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“My dear Elsa, it is time for you to take my place,” said Olive, a caring hand placed on my shoulder. I swallowed, looking into her eyes. A mix of sadness and pride-filled her visage.

“What are you talking about?” I asked, “What’s happening to you?” Olive had been like a sister to me, though we were not actually related in any way.

“My time as the Maiden Of Milk has come to pass… I am no longer able to produce like I was in my youth,” she said, sitting me down on my bed, joining beside me.

“Nonsense, you’re not… that old,” I said. Which was true… she may have been years older than me but by no means old, and certainly not the oldest female in our tribe.

Olive shook her head, eyes cast downward, “Perhaps, but I am not as fertile as I once was, my milk no longer as potent… and with a war on the horizon I am afraid I will not be able to provide our warriors as I once was.”

Olive was the Maiden Of Milk for our people and had been for quite some time. Her milk, as has the milk of all such Maidens before her, has been the lifeblood of our warriors. In partaking of the Maiden's gift our men have been filled with raw energy, potent vigor, as well as healing… this is the power of the Maiden’s Milk. And the chosen Maiden had always been given a place of honor amongst our people, in some ways more revered than our Chieftain, Big Daddy.

“But you…” Olive continued, “you are of age, yet still young and still very much fertile. I believe you will do well in my place.”

This time it was my turn to shake my head in disbelief, “What makes you believe I can be the next Maiden. You were ceremonially chosen by the gods, gifted through ritual and…” I gazed up and down Olive’s perfect body. Her curves are a wonder, her skin still as supple as it was in her youth, and her breasts… perfect in every way, full and plump, much larger than my own, made for the very act of being milked. Whereas myself, I did not have a body like hers. Sure I am pretty, and I have always been happy with how well endowed I am but to compare myself with Olive, I didn’t hold up.

I didn’t want to say what I was thinking, so I kept quiet. But Olive knew full well what was going through my head. She always knew me so well.

Olive wrapped an arm around me, pulling me in close, “You are perfect. I wouldn’t want anyone else as my successor. There is no time for ceremony or ritual, besides such are only for show. What makes you worthy is in here,” Olive pressed a finger over my heart.

“In here?” I asked, following suit and placing a hand over her heart, “I thought it was about what was in these,” I squeezed her voluptuous breasts, giggling.

“Stop that,” chuckled Olive, pushing my hands away, “I’m trying to be serious.”

“I know, I know… It’s just that-”

“Don’t worry, you’ll do fine. Just tell me you will do it. Grab hold of the torch that is being held out for you.”

Just about every girl at some point dreams of being chosen. To fulfill a position that is so highly regarded is an absolute blessing, and only a few will ever get the chance. Yet, as this once in a lifetime opportunity was presented to me, I couldn’t help but feel uncertain. Feel that I would not be able to live up to all that it commands of oneself. When Olive was chosen it just made sense. She had the body for it, men had always lusted after her, ached to hold and touch her. I, in contrast, had always gone unnoticed because of it. I remained close by her side whenever I could, and in doing so had managed to remain rather invisible, had grown accustomed to going unnoticed. But if I accept, I would go unnoticed no longer. I would be showered in praise just as Olive had.

It’s a lot to live up to. And had it been anyone else asking me, saying no would not have been so hard. But this was Olive,?she had always been there for me. How could I say no to her? How could I say no to my people?

Olive patiently waited for my response, her eyes begging me to accept her offer. I couldn’t remain silent much longer.

“I’ll do it,” I said, pushing Olive down onto the bed, “I’ll take hold of this torch,” I pinched her round nipples over the sheer fabric of her dress.

“Oh thank you, thank you,” Olive embraced me in a warm hug, her body pressed against mine, “thank you so much.”

“Yeah yeah, I’d do anything for you,” I said.

“Anything?” Snickered Olive, raising a seductive eyebrow.

“Mmm, who’s being inappropriate now?”

“I’m just messing,” Olive gave my cheek a peck, “Besides, it’s not like I can actually do anything until Big Daddy has had you first.”

“Oh, right,” a twinge of anxiety radiated out of my heart. “I didn’t even think of that,” my heart beating faster.

“There’s no need to be nervous, you’ll do fine.”

“I guess… but I’ve never-”

“Of course you haven’t. I wouldn’t be able to ask you to do this if you had,” said Olive.

It was a sort of rule that the next Maiden Of Milk is a virgin. This was perhaps most important when it came to choosing who would fill the role. She had to be a virgin and the Chieftain, who in this case was Big Daddy must be the first to enter her. I don’t actually know the Chieftain's real name, I doubted it was actually Big Daddy, but from the stories Olive told me of when she first became the Maiden, I had a pretty good idea as to why he was called that. And that did nothing to help me feel less nervous about my inevitable first night with him.

“What’s it like?” I asked, “losing your virginity…”

“I’ve told you this before, haven’t I?”

“Well, yes… but-”

“There’s nothing to be nervous about. Besides, there isn’t much you can do to prepare for it, it’s just something you’ll have to experience. We should hurry, Big Daddy is expecting us and I think we’ve kept him waiting long enough.”

I followed Olive to Big Daddy’s lodgings, the entire way filled with a sense of nervous anxiety, of not knowing what to expect, of what could possibly happen next. Though I had a basic idea of what may happen, and that idea did not bring me any extra comfort. Instead, it filled my head with thoughts of whether I’d be good enough if I’d be capable of handling the inevitable process of becoming the next Maiden Of Milk.

“Is this your chosen?” Big Daddy asked, his strong hand gripping a clay cup, lifting it to his lips, and taking a sip. I wondered what was in that cup. Was it wine? Something more potent?

“Yes sir, this is Elsa,” Olive gave me a push forward, not letting me hide behind her any longer.

Big Daddy stood to his feet, a truly larger than life human being. He was Chieftain after all, and the Chieftain was expected to be in the peak of physical shape. And the way he towered over me as he came closer to inspect my body, for the first time I felt just how imposing it is to be in the presence of such a man.

He took hold of my wrists, lifting my arms above my head. What he was doing, I couldn’t exactly say, was he looking for something in particular. He continued to read my body, and could only hope what he was reading said something promising.

“A bit petite,” said Big Daddy, letting my arms drop back down to my sides.

“Nonsense,” said Olive, hearing such a stark contrast to his words shocked me. I’ve only ever seen the Chieftain giving speeches from on high, where none dare speak against him. His word was law. But Olive, she appeared so comfortable within his presence, spoke her mind freely. “She’s a bit small height-wise, I’ll give you that, but her assets are none the less impressive. Go on, take a closer look.”

Olive shuffled next to me, leaning in and whispering into my ear, “You’re doing great, don’t let him fool you. Just relax.”

I let out a deep exhale, relaxing my muscles. Olive took hold of my top, motioning for me to lift my arms. Which I did, Olive slid my shirt off over my head, revealing my full tits that hid underneath.

“See,” Olive, cupped one of my breasts, her soft hand warm against my cold flesh. “Perhaps not as big as my own, but still so plump and ripe, and finely shaped.” Olive rolled her thumbs over my nipples, teasing and teasing until they stiffened, popping out quite nicely.

“Carry on,” said Big Daddy, quietly drinking in the sight of my exposed chest, licking his lips as Olive glided her hands across my supple skin.

“Turn around,” Olive said to me, spinning me on my heels, “let him see the rest of you, don’t be shy.”

I never had my body put on display like this before. The mix of emotions I felt were all new to me. On one hand, I felt exposed and vulnerable, a bit out of place. However, on the other hand, I felt seen… I had their attention, all eyes were on me, for the first time I was being noticed, like I was the only woman in the room, and that feeling… it felt magical.

Olive peeled down the tights that hugged my legs, lowering them down off my butt, down my slender legs.

“What do you think?” Olive asked Big Daddy, giving my ass a squeeze and a shake. Her hand pushing on my thighs, spreading my legs out a bit. “Nice and tight, eh?”

Big Daddy let out what sounded like a satisfied grunt, but it was hard to tell, he wasn’t exactly the easiest to read. I looked over my shoulder, hoping his face would let out some sort of hint as to what his mind was thinking, but I found nothing.

After a short silence, Big Daddy finally spoke, “I admit she is rather beautiful.” As the words escaped his lips, a smile forced its way out onto mine. A smile I could not fight back, a genuine smile, one I had not had the grace of receiving in quite some time. To hear the Chieftain call me beautiful, that validation, that’s where it was at. In an instant, it was as if the worry of uncertainty flushed away from me. Men had always noticed Olive but now was my turn.

“Yet,” Big Daddy continued, “Beauty is only worth so much, a Maiden must serve a purpose.”

“Indeed,” Olive, nodded in agreement, “She’s up to the challenge, I promise you.”

“Hmmph, I’d like to hear that from her,” said Big Daddy.

Now the attention really was all on me, the whole time I had managed to get by while keeping quiet but I couldn’t remain passive any longer. I had to speak up. And I felt a great need to say all the right things. This was the chieftain, I didn’t want to seem like a fool before him. More than that I didn’t want to disappoint him or let him down. I didn’t want to give him any reason to believe that I couldn’t handle the responsibility. I imagine Olive must have spoken highly of me to this man. And so I also didn’t want to make her out to be a liar or anything.

“I- I will do whatever I have to. Whatever I can do to help our people,” I said, standing my ground before the Chieftain. His eyes pierced through me as I spoke as if searching inside of me to see if what I spoke was the truth.

“Well then, there is only one way to be certain,” he said, crossing his arms and puffing his chest out.

“Right,” I nodded, knowing I had to do this, had to let him in if I wanted to rise to this new position. Olive had done it before me, and now it was my turn. I would not let her down.

“Olive, if you would please,” Big Daddy motioned for Olive to take her leave.

“Yes sir,” Olive gave a slight bow, turning to leave.

“Wait,” I reached out for my best friend, whispering into her ear, “can’t you stay?’
Olive stifled her laughter, “I can’t, besides you don’t want me here for this. This is your  first moment of intimacy… just you and him, enjoy it.” And just like that Olive left. Leaving me alone with Chieftain. How I wish she could have stayed. But I suppose I had to do this on my own. I couldn’t have her holding my hand while Big Daddy introduces me to this new world of change, though I deeply wish I could have. This story was now my own. My choices and my decisions.

Big Daddy lifted me off my feet, holding my petite body in his strong arms, carrying me to his bed, carefully lowering my down as if lowering me onto a holy altar, a sacred ritual about to take place. I took a deep breath in followed by a calming exhale, strengthening my nerves. Big Daddy placed his hands on my naked body, his strength and power almost palpable as he explored.

Big Daddy hummed to himself as his hands cupped my breasts, massaging gently their fullness.

“More than beauty, a Maiden must produce,” said Big Daddy, his fingers gliding over my stiff nipples. “Have you previously attempted to see if you could?” He asked.

I shook my head, “No sir, I have not. My body is completely untouched.”

“Until now,” he said.

“Until now,” I repeated.

“And no need to call me sir,” he added, “you are our Maiden now, call me Daddy.”

“Yes, Daddy.” As those words dripped over my lips I noticed a shiver of desire overcome him, something about it filled him with desire, a new lust for my being sparkling in his eyes.

Daddy pinched my nipples, teasing them. His fingers tugging slightly, hands gripping fully. His work upon my body forced tiny moans to escape me. His touch tingles throughout my petite form, flowing through the curves of my body and coalescing itself between my legs, making me squirm beneath Daddy.

“How does that feel?” Daddy asked.

“So good,” I sighed, letting him have his way with my tits.

“Nothing to worry about, Daddy takes care of the Maiden.”

“Yes Daddy,” My back arched, pressing my chest out, beckoning for him to continue his play.

Is this, I wondered, how Olive felt her first time with Daddy. Did she feel the same overwhelming sensation of pleasure the first time Daddy played with her nipples, teasing and testing her, working her body to see if she would produce for him… for the men of the tribe. Olive was right though, I had no reason to be nervous. Daddy knew what he was doing, and what he was doing felt oh so good.

Yet as he worked my tits with his fingers, his hands, nothing happened. Not the slightest drop of milk, not a hint that they may in fact be capable of producing. This saddened me, but only for a moment. For Daddy was not done, his hands were only the start of the process.

“Then, I am sure you have never had anyone do this before,” said Daddy, leaning towards my chest, opening his mouth. His tongue licked up my slender tummy, up to my breasts, his mouth latching onto my nipple, sucking into his warm wet mouth.

“Mmm,” I cooed, “never.”

“And how does that feel?” He asked, popping his mouth off, a bit of saliva dripping down his chin and onto my chest.

“Even better,” I sighed, “please continue… don’t stop.”

I of course did not have to instruct him to continue, Daddy had no intention of stopping, no intention of slowing down. Not until he was certain that I could be milked. He switched back and forth, sucking my tits one after the other into his mouth, his wonderful tongue flicking my aroused nipples. The sensations given to me rolling through my whole body, coming to a blissful swell between my legs. I rubbed my thighs together, moaning all the while. Between my legs grew wet, desire burned inside of me. The lubricated friction of rubbing heightened the pleasure, mixed with Daddy’s sucking and teasing of my tits. All these new feelings filled me at once, my mind sparked with what was once unknown, with what I had before only dreamed of experiencing. And now it was happening, it was all happening and being done to me.

And not only being done to me. But being done by the complete and total alpha of our tribe. The man above all other men. The man that the women all desired, all gossiped about in their rooms when their husbands were away for the hunt or other business. Snickering to themselves as they discussed what the chieftain had hidden beneath his clothing. Questioning what it was that made the Chieftain worthy of a title such as Big Daddy. A secret that Olive, without doubt, had come to uncover. And a secret that I would soon find the answer to for myself.

“Nothing is happening,” I said, Big Daddy grunting as his hands worked my tits. Though I shouldn’t say nothing. A lot was indeed happening. A lot more than I had ever felt before for that matter. My pussy dripped with honey desire, body rolled with pleasure, but still, I had not yet produced for him. “What if… what if I can’t-”

“Shh,” Big Daddy, placed a finger to my lips, quieting me down, not wanting me to finish that sentence, “You may just require a bit more stimulation. It is important that you continue to relax… relax and feel good, or the stress may continue to block your flow.”

I nodded, taking another deep breath in. I had to ease myself into this, let it all happen, give into his guidance. If producing was possible, Daddy would find a way to get it done. He had done this before with two other Maidens in his lifetime, and he would do once more with me.

Big Daddy scooted down my body, slinking away from my tits. I wondered, for a moment, how was he going to provide me with more stimulation while leaving my tits untouched. But as he spread my legs wide, hands pushing at my thighs, I found he had other ideas of how to stimulate this body of mine. Another form of stimulation that had been completely unknown to me. One that this once untouched body had waited many years to finally experience.

Daddy started slow. A single finger pressed over my pussy, over my little button, sliding softly over my slippery juices. His touch made my body jolt with spastic jerks. Each glancing touch shooting shivers of pleasure.

“Oh, gods…” My voice a tiny whimper, my lower lip quivering, “that’s- that’s really good.” I kicked my legs around, having never felt like this before, part of me wanted more and more, and another so overwhelmed wanted to escape. Thankfully Daddy would not allow me to escape, not until our work comes to completion.

Daddy wrapped both arms around my thighs, pinning my legs against his shoulder, securing me against his body, his strength keeping me from struggling to far away. With his hands busy holding me down, he inched his way closer to my core. His warm breath tickled that swell that settled so tightly between my legs. Then he opened his mouth, his tongue hanging over his bottom lip, inching closer toward my aching pussy. His wet tongue licked over my soaking center, gliding over my juices, flicking at my little clit. I clutched the bedsheets, holding tightly as I arched my back, cries of pleasure howling out unchained.

Daddy’s grunts vibrated their way to my very core. His own guttural noises communicated that he enjoyed filling me with this ecstasy just as much as I enjoyed receiving it. Daddy teased a finger around my entrance, easing it into my willing hole, pressing his way through the tight walls of my pussy, and stretching me to receive what he sought to give. I bit down on my lip, taking it in, submitting myself to his want. Just a finger, and yet it felt like so much. How… I wondered… how could I possibly take that grand instrument of his when the time for such approaches. As he continued to lick, my pussy tightened around him, Daddy worked me to fit a second finger inside.

I pressed my tits together, playing with my chest as Daddy played with my down below. Teasing and pinching my sensitive nipples, wanting more of these feelings, enough to make this yearning inside of me to snap and release. And then just as I thought I’d erupt in an unstoppable wave Daddy stopped, pulling himself away.

“No no,” I whimpered, “please… don’t stop… I need… I need it.” I thrashed on the bed, so close to ending that chase.

Daddy smiled with self-satisfaction, “Patience, Maiden… patience. It is a process.”

“But- but I want it. I want, whatever that almost was,” I let out a heavy groan, not having the words for how I felt.

“Not yet,” said Daddy, determined to keep me waiting, not to give in so easily to my demands.

“Why? Why must I wait,” knowing I must have sounded quite insolent, surprised with myself at how I spoke to the Chieftain, though he didn’t seem to mind. In fact he had something else on his mind, something far more pressing to concern himself with.

“This is why,” said Daddy, lifting himself up off my body, pulling his shirt off. His broad chest bare before me, muscles as if etched from stone. All this followed the fulfillment of another long-awaited desire. A desire that all females of our tribe have, that is kept hidden away until the moment presents itself as inevitable. Big Daddy removed his trousers, tossing them onto the ground beside the bed. Before me now was the answer to all that gossip, to that one question every woman in our tribe asked, the secret that Olive had up until now kept all for herself.

Big Daddy presented to me that big hard truth, no longer hidden. His size and girth lived up to the reputation, upheld the chattering curiosity of less than satisfied wives. But none of them would ever know for certain, but I did, I was chosen for this. Yet for all my giddy and surprise there was the reality of how… how would I be able to handle all that Daddy had to give, new and tight as I was.

“Are- are you-” I stammered, my eyes fixed on the revelation before me.

Daddy nodded, speaking through a grin, “You will no longer be a virgin, you will be mine and you will be the tribes.”

“Please…” I begged, still burning with a need for my internal release, yearning to snap that cord inside and let the torrential waves crash.

Daddy scooped an arm underneath me, holding to my back, sliding up between my legs. His hard cock pressed against my wet pussy. He teased himself, using my slippery wetness to coat his cock as he slid the tip across my sensitive clit.

“Easy… easy,” I begged, any more and I would explode without yet having him inside. And more than wanting my release, I wanted him. Wanted to feel him pressing his way inside of me, claiming me for himself and our people. That, more anything, had to come first. Then, only then, could I come next.

Daddy eased himself into my tight hole. Only a little at first. Taking great care to pay close attention to my reactions. And once that first inch pressed inside of me, I wanted more, I wanted it all. I pressed my palms against his back, giving him the go-ahead. Aiding him in inserting the rest of that big cock into my pussy. He slid himself through my warmth, through the gripping walls of my tight pussy.

“It’s- it’s so big,” I whimpered quietly into his ear, his head nestled between my shoulder, his weight pressing down on me, and securing me to the mattress underneath him. And as he started to thrust, driving himself deeper and deeper, I lost all words. Only capable of making grunts and moans mixed with fragile whimpers of ecstatic joy and delight. The waves swelled inside of me to greater heights, I tensed myself, holding them back, keeping them from crashing to soon upon the shore of release.

Daddy lifted himself, still inside of me, his free hand going once again for my tits. His strong hands teasing my nipple, adding to the symphony as he played my body like an instrument. All his attention focused on my tits, his goal, more than any other was to get me to produce. My ultimate use in this world, rested in my ability to be milked. And so I added Daddy in his teasing, tugging and pinching along with him, working my sensitive nipples while my sweet pussy took his cock repeatedly, getting filled and stuffed with his mighty rod as it sent wave after wave rolling throughout my being.

“Gods… please… please,” I begged and begged, and squirmed beneath him, overwhelmed by so many differing sensations at once, each one more pleasurable than the last. I had little control, and Daddy had it all, making my body sing for him, determined to get what he was after. Then it happened, that which we both hoped for above all else, above our own personal desire of erupting release… it wasn’t much but it was a start, a single drop of white cream dripped its way out of me, beading down my chest, tickling as it slid over my tummy.

“That’s it, perfect,” growled Daddy, his eyes sparkled with wonder at the sight of that small droplet of milk as it rolled down.

“I- I did it,” I said, smiling with giddy and pride.

“You did,” Daddy whispered in my ear, “But it’s only a start, you’ll need to supply for the whole tribe.”

“Mmhmm,” I nodded, “I’ll get there.”

Using his tongue, Daddy licked the drop of milk off my stomach, his tongue gliding and tickling up toward my tits. He latched his mouth onto my nipple, sucking as he thrust himself up inside of me, pounding his hard cock into my tightening pussy. Daddy brought me right to edge, to the point where no matter how hard I tried to fight it, no matter how hard I tried to keep that wave from crashing I could not. And in a single moment, I erupted, a torrent of en,ergy spilling forth. My legs snapped shut, my pusst tightened to the point of pushing Daddy’s big cock out, and I rolled beneath him, a few more drops of milk leaking from my tits.

Daddy, with lust burning in his eyes, pinned me down, saddling himself over my chest. His thick cock directed between my tits as he took hold of it, stroking himself, his fingers squishing over the coating of slippery juices left by my wet pussy.

“Come on… do it… give it to me,” I begged, splayed out beneath him. Big Daddy grunted, his chin jutting out, his face contorted in his chase for that orgasm. Howling like a beast Daddy spilled his warm load onto my chest, onto what would provide out people with all it needed. His warm cum dripped between my cleavage, mixing with the few drops of milk that I had managed to produce.

The two of us drained and emptied, laid next to one another. Daddy curled himself around my body and held me tightly, keeping me close to his chest, his warmth kept me safe and secure. I may not have produced much milk, but I didn’t completely let Big Daddy down. I had at the very least proven that I could perhaps one day provide enough, maybe with a bit more practice. And I had proven that I had what it takes to please the Chieftain, to have a man explode himself upon me and make him feel the joy and pleasure of my body and that in a way made me feel complete like I had a purpose above and beyond the basics of being a Maiden Of Milk.

“Did I do good, Big Daddy?” I asked, his hand petting the top of my head.

“You did well, for now… but very soon more will be required of you. A few drops will not be enough.” If he did not hold me so lovingly close to his body those words would have stung, but feeling him pressed against me like this, it was a great comfort.

“Is there anything I can do? I don’t want to let you down,” I said.

“I know my sweet little Maiden,” Big Daddy kissed the back of my neck, a shiver running down my spine, “perhaps you should implore the gods for their blessing. Olive herself would spend much of her time alone in the sacred grove, and no Maiden could produce quite like her.”

“Mhmm, I will be as good as her, I promise it.”

“I am happy to hear it. Now I must take my leave. You are welcome to my lodgings any time you like, you are the Maiden Of Milk now.”

***

“How was it?” Olive asked, dying to know every intimate detail about my time spent with Big Daddy.

“It was… amazing,” I said, excitedly bouncing myself up and down, Olive joining in, her big tits bouncing along with her. “Well, for the most part,” I added, with a hint of sadness.

“What do you mean? What happened? Isn’t he everything I told you he was?”

“And more, a lot more… I didn’t think he’d be able to fit,” I chuckled, “but… it’s not that. It’s me.”

“You? What could possibly be wrong with you? I’m sure you pleased him quite well,” Olive gave my behind a pinch, “a tight ass like that.”

“No no, I had no trouble pleasing him, at least I don’t think so. He did… um… cum,” I said, smirking with pride.

“That’s my girl,” Olive patted my back, “Then what’s the problem?”

I wondered if Olive could possibly understand my predicament. She was the best Maiden our tribe ever had. The way I hear it she never had any problems producing for the men. Her bosom always flowing with white creamy milk, practically on demand. And Olive, she had equally high hopes for me, must have, for some reason, believed I was as blessed in that department as she had been.

“I- I only managed a few drops,” I finally said, the smile vanishing from my face, “I was excited as anything when I did, but still… it was only a couple of drops. Nowhere near what is expected of a Maiden.”

“I see,” Olive stroked her chin, pondering something, “you know, I had the same issue when I first became the Maiden.”

“You did,” what she said came as an absolute shock, I figured a woman like Olive was born for the position. I mean with breasts that size, how could she not be?

“Mmhmm, in fact I did not produce a single drop my first time… and trust me, Big Daddy tried everything he could,” for a moment I could see Olive getting lost in her imagination, reliving those intimate moments shared with the Chieftain, humming to herself, rocking back and forth.

“Hey, snap out of it,” I flicked my hand in front of herself, “what did you do? How did you end up becoming renowned for your milking abilities.”

“Oh right, I went into the forest and-”

“I see, you asked the gods? Big Daddy said I should do the same and-”

“Not quite,” Olive interjected, “It wasn’t the gods, they were not the ones who heard my prayer.”

“Not the gods? Then how…” Now I was really interested, what in this world could possibly cause such a change within her if not the gods themselves.

“While in the woods my prayers were overheard by another… a… I wouldn’t exactly call him man, but he was unlike anyone I’ve ever met before… the things he could do…” As Olive recounted her story to me I could see I was on the verge of losing her to her lustful imagination once again.

“Stop drifting off, tell me the story… Was he better than the Chieftain?” I asked.

“Better than any man, more than a man himself. It was thanks to him that I became the Maiden that I was.”

“Do you think he can help me?” I asked, finding my hope.

“If he is still around, there is no doubt that he can help you. But I haven’t seen him in years. I left the day I found him, never returned… I was needed here you see.”

“But you know where he is right? You can help me find him.”

“I suppose I don’t really have a choice. I brought this path upon you, it would only be right if I help you see it through.”

“Thank you, thank you,” I embraced Olive in a big warm hug, squeezing her tightly, shaking her back and forth. “Let’s leave right away, not a moment to lose.”

“Okay okay, just calm down… I can’t breathe.”

“Oh, sorry,” I let my arms drop.

I had so many questions about who Olive was taking me to see. Olive, however, kept her secrets to herself. Telling me to just wait and see. But that did nothing to calm my mind. I conjured up so many possibilities as to what I might expect. What kind of a man could possibly be more satisfying than Big Daddy, than the Chieftain. Big Daddy was the strongest of our tribe, built for war and the hunt. As far as I figured Big Daddy had reached the very pinnacle of what a man’s physique could reach. No way there was another out there who could surpass him. Not to mention Big Daddy’s experience in pleasure. He had satisfied Maiden’s his whole life, as well as his wives. Though futile, I continued to poke and prod Olive for answers as we wandered through the forest. Olive remained resolute and would not budge.

“Where are we going? Isn’t the sacred grove that way,” I pointed toward the clearing behind us.

“It is, but we are not going to the sacred grove. True, that is where he found me, but his home is in the mountains, that is where we are heading.”

“The mountains? That is like a whole day’s travel.”

“Is that a complaint? Do you want to produce or not?”

“I do, of course I do… I just thought-”

“You need to have patience, you can’t just get what you want the instant you want it.”

“I don’t know…” I hummed, “Big Daddy gave me what I wanted right away.”

“You lose your innocence but a few hours ago and already you talk like a harlot,” said Olive.

“Sorry, I-”

“Don’t be… that’s a good thing. The men like that.”

It was getting late and so Olive decided that the two of us stop for the night and rest beneath trees in the wild. Which normally would fill me with worry but knowing that Olive would remain by my side I felt much more comfortable. The mountain wasn’t much farther, could be seen in the distance, if all went as planned, come tomorrow I would get to meet this mystery man who helped turn Olive into the woman that she is.

“So tell me,” I rested myself against Olive, her arm draped over me as the two of laid in the soft grass together, looking up at the sky above, “what else do the men like?”

“Hmm, let’s see…” Olive moved her hand toward my breasts, giving them a feel over my shirt, “they like these most of all.”

“I know that,” I said, giggling as she squeezed them, “what else?”

“They like it when you moan softly in their ear, like this…” Olive’s wispy breath tickled my neck, her soft voice echoing in the night, the sound of desire and lust shivering down my spine.

“Is there more?”

“Loads more,” said Olive, “They love it when you beg and can’t resist touching them.”

“Let me see it,” said Olive, her fingers gripping around my waistband.

“Huh?” I questioned, not sure what she was doing.

“Let me see that big cock of yours,” Olive licked her lips, looking into my eyes.

“Oh, I see what you’re…” Olive shimmied my trousers down my legs, spreading my thighs apart.

“Mmm, is that all for me,” she tickled her fingers up my legs, searching for my center.

“If I was a man I don’t think I’d be able to resist you,” I said.

“Is that so? Can I taste it? Please… just a little taste,” Olive rested my legs on top of her shoulders.

“Y- yes,” I replied, losing myself to her seductive words, forgetting whether or not this was just her showing me what to do or if she actually wanted it… wanted me.

“That’s it, just relax and allow me to make you feel good,” Olive pressed her tongue against my clit.

“Oh gods,” I whimpered, “that is good,” I cried out, grinding myself against her wet lips.

“Do you like it when I do this?” Olive sucked my little clit into her mouth, drooling over my pussy.

“Yes… yes,” I curled my toes, ripping the grass out of the dirt, my body tense with pleasure. “Is… is this what they like,” I whimpered, tossing my head back and forth.

“You tell me,” said Olive, rubbing my clit in circular motions, faster and faster, forcing me to buck and grind and howl into the night.

“That’s it baby, cum for me… give it to me… let it all out,” Olive begged for my release, coaxing me to erupt in waves as she teased my swelling clit, a finger now curling inside my tight hole, hitting such a sweet spot.

I bit down on my bottom lip, exhaling heavily through my nostrils, squirming underneath her, struggling to contain myself.

“Don’t fight it, I want you to cum… do it, baby, give it to me,” Olive demanded.

“Yes… whatever you want, oh god yes…” And then something inside me snapped, a rush of ecstasy spilling out, taking hold of my entire being. My best friend, her mouth, her hand, making me feel so good, lifting me into pleasure and crashing me back down to earth, beneath the night’s sky.

“Can- can I try… on you?” I asked, still twitching with the remnants of satisfaction.

“It’s late,” said Olive, “you need to rest. Your turn will come when you meet him…”

“Okay…” I let out a big yawn, stretching my arms high above, then wrapping them around Olive and pulling her in close. Resting my head in her soft bosom. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”

I closed my eyes, resting into Olive. Feeling the rise and fall of her chest upon me. Now that I had already been claimed by the Chieftain, Olive was free to play with me. And I’m happy that she did. Brought herself closer to me than ever before. Now that I was the Maiden, it was my destiny to be used by a great many. I was happy though that Olive was one of the first. Both she and Big Daddy showed me I had nothing to fear. And I hoped that whoever I may be meeting tomorrow would show me the same. But I had no way of knowing if that was true.

***

The next day Olive was already awake well before I was. And when I awoke she presented me with a breakfast of fruits foraged from the forest.

“Eat,” instructed Olive, “you’ll need all the energy you can get.”

“Right,” I plucked the berries out of her palm, eating them one by one. “So, do you really think we’ll be able to find him?” I asked.

“Absolutely,” Olive responded, “I can feel it.”

“You can? How? Do you feel it inside… like in your heart?”

Olive shook her head, “not here,” she pointed to her heart, “but here,” she moved her hand lower south, between her legs.

“Oh, I see,” I said, smirking and feeling giddy. Would I soon feel the same?

Once we were face to face with the mountain, I too could sense something. Could feel it as I looked upon that impressive mountain penetrating high into the crystal sky.

“So where to now?” I asked. We had to be close, if whoever we were searching for remained here, they had to be close.

“There should be a cave not to-” Olive tossed an arm out, bringing the two of us to an abrupt stop.

“What? What is it? Are we there,” I pushed her arm away, glancing around to see if I could spot anything.

“Shh,” Olive placed a hand over my mouth, “quiet.”

I pried her fingers off my lips, “What the hell are you doing? What’s-”

“I said quiet, something is following us.”

I heard it too, a rustle, a pounding upon the earth. Then a flash of silver grey and in instant Olive had disappeared before my eyes. I didn’t know whether to run and hide or shout for help. Not that anyone could hear me. We were two women, alone in the woods. How foolish to think that the two of us could have survived out here. The sacred grove has always been a haven. But this far out from the tribe, there’s no telling what could be in these woods. Sure Olive may have been confident but perhaps I should have known better. We have all been told stories as young children, stories that warned us of straying too far alone.

It didn't matter what I wanted to do, I was frozen in fear. Without Olive around I had no one to protect me, no one to guide me to safety. Whatever was out there would come for me next. I had no choice but to resign myself to this fate.

And almost an instant later I too was swept off my feet. Lifted some seven feet off the ground, legs dangling, gripped tightly, rhythmic stampeding echoing beneath. Whatever had me now moved with both power and grace. Deftly evading hanging branches and fallen logs. I saw not where we were headed, only where we had been, facing the back of this… this… creature.

A back built like a pillar of stone, strong and solid. Not like man’s, but furry and soft like that of beasts. Yet it moved on two legs. It’s arms wrapped around my waist as I rested slung over its shoulder. Arms so thick, as thick around as my own head. Whatever this creature was, it’s physique surpassed that of our greatest warriors, and could easily smash the bones of our men in a single blow.

By the sound of it, another stampeded ahead of us, perhaps, and I hoped, that one carried Olive. But where they were taking with us I hadn’t the slightest clue. And what they wanted us for or desired to do to us I was even less certain and more frightened of.

I gave no struggle, afraid to anger the creature, knowing to do so would be the height of foolishness. I stood no chance in freeing myself for it’s monstrous grip, stood no chance I am sure to reason with it. This brute had me, and I had naught to do but to accept it.

It’s heaving breathing and grunts filled the air around us, became all I could hear, like the beating of a tribal drum, the sounds of this great brute lulled me into a trance-like state as we journeyed for miles. Even their endurance could not be matched. And as I realized that these were indeed nature's greatest predators, I feared that Olive and I may be nothing more than this morning’s prey.

The brute slowed down as darkness surrounded us almost completely, only the light of a few flickering torches lit the way ever deeper into the twisting tunnels of a rocky cave. Howls and grunting echoed down the cavern halls. Whatever this creature was, there were more of them. Perhaps an entire tribe lived inside this cave. And as I was taken deeper and deeper inside I lost track of the way, even if I managed to escape the brute’s hold now I would be unable to find my way to the exit and would surely be lost to the darkness.

We then reached our destination. I was lowered down onto the ground, for the first time able to view what stood before me. Olive sat next to me, somehow she remained calm and collected as if there was nothing to worry about, nothing to fear. I, on the other hand, could not help but shake with freight. My foot nervously tapping the earth, arms hugging my knees into my chest.

Seeing what had carried me the long way here did nothing to help ease this fear. It stood on its feet like a man, had a body much like one though far more impressive in shape and size. Yet its visage was bestial; a snout, fangs, and great horns. And standing next to him was another equally intimidating.

As was abundantly evident these creatures were indeed male. They wore no clothing, their manhood exposed to us. The size of which matched their towering stature. If any normal man had found himself as endowed as that he’d walk with unmatched confidence, as well as perhaps with a more widened stance.

“Don’t worry,” Olive whispered to me, placing her hand on my knee.

“I- I- I think now is the... the time to worry,” I said, my voice cracking and shaking.

Olive shook her head, “Trust me, just as you have done before.”

“I can’t… we’ve got to get out of here, these… these beasts will kill us,” I whimpered.

“They-”

My squeaking alerted the two brutes, reminding them that we were here. My captor turned from the other and approached Olive and me. He lowered himself down, his face just inches from my own. Hot air expelled from its nostrils, its long tongue shooting out from between its lips and quickly hiding away.

“Why human come to our woods,” it spoke, its voice gruff and heavy, saliva dripping from its great many teeth.

Facing this beast I had lost my voice, lost my words, without even the will to form a coherent thought within my mind. It’s black eyes remained fixed on me, unblinking, waiting for a response.

“I brought us here,” interjected Olive.

The beast’s eyes shot from me to her, a wave of relief flushing through my body, though only lasting but a short moment.

“Why?” The beast snarled once more, moving closer to her. Its snout flitting through the strands of her long hair, taking in her scent.

Olive did not appear perturbed by the beasts rifling in the least, in a way she accepted it. Accepted having this heaving mass of muscle snouting through her hair, breathing on the supple crook of her neck. The look on her face was one of delight akin to the reminiscing of the day prior.

“To find Gar,” said Olive. The beast stopped, pulling away from her, glazing over his shoulder at the other behind him. I never heard that name before. Not once in any of the stories that Olive had recounted to me did she make mention of a Gar. The beast however reacted as if the name held some meaning, speaking hushedly with the other before returning to the two of us.

“Gar dead,” said the brute. And with that, the small glimmer of hope that the aforementioned name gave also shriveled and died.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” replied Olive.

The beast shrugged, “Weak leader die, stronger leader rise.”

“And who is the leader now?” Olive asked.

“Thrum, stronger than bull, smarter than owl.”

I’ve never heard being smarter than an owl as a compliment or an attribute worthy of praise but I was in no position to look down on their leader.

“May we see him?” Olive asked.

The two of them chortled, snickering as they glanced at one another. I don’t know what they found to be so funny. In my eyes Olive deserved nothing but respect, to have the courage to speak before them made her worthy of more than I had to offer.

“Thrum not waste time on human,” the beast lifted Olive’s arm, pinching her flesh between its paws, “not enough meat to feed him.”

This time it was Olive who let out a laugh. An act that came as a total shock to me, how could she laugh at a time like this, what in the world did she find funny or enjoyable at the prospect of being eaten.

“You have not come into contact with humans before, have you?” Olive yanked her arm away from the creature.

“If human smart, human stay away from mountains,” he retorted.

“Humans…” Olive shifted herself onto her knees, “are not for eating, they’re for pleasure,” said Olive smirking, that look of seduction I’ve seen once before returning to her face.

“Pleasure,” he repeated, suddenly becoming much more interested in what Olive had to say.

“That’s right,” Olive nodded, “We make good submissive playthings for sexual pleasure. Gar used to tell me female minotaurs aren’t exactly the easiest to claim. But we… we are very willing,” Olive licked her lips, smacking them together. “Do things the female minotaurs can’t or won’t.”

A rush of excitement hit the brute like a boulder, snorting, and padding his hoof against the earth. A closer look revealed just how excited Olive’s words made him. His large cock engorging, twitching as it dangled freely between his legs.

“Perhaps we can show you two what I mean, and then you can decide whether or not it is worth it to bring us to Thrum.”

The second minotaur pulled the other away from Olive, his cock becoming hard with the desire to see if what Olive had spoken was true.

“What are you doing?” I whispered to Olive, “Are you suggesting we should… have sex with these creatures.”

“Of course, silly,” Olive placed a hand on my cheek, “it was because of a minotaur that I learned how to truly be a Maiden Of Milk,” her thumb caressed me, an attempt to ease my worry.

“But- but… they’re huge… monstrous, how-”

“Do you not want to do whatever it takes to be of use to our people?” Olive asked.

“You know that I do, I just didn’t think that this is what you meant. How am I even supposed to please something like that,” I said, stealthing pointing between the legs of one of the minotaurs, their voices growing louder, crescendoing into a howl.

“Just do as I do,” said Olive.

“Show us,” said the Minotaur, taking a wide stance in front of Olive. Olive, on her knees, slid her hands up the muscular thighs of the beastman. Her nimble fingers walking towards its large swaying cock.

I couldn’t believe what I was witnessing. Olive had both hands wrapped around the trunk of the minotaurs mighty cock, stroking and working the shaft. She looked so small and helpless kneeling beneath the might and power of this bestial behemoth. And more than that, I had never seen such a look of joy and raw sexual lust on a woman’s face before. The very act of stroking the minotaur filled Olive with a clear rush of pleasure, made her shiver and shudder, and she had yet to even feel a touch upon herself.

And I would not remain solely as an observer. As the the second minotaur saw what pleasure Olive gave to his friend as her hands slid one after another off its length, he too wanted to have the same for himself.

“You show me,” grunted the other, padding his way before me. He took hold of his mighty large cock in one hand, sliding over it as he looked down at me, “you do like she,” he pointed at me and then at Olive.

But I had to wonder if I could do the same as Olive. I had only ever been with one man, Big Daddy. And not even Big Daddy could compare with these two. More than that Olive had a lifetime of pleasing men, had, I am sure, learned a litany of skills and ways to make any man or monster swell with insatiable lust. How could I possibly please him as Olive now please her minotaur, forcing him to howl and grunt and stamp his feet as he towered over her.

Yet I did not want to let my people down, did not want to let Big Daddy down. I came here for him, to learn the ways of a proper Maiden, and if making this beastman explode in ecstasy was to be my first challenge, then so be it. I will rise to this challenge, just as the minotaur’s cock rose, standing hard and erect, aching to have the feel of my hands and perhaps even more than that running along the length of that thick shaft.

The great beastman hunched over me, heat radiated from its powerful chest. My small nimble fingers moved deftly along its long shaft, stroking and feeling the pulsating lust. When I turned to look at Olive, hoping that seeing her would give me a sense of support, that in watching her please her new mate I might see how I could better offer myself up to mine.

Olive hovered her lips just above the tip of the minotaur’s cock, saliva drooling down her chin and dripping down the length of the cock. Her finger squishing through its slippery wetness. Olive opened wide, sucking the tip of the creature’s cock into her willing mouth. Her soft moans muffled by that cock, drowned out by the minotaur’s furious grunts. As that great brute began to thrust its hips, I feared for how in the world would Olive handle so much cock forcing its way inside her.

Yet Olive proved worthy of the challenge, almost begging for more. She choked down its cock, spewing saliva in return. She glanced my way and gave me a wink, reassuring me that her enjoyment was not feigned but real. Olive waved her hand, motioning for me to do as she did. I licked my lips and swished the spit around my mouth, building it up to a sizable amount. The minotaur fidgeted restlessly in front of me, aching to have the same level of satisfaction that his friend received.

I drooled over his mighty cock, the minotaur graciously snarling at the sight of my tiny mouth moving over its throbbing rod. I slid my hands up and down, lubricating the fullness of its length. The beastman growled, placing a hand on its large thigh I could feel the muscles tensing. I opened my mouth, ready to receive him inside of me. I licked the tip, just a little, smothering it in kisses before the minotaur, no longer able to restrain himself, jutted his hips forward forcing his thick cock into my open mouth, my tongue sliding along the underside.

Howling for more, the minotaur shoved my body against the cave wall, my back resting on the uneven earth. Tears welled in my eyes, his cock ramming deeper down my throat, stuffing as much as he could fit in. I was nothing but a toy for this monster to use, never have I experienced such a dominating force take total control of my being in this way before. The sweaty scent of animalistic urges hung in the cavern air, filling my nostrils each time I struggled to breathe as he periodically pulled his dripping wet cock out, giving me a short reprieve.

Olive continued to choke down the cock of her minotaur lover. Working his shaft with all the finesse of a highly skilled artisan, her tongue teasing the tip and making him throb and pulsate. The creature roared and howled, his massive cock ready to erupt all that it had stored inside.

“Give it to me,” Olive begged, “spray yourself upon my tits.”

Grunting and thrusting between her hands the beastman let out a final roar, warm seed exploding from the tip of his cock, splattering on the chest of my best friend. A look of pure joy and accomplishment rose out of Olive.

I knew I couldn’t keep my own mate waiting. As he saw his comrade reach that peak of satisfaction he gripped my shoulders, pinning me to the wall, raging for his own release. I slid my hands over the sloppy tip of his cock, my wrists aching and tired, but I remained determined. Knowing that if I could please this monster of a cock I would have no trouble in handling a single man of our tribe.

“More, give more,” growled the minotaur, his rough hand clutching the top of my head, pulling a fistful of my hair, forcing my head back.

“Yes… yes… cum for me,” I closed my eyes, his cock swelling to the point of no return.

I braced myself, ready to take his heavy load on my chest. Ready to feel that warm cum rain down my body and cover me in sticky white heat. The beastman tossed his head back, his roar echoing off the cavern halls. His load of cum fired out, spraying down my chest, dripping between my cleavage and coating my supple flesh.

Covered and used by this creature, I felt a burning of desire resonate from between my legs. My womanhood soaking itself in succulent juices. I filled with the need to have more, to have this powerful force claim me and take more than just what my mouth could offer. I slid my hand down beneath my trousers, rubbing myself and crying out for penetration.

“I give more,” growled the minotaur, turning me around, and having me on all fours. His cock pressed against my thigh, ready to disrobe and mount me. And just as I thought I would have this need of mine filled the other stepped on.

“No,” the other minotaur pulled him off me before my beastman could remove my clothing and take me all for himself. “Leader must have first.”

“I want,” he shoved the other aside. The two of them locked arms, wrestling over my squirming body. Seeing their aggressive display made me lust all the more for what they could do to my body.

“You want keep head, leader first,” they crashed into the cave wall, the earth around us shaking. The one had his hand gripping the throat of the other, forcing him to relent.

“Will you take us then?” Olive asked, verbally intervening.

The victorious minotaur dropped the other to the ground, turning to face the two of us and nodded, “Follow.”

I picked myself up off the ground, brushing the dirt from my clothes, keeping close to Olive, my arm linked in hers.

No longer did it matter to me that escape from this cave may be impossible. My thirst for sex remained unquenched. I didn’t want to leave, couldn’t bear to, not without first having my fill. I still couldn’t be sure that any of this could actually help turn me into the Maiden that my people needed, but that, at the time, didn’t seem to matter so much. My mind remained consumed with desire, only focused on my unreleased tension.

In contrast to myself, Olive appeared composed and in control. Perhaps years of servitude to the sexual needs of others had given her a control over her emotions that seemed so far out of reach for me.

“How do you do it?” I whispered to Olive, “How do you not just jump upon their pride and ride unrelentingly toward your satisfaction. Even now I still want it… I want it so bad.”

“Once we meet with their leader there will be all that and more,” said Olive, her caring hand stroking my hair, “and I am here not for myself, but for you. I have completed my journey, this is your story.”

“But don’t you want it too? Don’t you want to give in to this irresistible urge?”

“I know my place. And soon, very soon you will find yours.”

“I hope it is on my back,” I said, stifling my laughter.

“Minotaurs do not face their claimed.”

Olive was right of course. When the other minotaur was ready to give in to his primal urge he had me turned around, down on all fours. Ready to take me as beasts of the field take their mates. Their way was primal, instinctual, and filled with raw and unrestrained energy.

***

We followed our escort deep through the winding halls of the cave, losing ourselves inside of the home of these incredible creatures. There were far more of them than I had originally expected. As we made our way to the leader of the herd we passed by many chambers, each one housing other minotaurs, some roughly playing, showing off their great physical prowess. Others feasting upon the meat of the hunted game, ravaging the bloody flesh of the herd’s kills. Even more shocking may have been those that housed families, not so unlike our own huts in our village. Minotaur parents with their minotaur children. And as I took notice of the females of the species I realized why Olive and I caught the attention of so many passing male minotaurs.

The female minotaurs were far from attractive, in some ways it was hard to even tell the difference between the males and females. They were not feminine in the slightest, nor did they behave as a proper submissive woman might. They wrestled and fought just as the men did, and their muscles and tone, though not quite on the same level of male minotaurs did however surpass most men of our village. If that was all these males had as possible mates I could see how easy it would be for women such as Olive and myself to coax them into wanting us instead of them.

“What is this?” Asked Thrum, the leader of the herd as our escort presented Olive and me before the great minotaur. Thrum, if it could be believed, stood a head taller than the minotaur who brought us here. His horns reached high above his head, coming to a menacing point almost like a crown.

“Humans,” the minotaur huffed in response.

“I can see that, why bring them to me?” Thrum unflinchingly stared down the minotaur who shrunk under the leader’s stone gaze.

“They want minotaur cock,” he replied, a bit of pride visible underneath a layer of servitude to the dominant alpha.

Thrum puffed out his chest, “I don’t doubt that. None are more virile, fuck with more vigor than we. Have they been claimed by your or any of the others yet?” Asked Thrum.

The minotaur shook his head, “leader first, I save best part for you.”

“Good,” Thrum shoved the minotaur, “go now. I will take care of our guests.”

The minotaur left with his head hung low, submitting himself to the chain of command that all minotaur must follow, or find themselves without a head to hang in shame.

“So you want to know what it is like to be fucked by a minotaur,” Thrum rushed toward Olive, his thick arms pulling her into his chest, turning her back towards him, his hand shoving her forward, bending her over. Thrum ripped at her clothing while I could do nothing else but watch. He tore the dress from her body, Olive’s chest dangling beneath her, all of her exposed. Thrum gripped her hips without an ounce of care for whether she was ready or not. Though knowing Olive, I knew she was. I knew I was, my pussy still wet and willing to receive. Then just as suddenly as it had started, Thrum stopped.

“I have been lied to,” he roared out, “you have already been claimed by a minotaur,” he tossed Olive aside, she let out a whimper as her body hit the ground with a thud. I ran to her side, holding her in my arms.

“Are you okay?” I whispered.

“I’m fine, if he wanted to hurt me, I would not be speaking right now.” Olive got to her feet.

“How does he know you’ve been with a minotaur?” I asked.

Olive twisted herself around, showing me her back, a tattoo of what looked like two black horns was stamped just above her behind.

She stood her ground before Thrum, “It’s true, I have been claimed by a minotaur, by the leader before you, by Gar.”

“I have no use for a dead minotaur’s leftovers,” said Thrum.

“Of course, that is why I brought you her,” Olive pulled me forward, placing me between her and Thrum. “She has not been claimed, see for yourself.”

Thrum curled his claws around my shirt, tearing it from my body, inspecting my back for the mark.

“I see,” Thrum, ran his hands along the length of my curves, his breath warm on the back of my neck, sending shivers down my spine, “This one I will take.”

“Then she is all yours,” said Olive, this time she stepped between the two of us. If she had not, it would not have surprised me if Thrum bent me over right then and took me for himself. “All I ask is that when you take her you use that potent virility known only to your kind to unlock her latent ability to produce wonderful streams of creamy milk.”

“Without a doubt my cock will satisfy your friend’s deepest cravings and awaken her usefulness. The females of our kind are only as good as their ability to feed the young. She will be unable to resist,” said Thrum.

While the two of them spoke about me I found it hard to focus on their words. All I heard was that this creature of primal lust wanted to fuck me. And that’s all I cared to hear. The yearning in my heart and between my legs roared louder than anything. I know that I was here to perfect my gift, my usefulness as a maiden. But while these feelings raged on inside of me, I cared less for that and more for the sole act of getting taken and filled by Thrum.

“If you wish, however, you may still use me,” said Olive, “I will happily service the others while you take my friend Elsa for yourself.”

“Yes yes, that is very good. I am sure my subordinates will be happy to play with you,” as Thrum spoke he no longer looked at Olive, his eyes fixed on me, a hunger building inside of him. “Do as you please, leave me with her.”

“Can’t you stay,” I whispered to Olive. Having her around while in this cave had been comforting, gave me the courage I didn’t ordinarily have.

“Just as you had to please Big Daddy on your own, you must do the same here,” Olive whispered back, she placed a hand on my shoulder, “You’ll do fine. We will see each other when it is done.”

And just like that, Olive took her leave, taking a short pause before exiting to wish me well. Olive left me alone with this gargantuan beastman, and I thirsted to have him and he hungered to have me. Thrum approached me, his heavy feet stamping the earth. Almost instinctively I got down on my knees, submitting myself in the way Olive had shown me.

“What are you doing?” Thrum growled, looking down.

His cock was already hard for me, large and thick, strong and ready to penetrate any willing female. I placed my hands on his shaft, wrapping both around his trunk, stroking him as I hovered my lips over the tip.

“Sucking your cock,” I said, wrapping my lips around the head of his cock and popping them off with a wet smack, “Don’t you like getting your cock sucked?” I asked, moaning as I slurped on that fat cock.

Groaning over me, Thrum widened his stance, bracing himself, thrusting his hips out slightly, “Female Minotaurs do not suck cock,” grunted Thrum, clearly enjoying the fact that I did.

“Well, human females do,” I said, working the tip, “We love it.” I choked my way down deeper on his massive rod, his cock hitting the back of my throat, salvia bubbling out around my mouth and over his shaft. Thrum clasped my head between his hands, holding me down. He thrusted his hips, slamming his cock in and out of my mouth, forcing me to take more cock than I could handle, using my warm wet hole for his own pleasure.

“Isn’t that good,” I sucked my mouth off him, taking in a deep breath of air, salvia dripping down my chin and over my tits. I slid my hand between my legs rubbing my swelling clit. Having him deep in my mouth filled me with an even greater urgency. My pussy ached for his penetration, for his dominance.

Thrum shoved my face down, forcing me once more down the length of his cock, “Stop talking,” he roared, making the spit pool out of my mouth and all over him, “keep sucking.” His selfishness and use of my hole only turned me on more. Made me want him to dominate me in every possible way. I didn’t have to think of what to do, or how to please him. Thrum knew what he wanted and would make sure he received it and would not stop until he had his complete fill of what my body could give him.

Soon my mouth was no longer enough for him. Using his great strength, Thrum flipped me over, tossing me down onto all fours. His strong hands tore my bottoms, slashing the fabric off my legs, uncovering that sweet pussy that waited for him underneath. I dripped with honey, with sweet sopping juices. His cock pressed against my ass, his hand wrapping around my back and coming up to take hold of my tits. He roughly squeezed my breasts, my nipples stiff and aroused as he groped me.

Thrum slid his cock along my wet pussy, my juices mixing with the salvia that coated him. Unlike Big Daddy, Thrum did not ease his cock in, did not take the time to work his mighty tip in and wait for my tight pussy to stretch open for him. Thrum rammed his cock inside of me, pounding in up to the base. His cock fully stuffed inside my tight cunt. I howled out the intensity, jolting forward as he forced it in. His chest pressed on my back, his arm securing me into him, that cock fully enveloped by my pussy.

My cunt tightened around his cock, as if to pull him in more than was possible, not wanting such great wonder to leave for a second. Thrum of course had other ideas. Thrum wanted to take me, pound me, and fuck me like an object made solely for the use of his cock. Growling into my ear like an animal in heat, Thrum thrust his cock, his body slapping into mine. Each hit filled with great power and force, sending me rocking forward, his hand pulling me back in to take another thrust.

“Oh, gods... That’s so fucking big,” I cried out, taking him from behind, his hands groping every inch of my flesh.

“Does the human like Thrum’s mighty cock,” he grunted, his long tongue licking up my neck to my ear.

“Fuck yes, it’s so good,” I screeched, clutching my fists, breathing out from behind clenched teeth.

Thrum gripped my hips, squeezing and gripping my flesh, commanding and forcing my body down his cock each time the force of his mighty thrust sent me jolting forward. His strength kept me secured right where he wanted me, kept my pussy clamped down on his thick throbbing cock. Thrum, in the thrall of heat, lifted himself up, cock still beating inside my pussy, pressed a heavy palm on my back. My face shoved onto the earth, my mouth hanging open, tongue over my lips, drooling as he had his way with me.

“Fuck yes, harder, give me that minotaur cock,” I bellowed, arms splayed out. I felt so small and insignificant beneath his raw power. And yet so protected, felt I was right where I belonged, underneath the strongest of creatures to walk this earth.

“Thrum will fill the human’s cunt,” he howled, spanking my tight ass, making it sting.

His rough fucking such a welcomed pleasure, “Spank me again,” I moaned, “Dominate your mate.”

Thrum slapped my ass, leaving bright red marks on my supple flesh. Sweat dripped down my forehead. Thrum’s scent burning my nostrils with each inhale, the smell of sex strong as it lingered in the air. His hands went back underneath, gripping my tits, pinching, and tugging my sensitive nipples.

“Please… please, milk me… make me cream,” I reached back, grabbing my ass and spreading myself open, wanting him to hit ever deeper inside this tight cunt of mine.

“You will once Thrum spills his seed in you,” he continued to slam inside of me, making my petite frame quiver and quake. My pussy gripped his throbbing cock, working his shaft as if to aid it in reaching the peak, the point of eruption.

Thrum slammed inside of me, pinning my shaking body down against his. The tension of need snapped inside of me, waves of pleasure and satisfied lust poured out of me as I whimpered, my legs tightly snapping shut, Thrum’s cock forcing me to accept it. With a heavy guttural roar, Thrum released all that he had built up, all that my desirous body had given him. Erupting streams of warm cum, Thrum spilled his great sticky seed inside of my pussy. My eager cunt milking every drop he had to offer out of that tasty cock of his. Thrum filled me to the brim with his seed, overflowing my pussy with the most potent and powerful essence that nature had to offer. And it was mine, all mine, dripping out between the two of us, leaking down my thighs and sticking to my skin.

Thrum held me there, his cock settled deep inside of me, pulsating the remainder of his offering out. I spasmed, lost to a world of pure bliss, glistening in sweat, heart pounding unrested in my chest. With the slightest touch and movement came another shock of delight. I tried to crawl forward, attempting to escape the unending waves. Thrum pulled me back, not wanting his cock to leave my cunt for a moment, thankfully keeping me attached to him. I didn’t want to go, I needed him to continue forcing the pleasure upon my willing mind.

Drops of milk made their way out of my stiff nipples, dripping between his fingers. Thrum tugged my breasts down, one after the other, working on them with skilled and agile hands. Even this had me biting my lip another band stretching inside my core, getting pulled and stretched and aching to snap. As he cupped and massaged my plump tits, engoring themselves in creamy milk, Thrum returned to fucking my cunt, sliding his sloppy cum covered cock into my dripping hole. The mix of fluids making him glide with ease, ramming with haste, and determination. He pumped that cock in me, still full with vigor, pumping full streams of milk out of my dangling tits. White creamy milk sprayed down, pooling on the earth, rolling down my stomach.

I didn’t care if Thrum never stopped fucking me, used me until I couldn’t move. Thanks to his potent seed or his stimulating cock, I had reached my peak. The waves crashed out of me, my energy spent, my tits getting drained. I produced like a true Maiden. My purpose unlocked, spilling out of me, streaming down my body. Thrum had given me what I came for and had me cum for it, he could take me however he wanted, as many times as he wanted. This gift was worth everything.

Finished with me, Thrum pulled himself out, tossing me off his cock. Our intimate parts covered and slathered in each other’s spillings. I laid out on my back, the world circled above me. The world around me beating along to the pattern of my own heart, Thrum pinned my shoulders down, his cock resting on my thigh. He unfurled his long tongue and licked up my body, licking the milk off every inch, licking my tits, my nipples, drinking up what I had produced for him, because of him. It was his take, his to enjoy, all of my body was for his pleasure, all that it was and did and made.

Every one of my muscles ached, I had only enough energy to lay there and breathe. This beastman had ravaged my body and used me up. And now that I had nothing left to offer him, Thrum was done. I was only as good to him as the satisfaction he could take from me. And for now I had nothing left to give, I needed rest. Thrum however seemed filled with more energy than when we started. I had seen how warriors of our tribe bursted with raw energy after leaving their huts having spent an hour with Olive. After claiming me, I had done the same for Thrum, giving him his warrior’s fill. Though I was spent and tired, not even that could subdue the absolute feeling of joy and fulfillment that giving myself over to the alpha of all had given me.

***

Olive and I were provided with a chamber for ourselves. It wasn’t much, the bed was roughly made of hay, a pit in the center housed a fire for warmth, but other than that there wasn’t much to it. Not that it mattered, I didn’t need much, I mostly wanted rest. One of the female minotaurs brought us enough food to fill our starving bellies and so I felt satisfied.

While laying bed, Olive held to me, the warmth of her body a sweet comfort. I replayed in my mind much of what I experienced here. My time spent pleasing these minotaurs had been the most exciting of my life. An experience I could never get living in the tribe. And had Olive not chosen me as her successor all this would have remained unknown to me.

“We should get back to the tribe as soon as possible,” said Olive, her chest nestled against my back.

“Do we have to,” I turned to face her, so easily mesmerized by her beauty. Though now I was truly a Maiden just as she was, I saw something within her that still placed her high above me. The years of being a seductress had matured finely, gave her a presence that most women can’t so easily achieve. I watched as she submitted herself to one of the minotaurs, worshipped his body, kneeled beneath him. Yet when I looked at her I didn’t see weakness, but strength and resiliency not so easily put into words.

“Big Daddy needs you,” said Olive, her hands moving over my breasts, “And all our men need these.”

“I know but…” I removed her hands, “I like it here… I like them.”

Olive draped her arm over my waist, her hand laying flat on my lower back, resting where I had been marked, stamped with the same symbol that Olive wore, the flesh still a bit sore. “Just because you leave this place, doesn’t mean it’s gone, you will always have the memories.”

I didn’t want only memories, I wanted this. I wanted them, the minotaurs. I wanted to belong to the strongest of this earth. A Maiden Of Milk lives out a purpose, that purpose is to give herself to warriors, through what she has to offer she fills them with greater power. And the minotaurs, undoubtedly, stand above all in that way. They are true warriors, more worthy of what I can give than any other.

I faced away from Olive, “All this time, I had gone along with what you asked of me. I accepted your offer. I let you lead me to the Chieftain, followed you here, and now that I found something so invigorating, so life-changing, you want me to just leave, to continue to follow you.”

“It’s not about me,” Olive placed a hand on my cheek, turning me to face her, “It’s about our people, they need you.”

“But what about what I need, what I want. Doesn’t that Matter?”

“It does but-”

“But nothing. I want to stay here, even if for just a bit longer.” I found it so hard for me to just accept what I wanted and follow through with it. Part of me needed Olive’s approval, even now. Even after witnessing myself prove that I had what it takes to pleasure the likes of Thrum and his herd. I couldn’t understand why I just couldn’t stake my claim, take for myself what I wanted, remain where I felt I belonged. Thrum, the minotaurs, Big Daddy; they all did just that, holding to what they wanted and not letting go until they finished with it. They helped turn me into a Maiden Of Milk, but in doing so they showed me something more than that.

I remained stubborn, holding my ground against Olive. It was as important to her that I leave as it was for me to stay. I would not be so easily swayed, I had tasted something during my time here, tasted the power that this body of mine, in its own way, had given me. I was wanted by men and minotaurs alike. Olive had, in her time, stood where I stood now. Had all the praise and recognition one could want and that has shifted onto someone new, why couldn’t she just let me enjoy it.

Faced with my resolve, Olive had relented to me, “If you must, we will stay for a while longer. But you will have to return eventually. The others will begin to worry.”

“I know, but I feel I still have much to learn here. You had only one night with Gar, and when you returned you did so bringing gifts never before seen. I would like to do the same. If I leave now, I will only return with the same as you once gave. I want to do more.”

“I suppose I can not fault your reasoning. Perhaps there is more for you to learn here, more that you can bring back to our people. And I will stay with you until you are ready to return.”

Olive may have hounded me to return, but she could not deny that she would enjoy herself here just as much as I would. She delighted in her moments with the other male minotaurs. She knew as well as I did, that when we did return there would no longer be a place for her, no longer needed by the men now that I had risen to the challenge and met it. And I hoped, if I am lucky, Olive would understand that and want to remain in these caves satisfying the primal urges of the males. Maybe together we could have a new home here, and always have a place as playthings for the minotaurs.
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