me like that for several more heartbeats, making sure every bit went down, before finally releasing my nose. I gasped for air, coughing and gagging on the awful taste.

Almost immediately the tingling began.

It started in my tongue and spread rapidly through my limbs — a warm, buzzing numbness that made my fingers and toes grow heavy. A strange, unwanted euphoria followed, soft and hazy, wrapping around my mind like thick fog. My vision began to swim. Colors streaked across my sight in psychedelic trails — soft pinks and golds bleeding into the edges of everything. My body felt distant, heavy, and far too relaxed even as terror still screamed inside my head.

He watched me with dark satisfaction as the drug took hold, then easily lifted my now-pliant body and tossed me over his broad shoulder like a conquered prize. One large hand gripped my ass to hold me in place. Fresh cum continued to leak from my swollen pussy and trickle down my thigh as he climbed out of the pit and began walking west toward the setting sun.

The gentle rocking of his stride made my firm breasts bounce softly against his back and sent more thick globs of his seed sliding out of me. My clit still throbbed. My nipples remained stiff and sensitive. The humiliating wetness between my legs refused to stop.

After what felt like an eternity, he stopped beside a small, clear lake. He lowered me to the soft grass at the water’s edge. I could barely move, but the drug hadn’t taken away my awareness — only my strength. When I tried to drag myself toward the water on trembling arms, he watched intently.

In the clear reflection I saw a beautiful, sexy young woman staring back — blonde hair tangled with dirt and sweat, cheeks flushed, lips swollen, eyes glassy with unwanted pleasure and the drug’s haze. She looked barely eighteen, possibly even younger. There was no real way to tell in this primitive world, but her face and body screamed youthful fertility — smooth skin, firm perky breasts, narrow waist, and wide, breeding-ready hips. Cum still leaked steadily from her puffy, red pussy, marking her as freshly and thoroughly claimed.

He sat watching me the entire time, that same predatory smile on his face, clearly pleased with the sexy little prize he had captured.

I managed one weak push to my knees before he moved again. His heavy musk hit me first — stronger now, mixed with the scent of fresh sweat from carrying me. Even through the drugged haze my body answered instantly. My nipples tightened into aching peaks. My clit pulsed. Fresh slickness mixed with his cum and dripped down my thighs. That deep flutter in my womb returned, stronger than before, as if my young womb was already hungry for another load.

“No… not again…” I whispered, but my voice was weak and trembling, slurred by the herbs.

He reached for the leather cord at his waist and let his loincloth fall. His cock sprang free once more — still massive, veiny, and rapidly hardening to its full nine-inch length. He grabbed my ankles and yanked my legs apart, spreading me wide on the grass. I tried to kick, to twist away, but my drugged limbs barely responded. He simply pinned my thighs open with his massive hands and lowered his heavy body over mine.

The broad head of his cock nudged my cum-slick entrance. I whimpered, pushing weakly at his chest, but he was immovable. With one powerful thrust he buried all nine inches back inside me in a single stroke.

I cried out, back arching as he stretched me wide open again. The wet squelch of his previous loads being forced deeper echoed across the quiet lake. He didn’t start slow. He fucked me hard and deep from the very first stroke — animalistic, breeding thrusts that made my small body jolt and my tits bounce wildly.

My resistance crumbled almost immediately. My pussy clenched greedily around his thick shaft, milking him as another unwanted orgasm built fast and hard. “No… please… I can’t—” My words dissolved into a broken moan as I came violently, my walls spasming and squirting around his pistoning cock.

He grunted in approval and fucked me straight through it, hips slamming against my jiggling ass. My firm breasts bounced with every brutal thrust. My clit was crushed against his pubic bone on every downstroke. The wet, filthy sounds of my cum-filled cunt being pounded filled the air.

He flipped me onto my hands and knees, gripped my narrow waist with both huge hands, and railed me even harder. My arms gave out. I collapsed forward onto my elbows, ass raised high, taking every inch like a breeding bitch. Another orgasm tore through me, then another. I was sobbing, drooling, cumming helplessly while my mind screamed in humiliated horror.

He leaned over me, chest pressed to my back, and growled low in my ear as he sped up. His heavy balls slapped against my swollen clit with every thrust. When he finally came, he roared and flooded me again — thick, heavy ropes of hot baby goo blasting straight into my womb. So much cum. It filled me until my lower belly visibly swelled, then forced its way back out around his thick shaft, pouring down my thighs in heavy white streams.

He stayed buried deep inside me as he softened, making sure every drop stayed where it belonged. When he finally pulled out, an obscene flood of cum gushed from my gaping, ruined pussy and soaked the grass beneath me.

I collapsed onto my side, trembling, leaking, utterly spent.

He wasn’t finished claiming me.

He pushed another bitter leaf between my lips — I was too weak and drugged to resist this time — and held my jaw shut until I swallowed. The familiar numbness deepened. My vision swam with even brighter streaks of color. My body became completely limp and pliant.

He lifted me easily, tossed me over his shoulder again, and continued walking toward the distant village as the sun dipped lower.

By the time we reached the grassy hill overlooking the settlement of mammoth-tusk huts, night had fallen. Several men from the tribe saw us approaching and grinned in approval at their brother’s fresh catch. Women glanced at me with knowing eyes, many of them heavily pregnant, babies suckling at their exposed breasts. I tried to cry out for help, but only a weak, slurred whimper escaped.

“Help me…” I begged one pregnant woman as we passed, but she simply smiled, ignorant of my language, and kept walking with her children trailing behind her.

The man carried me straight to one of the huts. I managed to grab onto a large mammoth tusk at the entrance, fingers clawing desperately with what little strength remained. He laughed — a deep, rumbling sound — and one by one pried my weak fingers loose. Then he carried me inside my new prison.

He laid me down on a pile of soft furs, spread my limp thighs wide, and mounted me one final time that night. Even drugged and exhausted, my body responded. My pussy welcomed his thick cock again. I came twice more while he bred me slowly and deeply, filling my already overflowing womb with yet another heavy load of cum.

When he finally rolled off me, thick rivers of his seed poured from my well-used cunt and soaked the furs beneath me.

I lay there in the darkness, cum leaking endlessly from my body, mind broken between horror and the lingering echoes of unwanted pleasure.

This was my fate now.

A warm, cum-filled breeding prison.

Forever.


Chapter 6

Village of Bones

He finally rolled off me, his heavy breathing slowing as he lay beside me on the soft furs. Thick rivers of his seed continued to pour from my well-used cunt, soaking the furs beneath me in a warm, sticky puddle. My tiny body lay completely limp, limbs heavy and useless from the bitter leaves he had forced down my throat twice now. The drug had turned my muscles into warm honey, leaving only my mind cruelly awake — trapped inside this fertile young shell, forced to feel every humiliating pulse and leak.

Colors still streaked lazily across my vision in soft, swirling trails. A deep, unwanted euphoria hummed through my veins, making everything feel distant and dreamlike even as shame burned hot in my chest. My womb felt impossibly full, swollen and heavy with load after load of his thick baby goo. Every tiny shift of my hips sent more of it oozing out of my stretched, puffy pussy in slow, obscene dribbles.

The brute rose, towering over me once again. He looked down at my wrecked, cum-leaking form with obvious pride, then bent and easily scooped me up. My head lolled against his broad, sweaty chest as he carried me out of the hut and into the night air.

The village sprawled before us on the grassy hill — a cluster of low huts made from long, curved mammoth tusks draped with thick hides. Small fires flickered between them, casting dancing shadows. Several men from the tribe noticed us immediately. Their heavy brows lifted, and broad grins spread across their rugged faces as they saw their brother returning with fresh prey. A few grunted approval, eyes roaming openly over my naked, cum-smeared body.

Women glanced our way too. Many carried babies on their hips, full breasts exposed and leaking milk as the infants nursed greedily. Several of the women were heavily pregnant, their swollen bellies round and tight, skin stretched shiny. They looked at me with quiet, knowing eyes — no pity, only acceptance. This was simply what happened to young women here.

I tried to call out, my voice slurred and weak from the herbs. “Help… me…” The words barely rose above a whisper. One pregnant woman with three small naked children trailing behind her simply smiled, ignorant of my language, and continued on her way.

The brute carried me straight toward his own hut. In my drugged haze I managed to reach out with one numb hand and grab onto a large, curving mammoth tusk at the entrance. My fingers curled desperately around the smooth bone.

He chuckled — a deep, rumbling sound that vibrated through his chest — and pried my weak fingers loose one by one with casual ease. Then he pushed aside the heavy hide flap and carried me inside.

The interior was dim, lit only by a small fire in a stone ring. Thick furs covered the ground. The air smelled of smoke, cured hides, and the heavy musk of the man who now owned me. He laid me down gently on the softest pile of furs, then stood back for a moment, admiring his prize.

My legs were still spread slightly from the way he had placed me. Thick white cum continued to leak steadily from my ruined pussy, running in slow rivers down my ass and soaking into the furs. My firm, perky breasts rose and fell with shallow breaths, nipples still stiff and sensitive. My blonde hair fanned out around my head like a golden halo. Even through the drug I could feel how small and delicate I looked — barely five feet tall, maybe a hundred pounds, every inch of me soft, fertile, and freshly bred.

He dropped to his knees between my limp thighs and spread them wider. I wanted to fight, to close my legs, to scream, but my body refused to obey. The herbs had turned me into a warm, pliant doll.

He mounted me slowly this time, savoring his complete ownership. His thick, veiny nine-inch cock pushed back into my cum-slick pussy with wet ease, stretching me open once again. A soft, broken moan slipped from my lips as he filled me to the hilt. My womb fluttered around him, still hungry despite everything.

He fucked me deep and steady, hips rolling in powerful strokes that made my small body rock beneath him. My firm breasts bounced with every thrust. My swollen clit dragged against his shaft on every downstroke. Even drugged and exhausted, my treacherous body responded. Another orgasm built quickly, then crashed over me in warm, rolling waves. I whimpered helplessly as my pussy clenched and milked him, drawing his cock deeper.

He growled low in satisfaction and kept going, fucking me through the climax. When he finally came, he buried himself as deep as possible and unleashed another heavy load straight into my womb. Thick ropes of hot cum flooded me until my lower belly visibly swelled again. When he pulled out, even more poured out in a slow, endless flood, adding to the mess already soaking the furs.

I lay there in the firelight, trembling, leaking, completely broken.

As the drug pulled me deeper into its hazy fog, a terrible clarity settled over my mind. Maybe I was already dead. Maybe the Portal had never truly worked. The machine had simply vaporized every test subject, and that psychedelic corridor of color — the Big Bang, the dying universe, the endless screaming tunnel — had been my soul being ripped from my body and dragged straight into Hell.

This was fitting punishment.

After all the horrible things I had done to Dr. Elena Hart… this was exactly what I deserved.

I had secretly spiked her drink that night of the celebration so I could take advantage of her when she was too drunk to resist. I had spent months harassing her — the lingering touches, the filthy comments, the explicit texts — making her life miserable because she wouldn’t give me what I wanted. She had been right to complain about me. I was a lazy, entitled creep. A rapist. And when she finally stood up to me, when she exposed my fabricated data and tried to have me removed, I killed her in cold blood.

Now God — or whatever force controlled the universe — had taken everything from me. Turned me into the very thing I had preyed upon: a small, weak, fertile young woman with no power, no escape, and a body built for breeding.

This primitive brute was my eternal tormentor. Every time he filled me with his thick cum, every time my treacherous womb fluttered and milked him, every unwanted orgasm that ripped through me… it was divine justice.

I was in Hell.

And I had earned every second of it.

The last thing I felt before the drug finally dragged me under was the brute settling beside me, one heavy arm draped possessively over my tiny, cum-drenched body — his claimed mate, already full of his seed.


Chapter 7

The Slow Breaking

The first winter after my capture was the hardest.

I woke each morning leaking the brute’s seed, my belly already beginning to swell with his first child. The jagged scar on Korr’s left shoulder became a landmark I stared at while he rutted into me night after night. That low, rumbling growl he made right before he came — the sound that signaled another flood of thick cum into my womb — haunted my dreams.

At first I still fought. I scratched, I bit, I screamed curses in English that no one understood. He simply pinned my wrists, growled once, and fucked me harder until my body betrayed me with yet another shattering orgasm.

By the time my belly had grown round and heavy, something inside me began to fracture.

The tribe started calling me “Golden One” because of my bright hair. The women, many of them also swollen with child, taught me simple words: food, water, baby, mate. I learned them because survival demanded it. When Korr brought back a kill, I helped strip and cure the hide the way the women showed me. When a hunter gashed his leg on a flint blade, I remembered basic wound care from my old life and used clean snow and boiled herbs to keep infection away. The tribe noticed. They began to treat me with a kind of wary respect.

But every night Korr still claimed me.

Sometimes he was rough, slamming into me until I screamed and came against my will. Other times he was slower, almost deliberate, growling softly against my ear while he filled me again and again. My body learned to crave that sound. My womb would flutter the moment I heard it, slickness flooding my cunt before he even touched me.

The second winter was worse. Food grew scarce. The men hunted woolly mammoth and steppe bison in the brutal cold. I gave birth to my first son on a pile of furs while the wind howled outside. The pain was blinding. I screamed until my throat was raw. When the baby finally slid free and latched onto my leaking breast, something inside me cracked permanently.

I stopped fighting Korr.

I still hated it. I still whispered curses in the old language while he bred me. But my body had surrendered long ago, and my mind was slowly following. I began to speak the tribe’s tongue more fluently. I learned which roots eased fever and which leaves helped milk flow. The women started bringing their sick children to me. I became useful. I became… theirs.

By the time I was pregnant with my third child, the old Marcus Reed felt like a distant nightmare. I still remembered spiking Elena Hart’s drink. I still remembered the knife across her throat. And every time Korr mounted me, every time he growled that low ritual sound and pumped another load into my swollen womb, I felt the weight of that sin pressing down on me.

This was justice.

This was Hell.

And I had earned every thrust, every swollen belly, every drop of milk that leaked from my heavy, sagging breasts.


Epilogue

Eternal Breeding

Several brutal years had passed — though time had lost all meaning in this merciless, endless winter.

Marcus Reed was dead. What remained was a broken, 21-year-old woman whose body had been completely remade by relentless breeding. She lay on thick furs inside the mammoth-tusk hut, heavy with her third child, belly swollen and grotesquely tight, the skin stretched so thin it gleamed in the firelight. Her once-firm, perky breasts had transformed into heavy, sagging udders, hanging low and pendulous from years of constant milking. Dark, thickened nipples constantly leaked thin streams of milk, dripping onto her swollen belly as the latest infant — barely ten months old — nursed greedily from one aching teat.

She was in labor again.

Powerful contractions ripped through her like jagged knives. She grunted and pushed, teeth bared, sweat pouring down her face in the dim firelight while the other women of the tribe murmured around her, wiping her brow and holding her trembling hands. The wind howled outside like a living beast, the long winter refusing to loosen its grip. Food had grown dangerously scarce. The men risked death daily hunting woolly mammoths and steppe bison in the bitter cold.

Another savage contraction tore through her core. She screamed through gritted teeth, bearing down with everything she had left. “Push… come… out… now…” The crude words of the tribe spilled from her lips automatically now — the only language she could fully embrace.

The pain was monstrous. No medicine. No relief. Just raw, animal agony as her young body fought to expel yet another child. She knew this birth could kill her. Infection, bleeding out, or simple exhaustion — any of them could end her here in the dirt and smoke, leaving another fatherless cub behind while her mate simply claimed a new woman to fill the void.

God, how she missed the old world.

Hot showers. Painkillers. Sterile hospitals. Food that actually tasted like something. Here everything was bland, tough, and bitter — smoked meat, gritty roots, and strange fruits that looked and tasted nothing like the sweet berries she once knew. The air itself felt thin and dry, the land parched even when it wasn’t frozen. Winter now devoured most of the year. Game had grown wary and dangerous. She had seen the giants with her own eyes while waddling behind the tribe, heavy with child: towering woolly mammoths with their long curving tusks, saber-toothed cats with fangs like daggers, woolly rhinoceroses, massive ground sloths, seven-foot giant beavers, short-faced bears bigger than any nightmare, dire wolves, and herds of steppe bison and wild horses moving across the frozen plains.

She pushed again, screaming as the baby crowned. The women urged her on. With one final, soul-shattering effort, the child slid free into the waiting hands of the eldest woman.

A strong, angry cry filled the hut.

She collapsed back onto the furs, chest heaving, tears streaming down her cheeks as fresh milk leaked freely from her heavy, pendulous breasts. They placed the newborn son against her chest. Her body responded on pure instinct — the baby latched hard and began to suckle, sending sharp tingles through her overworked nipples.

She stared up at the smoke-blackened ceiling of the hut, listening to the wind howl like damned souls.

This was her eternity.

Constant breeding. Constant birth. Constant leaking. Constant cold, hunger, and survival.

Every time she felt another child kicking inside her, every time milk dripped from her sore, sagging tits, every time she tasted the bland, alien fruit or watched Korr’s scarred shoulder flex as he mounted her again, the truth burned deeper.

She had earned every second of this torment.

The Portal had never sent her through time. It had simply ended her — vaporized her body while her soul was dragged screaming through that corridor of color straight into Hell.

Becoming the very thing she had preyed upon — a small, weak, constantly pregnant young woman with no power, no escape, and a body built only for breeding — was perfect, poetic justice for what she had done to Dr. Elena Hart.

Korr — her mate, her tormentor — growled low beside her, that familiar ritual rumble vibrating through the furs as he reached for her again. Even exhausted and freshly delivered, her body responded with a shameful flutter. Her swollen, leaking cunt grew slick once more.

She closed her eyes, tears slipping down her temples.

Only the Golden One remained — forever pregnant, forever leaking milk, forever serving as the tribe’s warm, cum-filled breeding prize in a frozen prehistoric Hell.

And deep in the shattered ruins of her mind, the same broken thought echoed again and again, growing fainter with every new child she bore:

This… is exactly what I deserve.

-THE END-
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Jax Rivera, a cocky star quarterback, attempts to bribe his principal, Kara Voss. The conflict leads to a magical swap where Jax ends up in Kara’s body—pregnant and facing the physical toll of labor—while Kara takes over his athletic life.


The Silver Craving

Bound by an ancient silver coin and a forbidden pact, Alex and Jordan enter a dangerous game of rewriting reality that quickly spirals out of control. When Jordan transforms into the voluptuous Riley, a playful experiment turns into a dark, soul-shattering addiction fueled by an uncontrollable hunger for her husband’s seed. Every encounter delivers a euphoric high more potent than any drug, fracturing her mind and eroding her resistance until she is nothing more than a desperate vessel living for the next hit. Raw, visceral, and impossible to put down, this is a descent into a magical craving where the pleasure is peak, but the price is everything.


The Hostile Makeover

Caleb, a father and care home worker, undergoes a botched ritual that permanently transforms him into "Joan." The story focuses on the "liquidation of the male ego" as he is overwritten by this new, maternal identity.


The Hostile Takeover

Maya thought she was living her life. She thought her memories of her wedding, her youth, and her husband, Liam, were hers to keep. She was wrong. In the world of The Hostile Takeover, the soul is just another asset, and Maya’s youth is the target of a predatory acquisition. As her memories begin to "grey out" and a stranger starts wearing her skin like a tailored suit, Maya must find a way to reclaim her flesh before the clock strikes midnight and the merger becomes permanent.


The Perfect Toy

After two years of lies and a cold-blooded betrayal, cocky COO Kristopher A. Deed is about to learn that some debts are paid in flesh. Using a forbidden fusion of high-tech and ancient ritual, his ex, Lila, subjects him to the ultimate humiliation: a total biological rewrite into Krysti Brooks, a tiny, blonde bombshell with a mind wiped clean of everything but a desperate, dripping need to serve. Reconfigured with gravity-defying curves and erogenous zones rewired for total submission, the former tech bro is thrust into a nonstop gauntlet of strip clubs, gloryholes, and public degradation where every swallow is pure, mind-shattering ecstasy. As Krysti loses herself in a blur of service and salt, Lila watches the live feed of her ex’s total destruction, savoring a revenge that is as dark as it is delicious.


Locked In Heat: One of Us Married the Lesbian... The Other Became Her Forever Bitch

Brady and Colt have spent years lusting after Valentina Morales, the untouchable fitness influencer next door, but her total lack of interest in men makes her the ultimate forbidden fruit. Everything changes with AlterEgo, a dark-web app capable of rewriting biology with a single touch, allowing one brother to transform into Jeri—a perky, sassy knockout designed to bypass Val’s defenses and slide straight into her bed. What begins as a high-stakes infiltration evolves into a filthy, wine-soaked romance of slow domination and permanent surrender, blurring the lines between the ultimate score and total identity loss. In this dark, no-escape transformation tale, one brother marries the woman of his dreams, while the other discovers that playing the perfect woman comes with a price that is as permanent as it is addictive.


Taylor Made 

What begins as a simple favor on the greens of TPC Sawgrass turns into a permanent nightmare of identity and submission. When Ryan uses a mysterious artifact from Baubles & Bargains to swap bodies with his girlfriend Lexi, he expects a quick victory and a night of passion; instead, he finds himself ensnared by a merciless magical compulsion that rewrites his mind to match his new, hyper-feminized form. As his identity dissolves with every throb of arousal and heavy bounce of his stolen curves, a brutal double-cross leaves him trapped forever in the athletic body of Lexi’s rival, Taylor. Now a pampered daughter subjected to a world of full-body waxes and relentless grooming, the last traces of Ryan vanish into a life of luxury and total feminine surrender. This is a chilling, high-stakes transformation journey where the game ends, the swap becomes permanent, and the "good girl" left behind has never been wetter.


High Altitude Heat

Divorced and desperate for a fresh start, Ryan Kessler thinks he’s bought a ticket to freedom when he pins on a pair of enchanted pilot’s wings—only to find himself grounded in the body of Ava Hartley, a bubbly, ditzy 23-year-old flight attendant built for seduction. With every click-clack of her four-inch stilettos and every straining button of her tight navy uniform, Ryan’s old life dissolves into a haze of high-altitude arousal and an addiction to the hungry stares of everyone he meets. What starts as private exploration with black lace and toys turns into a permanent reality when a magical restriction traps him in Ava's form forever, forcing him to trade his identity for a life of mile-high tension and luxury. From grinding through turbulence to a steamy, snow-bound lesbian encounter in an Aspen suite, Ava fully embraces her role as the ultimate airhead center of attention. Packed with uniform fetish, explicit transformation, and a total surrender to desire, High Altitude Heat proves that some escapes are impossible to leave—and even better to experience.


Dripping Spirits: From Olympic Dreams to Bimbo Cream

Tyler’s quest for Olympic glory takes a devastatingly erotic turn when a genie’s wish transforms him into Taryn, a busty, auburn-haired swim star whose high-performance body comes with an insatiable new hunger. After weeks of locker-room humiliations and falling into "girlfriend mode" under the relentless touch of a magically created hunk, a desperate attempt to swap bodies backfires, plunging him even deeper into a permanent feminine abyss. Now trapped as Chloe—a golden-blonde, hyper-curvy bimbo with gravity-defying breasts and a mind flooded with pink, cock-obsessed thoughts—every trace of Tyler is wiped away by a brainless, giggling devotion to being a perfect, dripping slut. From frantic hallway encounters to all-night breeding sessions, Chloe lives only to please her man and dream of a pregnant walk down the aisle. This is a scorching tale of total bimboification and mind-altering surrender, where the only thing more permanent than the curves is the lust.


A Harem Wish

Brody Vale’s cocky swagger vanishes the moment a genie grants his wish to be surrounded by beautiful women—by turning him into the most breathtaking one of all. Now Amira, an eighteen-year-old Arabian masterpiece with gravity-defying curves and a body built for surrender, the former streamer is forced to dance for her masters before being claimed in a honeymoon of shattering, addictive pleasure. When a desperate final wish to undo the magic backfires, Brody finds himself permanently reset as his parents’ adopted Middle Eastern daughter, already pregnant and dressed like a walking wet dream. Trapped in a loop of surging hormones and a constant, dripping need for her boyfriend’s touch, Amira must accept that her old life is dead and her new reality is a perpetual state of erotic service. A Harem Wish is a steamy, humiliating descent into permanent transformation, where every curve is a cage and every climax is a reminder that some wishes should never come true.


Wish Granted, Body Betrayed: From Quantum Genius to Dripping Pleasure Slave

Brilliant quantum professor Ethan Calder thought he’d found the ultimate shortcut: three years of pure, uninterrupted focus to unlock real magic. The ancient vessel granted his wish—in the most devastating way possible—by swapping him into the lush, dripping body of Lila Kane, a fertile 19-year-old college sophomore blessed (and cursed) with massive, heaving breasts, an insatiable arousal that never fades, and a slick, eager pussy that betrays every rational thought. Sold at twenty-five as a virgin fetish bride, the once-arrogant genius is locked inside a mirrored boudoir and subjected to ruthless, hours-long sexual training by her demanding new master. Corseted, veiled, and constantly soaked, Lila fights the overwhelming waves of pleasure flooding her new form… until Ethan’s proud scientific mind finally cracks. Horrified resistance slowly melts into shameless, dripping craving as the fallen professor drops to her knees, begs for more, and rides with wild abandon—discovering that true power only comes through total, ecstatic surrender. A scorching gender-swap transformation packed with intense humiliation, deep mind-break, relentless fetish training, corset-tight bondage, and the delicious slide from arrogant genius to eager, pleasure-addicted slave.


Borrowed Beauty: Permanently Hers

Alex Rivera believed the mysterious silver ring was nothing more than a harmless fantasy tool—until a single touch granted him the power to become anyone he desired. But a private night of exploration turns into a permanent trap when Alex finds himself caught in his gorgeous neighbor's skin, only to lose the ring and his identity in one devastating moment. Now forced to live as Mara Kane, Alex must navigate a world of hyper-sexualized attention, navigating the dizzying heights of supermodel fame while his mind buckles under the constant, addictive thrum of his stolen body’s desires. As the boundaries of his old self dissolve into a haze of bouncing curves and overwhelming arousal, he faces the ultimate dark temptation: to stop fighting and finally surrender to the beauty he stole. Borrowed Beauty: Permanently Hers is a raw, unapologetic dive into extreme transformation and the delicious, taboo price of a life lived as someone else.
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