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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

The sun rose mercilessly the next morning, turning the red earth into a shimmering oven before the first drops of water had even been tasted from the new borehole. I woke aching in every muscle—thighs burning, back tight, cock tender beneath my shorts from the hours of relentless claiming the night before. Nine voluptuous African MILFs had taken my seed deep and raw; their heavy breasts, soft bellies, and wide child-bearing hips had gripped and milked me until I was drained. Yet the memory alone was enough to stir fresh heat low in my gut, my shaft thickening lazily against my thigh as I lay there listening to the village slowly wake.

Sarah was already outside when I pushed through the tent flap. She knelt beside the rig in fresh cargo shorts and a white tank top that was already darkening with sweat across the full swell of her breasts. Her blonde ponytail sat high, damp strands clinging to her neck and the flushed curve of her cheeks. She looked every inch the focused partner—strong shoulders flexing as she checked fittings, thick thighs straining the fabric—but the tension in her jaw and the way her blue eyes flicked toward me then darted away told a different story.

“Morning,” I said, voice still gravel-rough from last night’s groans.

She didn’t look up. “Rig’s holding. We should hit water today if everything cooperates.”

There was a bite to her words—sharp, guarded—but underneath it something softer, something unsteady that hadn’t existed yesterday. She had watched every thrust, every shuddering release, every time I flooded a fertile womb. And afterward, when the others had retreated to their huts leaking my seed, she had stood in the shadows, thighs pressed tight, telling me she wasn’t ready.

Not yet.

I stepped closer, letting my shadow fall across her work. “You good?”

Her hands stilled on the wrench. She finally met my gaze—pupils wide, cheeks flushed deeper than the morning heat could account for. “I’m fine. Let’s just finish this.”

But when she bent to tighten a coupling, her round ass filled out those shorts perfectly, and I caught the faint outline of damp fabric clinging between her thighs. She was soaked. Again. The knowledge sent a slow, heavy throb straight through my cock.

Word had spread like wildfire through dry grass.

By mid-morning the clearing around the borehole was no longer just ours. The mature women returned—thick-hipped, heavy-breasted goddesses whose bodies still carried the glow of last night’s breedings. Nia led them, towering and regal, her indigo wrap tied loosely so the deep valley between her massive breasts rose and fell with every breath. A faint, early swell was already visible beneath her soft belly—the village believed in the ritual’s power, and so did she. She caught my eye and smiled slow, wicked, one hand resting lightly over that gentle curve.

Aisha followed, coastal curves swaying hypnotically, emerald wrap riding low enough to show the tops of dark, still-hard nipples. Fatuma walked beside her, monstrous tits bouncing heavily, the soft jiggle of her belly making my mouth water even now. Makena, Wanjiku, Adongo, Linet, Safi, Chepkirui, Zahara—they all came back, some moving with a slight, satisfied limp, thighs still faintly glistening in the daylight, eyes dark with lingering hunger and quiet pride.

But they were not alone.

Younger women trailed in their wake—nineteen- and twenty-year-old beauties whose bodies were just beginning to bloom with the same lush promise. They wore fewer coverings: delicate strings of beads and shells draped across firm, high breasts that bounced with youthful energy, narrow waists flaring dramatically into rounded hips and thick, smooth thighs that brushed together as they walked. Their dark skin gleamed with fresh oil and nervous sweat; full lips parted in shy, eager smiles. Between those thighs the telltale sheen was unmistakable—virgin slits already swollen and slick, dripping with anticipation simply from being near the man who had claimed so many of the village’s most revered women the night before.

They formed a living ring around the rig while I worked—circling slowly, hips swaying, beads clicking softly. One—a nineteen-year-old with skin like polished onyx and breasts so firm they defied gravity—brushed her hip deliberately against my arm as she passed. Another, twenty, golden-brown and thick-thighed, bent to “help” adjust a hose—ass high and round, beads parting just enough to reveal the dark crease and the glistening pink beneath.

Sarah saw every single move.

She slammed a pipe section into place harder than necessary. “They’re practically circling like vultures,” she muttered, voice tight.

“They’re part of the ritual,” I said quietly. “The village needs the cycle to continue.”

She glared at me, but her nipples were stiff peaks against her tank top, and when she shifted her weight I saw the damp patch spreading between her thighs.

By noon the borehole was close—drill whining steadily, pipe locked tight, the promise of water humming just beneath the surface. The younger women grew bolder. A twenty-year-old named Lila—high, firm breasts strung with red beads, narrow waist flaring into swaying hips—pressed her body against my back while I checked the pump. Her hard nipples dragged across my sweat-slick skin through the thin fabric.

“You will take us tonight?” she whispered, accent thick and sweet. “The elders say your strength is proven. They already feel it inside them.”

Her hand slipped around my waist, fingers brushing the growing bulge in my shorts. I groaned low. My cock jerked, thickening instantly.

Sarah’s wrench clattered to the dirt. She stood up fast, chest heaving, blue eyes blazing.

“Enough,” she snapped, voice shaking. “We’re trying to work here.”

But Lila only smiled wider, pressing her perky tits harder against my back before stepping away with a sway that made her juicy ass bounce enticingly.

The afternoon stretched into delicious torment. The mature women lounged in the shade of nearby huts, legs casually parted, fingers idly tracing the faint swells beneath their soft bellies while they watched the younger ones circle me like predators learning their power. Every time I bent to adjust a fitting, a young beauty would drift close—brushing a thick thigh against mine, letting beaded breasts graze my arm, whispering soft, filthy promises in broken English.

“Your cock looks so heavy,” one murmured, eyes wide and dark. “Will it stretch me wide? Will it feel so good I forget how to breathe?”

Another leaned in while I drank from a clay jug, her hand boldly cupping the weight of my balls through the fabric. “Already full again,” she purred. “So much to give us tonight.”

Sarah worked in furious silence, but her glances grew longer, hungrier. When she caught me staring at a particularly ripe twenty-year-old—smooth ebony skin, perky tits bouncing as she laughed with her friends—Sarah’s hand clenched around a length of pipe until her knuckles turned white.

By late afternoon the drill finally broke through.

A cheer erupted from the gathered villagers. Cool, clear water gushed from the pipe, sparkling in the sun like liquid silver. Women rushed forward with pots and jugs, laughing, splashing each other in celebration. The younger ones danced around me—bodies glistening, beads clicking, firm breasts bouncing, juicy hips rolling in joyful rhythm.

Nia stepped forward, water dripping from her heavy breasts, the faint swell of her belly catching the light.

“The well flows,” she declared, voice carrying over the crowd. “The gods are pleased. Tonight the ritual continues. The younger women are ready—their bodies ripe, eager, waiting for your strength to complete the blessing.”

The ring of nineteen- and twenty-year-olds tightened around me. Their eyes were wide, pupils blown, lips parted. I could smell their arousal—sweet, fresh, untouched musk mingling with coconut oil and the warm earth.

Sarah stood frozen a few feet away—tank top soaked through, shorts clinging darkly between her thighs, blonde hair plastered to her neck. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. She looked from the circling young women—firm tits, tight waists, juicy hips, glistening virgin curves—to me, sweat-glistened muscles still heaving from the day’s labor.

She swallowed hard.

“I’m not joining them,” she said, but the words came out barely above a whisper.

I held her gaze. “Not yet.”

Her nipples hardened further beneath the wet cotton. A visible shiver ran down her thick frame.

Nia smiled—slow, knowing. “Tonight the fire will burn higher. The younger women will offer themselves—open, eager, aching to feel your power deep inside. Then the others will join again, hungry for more of what you have already proven you can give.”

She placed a warm hand on my chest. “Rest now, outsider. You will need every bit of your strength.”

The young women giggled and whispered among themselves, already drifting toward the fire circle to prepare—fresh oil gleaming on their skin, beads adjusted, stealing glances at me with wide, hungry eyes.

Sarah turned abruptly, heading toward our tent. But she paused at the entrance, looking back over her shoulder.

“Tonight…” she started, voice catching. Then softer: “I’ll be watching.”

She disappeared inside.

I stood there—cock throbbing painfully against my shorts, surrounded on every side by fertile temptation: mature goddesses already carrying the first signs of my seed, younger beauties dripping and trembling with anticipation.

The sun dipped lower, painting the sky in blood and fire.

The flames would be lit soon.

And when they were, the ritual would escalate again.

The younger women would spread for me.

And Sarah—my blonde, curvy, stubborn partner—would be right there on the edge, thighs clenched, fighting a war she was already losing.


Chapter Two

The stars hung sharp and bright overhead, scattered like scattered diamonds across endless black. The fire pit roared back to life—logs snapping, flames leaping high enough to bathe every oiled curve in shifting red and gold. The drums returned, slower now, deeper, a steady throb that matched the heavy pulse between my legs and kept my cock thick and ready despite the long day’s labor.

The younger women had prepared with care. Nineteen- and twenty-year-old beauties moved through the firelight—bodies freshly oiled until their dark skin gleamed, beads and shells clicking softly with every sway of firm hips and high, perky breasts. Their wraps were light and colorful—thin strips tied low on narrow waists, barely covering smooth, untouched curves. Nipples stood dark and erect against the warm night air; full lips parted in shy smiles that carried nervous excitement. Their scent drifted toward me—sweet coconut, fresh arousal, the clean promise of untouched desire.

Around the outer edge of the circle, some of the village elders watched—mature women whose own bodies still carried the glow of the previous night, soft bellies faintly rounded, eyes hungry and approving as they observed the ritual’s next phase unfold. Nia sat among them, regal on her low stool, heavy breasts resting naturally, one hand resting lightly over the gentle swell where my seed had already begun its work. She nodded once when our eyes met—silent permission, quiet pride.

Sarah stood a respectful distance back from the flames—tank top clinging damply to the full swell of her breasts, shorts dark between her thick thighs. Her blonde ponytail had come half-undone; loose strands framed a face flushed with heat and unspoken longing. She didn’t speak. She simply watched—arms crossed beneath her chest, pushing her tits up until stiff nipples pressed visibly against wet cotton. Her thighs shifted restlessly; the faint rock of her hips betrayed the ache she refused to voice.

The first to step forward was Makena.

Mid-thirties, golden-brown skin still shining from the day’s heat, thick thighs and a soft belly that jiggled faintly when she moved. She had been one of the most eager the night before, and the memory of her sighs still echoed in my ears. She smiled now—slow, inviting—and bent forward in front of me, hands braced on her knees, presenting the lush roundness of her ass. The firelight caught the faint sheen still lingering between her thighs from the previous night.

I stepped close, hands settling on her wide hips. She sighed softly as I entered her—slow, deliberate—filling her familiar warmth in one smooth glide. Her walls fluttered around me, welcoming, already slick and ready. I moved with long, steady strokes—deep enough to make her breath hitch, pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in. Each thrust made her ass ripple softly; the wet sounds of our joining blended with the crackle of the fire.

Her moans rose—low, throaty, satisfied. She pushed back to meet me, rolling her hips in easy rhythm. The elders watched from the shadows—eyes dark and gleaming, lips parted slightly, hands resting on their own curves in quiet appreciation.

A twenty-year-old beauty approached then—golden-brown skin like Makena’s but firmer, tighter, breasts high and perky beneath a string of red beads. She knelt beside us—not touching, just close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body. Her dark eyes were wide, watching every slow plunge, every ripple of Makena’s flesh. Her breath came faster; one small hand drifted between her own thighs, fingers circling gently over her swollen mound.

Makena noticed. She reached out, stroked the younger woman’s cheek with a gentle thumb.

“Soon,” she murmured between soft gasps. “Your turn comes soon.”

The girl whimpered—soft, needy—but stayed where she was, eyes locked on the rhythm of my hips.

I picked up pace—longer, deeper strokes that made Makena’s moans turn sharper. Her walls clenched, fluttering wildly as pleasure built. When she came it was with a low, shuddering cry—body trembling, pussy milking me in hungry pulses. I followed moments later—burying deep, releasing thick, hot ropes into her welcoming depths. She sighed in satisfaction as the warmth spread inside her; a faint trickle leaked out when I eased free, glistening on her dark skin.

Makena turned, kissed me slow and deep—tongue lazy, tasting of salt and shared pleasure—then stepped aside with a sated smile.

The twenty-year-old took her place immediately—bending forward, hands braced, round ass presented high. She looked back over her shoulder—eyes bright, lips parted.

“Please,” she whispered. “I’ve waited all day.”

I gripped her hips—firm, perfect—and entered her slowly. She gasped—sharp, surprised—as the thick head stretched her open. Her walls were impossibly tight, fluttering around every inch. I sank in carefully, giving her time to adjust, watching her face soften from tension to wonder.

When I bottomed out she let out a soft, broken moan.

“So full,” she breathed. “So… good…”

I started moving—slow, shallow thrusts at first, letting her feel the rhythm. Her moans grew louder, sweeter; hips began to rock back to meet me. Makena knelt beside her now—stroking her back, murmuring soft encouragement in their language. The young woman relaxed further, body opening, pleasure building.

I lengthened my strokes—deeper, steadier—each plunge making her ass bounce softly. Her cries turned desperate; thighs trembled. When her climax hit it was sudden—back arching, a high, sweet cry escaping as she spasmed around me. I thrust deep one last time and let go—flooding her with thick pulses until warmth overflowed and dripped slowly down her thighs.

She collapsed forward—panting, glowing—then curled onto her side with a shy, blissful smile.

The elders murmured approval from the shadows—low voices, soft laughter, eyes still hungry but patient.

More came forward—young and mature together now, moving in easy harmony. A nineteen-year-old lay on her back, legs parted wide, inviting me with a nervous but eager smile. I entered her gently—slow glides that let her adjust to my thickness. Her moans were high and breathless; her small hands clutched at my arms as pleasure built.

A thirty-eight-year-old beauty—thick thighs, soft belly—knelt beside us, stroking the younger woman’s hair while she watched. No words passed between them—just quiet support, shared anticipation.

When the girl came—shuddering, crying out softly—I followed—burying deep, releasing into her welcoming heat until she was filled and leaking.

I moved to the next—alternating between firm young bodies and plush mature ones. Some rode me slow and sensual—hips rolling, beads clicking, breasts bouncing gently. Others bent forward—asses presented, thighs spread—taking me from behind with easy, rolling motions. Each woman found her rhythm; each climax built on the last.

The night became a gentle tide of pleasure—bodies pressing close, skin sliding against skin, moans blending into one continuous wave. Young voices rose high and sweet; mature ones answered low and throaty. Sweat glistened. Beads clicked. The firelight turned every curve to liquid gold.

Sarah never looked away.

She stood at the edge of the circle—tank top soaked, shorts clinging, thighs pressed tight together. Her hand had slipped beneath the waistband again—fingers moving in slow, desperate circles. Her chest rose and fell fast; blue eyes glassy with longing. Every time a young beauty cried out in release, Sarah’s own soft whimper escaped—barely audible, but there.

She fought it—jaw clenched, breathing ragged—but the fight was slipping. Her nipples strained against wet cotton; the dark spot between her thighs grew wider.

When the last young woman slid off me—panting, glowing, curling against a friend—I lay back on the warm earth—chest heaving, skin slick, cock spent but still half-hard from the endless heat.

The elders watched from their places—eyes dark, approving, patient.

Sarah took one step forward—then stopped.

She met my gaze across the fire.

“You gave them everything,” she said—voice low, trembling. “I saw it all.”

I pushed up onto my elbows.

“You want it too,” I said quietly.

She swallowed hard. A visible shiver ran through her.

“I do,” she admitted—barely a whisper. “More than anything. Watching you… it’s all I think about. My body hasn’t stopped aching.”

She took another step—close enough now that I could see the flush on her cheeks, the way her thighs trembled.

“But not tonight,” she continued, voice steadier. “Not here. Not with them all around us.”

Her eyes flicked over the sprawled bodies—young women curled together, mature ones lounging with soft smiles, all of them marked by the night’s pleasure.

“When the well is finished,” she said, “when the ritual reaches its final night… then I’ll come to you. Just us.”

She crouched—bringing her face level with mine—lips close enough to feel her breath.

“And when I do,” she whispered, “I want you to remember how wet I’ve been every single night you’ve claimed them. How I’ve stood here, thighs shaking, fighting every urge to step forward. How I’ve lost.”

She reached down—fingers brushing my slick shaft once, slow and deliberate—then stood again.

“I’ll be ready,” she said simply.

Then she turned and walked back toward our tent—hips swaying, thighs pressed tight, the wet spot on her shorts catching the firelight.

The village watched her go in quiet respect.

Nia’s voice carried softly across the circle.

“Soon,” she murmured. “The outsider’s woman will ask for what her body already knows it needs.”

I lay back—chest still rising and falling hard, cock throbbing faintly despite everything.

The fire crackled.

The drums had gone silent.

But the hunger hadn’t faded.

It had only grown deeper, quieter, more certain.

Tomorrow the well would be sealed.

The ritual would reach its peak.

And Sarah—my beautiful, stubborn, aching partner—would finally step forward.

Not to watch.

To claim.

And to be claimed.


Chapter Three

The fire had settled into a steady, comforting blaze—logs popping and crackling with that deep, resinous scent that filled the night air and made everything feel warmer, heavier, more alive. Flames danced in slow waves, casting shifting red and gold light across every oiled curve in the circle. Sweat glistened on dark skin like liquid silk, catching the glow and making every swell and dip of flesh look impossibly inviting. The air was thick, almost sweet—coconut oil mixed with the clean, heady musk of aroused women, the faint salt of sweat, and something richer underneath: the quiet, intimate scent of shared pleasure still lingering from every slow, deep joining.

My body felt heavy with deep satisfaction—muscles loose and warm, chest still rising and falling in heavy rhythm, cock tender yet stubbornly half-hard against my thigh. Every breath I took reminded me how many times I had already given myself tonight, yet the ritual’s pull refused to let the heat die. It simmered low in my gut, a constant throb that kept blood flowing south, kept me ready. How is it possible to still want more? I thought, eyes drifting over the sea of bodies. These women… they’ve taken everything I have, and my cock is already stirring again just looking at them.

The circle had become one gentle, flowing tide of flesh and desire. Mature women and younger beauties moved together now in perfect harmony—firm, high breasts brushing softly against heavy, swaying ones; narrow waists pressing against soft, rounded bellies that already carried the faint, beautiful promise of new life. Beads clicked softly with every shift of hips. Soft moans and quiet, breathless laughter layered over the low drumbeat that had slowed to a deep, sensual heartbeat. No rush. No frenzy. Just a slow, shared rhythm of bodies giving and receiving, skin sliding against skin, the occasional wet sigh of pleasure as one woman after another took what she needed.

I was the center they all orbited, and the knowledge sent a fresh pulse straight through me. They’re all here for me, I thought, heart pounding harder. Every curve, every pair of eyes, every soft gasp—they chose this. They chose me.

A nineteen-year-old beauty with smooth onyx skin and high, firm breasts strung with delicate red beads lay on her back in the warm dirt right in front of me. Her legs were parted, knees bent, hips lifted in quiet, trembling invitation. The firelight painted her body in liquid gold—highlighting the gentle curve of her narrow waist, the smooth flare of her hips, the way her dark nipples stood tight and eager. Her eyes were wide with nervous excitement, full lips parted, breath coming in soft little pants that made her chest rise and fall rapidly. She was still so new to this—body trembling just a little—but the way she arched toward me, the way her thighs opened wider, said everything words never could.

I knelt between her thighs, hands gentle but sure on her slim waist. Her skin was fever-hot, silky from the oil. She shivered the instant my fingers touched her— a tiny, delicious tremor that ran all the way down to her toes. I entered her slowly—careful, letting her feel every thick inch as her tight warmth slowly enveloped me. She gasped, soft and high, small hands clutching my forearms, nails pressing just enough to show how intensely she felt it. Her walls fluttered around me—velvet-tight, fluttering like butterfly wings—drawing me deeper with every slow glide.

God, she’s so tight, I thought, jaw clenched as I fought the urge to thrust harder. So hot and perfect… like she was made for this moment. I moved with long, steady strokes—deep enough to make her breath hitch sharply, shallow enough to let her body adjust and open. Her moans were high and sweet, rising with every thrust like music. A twenty-year-old knelt nearby—golden-brown skin glowing in the firelight—stroking her friend’s hair with gentle fingers, whispering soft encouragement in their language. The younger woman relaxed further, body opening like a flower, pleasure building in slow, delicious waves that made her hips start to lift and meet mine.

The sensory overload was almost too much—the slick heat gripping me, the soft slap of skin on skin, the way her beads clicked against my chest every time I sank deep. Sweat trickled down my back; the fire’s warmth kissed my skin. And through it all I could feel Sarah’s eyes on us—burning, heavy, never leaving. She’s watching every inch disappear inside this girl, I thought, cock throbbing harder at the idea. Watching me fill her. God, I can almost feel her thighs squeezing together right now.

When the young beauty’s climax finally came it was sudden and beautiful—her back arching off the dirt, a soft, broken cry escaping her lips as her walls fluttered wildly around me. I followed moments later—burying deep, pulsing thick, hot ropes of warmth straight into her welcoming depths. She whimpered through the aftershocks, thighs quivering against my sides, one small hand drifting down to rest low on her belly as if she could already feel the promise taking root. I stayed inside her for long seconds, letting her milk every last drop, savoring the way her body clung to me like it never wanted to let go.

I eased out gently. A creamy trickle followed, glistening on her dark skin in the firelight. She smiled up at me—shy, sated, glowing with that special afterglow only a woman who has just been truly claimed can wear.

Before I could catch my breath, the twenty-year-old took her place—straddling me reverse so her round, juicy ass faced me like the most perfect offering. She sank down slowly, letting out a long, shuddering sigh as I filled her completely. Her hips rolled in deep, sensual circles—beads clicking softly, ass cheeks bouncing gently with every downward motion. The rhythm was hypnotic; the wet, intimate sounds of our joining blended perfectly with the crackle of the fire and the low moans around us. Every roll of her hips sent pleasure spiraling up my spine. Her walls gripped me—hot, slick, fluttering—milking me with every slow grind.

Fuck, this ass… I thought, hands sliding up to grip her hips, thumbs pressing into soft flesh. So round and perfect… bouncing on me like she was born for it. The firelight made her skin look like polished bronze, every curve highlighted, every bead catching sparks. Sweat rolled down the deep line of her spine; I could smell her arousal—sweet and fresh—mixing with the coconut oil.

A mature voice murmured nearby, rich and husky. Fatuma knelt close—her heavy breasts brushing my chest as she leaned in to kiss me—slow, deep, tasting of salt and satisfaction. Her hand reached between us, fingers circling the younger woman’s clit in gentle, practiced strokes that made the girl’s moans turn desperate and needy. The twenty-year-old’s hips moved faster now—rolling harder, ass bouncing with more urgency. Her cries rose higher, sweeter, until her whole body shook.

She came hard—back arching, walls fluttering wildly around my cock. I thrust up once, twice, then let go—flooding her with thick, hot pulses until warmth overflowed and dripped warmly down my shaft and balls. She slid off trembling, then curled beside her friend—both of them flushed and smiling, hands resting on each other’s thighs in quiet, affectionate closeness.

The mature women moved in next—confident, unhurried, their bodies glowing with the knowledge that they had already been claimed once and were hungry for more.

Chepkirui straddled my lap—wide hips lowering slowly until I was buried deep inside her experienced heat. She rode me with rolling, grinding strokes—her heavy breasts swaying hypnotically, dark nipples stiff and begging for attention. Nia knelt behind her, hands resting lightly on Chepkirui’s shoulders, kissing the side of her neck while whispering soft praise that made the older woman moan deeper. They shared the rhythm perfectly—Chepkirui rising and falling in long, sensual glides, Nia’s fingers teasing her clit until Chepkirui shattered with a low, throaty moan that vibrated through her entire body. I followed—thrusting deep, releasing another thick load of warmth into her already fertile depths, feeling her walls milk me greedily.

They’re all connected, I thought, eyes drifting over the circle. Every moan, every sigh, every drop I give them… it’s binding them closer. And Sarah is right there on the edge, feeling every single second of it.

The night became a gentle, endless tide of pleasure—bodies pressing close, skin sliding slick against skin, moans blending into one continuous wave of sound. Young voices rose high and sweet; mature ones answered low and throaty. Sweat glistened everywhere. Beads clicked and shells whispered. The firelight turned every curve into liquid gold—thick thighs glistening, heavy breasts bouncing softly, round asses rolling with every thrust. Some women rode me slow and sensual—hips circling, breasts swaying gently against my chest. Others bent forward—asses presented high, thighs spread—taking me from behind with easy, rolling motions that made their cheeks bounce beautifully.

I lost track of how many times I filled them—each climax deeper than the last, each warm release leaving another woman glowing and sated, thighs trembling, hand resting low on her belly with that secret, hopeful smile. My inner thoughts spun wildly: Look at them… all these lush bodies, all these soft curves, all of them taking me so perfectly. And Sarah… fuck, she’s still watching. I can see her thighs squeezing together, her hand moving faster under those shorts. How much longer can she hold out?

Sarah never looked away once.

She stood at the edge of the circle—tank top soaked through and clinging transparently to every full, heavy curve of her breasts, nipples stiff and dark against the wet cotton. Her shorts were dark and clinging between her thick thighs, the wet spot now unmistakable. Her hand had slipped beneath the waistband again—fingers moving in slow, desperate circles that made her hips rock subtly. Her chest rose and fell fast; blue eyes glassy with raw longing. Every time a young beauty cried out in release, Sarah’s own soft whimper escaped—barely audible over the fire, but I heard it every single time. Her lips were bitten red; a faint sheen of sweat glistened on her cleavage.

She’s dying inside, I thought, cock twitching harder even as I filled another woman. Watching me give them everything she wants for herself. I can see it in her eyes—the jealousy, the hunger, the way she’s fighting not to step forward and beg right now. God, the tension is killing me.

She fought it—jaw clenched, breathing ragged—but the fight was slipping badly. Her nipples strained painfully against the fabric; the dark patch between her thighs had spread wider with every passing minute. Her thighs trembled visibly. She shifted her weight again and again, trying to ease the ache, but it only made her hand move faster beneath her shorts.

When the last young woman finally slid off me—panting, glowing, curling contentedly against a friend—I lay back on the warm earth—chest heaving, skin slick with sweat and oil, cock spent but still half-hard from the endless, delicious heat. The elders watched from their places—eyes dark, approving, patient—soft smiles on their faces as they took in the beautiful scene of satisfied women all around me.

Sarah took one hesitant step forward—then stopped, as if the air itself held her back.

She met my gaze across the dying fire. Her voice, when it came, was low and trembling but carried straight to me.

“You gave them everything tonight,” she said, each word thick with emotion. “I saw every single moment. Every time you filled them so deep. Every time they came apart around you, moaning your name.”

I pushed up onto my elbows, heart hammering. My cock twitched visibly at the nearness of her—so close, so visibly aching, so close to breaking.

“You want it too,” I said quietly, voice rough.

She swallowed hard. Her nipples were stiff peaks against the soaked tank top. A visible shiver ran through her thick, curvy frame—from her shoulders all the way down to her trembling thighs.

“I do,” she admitted—barely a whisper, but the words hit me like a strike of lightning. “More than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life. Watching you… it’s all I can think about. My body hasn’t stopped aching since last night. Every time you sank into one of them, every time I saw that look on their faces when you flooded them… I felt it right here.” She pressed a hand low on her belly, then lower still. “I’m soaked, aching, dripping… and I can’t stop.”

She took another step—close enough now that I could smell her own arousal mixing with the night air, close enough to see the flush spreading down her neck and into the deep valley of her cleavage.

“But not tonight,” she continued, voice gaining a little strength even as her thighs trembled. “Not here. Not with them all around us, still glowing from you.”

Her eyes flicked slowly over the sprawled bodies—young women curled together in soft affection, mature ones lounging with peaceful smiles, all of them marked by the night’s pleasure, thighs still faintly glistening.

“When the well is finished,” she said, eyes locking back on mine, “when the ritual reaches its final night and the whole village celebrates what you’ve given them… then I’ll come to you. Just us. No eyes watching. No drums. No circle. Just you and me.”

She crouched slowly—bringing her face level with mine—lips so close I could feel the warm flutter of her breath against my skin. Her hand reached down—hesitant at first—then wrapped warm fingers around my slick shaft. She stroked once—slow, exploratory—feeling the lingering heat, the mess of every woman I had claimed tonight. Her thumb brushed over the sensitive head and I groaned softly.

“And when I do,” she whispered, voice husky and raw, “I want you to remember exactly how wet I’ve been every single night you’ve claimed them. How I’ve stood right here on the edge, thighs shaking so hard I could barely stand, fighting every instinct to step forward and beg you to take me the same way. How I’ve lost that fight a thousand times in my head already.”

She squeezed me once—firm, possessive, full of promise—then released me and stood on shaky legs.

“I’ll be ready,” she said simply, voice barely above a whisper now.

Then she turned and walked back toward our tent—hips swaying with that unconscious, sensual roll, thighs pressed tight together, the dark wet spot on her shorts catching the firelight like a secret only I could read.

The village watched her go in quiet, respectful silence.

Nia’s low, knowing voice carried softly across the circle.

“Soon,” she murmured. “The outsider’s woman will ask for what her body already knows it needs more than air.”

I lay back—chest still rising and falling hard, cock throbbing faintly despite everything, the night air cooling my skin while the fire continued to crackle.

The hunger hadn’t faded.

It had only grown deeper, quieter, more certain—burning like the last embers of the fire.

Tomorrow the well would be sealed and the ritual would reach its peak.

And Sarah—my beautiful, stubborn, dripping-wet partner—would finally step forward.

Not to watch from the shadows anymore.

To claim her place in the harem.

And to be claimed completely.
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Max Thruster thrives on the raw heat of older women—those confident, curvy MILFs who know exactly what they crave and aren't afraid to take it.

Obsessed with thick thighs, soft bellies, sweet delicious pussies, and the primal thrill of breeding them raw, he channels every filthy fantasy into steamy Kindle shorts packed with facesitting smothering, milky suckling sessions, and massive, throbbing creampie loads that leave fertile wombs overflowing.
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