
        
            
                
            
        

    THE FREE USE TRIBE








Acceptance

A deep, carnal yearning had led me here. Whispers of a primal tribe, their customs unbound by the soft rules of the world I knew, had snagged at something raw within me. A desire for experiences that resonated deep in my bones, experiences whispered to be found in the heart of this wild territory. And so, I sought them out. I'd always been drawn to the edge, to the places where polite society crumbled and instinct took over. My past lovers, even the more adventurous ones, had always held back, kept a part of themselves shielded. Here, I sensed no such restraint.


The clearing was a raw bowl of earth and sky, ringed by towering trees that seemed to watch with ancient eyes. The air thrummed with a low, almost animalistic energy. Men, all muscle and tanned skin, stood in a loose circle, their gazes sharp and assessing as I was led into their midst. Their eyes raked over my travel-worn form - my large, full chest straining against the thin fabric of my torn tunic, my round, soft curves barely covered by the tattered remnants of my skirt after the long journey here. At the head of the circle stood him – Kaelen. War Chief. The title barely scratched the surface of the raw power that radiated from him. He was a mountain of a man, his face a landscape of harsh angles and unwavering authority. My breath hitched, a mix of apprehension and something hotter, something like pure, unadulterated excitement.


Kaelen’s voice, when he spoke, was like the growl of a predator, resonating through the clearing. He addressed not just me, but the entire tribe, his words outlining the very air I was now breathing. "She has come seeking the ways of our tribe. She understands there are duties. Customs of sharing."  His gaze locked onto mine, unwavering, as he continued, "You will contribute to the tribe. Hides to prepare, fires to tend. And you will contribute to the strength of our warriors.  It is our way. Your body is offered for their pleasure."


My heart hammered against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the stark reality of his words.  Availability.  For the warriors’ pleasure.  It was laid bare, stripped of any pretense of romance or gentility.  This wasn't about whispered promises or stolen glances. This was about need, and use.  A thrill shot through me, sharp and undeniable.  I forced myself to meet his gaze, to ask the questions that clawed at the edge of my awareness.


"The chores, I understand.  The hides, the fire.  But the… sharing," I said, my voice surprisingly steady, though a tremor of anticipation ran beneath the surface. "What does that mean, practically?  Is there… choice?"  The word felt foreign in this clearing, almost absurd.


Kaelen's gaze didn't soften, but a flicker of something – respect? – crossed his eyes. "You can still walk away now if you wish - willingness is valued. It eases the way. But the needs of the tribe must be met. Your safety is within our circle, but your body serves the warriors' release, the tribe's strength." He paused, his eyes boring into mine.


Release.  Strength.  It was functional, primal.  And it ignited something within me that had been simmering, unspoken, for years.  My past experiences, the careful dances of consent and desire, felt suddenly pale, almost… tame.  This was something different. Something raw.


I drew a breath, the scent of woodsmoke and something musky, something undeniably male, filling my lungs.  "I understand," I said, my voice ringing out across the clearing. "I accept my role within the tribe, and the customs of sharing."  The words felt heavy, irrevocable, as they left my lips.  Used for the warriors’ pleasure. The idea was both daunting and… intensely arousing.  Kaelen’s raw masculinity, the sheer power of him, was undeniable.  Even in this functional, almost transactional arrangement, a spark of something purely carnal flickered between us.


As if to immediately put my acceptance to the test, before I could fully process the weight of my words, a figure detached itself from the edge of the circle. Torvin. The Hunter, they called him.  He was quieter than Kaelen, his presence less overtly dominant, but there was a coiled strength in his lean frame, a hunter’s stillness in his eyes. He didn’t speak, just gestured with a curt nod of his head, leading me away from the clearing. Away from the tribe. Towards the shadowed mouth of a cave alcove.


Stepping into the alcove was like entering a different world. The air dropped ten degrees, smelling damp and earthy, tinged with the faint, metallic scent of minerals. Shadows clung to the cave walls like secrets. Before I could even register the chill prickling my bare arms, a hand clamped into my hair at the nape of my neck, yanking my head back with brutal force. My breath hitched in surprise, a strangled gasp escaping my lips. My vision tilted upwards, the rough cave ceiling swimming into view as my scalp protested the sudden, sharp pull. Torvin was behind me, his body pressing close, the hard ridge of his cock already stiff against my backside.


He paused then, his grip still firm but not painful, and growled low in my ear: "You accept this?" The question was blunt, primal. My heart hammered in my chest as I processed the weight of what he was asking. "Yes," I breathed, the word coming out husky with need. "Yes, I accept this. Take me."


His response was immediate and raw. His grip in my hair tightened as he yanked downward, forcing me to my knees on the rough cave floor. Before I could catch my breath, he shoved forward, ramming his meaty pillar into my open mouth. It was sudden, violent, and impossibly deep. My gag reflex kicked in instantly, my throat convulsing as his shaft slammed against the back of my mouth. I choked, a wet, sputtering sound escaping around the thick column of flesh filling my throat. Tears sprang to my eyes, burning, involuntary. He didn't relent, didn't give an inch. His hand remained fisted in my hair, a vise around my scalp, holding my head immobile, forcing me to take him.


My hands flew up instinctively, splaying against his chest, pushing uselessly against the unyielding wall of muscle and bone. It was a desperate, futile attempt to create space, to breathe, to escape the overwhelming invasion. But he was too strong, his grip too firm. Panic flared briefly, a sharp spike of fear mixed with the immediate discomfort of my gagging throat. But even as my body protested, something else began to stir, a flicker of heat igniting low in my belly.


My eyes watered, blurring my vision of the cave wall in front of me.  I was forced to breathe shallowly through my nose, the air whistling past the obstruction in my mouth.  His cock tasted musky, coating my tongue and the back of my throat.  It was thick, so thick it stretched my mouth to its limit, and hard as stone.  The sheer audacity of the act, the free use of my body, sent a jolt of something electric through me.  My thighs clenched involuntarily, a sudden slickness blooming between my legs, soaking into the roughspun fabric of my tunic.  Despite the initial shock, my body was betraying me, responding to his dominance with a shameful, undeniable surge of arousal.


Torvin's free hand moved from my hair, sliding down my side to grip my hip, his fingers digging into the curve of my flesh.  He used it to brace himself, to control my movements, to ensure I remained perfectly positioned for his use.  He began to thrust, slow, deliberate movements at first, testing the limits of my gag reflex, gauging my capacity.  Each push sent a shockwave of sensation through my skull, the base of his cock grinding against my lips, stretching them painfully.  He made low, guttural sounds in the back of his throat, not words, just primal noises of exertion and satisfaction.  His focus was entirely inward, on the pleasure he was extracting from my mouth, from my body.  I was simply a vessel, a means to an end.  And the realization, stark and brutal, sent an unexpected wave of arousal coursing through me.


As he continued, the initial gagging subsided, replaced by a strange, almost numb sensation in my throat.  My body began to adjust to accommodate the foreign object lodged so deeply within me.  The discomfort lessened, replaced by a different kind of sensation, a stretching, fullness that was… not entirely unpleasant.  The wetness between my legs intensified, spreading, a hot, slick pool.  My breath hitched and shuddered, no longer from gagging, but from the burgeoning heat coiling in the pit of my stomach.


Without thinking, I started to subtly shift on my knees, adjusting my position to better align my mouth with his thrusting. It was a minuscule movement, but it was a yielding, a sign that my body was accepting, even seeking, this brutal intimacy. My hands, still splayed on his thighs, no longer pushed away. Instead, my fingers curled, gripping at the hard muscle beneath his skin, a desperate anchor in the storm of sensation raging through me. My body swayed slightly with each thrust, my back arching to create a straighter line from my throat to my mouth, seeking to accommodate him more deeply.


Torvin paused his thrusting, just for a breath, his body still rigid, his cock still buried deep.  His grip on my hair tightened fractionally, tilting my head back further, forcing me to meet his gaze.  His eyes were dark, intense, narrowed, assessing.  There was no tenderness in them, no softness, just a raw, predatory hunger.  He was studying me, reading my reaction, gauging my willingness, or perhaps my endurance.  My eyes, still wet with tears, met his.  A strange mix of emotions warred within me – shock, discomfort, a burgeoning arousal at this new submission.  In the depths of his gaze, I saw only expectation, a demand for compliance.  And something within me, that deep, carnal yearning that had led me here, responded.


A tiny nod, the barest movement of my head, was all I offered.  It was an acknowledgement, a surrender to the dynamic, to the power he held over me.  It was enough.  Torvin grunted, a sound of satisfaction deep in his chest, and resumed his assault with renewed vigour.


His thrusts became deeper, harder, more insistent.  He was no longer testing, no longer gauging.  He was taking, claiming, using.  My throat stretched, burned slightly with the friction, but the discomfort was now almost entirely overshadowed by the escalating arousal that consumed me.  My clit throbbed, a frantic pulse of sensation, demanding attention, demanding release.  My hips began to move involuntarily, bucking subtly against his body, mimicking the rhythm of his thrusts, a desperate, primal dance of submission and desire.


He let out a louder grunt, a guttural sound that vibrated against my eardrums.  His movements grew more frantic, his body tensing, his muscles corded and hard beneath my hands.  I could feel the shift in his rhythm, the building intensity that signaled his nearing climax.  And then it happened.  A shudder ran through his body, a deep tremor that radiated through me, through the cock buried in my mouth.  I felt the unmistakable pulsing, the hot, thick spurt of his seed flooding my mouth, filling every crevice, coating my tongue, sliding down my throat.  The taste was sharp, salty, potent.


He held me there for another moment, shuddering, his body still pressed tight against mine, his cock throbbing in my mouth.  Then, just as abruptly as it had begun, it ended.  He pulled out, his thick shaft sliding slickly from my mouth with a wet, sucking sound.  He released my hair, stepping back, leaving me swaying slightly, breathless and disoriented.  He didn’t look at me, didn’t speak, didn’t offer a word of acknowledgement.  He simply adjusted his loincloth, his movements economical and efficient, and then turned and exited the cave alcove, disappearing back into the sunlight.


I was left alone in the shadows, my throat burning faintly, my mouth wet and sticky with his semen, dripping slowly from my chin. My chest heaved, my breath ragged and uneven.  My legs trembled, weak with a mixture of shock and spent arousal.  I could still feel the phantom weight of his cock in my mouth, the visceral nature of the encounter imprinted on my senses.  My tunic was damp between my legs, soaked with my own juices.  His seed dripped from my chin, a sticky testament to the brutal act. Beneath the shock, a tremor of exhilaration ran through me, not just excitement, but a dizzying recognition. This, this raw, untamed feeling… was it possible this is what I had been seeking all along? A dark, hidden part of me, finally, thrillingly, awake.  I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, the taste of him lingering, acrid and potent. The customs of sharing. This was just the beginning.






The Hunter’s Mark 



I straightened my tunic, the rough fabric scratching against my newly sensitized skin, and stepped out of the cave alcove and back into the sunlight.  The clearing seemed unchanged, the tribe going about their tasks.  I spotted a pile of hides waiting to be prepared, just where I’d left them before Torvin had led me away.  I walked towards them, my legs still slightly shaky, and picked up a scraping tool.  As I began to work, the familiar motions grounding me, a new awareness settled over me.  The air in the clearing felt different now, charged with a subtle, unspoken tension.  The glances from the warriors were no longer just assessing, but knowing, possessive.  I was no longer just an outsider seeking entry.  I was one of them now, bound by their customs, my body now a part of the tribe’s unspoken currency. And a part of me, a dark, hidden part I hadn’t fully acknowledged until now, was undeniably, thrillingly aroused by it.


The day was moving on, the sun beginning to dip towards the horizon.  I tried to focus on the task Kaelen had assigned – preparing hides.  The rough animal skin felt alien beneath my fingers, but I forced myself to concentrate, to scrape and stretch, the familiar motions grounding me, or so I hoped.


But the sexual undercurrent in the clearing was now impossible to ignore.  The warriors moved around me, their presence heavy, charged.  One known as Jorek, passing by, grunted an acknowledgement, his hand heavy and possessive as it squeezed my breast. Torvin, returning from the hunt, gave a curt nod, his eyes meeting mine for a fleeting moment, his course fingers grabbing my ass as he walked past, a claim, a reminder of what had happened in the cave.


My skin prickled with awareness, every touch, every glance, sending jolts of sensation through me.  I tried to ignore it, to focus on the hides, but the air itself seemed thick with desire, with the knowledge that my body was now communal, available.


Another warrior, Dagon, approached as I worked, leaning against the entrance of the hut. He was massive, even by the tribe's standards - well over six feet tall with broad shoulders and thick, corded muscles that rippled beneath his bronzed skin. A jagged scar ran from his left temple to his jaw, giving his otherwise handsome features a fierce, predatory cast. His dark hair hung in wild braids past his shoulders, decorated with small bones and beads that clicked softly as he moved. His gaze was heavy and insolent as he watched me, his amber eyes raking over my body, undressing me piece by piece. Then, he stepped inside, his powerful frame seeming to fill the entire space as he closed the distance between us until he was close enough to touch. He didn't speak, just stood there, his eyes burning into mine, a silent invasion.


And then, he started to undress me.  His hands were rough, impatient, tearing at my tunic, pulling it over my head, leaving me bare to the waist.  I tried to keep working, scraping at the hide, my hands shaking slightly, but his presence was overwhelming, suffocating.  My nipples tightened, hardening in the cool air, and a jolt of arousal shot through me, sharp and undeniable.  He continued to strip me, his gaze never leaving mine, until I stood naked before him, still clutching the animal hide, still trying to maintain a semblance of normalcy in the face of his blatant, predatory desire.


His eyes were dark, hungry, and they lingered on my breasts, my nipples hard and aching now, exposed to the cool air and his blatant gaze.  He reached out, his hand rough and calloused as it closed around my breast, his thumb circling my nipple, teasing it relentlessly.  A moan escaped my lips before I could stop it, a low sound of unwilling pleasure.  "You're mine now," he rumbled, his voice low and possessive, his fingers tightening on my flesh, squeezing, kneading.  "For all of us."


The words were a brand, searing into my skin, into my consciousness.  For all of us.  The reality of it hit me again, the full weight of my decision, of my acceptance.  My body was no longer just mine.  It belonged to the tribe, to these men, to their desires.  And as daunting as the thought was, a thrill, sharp and undeniable, shot through me.  My legs trembled, but not from fear.  From something hotter, something deeper.


Before I could fully process the implications of his words, Torvin reappeared at the entrance of the hut.  He stood there for a moment, a silent sentinel, his gaze fixed on me, on my nakedness, on Dagon’s hand still clamped possessively on my breast.  There was no expression on his face, but the air around him seemed to crackle with a silent intensity.  Dagon’s hand tightened fractionally on my breast, a possessive gesture, a challenge perhaps.  But Torvin didn’t react, didn’t move, just watched, his gaze unwavering.


Then, with another curt nod, Torvin called out to Dagon. "Hunt. Now." His voice was gruff, brooking no argument. Dagon's hand dropped from my breast, his fingers trailing down my side one last time, leaving a trail of gooseflesh in their wake. He gave me a knowing look, heavy with promise, before turning to gather his spear. The message was clear - he wasn't finished with me. But duty called, and the hunt took precedence. As he strode away to join Torvin, his muscled form disappearing into the treeline, I felt with an unexpected thrill that later would be his turn, and others too.






Fireside sharing 



Later that evening, the tribe gathered around the fire. Flames danced and crackled, casting long, flickering shadows that played across the warriors' muscular bodies, highlighting the raw power in their forms.  The air was thick with the smell of roasting meat and woodsmoke, and the low murmur of voices, punctuated by bursts of rough laughter.


As I approached the fire, I felt their eyes on me.  Not just Dagon, not just Torvin, not just Jorek, but all of the tribe - more than twenty pairs of eyes on me.  A collective gaze, assessing, possessive, hungry.  A mixture of anticipation and nervousness fluttered in my stomach.  Here, in the heart of the tribe, surrounded by these men, I was even more exposed, more available.  The women of the tribe were present too, some tending the fire, others sitting amongst the warriors, their faces impassive, accepting.


Then, it began. It wasn't a command, not exactly, but a silent understanding, a palpable shift in the energy around the fire as the warriors' collective gaze intensified. Borak, the scarred brute, moved first, his hand a vise around my wrist, dragging me down onto the furs spread near the fire. The rough animal hides scratched against my bare skin as he pushed me onto my back. Jorek knelt beside me, his hands tearing at the remnants of my tunic, ripping it completely away to expose my nakedness to the hungry firelight and the watching eyes of the tribe. The other warriors formed a loose circle around us, their muscled forms casting long shadows in the firelight, their eyes burning with possessive hunger. Some crouched down, others remained standing, but all of them watched intently, waiting for their turn.


Rough hands grabbed at my breasts, kneading and squeezing, calloused fingers pinching my nipples until sharp sparks of sensation shot through me. Another warrior’s hand, smelling of woodsmoke and something musky, slid between my thighs, parting them wider, his fingers probing roughly at my already wet folds. Borak’s weight settled heavily on top of me, his knees spreading my legs further, splaying me open with brutal efficiency. His cock, thick and hard, nudged against my entrance, hot and insistent against my slick flesh. He thrust in, deep and forceful, filling me completely, his grunt a raw sound of satisfaction in my ear. Even as Borak began to pump into me, Jorek moved in closer, his body half-covering mine, his breath hot on my face as he leaned down to take my mouth. His lips were rough, his tongue invading, mimicking the thrusting rhythm of Borak below, a dual assault on my senses. Dagon, kneeling at my thighs, took one of my legs, hoisting it higher onto his shoulder, deepening Borak’s penetration, exposing me even further to the firelight and the watching eyes.


The fire crackled and spat beside us, casting flickering shadows that danced across the warriors' faces, highlighting the raw hunger in their eyes, the focused intensity of their desire. The air was thick with the smell of roasting meat, woodsmoke, and the musky scent of aroused men, an intoxicating, overwhelming aroma that filled my senses. Grunts and gasps mingled with the low murmur of the tribe, an animalistic soundtrack to the act unfolding around the fire. One warrior after another took their turn to grab at my breasts and ass while Borak pounded into my core, a relentless cycle of penetration and possession, sending sharp jolts of sensation through my entire body.


Each thrust, each touch, each grunt was a primal claiming, a reinforcement of my role, my purpose here. My own arousal began to spiral, a chaotic mix of sensations blurring the lines between fear and exhilaration. The stretching fullness inside me, the rough hands on my skin, the possessive gazes burning into me – it was all overwhelming, yet undeniably arousing. My hips began to lift involuntarily, bucking against Borak's thrusts, seeking a deeper connection, a more intense sensation. Moans escaped my lips, soft at first, then louder, more unrestrained, as the relentless onslaught continued, wave after wave of male bodies using me, their pleasure paramount, my own senses drowning in a sea of primal sensation as the multiple men took their fill.


As my climax was building, Borak suddenly withdrew, leaving me momentarily empty yet slick with his precum. His hand, thick and unforgiving, clamped around my waist. Before I could even draw a full breath, he flipped me over onto my hands and knees with brutal efficiency. His grunt was a sound more akin to an animal than a man, a primal declaration as he positioned himself behind me, presenting my backside to the fire and the watching tribe. My breasts swung heavily beneath me, sensitive and aching from the relentless assault, brushing against the rough furs. My exposed sex, already flushed red and wet, was now blatantly displayed, a raw offering in the flickering firelight towards the watching tribe. It was a clear claiming, a primal dominance that stole my breath, not in fear, but in a surge of anticipatory thrill. I heard the other warriors shift closer, I could feel their gazes burning into my backside, a palpable wave of hunger radiating from them, the unspoken promise of more to come hanging heavy in the smoke-filled air.


Without any pause, any softening touch, Borak was behind me, his hot breath on my ass as he roughly spread my buttocks with his hands. I felt a rush of cool air as my already stretched opening parted wider, but that wasn't where his focus lay. I felt his thick fingers probe at my anus, one digit pressing insistently against that untouched opening. A gasp escaped my lips, sharper this time - no man had ever taken me there before. His finger breached me slowly but firmly, the intrusion sending a jolt of fear and strange anticipation through me. My body tensed instinctively, but Borak was not deterred. He worked his finger deeper, then added a second, stretching me open with methodical determination.


As his fingers worked inside me, a strange heat began to build. The initial discomfort gave way to something else - a deep, pulsing pleasure that radiated through my core. His thick digits pressed and stretched, finding sensitive spots I never knew existed. My hips began to rock back against his hand involuntarily, seeking more of that forbidden sensation. A moan escaped my lips, no longer from pain but from raw need. My body had surrendered completely to this new invasion, this taboo pleasure. My sex throbbed and dripped, evidence to all the tribe of my shameful arousal at being stretched and claimed in such an intimate way.


When he finally withdrew his fingers and I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my now-loosened entrance, I knew what was coming. "Yes," I gasped out, my voice thick with need. "Take me. Please." And then he thrust. It wasn't gentle - It was raw, forceful. His thick cock stretched me open further. A sharp cry ripped from my throat, a genuine sound of pain, but even as my eyes watered and my hands dug into the earth for purchase, a different kind of sensation started to bloom. The searing heat and intense pressure, yes, but also a profound, inescapable tension that pulsed through my depths. "Don't stop," I moaned, the words spilling from my lips unbidden. The savage claiming sent waves of both fear and fierce desire coursing through me.


His thrusts were deep and powerful, his body slamming against mine with each stroke.  The firelight danced, casting flickering shadows that accentuated the brutal rhythm of his movements, the stretch of my skin, the raw physicality on display.  Involuntary whimpers escaped my lips, mixed with moans of a different kind, a building, unfamiliar pleasure that was intertwined with the discomfort.  The sounds of our bodies – the wet slapping of his cock against my ass, our ragged breaths, the thud of his thighs against mine – echoed in the clearing, a primal symphony of lust and dominance.  Around us, the other warriors watched, their gazes fixed on my exposed backside, on Borak’s rhythmic thrusts.  Grunts of approval rumbled through the watching men, low, guttural sounds that reinforced the communal nature of this act, the shared ownership of my body.


Just as I started to adjust, to find a rhythm within the pain and pleasure, Jorek moved.  He was suddenly in front of me, kneeling, his hand clamping onto my chin, rough and demanding.  He tilted my head back, exposing my throat, forcing me to meet his gaze.  His eyes were burning with desire, mirroring Borak’s base intensity.  And then, without a word, he shoved his own thick, hard cock into my mouth.


The dual invasion was overwhelming.  My throat, still tender from Torvin’s earlier assault, stretched again, forced to accommodate another thick shaft.  I choked, gagged, my eyes watering anew, the taste of Borak’s sweat and musk mingling with the metallic tang of Jorek’s arousal in my mouth. The world narrowed to the sensations flooding my body.  The stretching, burning ache in my ass, the thick column filling my throat, the rough hands of Borak gripping my hips, holding me steady, Jorek’s hand a vise on my jaw, forcing my head back.  The heat of the fire licking at my skin, the weight of the tribe’s gaze pressing down on me.  It was a cacophony of sensations, a primal assault on my senses, and yet, impossibly, my body was rising to meet it.  My wetness increased, slickening my thighs, testament to my body’s treacherous arousal.  Involuntarily, my hips began to grind subtly against Borak’s thrusts, a tiny yielding, a physical response to the dual penetration, a sign that even in this roughness, pleasure was taking root.


As Borak and Jorek continued their relentless assault, other warriors moved closer, drawn in by the spectacle, by the raw display of my submission.  Hands reached out again, not gentle caresses, but possessive grabs, claiming their share.  One warrior’s hand roughly squeezed my breast, his fingers pinching my already sensitive nipple, eliciting a sharp gasp.  Another’s fingers dug into my hip, bruisingly hard, while yet another’s hand stroked roughly down my thigh, then back up, lingering between my legs, teasing at my slick folds, just out of reach.  Grunts of approval, low words in their guttural tongue, were exchanged between the men.  “Good,” one rumbled in broken Common, “Wet,” another grunted, “Use well.”  Each touch, each word, reinforced my objectification, my status as a shared vessel for their pleasure, and with each one, a strange, defiant heat flared within me.


The tempo intensified. Borak's thrusts grew more frantic, deeper, slamming into my core with brutal force. Jorek's movements in my mouth mirrored his, his body tensing, his breath hot and ragged against my face. I could feel the shift in their rhythms, the unmistakable signs of approaching climax. The dual assault on my body, combined with the rough hands groping my breasts and the tribe's hungry gazes, pushed me over the edge. A powerful orgasm ripped through me, making my whole body convulse and tremble. My inner walls clenched and spasmed around Borak's thick shaft as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I moaned deeply around Jorek's cock, my throat vibrating with the intensity of my climax.


Borak let out a guttural roar, his body arching, his thrusts becoming shorter, sharper, as he came, groaning deeply into my anus, his hot seed spurting inside me, filling me with his thick, potent release. Almost simultaneously, Jorek shuddered, his body convulsing as he too reached his peak, his own hot load erupting down my throat, filling my mouth, coating my tongue, a thick, salty wave of male release. Both men focused entirely on their own pleasure, their own release, oblivious to my lingering climax, or any discomfort. But my body was screaming its own story – the slickness between my legs, the involuntary moans escaping my lips, the frantic grinding of my hips against Borak's thrusts – all undeniable signs of my own spiraling arousal in the heart of their domination.


Then, as suddenly as it began, it ended. With a final, shuddering grunt, Borak withdrew, his thick cock sliding out of me with a wet, sucking sound. Jorek pulled out of my mouth just as abruptly, leaving my lips wet and swollen, my throat burning faintly. They stepped back, adjusting their loincloths, their breathing still heavy, their gazes already shifting away from me, towards the fire, towards the tribe. Their attention was gone, their need sated. I was left kneeling on my hands and knees, body slick with sweat, semen, and saliva, exposed to the firelight, to the tribe's lingering gaze. Spent. Used. But beneath it all a strange, exhilarating satisfaction pulsed through me, an echo of the visceral power I had just been subjected to, and somehow, willingly participated in.


Attention began to shift back to the fire, to the tribe, to each other. Slowly, I rose, my legs shaky, and made my way back to the small hut that had been assigned to me.  The exhaustion was real, bone-deep, but beneath it, a flicker of something new ignited.  Anticipation.  A strange, unsettling excitement for what tomorrow, for what the next hour, might bring.  The hollow feeling that had driven me here, the sense of something missing, was now gone. Replaced by a raw, primal satisfaction.  And a dawning realization that this, this wild, untamed existence, might be exactly what I had been craving all along.






Kaelen's Command 



Days bled into nights, each dawn solidifying my place within the tribe’s brutal rhythm.  The initial shock had faded, replaced by a strange, almost addictive acceptance.  My body, once my own carefully guarded territory, was now undeniably communal.  I was learning the unspoken language of this place, the way a warrior’s gaze lingered a beat too long, the subtle shift in posture that signaled desire.  I heard them talking, boasting sometimes, around the fire, about their turns with me, their voices rough with a possessiveness that, in any other world, would have been terrifying. Here, it was just… expected.  Part of the air I breathed.


I started to distinguish them, the warriors, beyond just muscle and aggression.  Borak was true to his initial roughness.  His touch was always bruising, his demands impatient. Jorek was forceful too, but there was a flicker of something else in his eyes, a gruff acknowledgement of my body before he used it.  He might grunt a word, “Soft,” or “Tight,” as he pushed inside, a crude form of recognition that was intimate in his own way.  Torvin remained the most enigmatic.  Silent, always watching, his desire communicated through the lean tension of his body, the directness of his actions.  His touch was precise, efficient, like a hunter claiming his kill.


One afternoon, I was sorting through herbs outside my hut, the sun warm on my bare shoulders. I felt a presence before I saw him. Kaelen. He stood over me, casting a long shadow, his gaze fixed on me with an intensity that made my breath catch. It wasn't anger, not exactly, but something far more commanding. A silent order. He didn't speak, just inclined his head towards his own hut, a clear, unmistakable summons.


My heart jolted, a mix of apprehension and a familiar heat blooming in my belly. Kaelen. The War Chief. Unlike the other warriors who had claimed me repeatedly since my arrival, he had kept his distance, watching but never participating. I had wondered if he found me lacking somehow, unworthy of his attention. There was a different kind of power in him, a weight of authority that made even the other warriors defer to him. My body responded instantly to his summons, my nipples tightening, a slickness spreading between my legs. I rose, my hands trembling slightly, and followed him to his hut. The air crackled with unspoken expectation.


His hut was smaller than I expected, sparsely furnished with just a fur rug on the floor and a low wooden chest in the corner.  It smelled of him – leather, woodsmoke, and a musky animal scent that was unique to him. He was already inside, standing in the center of the rug, his back to me, looking out a small opening in the wall. As I entered, he turned, and his gaze locked onto mine, pinning me in place.  He didn't say a word, but his eyes were enough. They were dark, intense.  My breath hitched in my throat.


He moved slowly, deliberately, each step eating up the small space between us.  His presence filled the hut, pressing in on me, making me acutely aware of the smallness of the space, my own vulnerability, and the elemental dominance radiating from him.  My heart pounded against my ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the rising tide of anticipation.  He stopped just inches away, his body a wall of muscle and heat.  I could feel the heat radiating off him, smell the potent musk of his arousal.  He was so close I could see the tiny lines etched around his eyes, the slight roughness of his unshaven jaw.  His gaze dropped to my breasts, lingering there for a beat too long, and my nipples tightened reflexively.


Then, without warning, his hand shot out, his fingers closing around the neck of my tunic, his grip like iron. With a sharp, brutal tug, he ripped the fabric, the roughspun material tearing with a loud rip that echoed in the small hut. The tunic split open, the front gaping wide, exposing my full, heavy breasts to the slightly cooler air and his unwavering gaze. My pale flesh was marked with faint bruises from previous encounters with the tribe's warriors, the rosy nipples already stiff and sensitive. I gasped, a sound that was half surprise, half a jolt of pure arousal. The sudden exposure, the force of his action, sent a shiver down my spine, but it wasn't from fear. My nipples hardened further, aching now, sensitive to the air and his intense scrutiny. The weight of my breasts shifted slightly as I breathed, drawing his gaze to their gentle swaying motion. I stood perfectly still, my breath held captive in my chest, letting him undress me, a silent acceptance of his dominance, of my role here.


He didn’t stop there. His hands, rough and impatient, grasped the torn edges of my tunic, pulling it further down, bunching the fabric around my waist, leaving my torso completely bare.  He shoved me roughly towards the edge of the fur rug, the soft animal hide cool against my bare feet.  My legs felt suddenly weak, trembling slightly with a mixture of nerves and a mounting excitement.  He positioned me roughly on my knees in front of him, his hands heavy on my shoulders, forcing me down, pressing me onto the rug.  The scent of the fur, mingled with his musk, filled my nostrils, intoxicating, overwhelming.


I could feel his gaze burning into my back as he moved behind me, circling me slowly like a predator assessing its prey. His eyes raked over every inch of my exposed skin, studying the marks left by the other warriors, appraising my body with calculated intensity. He paused behind me, and I felt his hand brush lightly across my shoulders, making me shiver. As he continued his circle, he ran his fingers through my hair, gripping it briefly before letting go. Coming around to my side, he took in my profile, my breasts, the curve of my spine. His scrutiny was methodical, possessive. Finally, he completed his circle and stood before me, his powerful frame towering over my kneeling form. Only then did he begin to unfasten his own coverings, the scrape of fabric loud in the charged silence. The air thickened with primal tension. My body responded instantly to his display of dominance, a rush of heat flooding through me, pooling between my legs. When he revealed his thick, hard cock, already fully erect, I couldn't help but stare, my mouth watering with desperate need.


I moved forward eagerly, my lips parting - the intensity of my own desire shocking me. The raw need coursing through my body was unlike anything I'd felt before. But just as I was about to take him in my mouth, he pulled back slightly, denying me. A whimper escaped my throat - a needy, desperate sound that surprised me with its urgency. His eyes locked onto mine, dark with dominance and control, and I marveled at how desperately I craved him.


"Please," I whispered, my voice hoarse with desire.


He remained silent, his cock tantalizingly out of reach. I shuffled forward on my knees, reaching out my tongue.


"Please use me," I begged.


Finally, mercifully, he stepped forward, pressing the thick head of his cock against my lips. I opened eagerly, moaning as he filled my mouth. The taste of him was intoxicating - raw, male, overwhelming my senses. My tongue swirled around his shaft as I took him deeper, desperate to please him, to show him how much I craved this.


He began to thrust, slowly at first, deliberately, each push a test, a gauging of my limits.  He pushed deeper with each stroke, stretching my throat wider, forcing me to accommodate him.  The discomfort was sharp, immediate, my body screaming in protest.  But even as my eyes watered and my gag reflex fought back, a different kind of sensation began to bloom, a hot, insistent throb between my legs.  My core clenched involuntarily, a slickness spreading, soaking into the fur rug beneath my knees.


Despite the initial shock, the discomfort, my body was betraying me, responding to the raw dominance, to the sheer primal power of him.  My hands, braced on the rug, tightened, my fingers digging into the animal hide, not pushing away, but anchoring myself, bracing against the force of his thrusts.  Almost instinctively, I shifted slightly, angling my head, trying to find a position that was more yielding, where I could take more of him.


Kaelen grunted, a low sound of satisfaction deep in his chest, sensing my surrender. His grip on my hair remained firm, unyielding, but his thrusts deepened, became more insistent, more demanding. He was taking. Claiming. Using. And I was meeting him there, my tongue working eagerly along his length, swirling and caressing as he pushed deeper into my throat. My hands now gripped his thighs to pull him closer, to take him deeper. I moaned around his thick shaft, the vibrations making him growl with pleasure. The taste of him, the raw masculine power, was intoxicating. I wanted more. Needed more. My own arousal was building rapidly, my core clenching with each forceful thrust into my willing mouth. I looked up at him through watering eyes, silently begging him to use me harder, to claim me completely. His dark gaze met mine, and I saw the flash of approval at my eager participation. This wasn't just about him taking anymore - I was giving myself freely, hungrily, to his dominance.


Abruptly, he pulled out of my mouth, the sudden absence shocking, leaving me gasping for breath, my lips wet and swollen, my throat aching faintly.  I blinked, disoriented, my head swimming slightly.  But he didn’t give me time to recover, to even draw a full breath.  He roughly turned me onto my back on the fur rug, his hands heavy on my shoulders, rolling me over with brutal efficiency.  My tunic, bunched around my waist, rode up further, exposing my thighs, my core, everything.  He spread my legs wide with his hands, splaying me open, vulnerable, exposed.  The air was cool against my slick, heated skin.


He positioned himself between my legs, his body a heavy weight pressing down on me, his gaze locking onto mine with an intensity that made me want to look away. But I couldn't. His eyes were dark, burning with a raw, possessive hunger that held me captive. The primal force of his stare was overwhelming, almost painful in its dominance, yet some invisible power kept my eyes fixed on his. His expression was hard, focused, intent on his own pleasure, on my submission.


I could feel the thick head of his cock pressing against my entrance, his dark eyes still locked onto mine with predatory intensity. He held me there, trembling with need, as he slowly rubbed his length along my slick folds. A whimper escaped my lips - I was already so primed for him that every brush of his cock against my wet flesh sent sparks of pleasure through me. Still maintaining his gaze on me, he began to push in, torturously slow at first, stretching me open inch by inch. The familiar ache of vaginal penetration bloomed inside me, but heightened, intensified by his deliberate pace and unwavering stare. Just when I thought I couldn't take the teasing anymore, he slammed home in one brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt. I cried out, the sudden fullness overwhelming - his size, his power, his sheer dominance amplifying every sensation. My body, primed and desperate, clenched around him hungrily as he filled me completely.


He began to thrust in missionary position, his movements deep, powerful, relentless.  His gaze unwavering, boring into mine, a constant assertion of his dominance, his control, throughout the act.  His hands were not gentle, but I welcomed their touch.  Rough, calloused fingers gripped my hips, digging into the flesh of my thighs, controlling my movements, ensuring deep penetration with each thrust.  He used his other hand to roughly cup my breast, his fingers squeezing, kneading, pulling at my nipple, adding to the sensory overload, reinforcing his dominance.


My arousal escalated rapidly, spiraling upwards with each thrust, each demanding gaze. The combination of his commanding presence, the raw physicality of the encounter, pushed me deeper and deeper into a state of intense, animalistic arousal. My hips began to lift, bucking against his, meeting his thrusts, seeking more, craving deeper penetration. My breath came in ragged gasps, turning into moans, low sounds of building pleasure mingled with the primal dynamic of being used. My body was slick with sweat, with my own juices, the fur rug beneath me becoming damp, a testament to my escalating arousal.


The pressure built inside me with each powerful thrust, each rough squeeze of my breasts. My inner walls clenched and fluttered around his thick shaft as he pounded into me relentlessly. The coil of pleasure wound tighter and tighter in my core until I could barely breathe. When his thumb found my swollen clit and pressed down hard, I tried to arch up, but his other hand shot out and pinned me firmly to the fur rug, holding me down as I shattered. An orgasm ripped through me with shocking intensity, my body writhing helplessly beneath his iron grip as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. His hand pressed harder against my chest, fingers splayed wide, keeping me trapped and at his mercy as I convulsed in pleasure. I cried out, my inner muscles spasming around his cock as he continued to thrust through my climax. His dominance, the way he held me down and controlled even my orgasm, only heightened the sensations coursing through me. He prolonged the pleasure mercilessly, keeping me pinned and trembling beneath him until I was gasping and whimpering, completely at his mercy.


His own breathing grew heavier, ragged, his thrusts becoming more frantic, less controlled. His body tensed, muscles corded and hard beneath my hands, signaling his approaching climax. He let out a guttural roar, a sound that ripped from his chest, primal, untamed. His body arched, his back bowing, as he reached his peak, his orgasm powerful, visceral, consuming him. He groaned, grunted, his sounds echoing in the small hut, completely absorbed in his release. He thrust into me, his head dipping down, his sounds vibrating against my skin, raw and unfiltered. He filled me deeply with his warm seed, his release hot and thick inside me, a final, undeniable claiming.


After a few final, deep thrusts, he withdrew his cock, leaving me wet and slick with his semen and my own fluids. He rolled off me, his breathing still heavy, and ran a rough hand appreciatively down my side, acknowledging my submission. His touch, while not gentle, held a hint of approval. He got to his feet and adjusted his loincloth, his movements efficient. Before turning away, he paused to look down at my spent form, a glimmer of satisfaction in his dark eyes. With a nod that felt more like recognition than dismissal, he gestured towards the hut entrance. No words were exchanged - they weren't needed. The encounter was over, but his lingering gaze made it clear my performance had pleased him.






Aching for More 



Emerging from Kaelen’s hut, the afternoon sun felt sharper, brighter.  My body hummed with a sated exhaustion, a pleasant ache that resonated deep within my bones.  He’d been different from the others.  Less brutal, perhaps, but with a focused intensity that was even more overwhelming.  His hands, though rough, had known exactly where to touch, where to press, to draw out moans I hadn’t known I possessed.


The encounter had left me needing to wash, to feel the cool water on my overheated skin. Still flushed, my skin sensitive, I made my way towards the riverbank, seeking the cool water, a moment of solitude. The river was quiet, peaceful, with only the gentle sound of flowing water breaking the afternoon stillness. I slipped out of my tunic and waded into the shallows, sighing with relief as the cool water lapped at my heated flesh.


I moved deeper until the water reached my waist, then dipped down to submerge myself completely. The river's gentle current washed over me, soothing my well-used body, carrying away the sweat and evidence of Kaelen's claiming. I broke the surface with a gasp, pushing my wet hair back from my face. The cool water lapped at my breasts, making my nipples tighten and harden. As I began to wash properly, my hands ghosted over the marks he'd left - the bruises on my hips, the tender spots on my breasts, the rawness between my legs. Each touch brought back vivid memories of his dominance, sending fresh waves of arousal through me. I was shocked by how quickly my body responded, how easily it awakened to desire again despite having been so thoroughly claimed just moments ago. My time with the tribe was changing me - where once I needed rest and recovery between encounters, now my body seemed perpetually ready, constantly humming with need. The cool water only heightened my sensitivity, making me acutely aware of how my breasts swayed gently as my breathing quickened, my hands lingering on my sensitive flesh. The combination of the cool water and my heated memories was intoxicating. Almost unconsciously, my fingers drifted between my legs, finding my swollen clit. I marveled at how wet I still was, how desperately I craved more touch. I moaned softly, my head falling back as I began to touch myself, lost in the memories of Kaelen's claiming. My breasts bobbed at the water's surface with each movement, droplets running down my flushed skin. The gentle current swirled around me as my fingers worked faster, my moans growing louder. When I came, my body shuddering in the cool water, my cry of pleasure echoed across the river. Even as the waves of orgasm subsided, I could feel my body already stirring again, adapting to this new life of constant arousal and use.


My cry of pleasure must have carried across the water, drawing attention. As I emerged from the deeper part of the river still trembling, I saw them approaching the riverbank. Torvin and Borak, their muscled bodies glistening with sweat from training. They had clearly heard my passionate outburst - their eyes were dark with hunger as they took in my wet, naked form, and the way my nipples still stood hard from both the cool water and lingering arousal. Rather than feeling embarrassed at being caught in such an intimate moment as I might once have been, a fresh wave of heat coursed through me. My body, primed and sensitive, responded instantly to their predatory gazes.


Torvin, ever silent, gestured with a slight tilt of his head towards the deeper part of the riverbank, where the trees offered more cover.  Borak grunted, a low, suggestive sound that vibrated in the air between us, his eyes raking over my body, lingering on the marks Kaelen had left on my neck and shoulders.  There was no need for words.  Their shared desire was palpable, thick in the humid air.  And a familiar heat rose within me, a stirring of anticipation that was no longer tinged with fear, but with a raw, undeniable hunger.  I followed Torvin towards the trees, Borak lumbering behind, the promise of their combined touch sending shivers down my spine.


Torvin led me deeper under the trees, a silent command in his posture, his hand lightly but firmly guiding me by the small of my back. Water still dripped from my naked body, running in rivulets down my breasts and thighs, my skin glistening in the dappled light. Borak's heavy presence loomed behind, his footsteps padding softly on the damp earth, his eyes fixed on my bare wet ass shifting as I walked. We moved away from the sun-drenched riverbank, into the cool shadows where the trees formed a natural screen. Torvin stopped near a gnarled root, turning me to face the river, the murmur of the water a constant backdrop to the rising tension in the air. He placed a hand on my lower back, the pressure firm, decisive, and bent me slightly at the waist. It wasn't a question, it was an instruction.


"Yes," I breathed, my voice thick with desire. "Take me. Use me. Please."


My hands instinctively went to my knees, bracing myself, anticipating what was to come. Borak positioned himself directly behind me, his shadow engulfing mine, his gaze a palpable weight on my exposed backside, still slick and dripping from the river.


Rough hands grabbed and slapped at my buttocks and the already sensitive folds between them. I gasped as something wet and slick touched me, the coldness of his spit shocking against my flushed skin. His fingers, thick and calloused, roughly spread my labia, probing, stretching, forcing my already sensitive opening wider. A sharp intake of breath escaped my lips, a mix of surprise and an immediate, sharp pleasure that shot through my core. My body reacted instantly, slickening further, anticipating him. With a grunt, Borak positioned himself, the blunt head of his cock pressing insistently against my wet entrance. Then, he thrust. It was deep, slamming into me as I held my knees for balance. My cry was involuntary, a gasp that turned into a moan, a mix of surprise at the suddenness, the roughness, and a sharp, undeniable pleasure that ripped through me. My hands tightened their grip on my knees, my knuckles white, bracing myself against the onslaught, the raw force of his entry.


Even as Borak began to thrust rhythmically inside me, a new presence moved in front of me. Torvin. Silent, as always, but his intent was clear in the way he moved, the way his eyes locked onto mine for a fleeting, intense moment. I reached out to steady myself against his thighs, my hands gripping his muscled flesh for balance as Borak's thrusts rocked me forward. His hand shot out, gripping a fistful of my hair at the nape of my neck, just as he had done in the cave, yanking my head back with brutal force. My breath hitched, anticipating the familiar feeling of being filled up. He wasted no time. His meaty pillar, already throbbing and hard, appeared in my vision, and then, with a shove, it was in my mouth, ramming past my lips, forcing my throat open. Borak's thrusts continued from behind, slamming into my core with each stroke. Torvin's cock filled my mouth, stretching my throat. I initially gagged on his length, but my body, conditioned now, quickly adjusted, accommodating the thick shaft filling my mouth, even as Borak's cock filled my cunt, my fingers digging into Torvin's thighs to keep myself steady between them.


I was caught between them, a vessel for their combined needs. Borak's thrusts were rough and deep, slamming into me from behind, each stroke jarring my body and forcing Torvin's cock deeper down my throat. His hand held my hair in a fist, controlling me and the depth of his invasion. My senses were overwhelmed, bombarded by the dual sensations, the rough hands gripping me, holding me in place. Moans escaped my lips, signaling my escalating arousal.


Suddenly, Borak's hands moved to grip my thighs, and with a grunt of effort, he lifted me completely off the ground. My legs dangled helplessly in the air as he held me suspended between them, impaled on his cock with my breasts swinging freely. The new angle forced him even deeper inside me, while Torvin's grip on my hair tightened to keep my mouth in position on his shaft. I was completely at their mercy now, floating in their grip, unable to brace myself against anything. Each thrust from Borak sent shockwaves through my suspended body, making me take Torvin's length even deeper into my throat.


Borak's grip on my thighs tightened, his fingers digging into my flesh as he thrust even harder, deeper. Grunts escaped his lips with each stroke, his breathing becoming heavy, ragged in my ear. His arms flexed with the effort of holding me up as he pounded into me. One hand released my thigh to roughly grab my breast from behind. His fingers squeezed, kneaded, his thumb circling my nipple, pinching it. The raw, dominant touch sent jolts of sensation through me, mixing pain and pleasure in a dizzying cocktail. My moans grew louder into screams, my body slick with sweat and arousal fluids, glistening in the dappled sunlight filtering through the trees. I arched my back, pushing my backside further into Borak's thrusts to the extent that I could, seeking a deeper, more intense penetration. My body was taking on a life of its own, craving more, demanding more, even as it protested the roughness, the brutality.


Torvin's focus was intense, inward, solely on his own pleasure. His thrusts in my mouth became faster, more frantic, his body rigid with tension. I could feel the subtle shifts in his muscles, the building pressure that signaled his nearing climax. His cock slammed against the back of my throat with each thrust, pushing my gag reflex to its limit. The feeling of being filled from both ends pushed me closer and closer to my own peak. Beneath the sounds of my own muffled screams, I heard Torvin cry out as he reached his peak. He held my jaw in place while hot semen erupted down my throat, a thick, pulsing stream, filling my mouth, coating my tongue, sliding down my throat in a hot, viscous wave.


As Torvin climaxed in my mouth, Borak's rhythm also intensified, mirroring the frantic pace of Torvin's release. His thrusts became shorter, sharper, focused solely on his own release now. The relentless pounding finally pushed me over the edge. My entire body convulsed in an explosive orgasm that ripped through me like lightning. My inner walls clenched and spasmed violently around Borak's thick shaft as waves of pleasure crashed over me. My suspended body trembled uncontrollably between them, my legs shaking helplessly in Borak's grip. The intensity of my climax seemed to trigger his own - a roar tore from his chest, his body arching, convulsing as he came inside me, his hot seed spurting deep within my vagina, filling me with his potent release. Borak, even after his initial orgasm, continued to thrust a few more times, deeper, harder, a final assertion of dominance, each thrust triggering an aftershock that rippled through my quivering body.


Then, as their shared passion began to ebb, they carefully lowered me back to my feet. My legs trembled, weak from being suspended for so long. Borak's strong hands steadied me as he withdrew, while Torvin gently pulled out of my mouth, leaving me gasping for breath, my lips wet and swollen. They took a moment to ensure I was stable. Borak's hand lingered on my lower back, supporting me as my legs found their strength again. Torvin's touch was surprisingly gentle as he brushed my disheveled hair back from my face, his usually stern expression softened slightly.


They adjusted their loincloths unhurriedly, their movements no longer carrying the earlier urgency. As I watched them, I noticed how their bodies seemed more relaxed, the tension drained from their muscles. They moved with renewed vigor and focus, as if our encounter had cleared their minds for the tasks ahead. Torvin gave my shoulder a light squeeze, and I understood that I had helped prepare him for another day of hunting and protecting the tribe. Borak's nod held quiet gratitude - through me, he had found release from the constant vigilance required of a warrior. They turned and headed back toward the river, their strides purposeful and strong. I remained there for a moment, my body humming with satisfaction at having served them well.


The days that followed blurred into a continuous cycle of chores and encounters.  I found myself moving through the tribal clearing with a newfound awareness of my own body, of its availability, its purpose.  I started to anticipate their touches, to recognize the subtle cues, the unspoken invitations.  I found myself strategically placing myself in certain locations – near the water well when warriors returned from the hunt, by the fire in the evening when they gathered, even in the shadowed paths leading to the hunting grounds.  It wasn’t calculated, not exactly, but an instinct, a primal knowing of where and when my body was expected, desired.


My own desires, too, were shifting, warping into something that mirrored theirs.  The soft touches, the whispered words, the gentle exploration of my past lovers seemed distant, almost… irrelevant.  Now, it was the rough hands, the raw, possessive gazes that ignited my blood.  My body craved the feeling of being used, of being claimed, of being reduced to pure, unadulterated sensation.  The warriors’ touch was no longer an intrusion, but an expected, even craved, part of my existence.  I was learning to live in my skin in a way I never had before, learning the language of flesh and instinct, learning to find my own arousal in the heart of their primal needs.


This new routine, this constant state of arousal and submission, was starting to change me, physically and mentally. My reflection in the still water of the river was a stark reminder of the life I now lived. My body, once smooth and unblemished, bore the marks of the tribe’s claim. Faint bruises lingered on my hips and thighs, a constellation of love bites adorned my neck and breasts, and a constant, low-level throb pulsed between my legs.  I was perpetually damp, perpetually sensitive. Every brush of fabric, every shift in temperature, sent shivers of sensation across my skin.  And beneath the rawness, a new kind of strength was blooming.  My muscles were firmer, honed by the endless physical demands of the tribe's warriors.  This physical change, this resilience, was a badge of honor in this brutal world.  It only amplified the thrill, the knowledge that my body was capable of enduring, of thriving, under their constant use.


Beyond the tribal clearing stood an ancient stone circle - massive grey monoliths arranged in a perfect ring, weathered by countless seasons. The tribe seemed to regard it as a sacred space, though they rarely ventured there themselves. I'd discovered it during one of my walks and found myself drawn to its quiet solemnity. Yet even seeking the solitude of these ancient stones, which I'd initially retreated to for moments of quiet contemplation, offered no escape from the primal hum that now vibrated within me. The stones themselves seemed to pulse with the same raw energy as the tribe, the wind whispering through the gaps between them carrying tales of ancient desires and untamed passions. I'd sit there among the towering monoliths, gazing out at the wild landscape, and my thighs would clench instinctively, my breath catching in my throat, the anticipation of the next encounter a constant, gnawing ache.


I know now that I'll never be the same. My body craves their rough hands and thick cocks, the way they use me without hesitation. Each day brings new encounters as I'm bent over and fucked hard by warrior after warrior. The tribe has changed me - turned me into someone who lives to be used, who stays perpetually wet at the thought of being taken roughly. Their marks decorate my skin, a constant reminder of my place here, and my pussy throbs with need for their claiming. This is who I am now - this is where I belong.
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