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Chapter 1: The Crash

The engine died at three thousand feet.

No warning. No sputter. Just silence where the roar had been, and then the jungle canopy rushing up to meet us.

“Mayday, mayday, this is November-Seven-Two-” The pilot’s voice cut off as we clipped the first tree. The impact threw me against my harness. Glass exploded inward. Branches tore through the cabin like reaching hands.

We hit something solid. The world went sideways, then upside down, then dark.

I don’t know how long I was out. Minutes. Maybe hours. When I opened my eyes, I was hanging from my seat harness, blood dripping from my forehead onto what used to be the ceiling.

The silence was absolute. No engine. No screaming. Nothing but the creak of stressed metal and the distant call of birds who’d already forgotten we’d invaded their world.

“Reyes?” My voice came out as a croak. I fumbled with the harness release. “Torres? Anybody?”

No answer.

I dropped from the seat, landing on broken glass and twisted aluminum. Pain lanced through my ribs. Cracked, probably. Maybe broken. I’d dealt with worse in Kandahar.

The cockpit was a nightmare.

Torres, our pilot, had been impaled by a branch that punched through the windscreen. It entered his chest just below the collarbone and exited through the seat back. His eyes were open, fixed on something I couldn’t see. He’d died before he knew what happened. Small mercy.

I’d flown with Torres before. Three expeditions over two years. He was a quiet guy, ex-Royal Australian Air Force, with steady hands and an encyclopedic knowledge of aircraft systems that had saved my ass more than once. He had a wife in Darwin and a daughter starting university next fall. Pre-med, he’d told me proudly during the flight briefing.

Now Torres was cargo. Just another piece of wreckage in a jungle that didn’t give a damn about flight plans or family photos.

I forced myself to move. Checked his pulse, knowing what I’d find. Nothing. His skin was already cooling in the tropical humidity.

Kellerman, the producer who’d organized this whole illegal expedition, hadn’t been wearing his harness. The impact had launched him through the side window. I found what was left of him thirty feet from the wreckage, wrapped around a tree trunk at an angle that told me everything I needed to know.

I didn’t linger on his body. Kellerman had been a problem from day one. Cut corners on safety, pushed for shots that put the crew in danger, treated the local fixers like servants. He’d been the one who pushed for this location, bribing officials and forging permits to film in protected indigenous territory.

Now he was dead, and so were his problems.

That left Reyes.

I found him in the cargo section, half-buried under equipment cases. Still breathing. His eyes flickered open when I touched his shoulder.

“Voss?” His voice was wet, bubbling. Internal bleeding. “How bad?”

I looked at his chest. His ribs had caved inward on the left side. Every breath he took was a fight. I’d seen injuries like this before, in combat zones where medevac was hours away. The prognosis was never good.

“You’re going to be fine,” I lied. “Just stay still. I’m going to get supplies.”

He grabbed my wrist with surprising strength. “Don’t bullshit me, man. I did two tours in Fallujah. I know what dying feels like.”

Reyes was our camera operator. Best in the business, according to the production company. He’d filmed warzones, natural disasters, and every season of “Naked Survival: Uncharted” since the show launched. We’d become friends over those four years. Shared beers after wraps. Complained about producers. Talked about life.

He had a daughter in San Diego. Maya. Eight years old. She wanted to be a marine biologist when she grew up.

I held his hand. Didn’t insult him with more lies.

“Tell Maya I love her,” he said. His voice was getting weaker. “Tell her daddy talked about her every day.”

“You can tell her yourself when we get out of here.”

He smiled. Blood stained his teeth. “We both know that’s not happening, brother.”

The next six hours were an exercise in futility. I salvaged what I could from the wreckage: the emergency survival pack, a machete, some canned food, water purification tablets, a first aid kit. The satellite phone was in three pieces. The emergency beacon had been crushed when the cargo bay collapsed.

I splinted what I could on Reyes. Gave him the last of my water. Kept pressure on the worst of his wounds. We talked between his labored breaths. He told me about Maya’s last birthday party. About his ex-wife, who was a good mother even if they couldn’t make the marriage work. About his own father, who’d died in a car accident when Reyes was twelve.

“I always thought I’d have more time,” he said. “You know? More time to be a better dad. More time to fix the things I screwed up.”

“You’re a good father, Reyes.”

“I’m an absent father. That’s different.” He coughed. More blood. “Promise me you’ll get out of here. Promise me you’ll tell Maya what happened.”

I couldn’t promise that. Getting out of here looked about as likely as Reyes walking off his injuries. But you don’t refuse a dying man’s request.

“I promise.”

He showed me a picture, creased and bloodstained now, that he kept in his breast pocket. A little girl with her father’s smile, holding a stuffed dolphin, grinning at the camera like the whole world was full of wonder.

I stayed awake through the night, watching him breathe. The jungle sounds closed in around us: insects, distant animal calls, the creak of stressed metal as the wreckage settled. His breathing grew shallower as the hours passed. I talked to him when he was lucid, held his hand when he wasn’t.

He died at sunset the next day, still holding that picture.

I sat with him until dark. Then I got to work.

Burial in jungle soil is a bitch. The ground is a tangle of roots and rocks, and the humidity makes you sweat out faster than you can drink. But I’d buried friends before. In places far from home, under skies that didn’t care.

Afghanistan, mostly. Iraq a few times. I’d been a combat engineer in the Army, which meant building things in places where people were actively trying to kill you. Bridges and fortifications, mostly. But also graves. We always buried our own, even when the brass wanted us to wait for proper graves registration.

I built three cairns from volcanic rock and aircraft debris. Said what words I could remember from funerals I’d attended. Didn’t cry. Crying comes later, if it comes at all. Right now there was work to do.

The work was all that kept me going.

Survival mode. I’d lived there for four seasons of television, but this wasn’t television anymore. No safety team waiting offshore with medical supplies and satellite phones. No producer timing segments from a comfortable tent. No rescue helicopter on standby for emergencies.

This was real.

I took stock of my situation while the equatorial stars wheeled overhead. Thirty-four years old, two combat tours, four seasons of survival TV, and I was going to die in a jungle nobody had mapped.

The analytical part of my brain, the part that had kept me alive through all of that, ticked through the facts like a checklist.

Assets: One machete, recently sharpened. One survival pack containing fire kit, fishing line, snare wire, water purification tablets, basic medical supplies. Three cans of beans, two of fruit. One flashlight with half a charge. The clothes on my back, which amounted to cargo shorts and a ripped t-shirt.

I’d started the day with more. The show’s equipment included professional survival gear, emergency rations, communication equipment. Most of it was scattered through the jungle now, thrown from the plane during the crash sequence. Finding it would take time I might not have.

Injuries: Two cracked ribs, maybe three. I could feel them grinding when I breathed too deep. Multiple lacerations on my arms from the glass, some of them deep enough to need stitches I couldn’t give myself. Possible concussion from the impact. My left shoulder wasn’t moving right, probably a sprain, maybe a partial dislocation that had popped back in on its own.

Environment: Tropical. High altitude, based on the temperature drop at night. Volcanic soil, if the rocks I’d used for the cairns were any indication. Dense jungle with old-growth trees that suggested minimal human disturbance. A central lake visible in the distance, catching starlight. Cliffs visible on all horizons, impossibly high, like someone had dropped a valley into the middle of a mountain range.

No roads. No trails. No aircraft noise. No signs of civilization.

And the worst part: nobody was coming to look.

I knew how the production company operated. Kellerman had spelled it out during our briefing in Port Moresby, bragging about it like he was proud of how clever he’d been. This shoot was illegal from the ground up. We were filming in protected indigenous territory, the kind of place that international law said you couldn’t enter without explicit government permission and tribal consent.

Kellerman had neither. The permits were forged. The local officials were bribed. The insurance was a shell game designed to look legitimate while protecting the company from actual liability.

If we went down, the company couldn’t report our real location without admitting to a dozen international crimes. They’d file a vague “lost over jungle” report and let search and rescue focus on the wrong coordinates. Any wreckage that turned up downstream would be written off as “unrecoverable remains.”

I ran the math in my head.

Within 48 hours, the company would know we were missing. Within a week, they’d have their story straight. Within a month, we’d be declared dead. Insurance paid. Case closed. No one asking questions.

Reyes’s daughter would get a death certificate and whatever life insurance the production company carried. Torres’s wife would get the same. And I would be forgotten. No family waiting for me back home. Recent divorce had taken care of that. Parents dead. No siblings. No one to push for answers when the authorities closed the case.

Nobody was coming.

I said it out loud, tasting the words. “Nobody is coming.”

The jungle didn’t answer. It didn’t care.

Fine. I’d survived worse odds in Afghanistan, building bridges under fire while Taliban snipers tried to punch my ticket. I’d survived three weeks in the Australian outback with nothing but a knife and my knowledge. I’d survived a month in Siberian winter with camera crews who were more useless than they were helpful.

This was just another survival scenario. Different setting. Higher stakes. No cameras.

No safety net.

I made camp near a freshwater stream I’d located by sound. Built a lean-to shelter from aircraft debris and palm fronds. Got a fire going with the magnesium striker from my kit. The flames took on the third try, catching on dry tinder I’d shredded from palm fiber.

The flames pushed back the darkness. Gave me something to focus on besides the three cairns visible at the edge of the firelight. I fed the fire with deadfall, building it up until the heat was almost uncomfortable.

Fire meant safety. Warmth. A psychological anchor in a world that had suddenly become very hostile.

I cleaned my wounds by firelight, wincing as I poured water over the worst of the lacerations on my forearms. The cuts from the cockpit glass were deep but clean. The bleeding had mostly stopped, but I could see the edges of the wounds gaping when I moved my arms.

They needed stitches. I didn’t have suture material.

I improvised with strips torn from my t-shirt, butterfly closures that would have to do until I found something better. Applied antibiotic ointment from the first aid kit. Wrapped everything in clean bandages.

My ribs screamed when I tried to lie flat, so I propped myself against a tree and dozed in increments. Every sound jerked me awake. The creak of branches. The call of night birds. The rustle of something moving through undergrowth I couldn’t see.

I’d never felt so alone in my life.

Dawn came slow and gray, filtered through a canopy so thick it turned the sunlight green.

I spent the first full day establishing my situation. Water source confirmed. The stream ran clear and cold, probably fed by the hot springs I could smell on the wind. Fire sustainable with the deadfall I could gather one-handed. Food would be a problem once the cans ran out, but I’d spotted fruiting trees and animal trails that suggested game.

The valley walls troubled me most. I hiked to the nearest ridge and spent two hours scrambling up the slope until I could get a better view.

What I saw made my stomach drop.

Sheer cliffs. Volcanic rock, crumbling in places, but averaging at least two thousand feet straight up. Maybe three thousand. The kind of walls that would challenge professional climbers with full gear, ropes, anchors, the works.

I had a machete and cracked ribs.

There might be a way out. There had to be. Every valley has an entrance, a place where water drains or where geological forces created a gap. But finding it would take time, planning, and a body that wasn’t held together with willpower and first aid tape.

I spent the next two days establishing a pattern. Water at dawn. Wound care. Food gathering. Exploration. Fire maintenance. Sleep in short bursts.

The fever came on day three.

One of the lacerations on my left forearm had gone bad. I’d been watching it, but the jungle doesn’t give a damn about watchful waiting. The skin around the wound had turned angry red, with streaks tracking up toward my elbow.

Infection. Possibly septic if I didn’t treat it.

I did what I could. Heated the blade of my machete in the fire until it glowed. Held a stick between my teeth. Cut away the dead tissue with hands that wouldn’t stay steady.

The scream that came out of me scattered birds for a quarter mile.

I packed the wound with the last of my antibiotic ointment. Wrapped it in strips torn from my t-shirt. Drank as much water as I could hold and lay back against my tree, shaking with fever and adrenaline.

The next twelve hours were a blur. Fever dreams mixed with memories. Reyes talking about his daughter. Torres’s dead eyes. Kellerman’s broken body around the tree. My ex-wife’s face the day she told me she was leaving. The sound of mortar rounds in Kandahar. The smell of burning fuel.

And something else. Faces that didn’t belong to the dead. Dark skin. Dark eyes. Watching from the treeline.

I tried to focus on them, tried to determine if they were real or fever hallucinations. But the fever was winning. My vision blurred. The faces disappeared.

I woke to gray dawn and a body that felt like it had been beaten with hammers. The fever had broken, but I was weak. Dangerously weak. My water supplies were low. The canned food was gone.

I needed to hunt. Needed to gather. Needed to do all the things that had made me famous on television.

But television had safety nets. Real survival didn’t.

I forced myself up. Got water. Checked my wounds. The infection had retreated, but it wasn’t gone. I had maybe three days before I was too weak to help myself.

The smart play was clear: find better shelter, find food, find medicine. This valley had to have edible plants, game, maybe even natural antibiotics if I knew where to look.

I gathered my supplies. Machete. Water container. What was left of my medical kit. Started walking downstream, looking for signs of habitation.

The valley was beautiful, in the way that knife blades are beautiful. Everything here wanted to kill you, but it did it with such elegant indifference that you almost had to respect it.

Flowering vines draped from massive trees. Birds flashed color through the canopy. The stream I followed widened into pools that probably held fish. This was a rich environment, full of resources, if you knew how to find them.

I found the first sign of habitation around midday.

A cleared path. Not natural. Someone had cut these branches, worn this dirt smooth with regular passage. The cuts were old, bark already healing, but the trail itself was well-maintained.

Someone lived here.

The realization hit me like a bucket of cold water. All my assumptions shifted. This wasn’t uninhabited wilderness. This was someone’s home.

Suddenly those fever-dream faces didn’t seem like hallucinations anymore.

I followed the path for another hour, moving carefully, machete ready. The trail wound through the jungle, climbing slightly, heading toward higher ground near the lake.

I found the first structure at the treeline. A small hut, woven from palm fronds and bamboo. Empty, but recently used. Cooking ash still warm. A clay pot containing some kind of grain.

Whoever lived here, they’d be back.

I was debating my options when the hair on my neck stood up.

That feeling. I knew it from a dozen firefights. The certainty that someone was watching me through a scope. Or in this case, through the jungle.

I turned slowly. Scanned the treeline. Saw nothing.

But I felt them. Multiple presences. Surrounding me.

Movement flickered at the corner of my vision. Gone before I could focus.

They were good. Better than good. They’d been tracking me for days, probably since the crash. I’d never even seen them.

I set down my machete. Raised my hands. Showed empty palms.

“I don’t want trouble,” I said. Pointless. They wouldn’t understand English. But body language is universal.

The jungle held its breath.

Then, from everywhere and nowhere, I heard voices. A language I didn’t recognize, but the tone was clear: they were arguing. About me.

Deciding my fate.

I kept my hands raised and waited for the verdict.


Chapter 2: First Contact

They emerged from the jungle like ghosts.

Four women, dark-skinned, wearing woven wraps that covered the essentials and nothing else. Each carried a spear tipped with what looked like sharpened stone or copper. They moved with the predator grace of people who’d spent their entire lives in this environment, their bare feet silent on the jungle floor.

They had me surrounded before I could reach for my machete.

I kept my hands raised, palms forward, as non-threatening as I could manage. The smart part of my brain was already cataloging details. Four hostiles. Spear range approximately two meters. No visible ranged weapons. Minimal armor, which meant they relied on speed and surprise rather than direct confrontation.

The leader stepped forward. She was athletic, scarred, with cropped short hair that showed the strong line of her neck. A long scar ran down her jaw, old and silver against her dark skin. Her body was built for violence: broad shoulders for a woman, defined muscle in her arms and legs, narrow hips meant for speed rather than childbearing.

I’d seen warriors before. In Afghanistan, in Iraq, in half a dozen countries where violence was a way of life. This woman had that same look. That same coiled readiness. She’d killed before, and she wouldn’t hesitate to kill again.

She spoke in a language I didn’t understand, rapid and harsh, gesturing toward me with her spear. Her meaning was clear enough. The universal language of violence needed no translation.

Kill the outsider.

I kept my hands up, moving slowly, trying to project calm. “I don’t want trouble. I’m injured. My plane crashed.”

She didn’t understand the words, but she understood I was talking. Her eyes narrowed. She barked something at the others, and one of them responded in the same rapid-fire language.

They were debating. I could hear the tension in their voices, see it in their body language. The leader, the scarred one, kept gesturing at me with her spear. Her voice was insistent, almost angry. Whatever she was saying, it wasn’t friendly.

Then a new voice cut through the argument.

Softer. Calmer. Carrying authority without volume.

I turned my head slightly, keeping my hands raised, and saw her.

She stepped through the undergrowth with the confidence of someone who belonged here. Older than the warriors, maybe early forties, with silver streaks in long dark hair that fell past her shoulders. Her skin was deep brown, smooth despite her age, gleaming with perspiration in the jungle heat.

My eyes traveled up from her bare feet on the packed earth. Over thick calves. Wide hips that swayed slightly as she walked. A soft belly curve that spoke of maturity, of womanhood fully realized. And then, impossible to miss, straining against her thin woven wrap: massive breasts. Heavy, full, sitting low from their weight but gloriously abundant. The fabric clung to her curves, doing nothing to hide the dark nipples that pressed against the material. When she moved, they swayed.

I was injured, possibly dying, surrounded by armed strangers who might kill me. And I still felt my cock stir.

Eight years in the Army. Four seasons on survival television. I’d been in a lot of strange situations. But I’d never been in one quite like this.

She approached me directly, ignoring the scarred warrior’s protests. Knelt beside me with a healer’s efficiency, examining my wounds without asking permission.

Up close, I could see more details. The fine lines around her eyes that spoke of laughter and sorrow in equal measure. The calluses on her hands from years of work. The way her wrap had been carefully maintained, patched in places but clean. A woman of status, I guessed, or at least someone who took care of appearances.

And those breasts. God help me, those breasts. They hovered over me as she leaned in to examine my injuries. Heavy, swaying even in her minimal wrap. Her dark nipples were visible through the thin fabric, hard from the morning chill or maybe something else. She smelled like smoke and herbs and something primal beneath it all.

“I’m hurt,” I said, pointing to my ribs, my arm. “Injured. The crash.”

She didn’t understand the words, but she understood the wounds. Her hands were gentle, professional, as she examined the infected laceration on my forearm. She made a soft clicking sound with her tongue when she saw the angry red streaks tracking up toward my elbow.

“That bad, huh?”

She looked up at me. Her eyes were warm brown, crinkled at the corners with laugh lines and sorrow lines in equal measure. Something in my gaze held her attention for a moment. I wondered what she saw in my gray eyes: the calm of a man who had seen combat and made peace with it, or simply another outsider to be feared. Up close, I could smell her: smoke from cooking fires, herbs that might be medicine, and beneath it all, the natural scent of a woman who’d been walking in tropical heat.

Her breasts hovered over me as she leaned in to examine a cut on my forehead. The fabric of her wrap shifted, giving me a clear view of cleavage deep enough to get lost in. They were enormous, easily the largest I’d ever seen in person, and they moved with a weight and softness that suggested absolute authenticity. The kind of breasts that had probably never seen a bra, that had developed naturally over decades of tribal life.

The kind of breasts that made men walk into walls. The kind that would overflow any hands that tried to hold them.

She said something to the scarred warrior. Her tone was firm, insistent. She pointed at my wounds, then at me, then at herself. The meaning was clear: this man needs healing. I can provide it.

The warrior argued back. Her gestures were equally clear: this outsider is a threat. Kill him now.

The debate continued. Other voices joined in. I watched the body language, trying to read the room.

The older woman, the healer, seemed to be arguing that I was valuable. She kept using a word that sounded like it might mean “man” or “male.” The emphasis she put on it made me wonder.

The warrior kept pointing toward the sky, toward where the plane had come from. The sky-people. Outsiders. Danger.

I’d stumbled into something here. Something more complicated than a simple first contact scenario. The way they were arguing, the way the healer kept emphasizing that one word, suggested there was history I didn’t understand. Context I was missing.

The debate went on for several minutes. Other women emerged from the jungle, joining the discussion. Some took the warrior’s side, their expressions hostile as they looked at me. Others seemed more sympathetic to the healer’s position.

Finally, the healer seemed to win. The warrior’s posture shifted from aggressive to resigned, though her grip on her spear didn’t loosen.

She glared at me with undisguised hostility. Her eyes promised that if I gave her any excuse, any at all, she would put that copper point through my heart without hesitation.

I held her gaze for a moment, acknowledging her threat without backing down. I’d dealt with hostile actors before. Showing weakness would only encourage her.

Two of the other warriors hauled me to my feet. My ribs screamed. My vision swam. Vine rope appeared from somewhere, and my hands were bound behind my back.

The healer spoke to me. I didn’t understand the words, but her tone was almost apologetic. We need to do this. But I’ll keep you alive.

They marched me through jungle trails that I never would have found on my own. The path wound between massive trees, over streams, through sections so overgrown that I had to duck and weave to avoid hanging vines.

The healer walked beside me. Every few minutes, she’d check on my wounds, make sure I wasn’t about to collapse. Her concern seemed genuine, even if I was a prisoner.

The warrior, the scarred one, stayed behind me. I could feel her eyes on my back. If I made a wrong move, she’d put that spear through my spine without hesitation.

I focused on the trail ahead, on putting one foot in front of the other. My body was running on fumes. The fever might have broken, but I was weak. Every step was an effort.

The march took about two hours. Long enough for me to lose track of direction, to acknowledge that finding my way back to the crash site would be nearly impossible without help. They were smart about that, the way they doubled back on themselves, the way they avoided landmarks that might be recognizable.

These weren’t primitive savages. They were survivors who’d been hiding from the outside world for generations. Every precaution they took spoke of long experience with outsiders who couldn’t be trusted.

We crested a ridge, and I saw it.

The village.

Nestled in a natural bowl near the lake, maybe sixty or seventy structures made of wood and woven palm. Smoke rose from cooking fires. Agricultural terraces climbed the nearby slopes, green with crops I couldn’t identify from this distance. Pigs rooted in a pen near the edge of the settlement. Jungle fowl pecked in the dirt between houses.

It looked like something out of an anthropology textbook. A fully functional pre-industrial society, hidden in a volcanic valley that modern cartographers had apparently never mapped.

And everywhere I looked: women.

Some men, yes. I could see them working in the fields, tending animals, carrying loads. But they were outnumbered dramatically. For every man I counted, there were three, four, sometimes five women.

The realization hit me with sudden force. This wasn’t just a gender imbalance. This was a demographic crisis.

What the hell had happened to this place?

The warriors marched me down the slope and into the village proper. People stopped what they were doing to stare. Children hid behind their mothers’ legs, peeking out with wide curious eyes. Older women muttered to each other, their expressions ranging from fear to hostility to something I couldn’t quite read.

Interest, maybe. Calculation. The way you might look at a solution to a problem you’d been struggling with for a long time.

The healer led the procession. She walked with her head high, projecting authority, her massive breasts swaying with each confident step. People made way for her. Whatever her role was here, it commanded respect.

The warrior walked on my other side, her presence a constant reminder that I was one wrong move from death.

Faces surrounded us. Women of all ages, from children to ancient grandmothers, their eyes fixed on me with varying degrees of curiosity and suspicion. A few men watched from doorways or work stations, their expressions harder to read.

The village had a rhythm to it, a pattern of daily life that I was disrupting simply by existing. Children who’d been playing stopped to stare. Women who’d been cooking abandoned their fires. Men who’d been working set down their tools.

I was news. Big news. Maybe the biggest news this village had seen in years.

We stopped in front of a larger structure near the village center. A council chamber of some kind, if the carved wooden posts and ceremonial decorations were any indication.

The healer spoke to one of the guards at the entrance. He nodded, disappeared inside, then emerged a moment later with a gesture of invitation.

The warrior shoved me forward. “Move.”

I understood that well enough.

Inside, the council chamber was dim and cool. Fire pits at either end provided light. The walls were decorated with carved masks, woven tapestries, copper ornaments that caught the firelight.

A semicircle of older women sat on raised platforms along the far wall. The Elder Council, I assumed. Their faces were weathered with age and hard living, their eyes sharp with intelligence.

The warrior forced me to my knees in the center of the chamber. My ribs protested violently. I gritted my teeth and stayed silent.

The healer knelt beside me, examining my wounds again. She spoke to the council in rapid phrases, gesturing at my injuries, at me, at herself. I heard that word again, the one that sounded like “male,” repeated with emphasis.

One of the elders responded. Her tone was questioning, skeptical.

The warrior spoke next. Her speech was shorter, more emphatic. She gestured toward the sky, made that throat-cutting motion again. Whatever she was saying, it ended with a recommendation to kill me.

The debate continued for several minutes. I watched faces, trying to read the room. Some of the elders seemed inclined toward the warrior’s position. Others appeared more sympathetic to the healer’s argument.

Then the atmosphere in the chamber shifted.

Someone new was entering. Someone important, judging by the way everyone turned to look.

She was younger than the council members, maybe late twenties. Tall, with elaborate braids decorated with shells and copper ornaments. Her skin gleamed with some kind of oil, practically glowing in the firelight.

And her body.

I drank in the sight of her, starting at decorated bare feet and copper ankle bands. Over toned calves to thick thighs that could wrap around a man and never let go. And then, impossible to ignore: a massive round ass that strained against her ceremonial wrap, the fabric riding high and tight, barely containing curves that seemed to defy gravity.

When she walked, her hips swayed hypnotically. Each step was a calculated performance. She passed close to me, close enough that I caught her scent: flowers and oil and something else, something feminine and deliberate. Her ass nearly brushed my arm as she passed.

She glanced back, caught me staring, and smiled. Knowing. Calculated.

She knew exactly what effect she was having. And she was enjoying it.

She settled onto a platform near the elders, arranging herself with practiced ease, making sure that massive backside was displayed to best advantage. Then she looked at me directly, her dark eyes calculating, assessing.

She spoke to the council. Her voice was smooth, confident, layered with political skill. I didn’t understand the words, but I understood the tone. She was a player. Someone who navigated power like a fish navigates water.

The debate continued.

I knelt there, listening to a language I didn’t understand, trying to stay conscious despite the fever starting to claw at the edges of my vision.

Fragments of understanding came through context and body language. The healer kept pointing at me and using that “male” word. The warrior kept gesturing toward the sky and making threatening motions. The young political one, the one with the impossible ass, seemed to be pushing for some kind of middle ground.

One word started appearing more frequently in the discussion. Harsh, guttural, spoken with fear and anger. A name, maybe. A threat.

The warrior said it with particular venom. Her eyes went dark when she spoke it, her hand tightening on her spear.

An enemy. Someone who’d hurt these people.

Finally, the eldest of the council raised her hand. Silence fell immediately.

She was ancient, weathered like driftwood, with eyes that had seen more years than I could guess. When she spoke, her voice carried the weight of absolute authority.

The chamber held its breath.

She looked at me directly. Studied my face. My wounds. My bound hands. Whatever she saw there, it seemed to satisfy something.

She spoke a single sentence. Then she rose and left the chamber without looking back.

The healer’s shoulders relaxed slightly. She spoke to the warrior in a tone of finality.

The warrior’s jaw tightened. Her grip on her spear shifted. For a moment, I thought she might disobey, might put that copper point through my chest just to settle the argument.

Then she stepped back. Her posture said everything: I’m not happy about this. But I’ll follow orders. For now.

The healer helped me to my feet. Her hands were gentle on my arms, careful of my wounds. Up close again, her massive breasts brushed against me, and I felt her nipples harden slightly against the thin fabric of her wrap.

She noticed me noticing. Her eyes met mine. Something passed between us. Not sexual, not exactly. More like acknowledgment. I see you seeing me. I’m not running away.

“Thank you,” I said, though she couldn’t understand the words. “For saving my life.”

She nodded as if she understood anyway.

The warrior, the scarred one, appeared at my shoulder. Her hand closed on my upper arm with bruising force.

“Move,” she said again. Different word, same meaning.

They marched me through the village to a small hut at the edge of the settlement. Bare walls, bare floor, a sleeping mat in one corner. A prison cell with better ventilation.

Two guards took positions outside. Young women, armed with spears, watching me with a mixture of curiosity and hostility.

The healer entered the hut behind me. She carried a clay pot and a bundle of cloth. Medicine, I hoped.

She gestured for me to sit. I lowered myself to the mat, wincing as my ribs complained.

Then she went to work.

Her hands were skilled, confident. She cleaned my wounds with water that had been treated with something herbal. Applied a paste that burned at first, then numbed. Wrapped fresh bandages around the infected laceration on my arm.

Through it all, her heavy breasts swayed and shifted with her movements. They were so large that she had to work around them, leaning in at angles to reach my injuries. I caught glimpses of deep cleavage, of dark skin gleaming with perspiration, of nipples pressing hard against fabric.

I was in no condition to do anything about my body’s response. But my body responded anyway.

She noticed. Her eyes flickered down to where my shorts were tenting. She didn’t comment, didn’t pull away. Just continued her work with steady hands.

When she finished, she sat back on her heels and studied me. Her eyes traveled over my face, my chest, my arms. Taking my measure.

“Daniel,” I said, pointing to myself. “My name is Daniel.”

She considered this. Then she touched her own chest, right between those massive breasts.

“Amara.”

It was the first word I understood.

I repeated it. “Amara.”

She nodded. Something that might have been a smile flickered across her face.

Then she rose, gathered her supplies, and left. The guards remained outside, their spears ready.

I lay back on the mat and stared at the ceiling.

Captured by an unknown tribe. Injured. Fevered. Surrounded by people who’d been arguing about whether to kill me.

But alive. For now.

Amara. The healer who’d saved my life. Forty-something years old with silver in her hair and breasts that would haunt my dreams.

The village was running short of men. That much was obvious from the demographics. And they’d taken me prisoner rather than killing me outright.

I wasn’t just a potential threat. I was a potential resource.

I closed my eyes and let exhaustion claim me.

Tonight, I just had to survive until morning.


Chapter 3: The Council

Three days in the prisoner hut.

Amara came twice daily, morning and evening, to tend my wounds. Her hands were gentle, her medicine effective. The infection retreated. The fever broke. My ribs started that deep, itchy ache that meant they were healing.

She tried to teach me words. Simple things. Water. Food. Yes. No. Danger.

I absorbed them like a sponge. Languages had always come easy to me; I’d picked up enough Pashto and Arabic during my deployments to get by. This language was different, musical in a way that felt ancient, but the patterns were starting to emerge.

The guards changed every four hours. Always women. They watched me with a mix of curiosity and wariness, hands never far from their spears. I made no sudden movements, gave them no reason to escalate.

I watched the village through the gaps in my hut’s walls. Observed the rhythms of daily life. Men working fields, tending animals, carrying loads. Women everywhere else: cooking, weaving, teaching children, standing guard, making decisions.

The gender ratio was impossible to miss. I counted roughly seventy percent women to thirty percent men. The imbalance was consistent across all age groups, which suggested it wasn’t a recent phenomenon.

Something had happened here. Something that killed men.

On the fourth day, Amara arrived with a different expression. Serious. Expectant.

“Council,” she said, using one of the words she’d taught me. “You. Come.”

The guards flanked me as we walked to the council chamber. My hands weren’t bound this time. Progress, maybe. Or confidence that I was too weak to cause trouble.

The village stared as we passed. I met their eyes when I could, tried to project calm competence rather than threat. Some of the children waved. Their mothers pulled them back, but there was less fear in their faces than before.

Amara had been talking, I realized. Telling them about the outsider who needed healing. Making me human in their eyes.

I owed her more than I could say.

The council chamber was fuller this time. The semicircle of elders remained on their platforms, but the space behind them was crowded with other women. Tribal leadership, maybe. Or citizens with a stake in the decision.

The scarred warrior, the one who’d argued for my death, stood near the entrance. Her posture was rigid, her eyes tracking my every movement. She’d accepted the decision to keep me alive, but she hadn’t forgiven it.

Amara guided me to the center of the chamber. “Kneel,” she said quietly. “Show respect.”

I knelt. My ribs protested less than before. Healing. Thank God.

Elder Mura, the eldest council member, spoke first. Her voice was strong despite her years, carrying authority that silenced the murmurs in the crowd.

Amara translated in fragments, giving me the gist:

“The sky-man lives. This is the council’s decision. But we must understand what he is. What he can give us.”

Give them. The phrasing stuck with me.

Another elder spoke. Amara’s translation:

“Two generations ago, a sickness came. It killed our men. Many, many men. Our fathers. Our brothers. Our sons.”

I looked around the chamber with new understanding. The gender imbalance wasn’t social engineering. It was catastrophe.

“The sickness passed,” Amara continued translating. “But it left us broken. Not enough men to father children. Not enough warriors to defend against the Koru.”

That word again. Koru. Spoken with hatred and fear.

“The Koru raid us,” Amara said. “They take our women. Kill our men. Their war-chief, Raku, is a monster.”

The scarred warrior, the one who’d wanted me dead, made a sound in her throat. Her hand touched the scar on her jaw.

Personal, I realized. Whatever this Raku had done, it was personal for her.

“We are dying slowly,” the eldest elder said through Amara. “Not enough children. Not enough warriors. The Koru grow stronger while we weaken.”

She paused. Her ancient eyes fixed on me.

“You fell from the sky. You are male. Strong. Young enough to father children.”

The implication hit me like a physical blow.

They didn’t just want to keep me alive. They wanted to use me. My genetics. My fertility.

“Other sky-people have come before,” the elder continued. “Many generations ago. They brought sickness. Death. We hid from them. Let them think we were gone.”

That explained the hidden valley. The lack of contact with the outside world. They’d survived by becoming invisible.

“But you are different. You crashed. You are alone. No one is coming for you.”

She said it with certainty. How did she know?

“We watched you bury your dead. We saw you tend your wounds. You are capable. Skilled. You did not cry or give up.”

Military bearing. Survival training. The habits that kept me alive had apparently impressed them.

“The question before the council: do we let you stay? Do we let you become one of us?”

Amara’s translation faltered slightly on the last part. Her cheeks flushed. There was more to this than she was saying.

The elder raised a hand. Discussion began.

Voices rose from around the chamber. The scarred warrior spoke vehemently, gesturing toward the sky, toward me, toward the distant cliffs. Kill him. Send him away. He’ll bring doom.

Then Elder Mura’s voice cut through the noise again, sharper this time, rising from her platform with renewed conviction. Her eyes were hard as volcanic stone.

“The sky-people always bring death,” Amara translated her words. “We should kill this one before he brings more.”

Murmurs of agreement rippled through certain sections of the crowd. Mura continued, her weathered hand slashing the air for emphasis.

“Our ancestors hid from the sky-people for good reason. Every time they come, sickness follows. Every time they come, our people die. This one crashed from the heavens like a falling curse. We should return him to the earth before his curse spreads.”

Others argued against her. More measured tones. I caught fragments that Amara didn’t translate: male, children, hope, need.

Then a new voice cut through the debate.

She entered late again. The young one with the elaborate braids and the political presence.

I watched her walk into the chamber, and I couldn’t look away.

My gaze started at her decorated bare feet and the copper bands around her ankles. Up over toned calves and thick thighs that moved with conscious grace. And then, commanding attention like a physical force: her massive round ass, straining against the shortest ceremonial wrap I’d seen yet. The fabric rode high on her hips, barely containing curves that seemed designed to hypnotize.

When she walked, that ass moved like water. Each step was a performance, a deliberate display. She knew exactly what she was doing.

She passed close to me on her way to her platform. Her hips swayed in an exaggerated roll that made my mouth go dry. The scent of flowers and oil washed over me.

She glanced back, caught me staring, and smiled. Knowing. Calculated.

Then she settled onto her platform, arranged herself so that impossible backside was displayed at the optimal angle, and began to speak.

“Naia,” Amara whispered. “The chieftain’s daughter. She speaks for the younger women.”

Naia’s voice was smooth, confident, layered with political skill. She addressed the elders with deference, but there was steel beneath the silk.

Amara translated in fragments:

“We need men. This is not disputed. We need children. This is not disputed. The question is whether this sky-man can give us what we need.”

She paused. Her eyes found mine.

“He is strong. He is capable. He survived the crash when others died. He tends his wounds with skill. He speaks some of our words already.”

The council murmured. I hadn’t realized they’d noticed my language practice.

“I propose a test,” Naia continued. “Let him prove his value. Give him a task. If he succeeds, he stays. If he fails, we send him to the cliffs and let him find his own way.”

The scarred warrior started to object, but Naia spoke over her.

“He is one man, Kaya. Injured. Alone. What threat can he pose to us? But if he can contribute, if he can help us build and heal and defend, then is he not worth more alive than dead?”

Kaya. The warrior’s name was Kaya. She glared at Naia with undisguised hostility, but she didn’t argue further.

The elders conferred quietly among themselves. The ancient one who seemed to lead them listened to the others, nodded occasionally, and finally raised her hand for silence.

She spoke. Amara translated:

“The council accepts this proposal. The sky-man will be given a chance to prove his value. He will be granted limited freedom under guard. If he contributes to the tribe, he may earn a place among us. If he causes harm, he will be executed.”

Simple terms. Clear stakes.

The elder continued:

“We will observe him. Judge him. And in time, we will decide if he is worthy of the greatest gift we can offer.”

That last phrase made Amara pause. Her cheeks flushed again.

“What gift?” I asked quietly.

She shook her head. “Later. Not now.”

The council began to disperse. Naia rose from her platform, her massive ass commanding attention as she moved.

But she didn’t leave immediately.

Instead, she lingered near the central area, adjusting her copper bracelets. Then one slipped from her wrist, clattering to the stone floor.

“Oh,” she said, the word carrying no genuine surprise.

She bent slowly to retrieve it.

The movement was deliberate, calculated. Her massive round ass strained against her wrap as she reached for the bracelet, the fabric riding up to reveal even more of those thick thighs. She positioned herself perfectly in my line of sight, presenting herself like an offering.

I watched. I didn’t look away.

She glanced back over her shoulder, catching my gaze. Testing. Assessing.

I held her eyes.

Something shifted in her expression. Surprise, perhaps. Or respect. She retrieved the bracelet with languid grace and straightened, turning to face me.

“You’re not like the other men here,” she said in accented but understandable speech. “They would have looked away. Pretended they hadn’t seen.” Her calculating eyes held mine for a long moment. “I’ll be watching you, sky-man.”

Then she was gone, hips swaying with extra deliberation, copper ornaments catching the light. She knew I was still watching. She wanted me to.

Kaya approached next. Her hand rested on her spear, her eyes cold.

“Prove yourself, sky-man. Or I’ll put you in the ground myself.”

She turned and left before I could respond.

Amara helped me to my feet. Her massive breasts brushed against my arm as she steadied me, and I felt her warmth through the thin fabric of her wrap.

“Come,” she said. “You will stay in my care. I will teach you what you need to know.”

We walked back through the village. The stares felt different now. Less hostile. More curious.

“What did the elder mean?” I asked. “The greatest gift?”

Amara was quiet for a long moment.

“Our tribe is dying,” she finally said. “Not enough children. Not enough men to father them.”

She stopped walking. Turned to face me. Her brown eyes held mine with an intensity that made my breath catch.

“You are strong. Young. Healthy. If you prove your value, the council will offer you wives. Women who want children. Women who need what only a man can give.”

Wives. Plural.

I stared at her.

“Is that common here?”

“It is necessary.” Her voice was matter-of-fact. “One man, many women. This is how we survive. The few men we have are shared. The valuable ones father many children.”

I thought about the gender ratio I’d observed. Seventy percent women. If every man took one wife, forty percent of women would never have the chance to be mothers.

It was simple math. Brutal, but simple.

“And you?” I asked. “Do you want children?”

Amara’s expression shifted. Something vulnerable flickered behind her eyes.

“I had a husband. Eight years ago. Raku killed him in a raid.”

Raku. The Koru war-chief. Personal for Kaya and now personal for Amara too.

“I’m sorry.”

“I had a daughter. She died of fever as a child. My healing skills were not enough.”

The pain in her voice was old but not gone.

“I am forty-two summers,” she continued. “My time for bearing children grows short. If you prove yourself, I may ask the council to let me test your fertility.”

The directness of the statement hit me like a slap.

“Test my fertility?”

“A man’s value is measured by the children he can father. The council will want proof before they fully accept you.” She held my gaze. “I would volunteer to be the one who tests you.”

Because she was older. More expendable, in the tribe’s calculation. If I turned out to be infertile, less would be lost.

But also because she wanted this. I could see it in her eyes, hear it in the slight catch of her breath. Eight years without a man. The biological clock ticking toward its final hours.

I should have felt manipulated. Used.

Instead, I felt something else. Gratitude. Attraction. A strange kind of hope.

“Let me prove my value first,” I said. “Then we’ll talk about testing.”

Amara nodded. Something softened in her expression.

“You are wiser than you look, sky-man.”

We resumed walking.

“My name is Daniel.”

“Daniel.” She said it carefully, tasting the unfamiliar sounds. “Daniel. I will remember.”

She showed me to a new hut, larger than my prison cell, closer to her own dwelling. The guards remained, but they kept more distance than before.

“Rest tonight,” Amara said. “Tomorrow, you will show us what you can do.”

She left me with fresh water, clean bandages, and food that was simple but filling.

I lay on the sleeping mat and stared at the ceiling, processing everything I’d learned.

A dying tribe. A gender imbalance that threatened extinction. An external enemy who raided for women and killed for sport. And an offer that no evolutionary biologist would have trouble understanding.

Prove my value. Earn my place. Father children.

It was primal. Ancient. Completely divorced from everything I’d known in the modern world.

And yet, as I drifted toward sleep, I felt something I hadn’t expected: hope.


Chapter 4: The Water Problem

Under guard, I was given limited freedom to move through the village.

I used it to observe everything.

My first chance to prove value came unexpectedly.

Near the central cooking area, a group of women struggled with a dead fire. The morning meal was delayed, children whining with hunger as their mothers worked friction sticks with growing frustration. I’d watched the technique before: a spindle pressed into a fire board, rotated rapidly between the palms. Effective, eventually. But slow.

One of the women had been at it for several minutes, sweat beading on her forehead, smoke rising from the friction point but no flame catching.

I approached, my guards trailing warily behind. The women looked up with suspicion.

I pointed at the fire board. Then at myself. Made a gesture that I hoped communicated: let me try.

The woman with the friction sticks hesitated. Then stepped back.

I reached into the salvaged supplies I’d been allowed to keep: my fire kit. The magnesium striker sat in my palm, small and unassuming.

One strike against the steel. A shower of white-hot sparks cascaded onto the prepared tinder. I struck again, adjusting my angle.

Flame. In seconds.

The women froze.

I fed the fire carefully, adding kindling, building it into something stable. Then I stepped back and gestured toward the cooking pot.

Silence.

Then excited chatter erupted. Word spread through the village like the fire I’d just created. Within an hour, a crowd had gathered to watch me demonstrate again. Even skeptics murmured: this outsider commanded fire like it obeyed him.

But not everyone was impressed.

Elder Mura pushed through the crowd, her ancient face set in hard lines. She pointed at my fire starter with a gnarled finger.

“Sky-magic tricks,” she spat. Amara, who had arrived with the crowd, translated her words for me. “He bribes you with sparks while planning our destruction. This is how they work, the sky-people. They give gifts with one hand while hiding blades in the other.”

She turned to the guards. “Watch him more closely, not less. Learn nothing from him that we cannot understand.” Her eyes found mine, sharp as obsidian. “A flame that comes too easily is not to be trusted.”

The crowd’s excitement dimmed, uncertainty replacing wonder. Some women drifted away, Mura’s words planting seeds of doubt.

I realized then that earning trust here would require more than tricks. Mura would fight me every step.

The village was laid out with practical efficiency. Living quarters clustered near the center, with cooking areas and storage structures arranged around them. Agricultural terraces climbed the nearby slopes. A path led down to the lake shore where fishing boats were beached in neat rows.

But my engineer’s eye caught the flaws immediately.

The irrigation system was failing.

Crude channels brought water from natural hot springs on the upper slopes down to the crop terraces. The design was ancient, probably unchanged for generations. It might have worked once, but time and neglect had taken their toll.

I walked the channels with my guards trailing behind. Squatted to examine junction points. Traced the flow of water with my eyes, calculating losses.

The problems were clear enough.

Poor slope angles caused water to pool instead of flowing smoothly. Unlined channels leaked precious moisture into the surrounding soil. Distribution nodes, where water should have branched to different terraces, were clogged with debris and mineral deposits.

I estimated they were losing forty percent of their water before it reached the crops.

In a world without plumbing or pumps, that was the difference between abundance and starvation.

I started sketching in the dirt near one of the worst junction points. Basic engineering principles, the kind I’d learned building bridges in Afghanistan. Proper gradient calculations. Terracotta lining to prevent seepage. Distribution nodes with adjustable gates.

A crowd gathered to watch.

They didn’t understand what I was doing at first. Just a sky-man scratching in the dirt like a chicken. But one of the older women, a farmer by the calluses on her hands, leaned in and studied my drawings.

She said something in rapid phrases. Excitement in her voice. She traced my lines with her finger, then pointed at the actual irrigation channel, making the connection.

Other women gathered around her. They studied my drawings with increasing intensity. I heard words that sounded like “water” and “more” and “better.”

I drew more detailed plans. Cross-sections. Flow diagrams. The kind of engineering documentation I’d produced a thousand times for field expeditions.

“I can fix this,” I said, knowing they didn’t understand the words. “Let me show you.”

I gestured at the channel. Made a flowing motion with my hands. Shook my head to indicate the problem. Then pointed at my drawings and nodded.

But the farmers shook their heads, confusion clear on their faces. My gestures weren’t enough. They saw the drawings but couldn’t bridge the gap between lines in dirt and actual construction.

I tried again. Drew a cross-section. Pointed at the crumbling channel wall, then at my drawing showing clay lining. Mimed spreading something with my hands.

Still nothing. One farmer spoke rapidly, her tone frustrated, and I caught maybe one word in ten. The language was like trying to grab smoke.

One of the farmers hurried off. When she returned, she had Amara in tow.

Relief washed through me. Amara was more than a healer; she was my bridge to understanding.

She examined my drawings with careful attention. I spoke while she listened, using the handful of words I’d learned and filling the gaps with gestures. She asked questions, made me clarify, repeated concepts back until she understood what I meant.

Then she turned to the farmers and began explaining. I heard her translate “slope” as something that sounded like three separate words. “Clay lining” became a longer phrase with hand gestures of her own. She wasn’t just translating; she was interpreting, finding concepts they understood and mapping my engineering terms onto their knowledge.

The farmers’ faces transformed from confusion to comprehension.

“You understand water?” Amara asked me.

“I understand building. Engineering.” I pointed at the irrigation channel. “This is broken. I can make it better.”

She translated again, this time with more confidence. Excited chatter erupted. The women pointed at my drawings, at the channels, at me.

“They want to see if you can do what you promise,” Amara said.

“I’ll need tools. Workers. And time.” I paused. “And you. To translate. Without you, I cannot explain what needs to be done.”

She nodded, a small smile playing at her lips. “I will speak to the council. And I will stay with you while you work.”

I spent the rest of the day examining the entire irrigation network. The problems were systemic but fixable. Generations of patches and repairs had created a patchwork that barely functioned. What they needed was a fresh design based on first principles.

I could give them that.

When I returned to my hut that evening, I found someone waiting.

She stood at the edge of the doorway, half-hidden in shadow, as if she might bolt at any moment. Young. Maybe twenty, twenty-one. Petite, with a build that made her seem fragile compared to the sturdy farmers and warriors I’d seen.

I took her in automatically, starting from the ground up.

Bare feet, delicate ankles. Slim calves leading to narrow girlish hips that hadn’t fully filled out yet. A tiny waist I could probably span with my hands. Small but perfectly shaped breasts, high and firm, visible beneath a wrap that seemed looser than most.

Her face made me pause.

Wide curious eyes, dark brown with a Bambi quality that projected innocent wonder. Long dark hair she was hiding behind, curtaining her features as if she could disappear into it. Soft pink lips that parted slightly as she watched me.

She was beautiful in an entirely different way than Amara or Naia. Not voluptuous. Not commanding. Delicate. Uncertain. The kind of woman who made protective instincts flare to life.

“Hello,” I said carefully.

She startled at my voice, retreated half a step. Then steeled herself and moved forward again.

In her hands, she carried a clay pot and fresh bandages. Healer’s supplies.

“Amara sent you?” I guessed.

She nodded jerkily. “Sela,” she said, touching her chest. “Amara’s student.”

“Sela.” I repeated it carefully. “I’m Daniel.”

“Daniel.” Her voice was soft, almost a whisper. She struggled to meet my eyes.

I entered the hut and sat on the sleeping mat. “You’re here to check my wounds?”

Another jerky nod. She knelt beside me, close enough that I could smell her: clean water, some kind of herbal soap, the natural scent of a young woman’s skin.

Her hands trembled as she reached for the bandage on my arm. I held still, letting her work.

She was good at it. Trained. Her fingers unwrapped the dressing with practiced efficiency, checked the healing wound, applied fresh medicine. But her breathing was unsteady, and her cheeks had flushed a deep rose that showed even through her brown skin.

“There is another wound,” she said. “Amara said. Your leg.”

Ah. The laceration on my thigh. I’d almost forgotten about it.

“Here.” I shifted, giving her access. The wound was on my inner thigh, about six inches below my groin. Amara had treated it before, but it had been healing well enough that I hadn’t worried about it.

Sela’s hands trembled harder as she unwrapped the bandage.

Her face was inches from my groin. So close I could feel her breath on my skin. Her eyes kept flickering toward the bulge in my shorts, watching it grow as blood rushed south despite my attempts at control. Then away. Then back again, lingering longer each time.

She bit her lip, teeth sinking into soft pink flesh, and the sight of that unconscious gesture sent a jolt of heat straight to my cock.

She was beautiful. Young. And clearly affected by our proximity. I could see her pulse fluttering in her throat, could see the flush spreading down from her cheeks.

“Is it bad?” I asked, keeping my voice neutral while my shorts grew tighter.

She shook her head quickly, her hair swinging. “Healing. Good.”

But she didn’t pull away immediately. Her hands rested on my inner thigh, warm and soft, inches from my now-obvious erection. Her fingers trembled against my skin. Her breath came faster, warm puffs that I could feel through the thin fabric of my shorts.

Then her wrap slipped.

Just off one shoulder, revealing the swell of a small breast and a glimpse of something that made me freeze.

Her nipple was pink.

Not the dark brown I’d seen on Amara and the other women. Pink, almost rose-colored, standing out against her brown skin like a flower in earth. It was hard, pebbled with arousal from our proximity.

She noticed me noticing. Her cheeks flamed even darker. She grabbed at her wrap, pulling it back into place, but her movements were jerky and the fabric slipped again, this time revealing more: the full curve of her small breast, that startling pink nipple standing erect.

“I am sorry,” she whispered. “They are… different. The pink. I do not know why. They are ugly.”

She was deeply self-conscious about them. Embarrassed by the genetic quirk that gave her such unusual coloring. But to me, those pink nipples against her brown skin were mesmerizing. Exotic. Desperately arousing.

“They’re beautiful,” I said honestly. “The most beautiful I’ve ever seen.”

Her eyes flew to mine. Wide. Startled. Hungry.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. Her hand was still on my inner thigh, fingers trembling. Her wrap was still slipping, her pink nipple on full display. My cock was visibly straining against my shorts, pointing at her. The air between us felt electric, charged with something inevitable.

Then voices outside broke the spell.

Sela pulled back like she’d been burned. Her hands fumbled with fresh bandages, applying them with none of her earlier skill. She packed up her supplies, avoiding my eyes.

“Amara will come in the morning,” she said. “For your arm.”

“Sela.”

She paused at the doorway, still not looking at me.

“Thank you.”

The smallest smile flickered across her face. Then she was gone, disappearing into the gathering dusk.

I lay back on my mat and let out a long breath.

Amara, forty-two, with massive breasts and a desperate need for children before her time ran out. Naia, political and calculating, with an ass that could stop traffic and eyes that missed nothing. And now Sela, young and shy and innocent, with pink nipples she was embarrassed about and a hunger she was just starting to understand.

Three women. Three very different types. All of them aware of me in ways that went beyond academic interest.

I was in trouble.

The next morning, Amara arrived early with good news.

“The council has agreed. You may work on the water channels. You will have tools and workers. But guards will watch you always.”

“Understood.”

She examined my arm wound while she spoke. Her massive breasts swayed with her movements, and I caught glimpses of dark nipples through her thin wrap. The morning was cool; they were visibly hard.

“Sela said you were kind to her,” Amara said. “About her differences.”

“Her nipples?”

Amara’s lips curved. “She has always been self-conscious. The pink color. She thinks it makes her ugly.”

“She’s not ugly.”

“No. She is not.” Amara’s eyes met mine. “She watches you, you know. When she thinks no one is looking. She has been watching since you arrived.”

I remembered the eyes in the treeline. The feeling of being observed during my early days of survival.

“Does that bother you?”

Amara shook her head. “Sela is young. Curious. She has never known a man. She looks at you and wonders what it would be like.”

The directness was still catching me off guard.

“And you?” I asked. “What do you wonder?”

Her hands stilled on my bandage. When she looked up, her brown eyes held something I hadn’t seen before. Vulnerability. Longing.

“I wonder if I am too old,” she said quietly. “If my body can still give a man pleasure. If my womb can still bear a child.”

“You’re not too old.”

“You do not know that.”

I covered her hand with mine. “I know you’re beautiful. I know you saved my life. And I know that anyone who looks at you and sees only age is a fool.”

Her breath caught. Her eyes glistened with sudden moisture.

“You are a strange man, Daniel.”

“So I’ve been told.”

She finished my bandaging in silence. When she rose to leave, her hand lingered on my shoulder.

“Prove yourself today. Show them what you can do. If you succeed…” She trailed off.

“Then what?”

“Then we will see what happens next.”

She left me with that promise hanging in the air.

I spent the day earning my place.

The council had assigned me a work crew: ten women, mostly farmers who understood the importance of water to their survival. They didn’t speak my language, and I didn’t speak much of theirs.

Amara stayed with me throughout, as promised. Without her, I would have been useless.

“Tell them we need to clear this section,” I said, pointing at a clogged junction. “All the debris. Down to the original stone.”

Amara translated. The women nodded and began working.

But when I tried to explain the next step, the concept of “proper gradient,” my vocabulary failed completely. I knew maybe fifty words of their language, and “slope angle calculation” wasn’t among them.

I drew diagrams in the dirt. Demonstrated with my hands. Built a small model showing water flowing downhill, using pebbles and a trickle from my water skin.

The women watched, frowning.

“He means the water must fall this much,” Amara explained, holding her hands at an angle. “Over this distance. He wants to measure it.”

More discussion. One older farmer spoke rapidly, gesturing at the hillside.

“She says they know about slopes,” Amara translated. “But they do not understand why he needs such precision.”

I grabbed a string. Tied a small stone to each end. Showed them how to use it as a simple level, how to measure consistent drop across a distance.

The concept clicked. I saw it in their faces: understanding dawning.

They learned fast after that. These weren’t stupid people; they were practical, hardworking, and intimately familiar with the land they lived on. Once Amara bridged the gap between my technical thinking and their practical knowledge, they executed beautifully.

We started with the worst junction point. I taught them to calculate proper slope angles using simple string levels. Showed them how to mix clay into a paste that would seal the channel walls. Demonstrated how to build distribution gates that could direct water precisely where it was needed.

By midday, we had one section functioning better than it had in years. Water flowed clean and strong, reaching terraces that had been struggling.

The farmers stared in wonder.

I pointed at the next section. “More?”

They nodded eagerly.

By evening, we’d repaired three major junction points. The improvements were visible immediately. Crops that had been wilting were perking up. Water that had been wasted was now reaching plants.

A crowd gathered to watch us work. I felt their eyes on me as I labored, as my hands shaped and fixed and improved. Sweat soaked my chest and ran down my arms. My forearms burned with effort, veins standing out as I worked the clay and stone.

Among the watchers, I noticed Sela. She stood at the edge of the crowd, half-hidden as always, her large dark eyes fixed on me. When I looked at her directly, she didn’t look away.

She watched my hands work. Watched sweat glisten on my skin. Watched my muscles flex with effort.

Her lips parted. She bit the lower one.

I turned back to my work, but I felt her gaze the entire afternoon.

When the sun set, I was exhausted, filthy, and deeply satisfied.

Amara met me as the work crew dispersed. Her eyes traveled over my body with obvious appreciation, lingering on my arms, my chest, the way my shorts hung low on my hips.

“You have done well,” she said. “The council is pleased.”

“This is just the beginning. Give me more time, more workers, and I can double their water supply.”

“They believe you now.” She stepped closer, close enough that I could smell her herbs-and-smoke scent. “You have proven you can contribute.”

“And what does that mean?”

“It means you are no longer a prisoner.” Her voice dropped. “It means you may stay. As one of us.”

Relief flooded through me. Followed immediately by a different kind of tension.

“And the testing you mentioned?”

Amara’s massive breasts rose and fell with a deep breath. “The council will discuss it. But I have already made my position clear.”

“Which is?”

Her eyes burned into mine. “I want to be the one. If they will allow it.”

She turned and walked away before I could respond.

Her heavy breasts bounced with each step as she walked away, the darkness swallowing her.

Behind me, I heard a soft intake of breath.

I turned. Sela stood nearby, watching the space where Amara had been. Her expression was complex: longing, jealousy, curiosity, hope.

“She wants you,” Sela whispered. “We all do.”

Then she fled into the shadows before I could respond.

I stood alone in the cooling evening, processing what I’d learned.

I wasn’t a prisoner anymore. I was a prospect. A potential member of the tribe.

And apparently, a highly desirable commodity.

The moon rose over the volcanic cliffs.

Somewhere in the distance, a drum began to beat.


Chapter 5: Building Trust

Three days of labor transformed the irrigation system.

I worked from dawn until dark. My work crew grew as word spread. Women who’d watched skeptically on the first day now volunteered eagerly, bringing tools and materials, learning techniques I taught through demonstration and broken phrases.

The results were undeniable.

Water that had been seeping into the ground now flowed clean and controlled. Terraces that had struggled for years were suddenly drowning in abundance. The farmers had to dig additional channels just to handle the increased flow.

I’d promised to double their water supply. I’d underestimated. The improvements I’d made probably tripled it.

The elders came to observe on the third day. They walked the channels in silence, watching water flow where it had only trickled before. The eldest, the one who seemed to lead the council, studied each junction point with careful attention.

She spoke to Amara. Her tone was measured, thoughtful.

“She says you have done what no one thought possible,” Amara translated. “The water flows better than it has in living memory.”

“There’s more I can do,” I said. “Storage tanks to hold water during dry seasons. Underground channels to reduce evaporation. Better distribution to the upper terraces.”

Amara translated. The elder listened with growing interest.

“She says you may continue your work. You have earned the council’s trust in this matter.”

Trust. The word hit differently than I’d expected.

I was building something here. Not just infrastructure. Relationships. Credibility. A place in this world that time forgot.

That evening, Amara came to my hut with fresh medicine and clean bandages.

“You push yourself too hard,” she said, examining the blisters on my hands. “Your body still heals from the crash.”

“The work needed to be done.”

“The work will wait. Your health will not.”

She was right, and we both knew it. The muscle aches I could handle. But my ribs still complained when I moved wrong, and the infection scars on my arm pulled tight when I gripped tools too hard.

“Lie back,” she said. “Let me tend to you properly.”

I stretched out on the sleeping mat. Amara knelt beside me, her massive breasts swaying as she arranged her supplies.

She started with my hands, cleaning the blisters, applying a soothing paste that numbed the pain. Her touch was professional but gentle, a healer’s hands doing their sacred work.

“You know,” she said quietly, “the women speak of nothing but you. The sky-man who fixed the water. The outsider who works like ten men.”

“I’m just doing what I know how to do.”

“And that is exactly why they speak of you.” She looked up, meeting my eyes. “The men here work hard, but few of them bring new knowledge. You see problems we’ve lived with for generations and fix them in days.”

“Engineering isn’t magic. It’s just applied observation.”

She smiled at that. “To us, it looks like magic.”

She moved to my arms, checking the old infection wound, satisfied by its healing. Then she paused.

“Take off your wrap,” she said. “I should check your ribs.”

I pulled the cloth aside, baring my chest. Amara’s eyes traveled over me with professional assessment, but something else flickered beneath the surface.

Her hands pressed gently along my ribcage, checking for swelling, for abnormal movement. Her touch was clinical, careful.

But her breathing had changed.

“The bones knit well,” she said. “Another week and you will be fully healed.”

“Good.”

She didn’t move away. Her hands rested on my chest, warm against my skin. Her massive breasts hung heavy beneath her wrap, nipples visibly hardening in the cool evening air.

“I should bathe your wounds,” she said. Her voice was lower now. “The day’s work left you dirty.”

“I can wash myself.”

“I know.” She reached for a clay bowl of water she’d brought. “But I want to do this.”

She dipped a soft cloth in the water, wrung it out, and began to wipe my chest. Slow, careful strokes. Cleaning away the grime and sweat of a day’s labor. Her touch lingered on my muscles, tracing the lines of my pectorals, following the ridges of my abs.

Her movements brought her closer. Then her breast brushed against my arm.

Both of us froze.

The contact was soft but unmistakable. The full, heavy weight of her massive breast pressed against me through the thin fabric of her wrap. I felt the warmth of her flesh, the softness, and then her nipple: hard and prominent, dragging slowly across my skin as neither of us pulled away.

Amara inhaled sharply. Her eyes met mine, pupils dilating.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. Her nipple stayed pressed against my arm, hardening further. I could feel it swelling through the thin fabric, could feel her heart pounding through that soft flesh.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. But she didn’t pull away. If anything, she pressed closer.

“Don’t be.”

Her hand trembled on my chest. I could feel her pulse racing through the contact. My cock stirred, and I saw her eyes flicker downward, noticing.

“It has been eight years,” she said, her voice thick. “Since a man touched me. Since I touched a man. Since I felt a man respond to me.”

“I know.”

“I am old. My body has changed since then. My breasts hang lower.” She pressed her breast harder against my arm, as if demonstrating. “My belly is soft. I am not the woman I was.”

“You’re beautiful. You’re the most desirable woman I’ve seen in this village.”

“You are kind.”

“I’m honest. Feel what you do to me.” I didn’t hide my growing erection. Let her see exactly how she affected me.

Her breath caught. Her eyes dropped to my lap, then rose to meet mine again, something new burning in their depths.

She closed her eyes. When she opened them again, they glistened with moisture and naked want.

“The council will meet tomorrow to discuss your status. If they approve, the testing can begin.”

“And if they approve?”

Her breast was still pressed against my arm. She made no move to withdraw it.

“Then I will come to you. As a woman comes to a man she hopes will give her a child.”

The words hung in the air between us, heavy with implication.

“Is that what you want, Amara? Truly?”

“I want many things.” Her voice was barely a whisper. “I want to feel desired again. I want to know I can still bring a man pleasure. I want a daughter who will carry my knowledge when I am gone.”

She leaned closer. Her breast pressed harder against me. I felt the soft weight of it, the warmth of her body through the wrap.

“But most of all,” she continued, “I want to stop being alone. I have been alone for eight years. I have forgotten what it feels like to be held.”

My hand moved without conscious decision, covering hers where it rested on my chest.

“You’re not alone anymore.”

A tear slipped down her cheek. She didn’t wipe it away.

“You are a dangerous man, Daniel. You make me feel things I had buried.”

“Is that bad?”

“I do not know yet.” She pulled back slowly, her breast sliding away from my arm with reluctant friction. “But I intend to find out.”

She finished bathing my wounds in silence, her hands steadier now. When she was done, she packed her supplies and rose.

“Rest tonight. Tomorrow may change everything.”

“Amara.”

She paused at the doorway.

“Thank you. For saving my life. For advocating for me. For this.”

She turned. Her massive breasts caught the firelight through her wrap, heavy and swaying as she moved.

“Do not thank me yet. Save your gratitude for when we know if I can still conceive.”

Then she was gone.

I lay on my mat, staring at the ceiling, processing everything that had just happened.

The warmth of her breast against my arm. The vulnerability in her eyes. The naked desire she’d shown, tempered with fear and hope in equal measure.

She wanted me. Not just as a breeding partner, not just as the solution to the tribe’s demographic crisis. She wanted to feel desired again. Wanted to be touched after eight years of loneliness.

And I wanted her too. God help me, I wanted her.

Distant drums echoed from the eastern ridge.

I sat up, suddenly alert. The sound was different from the ceremonial drums I’d heard in the village. More urgent. A warning beat.

One of my guards appeared at the doorway. Her face was tense.

“Koru,” she said, pointing toward the ridge. “Scouts.”

I was on my feet immediately. “How many?”

She didn’t understand the words, but she held up three fingers.

Three scouts. Advance party. Probing the defenses.

“Get Kaya,” I said, miming her scar, her warrior stance. “War-chief. Now.”

The guard hesitated, then nodded and ran into the village.

I grabbed my machete and moved to the edge of my hut. The drums continued, a steady pulse from the darkness.

Amara had told me about the Koru. About Raku, their war-chief. About the raids that had killed her husband, Kaya’s husband, so many of the tribe’s remaining men.

They were watching. Testing. Preparing for something bigger.

And I was done being passive.

Kaya arrived within minutes, flanked by three warriors. Her face was grim in the torchlight.

“You heard the drums,” she said.

“Scouts. Three of them.”

She nodded curtly. “They test us. They always test before they attack.”

“When?”

“Soon. Before the wet season makes the river crossing impossible.”

I studied the dark ridge, trying to think tactically. “Your defenses need work. I’ve seen the gaps.”

“I know the gaps.” Her voice was sharp. “But we have too few warriors to cover them all.”

“Then we make the attackers pay for exploiting them. Choke points. Kill zones. Make every gap a trap.”

Kaya’s eyes met mine. Something shifted in her expression.

“You speak like a warrior.”

“I was a soldier. Before the television. Before all of this.”

“A soldier.” She said the word carefully, testing it. “One who fights for his tribe.”

“One who fights for his people. Yes.”

She studied me for a long moment. The hostility that had marked our first meeting was fading, replaced by calculation. Assessment. Maybe grudging respect.

“The council meets tomorrow to discuss your status,” she said. “I was going to argue against you.”

“And now?”

“Now I will observe. See if you are truly what you claim to be.”

The drums fell silent. The scouts had retreated, their message delivered.

“They will come back,” Kaya said. “Raku is patient, but his patience has limits. When he attacks, it will be with full force.”

“Then we need to be ready.”

She nodded slowly. “Perhaps we do.”

She turned to leave, then paused.

“The council will likely approve Amara’s request. She has advocated strongly for you, and the elders respect her judgment.”

“I know.”

“If you claim her, you claim responsibility. For her. For any children you father. For this tribe.”

“I understand.”

A muscle jumped in Kaya’s cheek. “Do you? Amara is not young. She may not conceive. She may not survive the birth if she does. Are you prepared to hold her through that?”

“I’ll do whatever I have to do.”

Something flickered in her fierce eyes. Surprise, maybe. Or the beginning of something else.

“We shall see.”

She left me standing in the darkness, machete in hand, staring at the ridge where enemies watched and waited.

Tomorrow, the council would decide my fate.

Tonight, I would plan for war.


Chapter 6: The Threat

The council approved my status the next morning.

I wasn’t present for the debate, but Amara brought me the news with barely contained joy in her eyes.

“You are one of us now,” she said. “Not a prisoner. Not a guest. A member of the Vanu.”

“And the testing?”

Her cheeks flushed. “Approved. But first, the elders want you to speak with Kaya. To understand what threatens us.”

The war-chief found me at midday, examining the village perimeter.

She moved differently than before. Less hostility. More calculation. Her eyes tracked my movements as I studied the defensive walls, the gaps, the approaches an enemy might exploit.

“You see problems,” she said.

“I see opportunities. For attackers.”

Kaya nodded grimly. “Walk with me. I will show you what we face.”

We circled the village at a measured pace, her stride matching mine. She wore minimal clothing: a practical loincloth and a binding across her small chest. Copper bands circled her biceps, catching the sunlight.

Up close, I could see the full measure of her body.

Athletic didn’t cover it. She was built like a weapon. Broad shoulders for a woman, carrying defined muscle in her arms and across her back. Narrow hips and a tight backside that flexed visibly with each step. Flat, hard stomach with the suggestion of abs beneath smooth brown skin. Scars everywhere: across her jaw, along her shoulder, crisscrossing her arms and legs. Each one a story.

And beneath that warrior’s exterior, small firm breasts that pressed against her binding, rising and falling with controlled breath.

She wasn’t soft anywhere. She was a predator made flesh.

“The southern approach,” she said, pointing. “Our weakest point. The palisade is thin there, and the jungle provides cover almost to the walls.”

I studied the terrain. She was right. An attacking force could get within twenty meters before being detected.

“Stakes,” I said. “Buried in the approach, angled toward the jungle. Trip lines to slow them down. And a secondary wall, just inside the palisade, to catch anyone who gets through.”

Kaya’s eyebrows rose slightly. “You have thought about this.”

“I’ve had time to observe.”

We continued walking. She showed me the eastern gap, where the palisade had been damaged in a previous raid and never properly repaired. The water approach, where boats could theoretically land if the lake patrol was distracted. The northern ridge, which provided high ground for observation but also for enemy archers.

“How many warriors do you have?” I asked.

“Thirty-two who can fight. Fifteen are truly skilled. The rest are farmers and crafters who can hold a spear.”

“And the Koru?”

Her jaw tightened at the word. “Raku commands sixty warriors or more. All of them trained for violence from childhood.”

Two-to-one odds. Not impossible, but not favorable either.

“Tell me about Raku.”

Kaya stopped walking. For a moment, I thought she wouldn’t answer.

Then she spoke, her voice flat and hard.

“Raku is the war-chief of the Koru. He took the position by killing his own father in single combat. That is their way. Strength is all that matters. Ritual scars cover his body, each one representing a kill. His teeth are filed to points. A necklace of finger bones rattles against his chest when he moves, and two fingers on his left hand are missing, the stumps displayed like badges of honor.”

She touched the scar on her jaw. “He killed my husband eight years ago. In a raid meant to break us completely. Amara’s husband died in the same attack.”

The same raid. The same monster. That raid made him war-chief: he earned his position by killing our men. Both women carrying the same grief.

“Raku wanted more than resources that night. He wanted me.” Her eyes went distant. “He found me defending the eastern approach. We fought. I gave him this scar.” She traced a line across her face. “But I could not stop him from killing Tano. My husband. He made me watch.”

Cold fury washed through me. “I’m sorry.”

“Do not be sorry. Be useful.” Her voice sharpened. “Raku has been obsessed with me ever since. Every raid, he asks where I am. Every scout he sends watches for me specifically. He wants to capture me. To break me. To make me his war-wife.”

The term dripped with implications.

“That won’t happen.”

“No. It will not. Because I will kill him first, or die trying.” She turned to face me directly. “But I have failed before. Three times, I have faced him. Three times, he has survived. The last time, three of my warriors died and Raku barely flinched.”

She studied me with those fierce dark eyes.

“Can you help me kill him?”

The question was blunt. Direct. No politics, no games.

“I can help you build defenses that will blunt his attack. Train your warriors in tactics that will cost his men dearly. And when the time comes, yes. I can help you kill him.”

Something shifted in her expression. Not trust, not yet. But the beginning of respect.

“Show me.”

We spent the next three hours walking every meter of the village perimeter. I pointed out problems; Kaya provided context. We argued about solutions, sometimes heatedly, but always productively.

She was smart. Experienced. She understood warfare at an instinctive level that came from a lifetime of fighting.

But she’d been trained in tribal combat: raids and skirmishes, individual heroics and ritual challenges. She didn’t think in terms of systematic defense, overlapping fields of fire, channelized approaches.

I did.

By the time we finished, I had a complete mental map of the village’s vulnerabilities and a rough plan to address them.

“The southern approach is the key,” I said. “That’s where they’ll hit hardest. We need to make it a death trap.”

I sketched in the dirt, showing her my vision. Sharpened stakes in concentric rings, forcing attackers into narrow channels. Trip lines with noise-makers to provide early warning. A secondary wall behind the first, with elevated positions for archers.

“And here,” I continued, drawing the eastern gap. “We don’t try to defend it. We make them think it’s weak, draw them in, and collapse on them from three sides.”

“An ambush within our own walls.”

“Exactly.”

Kaya studied my drawings with intense focus. Her athletic body was tense with concentration, muscles coiled even in stillness.

“This is not how we have fought before,” she said finally.

Before I could respond, another voice cut across the space.

“Because this is how a spy would fight.”

Elder Mura emerged from the shadows near the council chamber, where she had apparently been watching us. Her ancient eyes were hard, suspicious.

“He learns our defenses. Our weak points. Our patrol patterns.” She pointed a gnarled finger at my drawings in the dirt. “He maps every approach, every gap in our walls. Then what? He signals his sky-people to attack where we cannot defend?”

Kaya’s jaw tightened. “He crashed from the sky, Mura. Alone. He nearly died.”

“A convenient story. The sky-people are clever. They would sacrifice one of their own to gain our trust.” Mura turned to the watching warriors. “This is exactly what an enemy scout would do. Learn everything. Pretend to help. Then betray.”

The warriors shifted uncomfortably. Mura’s words carried weight; she had been protecting this tribe for longer than most of them had been alive.

“I watched him fight the jungle for three days before we found him,” Kaya said, her voice hardening. “He killed no one. Helped no invaders. And his fire-making, his water-work: these are not the actions of a spy. They are the actions of a man trying to prove his value.”

Mura’s eyes narrowed but she didn’t argue further. Instead, she turned and walked back toward the council chamber.

“The council will discuss his defense plans,” she said over her shoulder. “We will decide what knowledge he may share. And we will watch him. Carefully.”

When she was gone, Kaya let out a breath.

“Is how you’ve fought before working?” I asked, returning to her earlier point.

Silence. Her expression went stony.

“No.”

“Then maybe it’s time to try something new.”

She looked up at me. The afternoon sun caught the scar on her jaw, the sweat glistening on her brown skin.

“You are a strange man, Daniel. You crash from the sky, nearly die, and within weeks you are redesigning our defenses like you have always been here.”

“I adapt. It’s what I do.”

“You do more than adapt. You take charge.” Her eyes narrowed. “Most men here would not speak to me as you do. They see the war-chief and keep their distance.”

“Should I keep my distance?”

“No.” The word came out quick, almost surprised. She looked away. “Your knowledge is valuable. The tribe needs what you can offer.”

I stepped closer. Not threatening. Just present.

“And what about you, Kaya? What do you need?”

She drew a quick breath. Her warrior’s composure cracked just slightly.

“I need to keep my people alive. I need to stop the Koru from destroying everything we have built.”

“That’s what the war-chief needs. What about the woman?”

She turned to face me. Up close, I could see the complexity in her hard eyes: pain and loss and something else, something she kept buried deep.

“The woman needs nothing. The woman died eight years ago when Tano did.”

“I don’t believe that.”

“You don’t know me.”

“I know what I see. A warrior who carries the weight of her people on her shoulders. Who hasn’t let anyone share that burden in almost a decade.”

Kaya’s hands clenched into fists. “You are observant.”

“I’m paying attention.”

We stood there, inches apart, the afternoon heat pressing down on us. Her athletic body was close enough to touch. I could see the rise and fall of her small breasts beneath their binding, the sheen of sweat on her scarred skin.

The tension was different from what I felt with Amara. Older, maternal, nurturing Amara who wanted to feel desired again. Kaya was sharp edges and controlled violence, a woman who’d sealed herself off from softness because softness could get you killed.

But beneath that armored exterior, something stirred. I could see it in the way her eyes flickered to my hands, my arms, my chest. In the slight hitch of her breathing when I moved closer.

“We should continue planning,” she said abruptly. “There is much to do before the Koru attack.”

She turned and walked toward the village, putting distance between us.

I followed, letting her retreat.

We worked until sunset, laying out supply requirements, assigning work crews, scheduling construction. Kaya threw herself into the logistics with fierce intensity, as if drowning in practical details could drown out whatever else she was feeling.

When the drums called the village to evening meal, she straightened and looked at me.

“Tomorrow we begin construction. Your plans are sound. I will advocate for them with the council.”

“Thank you.”

She nodded curtly. Started to leave. Stopped.

“The testing with Amara,” she said without turning around. “When is it scheduled?”

“I don’t know yet. Soon, I think.”

“She has waited a long time to feel hope again. Do not disappoint her.”

“I won’t.”

She paused at the edge of the firelight, her scarred profile sharp against the darkness.

“They’ll come before the wet season,” Kaya said. “They always do.”

Then she walked into the gathering darkness. Her athletic body prowled with lethal efficiency, tension coiled in her shoulders that never fully relaxed.

She was fighting herself as much as she was fighting the Koru. Something about me had gotten under her defenses, and she didn’t know what to do about it.

Neither did I.

Distant drums echoed from the eastern ridge. Not a warning this time. Something else.

I found Amara at her cooking fire. She looked up with a smile that warmed her whole face.

“Kaya spoke of you at the evening meal. She said your plans are good. That you understand warfare.”

“High praise from her.”

“Very high.” Amara’s eyes sparkled. “She does not give compliments easily.”

“I noticed.”

I sat beside her, accepting a bowl of food. Simple fare: root vegetables, some kind of fish, a grain that tasted like rice.

“The drums,” I said. “What do they mean?”

Amara’s smile faded slightly. “The Koru are gathering. Our scouts report movement in their territory. War parties forming.”

“How long?”

“Days. Maybe a week. They will come before the wet season closes the river crossing.”

A week. Possibly less. Not enough time to build everything I’d planned.

But enough time to build the critical pieces.

“I need to work faster.”

“You need to rest sometimes.” Her hand covered mine. “A man who exhausts himself cannot fight when the fighting comes.”

“I can rest after.”

“You can rest now.” Her voice dropped. “The council has approved the testing. Tomorrow night, if you are willing.”

My heart rate picked up. “Tomorrow?”

“I did not want to wait longer. My cycles are…” She hesitated. “The best time is soon. Within days. If we are to try, we should try when success is most likely.”

Practical. Biological. And beneath the practicality, desperate hope.

“I’m willing.”

She let out a breath she’d been holding. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me, Amara. I want this too.”

Her eyes found mine. The firelight caught the silver in her hair, the depth in her brown eyes.

“Do you? Truly? A young man with an old woman?”

“You’re not old. And I’m not that young.”

She laughed softly. “You say the right things.”

“I mean them.”

We sat in comfortable silence, eating our meal, watching the fire. Around us, the village settled into evening routines. Children called to each other across the paths. Women chatted as they cleaned cooking implements. Men returned from the fields, tired but content.

It was peaceful. Simple. A world away from everything I’d known.

And in that moment, I realized I didn’t miss the modern world at all.

“They’re going to come,” I said quietly. “Raku and his warriors. They’re going to try to destroy this.”

“Yes.”

“I won’t let them.”

Amara’s hand tightened on mine. “I know.”

The drums fell silent. Somewhere in the jungle, enemies planned their attack.

But here, beside the fire, with Amara’s warmth against my side, I felt something I hadn’t felt since the crash.

Purpose.


Chapter 7: The Bathing Pool

The day before the testing, I went looking for Amara to discuss defensive placements near the hot springs.

I found something else instead.

The communal bathing area was tucked into a natural grotto where the hot springs fed into a series of shallow pools. Flowering bushes screened the approach, filling the air with a sweet, heavy fragrance. Steam rose from the water, creating veils of mist that caught the afternoon light.

I heard voices before I saw anyone. Women’s voices, relaxed and laughing, the casual sounds of daily ritual.

I should have announced myself. Called out. Given them warning.

I didn’t.

The gap in the foliage was perfect. Natural. Like the jungle had intended it for exactly this purpose.

I pressed against the flowering bushes and looked through.

All four of them were there.

Amara reclined in the shallows at the far end of the pool, where the water was warmest. Her massive breasts floated on the surface, buoyant and glorious, dark nipples breaking the water like islands in a calm sea. Silver-streaked hair spread around her head in a dark halo. Her eyes were closed, her face peaceful.

I traced her body with my eyes, starting from where her feet disappeared into the depths. Up over thick calves, past wide maternal hips, along the soft curve of her belly. Her waist cinched by the water’s edge, then that expanse of breast, heavy and full, swaying gently with her breathing. Finally her face, beautiful in its weathered warmth, content in a way I hadn’t seen before.

She was glorious. Ripe. A woman made for pleasure and creation.

My blood rushed south immediately.

Kaya stood waist-deep near the center of the pool, water streaming over her athletic body as she washed. Her movements were efficient, practical, a warrior’s approach even to bathing.

My gaze climbed from her planted feet, up powerful thighs that could break a man’s grip, over narrow hips and a tight ass that flexed visibly as she shifted her weight. Her flat stomach showed the suggestion of muscle beneath smooth brown skin. Small firm breasts sat high on her warrior’s chest, unbound now, water running over nipples that hardened in the cooler air above the water.

Her face was in profile: the scarred jaw, the strong line of her neck, fierce even at rest.

She was beautiful in the way weapons are beautiful. Deadly. Precise. Made for violence but capable of so much more.

My cock hardened further.

Naia stood at the pool’s edge, bent at the waist to rinse her elaborate braids. The position put her on deliberate display.

From decorated ankles and copper bands, my gaze climbed up toned calves, over thick thighs that gleamed with water and oil. And then, impossible to ignore: her massive round ass breaking the surface, each cheek like a perfect globe, straining against nothing because there was nothing to strain against. Water cascaded over curves that seemed to defy physics, streaming down the dramatic flare of her hips.

When she straightened, I caught the swing of medium breasts, proportional but not her main feature. Her main feature was that impossibly round backside, which she immediately presented again as she bent to gather more water.

She knew what she had. She displayed it like art.

My cock throbbed.

And Sela.

She crouched at the shallow end, shy even among friends, her small body mostly submerged. Only her shoulders and head were visible above the water line.

My eyes found delicate ankles through the clear water. Slim calves. Narrow girlish hips, not yet fully filled out. A tiny waist and flat stomach.

When she shifted position, I caught a glimpse of her small perfect breasts breaking the surface. And those nipples: pink against her brown skin, standing out like roses in a garden of darker flowers.

She hunched slightly, arms crossing unconsciously to cover them. Self-conscious about their unusual color, even here among friends who’d seen them a thousand times.

But she didn’t leave the water. Didn’t hide. Just sat there, watching the others with large curious eyes that seemed to see everything.

Four women. Four different bodies. Four different kinds of desire.

And me, hidden in the bushes, hard as stone, watching like a predator from the shadows.

I should have left. Should have backed away quietly and found Amara later, in a proper setting, with appropriate warning.

But I couldn’t move.

Amara stretched in the water, her heavy breasts rising like twin moons. The movement drew water across her nipples, and I watched them harden from the stimulation. She made a small sound of pleasure, low and satisfied.

Kaya finished her practical washing and began to stretch, working out the tension in her muscles. Her small breasts lifted as she raised her arms overhead, water streaming down her scarred athletic body. The movement displayed her in profile: the flat stomach, the hard-muscled ass, the predator’s grace even in relaxation.

Naia turned, giving me a full view of her front. Her breasts were nice, proportional, with dark nipples pointing slightly upward. But my eyes slid past them, drawn irresistibly downward to where her hips flared impossibly wide. When she waded deeper into the pool, her massive ass rolled with each step, hypnotic and deliberate.

She knew how to move. Every step was a performance.

And Sela.

Sela was watching me.

My heart stopped. Across the steam, across the pool, her wide brown eyes had found me in my hiding place. She’d caught my movement, or sensed my attention, or simply been watching the same gap in the foliage I was watching through.

Our eyes met.

She should have screamed. Should have alerted the others. Should have called the guards.

She didn’t move.

Her lips parted. Her breath quickened, visible in the rise and fall of her small shoulders. Color rose in her cheeks, a flush that spread down her neck.

She was aroused.

Slowly, deliberately, she shifted position. Her arms uncrossed, revealing her breasts fully. Those pink nipples hardened in the steamy air, standing proud against her brown skin.

She wanted me to see.

I held her gaze. Let her see that I was watching. Let her feel my eyes on her body.

Her hand drifted beneath the water. I could see her shoulder moving in a rhythm I recognized all too well.

She was touching herself. While watching me watch her.

The realization sent a bolt of heat straight to my cock. This shy, innocent girl, so nervous she could barely speak in my presence, had her fingers between her thighs because she knew I was there. Because she wanted me to see.

Through the clear water, I could make out the movement of her hand. Two fingers circling slowly over her pussy, rubbing her clit with deliberate pressure. Her small hips rocked slightly, pushing against her own touch.

I could see it in her face: the building tension, the flush spreading across her features, the way her lips parted around quickening breaths. Her pink nipples had hardened to tight points, standing proud from her small breasts.

She didn’t break eye contact. Neither did I.

Amara shifted in the water, her full breasts swaying. “Sela? Are you alright?”

Sela’s hand froze. Her eyes widened with panic.

“Y-yes,” she stammered, her voice higher than usual. “Just… the water is warm. I am very warm.”

She wasn’t lying. Her face was flushed, her pupils dilated, her nipples visibly erect. Anyone looking closely would see what state she was in.

But the others weren’t looking closely. Amara settled back with a contented sigh. Kaya continued her stretching. Naia was examining her own reflection in the still water near the pool’s edge, no doubt admiring how her curves looked from this angle.

Sela’s eyes found mine again. The panic faded, replaced by something else.

Boldness. Possibility. Hunger.

She didn’t look away. She held my gaze as her hand began moving again, slower this time, more controlled. I watched her fingers disappear between her thighs, watched her hips shift in the water as she spread her legs slightly to give herself better access.

Her free hand drifted up to cup one small breast, squeezing gently, pinching her pink nipple between her fingers. Her mouth fell open at the sensation.

I watched her work herself toward climax, hidden in the bushes, my cock straining painfully against my shorts. I was so hard it hurt, throbbing with every beat of my heart.

This was wrong. Voyeurism. An invasion of their privacy.

But Sela wasn’t just accepting my gaze. She was inviting it. Getting off on it. Her fingers moved faster now, circling her clit with increasing urgency. I could see the tension building in her small body, could see her thighs trembling beneath the water.

Her back arched slightly. Her eyes went unfocused, then found mine again with desperate intensity. She bit her lip hard enough to leave marks, stifling the sounds that wanted to escape.

Her fingers plunged inside herself. I watched her fuck her own pussy with two fingers while her thumb worked her clit. Her hips bucked against her hand, water rippling around her.

Then she came.

Her mouth opened in a silent scream. Her whole body shook with the force of the orgasm, her small breasts quivering, her thighs clamping around her own hand. Her pussy clenched visibly around her fingers as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.

I watched her come. Watched her fight to stay silent, to keep the others from noticing. Watched her milk every last shudder from her trembling body.

When she finally opened her eyes again, she looked different. Satisfied. Flushed. And hungry for more.

She held my gaze for one more moment. Then she looked deliberately away, a small smile playing on her lips.

I understood the message: This isn’t over.

I retreated from my hiding place, silent as I’d come. My cock throbbed with unsatisfied need. Tomorrow was the testing with Amara. Tonight, I would prepare.

But I couldn’t get Sela’s eyes out of my head. The way she’d caught me watching. The way she’d invited my gaze. The way she’d come while knowing I was there.

She wasn’t just shy. She was hungry. For attention. For watching. For being watched.

Her arc wasn’t innocent awakening. It was something else. Something that had been waiting to emerge.

I made my way back to the village, adjusting my shorts to hide my arousal. The afternoon sun cast long shadows through the jungle canopy.

Amara found me at my hut an hour later. She looked relaxed, her skin glowing from the hot springs, her massive breasts swaying gently beneath a fresh wrap.

“You were looking for me?”

“I was. To discuss defensive placements near the springs.”

She smiled. “That can wait. Tomorrow night, I will not be thinking about defenses.”

“Neither will I.”

Her cheeks flushed. “I am nervous, Daniel. It has been so long. What if I have forgotten how?”

“You haven’t forgotten.”

“How do you know?”

I stepped closer. Close enough to smell the minerals from the hot springs on her skin.

“Because desire like yours doesn’t forget. It waits. It builds. And when it finally finds release, it remembers everything.”

Her breath caught. Her nipples hardened visibly through her thin wrap.

“You say such things. You make me feel…”

“Feel what?”

“Young. Wanted. Alive.”

I took her hand. Pressed it to my chest, where my heart was pounding.

“This is what you do to me, Amara. Feel it.”

She felt. Her eyes widened.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered. “We should wait for tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow.”

She pulled her hand away reluctantly. “The council has specified the ritual. There will be witnesses. Elders who must confirm the claiming.”

“Will that bother you?”

“No.” She met my eyes. “I want them to see. I want everyone to know that after eight years of emptiness, I chose hope. I chose life.”

She touched my face, her palm warm against my cheek.

“I chose you.”

She left me standing in the fading light, my heart racing, my body aching with need.

Tomorrow night would test us both.

But tonight, as I lay on my sleeping mat, I thought about Sela’s eyes across the steam. The way she’d touched herself while I watched. The invitation in her gaze.

The testing with Amara was sanctioned. Expected. Welcomed.

But whatever was building with Sela was something else. Something private. Something that would need its own reckoning.

I stared at the ceiling until sleep finally claimed me.

In my dreams, I watched Sela watch me, and neither of us looked away.


Chapter 8: The Wrestling Match

The evening before the testing, the village gathered for entertainment.

Wrestling matches by firelight were tribal tradition, Amara explained as we walked toward the central clearing. Disputes settled. Bonds formed. Skills demonstrated. Anyone could challenge anyone else, and the village would watch and judge.

“It is how we choose leaders sometimes,” she said. “How we decide matters of honor. How warriors prove their worth.”

A ring had been drawn in the packed earth, illuminated by torches on wooden stakes. Villagers sat in concentric circles around the edge, talking and laughing, passing food and drink.

I took a position near the back, watching the first few matches with professional interest.

The style was grappling-focused. Throws, holds, submissions. No strikes. The goal was to pin your opponent’s shoulders to the ground or force a verbal surrender. Simple rules, ancient traditions.

The combatants were skilled. Farmers who’d trained since childhood. Warriors who’d honed their techniques in dozens of matches. Even the women fought with impressive technique, their athletic bodies twisting and straining in the firelight.

I was mentally cataloging their methods when a shadow fell across me.

Kaya stood there, firelight dancing on her scarred face. She wore only a loincloth and her chest binding, her athletic body on full display.

“You. Me. Now.”

Not a request.

The clearing fell silent as she walked toward the ring. I followed, feeling dozens of eyes tracking my movement.

“The war-chief challenges the sky-man,” someone announced. Murmurs rippled through the crowd.

Amara caught my eye from across the clearing. Her expression was complex: worry, anticipation, an emotion I couldn’t name.

Naia was watching too, lounging on a raised platform that displayed her massive ass to best advantage. Her calculating eyes tracked every movement.

And Sela, half-hidden at the edge of the crowd, her wide eyes fixed on me with the same intensity I’d seen at the bathing pool.

Kaya stripped off her chest binding with casual efficiency. Her small breasts sat high and firm on her muscular chest, dark nipples hardening in the cool evening air. She wasn’t trying to be seductive. She was eliminating anything an opponent could grab.

I pulled off my wrap, leaving only my shorts. The village women leaned forward with interest. I pretended not to notice.

We circled each other in the ring. Kaya moved like a predator, weight balanced, hands ready. Every step was controlled, economical. No wasted motion.

“Why challenge me?” I asked, keeping my voice low.

“I need to know what you are.” Her eyes were fierce in the torchlight. “Words and plans are easy. Combat reveals truth.”

Fair enough.

She struck first.

Fast. Faster than I expected. She shot low, going for my legs, trying to take me down with a classic double-leg takedown.

I sprawled, dropping my hips, but she was already adapting. Her arms wrapped around my waist and she drove forward with her legs, using her momentum to push me off balance.

I went down. She ended up on top, scrambling for position.

The village crowd roared approval. Their war-chief had taken the first exchange.

But I’d done this before. Combatives training in the Army. Grappling sessions with Special Forces operators who could fold you like origami. I knew what came next.

When Kaya tried to move to mount position, I trapped her leg and bridged, rolling us over. She ended up on her back with me in her guard.

Her thighs wrapped around my waist immediately, locking her ankles behind my back. Tribal technique, but effective. She used her legs to control my posture while her hands shot for my wrists, trying to set up an arm lock.

I postured up hard, breaking her grip. Slid one hand under her thigh and stacked her, using my weight to compress her.

She grunted, struggled, twisted like an eel. Her athletic body writhed against me, slick with sweat, all muscle and determination.

I felt her small breasts pressing against my chest. Felt her heart pounding through her ribcage. Felt the heat radiating from her skin.

Focus. This is combat, not foreplay.

She managed to get her hips free, shrimped out, came up to her knees. We reset, both breathing harder now.

“You’ve fought before,” she said. Not a question.

“Many times.”

“Show me.”

We engaged again. This time I attacked first, shooting for her hips. She sprawled and spun, taking my back, sinking hooks in.

I felt her small breasts pressed against my shoulder blades. Her thighs wrapped around my waist from behind. Her arms snaked around my neck, looking for the choke.

I grabbed her wrist before she could lock it in. Tucked my chin. Started working to escape.

She was strong. Stronger than she looked. Her warrior’s body had been built by years of training and combat. She squeezed with her thighs, trying to break my posture while her arms worked toward the submission.

I stood up, taking her with me. She clung to my back like a spider, refusing to give up her position. The crowd gasped.

Then I dropped backward, driving my weight into her.

The impact knocked the air from her lungs. Her grip loosened. I rolled, scrambling to face her, and we ended up in a tangle of limbs.

She tried to push me away, create space. I crowded her, smothering her attempts to recover. We rolled again, fighting for every inch.

And then I saw my opening.

She overextended, reaching for a grip that wasn’t there. I trapped her arm, locked my legs around her hip, and drove her onto her back.

Full mount. My hips between her thighs. My hands pinning her wrists above her head.

Both of us froze.

Her chest heaved beneath me, small firm breasts rising and falling with rapid breaths. Her nipples were hard points pressing against my chest through her thin binding. Her eyes were wide, pupils dilated. Sweat glistened on her scarred face, ran down her warrior’s body in rivulets that traced the lines of her muscle.

She could feel me. I knew she could. The fight had gotten my blood up in more ways than one. My cock was rock hard, straining against my shorts, pressing directly against the heat between her thighs. Only thin fabric separated us.

Her eyes flickered down to where our bodies met, then up to meet mine. Something changed in her expression. Not fear. Recognition.

For a long moment, neither of us moved.

The crowd had gone silent. Everyone could see what was happening. The war-chief, pinned beneath the sky-man, his obvious erection pressed against her pussy through their minimal clothing.

Her hips shifted. Just slightly. Just enough.

She was grinding against me.

Not fighting. Not trying to escape. Pressing her pussy up into my hardness with a movement that was unmistakably deliberate. I felt the heat of her through the fabric, felt the way her thighs tightened around my hips.

I pressed back instinctively, my cock grinding against her. She gasped, her eyes going wide.

Her eyes blazed with something that wasn’t fury. Her nipples were diamond-hard against my chest. Her breath came in short, sharp gasps that made her athletic body tremble beneath me.

I could feel wetness. Even through two layers of fabric, I could feel the dampness spreading where her pussy pressed against my cock. The war-chief was soaking wet.

Her hips rolled again, a small desperate movement that dragged her clit along the length of my shaft. A tiny moan escaped her lips before she could stop it.

Then her expression changed. The heat in her eyes shifted to fear. Or perhaps recognition of what she was doing, what her body was betraying.

“Get off me,” she hissed. But her hips pressed up one more time before she said it, grinding her wet pussy against my cock in a way that made both of us shudder.

I released her wrists and rose. Offered her my hand.

She slapped it away and scrambled to her feet. Her face was flushed, her jaw tight. She wouldn’t meet my eyes.

“Good match,” I said quietly.

She grabbed her chest binding and stormed out of the clearing without responding. The crowd parted for her, murmuring among themselves.

I stood in the ring, trying to control my breathing, trying to will away my obvious arousal.

The match was officially a draw. Neither of us had achieved a pin or a submission. But everyone had seen what happened. Everyone knew what that moment meant.

Amara appeared at my elbow. Her massive breasts brushed against my arm as she steadied me.

“Well,” she said, a knowing smile playing on her lips. “That was interesting.”

“She challenged me.”

“She did. And you showed her something she wasn’t expecting.”

“Which was?”

Amara’s smile widened. “A man who wouldn’t yield. Who held her down and let her feel what that was like.” She glanced toward the darkness where Kaya had disappeared. “She has never found that before. Every man in this village treats her like the war-chief first and a woman second. You treated her like…”

“Like what?”

“Like someone who might want to be held down. Just once. By someone strong enough to do it.”

I thought about the way Kaya’s hips had moved. The heat in her eyes before the fear took over.

“She’s not ready for that.”

“No. Not yet.” Amara’s hand found mine, squeezed gently. “But you planted a seed tonight. Whether it grows is up to her.”

We walked back through the village together. People watched us pass, their expressions ranging from curiosity to respect to something more speculative.

“Tomorrow night,” Amara said quietly. “Everything changes.”

“I know.”

“Are you nervous?”

“A little. Are you?”

She laughed softly. “I am terrified. And excited. And hopeful in ways I thought were lost to me.”

We stopped outside her hut. The moon was rising over the caldera walls, silver light spilling across the village.

“Get some sleep,” she said. “Tomorrow will be a long day. And a longer night.”

“Amara.”

She looked up at me, her brown eyes soft in the moonlight.

“Thank you. For believing in me when no one else did.”

“I saw something in you from the beginning.” She touched my face, her palm warm against my cheek. “Something worth saving. Worth nurturing. Worth giving myself to.”

She kissed my cheek, soft and lingering. Her massive breasts pressed against my chest for just a moment.

“Sleep well, Daniel. Dream of what tomorrow will bring.”

She disappeared into her hut. I stood in the moonlight, my body still thrumming with adrenaline and desire.

Tomorrow. The claiming. The beginning of something that would change both our lives.

But tonight, I couldn’t stop thinking about Kaya.

The way she’d challenged me with her eyes. The way her athletic body had pressed against mine. The way her hips had moved, grinding against my hardness before she’d caught herself.

She wanted something. Something she was afraid to admit. Something that went against everything she’d built herself to be.

And I had given her a taste of it.

I walked to my hut, passing the edge of the clearing where Sela stood half-hidden in shadow. She watched me with those wide innocent eyes, and I remembered how she’d touched herself at the bathing pool.

Two women. Two different kinds of hunger. And Amara, waiting for tomorrow night with eight years of loneliness ready to break.

I lay on my sleeping mat and stared at the ceiling.

The morning would bring what it would bring.

I let sleep take me, and dreamed of firelight and sweat and the feeling of a warrior’s body pinned beneath mine.

When I woke, the sun was rising, and the village was already stirring.

The day of the testing had arrived.


Chapter 9: The Medical Crisis

Screaming woke me before dawn.

I was on my feet before I fully understood what was happening, machete in hand, adrenaline flooding my system. The sound came from across the village: a high, keening wail that cut through the pre-dawn silence like a blade.

Not attack. Not raiders. Something else.

I pushed through my hut’s entrance and ran toward the sound.

The village was stirring around me, people emerging from their homes with confused, worried expressions. The screaming continued, punctuated now by sobbing. A mother’s voice, I realized. The particular quality of terror that only came from a parent watching their child suffer.

Amara’s hut was lit from within when I passed it. She was already moving, grabbing supplies, her heavy breasts bouncing beneath a hastily donned wrap as she rushed toward the same destination I was heading.

We arrived together.

The hut belonged to one of the farmers from my irrigation crew. Inside, a small girl lay on a sleeping mat, her body arched with fever, small limbs thrashing against invisible restraints. She couldn’t have been more than six years old. Her mother knelt beside her, hands fluttering helplessly, tears streaming down her face.

The smell hit me immediately. Infection. The particular sweet-rot stench that meant tissue was dying.

I dropped to my knees beside the child. “Light. I need more light.”

Amara translated rapidly. Someone brought torches. The flickering illumination revealed what I’d feared.

Her left leg was wrapped in crude bandages, already soaked through with something yellowish-green. I cut them away with my knife, ignoring the mother’s gasp.

The wound beneath was a nightmare.

A deep gash, probably from a farming tool or a sharp stone, had gone septic. The edges were black with necrosis. Angry red lines tracked up her thigh toward her groin, toward her heart. The classic sign of blood poisoning spreading through her lymphatic system.

I’d seen this before. In Afghanistan, when rural children got injured and local healers couldn’t stop the infection. The prognosis was always the same.

Without intervention, she would be dead by sunset.

“How long?” I asked Amara. “When did this start?”

She conferred with the mother. “Three days ago. A cut from a digging tool. The healers treated it with poultices, but the fever came yesterday. It grows worse.”

Three days. The infection had a head start. But it wasn’t impossible. Not yet.

“I need boiled water,” I said. “Lots of it. Clean cloth for bandages. A copper knife, the sharpest you have, heated in the fire until it glows. And someone needs to hold her down.”

Amara stared at me. “What are you going to do?”

“The infected tissue has to come out. All of it. If we don’t cut it away, the infection will reach her heart and she’ll die.”

The mother understood enough. She let out a wail of fresh anguish, clutching her daughter’s hand.

“There’s no other way?” Amara asked.

“None that will work in time.”

She translated to the mother. The woman’s face crumpled, but she nodded. Whatever it took to save her child.

People moved. Water was set to boil. A copper knife appeared, its edge wickedly sharp. I examined it critically, then thrust it into the nearest cooking fire, letting the flames sterilize the blade.

“I need your help,” I told Amara. “You’ll have to translate my instructions. And you’ll have to assist.”

“I have never done something like this.”

“Neither have I. Not on a child this young.” I met her eyes. “But I’ve done it on soldiers. On men who would have died without intervention. The principles are the same.”

She nodded, squaring her shoulders. Her healer’s training was taking over, pushing past the fear.

I stripped off my wrap and knelt beside the child in just my shorts. This was going to be bloody work. The girl’s fever-bright eyes found mine, glazed with pain and confusion.

“It’s going to hurt,” I told her, knowing she couldn’t understand the words. “But you’re going to live. I promise.”

Amara translated. The girl whimpered.

“Hold her legs,” I said to two of the women who’d gathered. “Don’t let her move. And someone hold her shoulders. This has to be precise.”

They positioned themselves. The mother took her daughter’s hand, tears still flowing, but her jaw set with determination.

The copper knife came out of the fire, its edge glowing dull red. I let it cool slightly, not wanting to cauterize when I needed to cut clean.

“Ready?”

Amara positioned herself beside me, a bowl of boiled water and clean cloths within reach. Her massive breasts brushed my arm as she leaned in, but neither of us acknowledged it. This wasn’t the time.

“Ready,” she said.

I made the first incision.

The child screamed. The sound tore through me, but I kept my hands steady. This wasn’t the first time I’d cut into a patient who couldn’t be properly anesthetized. It wasn’t the first time I’d had to block out the sounds of suffering to focus on the work.

Military field medicine had prepared me for this. Bloody, brutal, necessary work.

I cut away the blackened tissue in careful strips, exposing healthy pink flesh beneath. The smell was worse up close, but I breathed through my mouth and kept working. Amara dabbed away blood as I cut, keeping my field of vision clear.

“You’re doing well,” I told the child. Pointless words she couldn’t understand, but the tone mattered. “You’re so brave. Almost done.”

The mother stroked her daughter’s hair, murmuring in their language. The girl’s screams had faded to whimpers, her small body trembling with shock and exhaustion.

I found the last of the necrotic tissue and cut it away. The wound was ugly now, a raw crater in her leg, but the edges were clean. Healthy tissue. No more black, no more green.

“Water,” I said.

Amara handed me the bowl. I irrigated the wound carefully, washing away debris and infection. The girl flinched but didn’t scream.

From my salvaged medical kit, I produced the last of my antibiotic ointment. Not much. Enough for maybe two applications. I’d been saving it for emergencies.

This qualified.

I packed the wound with ointment, then covered it with clean bandages. The dressing was crude by modern standards, but it would do.

“Keep her still,” I told Amara. “Change the bandages twice a day. Boil the cloth first, every time. If the fever doesn’t break by tomorrow, we’ll need to irrigate again.”

She translated to the mother, who nodded frantically, clutching my hands and pressing them to her forehead.

“Thank you,” she said in broken attempts at English. “Thank you. Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. We need to see if it worked.”

But I knew it had. The red lines had stopped spreading. The wound was clean. Barring complications, the child would live.

I stepped outside the hut, suddenly aware of how exhausted I was. Dawn had arrived while I worked, painting the village in soft gold. A crowd had gathered, watching through the doorway.

Kaya was among them. Her expression was unreadable, but she hadn’t looked away during the procedure. She’d watched me cut into a child to save her life.

“You have done this before,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“A place called Afghanistan. A war on the other side of the world.”

She considered this. “You were a healer and a warrior both.”

“I was whatever my people needed me to be.”

Her fierce eyes softened, just for a moment. Not respect, exactly. Something deeper. Recognition of a kindred spirit.

She nodded once and walked away.

I watched her go, watched her athletic body glide with coiled tension, watched the set of her shoulders that never fully relaxed. The wrestling match had changed something between us. This had changed it further.

Amara emerged from the hut. Her wrap was stained with blood, her face drawn with exhaustion. But her eyes were bright.

“You saved her.”

“We saved her. I couldn’t have done it without your help.”

She shook her head. “I held cloths and translated. You did the work.”

“The work means nothing if she dies of infection in three days because no one changes her bandages properly. You’ll make sure that doesn’t happen.”

She smiled at that. “I will.”

The crowd was dispersing now, returning to their morning routines. But they looked at me differently as they passed. No longer the sky-man, the outsider, the potential threat.

Something else. Something I hadn’t earned before.

Amara lingered beside me as the last of the villagers drifted away. When we were alone, she turned to face me fully. Her eyes glistened with unshed tears.

“That child,” she said quietly. “She is the same age my daughter would have been. If she had lived.”

The words hit me anew. I’d known Amara lost her husband to Raku’s raiders eight years ago. I’d known she’d lost a daughter to fever. But knowing facts and seeing the raw grief in her eyes were different things entirely.

“I’m sorry.”

“A fever took her. She was only three summers old.” Amara’s voice was steady, but I could see what it cost her to speak these words. “I am a healer. I save others. I could not save my own child.”

She reached up and touched my face. Her palm was warm against my cheek, her fingers gentle as they traced along my jaw. The first truly intimate gesture between us. Not the accidental brush of bodies, not the professional touch of healer to patient. This was something else entirely.

“Don’t be sorry,” she said. Her hand lingered on my cheek, and I found myself leaning into her touch. “Be here.” Her eyes held mine, wet with tears she refused to shed. “Be here and help us live.”

I covered her hand with my own. “I’m here.”

She held my gaze for a long moment. Then she nodded, wiping her eyes with her free hand.

“The testing. Tonight. The council wanted to know if you still wished to proceed.”

I looked down at my hands. Still red with a child’s blood. I should have been exhausted, wrung out, uninterested in anything but sleep.

Instead, I felt more alive than I had since the crash.

“Yes. Tonight.”

Her smile widened. “I was hoping you would say that.”

She returned to the sick child’s hut to give further instructions to the mother. I walked back through the village toward the stream where I could wash.

The morning sun was warm on my skin. Around me, the Vanu went about their daily lives: cooking, farming, tending animals, caring for children. A society that had survived for generations in this hidden valley, threatened by raiders and demographic collapse but still fighting to continue.

I’d just saved one of their children. Tomorrow, I might help save the tribe.

At the stream, I knelt and scrubbed the blood from my hands. The water ran red, then pink, then clear.

A presence behind me. I didn’t turn, but I knew who it was.

“You watched the whole thing,” I said.

Sela stepped closer. Her bare feet made almost no sound on the packed earth.

“I wanted to see what you would do.”

“And what did you see?”

“A man who fights death. Who will not let it take what he has decided to protect.”

I turned to look at her. She stood at the edge of the trees, half in shadow as always. Her long dark hair fell around her face like a curtain, but she wasn’t hiding behind it this time. Her dark eyes held mine with unusual directness.

“Amara says you saved her life. The child.”

“The child isn’t safe yet. Infection can return.”

“But you gave her a chance. When no one else could.”

I stood, water dripping from my hands. “I did what I know how to do.”

Sela stepped closer. Close enough that I could see the pulse in her throat, the slight flush on her cheeks.

“Tonight,” she said quietly. “The testing with Amara.”

“Yes.”

“I will be there. Watching.”

The way she said it made my pulse quicken. Not threatening. Not demanding. Simply stating a fact. She would watch. She wanted to watch.

“The ceremony is private,” I said. “Elders only.”

“I know places to watch that elders do not see.” Her lips curved slightly. “I have been watching from shadows my whole life.”

“Sela…”

“I will not interfere. I will not tell anyone.” She took another step closer, and now I could smell her: clean water, herbs, the subtle sweetness of youth. “But I want to see. I need to see.”

Her wrap had slipped off one shoulder. I could see the swell of her small breast, the edge of that unusually pink nipple that she was so self-conscious about.

She wasn’t self-conscious now. She wanted me to see.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I have never…” She paused, searching for words. “I have imagined what it is like. Between a man and a woman. I have touched myself thinking about it, dreaming about it. But I have never seen.”

Her honesty was disarming. This shy girl who hid behind her hair and fled from direct conversation was standing here telling me she wanted to watch me have sex with another woman.

“And if I said no?”

“Then I would not watch.” She met my eyes. “But you will not say no. I saw your face at the bathing pool. I know you like being watched.”

She wasn’t wrong.

“The testing is important,” I said carefully. “For Amara. For the tribe. For me.”

“I know. That is why I want to see it.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I want to see you claim her. I want to see what it looks like when a man gives a woman what she needs.”

Her breath was coming faster now. The flush had spread down her neck.

“And after?”

“After, I will go back to my hut. And I will touch myself. And I will imagine that it was me you were claiming instead.”

She held my gaze for one more heartbeat. Then she turned and disappeared into the trees, leaving me standing by the stream with my heart pounding and my cock stirring despite everything.

Sela. Innocent, curious Sela. Not so innocent after all.

From the distance, drums echoed. Closer than before. The Koru were massing. The attack would come soon.

But tonight, before the blood and violence, there would be something else.

Tonight, I would claim Amara in front of the elders.

And Sela would be watching from the shadows, touching herself to the sight of it.

I walked back toward the village, my body humming with anticipation and need.


Chapter 10: Defense Planning

The child’s fever broke by midday.

I checked on her myself, kneeling beside the sleeping mat while Amara translated my questions to the mother. The girl was pale, exhausted, but her skin was cool to the touch and the red lines on her thigh had faded.

“She’s going to live,” I said. “Keep changing the bandages. Keep everything clean. She’ll need to stay off that leg for at least a week.”

The mother clutched my hands again, tears of relief streaming down her face. She pressed her forehead to my knuckles and spoke rapid words I didn’t understand.

“She says you are a gift from the spirits,” Amara translated. “She says her daughter will grow up knowing she owes her life to the sky-man.”

“Tell her to raise the child well. That’s all the thanks I need.”

We left the hut together, stepping into the bright afternoon sun. The village bustled around us, but people paused in their work to nod at me as I passed. Word had spread. The outsider who fixed the water had now saved a child’s life.

I was no longer a stranger here. I was becoming something else.

“The council has called a war meeting,” Amara said. “They want you to attend.”

“Me? I’m not on the council.”

“No. But Kaya spoke for you. She said your knowledge of warfare could help us prepare for the Koru.”

I absorbed that. The war-chief who’d wanted me dead a week ago was now advocating for my inclusion in defense planning. The wrestling match and the surgery had shifted something fundamental in how she saw me.

“When?”

“Now. They’re waiting.”

The war council was held in a smaller chamber adjacent to the main council hall. The space was intimate, designed for serious discussion rather than ceremony. Low platforms lined the walls, occupied by Kaya, several of her senior warriors, and three of the elder women.

No Naia this time. This wasn’t politics. This was survival.

Kaya stood as I entered. She’d changed into her full warrior’s garb: loincloth, chest binding, copper bands on her biceps. Her spear leaned against the wall within easy reach.

“The sky-man,” she announced to the room. “Daniel. He has proven his value to the tribe. The elders have agreed to hear his counsel on defense.”

I nodded acknowledgment and took a position near the center of the room. All eyes were on me.

“Tell us what you know,” Kaya said.

I’d been preparing for this conversation since my first walk around the village perimeter. The tactical assessment had been running in the background of my mind for days, refined by observation and discussion.

“Your defenses are designed for animals and individual raiders,” I said. “The palisade keeps out pigs and opportunistic thieves. But it won’t stop a coordinated assault by sixty warriors.”

Murmurs rippled through the room. Amara translated for those who couldn’t follow my words.

“Show us,” Kaya said.

I knelt and began drawing in the hard-packed earth with my finger. A rough map of the village, the approaches, the defensive positions.

“The southern approach is your biggest vulnerability. The jungle provides cover almost to your walls. An attacking force could get within twenty meters before you see them.”

I traced the route with my finger. “Raku is smart. He’ll send a diversionary force here, to the east, drawing your attention. Then his main assault will come through the south, where your palisade is weakest.”

“How do you know this?” one of the elders asked through Amara.

“Because it’s what I would do. The eastern gap is obvious, almost too obvious. It looks like a weakness, but any commander worth his salt knows that obvious weaknesses are often traps. The south, though, looks defended. Looks strong. That’s where the real vulnerability is.”

Kaya studied my crude map with intense focus. “Go on.”

“We can’t defend everywhere. We don’t have the numbers. So we pick our ground and make them pay for every meter.”

I drew concentric rings around the southern approach. “Sharpened stakes, buried at angles that will impale anyone charging through. Hidden trip lines to slow the advance. A secondary position here, behind the main palisade, where archers can rain death on anyone who breaks through the first line.”

“And the eastern gap?”

“We let them think it’s weak. Post minimal defenders there, visible from the jungle. When the diversionary force attacks, we retreat slowly, drawing them in. Then we collapse on them from three sides.”

I drew the ambush positions. “The goal isn’t to kill every attacker. It’s to make the attack so costly that Raku pulls back. Tribal warfare isn’t like the wars I fought. It’s about acceptable losses. If we cost him a quarter of his force in the first assault, he’ll retreat and reconsider.”

Silence fell over the chamber.

Then Kaya spoke. “This is not how we have fought before.”

“And how you’ve fought before hasn’t worked. How many warriors have you lost to Koru raids in the last decade?”

Her face hardened. “Too many.”

“Then maybe it’s time to try something different.”

She studied the map for a long moment. I could see her running the scenarios in her head, testing my tactics against her experience.

“It could work,” she finally said. “If we have time to prepare.”

“How long until they attack?”

One of the scouts answered. Amara translated: “Our watchers report the Koru war parties are gathering on the eastern ridge. They could attack tomorrow. Or in three days. Raku is patient when it serves him.”

“Then we start now. Today. Every hour we have is an hour we use.”

Kaya looked at the elders. Some silent communication passed between them.

“The council approves,” the eldest said through Amara. “You will work with our war-chief to implement these defenses. All resources you need will be provided.”

I nodded. “Then let’s get started.”

The next six hours were controlled chaos.

I divided the work crews by task. One group dug stake pits along the southern approach, their copper-tipped digging tools biting into volcanic soil. Another gathered materials for trip lines: vines, shells that would clatter when disturbed, anything that would provide early warning.

A third group worked on the secondary defensive wall I’d designed. Stone foundations, wooden stakes, elevated platforms for archers. It wouldn’t be pretty, but it would be functional.

Kaya worked alongside me, her athletic body glistening with sweat as she hauled stones and drove stakes. She moved with efficient grace, every motion purposeful. When we bent over my crude map together, she stood closer than necessary, her arm brushing mine as she pointed at the eastern gap. She did not move away.

“You’ve done this before,” she said during a brief rest. “Built defenses under pressure.”

“In places you’ve never heard of. Against enemies who had better weapons than we had time.”

“Did you win?”

“Sometimes. Not always.” I wiped sweat from my forehead. “The trick is to make the cost of attacking higher than the value of victory. Make the enemy calculate that winning isn’t worth the price.”

She considered this. “Raku does not calculate like other men. He is driven by obsession.”

“You mean his obsession with you.”

Her expression flickered. “Yes.”

“Then we use that. Obsession makes people stupid. He’ll take risks to get to you that a rational commander wouldn’t. We position you as bait, draw him in, and make him pay for his weakness.”

“You want to use me as bait.”

“I want to use his obsession against him. There’s a difference.”

She studied me with those intense dark eyes. “You are a strange man, Daniel. You think like a warrior, but you speak like a schemer.”

“I think like someone who wants to keep the people around him alive.”

“Including yourself?”

“Including all of us.”

She held my gaze for a long moment. Then she nodded and returned to work.

We labored until sunset, and then continued by torchlight. The stakes went in. The trip lines were strung. The secondary wall took shape, rough but solid.

By the time full darkness fell, we’d transformed the southern approach from an open invitation into a death trap.

“It’s not finished,” I said, surveying our work. “Another day would make it stronger. But it’s better than nothing.”

“It is better than anything we have had before.” Kaya stood beside me, her small breasts rising and falling with exhausted breath. “You have given us a chance.”

“We’ve given ourselves a chance. Everyone worked together.”

She turned to face me. In the torchlight, her scars looked deeper, her features sharper. The fierce war-chief in all her dangerous beauty.

“You fight well,” she said. “Not just with weapons. With your mind.”

“I do what needs to be done.”

She was quiet for a moment. Her eyes held mine, searching for something.

“At the wrestling match,” she said quietly. “When you pinned me. I felt…”

She stopped. Her jaw worked, struggling with words that didn’t want to come.

“What did you feel?”

“I do not know. Something I have not felt in a long time.” Her voice dropped. “Something that frightens me.”

I stepped closer. Not threatening. Just present.

“There’s nothing wrong with feeling, Kaya.”

“There is when you are war-chief. When feeling can get people killed.”

“And when you’re not being war-chief? When you’re just a woman?”

Her breath caught. “I do not know how to be just a woman anymore. Tano was the last man who saw me that way. And Tano is dead.”

“I’m not Tano.”

“No.” Her eyes dropped to my chest, my arms, before rising to meet mine again. “You are not.”

We stood inches apart. I could smell her: sweat and copper and something primal beneath it all. Her athletic body was taut with tension, coiled like a spring.

I wanted to touch her. Wanted to pull her close and show her what she was missing. But the timing was wrong. War was coming.

“The defenses need to hold,” I said.

“Yes.” She seemed to come back to herself, the vulnerability shuttering behind her war-chief’s mask. “And they will. Because of what you built today.”

She stepped back, creating distance. Her eyes lingered on mine for a moment longer.

“You are not what I expected, Daniel. When I first saw you in the jungle, I thought you were just another sky-man. Weak. Soft. A threat to be eliminated.”

“And now?”

“Now I think you might be exactly what this tribe needs.”

She nodded once and walked away, her tight warrior’s ass flexing with each step, her narrow hips moving with a warrior’s economy.

My body hummed with unfulfilled tension as she disappeared into the torchlight.

Amara appeared at my side. Her enormous breasts shifted with each step, barely contained by her thin wrap. Her brown eyes were warm but worried.

“The council will meet again at dawn,” she said. “To assess the defenses and prepare for the attack.”

“Good. We’ll need every hour we can get.”

She touched my arm, her fingers warm against my skin. “The testing. It will have to wait.”

I looked at her. “Because of the Koru?”

“The elders have decided. A claiming ceremony requires peace and focus. We cannot have that with war on the horizon.” Her voice carried disappointment, but also understanding. “After the attack. After we survive. Then we will have our ceremony.”

“I’m sorry, Amara.”

“Do not be sorry.” She squeezed my arm. “Survive tomorrow. Protect this tribe. That is more important than my needs.”

“Your needs matter too.”

Her eyes glistened in the torchlight. “I have waited eight years. I can wait a little longer.”

She leaned up and kissed my cheek, her massive breasts pressing briefly against my chest.

“Rest tonight. Tomorrow you fight.”

She walked back toward her hut, her heavy breasts swaying gently until the darkness claimed her.

A scout burst from the jungle, sprinting toward the village center. His face was pale with urgency.

Kaya intercepted him before he reached the council chamber. They spoke in rapid phrases, too fast for me to follow.

But I understood enough.

Kaya turned and met my eyes across the torchlit clearing. Her expression was grim.

“The Koru are massing,” she called out. “Fifty warriors. Maybe more. They will attack at dawn.”

The village erupted into controlled chaos. Warriors gathered their weapons. Elders issued commands. Women hurried children toward the center of the village, away from the perimeter.

I grabbed my machete and jogged to join Kaya at the southern approach.

“Are we ready?” she asked.

I looked at the stakes, the trip lines, the secondary wall we’d built. It wasn’t perfect. Given another day, I could have made it better.

But it was what we had.

“We’re ready.”

She nodded once. “Then we wait.”

We stood together in the darkness, watching the jungle, listening to the drums that echoed from the eastern ridge.

The Koru were coming. And we would be ready.


Chapter 11: The Raid

They came with the dawn.

Mist rose from the lake, shrouding the village in gray cotton. The jungle was silent, the birds and insects fallen quiet in the way they do when predators move through their territory.

I’d been awake for hours, positioned at the secondary wall with Kaya and a dozen of her best warriors. Sleep had been impossible. The adrenaline was already flowing, that familiar pre-combat buzz that sharpened my senses and focused my mind.

“Movement,” one of the scouts whispered, pointing toward the eastern tree line.

I saw them. Shadows detaching from shadows. The first wave of Koru warriors emerging from the jungle like ghosts.

They moved in a loose formation, painted for war, carrying clubs and stone axes. Twenty warriors, maybe more. They advanced toward the eastern gap, exactly as I’d predicted.

“Diversionary force,” I said quietly to Kaya. “The main assault will come from the south.”

She nodded, her expression set. “Wait for my signal.”

The eastern defenders, six women with bows and spears, held their positions. They were bait, visible enough to draw the Koru in, few enough to look like a weakness worth exploiting.

The first Koru warrior reached the palisade gap and screamed a war cry. The others surged forward.

Arrows flew. Two Koru dropped. The rest pushed through, howling for blood.

“Now,” Kaya said.

The ambush sprung. Hidden warriors emerged from concealed positions on three sides, trapping the Koru attackers in a killing ground. Arrows and spears rained down. The screams changed from triumph to agony.

But we couldn’t watch. The southern approach was our responsibility.

I heard them before I saw them. Feet pounding through the jungle. War cries building like a wave. The main assault was coming.

They burst from the tree line in a ragged charge, thirty warriors strong. At their head, larger than the others, his body covered in ritual scars, his teeth filed to points that caught the rising sun. A necklace of finger bones rattled against his massive chest, and two fingers were missing from his left hand: Raku.

Movement caught my eye near the healing hut.

Amara stood in the doorway, preparing bandages for the wounded who would soon fill her space. She had looked up at the war cries, perhaps to assess the threat.

And she saw him.

Her hands went still. The bandages slipped from her fingers. Even from this distance, I could see the color drain from her face.

Eight years. Eight years since that monster had killed her husband. Eight years since she had last seen him, leading a raid that had destroyed her world.

Her body went rigid, caught between the urge to flee and something older, something that looked like cold fury. Her lips moved, perhaps his name, perhaps a curse.

Then she forced herself back to motion, retrieving the dropped bandages with shaking hands. She had work to do. People would need her skills before this was over.

But I had seen that moment: the raw recognition, the grief and rage compressed into a single frozen breath. Raku wasn’t just a threat to the tribe. He was the man who had torn her life apart.

He saw the stake pits a moment too late.

The first wave of attackers hit the concealed defenses at full speed. Sharpened stakes erupted through feet and legs. Men screamed and fell, impaled on traps they never saw coming. The charge broke apart as warriors stumbled over their wounded companions.

“Archers,” Kaya commanded.

Our elevated positions opened up. Arrows and thrown spears tore into the milling enemy. Three more Koru fell. Then five. The approach that should have delivered them to our walls in seconds had become a slaughter.

But Raku was smart.

He rallied his warriors, pulled them back from the stake field. Reorganized. Pointed toward a gap in our defenses that I hadn’t had time to fortify.

The eastern flank of the secondary wall.

“He’s adapting,” I said.

“He always does.” Kaya’s voice was ice. “That is what makes him dangerous.”

Raku led the second charge himself. His massive body smashed through the undergrowth, leaping over obstacles, his war club swinging. Two of our defenders fell before they could draw their weapons.

“Hold the line,” Kaya shouted. “Don’t let them breach the wall.”

I grabbed my machete and ran to intercept.

The fighting at the wall was chaos. Koru warriors scrambled over the rough stone, grappling with our defenders. The elevated position helped, but we were outnumbered. For every attacker we cut down, two more appeared.

I drove my machete into the first Koru who crested the wall near me. The blade sank into his shoulder, and I used his falling weight to pull it free. Another warrior swung a club at my head; I ducked and opened his belly with a backhand slash.

Blood sprayed. Hot and copper-scented. The man fell, clutching his entrails.

This wasn’t elegant. It was brutal, efficient murder.

I’d done it before. In mud-walled compounds in Kandahar. In dusty streets in Fallujah. The technique was the same: keep moving, stay low, let the enemy come to you and make them pay for every inch.

A scream from behind me. High-pitched. Familiar.

I spun and saw Sela.

She’d been assigned to the healing area, behind the lines, treating the wounded. But the fighting had shifted, the battle flowing around fixed positions like water around rocks. Now a Koru raider was dragging her toward the jungle by her hair.

She thrashed and kicked, her small body helpless against his strength. Her wrap had torn, leaving her almost naked. Those pink nipples that she was so self-conscious about were exposed, her small breasts heaving with terror.

The warrior saw me notice. He grinned with filed teeth and pulled Sela closer to his body.

“Pretty one,” he said in heavily accented common trade language. “Koru women now.”

The Koru didn’t just raid for resources. They raided for women. Any fertile female was a prize in a world where gender imbalance affected every tribe.

Sela’s wide eyes found mine. Terror. Pleading. Hope.

I moved.

The Koru warrior was bigger than me. Stronger. He had his club raised, ready to crack my skull if I got close.

I didn’t try to get close. I threw my machete.

Not an elegant throw. Not a trained technique. Just desperation and muscle memory and hundreds of hours on firing ranges where you learn to put metal on target under pressure.

The blade tumbled end over end and buried itself in his chest.

He staggered. Released Sela. Looked down at the handle protruding from his sternum with confused surprise.

I was on him before he fell. Ripped the machete free and opened his throat with the same motion. Blood fountained. He collapsed, twitching.

Sela crawled toward me, sobbing. I grabbed her arm and hauled her to her feet.

“Go. The healing area. Stay behind the walls.”

“Daniel, I was so scared, I thought…”

“Later. Go. Now.”

She ran. I watched her small form disappear behind the secondary wall before turning back to the fight.

The battle had shifted again. Our ambush on the eastern approach had succeeded: the diversionary force was broken, the survivors fleeing into the jungle. But Raku had used the time to regroup his main assault.

They were inside the outer perimeter now. Fighting in the village proper.

I ran toward the heaviest sounds of combat.

And found Kaya facing Raku.

They circled each other in the open ground near the council chamber. Around them, the battle continued: warriors clashing, screaming, dying. But for these two, the world had narrowed to just the two of them.

Raku was massive up close. Easily six foot three, heavily muscled, his body a canvas of ritual scars. Each scar was a kill, Kaya had told me. He had dozens.

His war club dripped blood. His filed teeth were bared in a predator’s grin.

“Finally,” he growled. “Eight years I have dreamed of this, little warrior. Every scar on my body counted, waiting for the day you would kneel before me as my war-wife.”

Kaya didn’t answer. Her spear was already in motion, thrusting for his chest.

He batted it aside with contemptuous ease. His counter-swing nearly took her head off; she ducked just in time, the club whistling through the space where her neck had been.

They exchanged blows. Fast, brutal, skilled. Kaya was quicker, her athletic body flowing like water, but Raku had reach and power. Every time she got inside his guard, he drove her back with crushing force.

“You should have been mine years ago,” he said between blows. “You will be mine now. After I kill every man in this village. After I make you watch.”

“Never.” She drove her spear at his face. He caught it on his club, forced it aside. “I will die before I let you touch me.”

“That can be arranged. But not yet. First, you will kneel. First, you will beg.”

His club came down in a hammering blow that shattered her spear. The impact drove her to her knees. Before she could recover, his hand closed around her throat.

He lifted her off the ground, one-handed, her feet kicking uselessly in the air.

“I have waited eight years for this,” he breathed. “Eight years of dreaming about you. Breaking you. Making you mine.”

Kaya clawed at his arm. Her face was turning red, then purple. Her athletic body thrashed helplessly.

I was already running.

My machete took Raku in the shoulder from behind.

Not a killing blow. The angle was wrong, the muscle too thick. But the blade sank deep, and Raku roared with pain and surprise.

He dropped Kaya and spun to face me. His eyes, dark and predatory, went wide with recognition.

“Sky-man.” He ripped my machete from his shoulder and threw it aside. “You wounded me at the wall. Now you die.”

His club swung at my head. I ducked, but the glancing blow caught my shoulder. Pain exploded down my arm. I stumbled.

He was on me before I could recover. His hand closed around my throat, lifting me the same way he’d lifted Kaya. His filed teeth filled my vision.

“I will tear out your heart,” he promised. “I will make your women watch. Then I will take them all.”

Blackness crept at the edges of my vision. I couldn’t breathe. His grip was too strong, his fingers crushing my windpipe.

Behind him, I saw Kaya rise. Saw her grab a fallen warrior’s spear. Saw her run.

The spear punched into Raku’s thigh from behind.

He roared and released me, spinning to face the new threat. Kaya was already retreating, drawing him away.

An arrow sprouted from Raku’s other shoulder. Then another grazed his face.

He looked around. The battle had turned. His warriors were falling back, overwhelmed by the Vanu defenders. The ambush tactics had worked. His assault force had been cut to ribbons.

Blood streamed from his wounds: the machete gash in his shoulder, the spear wound in his thigh, the arrow shafts protruding from his flesh. But he was still standing. Still dangerous.

He made the calculation in heartbeats.

“Retreat,” he bellowed at his surviving warriors. “Fall back to the jungle.”

The Koru broke. They ran, dragging their wounded, leaving their dead. Within minutes, the fighting was over.

Raku stood at the jungle’s edge, surrounded by the remnants of his force. His eyes found mine across the blood-soaked battlefield.

“I’ll be back for all of them.” His voice carried clearly in the sudden silence. “Especially you, sky-man.”

His gaze shifted to Kaya, who stood bleeding but unbowed near the council chamber.

“And you, little warrior. You will be mine. One way or another.”

Then the jungle swallowed him.

The silence that followed was broken only by the moans of the wounded and the cries of the bereaved.

I stood in the center of the village, covered in blood that wasn’t all mine, and surveyed the damage.

We’d won. The defenses had held. The Koru had been driven back with heavy losses.

But it hadn’t been clean. Bodies lay scattered across the approaches: Koru warriors, mostly, but some of ours too. I counted at least five Vanu women among the dead.

Kaya limped toward me. Her face was bruised, her throat showing the dark marks where Raku’s fingers had closed. But she was alive.

“You saved my life,” she said. “Again.”

“You saved mine right back.”

“Perhaps.” She studied me with her sharp dark eyes. “You fight like a demon, sky-man. I have never seen someone move the way you do. It is like you have done this many times before.”

“I have.”

“In your sky-world wars.”

“Yes.”

She nodded slowly. “You are one of us now. Whatever the council decides. Whatever the elders say. You proved yourself today.”

“We proved ourselves. All of us. The defenses held because everyone fought.”

“The defenses held because you designed them.” She reached out and touched my arm, a gesture that would have been unthinkable a week ago. “Thank you, Daniel. For everything.”

She walked away to tend to her wounded warriors.

I stood amid the carnage, machete dangling from my hand, and let the reality sink in.

We’d survived. But Raku was still out there. Still obsessed. Still dangerous.

He would come back. That wasn’t a threat; it was a promise.

But when he did, we would be ready.

Amara found me as the sun climbed toward midday. She looked exhausted, her massive breasts heaving beneath a blood-stained wrap. She’d been treating the wounded since the battle ended.

“You’re hurt,” she said, examining my shoulder.

“Not badly. Others need you more.”

“Others are being tended.” She guided me toward her hut. “You come with me.”

I let her lead me. The adrenaline was fading, replaced by bone-deep exhaustion and the throbbing pain of a dozen minor wounds.

Inside her hut, she stripped away my blood-soaked clothing and began cleaning my injuries. Her hands were gentle, professional. But I could see the emotion in her eyes.

“I was so afraid,” she admitted. “When I saw you fighting. When I saw Raku lift you by the throat.”

“I’m fine.”

“You almost died.”

“Almost only counts in horseshoes and hand grenades.”

She blinked at the unfamiliar phrase. “What?”

“Something my sergeant used to say. It means close calls don’t matter. What matters is you survive.”

“You are a strange man, Daniel.” She finished cleaning a gash on my arm and began applying her herbal medicine. “But I am glad you survived. The tribe needs you.”

“And what do you need?”

Her hands paused on my skin. Her brown eyes met mine, warm and deep.

“The council will meet tonight. To discuss what happened. To plan for the future.” She took a breath. “To decide your fate.”

“I thought my fate was already decided.”

“Your acceptance was decided. Your testing was postponed.” Her massive breasts swayed as she leaned closer. “But after today, things have changed. You are not just an outsider who might prove useful. You are a defender of the tribe. A warrior who saved our war-chief’s life. Twice.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means the council will offer you something more than just a testing.” Her voice dropped. “It means they will offer you a place. A permanent place. As a man of the Vanu. With all that entails.”

I understood what she was saying. The testing had been about proving my fertility. But now, I’d proven something else. Something that went beyond biology.

“And you?” I asked. “What do you want?”

Amara’s hand cupped my face. Her palm was warm against my cheek.

“I want what I have wanted since I first saw you. A child. A future. Hope.”

She leaned in and kissed my forehead, soft and lingering.

“Rest now. You have earned it.”

She left me on the sleeping mat, my body aching, my mind racing.

Outside, the village was already moving. Cleaning up the dead. Tending the wounded. Repairing the damage.

We’d won the battle. But the war was far from over.

And tonight, I would learn what my victory had earned me.

I closed my eyes and let exhaustion claim me.

In my dreams, I saw Raku’s filed teeth gleaming in the darkness.


Chapter 12: The Aftermath

I woke to the sound of drums.

Not war drums this time. Something different. Ceremonial. A steady, rhythmic pulse that seemed to vibrate through the walls of Amara’s hut.

I sat up on the sleeping mat, wincing as my shoulder protested. The wound wasn’t serious, but the bruise was spectacular: dark purple spreading across my deltoid where Raku’s club had connected.

I could have been killed. Should have been killed, probably. If Kaya hadn’t driven that spear into his thigh when she did, I’d be staring at the ceiling with dead eyes right now.

Instead, I was alive. Sore as hell, but alive.

The hut’s entrance cloth parted, and Amara stepped inside. She carried a clay pot of water and fresh bandages, but her expression was more significant than her supplies.

“The council is gathering,” she said. “They want you to attend.”

“What time is it?”

“Nearly sunset. You slept through the day.”

I rubbed my face, trying to clear the fog. “The wounded? How many did we lose?”

“Five dead. Twelve injured, but they will survive.” She knelt beside me and began checking my bandages. “The Koru lost at least twenty. Maybe more. It was their worst defeat in living memory.”

Twenty dead out of a force of fifty. Nearly half their assault force eliminated in a single engagement. In conventional warfare, those numbers would represent a catastrophic failure.

“Raku will be back,” I said.

“Yes. But not soon. He lost too many warriors. He will need time to rebuild, to recruit from other Koru clans.” Her hands were gentle on my wounds. “You bought us that time. You and your defenses.”

“The defenses only worked because your people fought.”

“Our people.” She corrected me with a soft smile. “That is what tonight is about.”

She helped me dress in a clean wrap, one that had been decorated with copper ornaments I hadn’t seen before. Ceremonial significance, apparently.

“What should I expect?” I asked.

“The council will make an offer. A formal one. The testing we discussed before will be part of it, but there will be more.”

“What kind of more?”

Her massive breasts rose and fell with a deep breath. “Just listen. Answer honestly. The rest will unfold as it should.”

The council chamber was packed.

Not just the elders this time. Warriors lined the walls, their faces still bearing the marks of battle. Women from every age and station crowded the space behind them. Even children peeked through gaps between adults.

The whole tribe had come to witness.

Kaya stood at the front, near the elder platforms. Her throat was still bruised, ugly purple fingerprints visible on her brown skin. She wore her full war-chief’s regalia: copper bands, ceremonial loincloth, her small firm breasts bound in ritual cloth.

Her eyes met mine as I entered. Something passed between us, unspoken but understood.

I took my position in the center of the chamber and knelt, as was expected.

The eldest council member rose. She was ancient, weathered like driftwood, but her eyes were sharp with intelligence. When she spoke, her voice carried throughout the chamber.

Amara translated from her position beside me:

“Daniel of the Sky-People. You came to us a stranger. An outsider. Some among us wished you dead.”

Kaya’s expression hardened almost imperceptibly.

“But you proved your value. You fixed our water channels and doubled our harvest. You saved a child from the death-fever when our own healers had given up hope. You designed defenses that protected our village from the Koru assault.”

The elder paused, letting her words sink in.

“And today, you fought for us. Bled for us. Saved the life of our war-chief not once, but twice. You showed courage that few men of this tribe have ever matched.”

Murmurs rippled through the crowd. I kept my eyes forward, my posture respectful.

Then Elder Mura rose.

The chamber fell silent. Everyone knew of her opposition to me. Everyone expected her to argue against whatever the council proposed.

But she didn’t speak against me. Not this time.

“I have watched this sky-man,” she said, her ancient voice carrying through the room. Amara translated in a whisper beside me. “I have doubted him. Accused him. Warned you all of the danger he might bring.”

She paused, her weathered face unreadable.

“My grandson defended the southern wall during the attack. The stakes the sky-man designed killed four Koru who would have killed him.” Another pause. “My great-niece’s child was among those saved when the fever broke. The sky-man’s medicine did what our healers could not.”

She looked directly at me, and for the first time, her eyes held something other than suspicion.

“I was not entirely correct about him. The sky-people may still bring doom upon us someday. But this man, this Daniel, has proven he will stand between us and that doom when it comes.”

She sat back down. The chamber exhaled.

It wasn’t an apology. Mura didn’t apologize. But from her, it was as close to acceptance as I would ever receive.

“The council has met. We have debated. We have reached a decision.”

Silence fell. Even the drums had stopped.

“Daniel of the Sky-People, we offer you a place among the Vanu. Not as a guest. Not as a temporary ally. A permanent place, with all the rights and responsibilities that entails.”

Amara’s voice trembled slightly as she translated. This was the moment she’d been hoping for since she first argued to spare my life.

“Our men are few,” the elder continued. “Our children are fewer still. The plague that killed our fathers and grandfathers left us broken. We have struggled to recover for two generations.”

She leaned forward, her ancient eyes fixing on mine.

“You are strong. You are capable. You have proven your value in peace and in war. The council offers you the opportunity to help us rebuild. To father children who will carry your strength into the future.”

The formal language was archaic, ritualistic. But the meaning was clear.

“Amara has volunteered to be the first. She is the eldest fertile woman among us. Respected. Wise. She has waited eight years for this chance.”

I glanced at Amara. Her brown eyes glistened with emotion.

“If you accept our offer, you will be tested. If Amara conceives, you will be granted access to other wives according to your contribution to the tribe. If you continue to prove your value, there is no limit to how many children you might father.”

The elder settled back on her platform.

“What say you, Daniel of the Sky-People? Will you accept our offer and become one of us?”

Every eye in the chamber was on me.

I thought about the world outside. The modern world that had declared me dead. The civilization that would destroy this hidden valley if it ever found it. The life I’d left behind, the career I’d built, the marriage that had failed.

There was nothing waiting for me out there. Nobody searching. Nobody hoping.

But here, in this volcanic caldera that time forgot, there was something different. People who needed me. Women who wanted me. A community that valued what I could contribute.

A future.

I rose from my knees. The chamber held its breath.

“I accept.”

The cheering began instantly. Women whooped and clapped. Warriors beat their spears against the ground. The drums started up again, triumphant and joyous.

Amara threw herself into my arms, her massive breasts crushing against my chest. Tears streamed down her face.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my neck. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

I held her close, feeling her warmth, her softness, her desperate hope transformed into reality.

The elder raised her hand, and the celebration quieted.

“The claiming ceremony will be held at moonrise tomorrow. Prepare yourself, Daniel. Prepare, Amara. The tribe will witness, as is tradition.”

Tomorrow. Twenty-four hours from now, I would claim Amara in front of the elders. I would breed her, try to give her the child she’d been longing for.

The reality of it settled into my bones.

The ceremony broke up gradually, people streaming from the chamber to continue their celebration outside. Drums and singing filled the evening air. For a tribe that had just fought a battle, they recovered quickly.

Or maybe they just needed something to celebrate after so much loss.

I found myself standing outside the council chamber, watching the festivities. Amara had been pulled away by friends eager to help her prepare. The village had transformed from a battlefield to a party in a matter of hours.

A presence beside me. I turned to find Naia.

She’d recovered from the battle with characteristic grace, her hair re-braided, her wrap adjusted to perfectly frame her massive round ass. Copper ornaments caught the firelight as she moved.

“You are valuable now,” she said without preamble. “The man who saved the tribe. The man who kills Koru.”

“Is that a problem?”

“It is an opportunity.” Her calculating eyes assessed me. “Amara is first because she volunteered and she is eldest. But after her, there will be others. The council will approve many wives for a man of your proven worth.”

“And you’re interested in being one of them.”

She smiled, that knowing smile that suggested she had secrets she wasn’t sharing.

“I am the chieftain’s daughter. A child from you would secure my position for generations. Would unite your bloodline with the ruling family.”

“Sounds very… political.”

“Everything is political, Daniel. Even breeding. Especially breeding.” She stepped closer, her massive ass brushing against my arm as she moved past me. “Think about it. I can be very patient.”

She walked away, hips swaying deliberately, glancing back to make sure I was watching.

I was.

Kaya was next. She approached without the predatory confidence of Naia, her posture uncertain despite her warrior’s bearing.

“I owe you a debt,” she said quietly. “You saved my life.”

“You saved mine right back. We’re even.”

“We are not.” Her fierce eyes met mine. “In our culture, a life-debt is sacred. You bought my life with your blood. That debt will not be easily repaid.”

“I didn’t save you to put you in my debt, Kaya.”

“I know. That is what makes it significant.” She shifted her weight, uncomfortable with the vulnerability she was showing. “When I watched you fight today, a hunger stirred in me. One I had buried when Tano died.”

“What did you feel?”

“Safe.” The word came out like a confession. “I felt safe. Even while I was dying, with Raku’s hand around my throat, I saw you running toward me and I thought: He will save me. He will not let me die.”

Her athletic body was tense, coiled with emotions she didn’t know how to express.

“I have not felt safe in eight years. I have been war-chief, defender, protector. Always the one who must be strong for others.” Her voice dropped. “I never expected to find someone strong enough to carry that weight with me.”

I didn’t know what to say. Kaya was opening up in ways I hadn’t expected, showing me pieces of herself she kept hidden from everyone else.

“Tomorrow night,” she said. “The claiming ceremony. I will be there.”

“As a witness?”

“As…” She paused. “I do not know. I only know I want to see. I need to see.”

She turned and walked away before I could respond.

The third encounter came as no surprise.

Sela emerged from the shadows near my hut, her dark eyes finding mine in the firelight. She wore a fresh wrap, but her hair was still tangled from the battle, and I could see scrapes on her arms where the Koru warrior had manhandled her.

“You saved me,” she whispered. “That man was going to take me. I would be in the Koru village now. I would be…”

She couldn’t finish the sentence.

“You’re safe,” I said. “He’s dead. You’re safe.”

“Because of you.” She stepped closer, close enough that I could smell her: herbs and clean water and fear-sweat. “I was so scared. I thought I was going to die. And then you were there. You threw your blade and he fell and I was free.”

Her hands found my chest, small and trembling.

“I am not good with words. I do not know how to say what I feel. But I owe you everything. My life. My freedom. Everything.”

“You don’t owe me anything, Sela.”

“I do.” Her wide eyes looked up at me, that innocent Bambi quality overlaid now with something deeper. “And I want to repay it. Tomorrow night. At the ceremony.”

“The ceremony is private. Elders only.”

“I told you before. I know places to watch where no one will see me.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I want to watch you claim Amara. I want to see what it looks like when a man takes a woman. And I want to imagine that it is me you are taking instead.”

Her pink nipples hardened through her thin wrap. I could see them clearly, standing out against the fabric like beacons.

“After Amara,” she breathed. “When the council offers you more wives. I want to be one of them. I want you to take me like you will take her.”

She rose on her tiptoes and kissed my cheek, her small breasts pressing against my arm.

“Tomorrow night,” she whispered. “I will be watching.”

Then she disappeared into the darkness, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

Three women. Three different approaches. Amara with her desperate maternal hope. Naia with her political calculations. Kaya with her reluctant vulnerability. And Sela with her innocent hunger.

They all wanted something from me. They all saw me as a path to something they needed.

But what did I want?

I walked to the edge of the village, past the defenses I’d helped build, past the bloodstained earth where we’d fought for our lives. The moon was rising over the volcanic cliffs, silver light spilling across the hidden valley.

Tomorrow night, I would claim Amara. I would try to give her a child. I would bind myself to this tribe in the most primal way possible.

The thought should have terrified me. A week ago, I’d been a television survival expert whose biggest concern was ratings and contract negotiations. Now I was about to become a breeding partner for an isolated tribe that the modern world didn’t know existed.

But I wasn’t terrified.

I was ready.

The Koru would come again. Raku would return with more warriors, more violence, more threats. The tribe would need defenders. Builders. Leaders.

They would need me.

The moon hung full and silver above the volcanic cliffs.


Chapter 13: The Decision

I spent the day before the ceremony in a daze.

Not from injury. My wounds had begun to heal with Amara’s careful tending. The shoulder ached, but it moved freely. The cuts and scrapes were already scabbing over. My body had weathered worse.

The daze came from everything else.

Tonight, I would have sex with a woman in front of witnesses. Tribal elders who would watch me penetrate Amara and verify that the act was completed. It was a breeding ritual, a fertility test, and the most public sexual experience I’d ever been asked to perform.

The modern part of my brain kept snagging on the absurdity. The primitive part, the part that had kept me alive through two combat tours and a plane crash, recognized it for what it was: a claiming. A marking of territory. A statement of intent.

Mine.

I walked the village perimeter in the afternoon, checking the defenses I’d helped build. The stake pits had claimed three Koru warriors during the attack. The trip lines had slowed the charge enough for our archers to take a terrible toll. The secondary wall had held when the main palisade was breached.

My designs had worked. People were alive because of what I’d built.

The farmers I passed nodded respectfully. Warriors who’d wanted me dead a week ago clapped me on the shoulder in silent solidarity. Children who’d thrown rocks at the outsider now ran to show me their wooden swords.

I was one of them. Accepted. Valued.

And terrified in ways I couldn’t explain.

Sela found me at the bathing pool’s edge in the late afternoon.

The same pool where I’d watched all four women bathe. Where she’d caught my eye across the steam and touched herself to completion while knowing I was watching.

She emerged from the jungle like a spirit, her small form materializing from dappled shadows. Her dark hair fell around her face in its familiar curtain, but she pushed it aside as she approached, those dark eyes finding mine through the dappled light.

“I thought I would find you here.”

“You were looking for me?”

“Yes.” She sat beside me on a flat rock, close enough that our shoulders almost touched. “I wanted to thank you again. For saving my life.”

“You already thanked me.”

“Not properly.” She turned to face me, her wide eyes serious. “In my people’s tradition, when someone saves your life, you belong to them. Your breath is their breath. Your heartbeat is their gift.”

“That’s a heavy tradition.”

“It is. But it is also beautiful.” Her small hand found mine, her fingers threading through mine. “I belong to you now, Daniel. Whatever that means. Whatever you want it to mean.”

“I don’t want to own you, Sela.”

“No. You do not want to. That is why I want you to.” She smiled, that shy smile that transformed her face. “The Koru warrior who grabbed me. He wanted to own me like property. Like a thing to be used. That is not what you want. You want…”

She trailed off, struggling for words.

“What do I want?”

“Connection. Companionship. A woman who chooses to be yours, not one who is forced.” Her hand tightened on mine. “I choose you. Not because you saved me. Because I see who you are.”

“You barely know me.”

“I have been watching you since you arrived. From the shadows. From doorways. I watch everyone, but you most of all.” Her cheeks flushed. “I know that you are kind when you could be cruel. That you protect when you could ignore. That you build when you could destroy.”

She rose on her knees, facing me directly. Her wrap had slipped off one shoulder, revealing the swell of her small breast, the edge of that unusually pink nipple.

“Tonight you will claim Amara. She will be your first wife. I understand this. I accept this.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “But I will be watching. And I will be imagining.”

“Imagining what?”

“What it will feel like when you claim me instead.”

She leaned forward and kissed me.

Not a timid kiss. Not the nervous peck of an innocent girl. A real kiss, her soft lips pressing against mine, her small tongue teasing at the seam of my mouth.

I kissed her back. Couldn’t help it. She was beautiful and willing and her honesty had disarmed me completely.

When we broke apart, her eyes were glazed with arousal. Her pink nipples were hard points against her wrap. Her chest rose and fell with quickened breath.

“I should go,” she said. “Before I lose what little restraint I have left.”

She rose and fled into the jungle, leaving me sitting by the pool with my cock straining against my wrap and my mind racing.

Naia appeared an hour later.

She didn’t emerge from shadows like Sela. She strode toward me with purpose, hips swaying deliberately, her massive ass commanding attention with every step.

“I wondered where you were hiding,” she said, settling onto the rock Sela had vacated. “Processing your decision?”

“There wasn’t much of a decision. The council made an offer. I accepted.”

“The council made an offer you couldn’t refuse. There is a difference.” Her calculating eyes studied me. “Do you understand what you’ve agreed to, Daniel? Truly?”

“I understand I’ll be breeding with Amara tonight.”

“That is the beginning. But there is more.” She shifted, arranging herself so that her massive backside was displayed to best advantage. “The Vanu have specific traditions around men of value. Expectations.”

“Such as?”

“Such as fertility. The council approved you because you proved your worth in battle and building. But your true test comes tonight. If Amara conceives, your status is secured. If she doesn’t…”

“What happens if she doesn’t?”

Naia’s expression flickered. “You remain one of us. But the wives offered to you would be fewer. Your status would be… diminished.”

“So my value is measured by how many children I can father.”

“Your value is measured by what you contribute. Children are part of that. But not all.” She leaned closer, close enough that I could smell her floral oil. “This is why I came to find you. To make sure you understand what is at stake.”

“Out of the goodness of your heart?”

She laughed, a low rich sound. “I have never been accused of excessive goodness. I came because I want you to succeed. A man who fathers children by Amara will be offered more wives. A man who proves his fertility will be given choices.”

“Choices like you.”

“Choices like me.” Her eyes held mine. “I could give you political power, Daniel. Alliance with the chieftain’s line. Children who would be heirs to leadership.”

“And what would you get in return?”

“A man who does not bore me. A father for children who will be strong and clever. And…” She paused, something uncertain flickering across her calculating features. “Someone who sees past the politics. Someone who might actually want me for myself.”

It was the first vulnerable thing I’d heard her say.

“You’re not just a political asset, Naia.”

“Most men here see nothing else. The chieftain’s daughter. The prize to be won. The alliance to be secured.” Her voice hardened. “No one has ever wanted me for anything but what I represent.”

“I haven’t made you any promises.”

“No. You have not.” She rose, her massive ass swaying as she moved. “But you looked at me with desire. Real desire. Not calculation. Not strategy. Want.”

She glanced back over her shoulder, the classic pose that had been burning itself into my memory since the first day I saw her.

“Succeed tonight, Daniel. Prove your fertility. And then we will discuss what comes next.”

She walked away, each step a deliberate performance, her hips rolling with exaggerated sway.

I watched until she disappeared behind the tree line.

Two women. Two offers. Two paths forward.

And there was still one more conversation to have.

Kaya found me as the sun began to set.

She approached differently than the others. Not from shadows like Sela. Not with confident purpose like Naia. She walked toward me with the hesitation of someone approaching something that might explode.

“I should be preparing my warriors,” she said. “Not seeking out the sky-man at the bathing pool.”

“And yet here you are.”

“Here I am.” She stopped a few feet away, maintaining distance. “I wanted to speak with you. Before tonight.”

“About what?”

“About…” She struggled with the words. “About what I said last night. About feeling safe.”

“You meant it.”

“I did. That is the problem.” She began to pace, her athletic body tense with nervous energy. “I am war-chief. I cannot afford to feel safe. I must always be vigilant. Always ready. Safety is an illusion that gets people killed.”

“Everyone needs to feel safe sometimes, Kaya. Even war-chiefs.”

“Not me.” Her voice cracked slightly. “Not since Tano. He made me feel safe. He was the one person I could be vulnerable with. And Raku took that from me.”

I understood then. The armor she’d built around herself wasn’t just about being war-chief. It was about survival. If she didn’t let anyone in, she couldn’t be hurt when they were taken away.

“I’m not going to promise I won’t die,” I said. “Everyone dies eventually. But I can promise I won’t stop fighting. For this tribe. For the people I care about.”

“Including me?”

“Including you.”

She stopped pacing. Turned to face me directly. In the fading light, her scarred face looked younger somehow. Vulnerable in ways she rarely showed.

“At the wrestling match,” she said quietly. “When you pinned me. When I felt you… hard against me. I wanted…”

She couldn’t finish the sentence.

“What did you want?”

“I wanted to stop fighting. Just for a moment. I wanted to let go and feel something besides anger and duty and fear.”

Her athletic body was trembling slightly. The fierce war-chief, reduced to uncertainty by emotions she didn’t know how to process.

“Tonight is about Amara,” I said. “But after tonight…”

“After tonight what?”

I stepped closer. Close enough to touch. Her breath caught.

“After tonight, I’m going to still be here. And you’re going to have to decide what you want. Not what the war-chief needs. Not what the tribe expects. What you want.”

“I do not know what I want.”

“Yes you do.” I held her gaze. “You’re just afraid to admit it.”

Tension lined her features. For a moment, I thought she might hit me. Or kiss me. The air between us was a living thing, crackling with potential.

Then she stepped back.

“The ceremony begins at moonrise,” she said. Her voice had steadied, the war-chief’s mask sliding back into place. “You should prepare.”

“I will.”

She nodded once. Started to leave. Then stopped.

“Daniel.”

“Yes?”

“Don’t disappoint her. Amara has waited eight years for this. Eight years of loneliness and grief and hope that kept dying. Don’t let her hope die again.”

“I won’t.”

She walked away, her athletic body moving through the gathering darkness until the village swallowed her.

The sun had fully set. Torches were being lit across the village, forming the ceremonial path I’d seen prepared earlier.

Moonrise was coming.

I walked back to my hut to prepare for what lay ahead.

Amara was there, waiting for me. She wore a simple wrap, the weight of her breasts shifting as she turned to greet me. Her silver-streaked hair was loose around her shoulders. Her brown eyes were bright with anticipation and fear.

“It is almost time,” she said.

“I know.”

“Are you ready?”

I thought about everything I’d heard today. Everything I’d felt. The weight of expectations, the complexity of desire, the terrifying simplicity of what was about to happen.

A woman I cared about wanted me to breed her. Wanted me to give her a child before it was too late. Wanted me to claim her in front of witnesses and make her mine.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m ready.”

She smiled, that warm smile that made her whole face glow.

“Then let us begin.”

The drums started as we stepped outside. The ceremonial path stretched before us, lined with torches and watching eyes.

The moon rose over the volcanic cliffs, silver and full.

And we walked toward the claiming together.


Chapter 14: The Preparation

The ceremonial path led us to a cluster of huts near the village center, separate from the main living areas. These were sacred spaces, I’d learned. Used only for important rituals: births, deaths, and claiming ceremonies.

Tonight, they would witness the beginning of something new.

Amara squeezed my hand at the entrance to the preparation area.

“This is where we part,” she said. “I must be prepared according to tradition. Bathed. Oiled. Adorned.”

“And me?”

“You will be prepared as well.” A hint of nervousness flickered across her face. “Sela has volunteered to attend to you.”

Of course she had.

“I will see you when the moon reaches its peak,” Amara continued. “In the claiming hut. The elders will witness. And then…”

“And then.”

She rose on her tiptoes and kissed my cheek, her massive breasts pressing against my chest.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For giving me this chance. Whatever happens tonight, I am grateful.”

“Don’t thank me yet.”

“I will thank you forever.”

She disappeared through the entrance to the women’s preparation area.

But I didn’t look away.

A gap in the woven entrance cloth gave me a narrow view into the preparation space. Torchlight flickered within, casting dancing shadows across the scene.

Three women attended Amara. They had removed her wrap, and she stood naked in the warm light while they worked.

They began at her feet, rubbing scented oil into her skin with practiced hands. Up her calves, her thick thighs, every motion deliberate and ritual. Amara stood with her arms raised, her body surrendered to their care.

When their hands reached her hips, I saw her shiver. Not from cold; the room was warm. From anticipation. From nerves. From the knowledge of what was coming.

The attendants’ hands moved higher. Over the soft curve of her belly, the indent of her waist. And then, finally, to her breasts.

I watched, transfixed.

Her massive breasts were lifted, cupped, kneaded with oil until they gleamed golden in the firelight. The attendants’ hands traced every curve, slipped beneath the heavy weight, spread oil across the dark skin until it shone like polished bronze.

Amara’s nipples hardened under the attention, standing proud despite the warmth. Dark and full, pointing slightly downward from the magnificent weight of her breasts.

One attendant worked oil into her hair, braiding flowers into the silver-streaked strands. Another draped copper chains between her breasts, the metal cool against her oiled skin, drawing the eye downward to her glistening curves.

She caught my movement at the gap in the cloth.

Our eyes met through the narrow opening. She could have turned away. Could have asked the attendants to close the gap.

Instead, she shifted her position. Turned slightly. Gave me a better view.

Her massive breasts swayed with the movement, gleaming, heavy, ready. Her eyes held promise. Tonight, all of this would be mine.

The cloth fell back into place, cutting off my view.

“Daniel.”

I turned, my cock straining against my wrap, my breath unsteady. Sela stood behind me, her small form outlined by torchlight. She’d changed into fresh wraps, simpler than her usual clothing. Her dark hair was pulled back from her face for once, revealing the delicate structure of her features.

“Follow me,” she said. “I will prepare you for the ceremony.”

The men’s preparation hut was smaller than I expected. A sleeping mat dominated the floor, surrounded by clay pots of water and oil. Torches provided warm, flickering light. The walls were decorated with carved symbols I didn’t recognize.

“Remove your wrap,” Sela said.

I hesitated.

“This is tradition,” she continued, her voice steadier than I’d expected. “I must bathe you. Oil your skin. Prepare you for the claiming.”

“Sela…”

“I asked for this duty.” She met my eyes. “The elders were surprised. Usually it is older women who prepare the men. But I wanted to be the one.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to touch you. Before you touch her.” She stepped closer. “Because I want to feel your skin under my hands. Because I want to imagine what it will be like when it is my turn.”

Her honesty was disarming. This wasn’t the shy girl who hid behind her hair. This was someone who had decided what she wanted and was going after it.

“Remove your wrap,” she said again. “Let me see you.”

I untied the knot and let the cloth fall.

Sela’s breath caught. Her wide eyes traveled down my body, taking in my chest, my stomach, the V-lines of muscle disappearing toward my groin. When her gaze reached my cock, she made a small sound in her throat.

I wasn’t fully hard yet, but the situation was making it impossible to stay soft. Sela’s obvious hunger, the anticipation of what was coming with Amara, the knowledge of what would happen in the claiming hut: it all combined to set my blood pumping.

“You are…” She swallowed. “You are beautiful.”

“That’s supposed to be my line.”

She laughed nervously. “Kneel on the mat. Let me bathe you.”

I knelt. Sela circled behind me, gathering water and cloths.

Her first touch made me shiver. Warm water running down my shoulders, followed by the soft pressure of her hands. She bathed me with careful attention, washing away the remnants of battle, the sweat and grime of the past days.

Her hands moved across my back, my arms, my chest. She was thorough, professional. But her breathing gave her away. Every time her fingers traced a line of muscle, every time her palm pressed against my skin, her breath would quicken.

“Turn around,” she said. “I must do your front.”

I turned, facing her.

She knelt between my legs, her small face level with my chest. Her hands trembled slightly as she wet the cloth again.

The bathing of my front was slower. More deliberate. She lingered on my chest, tracing the lines of my pectorals. She spent extra time on my stomach, following the ridges of muscle down toward my hips.

When her hands approached my groin, my cock was fully hard.

She stared at it. Eight inches of rigid flesh, standing out from my body, pointing directly at her face.

“I have never…” She swallowed. “I have seen men before. Bathing. From a distance. But never this close.”

“You don’t have to touch it.”

“But I want to.” Her eyes met mine. “May I?”

I nodded.

Her small hand wrapped around my shaft.

The touch was electric. Her fingers barely reached around my thickness, her palm soft and warm against my heated skin. I felt her tremble at the contact, felt her breath catch in her throat.

She stroked once, experimentally, pulling the skin up toward the head, watching my cock throb in response. A bead of precum welled at the tip.

“It moves,” she whispered. “I can feel it… pulsing. And this?” She touched the drop of moisture with her fingertip. “What is this?”

“That means you’re doing it right.”

Her eyes went wide. She smeared the precum around my cockhead with her thumb, coating the sensitive flesh. I groaned at the slick sensation.

She stroked again. Twice. Three times. Her rhythm was uncertain, unpracticed, but the sight of her small hand wrapped around my cock, her innocent face watching with fascinated hunger, was intensely arousing.

“It is so hard,” she breathed. “Like stone wrapped in silk. And so warm.” She squeezed gently, feeling the blood pulsing through me. “I can feel your heartbeat.”

“I should not do this.” Her voice was breathy, aroused. “This is meant to be a preparation. Not…”

“Then stop.”

“I cannot.” She stroked faster, her grip tightening. Her other hand drifted down to cup my balls, weighing them in her palm. “I have dreamed of this. Of touching you. Of seeing how you respond. Of feeling you throb in my hand.”

My hips moved instinctively, thrusting into her grip. She gasped at the movement, her eyes widening as my cock slid through her fist.

“You are fucking my hand,” she whispered, and the dirty word sounded impossibly erotic in her innocent voice. “Do you want me to continue? Do you want to… finish… like this?”

God yes. I wanted her to continue. Wanted her to stroke me faster, tighter, until I erupted all over her small perfect tits. Wanted to watch her face as my cum splattered across those pink nipples.

But tonight wasn’t about Sela. Tonight was about Amara.

“We should finish the preparation,” I said, my voice rough with restrained desire. My cock ached with the need for release.

Disappointment flickered across her face. But she nodded and released my cock, her fingers trailing reluctantly away from my shaft. My cock bobbed in the air between us, angry and unsatisfied, slick with precum.

“The oil next,” she said. “I must make your skin gleam for the ceremony.”

The oil was warm, scented with something floral and earthy. Sela poured it into her palms and began working it into my skin.

If the bathing had been arousing, the oiling was torture.

Her small hands glided over my body, coating every inch of skin with gleaming moisture. She worked my back, my arms, my chest. She spent long minutes on my stomach, her fingers tracing the lines of my abs.

And then she returned to my groin.

This time, she didn’t ask permission. She poured warm oil directly onto my cock, watching it run down my shaft in glistening streams.

“Sela…”

“This is part of the ritual.” Her voice was innocent, but her eyes were anything but. “The claiming requires the man to be prepared. Everywhere.”

Her oiled hands wrapped around my shaft and began working the lubricant into my skin. The sensation was incredible: slick, warm, her small fingers gliding effortlessly over every inch of my cock.

She used both hands now, one wrapped around my shaft stroking up and down, the other cupping my balls, rolling them gently, coating them with oil. Her movements were slow, deliberate, designed to drive me insane.

I groaned. I couldn’t help it. My hips thrust into her grip.

“You like this.” It wasn’t a question. She could feel exactly how much I liked it: my cock throbbing in her hands, precum mixing with the oil, my balls tightening as the pleasure built.

She twisted her wrist on the upstroke, her palm sliding over my cockhead in a way that made my vision blur. Her other hand squeezed my balls gently.

“Sela, if you keep going…”

“You will finish? Before the ceremony?” She stroked faster, her oiled fist pumping my cock with surprising skill. “You will cum all over my hands? All over my tits?” She smiled, that shy smile transformed into something knowing, something hungry. “That would be unfortunate. Amara would be disappointed.”

She squeezed hard, one last stroke from base to tip that nearly sent me over the edge.

Then she released me abruptly, leaving my cock straining in the air, glistening with oil, aching desperately for release. My balls throbbed with unspent need.

“The preparation is complete.” Her voice was steady, but her eyes were glazed with arousal. “You are ready for the claiming.”

I looked down at myself. Oiled skin gleaming in the torchlight. Cock standing rigid from my body, glistening with oil. I looked like some kind of fertility god from an ancient temple.

“Sela.”

“Yes?”

“Tonight, you’re going to watch.”

“I know. I told you I would.”

“When it’s over, when Amara is resting, I want you to come to me. In my dreams if nothing else.”

Her breathing hitched. “Do you mean that?”

“I mean it.”

She rose on her tiptoes and kissed me. A real kiss this time, her small tongue dancing with mine, her body pressing against my oiled skin. When she pulled back, her pink nipples were hard points beneath her wrap.

“I will be watching,” she whispered. “And when it is my turn, I will be ready.”

She led me to the entrance of the preparation hut. Outside, I could see the ceremonial path continuing toward the claiming hut at the village center.

And I could see Amara.

She stood at the other end of the path, surrounded by attendants. They’d removed her wrap entirely. She stood naked in the torchlight, her body gleaming with oil.

My eyes traveled over her with hungry attention.

From her bare feet on the packed earth. Up her thick calves and wide maternal hips. Over the soft curve of her belly, the waist cinched naturally despite her age. And then her breasts: massive, heavy, swaying gently with each breath. Dark nipples standing proud, pointing slightly downward from their glorious weight.

Her silver-streaked hair hung loose around her shoulders, framing her face. Her brown eyes found mine across the distance, filled with hope and fear and desperate want.

She was beautiful. Ripe. A woman made for pleasure and creation.

And tonight, she would be mine.

“The ceremony begins,” Sela whispered. “Go to her.”

I walked the ceremonial path.

The drums beat a steady rhythm. Torches flickered on either side. Villagers lined the path, watching silently. I felt their eyes on my naked body, on my rigid cock, on the oil gleaming on my skin.

I didn’t look at them. I kept my eyes on Amara.

We met in front of the claiming hut. The entrance was flanked by the eldest council members, their faces solemn with ritual gravity.

“Daniel of the Sky-People,” the ancient one intoned. “You come to claim this woman. To test your fertility against her womb. Do you accept this responsibility?”

“I accept.”

“Amara of the Vanu,” she continued. “You offer yourself to be claimed. To be tested. To carry this man’s child if the spirits will it. Do you accept this gift?”

“I accept.” Amara’s voice trembled with emotion.

“Then enter the claiming hut. The elders will witness. The spirits will judge. May your union be blessed with life.”

Amara took my hand. Her fingers were trembling.

“I am ready,” she whispered.

“So am I.”

We stepped through the entrance together.

The claiming hut was warm, heated by coals in a central pit. The air smelled of flowers and oil and something else, something primal. Reed mats covered the floor. A ceremonial bed of woven blankets and furs dominated the space.

Elder witnesses lined the walls, silent and observant.

And in the shadows near the entrance, barely visible in the dim light, I caught a glimpse of Sela. Watching. Waiting.

Amara turned to face me. Her massive breasts swayed with the movement, heavy and full.

“I give myself to you,” she said. The ritual words, but her voice carried genuine desire. “Give me a child.”

I cupped her face in my hands. Tilted it up. Looked into her brown eyes, filled with eight years of loneliness and desperate hope.

“I’m going to take care of you,” I said. “I’m going to give you everything you need.”

The drums thundered, signaling the ceremony’s beginning.

And I kissed her.


Chapter 15: The Claiming

Our first real kiss tasted like herbs and honey and years of waiting.

Amara melted against me, her massive breasts pressing into my chest, her hands clutching my shoulders. She kissed like a woman drowning, desperate for air, afraid this moment might be taken from her.

I held her face and kissed her slowly. Deeply. Letting her feel that I wasn’t going anywhere.

When we finally broke apart, tears were streaming down her cheeks.

“I had forgotten,” she whispered. “I had forgotten what this feels like. To be touched. To be wanted.”

“Then let me remind you.”

I lowered my mouth to her neck. Kissed the soft skin below her ear. Trailed my lips down to her collarbone, tasting oil and salt and woman.

She gasped. Her head fell back, silver-streaked hair cascading down her spine.

“Yes. Please. I have waited so long.”

My hands found her breasts.

They were even larger than I’d imagined, heavy and warm, spilling over my palms like ripe fruit. I cupped them, lifted them, felt their glorious weight. Each breast was bigger than my head, soft flesh that molded to my grip, dark nipples hard as pebbles pressing against my palms.

“So beautiful,” I murmured against her skin. “These perfect, massive tits.”

“They are old. They sag.”

“They’re magnificent. The most incredible breasts I’ve ever touched.”

I lowered my mouth to her right nipple and sucked hard.

The sound that came out of her was almost inhuman. A guttural moan that carried eight years of loneliness and unfulfilled desire. Her hands fisted in my hair, pulling my face deeper into her breast, smothering me in soft flesh.

I gave her more.

I sucked her nipple like a starving man, drawing the hard nub deep into my mouth, rolling it with my tongue, grazing it gently with my teeth. My other hand squeezed her left breast, kneading the abundant flesh, pinching and tugging her nipple until she whimpered.

“God. Oh god. It has been so long.” Her voice broke on a sob. “No one has touched them in eight years. Eight years of emptiness. Eight years of aching.”

I switched to her other breast. Gave it the same hungry attention. Suckling hard enough to leave marks, licking circles around her dark areola, biting gently at the sensitive flesh. Her massive breasts shook with her rapid breathing, bouncing against my face with each gasping breath.

I buried my face between them, motorboating the enormous mounds, feeling them engulf my head in warm, soft flesh. She cried out at the sensation, her whole body trembling.

“More,” she begged. “Please. I need more. I need everything.”

I kissed down her soft belly, dropping to my knees before her. My face was level with her wide hips, her thick thighs, the dark thatch of hair between her legs glistening with moisture.

She was already soaking wet. I could see her arousal coating her inner thighs, could smell the rich musk of a woman desperate to be fucked.

“What are you…” She looked down at me with confusion. “Men do not usually…”

“I do.”

I parted her thick thighs, spread her pussy lips with my thumbs, and pressed my mouth against her dripping cunt.

Her scream echoed off the walls of the claiming hut. The elder witnesses shifted slightly, but maintained their solemn observation. This was part of the ceremony. This was how it was supposed to go.

I licked her slowly at first, learning her taste. Musky and sweet, the rich flavor of a woman who hadn’t been touched in nearly a decade. My tongue traced her swollen folds, dipped into her entrance to taste her flowing juices, circled the hard nub of her clit until she shook.

“Daniel. Daniel, please. I cannot. It is too much.”

I didn’t stop. I sucked her clit into my mouth, rolling the sensitive bud with my tongue while two fingers slid into her wet pussy.

She was tight. Tighter than I expected. Years without penetration had let her muscles contract to near-virginal dimensions. My fingers had to push to enter her, stretching walls that gripped me desperately, as if her body was afraid to let anything go now that she finally had something inside her.

“So tight,” I murmured against her pussy, my words vibrating against her clit. “So wet. You feel incredible.”

“I am. I am going to.” Her voice was climbing toward something desperate. “I think I am going to…”

I curled my fingers inside her, finding the rough patch of her g-spot. Pressed it firmly while my tongue worked her clit in fast circles.

Amara exploded.

Her pussy clamped around my fingers in rhythmic waves, her walls clenching so hard I could barely move. Her thick thighs crushed against my head. Her whole body convulsed with the force of an orgasm that had been building for eight years.

She screamed. Not words, just raw animal sound. Pure release. Her juices gushed around my fingers, flooding my chin, running down my hand and wrist in warm streams.

I didn’t stop.

I kept licking her clit, kept fucking her with my fingers, kept driving her through the orgasm and into the next one. I drank her down, swallowing her cum, burying my face in her pussy. She came again within a minute, her pussy squeezing my fingers so hard it almost hurt, her whole body shaking uncontrollably.

She collapsed against me, unable to hold herself upright. Her legs gave out completely.

I caught her. Lowered her onto the ceremonial bed of furs and blankets.

She lay there, gasping, tears streaming down her face, her pussy still clenching around nothing, her thighs slick with her own juices.

“I forgot,” she whispered. “I forgot that my body could do that. That I could cum that hard. That I could feel that much.”

“We’re just getting started.”

I positioned myself between her thick thighs. She spread them eagerly, pulling her knees back toward her chest, revealing her glistening pussy, swollen and dripping, desperate to be filled.

“Take me.” Her voice was raw with need. “Please. I need to feel you inside me. I need your cock.”

I lined my cock up with her entrance. The swollen head pressed against her wet folds, her juices coating me, her pussy seeming to suck at me hungrily.

“Look at me,” I said.

She looked. Her brown eyes, wet with tears, met mine.

“I’m going to breed you now, Amara. I’m going to shove my cock deep in your pussy and fill you with my seed. I’m going to pump so much cum into your womb that it overflows. I’m going to give you the baby you’ve been aching for.”

“Yes. Please. Breed me. Give me a daughter. Give me your seed.”

I pushed inside her.

The sensation was overwhelming. Her tight, wet walls stretched around my cock, gripping me with desperate pressure, like her pussy was trying to swallow me whole. I had to go slow, easing in inch by inch, feeling her body open for me, adjust to the invasion she’d been craving for eight years.

“So big,” she gasped. “You’re stretching me. I never knew it could feel like this. So completely filled. So stuffed with cock.”

I pushed deeper. Half my length inside her slick heat. Then three-quarters, her walls rippling around me. Finally, I bottomed out, my entire cock buried balls-deep in her welcoming pussy, my cockhead pressing against the entrance to her womb.

For a moment, neither of us moved. We just breathed together, joined completely, her pussy pulsing and clenching around my shaft like it was trying to milk me already.

“You feel incredible,” I said. “So warm. So tight. So wet. Your pussy is gripping me like it never wants to let go.”

“You fill me completely. I can feel you everywhere. I can feel your cock throbbing inside me.” Her hands clutched my back, nails digging in. “Please. Move. I need you to fuck me. I need you to use me.”

I pulled back slowly, dragging my cock through her gripping walls, feeling every ridge of her pussy sliding along my shaft. Then pushed forward again, filling her completely in one long stroke.

She moaned, her whole body shuddering.

I started with slow, deep strokes. Pulling almost all the way out, feeling the cold air on my slick cock, then driving back in to the hilt. Letting her feel every inch of me. Letting her body remember what it was like to be fucked properly after eight years of emptiness.

Her massive breasts bounced with each thrust. I watched them, hypnotized by their movement. Heavy flesh rippling like waves, dark nipples tracing wild circles in the firelight as I fucked her.

“Harder,” she begged. “Please. I need it harder. Fuck me like you mean it.”

I gave her harder.

My hips snapped forward, driving into her with increasing force. The wet slap of my balls against her ass filled the hut. The obscene squelch of my cock plunging into her soaked pussy echoed off the walls. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, more primal.

“Yes. Yes. Like that. Fill me. Breed me. Fuck your seed into me.”

The dirty talk ignited something primal in me. I grabbed her wide hips, lifted her ass off the bed, and started fucking her with everything I had. Pounding into her pussy like a man possessed.

“You want my cum?” I growled. “You want me to knock you up? Put a baby in this tight little cunt?”

“Yes. Please. Give me your seed. Pump it deep. Fill my womb until I’m dripping with it.”

“Then take it. Take every fucking inch.”

I pounded into her, my cock driving deep with every brutal thrust. Her enormous breasts bounced uncontrollably, slapping together, nipples pointing at the ceiling. Her whole body shook with the force of my fucking. The bed of furs slid across the floor.

She came again. Her pussy clamped around me like a vise, walls rippling along my shaft, her back arching off the bed until only her shoulders touched. Her scream echoed through the hut, raw and primal and satisfied.

I felt her cum gush around my cock, hot and wet, soaking my balls.

I didn’t stop.

I fucked her through the orgasm, kept pounding her spasming pussy, drove her straight into the next climax that crashed through her moments later. She was a writhing mess beneath me, her body wracked with wave after wave of pleasure, her voice reduced to incoherent animal sounds of need and satisfaction.

“I’m going to cum,” I warned her, my voice strained. “I’m going to pump you full.”

“Yes. Do it. Cum inside me. Fill me with your seed. Breed me. Give me your baby.”

The pleasure built at the base of my spine. Coiled tighter with every thrust. My balls drew up, heavy with cum, ready to empty themselves deep in her pussy. I drove as deep as I could go, pressing the head of my cock against her cervix, against the entrance to her womb.

“Now,” she gasped, her pussy clenching around me. “Give it to me now. Cum in my womb. Knock me up.”

I came.

The orgasm ripped through me like lightning. My cock swelled inside her, then erupted. Thick ropes of hot cum blasted from my shaft, spurting directly against her cervix, flooding her welcoming womb. I groaned, a raw animal sound, my hips jerking as I pumped spurt after spurt into her desperate body.

Amara felt every drop. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth falling open in a silent scream as my seed flooded her insides.

“I can feel it,” she moaned. “I can feel you filling me. So warm. So much cum. You’re pumping me so full.”

I kept cumming. Pulse after pulse, my cock throbbing inside her tight pussy, depositing load after load of thick, fertile seed exactly where it needed to go. I’d never cum so hard in my life, never emptied so completely into a woman.

My cum had nowhere to go. Her pussy was stuffed with my cock, sealed tight. I could feel my seed pooling around my cockhead, filling her completely, flooding her womb with more cum than she could possibly hold.

When I finally finished, I collapsed on top of her, both of us gasping for breath, covered in sweat.

Her hands stroked my back. Her enormous breasts cushioned my chest, soft and warm. Her pussy continued to pulse around my softening cock, rippling along my sensitive shaft, milking me for every last drop.

“Do not pull out yet,” she whispered. “I want to keep you inside me. I want to keep your seed where it belongs. I want every drop to stay in my womb.”

I stayed inside her. Felt her warmth surrounding me. Felt my cum sloshing inside her with every small movement. Felt the intimacy of being joined so completely with this woman who’d waited eight years for this moment.

“You gave me hope tonight,” she whispered. Tears were flowing again, but these were tears of joy. “Whatever happens. Whether I conceive or not. Thank you for giving me this. For filling me so completely. For making me feel alive again.”

I kissed her forehead. “You’re going to conceive. I’m going to give you that daughter. I pumped enough cum into you to make a whole village.”

She laughed wetly. “You cannot know that.”

“I know it.” I looked into her eyes. “I know because I’m going to keep trying. Tonight. Tomorrow. Every night until your belly swells with my child. I’m going to fuck you and breed you until there’s no doubt.”

Her smile was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

“Promise me.”

“I promise.”

We lay tangled together on the ceremonial bed, my cock still plugging her pussy, keeping my massive load of seed trapped deep in her womb where it belonged.

The elder witnesses rose silently and filed out of the hut. The ritual was complete. The claiming had been witnessed.

But we stayed where we were.

After a while, I felt the familiar stirring. My cock began to harden again inside her cum-filled pussy.

“Already?” she asked, wonder in her voice. She could feel me swelling, stretching her again.

“I told you. I’m going to keep trying. Keep breeding you until it takes.”

Amara pushed gently at my chest.

“Let me,” she whispered. “I want to take you. I want to ride you. I want to control how deep you go, how much of your cock I can take.”

I rolled onto my back. She straddled me, her massive breasts swaying magnificently as she positioned herself over my hardening cock. My cum leaked from her pussy, dripping onto my shaft, lubricating me.

“Watch me,” she said. “Watch me fuck myself on your cock. Watch me take what I need.”

She sank down onto me slowly, her eyes rolling back, her mouth falling open as she impaled herself on my full length. I felt her cum-slicked walls part around me, felt my own seed squelching as I entered her again.

Her heavy breasts bounced as she began to ride, her wide hips rolling with increasing desperation. The sight was incredible: this gorgeous MILF, silver-streaked hair wild around her face, enormous tits swinging, riding my cock like her life depended on it.

“So deep this way,” she gasped. “I can feel you in my belly. Your cock is so deep.”

I grabbed her hips, helping her rhythm, watching her breasts swing hypnotically above me. They were magnificent in motion, enormous and heavy, slapping together with every bounce, dark nipples tracing wild circles in the firelight.

“Breed me,” she moaned, riding faster. “Fill me again. I want more of your cum. I want to be dripping with it.”

“You look incredible riding my cock,” I told her. “Bouncing on me. Taking what you need. Using me to breed yourself.”

She threw her head back, silver-streaked hair cascading down her spine, her whole body rolling in waves as she worked herself on my cock. Her tight walls gripped me with every rise and fall, milking my shaft, coated in the cum I’d already deposited.

“I am going to,” she panted. “I am going to cum again. I can feel it building.”

I thrust up into her hard, meeting her rhythm, driving deeper with every stroke until my cockhead kissed her cervix. Her massive breasts bounced uncontrollably, the wet slap of her ass against my thighs filling the hut, mixed with the obscene squelch of her cum-filled pussy.

She came with a scream, her pussy clenching around me like a fist, her whole body shuddering and shaking above me. But I was not finished yet.

“One more position,” I said. “I want to take you from behind. I want to fuck you like an animal and pump another load into you.”

This time, I flipped her onto her hands and knees. Her heavy breasts hung beneath her, swaying freely, so large they nearly touched the furs. Her wide maternal ass was presented to me, inviting, framing her swollen, dripping pussy.

I pushed into her from behind in one long stroke.

“Oh god. This angle. I can feel you even deeper. You’re in my womb.”

I grabbed her wide hips and started fucking her again. Harder this time. Faster. Brutal, punishing strokes. Watching her thick ass jiggle with every thrust, watching her enormous breasts swing like pendulums beneath her, watching my cum-slicked cock disappear into her pussy over and over.

“Breed me,” she moaned. “Breed me again. Pump me full. Fill me until I overflow. Until your cum is running down my legs.”

I bred her.

I bred her like an animal. Fucked her until she came three more times, until her moans had become hoarse whispers, until her arms gave out and her face pressed into the furs, until her body trembled with exhaustion and her pussy was a swollen, sloppy mess.

Then I came again, driving balls-deep and pumping another massive load of cum into her already flooded womb. I held her hips tight against mine, feeling pulse after pulse of seed emptying into her, making sure every drop stayed deep inside.

We collapsed together, spent, satisfied. My cum immediately began leaking from her well-used pussy, pooling on the furs beneath us.

“I have not felt like this in eight years,” she murmured against my chest. “To be full. To be satisfied. To be claimed. To be fucked properly and filled with cum. I had lost this part of myself.”

“You’re mine now, Amara. My first wife. The mother of my children. The first woman I breed.”

“Yes.” She pressed herself against me, her massive breasts soft and warm against my chest, still slick with sweat. “I am yours. Forever. My pussy is yours. My womb is yours.”

We lay in the afterglow, my seed leaking in thick streams from her well-used, thoroughly bred pussy, pooling on the furs beneath us. Her hand pressed against her belly, feeling the warmth of my cum sloshing inside her, as if she could already sense life taking hold in her womb.

Movement at the edge of the hut caught my eye.

Sela.

She stood in the shadows near the entrance, exactly where I’d glimpsed her earlier. Her wrap had fallen completely open, revealing her small perfect breasts with their unusual pink nipples, both standing stiff and hard. One hand was buried between her thighs, two fingers plunging in and out of her pussy in a desperate rhythm.

She was fucking herself. Watching us. Getting off on everything she’d just witnessed.

I could see how wet she was even from here, could see her fingers glistening with her juices as they pumped into her tight young cunt. Her other hand was pinching one of her pink nipples, twisting it roughly.

Her eyes met mine across the dim space. She didn’t look away. Didn’t stop. Her hand moved faster, her fingers curling inside herself, her hips bucking against her own touch. Her mouth fell open in a silent moan of need.

I watched her watching me. Watched this innocent girl finger-fuck herself while staring at my cum leaking from Amara’s pussy.

She came moments later, hard. Her small body shuddered violently, her thighs clamping around her own hand, her free hand clamped over her mouth to keep from screaming. Her pussy visibly clenched around her fingers. Her eyes never left mine, even as the orgasm crashed through her, even as her legs nearly gave out.

When it was over, she slowly pulled her soaked fingers from her pussy. Raised them to her mouth. Licked them clean, still staring at me.

Then she pulled her wrap closed and slipped away into the darkness, leaving only the faint scent of her arousal behind.

Something else caught my attention. Another presence at the doorway.

Kaya.

The war-chief stood just outside the entrance, her athletic body rigid with tension. Her jaw was tight, her fists clenched at her sides. She wasn’t supposed to be here. She’d said she had other duties.

But she’d come anyway. To watch.

I couldn’t read her expression in the darkness. But I could see her rapid breathing. Could see the way her small breasts rose and fell beneath her binding.

She was affected. Deeply affected.

When she realized I’d seen her, she turned and disappeared into the night.

I lay back on the furs, Amara warm and satisfied in my arms.

The first claiming was complete.

But this was only the beginning.

Kaya watching from the doorway, her fierce eyes haunted by desire she refused to acknowledge.

Sela touching herself in the shadows, her innocence giving way to hunger.

Naia calculating her next move, her political mind already planning how to secure her place.

And Amara, my first wife, pressing her hand against her belly and dreaming of the daughter I’d promised her.

I held her close as the moon set over the volcanic cliffs.

Amara stirred in my arms. “What are you thinking about?”

“The future,” I said. “Our future.”

She smiled and pressed closer.

“Then think good thoughts,” she whispered. “Because our future starts now.”

She touched her belly again.
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