

Preface

In the endless forests of humanity’s dawn scattered tribes and family groups wander endlessly, learning to move through their own new-found supremacy. Life is ever dangerous, yes, but their world is wide and plentiful, leaving countless hours available for exploring their relationships with one another. No priests or politicians have yet emerged to police their hearts or bodies. No shame has yet been invented to demand they hide who they are or what they want.

Each tribe exists as an extended family group: eating, sleeping, hunting and surviving together. They have complex relationships with one another, but no particular sense of ownership over any one lover. Each tribe is led by a 'Chief' and his or her favoured partners, and takes their combined names as its own. However the use of the titles ‘Tribe Wife or Husband’ for said partners should not be taken anything like the meaning in our own world, being more akin to vice-chief or second-in-command and a sign of respect. Tribes decide their Chief based on the practicalities of strength and intelligence, whoever is most likely to help them survive in a harsh world and he or she in turn picks those they trust to delegate power to.

Sa is the finest huntress of her tribe, the ‘First Daughter’ renowned far and wide as an indomitable, undefeated warrior. She has one surviving sister, Ko, a shy, younger girl who has become the newly favoured sex pet of the tribe’s ageing leader, much to the chagrin of his Tribe-Wife Ruu and her various sons by other men. Sa navigates the subtle complexities of this inner circle of the tribe, anxious to protect her dearest sister but all too aware that the chief is growing weaker and lazier, day by day.

The rest of the tribe form a loose circle of cousins, aunts, half-siblings and the occasional stranger collected along the way, with the sharing of pleasures being nigh continual and babies simply arriving when they do. The forest can be a dark place as well as bright. Predators, sickness and injuries can claim anyone at any time. Thus the tribe must be close. The tribe must be love undiluted. The tribe must remain strong in both heart and numbers.


This story is a work of submissive erotic fiction and as such touches on subjects that some may find offensive, including but not limited to: violence, polygamy, free use, sexual abuse, sexual slavery, grey-area consent and abuse of power.

All characters are over the age of 18 and unrelated. Their consent for all sexual acts is assumed, but not always explicitly stated. The author does not support any real world examples of any of the behaviour or ideologies represented within.

This is a piece of erotic entertainment aimed at those who wish to enjoy the fantasies of domination and submission, not encouragement for those who seek to oppress others.

This story and all characters and settings within are copyrighted property of the author.

The cover image was generated using Midjourney.com and is also property of the author.
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A Chapter of Part 2:


Chapter 1

Sa crouched low. Feeling the rough stone beneath her feet. The wind whispering through her hair and around her ears. The coiled spring of all her muscles as they paused tense, frozen in absolute readiness. Small kisses of sunlight dappled down onto her bare skin from the canopy far above. Warm and pleasant caresses that her heightened senses would have loved to get lost in, if she let her focus slip for just an instant…

There. The snap of a twig at the edge of the clearing below! The heavy-footed fool couldn't sneak up on a blind-and-deaf bush-hog. She saw the flicker of movement as he realised his own mistake, panickedly scanning the bushes for any sign that it had been noticed. He didn't even throw a glance upwards. Men-folk never did. It was as if they never even considered anything could be looking down upon their oh-so-proud shoulders. Not that it would have mattered… if Sa did not want to be seen… She was not seen.

Seemingly content, the young man pushed said proud shoulders through the thicket and entered the clearing. Mistake after mistake after mistake. Did he really think he had made it here first? The echoed warning calls had bounced back and forth beneath the moon last night… surely he knew who he faced?

The smug look on his face told Sa all she needed. She recognised the now First Son of the Ta’hinili. He had been just a cub when their tribes had met last, watching in awe as she bit and scratched with his elders even then. Apparently he believed he could do better in taming the Ka’ru's ‘Wild Woman’… That was an arrogance in need of removal. The ‘wild woman’ herself felt her body shift on its own. Hunker down into a moment of perfect balance. Silence. Peace. An in-drawn breath that seemed to cause even the wind whispering through the leaves above to pause in budding anticipation.

Then she leapt. A feline pounce that carried all the weight and strength of this daughter of the jungle and directed it expertly upon the exposed back of her dark-skinned prey. He went down like a pile of rocks. Had she had her spear, that would of been it… this proud, strutting warrior would have been meat on a spit. Instead she drove a knee into his back and grabbed swiftly at one arm, pulling it back, and back… and round…

But no. He was stronger than she'd expected… and not so slow as he seemed. With a great, heaving shrug... the young man managed to wrench his arm free of her grip and dislodge her. Sa felt the thudding impact of an elbow against her left breast, and had to quickly roll away to avoid any more blows. The strike had winded her… but he must surely still be moreso. The tremble of his arms as he manoeuvred round to face her confirmed this. She pounced again, not wanting to give her opponent a single second to recover…

But that overconfident grin had returned. The man lunged forward as soon as she did, grabbing the lithe huntress out of mid air and slamming her onto her back. Within seconds he was on top of her, breathing raspingly, but pinning her arms up above her head. Writhing manically, Sa found her legs being pinned open wide by the weight of his knees. Glancing down… sure enough, she saw a swollen pillar already standing tall and triumphant. Clearly aroused immensely by the thought of how quickly this tussle had turned around.

Worse still... the First Daughter of the Ka'ru suddenly felt a host of eyes looking down upon them from all angles. The rest of both their tribes had arrived. Just in time to see her trapped and humiliated. Splayed out by the restraining strength of this younger warrior and inches away from being penetrated by his all-too eager manhood. Blood rushed to the all-hailed Wild Woman's cheeks. Was this only as far as her fearsome reputation made it? Would she be forever more toppled over by any cock-sure newcomer with something to prove?


Chapter 2

Sa felt the man on top of her rub his swollen shaft against the outer folds of her highest sensitivities. Gloating at the undignified position he held her in. Bathing in his apparent triumph where so many others had failed. Toh… that was his name. The pinned huntress wouldn't forget it again in a hurry… Her breast still ached from that blow she'd taken, her arms twisted up in his grip more than a discomfort. But it was the feel of that teasing friction against her labia which overshadowed all. She was already dripping wet down there… as she always was when in the thick of combat. Sex and pride and violence, all were one and the same to a true warrior.

For a second, she glanced out past her opponent. Up into the crowds of watching faces among the trees all around. There she found the one she needed. Ko's visage was a pitch of conflicting emotions as always. Concern and doubt stitched so deeply in, yet fluted by an unwavering faith that her older sister could overcome even such a predicament as this. Ko never gave up on her, no matter what. That was everything. But then another look crossed over that innocent face. One of surprise, yet closely followed by demure acceptance. A shadow had appeared behind Sa's sibling. Their leader… invading her flesh from behind without thought or question, as always. Sa watched Ko turn away and offer nothing but a smile toward this advantage taken. The Wild Woman found that inner fire which centred her entire being reignite to a conflagration unrestrainable.

Suddenly the man Toh found himself holding onto not a smaller mammal trapped and tamed, but a typhoon of teeth, talons and pure refusal to surrender. Realising his mistake, he tried desperately to throw his weight back down on her. To drive himself inside and finish this… It was too late though. Far too late.

Sa ran her legs up the mans chest, folding herself up and using the hard ground against her back to kick up at him time and time again. With a foot on his face she heaved the man's bulk up and away, then swung her legs around his head and crossed them behind. Crushing her strong thighs against his ears she squeezed, adoring the feel of his muffled panic against her suffocating pussy. Then she twisted her entire body, using the locked grip he still had on her arms as a pivot to roll them both over and reverse their positions.

She had a moment, then, to relish the fresh air of dawn and balance of life's power back where it should be: with her on top. Feeling a younger man suffocate beneath the grinding seal of her sex. Sa wasn't about to make the same mistake he had though… In one fluid movement she jumped her hips backwards, pressing her thumbs into soft spots of his inner elbows. The reflexal pain of this gave him no time to react… The wild woman lined her gushing arousal up perfectly… and impaled herself upon his well-primed pillar!

A cheer went out from all sides of the clearing's surrounds. The match was made. The winner was Sa of the Ka'ru over Toh of the Ta'hinili. The tribes were well met! The triumphant warrior-woman basked in a shaft of sunlight breaking through from above as whoops and catcalls rang out between the trees. For just an instant: she looked down upon the man she had toppled and smiled, beginning to gently bob her hips up and down upon him. Before the rest of his and her extended families arrived for what would surely be a long day of celebration and lovemaking.


Chapter 3

As was tradition, the two chiefs of the meeting tribes embraced over the merging forms of their proudest warriors. As usual, Sa found two more swollen phalluses introducing themselves insistently at her head height. At least when it was a female leading the other group she had some change of pace… but Ta of the Ta'hinili was her leader's younger brother and as such his particular pillar of twitching flesh was rather the return of an old acquaintance she knew well. She took it into hand and mouth with accustomed confidence. Her own supposed superior's instrument tasted recognisably of Ko, as always. It was almost impressive the man had left her younger sister alone long enough to come and play out this formality. Sa was sure that, soon enough, the old man would be buried back inside his favoured shadow. Presumably offering any selection of her other holes over to his returned sibling.

Over Sa's bobbing head and working arms, the two chiefs laughingly discussed the year or so since they'd last met. When Ka had inherited the tribe and territory their shared mother had won, his brother had been free to wander further afield. The tribe he himself had eventually formed were likewise renowned for living nowhere in particular for long, travelling far and wide across the years. It was a much riskier life, forever learning new lessons by hard means. Yet there were many rewards: The Ta'hinili were almost always welcomed with open arms by the more static tribes they met, for they always had new stories, gifts and ideas to trade. For a tribe with an overabundance of sons, this probably also meant their seed was spread further than any other family group the forest over. There was a running joke that was ever passed behind their retreating backs: The Ta'hinili always leave just as the first belly begins to swell…

Speaking of which… Sa felt the victory she had claimed beginning to twitch and throb inside her bouncing hips. As ever, she had been too distracted by her deflating adrenaline and her duties above to really enjoy the bucking friction she had fought to be on top of… but in catching the eye of the young man she rode upon, she realised he had been staring up at her this whole time. Something in that look drew her in, making her sink for a second into truly experiencing the colliding pleasures of their two forms. Of course, it was now over far before she would have arrived at her own climax. There would be plenty of those later, however, when she was left amongst the lone wolves of each tribe. All determined to… venerate her display of strength.

For now she simply enjoyed the splash of another would-be champion's seed against her inner walls. As soon as it was obvious that that sacred contract was sealed, the circling female vultures of her own tribe dragged the young man away to 'tend to his wounds'. Poor Toh did look a little worse for wear now that it was all over, gaze still glued to the woman who had defeated him. Sa hoped he didn't expect too much rest and recuperation among those other Ka'ru women though... if he thought the treatment she had dished out had tested any of his limits.

Still… she had to admit… it had been a long time since anyone had caught her so by surprise.  Brought her that close to defeat in this proud ceremony of greeting… As her chief and his brother released their own splatterings across her, the huntress put a hand to her own belly. Perhaps his would finally be the injection of love strong enough to bring her to child...


Chapter 4

Once the meeting of the chiefs… and competitive mating of their finest warriors, had concluded; the celebration could begin in earnest. Humanity was spread sparse across these rich lands, ever carving out new trails and territories from the earth-mother's endless bounty. So a meeting with another tribe was ever a cause for joy and merriment, to show off the fruits of your labours and hear stories of far off wonders.

For the Ka'ru a highlight of those fruits were indeed… fruits. Being a more settled tribe well known for holding one of the most fertile patches of forest around, the depths of their territory held several magnificent groves of wild figs and plums. Left specifically to ferment and defended from pests, these made for an intoxicating treat brought out only on such special occasions. Combined with the latest sucesses of Sa and the other skilled hunters this made for quite the feast. Even Ko had managed to trap and dry two fat lizards to proudly have laid out before the two brothers-in-command.

Meanwhile the Ta'hinili, as always, seemed to magically produce a myriad of wonders from the wide collection of gourds, pots and pouches they all wore strung from their hips and shoulders. Saltrocks from the scorching flats far to the east, dried fish and trinkets from the marsh-dwellers of the south and a strange paste they had developed themselves which somehow seemed to burn the tongue and yet enhance the flavour of any food it was smeared upon. They delighted in offering this to any unsuspecting and overconfident Ka'ru they could, resulting in endless cycles of spluttering and mirth.

Of course, with all this frivolity and merrymaking, soon the air was filled with the gasps and moaning songs of pleasure. The Ta'hinili were an overwhelmingly male tribe, the three sister's at its heart seemingly near incapable of producing daughters. But that was fine, as the Ka'ru had more than their fair share of females. Being such a settled and well-provisioned tribe was a distinct attraction for women with small or soon-to-be children, especially when the fatherhood was unknown, absent or sadly passed. Whenever a wandering tribe passed through, there was a distinct chance that one or two stragglers would offer themselves prostrate before Ka, begging safe haven for they and their young. The old chief was always shrewdly amenable to this, for his lands could sustain many, and were only ever strengthened by numbers. Even if the young mothers left again when their little ones were grown and their original tribe passed back through, there was a connection of the heart made there which left little room for that same group to turn jealous eyes and sharpened spears towards their previous sanctuary.

Of course, it helped this also meant that the Ka'ru men had no shortage of grateful and untangled young women around, eager to secure their place among these strangers by whatever means they could. In fact it was possibly this which led the tribe as a whole to consist of a smaller supply of rather lazy and pampered men among a multitude of driven and highly competitive females... at least by Sa’s judgement. Like the roaring beasts of the savannah, Ka and his sons were good for little but loud noises; Those they made themselves or those they drew from any huntress who let herself be caught.

It was no great wonder then, that the meeting with the Ta'hinili had been eagerly anticipated ever since their calls had first been heard drifting across the valley some two nights ago. Sa's ears had been filled with nothing but the boasting and nattering of her fellow women, as they rushed to prepare for the feast. Each one claiming that she would take on this many strong, young warriors at once and swallow down that much seed in one orifice or another. It had all become rather tiresome, as the First Daughter tried to focus on readying her mind and body for her role in the affair. Yet now she walked through a parade of all those dreams realised, the two chiefs' sperm dripping and drying down her face and chest. The forest was overtaken by the squelching, laughing sounds of humanity at its most raw and joyful. Every creature for miles around would have scurried away from this raucous melee of lust and companionship. Sa picked her way through the madness, in search of some food and some measure of tranquillity where she could nurse her still-aching side.


Chapter 5

She found it surrounding the titular mother-queens of the Ta'hinili. Hi was a giant of a woman, in bosom, thigh and presence. Layed out, quite relaxed upon a bed of soft moss, her swollen belly spoke of another son yet to come. Sa tried to envision the strength required to walk the miles their ever-moving tribe did, all while overbalanced by that invasive passenger… and came up short. Undefeatable warrioress she might be… but this mother-figure had always made the younger female feel frail. Here was a woman who had produced a whole tribe from effectively the air itself, birthing half of it single-handedly and guiding the rest with a deft cunning matched only by her husband's. Privy to the inner trials of leading even the settled and secure Ka'ru, Sa was under no illusions that anyone else could do what Ta, Hi and her sisters had.

Yet the First Wife always seemed so at ease, so ready to lend a welcome to any who approached. A baby nursed contentedly at her breast, presumably one of her sister's. While the few other women who had joined her tribe lay nearby, in similar states of pregnancy. One of these, Sa was startled to see, was suckling a much, much older companion. It was said that the milk of the Ta'hinili never stopped flowing, as even the adult sons of the tribe never lost their taste for it. The wild woman suddenly remembered one of them once telling her it was that which gave them the strength and energy to run ahead of the tribe hunting... and find the way back to them by thirst for it alone.

Sa wasn't so sure about that, but she did wonder if perhaps here was one of the reasons the nomadic tribe didn't collect many extra stray daughters, even if they couldn't produce their own. It took a special type of woman to be happy to allow any number of strange men access to that particular level of intimacy with her nipples all day every day. Not to mention the pure exhaustion of being quite so outnumbered by the spears of an ever-horny brood of virile young men. It was no wonder Hi and her companions were more than happy to drift off to the side when they finally encountered another tribe.

The older woman allowed Sa to settle quietly into her own thoughts for a while, before leaning over to offer some food and a smile. The triumphant warrioress took the spicy paste-smeared meat gratefully and at last felt the morning's adrenaline dissipate completely.

"You did very well, Wild Woman." Somehow, when Hi gave that title, it sounded like she was sharing in a childish joke with you. But there was no condescension there, just the slight idea that perhaps the words didn't mean what you thought they did.

"I thought for a second my Toh had you… but I'm glad he didn't. He's been talking of little else for weeks since we entered Ka'ru lands... I think he would actually have been terribly disappointed if he'd won..."

This little nugget of insight took Sa by surprise. Why would the boy be upset if he'd triumphed? She certainly didn't feel like he'd held back… Hi's smile held no answers however.

"You didn't happen to see Ni on your walk over did you?"

Through a mouth full of burning sensations, Sa had to shake her dissent. The questioner sighed heavily.

"No surprises there… I was hoping that sister of mine would make herself useful for just a little while before giving in to her urges…"

The second wife of Ta was renowned throughout most of the local tribes, both for her ethereal beauty and… voracious desires. It was said she'd had more lovers than any other woman alive… often several at a time. To be honest it was also said she would mate with the beasts, the rivers and any suitably shaped tree if given half the chance. It was the sort of reputation that you'd think might put people off if her every curve and movement didn't just insist that you move a little closer, to feel her skin against your skin. Only the Ka'ru's own First Wife was ever drooled over in quite the same manner… and she was much more selective over who got to slip inside of her.

"Well would you mind holding onto her latest for me… just for a moment. I need to go find Li as well, before she vanishes forever."

Sa was given little choice, as the tiny human in question was plonked in her arms even as the favor was asked. She briefly panicked as it wriggled into some position of comfort… but once there it seemed to settle down and latch onto her as if any port would do. The young huntress had no milk to give, but that didn't seem to bother the presumable him. Soon she found the entire experience quite relaxing, and a useful ward upon her late morning's peace. No man was brave or fool enough to bother a woman holding a baby.


Chapter 6

Ko sat upon her chief's lap, and felt the great girth of the man churn inside of her. He was barely even erect anymore… just a fat, flaccid sausage of warm flesh ensconced within her pussy. She didn't mind. The young woman knew every shade of the cock that ruled her by now: from the shrivelled softness of it as they bathed together in an icy stream, to the thunderous thudding invasions after he'd had another fight with Ruu. It made her blush just to think about how he came to her to soothe such frustrations. Overwhelming her entire body with the driving power of each thrust. She adored the feeling of just letting herself vanish into those waves of unstoppable pleasure, no longer quiet, little Ko, but instead some shrieking, giggling animal of pure and fleshy joy.

Ka was a mighty chief, the last living legend of these forested hills. She didn't need anyone else to tell her that. She'd known it every day of her life. Could feel it in the calloused grip of his great fingers upon her budding breasts. The comforting protection of his entire embrace around her small and fragile form. Ko was nothing like her indefatigable sister, of that she was painfully aware. So she had searched for so long for some worth of her own. That night she had come of age, when she had first seen her leader's lumbering form loom out of the darkness… She had felt so happy. Happy that she now had a purpose for her frail and flimsy self. She was his plaything. Entrusted with the name of his first true love and dedicated to living up to that honour! Sometimes, when he was deep, deep inside of her, Ko dreamt she could feel the spirit of that lost Tribe-Wife… thanking her for looking after her husband so well.

Across the way, the girl caught the edge of a glare. Ruu was welcoming Ta while he ate, as was right for the hostess of the greater tribe. She took the man's entire length into her mouth with ease, dipping her head into his lap in casual grace and dignity. Ko was only ever amazed by the First Wife's ability to grant pleasures without any embarrassing drooling, gagging or slurping. The woman seemed to breathe cock as easily as air, and could ride a man in such a fluid, feline sway that others would come just to watch. As a sudden counterpoint to such immaculate, erotic perfection Ko could not restrain her own entrancement and admiration… Yet, every day that glare the older woman offered in return grew just a little more venomous. Ko still didn't quite understand why Ruu hated her so. It wasn't like she showed any particular interest in being Ka's favourite herself anymore. The violent clashes of words which had accompanied so many of the tribe's evenings back then, now having died down to a sort of bitter stalemate. Ka's First Tribe-Wife retained her authority, as was her due. This smaller, younger replacement simply shared his bed. By thought it would seem the happiest outcome for all concerned… but in practice that cold division just grew and grew.

At last, Ruu closed her eyes and gave a satisfied hum, while above the man she worked on simply continued laughing and joking with his brother, perhaps pushing down on her neck slightly as the only indication of what was occurring. After a couple of seconds he let her rise, an open mouth revealing the thick whiteness he had deposited on her tongue. The great beauty of the Ka'ru gulped this down with a warm smile, thanking the visiting chief for his donation with a peck on the cheek. The seed of a tribe leader was a great honour of an appetiser, as well Ko knew. Such powerful seasoning would flavour everything else Ruu feasted on today, reminding her of her still great standing among the peoples of the forest.

Ko only hoped that would stave off any further cruelties that might otherwise come her way. Inside, she felt the chief's presence begin to rise and harden once more. Before long she would be bent forward and given her own taste of Ta's spear, of that she was sure. Pinned between two chiefs and brothers as they gleefully reminisced of times long past. At that thought, the younger woman's heart was near as full as her holes would soon be… despite any fears of jealousy and reprisal. What stories she might hear as these two giants boasted to each other? What waves of pleasure she might feel as their great strengths collided inside? The warm sun continued rising towards its peak far above, and Ko gurgled happily upon the dirt.


Chapter 7

A little while later, after the full brunt of noon had burnt itself off, the two tribes were just beginning to rouse themselves once more from the universal slumber in the shade that such heat enforced upon full bellies. Sa clambered over naked body after naked body, all entwined together in jigsaws of relaxed companionship. Streaks of each other's juices dried upon each swathe of skin and sweet caresses of sleepy fingers still made movement here or there, but most had now burnt out all the erotic energy built up in anticipation of this communion.

Most, but not all… Sa came upon a gaggle of bodies still heaving and sweating in the dust of the day. She was not particularly surprised to note she had now, in fact, found Ni. The insatiable second wife of the Ta'hinili writhed between three male forms, whether they were her sister's sons, strangers or men of the Ka'ru being beyond any interest. Her smooth, golden skin glistened with layer after layer of sweat and an endless patchwork of spilled semen. Her hair was a matted mess from being dragged through the dirt and leaves of the forest floor. Yet still she seemed to radiate an undeniable allure that even Sa could feel. Those bouncing breasts just asked to be chewed upon, bucking thighs to be spread wide and delved between. The woman did not have a hole unfilled, and you got the distinct impression that she hadn't all morning and wouldn't till dusk. The Ka'ru huntress could track a buck for 3 days straight through thickest forest… but this older woman's stamina impressed her.

What also surprised Sa, was that Ni was not alone in her efforts to drain every testicle in sight dry. Kneeling just next door was her own erstwhile queen, each hand full of a younger man's shaft and delicately lapping at one and then the other. It was quite unusual to see Ruu entertaining any but the most choice of visitors from other tribes, delighting in letting her prestige and beauty drive scraps between brothers and rifts between friends for the right to claim her. It must have been the challenge of Ni's never-closed legs that drew such uncharacteristic charity. Here were the two most hungered-after women in all the known tribes… perhaps even Ruu recognised what a waste it would be not to lie them side-by-side in a waking wet dream. Sex and strength were everything to the people of the forest, after all. The battlefields of pride that Sa fought in, considered no greater than the ones that these two women of softer touches ruled. The Wild Woman might not always get on with the one who stood second in command of her tribe, but that did not mean she did not respect her. Ruu had sat as Tribe-Wife since before she was Ko’s age, and continued to do so even as the divide between her and Ka grew wider and ever more bitter. Benefitting the tribe with her cunning and guile and always knowing just when to step down off her high horse and use the assets she was gifted with.

Of course, there was also one of Ruu’s favoured lovers present: the intolerably spoilt Sen, pumping his way into her rear. Such carefully selected courters were a breed apart, raised to ever dodge Ka's disdain and cluster around their doting 'mother'. She barely let them beyond arms reach these days, seeming to entirely draw her strength from their presence. The man barely a year younger than Sa gave her a leering smile, seeming to speed up his deep thrusts into their leader's back passage as she passed. Of all her hunt-brothers, Sen she could abide the least. He was always trying to gain one up on her in anything he did or said… that or sneak up and delve inside her when Ruu wasn't looking. The Tribe-Wife hated seeing any of her favourites intermingling with Ko or Sa. It was one of the few things that she and the sisters actually agreed upon. Sen and co were rough and sloppy lovers, caring only for their own bursts of pleasure. Ruu's constant doting had seen to that. Sa avoided all their advances, whenever she could.


Chapter 8

Travelling further through the blinking and yawning throngs, Sa spotted her morning's rival also looking a bit worse for wear. As expected he was rather heaped with ladies of the Ka'ru, all looking to secure some seed from a First Son, in hopes of producing a child as strong. The fact that he had almost triumphed over their very own Wild Woman almost certainly helping matters. Many of them knew first hand just how difficult it was to get a leg over her, so probably saw it as their sworn duty to encourage anyone who came close. There was a complicated tangle of admiration and jealousy between those who might otherwise wish to stand foremost among their tribe.

Sa saw the young man wince as the one currently riding him bounced particularly high… and felt a little sorry for the dent she'd put in his spine. She knew exactly what it was like to be rubbed raw by the friction of bodies on top of a mornings hard-earned bruises. He spotted her, and clearly wanted to call out… but there was no escaping the net of female bodies weighing down on him. So Sa just smiled and shrugged, whatever he wanted to say could come later.

Speaking of friction between bodies, the huntress spotted some movement out of the corner of her eye. Sure enough, to one side or another, there appeared several of the shapes she had spent the morning avoiding. Sons of the Ta'hinili that she half recognised from when she had been younger and more visibly full of fire. All too eager to prove herself by rushing into playful combat with 3, 4 or more men twice her size at once, prodding and jibing at them until they shrugged and turned to face her. Always it had ended the same, with her pinned to the ground and penetrated by one after another, after another, still struggling to fight them as she was dripping with their cum and laughed at.

Yet, even she could not deny that that had been half the point… as she had first learnt of all the ways bodies could press and pull and collide together in lust and pride and love. And always she had outlasted them in the end. Wrestling the last tired out and empty-balled straggler to the ground. To clench him between her thighs and cry out victory, just as she had done this morning. It had been a long path she'd taken toward her current strength, full of points of doubt and weakness and bitter defeat. These men had played a role in all of that, before their travels took them further afield. She was nothing if not grateful.

Sa found a clear patch, free of other gyrating bodies. They approached from all sides now, aware that the game was afoot. Ahead, the wild woman spotted Ka and his brother, still laughing the day away, as if they were still the inseparable best friends of their shared childhood… but they paused to watch this unfold.

There were five of them now, spread out and gradually plucking up the courage to enclose her. Dodging into any blindspot they could. They knew she wasn't the girl they had played with all those years ago anymore. And they also knew it hadn't been wise to be the first one to rush in, even then…

The first man ran at her from behind, clearly desperately signalling for someone else to distract her while he did. She purposely left it until the last second to react, letting him think the ploy had worked. Making sure there was no hesitation in his momentum… Then she dropped. Spinning on her haunches and letting a long, brown leg swing out to remove him from his feet. The crunch of his body hitting the floor was cue for the rest of them to find their balls. They all charged at once… but she picked two together and turned to meet them. Taking a lesson from her opponent this morning, Sa charged forward into the attack before it could arrive. Throwing her shoulder into the gut of the closest fool. She felt his penis slap upwards against her tit as a guttural 'oof' let her know all the air had left his lungs. The warrior woman smiled at such simple pleasures as she threw him to the floor as well.

The other one had faltered in his charge as he watched what happened to his companion, skidding to a halt within reach. Sa didn't give him a second to regret that. She stomped a foot down onto the chest of her previous victim and used him as a springboard to leap upon his friend. Swinging around the young man's neck she pulled him over backwards and gifted him, too, with an intimate embrace of the ground.

The slowest two were here now, though, and the first man had recovered from his tumble… if not his embarrassment. They managed to grab hold of various pieces of her before any more acrobatics could be unleashed. Even then, safety was far from assured. It was telling exactly how wide the margin was between a the prowess of a chosen First Son or Daughter and these fair-weather warriors. Even with all five of them hanging on for dear life, one after another would be sent groaning to earth from a well-placed kick or elbow. Still… even Sa had her limits… eventually the sheer weight of them dragged her down to the earth, giggling at the curses they threw. At some point the joke caught on, and even those now nursing particularly sore lumps began chuckling along.

Sa found a swelling shaft introduced to her lips, and took it inside with only a teasing pinch of teeth. Somewhere behind she felt a tongue exploring the folds between her legs, prepping them to receive another eager manhood. The deadly serious combat training was over. Suddenly, she was again that newly-flowered youth, laughing as her tribe's extended family tickled and wrestled with her. Enjoying the rough or tender skin-on-skin contact of those whose bonds had been forged through bruises. Over to one side, she heard her sister's laughter; clearly having come to cheer her on as always.

For the next few hours, the Ka'ru's finest huntress let herself sink into the bliss of physical pleasures, as man after man slid inside one hole or another and relieved himself. By the end she felt sticky and overflowing: seed dripping from her chin and dribbling out between her thighs. But also cleansed… several rounds of orgasms having lifted all tenseness from her shoulders. This was what it meant to be human. Pain and pleasure, flesh and dirt. The sun above set the canopy on fire with crimson beauty and the calls of other apes echoed through the twilight. Sa sent her own call out to join them, enjoying the feel of her throat reverberating with the approaching night. Across the clearing, other voices answered as well, sending the song onwards into darkness. 'Here we are!', it said, 'We are us!'.


Chapter 9

Tired out and sore in more ways than one, Sa dragged herself in the general direction of the rest of the crowds. Tomorrow there would be a great session of bathing by all and sundry, up in the waterfall pools at the heights of their domain. But for now, the bodies that traipsed toward tonight's lodgings were unanimously pungent. Sweat and dust and semen were painted across near to 90 people, both Ka'ru and Ta'hinili. All had been throwing themselves with all their worth into this rare day of celebration and communion.

Sa felt the dribble of so many men's seed trickle down her inner thigh. For that was what this was all about, after all, wasn't it? The joining of two tribes and the hopeful breeding of their strongest members. That was why it began with the ceremonial meeting. That was why her and Toh had been surrounded and pinned down by everyone who could grab hold of them today. Maybe, just maybe, one of today's deposits would be the one that enabled her duty to increase the tribe in number. Maybe the man who almost beat her would be the one whose spirit was strong enough… 'It didn't happen, then didn't happen, then did…' the wise women always said. Sa was past the point of questioning such.

She made her way up towards the cliff face which held her tribe's sleeping cavern. The Ka'ru had various such abodes scattered amongst their territory; not always caves, sometimes just furrows which could be guarded against the elements by torn-down branches. None were so grand as this one though, which is why it was used when greeting guests. Most of the time the tribe was variously scattered across their land as hunting or foraging parties, trekking out for days at a time to better support the community as a whole. Only at times such as now, or when dangers threatened, were they all to be found together. It led to a much more noisy and crowded affair than Sa was used to, with a first-come-first-served rule of thumb for the most comfortable patches of moss and leaf-cushioned floor. Still, she was First Daughter, and knew the place well. Her own favourite spot had been surreptitiously left vacant by a surrounding chorus of drowsy, barked whispers.

She settled herself down and listened to the thousandfold rustling of a lapping tide of humanity trying to do the same. It would seem some had still not quite had their fill of lovemaking over the long day. Several squawking, moaning voices echoed oddly off the ceiling above. Sa thought she recognised Ko's squeaking tones among them, unsurprisingly really. The older sister had been drifting off to the sound of her sibling being invaded for nigh on a year now. The chief seemed utterly incapable of falling asleep without spurting one last, slimy load into his pet.

Sa sighed at the lot they'd each been given. She'd tried to encourage Ko to find another source of self-worth amongst the tribe, before she became as bitter and twisted inside as Ruu… but the girl wouldn't listen. She was too devoted to the old man and his desires… Too submissive and self doubtful that she could be anything more than a human plaything. Sometimes Sa wondered if perhaps that was somewhat her fault… In being so focused on building her own strength she had left her little sister so far behind…

A lost-looking shadow meandered through the gloom before her, clearly too-tired to think straight and tripping over one laid out soul after another. Several growls of annoyance followed his progress, but the silhouette seemed to be looking for something. Sa sighed heavily as the shape came into focus, but gave a sharp call before he blundered into anyone else. It wasn't exactly specified that the First Son and Daughter should lie together… but there were certain expectations. Usually Sa managed to disappear early enough, and the man was too distracted with all the other Ka'ru women fawning over him to notice. Toh, it seemed, was different… she couldn't quite ignore the pathetic helplessness he seemed to give off as he stomped haphazardly into other peoples would-be slumber.

The young man happily plonked himself down on the softened floor beside her. He was clearly as bone-tired as her, and not really interested in anything other than closing his eyes and keeping them so. Which boded the question: Why did he bother seeking her out at all? Sa was too close to the threshold of dreams to ponder the foolish actions of men… but she felt the warmth of his body pressed up against her own… and accepted that small positive at least.


Chapter 10

For several weeks the tribes travelled together through Ka'ru territory, reliving old memories of similar times spent here long ago. They slept together, ate together, bathed together. All enjoying the change in company that gave space to escape the petty squabbles and insufferable repetition of their normally constrained options for sociability. Of course, they had to spread out a bit… even the Ka'ru lands were not rich enough to leave food on the ground for quite so many people. Many little groups split off as mixtures of each tribe, usually those who had found they particularly enjoyed the… physical company of those they chose. New loves blossomed everywhere and bushes shook with ever-spontaneous acts of lovemaking.

Sa led several hunting parties out into the depths of the forest. Relishing the opportunity to match wits again with Li: the third wife of the Ta'hinili and the woman who had first truly inspired her in the ways of the hunt. Small, quiet and noticeably scarred, Li was not actually that much older than Sa; being the youngest of the three sisters. Yet something in her past had left its mark deep, in soul even more than skin. She did not like to spend a lot of time around other people, but was happy enough to teach curious young things… If the first thing they learned was to stay quiet and watch... and could manage to keep up.

However it would seem there would be little chance to reunite with the silent companionship of her mentor. Whenever Sa tried to slip away, she found herself inundated by volunteers from among the Ta'hinili men. Men who seemed far more interested in admiring the views of her they could snatch while stalking, than keeping an eye on the actual prey. While Li seemed to be similarly put upon by a younger generation of Ka'ru huntresses, determined to learn where the woman they needed to overcome got her strength. So, the groups ever ran in opposite directions, perhaps intent on saving the other of at least one brand of annoyance. Sa found her nights' sleeping rough among the trees ever disturbed by the need to politely allow every soul she had been irritated by all day ram himself into one end of her or another. It was an endless trial upon her patience and hospitality, held up only by the thought that this was exactly what being a female chieftain must be like…

The only respite seemed to come when Toh chose to come with her. The young man seemed to command enough respect among his brothers that they'd fade into the background when he was around. Finally leaving her some air and respite. She still felt his eyes crawling along her curves more than she'd like, of course. But the soft spoken warrior was much less pushy and demanding of her attention. He didn't feel the need to try and impress her every five minutes with some stupid joke or trick, nor the weight and girth of that which dangled between his legs. Sa could almost come to say she found his company… pleasant.

It also meant that she was let in on the reason the Ta'hinili had returned after so long. In his calm off-hand way, Toh revealed:

"Father Ta has a plan. A great herd of beasts heads this way. He thinks strength of two tribes needed to make hunt. Biggest hunt ever made. He plans to persuade Ka to help. Make brothers' names sung for long, long years."

It all made sense. Ta knew his brother's pride still burnt strong… and if you needed a tribe to help you with a momentous task, the Ka'ru were your ideal choice. The greatest hunt ever made? Requiring two whole tribe's efforts? Even Sa found herself lured in a little at the thought of being part of such a thing.


Chapter 11

As expected, Ka fell for the idea like a baited rodent from its burrow. Just like that, the Ka'ru were making preparations to leave their well-trodden haunts for the first time in a generation. It wasn't so far, where Ta planned to intercept this grand migration of his, just a week's travel at the tribes' leisurely, foraging-as-you-go walking pace. Yet it would take them beyond the edge of the forest, out onto the wide savanna. Where beasts with teeth roamed and the sun beat down without remorse. Naturally that made some of the Ka'ru quite nervous. The cover and protection of endless greenery was something that soothed their very souls. They were quick climbers and cunning hiders. Always content that if danger reared, they could disappear among the trunks without a sound, their wooded home a maze they knew by heart.

Sa was not worried at all, however. Back when she had been younger she had often travelled for miles with the Ta'hinili on their visits… before eventually turning back toward home. Ka, too, had often traipsed out with his brother before and after they had both become great leaders. There were dangers everywhere in this world, all it took was an eye ready to spot them. There was something truly freeing about being able to see for miles in any direction. Standing naked upon the wide, wide earth. Feeling the wind between your thighs. It made you more aware of how small you really were, compared to the sky and hills and swathes of rustling grasses. To stand on a rise away from the rest of the tribe and feel you were the only soul from horizon to horizon was a rare and beautiful gift. The sun would beat down upon every inch of your skin, filling you with the warmth of life. The simple joy of simply existing, and all the woes and worries that made up the rest of being human melted away.

It seemed to all and sundry like that long-lost, playful teen which the Wild Woman of the Ka’ru once had been… was back among them still. Gone was the dour, insurmountable warrior whose shoulders hung heavy with the weight of her chief’s passed-over duties. With a whole plain to spread out over and hunt for small burrowing prey, or dig up fat roots, or search out trickling springs and streams; no family squabbles or long-held grudges were forced to squeeze together between the trees. It made everyone feel like a breath of fresh air had been granted. Bodies tumbled together in the dust of the day and looked up at the stars of night in jigsaw-puzzle huddles for warmth. The two tribes intermingled completely and all felt greater for doing so.

And there… on the third day since leaving the forest behind… rose a rumbling cloud of dust upon the edge of vision. Ta’s promised herd of beasts beyond counting. Heading toward the tribes location on a clear path for them to intercept. A great crack in the land let them take only one route toward a patch of glinting jewels on the other horizon: the mighty Goro River. It was among that labyrinth of sharp rocks and sudden ravines which descended toward the churning water, that the chiefs intended to lay their trap. With the right planning, and fearless execution, it should be possible for their small collection of humanity to split off a choice selection of the endless herd. Run them into a dead end canyon of Ta’s meticulous choosing, and then strike them down one at a time with very little risk to themselves. Enough meat to last each tribe for months, if properly dried and rubbed with the salt that the Ta’hinili had oh-so-coincidentally picked up on their journey over. The idea was ambitious, but sound. The sort of thing that Sa just knew Ta had been stewing up for years since he last walked through this region, perhaps noting the multitude and direction of leftover hoofprints. That was why he and his family held such respect among the tribes, if not the coveted glory of his elder brother: Where other people looked, the Ta’hinili saw.


Chapter 12

So it was that, on the dawn of a day later, Sa found herself huddled into the shadows of a jagged rock. Listening intently for the first rumble of approaching hooves. All the most experienced hunters from both tribes had been positioned here, at the most dangerous crux of their plan. To hide right in the path of the coming stampede and choose just the right moment to leap out and divert a selection of the beasts to their doom. The risks were high: To pick the wrong moment… or show even an inch of fear and doubt… would certainly guarantee you found yourself rampaged over, down and among those coming hooves. There would be no rescue from that fate, any man or woman who fell among so many massive, yet fearful creatures would very soon be little but a stain among the dust.

Yet… numbers was also what was needed here, to give the beasts any thought of pause at all. A lone human barely standing up to their mighty flanks would be charged down without a second’s thought. Half a tribe of yelling, screaming monsters waving sharply pointed weapons was a whole different matter. So each hunter had a younger companion… one of those still learning the various, precarious tricks of this bloody trade. Sa was joined in her spot by one of Toh’s younger brothers. A short, wiry young man who seemed almost incapable of sitting still, trembling with nervous energy. She had tried to quietly bark at him several times to settle down, but it was clear he had no control over the adrenaline coursing through his veins, no matter his apologetic squeaks.

Sighing, she did the only thing she could, slipping him quickly into her womanhood. She felt the panicked beating of his heart through that connection, and let it be bathed in the slow, measured pace of her own. Lying on top of him in this uncomfortable perch, she let her hips move calmly and quietly. Fucking him into peaceful relaxation. The barely-more-than-a-boy even naturally latched his lips onto one of her breasts as she did this, a true sign of his Ta’hinili upbringing. It was a strange, intense feeling, to be suckling her would-be hunting partner while every sense of her stretched itself out into their usual, hyper-aware state of preparation. Yet, it was also weirdly comforting for both of them… and finally ceased the constant wriggling and shuffling that might have risked both their lives.

And then… suddenly… the herd was here. The acoustics of the canyon somehow hiding the thunder of their hoofbeats right up until the leading beasts appeared over the rise ahead. The smell of dust and sweat poured in from all sides and the noise was near deafening. The young man inside of her immediately increased his pace, shoving all his excitement and panic up into the huntress astride him. Sa barely noticed though, she popped her head up briefly and caught the glances of Li and Toh upon either side, doing the same. Three highly-trained minds making the same calculations without word or signal. They were the best of the best. They had to make the call. Their fellow tribesmen would follow their lead and would either succeed or die by that decision.

More and more animals poured to either side, an unstoppable torrent of churning muscle, hair and horn. The rhythmic thump of their hooves could be felt through the rock below. The heartbeat of the herd as a whole, it echoed through the earth and caught up and combined with the pumping phallus entering and exiting Sa from below. All were one and the same. The bass and percussion of life itself. And in finding that… the First Daughter of the Ka’ru felt the coming break, seconds before it arrived.

The gap in the torrent of animals was barely the length of two of them… but it was enough. Sa leapt from her rock just as she felt her companion ejaculate inside of her, the spurting cream which then trailed out behind seeming to almost help with the launch. She threw every inch of her lungs and stomach into a ferocious warcry. The kind of inhuman noise which only truest humanity could employ. She had no doubt that Toh and Li had done the same, but couldn’t hear their echoing cries to confirm or deny. All that mattered was the great bull charging toward her. The beast three times her size and twenty times her weight, which she needed to face down and turn aside. Her knuckles were white on her spear. The creature's black eyes met hers without blinking. The half a moment in which it would need to make its own decision stretched out into forever. It kept on coming. And kept on coming. Planting its hooves down and raising them up with all the certainty of an ancestry bred only to charge forward through all obstacles. Those tar-pit eyes seemed to suck in the reflection of this little, naked ape waving its arms before him and devour the image whole. Two lengths. One length. All the ground that that small break in the herd had provided was used up, and still the beast came…

There was another yell, behind her. While Sa’s had only just begun to die in her throat. A spearpoint launched itself past her, gripped in uncertain hands. It scored a great, bloody rent in the flank of the bull as it finally turned aside, snorting in pain and broken pride. The wooden shaft splintered immediately… and would have torn off the boy’s arms along with it… had she not turned to grab him and taken the force out of his charge. The pierced beast thundered off down their chosen path, bouncing off his compatriots and still carrying half the spear. The last few animals in the entire herd rushed past, to one side or another while the small line of hunters collapsed as one with the barely 30-second enormity of their success. None had faltered. None had been hurt. Twenty or thirty animals had rushed off down a path they would much rather not have taken. Where an ambush waited to drop rocks safely from above on those cornered and trapped. The young man in Sa’s arms burst suddenly into tears, a situation she really didn’t know how to deal with…

But she did her best… clutching him tightly to her chest while the rest of those around chuckled out their own overflowing emotions.


Chapter 13

When, at last, the front line hunters felt their hearts and shaking limbs had settled sufficiently to make the trip… They walked carefully down into the dead-end canyon where the rest of the two tribes had lain in wait. The scene that awaited them was one of glory and carnage. The tall cliffs on either side were dotted with an appearing and disappearing flurry of exertion, as the young, old or enfeebled lobbed whatever stones they could manage down onto the trapped beasts below, then hurried off to pry up more. The fruit of their efforts was plain to see, the valley floor littered with fallen carcasses. While the ever-shrinking number of beasts still standing were hemmed in by a gradually tightening wall of spears. Every so often one of these second line of hunters would drop away to put a still-groaning animal out of its misery. Using sharp, flint knives to slit their throats and quickly say a prayer of thanks, drinking the creature’s life blood in great gulps to stop it spilling into the cracks of the earth and going to waste.

Sa was impressed to see her own great bull was one of the few left upright, shaking his mighty flanks as stones bounced inaccurately from above. He was truly a magnificent specimen, a wall of pure muscle bedecked in long, vicious horns. She would never have stood a chance at toppling such a creature, alone or without trickery. He stomped and huffed at the array of spear-points between him and freedom, patently ignoring the one already embedded in his side.

Reaching the bottom of the path, Sa was almost sure his eyes locked with hers again, just for a second. Recognition blooming that she was the one who forced him into such an undignified position. However, then Ka emerged from within the throng of other hunters, blood dripping down his chin from a previous kill. The great, old chief plucked a sturdy spear from the hands of one of his sons and raised it in one of those still-strong arms. His throw was as true as it ever had been, piercing the bull right through the temple. With a long, mournful cry… the last beast fell, and the hunt was over. Up above, Ta, the mastermind of it all, appeared. A sly and contented smile upon his lips. He nodded over to Sa and the others, acknowledging a truth they already knew. It would almost certainly be Ka’s final throw that was remembered, echoed in firelight stories for years to come… But it was their great courage which had made this triumph.

The entire hunt, for all its success, had only just taken them beyond the vestiges of dawn. Further up the canyon, the tribes could already hear more of the migrating beasts thundering by, the number they had taken barely a scratch upon the wider herds. Yet, there was still much, much work to do in order to secure the benefits of their effort. Two great fires were built, for both the roasting and drying of meat… and for protection from the scavengers and predators that would surely be following in the wake of the migration. They had brought wood for these all the way from the forest, but more was ever needed, the hillsides scoured for any dry, bent tree or prickly shrub that could be found. This was done in pairs, with one warrior always on watch… in case of ambush by aforementioned predators.

Meanwhile the carcasses were quickly skinned, gutted and divided. All the useful materials set aside for the skilled hands which knew how to use them. The tribes might have little interest in clothing, seeing it as restrictive of their movement and denying the joy of air against skin. But a pelt blanket to ward off the night chills while sleeping was a treasure indeed, doing much to prevent the inevitable chafing of rigorous lovemaking on stone floors. The Ta'hinili knew all manner of ways to make clever little pouches and bindings out of the beast's guts, and the horns and bones were trophies indeed. So, all hands were busy until late into the afternoon, working even through the midday heat to get the jobs done. Sa found her hands rubbed raw and fingers cramping, far more worn out by such fiddly tasks than even the most tiring 4-day stalk through rough terrain. Even the Ka'ru men could not avoid being roped into forced labour, the sharp tongue and wily eye of Hi being too much for even Ka to bluster over.

By the end everybody was painted with the marks of their labour, dried blood forming prophetic patterns across breasts, backs and faces. They looked like two tribes of vengeful spirits, dripping with the gore of their undying fury. All that is, except for Ruu… who somehow, despite clearly pitching in as much as anyone, remained completely spotless. Of course that small miracle was rather ruined when Ni noticed… The other beauty emerged from her work at the complete opposite end of the spectrum. She looked as if she had climbed inside one of the poor beasts and taken a bath, dripping from head to toe in crimson. Without a moment’s doubt, she leapt upon the pristine queen of the Ka’ru and bore her to the ground, leaving bloody hand-prints all across her flesh.

For a moment it seemed like a genuine screaming scuffle had begun between the two of them… Yet all Ni seemed to want to do was kiss and molest her counterpart. Faced with this messy assault and the general elation of the day; Ruu’s rare, but chiming, laughter soon peeled out across the canyon. With that, the order was given… the work was done. Now was the time to celebrate all they had accomplished! Bloodstained bodies leapt together in the usual litany of love and pleasures, while half-charred lumps of freshly butchered meat were handed out left and right.


Chapter 14

Ko lay back against her chieftain's chest and looked up at the stars. Without a canopy to get in the way, the heavens opened up into a vision of incredible depth and beauty. Never before had she seen a sky so wide and vast. A blackness of actually such infinite colour, and a thousand jewelled pinpricks of so many distinct variations. Atop a lone, flat rock, just beyond vision of camp, it almost felt like she and the chief were the only living beings from horizon to horizon.

He had brought her out here to show her that, drunk on the glory of the day, and she understood the lesson well. They were small, and the world was vast. Even mighty Ka, now known as the leader of the greatest hunt ever made… Was nothing but a grain of sand against that wide emptiness above. She realised he needed to remind himself of that… on days like today, and she was the only person he would let in on such a secret. She knew him better than anyone. Knew the aches and pains that ailed his ageing bones. Knew how important the pride he tied up in everything he had accomplished was. Knew the fear he held at the prospect of letting go… of letting the next generation take over. Fear that once he did… then that pride and his tribe would become separate from him… and he himself would just become a stiff and dragging weight upon his own legacy.

All this the young woman felt bubbling up in the man she rode upon. Felt it in the rough slap of his balls against her backside. The squelch of each invasion into her own soft and slippery innards. She let him unleash all of it upon her. Became the perfect, willing receptacle for all his held-back doubts. His impotent, existential rage. His hardening sense of further ambitions never to be fulfilled.

He fucked her in every position he had ever known. Driving her down onto their rough-surfaced stage or lifting her bodily into the cool night air. Ko laughed and moaned and shrieked as her small form was tossed around and brought to orgasm time and time again. She happily took on the face of every woman he’d loved before. Greedily swallowed the shaft of the pillar which held up her entire world. She was his and his and his. The rough calloused fingers which played over her skin knew every note it could be made to play. He could bring her to the next climax with just a touch… just a look… just a thought. She guzzled upon the sensations he granted her, and only ever asked for more! They completed each other, that was all she knew. Her place beneath the stars was only ever wherever he was. Back on some far wall of the canyon right now, Tek of the Ta’hinili was painting the story of the hunt in the proof of its blood. To rest there under shelter for all the ages to come. And next to the figure throwing that final, glorious spear… would be a smaller silhouette watching proudly. Ready to sheath his other spear where it truly belonged.

Some hours later, when even dawn seemed to be creeping up on them. Ko woke up to find herself a puddle of humanity once more. Her pussy felt sore and slimy. Filled with every drop of semen the old man could possibly still produce. Her arms and legs ached from hours of twisting, flexing abuse… Followed by lying wherever she had dropped. Finally collapsing with pure exhaustion: spiritual and physical, from the furthest expressions of her truest purpose her small frame had yet endured. Ka sat nearby, on the other end of the rock. She felt certain he had not slept. Simply spent the last of the night watching for where the sun might eventually rise. Clearly hearing her shuffled movement… he turned to her and smiled.

It was at that moment that the monster saw it’s chance. There was a blur of fur, blood and teeth… then the space where Ka had been was empty.


Chapter 15

Somehow, when the scream came, Sa couldn't work out what it was for a moment. Toh was already running before she came to her senses and pitched muscles into action.

Unable to sleep, she had itched and tossed the night away… until eventually she simply gave up and went for a walk. Something had just felt wrong, with the world in general. The huntress had thought it might just have been a whole week's built up adrenaline pouring out over that one short instant it had actually been needed. She much preferred the focussed intimacy of her long, lone stalks through dense foliage; eyes ever peeled for any hint of her prey.

Yet, it had seemed Toh had felt it too… she encountered him staring up at the stars in consternation on her meandering path. They had wandered together through the rest of the night, discussing that feeling… or other things… or nothing at all. The tall, quiet man had laughingly described a memory he had of her… back in the old times. Fending off three of his older brothers with flailing arms and feet, even while dangled upside down by his father. Apparently, even then, he had decided that there was going to be the greatest warrior he would ever face. The smile he offered with this giving no hint of cynicism. He was completely honest in his absurdity. He thought the spirits were keeping them awake for a reason… As Sa's feet tore across the ground, she realised he might have been right again.

They arrived to a scene of utter carnage. The beast was humongous, easily up to the height of a man's shoulders; even on its four-pawed gait. Yet Sa could immediately tell it was old, scarred and starving. Clearly following the great herd in desperate hunger and determined to defend this other, easier meal it had found instead. One of its great forearm-length fangs was missing, broken down to barely a stump… but the other was imbedded in the neck of great Ka. The chief of a thousand legends. The son of Sa the forest-keeper. The longest reigning leader anyone had ever known… Today's Sa saw just the last glint of recognition in her chief's eyes as his life blood poured out. The old man raised one trembling hand and pointed… then fell limp between the creature's jaws.

The First Daughter of the Ka'ru felt like she had been hit in the gut by that charging bull of yesterday's triumph. She had been preparing for this moment for years, slowly taking the weight that he had been letting slip. But… for it to be happening now. Like this. On the very dawn after their greatest success. Suddenly everything she knew to be true seemed to fall away.

Toh was ahead of her though, and Toh could see where the dying chief was pointing. A trembling, slender form was cowering in the crack between two boulders. Even now the beast was snarling at Ko, waiting for its current prize to cease moving before considering the possibility of a second one. Thus it was caught very much by surprise when the first small, sharp rock came slicing through the air and struck it in the temple. The Ta'hinili's favoured son made no hesitation and another soon followed, accompanied by as much whooping and hollering as the man could produce.

The monstrous beast roared. Furious, but still reluctant to drop its fresh kill or cornered entree. The rocks kept coming though… anything Toh could find to throw. Barely glancing at what he picked up as he circled around and drew the creatures attention as far away from both Ko and the frozen Sa as he could. Finally, the sabretooth tossed Ka's body aside, turning to leap toward this noisy pest. Toh was already away though… sprinting as fast as he possibly could toward the next silhouetted outcrop in this jagged landscape.

The beast followed… and suddenly Sa had a chance to rush forward and grab hold of her most precious sister. Ko was clearly in a state of paralytic shock… Still pinning herself back into that small crack and unable to pull her eyes away from the body on the ground. Sa pulled the girl gently to her breast and made sobbing, relieved cooing noises until both hearts were beating once more.

There was no time to waste, however. Toh had done something incredibly brave and incredibly stupid for them. No man could outrun a great cat… even an old and starving one. The wild woman of the Ka'ru hauled her sister up onto shaking limbs, and calmly told her to go rouse the tribes. Already her vision was locked to the trail of dust left behind the brave fool and his pursuer. She didn't have her spear. But Toh didn't have time to wait. A squeak from below brought her attention back down to the still-present Ko. She was holding something out: A fist-sized shard of naturally-sharpened slate, dripping with blood from where the girl had clenched it far too tightly... waiting for the monster's inevitable attempt upon her crevice. Sa smiled at the little warrioress, and took it. There was strength in all the daughters of the Ka'ru… even should the First fall today.


Chapter 16

Sa ran. Faster now than even she had ever done before. Following the trail of swept-up sand… Waiting for it to turn into a trail of blood. Ahead loomed another great tooth of the earth, jutting up towards the sky in snarling defiance. That must be where Toh had fled, it was the only landmark in sight. Over the thumping of her heart in her ears, the huntress thought she could hear a beast's fury.

She arrived already winded, to a situation she would need every breath for. Toh was balanced precariously, halfway up the steep-sloping rock. With two free hands he might have been able to scramble higher across the uneven surface. But both those hands were holding the last of his small rocks… the only things discouraging the bared fangs below. Leaping up to him there would be no difficulty at all to the giant cat below, but clearly it had been on the receiving end of enough of those stones by now to give pause. Besides… it knew its prey was cornered now, and struggling just to stay out of reach. All it had to do was wait… or try to force a mistake.

Sa's arrival was noted by both parties at the same time, though with wildly different reactions: The sabretooth seemed almost delighted to have somewhere more within reach in which it could direct its rage. Toh gave a heartfelt shout of dismay… clearly he'd been hoping she'd stay away until the rest of the tribes got here. But the Wild Woman was not about to allow any fool man throw his life away for the sake of her or her family… She stared straight into the beady eyes of a fanged beast three times her size, and raised her fistful of sharpened flint where it could see it. Fear was what it was expecting of her. Fear was the scent it latched onto and chased. Fear was the thing which would get her killed fastest. The tiger met her gaze with its own jet-black pupils… and could not find any fear.

Toh was afraid though. Afraid all his courageous efforts were about to be wasted. Afraid he was about to see the warrioress he revered above all others torn apart before his very eyes. Yet, for an instant… their foe was distracted. Caught off-guard by Sa's arrival and frozen by her unflinching stare. The First Son of the Ta'hinili leapt at that opportunity, throwing all of his weight into a diving swing of his last, hurriedly-collected weapons. The strike was a success, he felt the reverberations of stone striking skull echo up his arm. But the beast was barely stunned. It seemed to turn before the man had even touched ground, and plucked him from his balance. Blood flashed from raking claws as he disappeared beneath a flurry of blows. The word maul is one only ever reserved for a particular viciousness of nature. That of one creature whose pure strength completely eclipses another. That was what Toh faced now, as he desperately tried to protect himself, curling into a ball behind clenched fists full of stone and striking back wherever he could.

Sa saw this unfold, and would not hesitate again. She leapt upon the beast's back and brought her makeshift knife to bear again and again, jamming it between shoulder blades and raking it across any soft flesh she could find. There could only be bare seconds before such an avatar of nature's finality claimed another of humanity's sparse number on this bitter, bitter dawn. Yet, Toh's own warrior spirit still burned as well. Again and again he brought those unsubtle instruments down upon the point of weakness he had already forged. And the beast's fury began finally to falter as it found itself pummeled and bloodied from every direction.

It seemed almost for a second that they had done it… That they had met nature's desperation with an equal will and pushed it back. The great cat reared, throwing Toh aside at last to burble through bloodied teeth. Impotently it tried to shake Sa loose, as she stabbed and swung and stabbed. Still failing to find enough purchase in her assault to end this once and for all. The throat! She had to reach the throat! But that point of weakness lay past those fangs. The huge, jagged stumps which still dripped with the blood of her father. At last she seemed to swing near enough, falling forward over the monster's shoulder to reach out and round…

There was a crunch. More sickening than any sound her mind had tried to encapsulate up till then. Suddenly she could no longer feel the stinging pain of her clenched grip upon jagged flint. For her arm was between those clenching jaws. She could see it in the purest clarity of shock. Bending in unnatural angles as it emerged upon the far side of crushing, snarling teeth.

Then a wall of new pain came.


Chapter 17

Sa had caught a fever once, when she was young. The kind of burning, blinding illness that held a small life on the very edge of a knife… and could easily have claimed hers as it had so many of her kin since the dawn of time. Her memories of it were of a week of red-shaded delusions. A time of constant dream-state where it was near impossible to tell when she was asleep or awake to a world just as hazy. The only clear sensation she remembered from that time were the cooling hands of Ruu… the newly crowned Tribe-Wife who had stayed clutching her day and night, even when Ka had had to lead the clan onwards without them. That had been the very beginning of the rift between the two, Sa now realised. A rift which she had somehow eventually ended up on the far side of, with the chief who had elected to leave her behind. Such was the weight of leadership. Such was the clarity of pain.

That same level of delirium had hold of her now. Slowing the passage of time to a crawl as she felt her lithe body being tossed back and forth like a ragdoll. The pain was everywhere. As was the taste of her own blood in her mouth. Yet, through all of that… only one thing stayed absolutely in focus: The chunk of flint. Slowly slipping from the grip of her hand on the far side of the tiger's locked jaws. Sa watched it with detached fascination, as fingers she could no longer feel slowly opened to let it fall. It would only be by pure luck if the beast happened to swing the loosely attached remains of her in that direction at the moment it dropped. It would only be the pure, instinctive reflexes of a master huntress that could let her swing out and catch it in midair. All of this was only the half-baked imaginings of a mind dropping unavoidably toward shock and unconsciousness. There was nothing real about it… Not until she felt the shuddering reverberations in her arm as the jagged stone bit home into the creature's throat.

It seemed to suddenly calm, for a moment. Emptied of all its avatarship of a wild world's raw fury. As surprised by this turn of events as Sa was. One beady eye rotated to stare into the soul of this desperate daughter of the Ka'ru. Acknowledgment of one being who knew the fight for survival was always this way: fang and claw, chance and skill, to another. It stayed that way, watching steadily and without blame… as its boiling lifeblood poured out across the young woman's forearm and its huge body began to collapse to the floor. In one last gesture of generosity, the beast's jaws opened a little. Allowing Sa to wrench what remained of her other arm free.

She didn't look at it. It wouldn't win her anything to do so. A fresh breeze seemed to finally blow against her sweating brow, but the fever-haze was still there. Everything was drenched in deep crimson. The blood of the beast. The blood of her chief. The blood of both her and Toh, who had avenged one upon the other and most importantly: saved Ko. The relief she felt in knowing that washed away all need to experience the pain of her injuries… for now.

Sa limped over to where Toh's torn body was still lying. She slumped down to lay her head against his chest… and felt a telltale rise and fall within it. That was good. The brave and foolish boy was still alive, as much as she was. Two rent and ragged symbols of humanity who had just overcome one of the most fearsome monsters their world could possibly contain. She draped herself over him and offered a press of her lips against his own… Seeking some further proof that there was still someone inside that fleshy lump. Some small movements and shared breaths confirmed this, as did a rise against her far below. She could almost laugh at the single-directedness of man in even a moment such as this. Survival of the species being so many things at once.

With trembling fingers she slipped him straight inside of her… feeling darkness descend from the heavens. There was every reason to believe neither would awaken from that coming engulfment… so why not come to face it so joined.

The two tribes found them like that, scant minutes later. Led by a Ko utterly without breath. She had sprinted and screamed and sprinted again. Gathering every man, woman and spear in all the camp. Bringing them all to bare witness to this scene of bloody destruction… and their two comatose hunters who had achieved the impossible.


End of Part 1

To Be Continued in Part 2 of Primeval Lusts, wherein Sa and Ko will find themselves on the wrong side of a rapidly changing tribe.

Will the sisters be able to find their place after great Ka’s death? Will Sa recover from her grievous injuries? Can Ko find new meaning in her life now the one she had dedicated it to has passed away?


A Chapter of Part 2:

A week later, the Ka’ru were back beneath a canopy that gave them some measure of comfort and renewed sense of safety. They were still far from the heart of their territories where perhaps they could finally feel secure enough to face up to the loss of their leader, but these were at least the first steps along that road.

Sa was now walking on her own again. Her injured arm bound to her chest with a makeshift wrapping of leaves and vines. This was replaced every dawn and dusk, usually by Ko, who had watched the other women of the tribe do it intently enough to learn what was needed. Initially this had earned her nothing but hisses from them, until the injured party herself had felt strong enough to demand they let her. The First Daughter’s head still swam far too much through most of the hours of daylight to make any sense of the current political situation in the tribe. Keeping up with the ever-increasing pace of a group more and more desperate to get home; and trying not to fixate upon the sickly-sweet smell that emerged every time her injuries were temporarily unbound; took almost every inch of her concentration.

Ko was more than aware of the shifting tides though. Ruu had proved an able leader on this journey back home so far… Showing her strength and intelligence in seeking out and remembering what resources they could utilise. Her obvious grief over the former leader, despite how their relationship had been soured in life… and personal efforts to slow pace and offer help and sympathy to their injured First Daughter had won over many of those who would once have openly scorned her as false and petty. She offered her body up to any who might desire of it, letting every man and woman unleash their own grief within her in nightly flurries of love-making. Meanwhile Sen, too, had taken up much of the mantle Sa would have… organising and leading scouts into the trees ahead, looking for danger and finding food and water. There was still plenty of meat they carried from the feast on the savannah, of course… but somehow it all tasted wrong. A bitter reminder of what it had cost.

Anger toward the Ta’hinili was rife. It was generally accepted that Ka’s death lay now securely upon the shoulders of his overly-ambitious younger brother and his kin. The story they all held in their heads over what had happened slowly seemed to turn more and more towards the entire plan being more and more foolish… and perhaps even deliberate. Ruu’s fury in grief was becoming the entire tribe’s view of the circumstances… and her already-established distaste for Ko was somehow becoming folded up in that. The young woman could feel their eyes and hear their whispers as she tried to just hide away and help her sister. Just hinting that perhaps she had been in on a scheme… To lure her leader and lover away from the fires… To leave him vulnerable for the demon-beast that Ta’s three witch-wives had summoned. Perhaps a more confident daughter of the tribe would be able to point out the ridiculousness of such rumours. Certainly, had Sa been fully awake and aware she would have shut such things down immediately. But Ko was not her sister… she didn’t even really know what her place in the tribe was anymore… So she just hid away inside herself and tried to be forgotten.

But, at night… one man or another would come to her. Secretly seeking to use the soft holes which had previously been the Chief’s alone to enjoy. Ko offered no opposition to this. It was all she had ever really known, after all… since she had first come of age. Spending nights without Ka’s large, slumbering form wrapped around her seemed so strange and chilling. In her heart of hearts, she hoped perhaps this would be her route back from being shunned by one and all. Surely, if these men enjoyed the delights of her body so much… they would see some value in keeping her around. So she did her very best to please each and every one as much as she was able.
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