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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 jeep rattled and jolted over the final stretch of red dirt road like it was trying to shake every bolt loose from the frame. Dust billowed behind us in a thick, choking cloud, coating the windshield, my arms, and the dashboard in a fine layer of rust-colored powder. I gripped the wheel tighter, knuckles whitening, feeling the searing African heat bleed straight through the metal even with both windows rolled down. Sweat trickled down my back, soaking the thin cotton of my shirt, and my mind kept drifting to the same dangerous place it always did on these long drives—Sarah Larson sitting right beside me.

She shifted in the passenger seat, fanning herself with a crumpled map that was already half-destroyed by the humidity. Her blonde ponytail swung with every bump, strands sticking to her damp neck. That white tank top clung to her like a second skin, damp and translucent enough that I could see the black sports bra underneath straining against the full, heavy swell of her breasts. Sarah was built like she’d spent half her life hauling drilling rigs and water pumps—strong shoulders, a narrow waist that flared out into wide, womanly hips, and thick thighs that filled every inch of those cargo shorts. Every time the jeep hit a rut and her body jostled, her tits bounced softly, and I had to force my eyes back to the road before she caught me staring.

“You complaining about the heat or just looking for an excuse to strip down?” I teased, trying to keep my voice light even as my cock gave a lazy twitch against my thigh.

She rolled her eyes, but I caught the faint flush creeping up her neck. “Keep dreaming, partner. We’ve got a borehole to drill, not a porno to shoot out here in the middle of nowhere.”

Two years we’d been doing these gigs together, and every single trip she shot me that same look—Not happening, buddy. But I’d seen the way her eyes sometimes lingered on my sweat-soaked chest when I worked shirtless. I knew she felt the pull too, even if she’d rather die than admit it. Right now, though, all I could think about was how those thick hips of hers would feel under my hands if she ever stopped pretending.

The village appeared suddenly, rising out of the shimmering heat haze like a fever dream. Round thatched huts dotted the landscape, their mud walls painted in bold geometric patterns of red, yellow, and white that seemed to pulse in the sunlight. Goats wandered lazily between them, nibbling at sparse grass. Women moved with effortless grace, colorful wraps draped over their bodies, balancing clay pots or woven baskets on their heads as if the weight was nothing. Children ran barefoot, laughing and shouting, their dark skin gleaming under the relentless sun. The air smelled of woodsmoke, dried herbs, and something sweeter—maybe mango blossoms mixed with the earthy scent of sun-baked soil.

We pulled up near the central clearing, engine coughing to a stop. The sudden silence hit like a wave—only distant birds and the low murmur of voices breaking it. Sarah hopped out first, boots kicking up a puff of dust. I followed, slinging my heavy pack over one shoulder, already feeling the weight of eyes on us. Dozens of them. Hungry ones.

An older woman stepped forward—tall, commanding, her body thick and powerful in a way that made my pulse kick hard. Late forties, dark skin smooth and oiled to a rich mahogany sheen that caught every ray of sunlight. Her deep indigo wrap was tied high on her chest, barely containing the heavy swell of breasts that rose and fell with each breath—full, pendulous, the kind that had nursed children and still promised so much more. Wide hips swayed as she approached, thick thighs rubbing together beneath the fabric with an audible whisper, her round, generous ass jiggling faintly with every step. Gold hoops dangled from her ears, beads clinking softly around her neck and wrists like a sensual promise.

She spoke in a melodic language I didn’t understand, her voice rich and low. A younger woman—maybe mid-thirties—stepped beside her and translated in accented English.

“I am Amina. This is our elder, Nia. She welcomes the water-bringers. The gods have sent you at the perfect time.”

Sarah raised an eyebrow, arms crossing under her own full breasts and pushing them up until the tank top strained. “Perfect time for what, exactly?”

Nia’s gaze settled on me—slow, appraising, deep brown eyes almost black and framed by thick lashes. She smiled wider, revealing perfect white teeth, then gestured to the women gathered behind her in a loose semicircle.

They were breathtaking. A cluster of mature goddesses in their thirties and forties, bodies ripe and womanly in ways that made my throat go dry and my cock start to thicken against my thigh.

One caught my eye immediately—a thirty-five-year-old vision with skin like polished ebony, her bright crimson wrap hugging every lush curve. Her breasts were enormous, straining the fabric so tightly I could see the dark outline of her areolas pressing through. A soft belly curved gently outward, proof of children already borne, yet her hips flared wide and powerful, built for carrying more. That ass—plump, high, impossibly round—swayed hypnotically as she shifted her weight. Thick thighs met in a lush V that promised softness, heat, and the kind of grip that could milk a man dry.

Beside her stood another, perhaps forty, even fuller and more commanding. Her emerald-green wrap was knotted at one shoulder, leaving the other bare to show the swell of her upper arm and the deep, shadowed cleavage between breasts so heavy they rested against her ribcage. Sweat glistened in that valley, trickling slowly down to disappear into hidden warmth. Her hips flared dramatically, creating an hourglass silhouette that begged to be gripped hard while she rode. She met my stare boldly, full lips parting in a slow, knowing smile that sent a fresh surge of blood south.

More of them surrounded us—each one a vision of mature fertility that made my mind race. A woman in her late thirties with golden-brown skin, her wrap slipping low enough to reveal the tops of dark, pebbled nipples that looked stiff in the heat. Another with jet-black hair braided in intricate patterns, her body soft and pillowy, belly gently rounded from past pregnancies, ass so thick and juicy it jiggled softly when she laughed at something one of the others said. A third—early forties, skin gleaming like wet obsidian—had thighs that could crush a man in ecstasy and breasts that swayed heavily with every breath.

I felt my cock stir again, swelling thicker, pressing noticeably against the front of my pants. The air around them was thick with their scent—coconut oil rubbed into dark skin, warm earth, and the faint, unmistakable musk of aroused womanhood. My balls felt heavy already, aching with the sudden, overwhelming need to step closer, to touch, to claim.

Sarah cleared her throat loudly, the sound sharp enough to cut through the haze. “So… where exactly do we set up the rig?”

Amina translated. Nia gestured toward a cluster of huts near the dry riverbed, but her eyes never left mine. That stare was pure invitation.

As we unloaded the gear—pipes, pump, heavy drilling rig—the women didn’t disperse. They watched with open hunger. They whispered among themselves in that melodic tongue, eyes flicking over my arms, my chest, the growing bulge I couldn’t hide. One of the younger ones among them—early thirties, golden-brown curves spilling from her wrap—approached with a clay jug of cool water. She poured it slowly over my hands to wash away the dust, her fingers lingering on my forearms, tracing the veins there. Her heavy breasts brushed deliberately against my arm—soft, warm, nipples hard little points pressing through the thin cloth like they were begging for attention.

A low groan almost escaped me. My cock jerked visibly now, straining the fabric. I could feel the heat radiating off her body, the way her thick thighs shifted as she stood close.

Sarah noticed everything. Her jaw tightened, blue eyes flashing with something that looked a hell of a lot like jealousy. “Focus,” she snapped under her breath, grabbing a length of pipe a little too hard. But I saw the way her own nipples had stiffened against her tank top, the faint flush creeping down her neck and disappearing into that deep cleavage.

How the hell was I supposed to focus? Everywhere I turned, fertile goddesses moved with hypnotic grace. One bent to pick up a fallen basket, her wrap riding up to expose the soft undersides of thick ass cheeks, dark skin shining with a light sheen of sweat. Another laughed, head thrown back, her massive breasts bouncing freely beneath her wrap. A third adjusted her cloth deliberately, tugging it down just enough to flash the deep, inviting cleft between her tits while she stared straight at me.

By late afternoon the site was finally prepped. Sarah and I worked side by side in the brutal sun, her body close enough that I could smell sunscreen mixed with her own clean sweat. Every time she bent over a crate, that round, firm ass filled out her shorts perfectly, and I had to turn away before the ache in my balls got any worse. My mind was a storm—images of those ebony MILFs pressing close, their heavy breasts against my chest, thick thighs parting for me, soft bellies and wide hips ready to take everything I could give.

That evening, the village invited us to the fire circle.

Torches flickered around the clearing, casting golden light over bare shoulders and swaying hips. The low, steady throb of drums started deep in my chest. The women danced—slow, sensual rolls of their bodies, hips circling in hypnotic figure-eights, heavy breasts heaving and bouncing with every movement. Sweat glistened on dark skin. Wraps slipped lower, revealing more and more lush curves.

Nia approached me again, this time alone. She placed a warm palm flat on my pounding chest, right over my heart.

Amina translated softly from nearby: “The ritual returns every ten years. An outsider must plant life in our wombs. The gods choose the strong, the virile. You have come when the village hungers.”

Sarah stood only a few feet away, arms crossed tight under her breasts, pushing them up until the tank top looked painted on. Her nipples were stiff peaks now, clearly visible. She looked pissed. And unmistakably turned on.

Nia’s hand slid lower, brushing the front of my pants where my cock strained painfully against the zipper. Her fingers traced the thick outline for just a second—long enough to make me throb—before she smiled, slow and wicked.

“The mature ones first,” Amina continued. “Those who know pleasure, who have borne children and crave more. Their bodies are ready, wet and open. They will milk your seed until you fill every womb.”

My mouth went dry. My balls ached like they were already full and desperate. I could picture it—those thick, oiled bodies surrounding me, heavy breasts pressing against my skin, wide hips rolling as they took me deep and raw.

Sarah stepped closer, voice low and tight. “This is insane. We’re here to dig a well, not… not play stud for the whole damn village.”

But her eyes flicked to the dancing women—to their heavy breasts, their wide fertile hips, the way they moved like they were already imagining me buried inside them. Her breath came faster, chest rising and falling noticeably.

Nia leaned in, full lips brushing my ear. Her husky whisper needed no translation: “Tonight, you taste. Tomorrow… you claim.”

The drums swelled louder. The circle of women closed in around me—soft bellies brushing my back, full tits grazing my arms, thick thighs pressing against mine. One of them slipped a warm hand between us, cupping the hard bulge in my pants and giving a gentle squeeze that made me groan under my breath.

Sarah grabbed my wrist hard, nails digging in. “We need to talk. Now.”

She dragged me away toward our tent at the edge of the clearing, but not before I caught the hungry, predatory looks from every direction. The night was young. The ritual was just beginning.

And deep in my gut, my body already knew exactly what it wanted.

To take every single one of those voluptuous African MILFs.

To claim them.

Deep.

Raw.

And completely unprotected.


Chapter Two

The drums didn’t beat—they invaded. A deep, relentless throb that synced perfectly with the heavy pulse hammering through my cock, making every vein feel alive and straining. Firelight danced across the circle of huts, turning sweat-slicked ebony skin into molten gold and deep shadow. The air was thick, almost chewable—woodsmoke curling from the low pit, the sweet richness of coconut oil rubbed into every lush curve, and beneath it all the unmistakable, heady musk of dozens of aroused women. Thick-hipped, heavy-breasted goddesses surrounded me, their dark skin gleaming like they’d been polished for this exact moment.

I stood naked in the center, jeans and shirt long since stripped away and tossed into the darkness. My shaft jutted forward—thick, veined, already leaking a steady bead of pre-cum from the hours of tormenting glances, deliberate brushes of soft flesh, and the constant press of fertile bodies. Every time one of them passed close during the dance, a full, oiled breast grazed my arm, a plump ass cheek pressed briefly but firmly against my thigh, or warm fingers trailed possessively down my lower back. My balls ached—drawn tight, heavy, feeling impossibly full despite the building pressure. I’d never stayed this hard for this long without release. My mind was a haze of raw need: These women aren’t just watching. They’re waiting to take every drop I have.

Sarah stood just outside the ring of torches, arms folded tight under her generous tits, pushing them up until the damp white tank top looked painted directly onto her skin. Her nipples were stiff little bullets, clearly outlined even from this distance. She wouldn’t meet my eyes—kept staring at the ground, then flicking up to the circle, then away again. But she hadn’t left. That told me everything. She was fighting it, but the fight was losing.

Nia stepped forward first.

The elder moved like she owned every inch of the night. Late forties, towering, powerful—every movement deliberate and commanding. Her indigo wrap was gone now, discarded somewhere in the shadows. Naked, she was magnificent. Thunderous thighs that could snap a man in half mid-climax, a soft, rounded belly that spoke of children already borne and more still waiting, hips so wide they seemed carved by the gods specifically for breeding. Her breasts hung heavy and full, dark nipples thick and erect, swaying hypnotically with each step. Between those massive thighs her sex was already swollen—lips dark plum and glistening, a thin, shining trail of arousal streaking the inside of one thigh like an invitation written in slick.

She stopped inches from me. One large, warm hand wrapped around the base of my cock—firm, no hesitation. Her palm was hot, callused from years of village labor, yet impossibly soft where it mattered. She stroked once—slow, deliberate—letting me feel every ridge of her fingers as she dragged from root to tip.

“You are chosen,” she said in thickly accented English, voice low and husky, vibrating straight to my balls. “The first seed belongs to the mother of the village.”

My mouth went dry. My hips jerked involuntarily into her grip, seeking more. Behind her the other women had formed a loose, expectant circle—Aisha, Fatuma, Makena, Wanjiku, Adongo, Linet, Safi, Chepkirui, Zahara—all naked now, bodies oiled and shining under the firelight. Breasts of every shape and size heaved with anticipation. Some idly circled dark nipples with their fingertips; others slid hands between thick thighs to tease slick, swollen folds. The sight alone nearly made me spill right there.

Nia released me and turned, presenting herself. She bent at the waist, hands braced on her knees, monumental ass thrust high. That ass was a fucking monument—round, high, impossibly plump, cheeks so full they parted naturally to reveal the tight dark pucker above her dripping cunt. Her pussy lips were thick and swollen, glistening wetly, the entrance already winking and fluttering as if begging to be stretched wide.

“Take me,” she ordered, voice rough with command and need. “Deep. Raw. Fill the elder first.”

I didn’t hesitate.

I stepped up, gripped those monumental hips—thumbs sinking deep into soft, yielding flesh—and notched my cockhead against her scalding entrance. One long, slow thrust and I was buried to the hilt. Her walls were molten velvet—rippling, gripping, sucking me deeper like her body had been waiting ten years for exactly this. Nia groaned—low, animal, triumphant. Her ass cheeks clapped softly against my pelvis as I bottomed out.

Fuck. She was tighter than I’d expected for a woman who’d borne children. Experienced, yes—her cunt knew precisely how to flutter and squeeze around every ridge—but still so goddamn hot and wet I nearly lost it right then. I pulled back halfway, watching my shaft emerge shiny and coated with her juices, then slammed home again. Harder. The wet slap echoed through the night. Nia pushed back to meet me, ass rippling with the force.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Like that. Breed the mother.”

I fucked her with long, punishing strokes—pulling almost all the way out so the fat head dragged across her entrance, teasing her clit, then driving deep until my balls slapped wetly against it. Each thrust made her heavy tits swing forward, dark nipples brushing the dirt. Sweat rolled down the deep valley of her spine, pooling in the dimples above her ass before dripping onto my thighs.

My mind spun. This is real. I’m balls-deep in the village elder while the entire circle watches. And every single one of them wants the same thing—my cock, my cum, my seed flooding their fertile wombs.

I glanced sideways. Sarah’s eyes were locked on us. Lips parted, chest rising and falling fast. One hand had slipped between her thighs, pressing hard against the seam of her shorts. She didn’t even seem to realize she was doing it—rubbing slow, unconscious circles. The sight sent a fresh, vicious surge of lust through me.

I gripped Nia’s hips harder, fingers digging into plush flesh, and fucked her like I meant to leave my imprint on her soul. Her moans turned to sharp, desperate cries—each one louder, needier. Her walls began to flutter wildly around me.

“I feel you swelling,” she gasped. “Give it to me. Plant your child.”

I couldn’t hold back.

My balls drew up tight. Heat coiled low and brutal at the base of my spine. One final, savage thrust—deep enough I felt her cervix kiss the tip—and I erupted.

Rope after thick rope blasted into her. I groaned like I’d been punched in the gut, hips jerking uncontrollably as I flooded her fertile depths. Nia’s cunt clamped down hard, milking me greedily, pulling every drop straight toward her womb. She shuddered violently, head thrown back, a long keening cry ripping from her throat as her own orgasm crashed through her—walls spasming, thighs trembling, ass quivering against me.

When the pulses finally slowed, I stayed buried inside her, letting her ripple and flutter around my still-hard shaft. A slow, creamy trickle of my cum leaked out around the base, dripping down her thick thighs in obscene white rivulets.

Nia straightened slowly, turned, and kissed me—deep, possessive, tasting of salt and smoke and raw satisfaction.

“You are only beginning,” she whispered against my lips.

Before I could catch my breath, Aisha was there.

The coastal beauty didn’t wait for permission. She dropped to her knees in front of me, massive breasts swaying heavily, dark nipples brushing my thighs like hot brands. Her full lips wrapped around my still-hard cock—slick with Nia’s juices and my own spend—and sucked me clean with slow, greedy pulls. Her tongue swirled around the head, lapping up every trace, humming with pleasure as she tasted us both.

I hissed through my teeth. My cock twitched back to full, painful hardness in the wet heat of her mouth.

When she pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva and cum connected her swollen lips to my glistening tip. She grinned—wicked, hungry.

“My turn,” she purred. “I want to feel you clap this fat ass while you fill me.”

She spun, bent forward, hands braced on the ground. That ass—God, that ass—was obscene. Plump, round, high, cheeks so full they jiggled with the slightest movement. She reached back, spread herself open with both hands, showing me the slick pink center framed by dark, swollen lips already dripping with anticipation.

I gripped her hips—smaller than Nia’s but still plush and perfect—and slammed home in one brutal stroke.

Aisha screamed in pleasure, back arching, ass cheeks rippling violently against my pelvis. The clap was loud—wet, obscene, perfect. I fucked her hard and fast, watching that magnificent ass bounce and ripple with every thrust. Her pussy was tighter than Nia’s, hotter, gripping like a fist wrapped in silk. Each snap of my hips made her heavy tits swing wildly beneath her, nipples grazing the dirt.

“Harder!” she demanded, voice breaking. “Make it clap louder!”

I obliged. My hips snapped forward, balls slapping her clit, the sound of flesh on flesh filling the night like a filthy drumbeat. Sweat flew from our bodies. I could feel her getting wetter, slicker, coating my shaft until every thrust was a sloppy, wet glide.

Sarah was closer now—only a few feet away. Her hand was inside her shorts, moving in slow, desperate circles. Her eyes were glassy, lips bitten red. She looked like she was fighting a war inside herself—and losing.

She wants it, I thought, the realization hitting like lightning. She’s fighting it, but she wants my cock just like they do.

That thought pushed me over the edge.

I buried myself as deep as I could and came again—harder than the first time. Thick jets painted Aisha’s insides, flooding her until I felt the excess leak out around my base, dripping down her dark thighs in creamy streams. She bucked, cried out, her own climax ripping through her—walls spasming, milking me dry as her ass quivered against me.

When I pulled out, a thick stream of white followed, running down her skin like molten pearl.

Aisha turned, kissed me fiercely—tongue claiming mine—then stepped aside with shaking legs.

Fatuma was already waiting—on her back now, legs spread wide, knees bent, offering herself like a sacrifice to the firelight. Her breasts were monstrous—heavy, resting against her soft belly, dark nipples thick as thumbs and already stiff with need. Her pussy was swollen, dripping, dark lips parted to show the glistening pink inside.

“Ride me,” she begged, voice husky. “Let me feel every inch while I take your seed.”

I straddled her chest first—couldn’t resist those tits. I laid my slick cock between them. She pressed the heavy mounds together, enveloping me in soft, hot flesh, and I fucked her cleavage while she licked and sucked the head every time it emerged, moaning around me.

But I needed to be inside her.

I slid down, notched myself at her entrance, and sank in slow—watching her face as I stretched her wide. Fatuma’s eyes rolled back, mouth falling open in a silent scream of pleasure.

Her cunt was molten, plush, experienced—gripping me like she’d been waiting her whole life for this. She rolled her hips up to meet me, thick thighs wrapping my waist, heels digging into my ass to pull me deeper.

“Breed me,” she moaned. “Give me another baby. Fill this fat pussy.”

I fucked her with rolling, grinding thrusts—deep, deliberate, feeling her cervix kiss my tip on every downstroke. Her tits bounced wildly. I leaned down, sucked one fat nipple into my mouth, biting gently. She keened, nails raking down my back, leaving red trails.

I lost count of how many times I bottomed out. All I knew was heat, slickness, the obscene wet sounds of our joining. When I came it was sudden—violent—my vision whiting out as I pumped rope after rope into her waiting womb. Fatuma screamed, thighs clamping, milking me until I was shaking and empty.

I collapsed onto her soft, pillowy body, both of us panting, sweat mingling.

But they weren’t done.

Makena crawled over next—golden-brown skin shining, thick thighs straddling my hips before I could even catch my breath. She reached down, guided my still-hard cock to her entrance, and sank down in one smooth, greedy motion.

Her pussy was tight, hot, fluttering around me like it was trying to pull me deeper. She rode me hard—ass bouncing, tits jiggling, soft belly trembling with every downward thrust.

“More,” she gasped. “I want to feel you leak out of me for days.”

I gripped her wide hips, thrusting up to meet her, watching my cock disappear into her over and over. When I came again—impossibly—her walls fluttered wildly, pulling my load deep inside her.

Wanjiku took me from behind next—on all fours, juicy protruding ass high, cheeks spread wide. I fucked her like an animal, spanking that magnificent ass until it glowed red, then flooding her fertile core while she begged for my child in broken, desperate moans.

Adongo, Linet, Safi, Chepkirui, Zahara—they each took their turn in a blur of sweat and flesh. Some on their backs with legs hooked over my shoulders so I could watch my cum drip out in thick white streams. Some riding me reverse, asses clapping so loud it drowned the dying drums. Some pressed against me standing, thick thighs wrapped around my waist while I bounced them on my cock until they screamed and I filled them again.

By the time Zahara collapsed beside me—thighs trembling, pussy overflowing with my seed—I was drenched in sweat and their combined juices. My cock was raw, sensitive, but still half-hard. My balls felt wrung out, yet somehow the hunger lingered, simmering low.

The fire had burned down to glowing embers. The drums were silent.

Sarah stood over me now, breathing hard. Her tank top was soaked through, clinging to every curve. Her shorts were dark at the crotch—visibly wet. Her blue eyes were wild—jealous, hungry, furious, and burning with something she couldn’t name yet.

“You’re not done,” she said, voice shaking. “Not yet.”

She didn’t touch me. Not yet.

But the promise in her eyes scorched me.

The night wasn’t over.

And neither was my claiming.


Chapter Three

The fire had collapsed into a nest of glowing embers, but the heat in the clearing refused to fade. Every breath I took carried the thick, intoxicating cocktail of spent lust: coconut oil slicked across dark skin, the sharp musk of aroused cunts, and the unmistakable salty-sweet tang of my own cum leaking slowly from well-fucked, overflowing pussies. My muscles trembled with the kind of deep, satisfying exhaustion that only comes after hours of relentless claiming. My cock hung heavy between my thighs—raw, sensitive, glistening with the combined juices of nine mature goddesses—yet it still twitched every time one of them shifted in the shadows, heavy breasts swaying, thick thighs parting just enough to show the creamy evidence of what I’d pumped into them.

Most of the MILFs had finally retreated to their huts. They moved slowly, limping with that delicious post-orgasm waddle, thighs shining wetly in the dying light, soft bellies already rounded with the faint promise of what my seed might have already started. Nia remained at the edge of the circle, arms crossed under her massive pendulous breasts, watching me like a satisfied queen surveying the kingdom I’d just helped fertilize. Aisha and Fatuma lounged nearby on woven mats, legs casually spread, fingers idly tracing the thick white trails that still dripped from their swollen dark lips. They smiled at me—lazy, possessive, already dreaming of round bellies and swollen tits full of milk.

But two still waited—hungry, unclaimed for the final time tonight.

Linet approached first.

Early forties, soft and pillowy in every way that made a man want to bury himself and never leave. Her heavy tits swayed hypnotically with each step, resting against the gentle curve of her belly—proof of children already borne, yet the fertile glow in her eyes said she was far from finished. She didn’t speak at first. She simply straddled my lap where I sat slumped against a low wooden bench, knees sinking into the warm dirt on either side of my hips.

Her full lips brushed my ear, breath hot and ragged. “One more,” she whispered, voice thick with need. “Let me ride you until you flood me again… until I’m so full it leaks for days.”

I gripped her wide, plush hips—fingers sinking deep into soft flesh—and guided her down onto my still-hard cock.

She was soaked. Scalding. Her pussy swallowed me in one slow, greedy descent until her thick ass cheeks pressed flush against my thighs. Linet groaned—low, animal—as she bottomed out, inner walls fluttering around me like they remembered every brutal inch from earlier rounds.

Then she turned herself around—reverse—so that magnificent ass faced me like an offering carved from midnight. Round, soft, endless curves that jiggled with the slightest shift. She planted her hands on my knees for leverage and began to ride—slow at first, rolling her hips in deep, grinding circles that made my cock stir every ridge inside her velvet heat.

The clap started soft—flesh meeting flesh—then grew louder, wetter, more obscene as she picked up speed. Her ass cheeks bounced and rippled, slapping against my pelvis with rhythmic, filthy smacks that echoed through the quieting night. I watched, mesmerized, as my shaft disappeared into her over and over—glistening with her juices and the remnants of my earlier loads, veins pulsing, the thick base stretching her dark lips wide.

“Fuck,” I growled, hands clamping harder on her hips, thumbs digging into the dimples above her ass. “That ass is made for this.”

Linet laughed—husky, breathless—then slammed down harder. Her heavy tits bounced wildly in front, dark nipples brushing her soft belly with every downward plunge. Sweat rolled down the deep cleft of her spine, pooling in those dimples before dripping onto my thighs in warm rivulets.

I thrust up to meet her—sharp, punishing strokes that made her cry out. The clap grew frantic—loud, rhythmic, primal. Her pussy clenched tighter with each bounce, milking me greedily, begging for the final flood she knew was coming.

I reached around her hip, found her clit—swollen, slippery, throbbing—and rubbed fast, firm circles. Linet bucked hard, back arching, ass cheeks quivering violently against me.

“Yes—yes—fill me!” she gasped, voice breaking.

Heat roared up my spine. I buried myself deep—one final brutal thrust—and erupted.

Thick ropes blasted into her, hot and forceful, painting her depths until I felt the excess bubble out around my base. Linet screamed, body convulsing, walls spasming in hungry pulses that pulled every last drop straight toward her womb. I groaned into the back of her neck, hips jerking uncontrollably as I flooded her until cum leaked in creamy rivers down her dark thighs and pooled on my balls.

She rode out the aftershocks—slow, grinding rolls now—milking the final spurts before finally lifting off. A thick gush followed, dripping obscenely onto the dirt between us. Linet turned, kissed me slow and deep—tongue lazy, tasting of salt and satisfaction—then stepped aside on trembling legs.

Wanjiku was already waiting.

Mid-thirties, golden-brown skin shining with fresh sweat, body thick and earthy in the most primal way. Her juicy, protruding ass begged to be gripped; her soft belly trembled in anticipation. She dropped to all fours right in front of me—ass high, thighs spread wide, pussy still glistening and swollen from her earlier turn, now leaking faint traces of my previous loads.

“Take me like this,” she begged, voice cracking with raw need. “Hard. Deep. Until I’m overflowing again.”

I knelt behind her. Gripped that magnificent ass—cheeks so plump they overflowed my hands—and spread her wide. Her dark lips parted, revealing the slick pink center still dripping my seed. I dragged the head of my cock through her folds—once, twice, coating myself in the messy evidence of earlier breedings—then slammed home in one brutal stroke.

Wanjiku cried out, head dropping forward, braids spilling across the ground like dark rivers. Her BBW frame shook with the impact—ass rippling in waves, soft belly jiggling, heavy tits swinging beneath her like pendulums.

I fucked her relentlessly.

Long, punishing thrusts that bottomed out with every snap of my hips. Balls slapped her clit—wet, rhythmic, obscene. Her pussy gripped me like velvet fire—experienced, greedy, fluttering with every deep plunge. Sweat flew from our bodies. The wet slap of flesh on flesh filled the night once more.

“Harder,” she moaned, pushing back to meet me. “Make this fat ass shake. Breed me until I can’t walk straight tomorrow.”

I obliged.

I spanked her—hard—leaving glowing red handprints across golden-brown skin. Each slap made her cheeks jiggle wildly, made her cunt clamp down tighter around my shaft. I reached under, cupped her swaying tits, pinched her thick nipples until she keened and bucked harder.

Her orgasm hit like a storm.

Walls spasmed wildly, milking me, pulling me deeper. Wanjiku screamed—raw, broken—body quaking as wave after wave crashed through her. That was all it took.

I thrust deep—one last savage plunge—and came.

Hot, thick ropes flooded her fertile core. I groaned, hips jerking, pumping everything left into her until cum bubbled out around my shaft, dripping in thick, creamy strands down her trembling thighs.

When I finally pulled out, she collapsed forward—ass still high, pussy winking and overflowing, my seed leaking in slow, viscous rivulets onto the dirt.

The circle exhaled as one. A low, satisfied hum rose from the remaining women—Nia nodding approval, Aisha licking her lips, Fatuma idly circling a dark nipple with her fingertip while she watched the mess drip from Wanjiku.

I stayed on my knees, chest heaving, cock finally spent—hanging heavy, slick with their combined juices, raw from hours of claiming.

Then Sarah was there.

She stepped out of the shadows—tank top plastered to her skin, outlining every full curve of her breasts, shorts clinging to her thick thighs, blonde ponytail messy and damp. Her blue eyes burned with something dangerous: jealousy, hunger, fury, and a raw, barely-contained need.

She grabbed my wrist—hard, nails biting—and pulled me away from the dying fire, toward the edge of the clearing where the torchlight barely reached.

We stopped behind a cluster of huts. Alone. The night sounds closed around us—crickets, distant soft laughter, the occasional low moan of women still savoring their breedings inside the dark huts.

Sarah shoved me against the cool mud wall. Her breath came fast, ragged, chest heaving.

“You fucked them all,” she hissed. “Every single one. Raw. Deep. I watched you flood every womb until they were dripping with you.”

Her voice cracked on the last word.

I met her gaze steadily. “It wasn’t nothing.”

“No,” she whispered, pressing closer until her full breasts brushed my chest, nipples like hard points even through the soaked fabric. “It wasn’t.”

She swallowed hard. One hand drifted down—hesitant at first—then cupped me through nothing, feeling the lingering heat, the slick mess coating my shaft and balls.

“I can feel them on you,” she breathed. “All of them. Their cum. Their scent. Mixed with yours.”

Her fingers tightened slightly, stroking once—slow, exploratory.

“I should hate that,” she said. “I should walk away right now.”

“But you won’t.”

“No.” Her voice dropped to a husky rasp. “I won’t.”

She leaned in, lips brushing my ear, breath hot against my skin.

“Not tonight,” she murmured. “Not here. Not while they’re all still leaking you, still carrying what you gave them.”

I gripped her hips—those wide, soft hips I’d fantasized about for two years—feeling the heat radiating through her shorts.

“But soon,” she continued, voice trembling with the effort of holding back. “When the well is finished. When the ritual calls for the next wave… when those ripe little nineteen- and twenty-year-olds start circling you with their tight, untouched bodies, firm young tits, narrow waists flaring into juicy hips, virgin pussies already dripping at the thought of being your next claim…”

She shivered hard against me, thighs pressing together like she was trying to contain the ache.

“I’ll be watching every second. And when I finally break—when I can’t fight it anymore, when I’m begging you to spread me open and fill me the way you filled them—I want you to remember this moment. I want you to know I was dripping for you the whole damn night.”

She kissed me then—hard, possessive, tasting of salt and unspoken promises, tongue stroking mine like she was staking a claim she wasn’t ready to admit yet.

When she pulled back her eyes were glassy, fierce, and burning.

“Finish the well tomorrow,” she said quietly. “And then… we find out how deep this hunger really goes.”

She stepped away—slow, deliberate—leaving me hard and aching against the wall, cock already twitching back to life at the thought of what waited in the next phase.

Behind us the village settled into quiet satisfaction. The mothers were seeded. The first phase complete.

But in the darkness beyond the huts, softer giggles drifted on the night air—younger voices, eager, curious, fertile. Nineteen- and twenty-year-old beauties already whispering about the outsider who had claimed their mothers and aunts.

And Sarah—my blonde, curvy, stubborn partner—had just cracked wide open.

The ritual wasn’t over.

It was only beginning.
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