
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 4

Soran groaned and thrust deep into her, fucking her rough and hard.

She screamed and her pussy throbbed, on the verge of an orgasm. She gasped and moaned, and he moaned, pounding her harder and harder, until he couldn't hold it any longer.

"I'm cumming!" he yelled, his balls tightening.

He thrust one last time, deep into her pussy, and she felt a thick stream of hot cum shooting into her womb, the spurts filling her up, sending a rush of pleasure through her veins.

She moaned as she felt his cum filling her, her walls clenching and her pussy gushing. The hot spurts of his cum filled up her pussy and overflowed.

She lay there, panting and sweating, as Soran pressed his face between her heavy tits and slid his long tongue over her nipple.

He gave it a last good suck and said, "You have fed us... Given us strength and life... and in turn, we have given you our sperm... Our babies."

She knew his words were true, and as she rubbed her belly, she felt the beginnings of new life in her. Elinae gasped. They had made her pregnant...

The other tribe members all thanked Elinae for her help, and she could feel the love and appreciation in their eyes. She kissed each one of them gently on the forehead as a farewell, rubbing her swollen belly full of cum, feeling the life that was growing inside her.

She looked into Soran's eyes with a warmth she hadn't known before. He had given her something more than just pleasure; he had given her a future. They stood there, smiling at each other in understanding and gratitude.

"Very well," he said. "Now that you have helped us, it is time for me to free your friend, Stark."

He made good on his promise. He brought Stark out of the cave and gave him a horse. Elinae and Stark said their goodbyes to the tribe, thanking them for their hospitality.

As they rode off into the sunset, Elinae felt a deep sense of contentment wash over her. Her belly swelled with life, and she couldn't help but smile thinking about the rough fucking and the child that Soran had given her. Not to mention, knowing she had helped the Sand Fur Dwellers regain their strength and sustenance through her breastmilk.

What an experience it had been, being fucked by the whole tribe and covered by their cum, then impregnated by their leader.

She felt incredibly blessed to have been welcomed so warmly by the tribe and could only hope that one day she would return with her child to meet its father.

It was then that she remembered Frederik and the ghost town where she had met him. The ghost town that had changed, shifted and altered, becoming full of life once more. As if by magic.

She had Stark with her; he was now her traveling companion and guardian. But she still missed her soul guardian, and wished he would return to her.

Little did she know that her wish was soon to come true.

One night, Elinae and Stark were suddenly awoken by a strange noise outside. Peering out the window, they saw a large flock of vicious magical ravens descending upon them. They were huge and menacing, with glowing red eyes and sharp claws.

Elinae felt fear like she had never known before as the birds seemed to be coming closer and closer. But then something miraculous happened; from the darkness emerged Frederik, wielding his sword and shield. He had returned to protect her and Stark from the onslaught of ferocious ravens.

Frederik stood by the window, a giant figure, clad all in black, his sword held high as the ravens advanced. She grasped Stark's hand as the birds flew in, trying to peck at him and tear his flesh, but the black knight was too fast and deft for them.

He dodged their attacks, using his shield to ward the birds away and slashing them with his sword when he could. Elinae felt a rush of gratitude and her heart swelled with love and admiration. She could sense that the ghostly warrior, like Soran, was only guarding and protecting her. She had helped his life reach full potential as well, even if she'd had no idea it was him.

Frederik continued to fight and slay the ravens, riding them back, his sword piercing them, his shield knocking them away. He fought off the birds, who seemed to be beaten and exhausted. As they flew away, he fell to the ground, bloodied and tired.

Elinae rushed to his side and, pulling back his helm, saw the face of her beloved Soran. She gasped in surprise, for she had never expected that the ghostly warrior was really him.

"But... how?" she asked, shocked. The leader of the Sand Fur Dwellers was in fact her soul guardian in disguise???

"Has it been you all along?" she asked. "Were you in all those men... in Vashtu, in Soran...?"

"Yes," answered Frederik. "I am all the men you have been with. As your soul guardian, I have been with you all along to shield you..." he put his hand on her belly. "And now to give you new life, to make you pregnant."

She knew somehow his words were true: that the real purpose in life for a woman was pregnancy, giving birth, being fucked and filled and knocked up again and again... to breed strong men and continue the cycle of life.

"What about the others?" she asked, feeling concerned.

"They are not worthy to continue the line."

"Soran... he's not worthy to father my child? I thought he was my soul mate..."

"He gave you his seed, but you no longer need him. You will have my child, through me," said the ghostly warrior.

Elinae looked over the body of the ghostly warrior. Despite the blood and the wounds, he was still a beautiful sight to behold, and she felt a rush of desire for him to impregnate her again, over and over, until she gave birth to his seed.

She said, "I will be your bride, Frederik. I have always been yours. I know I need you, to give me life."

The ghostly warrior pulled her to him and kissed her.

Then she kissed Stark, as well, and took her two men to her breast and bed, as her lovers and protectors.

And so Elinae's life and story was complete.
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