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Part I


The Man-Slayer Flu











Chapter 1









I

t's believed the virus appeared from the destruction of the Brazilian rain forests. It was in those communities that the first wave of deaths hit. Then it spread from there like wildfire. A pandemic that shut down the entire world.

The CDC named it H1-C435 Endocim Virus, but the news and the world called it the Man-Slayer Flu. 99.999% of all men were affected, and nearly 70% of women. With the virus's rapid presentation of symptoms that deteriorated quickly, there was little time for the world's scientists to find a cure or vaccine, and with the mounting deaths, regular services and functions of the world's governments began to fail and collapse. Chaos would have reigned, but for the fact, the whole world was mourning the death of loved ones and friends, and the burials were ceaseless for weeks.

It began as an innocent cough, mild and dry, that persisted for two to three days. This is how the virus spread so rapidly, hiding behind simple cold-like symptoms. Then the fever would start, and within 24-hours, the patient would 
shake with convulsions and bleeding so bad internally that they would often die from blood loss. The first wave of deaths was a few dozen villagers, then a few thousand people who had traveled near the villages and spread throughout South America. Those few thousand infected millions, and then it spread to billions. Nations cut off all travel to their land, but even in New Zealand, which locked down their Island as the first sign of the threat, the virus found a foothold, and more than 80% of their population was dead within two months.

Many tried to escape into the mountains and wilderness, but air currents are a funny thing, and the virus proved to be adaptable to moisture in the air. Within weeks many who had escaped were staggering back into town, hoping they found a cure.

Those incredibly rare men, like me who got the cough but only a mild fever that was gone within 24-hours and proved themselves immune to the virus, were rounded up and locked in labs. A constantly changing slate of doctors and scientists poked and prodded me to within an inch of my life. Inevitably they would fall ill and after a day or two would be replaced. The men never returned, but some women recovered after a mild fever. The world was breaking down outside, however, and fewer and fewer women came into work.

I had been a grad student working on my thesis when the virus first struck and had been oblivious too much of it. When my parents fell ill, and I got the call from my brother, the reality hit home. I couldn't travel back to the mid-west, the government grounded all flights. I had to mourn the deaths of everyone in my family from afar. My brother’s 
death last being the hardest, that sends me into a dark spiral of depression.

Then I watched most of those around me fall ill and die in rapid succession. When I fell sick, I thought that was the end, and I began to make my amends, but I woke the next day feeling fantastic and grateful beyond belief. The government doctors snatched me up the next day. Taking me out of the lecture at gunpoint as the half dozen or so students watched in amazement.

----------


Thus,
 it was that I woke one morning to an empty hospital wing. Opening my eyes in the bright morning light, momentarily discomfited by the total lack of sounds. Climbing out a bed that had been my home for the past month or more, I looked out onto the ward. There had been a few women working the day before, but today I saw no one, and what's worse, the power was off in the building. The place had been running on generators for a few days.

I'd been waiting for this moment, knowing it would come eventually, and I went to the closet and pulled out my backpack, already packed with handfuls of string cheese, beef jerky and energy bars that I had stolen from the cafeteria. I tied on my tennis shoes and began to find my way out of the hospital. My brain was foggy and muddled from weeks of sedation, but my mind was begging for clarity
.

I moved to the west coast for grad school, and so I know the area, but not like it's the back of my hand. I found the lobby and, looking out on the town, saw not a single car driving around. Feeling an edge of fear scramble its wicked hands at my guts, I walked over to the door, shouldering them open.

“Hello?!” I heard a female voice call from deep within the hospital, “Is anyone here?!”

“Yes!” I called back, “In the lobby!”

“Thank God!”

I stood there for several long moments wondering if I should head out and try to find the woman when I heard her running footsteps, and then a pretty brunette woman in a short checkered pink skirt and tight top came in. Her eyes widened when she saw me, and she glanced around side to side.

“Where’s the staff?” Her voice was calm and confident.

"There's no one here anymore," I said, shrugging, "or at least that I can tell. Did something happen?"

“Last night… you haven’t heard? No how could you have,” she said tapping her chin in a cute manner she thought, “Last night there was a radio broadcast on all stations, just before they shut down, the last MSF patient died in China, and the US Government has dissolved itself as have most of the other nations of the world. We now live in a post civilized society, and I guess,” she said, looking around, “that means no one is coming to work anymore.”

"Jesus," I said, then with a start, I held out my hand, "I'm Adam.
"

"I know who you are," she said, smiling as her dark eyes danced in merriment, "you're famous." Then she took mine in her small soft grip, "I'm Vanessa."

“More like infamous,” I said sadly, remembering all the hate and ridicule that had poured in from people angry I was alive while their loved ones had perished or while they did.

“You are the only man alive on the entire west coast,” she said, and I realized she still hadn’t released my hand, her soft fingers caressing the flesh.

"I hadn't thought of it like that,” I said as looked her up and down.

“I haven’t seen you before,” I asked, “do you work in the hospital?”

"No," she said, smiling mischievously as she finally released my hand slowly, letting her fingertips drag along my fingers. I glanced down at her hand, and when I looked up, Vanessa was suddenly very close to me. I stepped back, alarmed, and the back of my legs hit a chair in the lobby, and I almost fell back.

"You are a very handsome young man, Adam," she said, her eyes burning with some emotion I couldn't detect, “Very handsome, also smart and capable too from what I read in the news.”

"Umm, I'm sorry," I said, confused, "what's this about? I should get back to my apartment and pack."

"Oh, you don't want to go back there," she said, shaking her head, then cocking it slightly she smiled, "well you are a man, so maybe you do. But I promise you, right now, you wouldn't be safe if you went home.
"

"Why wouldn't I be safe?" I asked, started in to feel a little angry, and put out.

"Because two dozen women are waiting for you to show up, so they can lock you up and force you to impregnate them all.” She said as a matter of fact.

"What?!" I asked incredulously.

“And most of them are either mean, ugly, or both. Mostly both,” her smile got an edge to it as she cocked her hips to one side, the short skirt swaying across her toned thighs, "but don't worry, baby, I'm not going to kidnap you or anything, I just want one thing from you."

"What are you talking about?" I said, looking around. This woman sure was pretty, but she had a dangerous gleam in her eyes, and I was already feeling pretty unsettled with the world today.

“I am going to rock your world pretty boy,” she said as she stepped up close and pressed me back, her hands on my chest. Unable to step back, I sat down in the large overstuffed waiting room chair, and she stood before with a triumphant smile.

"Stop," I said, gripping the woman's wrists and halting her as she was about to reach for my pants, "listen, I just woke up and have no idea what's been going on. I'm sorry you seem like a nice woman, but I have to get out of here.”

"Where are you going to go?" Vanessa asked, "Where could the only man in a thousand-mile radius go and be safe from the million women who will be trying to capture him?"

"I don't get why women are going to capture me," I said in exasperation, "shouldn't they be trying to build new lives in 
all of this madness? What about food, water, and power? Is the internet still working? Fuck, there are so many questions."

"Would you release me?" She asked, looking at where I still gripped her wrists, and my hands sprang open, and I realized with some chagrin that I had left red marks on her skin. She rubbed her wrists and sat in the chair next to mine, facing me, "Enough food and water is sitting in freezers and warehouses, canned and dry to keep our current population alive for centuries. The last act of most governments was setting up the incinerators and secure infrastructure with solar panels. So as long as they get wiped down now and then of dust, there will still be pockets of functioning civilization. Parts of the internet still work, but most don’t know how to access it, and it’s all reference materials stored on servers, running on solar or wind power, so that is a blessing.

“I heard the east coast is in utter chaos, too much city sprawl and a dispersed population remaining. Patient Number One has set himself up in Baltimore, and the last it was reported, he had a small contingent of female military personnel 'guarding' him." She made air quotes at that.

“What do you mean ‘guarding’?” I asked.

“They did to him what the South Americans did to Pablo Duerte, Patient Number Three.”

"The last news I got was that the other patients were being moved to containment centers for study and to try and grow a vaccine culture," I said, trying to reach back through my dim and fuzzy memories of the time.

“A lot has changed since then,” she looked around quickly, peering out the large windows into the seemly empty 
parking lot and streets, then over her shoulder and around the hospital — a look of fear and concern etching her face.

“We should leave the hospital and find a quiet place, then I can tell you everything I know," her intense dark eyes found mine, and I saw a promise in them that caused my loins to stir.

The fog faded from my mind, and I squinted my eyes and focused my thoughts on this woman before me, taking her in. She was medium height and with a curvy body that would pull any man's gaze as she walked by. Her hair was deep dark brown with artful highlights that were now showing their dark roots. Her makeup was perfect, with more colored highlights around her eyes that showed off their hypnotic darkness. Her skin was tan, and heritage was mixed, a little Latina mixed in with the Anglo-Saxon. Her eyes shown with deep inner intelligence, and as I took in her clothes more fully, things didn't make sense.

She was older, or at least older than my 22 years. I'd guess her at about 34 or maybe 32. It was hard to tell with her flawless complexion. There was an aura of confidence about her that far outstripped any woman I'd ever really know before, except for maybe a tenured professor. She was wearing combat boots and not a new pair. They looked to have been through a lot, scarred and scuffed. But her top was a sexy small white blouse that showed off her firm C-Cup breasts to perfection and spread out near the bottom showing off her flat tanned stomach. All while wearing a pink and black plaid skirt that looked like something an Asian schoolgirl might wear to a rave. Its short length barely hiding her round behind, and now as she sat, if I looked 
closely, I could make out her white panties peeking from beneath the hem.

"I'm not going anywhere until you tell me who you really are and what's going on. Why are women trying to kidnap me? And why have the other survivors been taken?”

"Look, I understand you're confused; I know they kept you sedated, but we need to move," she said, her eyes tense as she glanced from me to the windows again.

“How do you know that?” She pressed her lips together and looked like she was getting stubborn. Then I saw her eyes soften as she shifted uncomfortably in her seat, "I'm not going anywhere until you talk." I said, crossing my arms.

“Ok, look, this is all or was all classified. Vanessa is my real name, and I work for the NSA…" she frowned, glancing down at her hands as they sat in her lap, “at least I used to work for the NSA. The government recognized the threat to national security almost immediately, but we could do little to stop it. It spread too fast and took so much.” She shook her head in sadness, remembering those who had been lost as I did, feeling the grief but pushing it aside for now, "something happened over the past couple weeks. It's species imperative… Like dormant instinct given life… You see, Adam, we don't mean to do it," her eyes gained a glimmer of heat as she lifted her head to stare at me, "it's just become a hunger in us. Some are taking it too far, like on the east coast, or those barbarians waiting at your place… but we all feel it."

As she spoke, her knees parted slowly, and the short skirt drew up her smooth thighs, changing the glimpse of white 
panties to a good view of the thin material as it adhered to moist puffy lips.

"I'm not sure I get it," I said, feeling my breath coming heavier, and the air feels warmer as my eyes took in the sexy woman before me, "are you saying there is another virus?"

"No, not a virus," she slipped out of her chair, and on hands and knees crawled towards me slowly, "It's a need, we need to save the race, Adam… and you know how we do that, don't you?" Her eyes twinkled merrily as she slid her hands up my legs.





Chapter 2









"
O

h shit," I breathed as she slipped her fingers into the waistband of my pants and ripped them down. My cock flopped out, already thickening with desire.

“That’s not it,” she said with a grin, "but this is," she slid her tongue up the underside of my cock, and I felt every bit of her tongue as its heat sent spikes of pleasure through my body.

“All the women are… mhmm… horny now?” I asked as she wrapped her fingers around my dick and pointed it at her mouth.

"Like junkies who need a fix," she swirled her tongue around the head and looked at me with those enchanting eyes, "we need to breed, and it's so powerful, Adam," she sucked my cock deep into her mouth. I groaned out at the unexpected pleasure, then she pulled herself up off my cock, and up my body dragging her panties aside with a 
quick hand, she was like a woman possessed as she gripped the base of my cock and positioned it at her entrance.

"Jesus," I breathed as she pressed her big firm tits into my face, "this is so wild and hot!"

"God damn boy, you have a big dick," she lowered herself down on it slowly, head back and mouth open wide as she took it in, "Mmmm…. I…. oh god… would… mhmm normally suck you off… my pussy too tight… what is… what is thissss… oh god!... Oh, GOD!"

The woman had barely half of my cock in her pussy, and she began to cum, her small tight hole wrapping deliciously around my cock, and then my orgasm hit me. I felt pleasure and shame wash through me as I came so soon, but the screams and cries of wild pleasure from Vanessa were unlike anything I had ever heard before, and as I held her hips in stunned hands, she slumped against me, passing out cold.

My cock was still hard as a rock, and I sat there with it only half in this sexy older woman's slit, while her limp body lay against me in the lobby of a hospital. Had it been just a minute before that I was standing alone in the lobby? Now I had a sexy woman riding me?! I felt my cock pulse with desire as our combined cum loosened Vanessa's pussy, causing her to slip further down my girth. I flexed myself and felt her pussy muscles flutter, and she jerked awake, head coming up and eyes wide with shock.

“What the fuck
… was that
?!” She said.

Her hands came to the sides of my face, and she stared into my eyes wonderingly as her hips rocked slowly, milking my cock with her tiny hole
.

“You passed out,” I said with a chagrined smile, “are you ok?”

“Mmm, more than ok lover," she arched her head back and called out, "God! That was the biggest orgasm of my life," she looked at me and smiled with wicked hunger, "And you came in me… and you're still hard… Oh, baby, I'm going to… go again…"

I could only hold onto her firm hips, the tiny skirt bouncing with her as she pulled her pussy up and then dropped down on my cock, her booty bouncing with each thrust. I began to fuck up into her tight pussy, feeling my own orgasm approach again. I have had a couple of girlfriends over the years and had always felt confident in bed, but my dick felt harder than it ever had before, and the lust was only just beginning to boil in me, getting hotter and hotter every moment. I’d never cum twice without getting soft, but I felt like I could go forever right now.

Vanessa came with screams of pleasure, her hands clutching at me spasmodically just as her whole body locked up, back and neck arching back more and more as the pleasure built within her to untold heights. It felt like she was about to rip my dick off. She tightened up so much, and then her whole body went slack again as she passed out. I just caught her before she slipped off the chair and felt my dick slip-free, silently cursing this new mad world.

I lay her down and noticed movement out the window. Glancing out, I saw a pack of women jogging and pointing towards the lobby we were in as they crossed the parking lot. For one wild second, I could barely comprehend the sight, slightly more than a dozen women dressed in combinations of sexy, revealing clothing. Each had at least one 
firearm in hand, and many more slung over their back and hips along with nets, ropes, and handcuffs dangling from each.

Panic setting in, I shook Vanessa, pulled up my pants, and grabbed my backpack. She was beginning to move her head groggily when I took a firm handful of her tiny shirt and hauled her up, half carrying, half dragging her over to a small door off the nurse's station. I managed to get the keycard over the door and shove us in, just as I heard the voices grow louder outside.

Vanessa had come to, and she clutched at my shirt, her face beside mine as we peeked out the small square window in the door. When I saw we were in the back room of a pharmacy, I went over to a wall and began reading the labels of the bottles and noted down where the painkillers and antibiotics were. Then I saw a name that gave me pause. A red warning label beneath a special bottle of roughly one hundred pills, noting that they were for a special psychiatric test. Smirking, I slipped the plastic bottle into the small pocket of my backpack along with several bottles of painkillers and antibiotics.

“Quiet!” Vanessa hissed, “they’re entering the lobby." She ducked down, and I saw her reach a hand to her lower back and grimace when it found nothing. I guessed she must be comfortable having a gun strapped there or some weapon.


Maybe she was NSA
, I thought.

I saw a shadow pass by outside the window and dropped behind a cabinet, crouching low. The world had turned into a madhouse. It seemed, and I needed to get my bearings. I didn't know if I could trust Vanessa, but for the moment, I 
had no choice. Not unless I wanted to gamble my future with the squad of scowling women outside. I had been working on my Ph.D. in mathematics, specifically machine learning and artificial intelligence. I guess that had all been a waste. What use is a boy genius in a post civilized world?

Now that I could finally start thinking clearly, I had to come up with a plan. First, though, I had to get out of this situation. I thought about where the hospital was in town and what possible escape route there was, but I had no idea where I was going. I thought about heading home to check if Vanessa was telling the truth. My apartment was in a large complex on the edge of town, near a large state park and a big shopping complex. If nothing else, I could get supplies and head up into the hills for a couple of days to plan.

I glanced up over the counter and saw the window was clear, so I crab-walked over to Vanessa and peeked out over the edge of the window again. I saw the group of women standing around where Vanessa and I had just had sex and the largest woman, a great tall blonde woman with a hard and angry face bent down to sniff the cushion. I saw the woman lunge forward, sucking and licking at the cushion. A second huge red-headed and broad woman with a pinched and cruel face butted her out of the way with an assault weapon and dropped to her knees, licking and sucking at the cushion in ravenous madness. I felt a deep spike of alarm at watching what looked like normal women turn into mindless beasts when they smelled our sex. The other women shuffled around from foot to foot, glancing at one another in looks of mixed lust, rage, and fear. I saw several women stroke their weapons as if they might attack the leader, even now inhaling the wet remains of our fucking
.


The world has gone mad;
 I thought.

I turned to whisper to Vanessa, but when I looked at her, I saw her biting her bottom lip as she looked at my crotch, a hand between her legs slowly rubbing her clit. She glanced at me and saw that I had caught her, and she blushed, prettily I thought, then she stood up beside me, removing her hand from between her legs, but letting it slide over to my thigh where she slowly stroked my leg, making me all too aware of her. We looked out the window, peering carefully, and saw the large mean redhead standing finally, her face flush and grinning.

“That’s man's musk. He is here somewhere, looks like one of the nurses or docs didn't get the warning," she flicked a hand to two smaller women near the back, "Plant the charges and get all the drugs you can. The pharmacy is on the other side of that wall," she pointed directly at us, and I almost moved in fear but felt Vanessa's hand grip my upper thigh, and I knew that moving might draw the eye, were dim shapes behind a shadowed window probably wouldn't.

I kept still as the leader kept talking, giving orders to her minions, and felt Vanessa’s hand slip up my thigh and over, then down along my cock over my pants. My breath caught in my throat as she sank to her knees, pulling my dick out of its confines and wasting no time as she sucked it into her warm, wet mouth. I glanced down and saw her looking up at me with a smile crinkling the corners of her eyes and turning up her lips. She slipped her hands around to my ass, and with flexed fingers drove my hips forward, my cock sliding deep into her sucking mouth, and then for the first time in my life, I felt the muscles of her throat swallowing and milking my cock
.

The beautiful woman was utterly silent, and I bit my lip, tasting a trickle of blood as I held in the moan of pleasure. I saw her wicked smile grow, then almost magically, her tongue slipped out the bottom of her mouth, past her thick lips, and slid down brushing my balls. I looked down at her as watched as she closed her eyes; the room filling with the smell of her soaked panties. Fearfully, I glanced out the small window and saw the women beginning to head deeper into the hospital.

I have never been a thrill-seeker, but something about our charged and dangerous situation. Combined with the lurid and unreal blowjob, this beautiful and powerful older woman was giving me settled my nerves and made me feel masterful. I guess the fact that I might be the only man in the entire state or even more territory added to it.

I reached down with both hands, resting them on her head, and took control of her. She instantly went soft and submissive under my grip, and I felt her throat humming in pleasure. Both of her hands went between her legs, and I watched her little skirt shimmer and shake as she fingered and rubbed herself. I slid my dick in and out of her throat. Feeling delicious pleasure as the head of my cock was caressed and milked. Her orgasm hit her like small rolling waves and caused her throat to spasm in ways that made me groan in spite of myself.

The orgasm, tingling in my toes and fingers, then rushing down my spine and through my dick, came out in thick spurts that Vanessa struggled to swallow. She did, without failure, and smiled with pride as she sucked the last bit of cum from the tip of my dick, causing me to shiver with the 
sensation. I looked down, about to apologize for not warning her, but noticed the lobby was empty.

Vanessa stood quickly and gave me a quick kiss, her lips surprisingly soft and thick. Then she grabbed my hand and pulled open the door quietly. Crouching low, we looked around carefully as we ran across the lobby. We got to the sliding doors, which were stuck open with no power, and made it outside. My heart was pounding in my chest, and it felt like a thousand eyes tracked my every move as we stepped outside. The weather was great, and the sun felt warm on my skin, but as she moved quickly across the walkway and to the parking lot, I felt weak, and my breaths were coming ragged so fast.

I had been in decent shape, a high school soccer player, or at least I was for the short time I was at high school, I had always kept up with running and playing in adult leagues. I had just spent a long time stuck in hospital beds, so I guess it made sense, but the feeling was foreign and uncomfortable for me.

When we got to the parking I went right, and Vanessa went left. She stopped and turned, glaring at me as I glanced over my shoulder.

“Where are you going?” She hissed, “We need to head north!”

"Why? I planned to head to the closest department store and pack some supplies," I said. The woman stalked up and grabbed my wrist, I saw something odd as she looked straight up into the sunlight and her pupils dilated and a quick flush of red crept up her neck
.

“I have supplied this way, and a car we can use to get free of this town," Her eyes were imploring, not demanding, and once more, I took stock of her. Her confidence was supreme, and I decided right there, and then that I trusted her.

"Ok," I said, turning to walk with her. We made it two steps when a gunshot rang out from up in the hospital, and we turned, looking up to see a woman standing in a window.

“He’s outside! He’s outside with some cunt, kill her!”





Chapter 3









S

he continued to scream, and we ran, I peeled to the right slightly with an idea and pulled Vanessa along with me. She yelled a question, but I was already skidding to a stop at a motorcycle parked on the street. I dropped to my knees and whipped around my backpack.

“What the hell are you doing?!” She cried, looking back at the hospital. But I ignored her and pulled out my little jumper wire and finding the plastic connector on the bike. I pulled it apart and stuffed the ferules on either end of my wire into two of the slots.

"Adam, they are coming!" I heard the sound of yelling voices echoing from inside the hospital just as I slipped the second lead into place and listened to the bike click on. Vanessa turned back quickly as I swung my leg over the seat.

“Hop on,” I said, throwing her a wild grin, I had always wanted to put the strange knowledge I’d gained from YouTube deep dives to use, perhaps this brave new world would be the perfect place
.

“You’re full of surprises!” She said as she hopped up behind me and wrapped her arms around my middle, “Head up Franklin smart guy, and then left on 2nd
. We are heading to Andovers.”

I threw the bike in gear and sped off. I grew up riding dirt bikes all over the country, so the little Honda 900 was nothing. Riding down the broad empty streets was heaven, and I got to the hardware store on 2nd
 in less than a minute. I pulled into the parking lot, and Vanessa pointed to a large black Escalade with dark tinted windows. It may be the apocalypse or close enough to it, but we were going to be riding in style.

"Quick, get in," she said as she hopped off the bike and ran over to the driver's side door. I dropped the kickstand and turned off the motorcycle, kissing two fingers, and touching the tank in thanks as I hopped off and climbed in the SUV. The inside was soft white leather. Vanessa had the engine revved and pulling out of the parking lot. She drove off at easily twice the speed limit as she wove through different streets, cutting a zig-zag path out of town.

“Where are we going?” I asked when we hit the freeway. We had only seen two other vehicles; one truck and one large sprinter van the whole time. Both filled with small groups of women out gathering supplies.

"There is a lab near San Francisco that was close to a cure for the virus. They lost all of their blood samples in a power outage and the ensuing chaos over the past few weeks. I need to get you there so they can finish their work."

“Children…” I said in dawning realization. Any children born into this new world might not carry whatever trait ma
kes so few of us immune to it. There would need to be a vaccine or treatment in that case.

"Exactly," Vanessa said, her voice all grim determination. "I have a safe house in a subdivision on the outskirts of town. I filled it with all the supplies we might need for a drive or even a walk north."

“That’s like five hundred miles,” I said.

“You have somewhere else you need to be?” She asked with wry amusement.

"No," I said, looking out the window, reminded of my family and friends, "there is nowhere for me to go now." Then I blurted out the first thing on my mind to change the topic, "Why are you dressed in those clothes?" I realized it was a stupid thing to say almost immediately, but she just turned to me and smiled.

"Isn't this the kind of shit a 22-year-old guy thinks is hot?" She asked laughing, and I laughed along with her, “Seriously I had no idea what to expect when I got to the hospital or if you would be reasonable about coming along, sorry I didn’t mean to mess with your head.”

We drove in silence, and I clutched my backpack. It was all I had left in the world. There was nothing in my place that I especially cared about. What did I have that was precious to me? My backpacking gear would have been useful to have. My laptop and phone were with me and probably useless now, but I still wanted to keep them safe. I didn’t know if they might become handy, so I resolved to keep them, but not stress too much about keeping them powered. My cell phone hadn’t had a signal yet that I had seen, so I set it to 
low-power mode as Vanessa drove us and mentally did an inventory of what I would need.

Vanessa pulled into the driveway of a house tucked back in a cul-de-sac. It was an average looking track house, except all the windows were covered by dark curtains. She hit the button on the garage door opener, and as the door rolled up, I saw a black sedan parked in the garage.

average-looking“Shit,” Vanessa said and glancing around quickly she got a hunted look to her face, “wait here,” she said and reaching into the middle compartment pulled out a handgun, checked the magazine was full and popped opened the door.

"What's going on?" I said, clutching my backpack, “Do you have another?”

"That's the car of the woman who sold me the information on where they were hiding you. But she shouldn't be here, this place should have been secret to everyone but me and one other…” she glanced from the car to me, her face twisted in thought, “You know how to use one?” she asked, holding up the gun.

“I grew up in Iowa,” I said with a frown, “and my dad is… was… a cop. I grew up going to the range every week like religion.”

“Then here,” she said handing the gun over, and reached into a pocket of the door and pulled out another, checking the magazine she looked at me with iron determination, “I don’t think there will be an issue, but if you hear shots, or me scream, you drive out of here as fast as you can. You get to the lab at UC Berkeley and tell Trish I love her.
”

“Who’s Trish?”

“My girlfriend,” she said with a roguish grin. Then she shut the door and marched into the garage without hesitation. I had to admire her bravery as she walked into possible death with her back straight and the confidence of a warrior.

I sat in the Escalade for long minutes, straining my ears to hear anything. I watched the clock in the car and time ticked by, seeming never to end. Finally, after seven minutes, the front door opened, and Vanessa poked her head out and looked around quickly. Seeing everything was clear, she waved for me to come quickly. I slipped the gun in my backpack and headed over.

I stepped into the house and found it mostly empty of furniture. There was a single chair and stand lamp in the living room, a small table covered with maps, and enormous piles of bottled water, foodstuffs, blankets, and heaps of men's clothes in several styles and brands all with the tags still on them. The sight pleased me, as it looked like I would be able to get another set of clothes out of the pile.

The most arresting sight in the room was the tall and imposing woman standing in the opening to the kitchen with her arms crossed beneath large breasts. Once the woman saw me step into the house, her stern expression softened, and she glanced at Vanessa and shook her head ruefully.

“You do have him. You don’t trust me?” The blonde woman said in a strong Russian accent, her tone merry and almost proud.

“I do now,” Vanessa said, then seeing my questioning look, she continued, "I told her I had lost you to the mob, just in 
case it was a trap, but I trust her now. If they were a mole, she would have known I had already got you. She came from Trish with information about the roads.”

"How did she find the place?" I asked, still holding my backpack before me.

“That’s why I brought you in,” Vanessa said and I saw a necklace hanging from her neck that hadn’t been there before a small copper pendant with the letters ‘PJ’ on it, "Trish is the one who knew about this place, she's the only one who could have sent Nadia. We will need her information if we are going to get past the blockades." She took a deep breath and let it out slowly, calming herself.

"Let me explain, Adam, this is Nadia. She was a KGB agent, and until a few months ago was one of the more dangerous assassins, the US government knew of.”

“Former KGB,” the woman said with a smile that said she was pleased with herself. Her blue eyes traveled the length of me slowly. I’d never before felt like an object of someone’s gaze, but I thought it now, and it was uncomfortable. I hoped I never looked quite that lascivious when I checked out hot women, but I feared I did.

“Right,” Vanessa continued walking into the kitchen, Nadia moving aside as the dark-haired women kept talking, the sounds of clinking bottles accompanying her words. "A faction of her former government sent her over here to kidnap you and bring you back to the motherland so they could add you to the stock of men they have removed from Africa and Europe. Unfortunately for Nadia here,” Vanessa motioned to the tall blonde woman as she came back in carrying three beers. Passing one to Nadia she walked over 
and held one out to me, “relax Adam, you’re safe here.” Smiling ruefully, I dropped my backpack and took the beer, taking a grateful sip.

"Fortunate for me, no planes, no governments, so I no need to go back to long cold winters," the tall woman spread her arms expansively, smiling broadly, "I like California, I love the warmth and sun. So is fortunate.”

"Nadia says there are roadblocks set up on I5 up and down the state," Vanessa went over to the small table with Nadia, and I followed.

The map of the state was laid out, and there were multiple red dots with small notes written in tiny handwriting all over it. Not just on the main freeways, but on the smaller routes as well. There were areas shaded different colors, and when I asked about them, Vanessa said, "Those are all the different territories that are cropping up. For the most part, things are peaceful, but there are a couple of groups that aren't opposed to violence, and they are spreading their influence quickly. We are going to have to crisscross our way up the state, avoiding major cities and denser areas as best we can."

"You safe," Nadia said, "we get you through and save the world; it's what we do." She put an exclamation point by poking my chest with one strong finger. I felt a sharp jolt at the contact and saw the woman's eyes widen, pupils dilating. She looked down at the fingertip and drew in a ragged breath.

"We better get something to eat and some sleep," Vanessa said, "we are going to head out before the sun rises tomorrow.
"

“Eat… Sleep…” Nadia said, her gaze vacant and eyes looking slowly up to my face, watching me in fascination.

"Shit," Vanessa said when she looked over at the larger woman, "Nadia, are you ok?" Nadia shook her head, her gaze clearing, and she blinked and looked around.

"The need… I touched him, and it consumes me," she shook her head again and downed her beer in one long pull, “but I will not lose control, have no fear.” Her face was stoic and touched with sadness as she set the empty bottle on a counter.

“It’s better after mating, it’s nearly faded entirely for me,” Vanessa said eyes on me, “although there were other aspects of it that were… odd.”

“What are you two talking about?” I asked.

“I began to talk about it in the hospital,” Vanessa said, “something has changed in nearly all the women in the world. Perhaps it was an aftereffect of the virus, perhaps as some have posited it, just the survival instinct of the species kicking in. We all now have… intense desires.”

“I remember now," I said. The whole experience had been madness and the memories foggy.

"Many women lust after the idea of being with a man. To the point where it drives some of them crazy women like those you saw today. Like I said, it like being a junky but never being able to get your drugs." Her words made me think of the secret little bottle I had taken from the pharmacy, and I wondered what the hell I would use them for, anyway
.

"When I touch you," Nadia said, her voice hoarse, "it becomes more powerful, almost… overwhelming."

"Overwhelming how?" I asked, taking a sip of my beer.

“Make me crazy… mad.” Nadia shook her head, “I go to bed, this all too much.”

"There is only one cure for this sickness," Vanessa said, looking at me with a cocked eyebrow.


Is she suggesting what I hope she’s suggesting?
 I thought to myself. This was all coming at me pretty fast, but I could still add two and two. There was something inside me that leaped at the news, some new raging inferno of desire to plant my seed in as many women as possible, but I beat it back with willpower and determination. Not wanting to seem like the lecherous asshat that I always felt inside I was.

"Can I try something on you, Nadia?" I asked my words, pausing her in her tracks as she went to head upstairs.

“You can do as you like,” her words were sad, and I took her in now with a discerning eye. She was tall and full of hip, and with a bust that matched her proportions. Her long blonde hair was pale, almost white, eyes a pale blue, high cheekbones, wide mouth, and full lips; achingly beautiful. This woman so confident and powerful in action was endearingly vulnerable about feeling desired, or at least that was the read I got from her. She was dressed in a tight green army shirt and combat fatigues that were tucked into stiff black boots; her long blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail.

I walked up to her, reaching out my hand and let my fingertips touch her cheek ever so slightly. The instant skin to skin 
contact was made, her pupils flared wide, and her skin began to suffuse with blood.

"Mhmm…" she moaned out softly, and as I dragged my fingers away, she knelt slowly, her hands up almost as if in supplication. Vanessa was stepping to the side to watch, nodding to me with a smile that grew, adding a touch of hunger and desire with each moment as she watched the tall, beautiful blonde, her eyes sliding between Nadia and me.

“Why…? It tortures to have the pleasure ripped away.” She tilted her head back and looked at me, eyes widening as I slid my hands over the waistband of my pants. As I pushed them to the floor, I felt that beast within rear its mighty head, flooding blood to my cock as I grew into steely harness in seconds. I pulled my shirt over my head and threw it aside.





Chapter 4









M

y brain was buzzing and foggy with desire as I beheld her buxom beauty, the smell of her hit my nostrils and mad lust overtook me. I had never felt such an overwhelming need to breed, as my hand slid down to cup one of her soft cheeks. The woman's eyes dilated with the contact, and a whimper escaped her lips. I saw her large nipple press against her top, and as my eyes were drawn down to her large breasts, I heard Vanessa from where she sat in the one chair.

“Take her Adam, she needs it, master her!” The words were the key that unlocked the gates of my restraint.

I pulled the woman's shirt up over her head with her help, and even before I had thrown the garment to the side, she was unhooking her bra and releasing twin massive pale globes of tender flesh. Her heavy breasts, easily double' d's, swung free, and I felt an overwhelming need to taste her flesh. Pressing her back to the carpet with one hand, the woman spread her legs wide, untying her boots with quick, 
sure fingers as I gathered one great breast in hand and wrapped my lips around the sizeable rubbery nipple.

“Oh!... O Bozhe!... Oh God… what you doing to me!" she was twisting and writhing as my fingers traced across her naked flesh. As my fingers gathered in the waist of her pants and dragged them down her wide hips and toned legs. Then my face was between those pale, gorgeous thighs, and my tongue hit her sex. The scream ripping out of Nadia's mouth as my tongue made contact with her was deafening. Lost in my madness., the scent of her driving me wild with desire. It was all I could do to go down on her for even a moment longer. I was between her legs, the beautiful blonde dragging and pulling me up her as my cock slid along her soaking wet lips.

"Please, sir… Please… YES!!!!" I drove into her with a powerful thrust, feeling her warm depths cradle my cock and wrap it in delicious tightness as a powerful orgasm hit her. Her arms wrapped around me, and her thick lips found mine. It was wild, passionate, and desperate sex like I had only had once before, earlier in the day with Vanessa. An overriding impulse drowned out my judgment, and as my cock swelled and pulsed, I wanted nothing more than to fill this woman’s womb with my seed.

“I… Feel… Every… O Bozhe!... Bozhe!!!!!! AAyyyeeeee!!!!” She screamed and clutched me tight to her as I came within her. Her body so locked up in intense joy that I felt her milk every last drop of cum from me. Then she went slack, her head lolling to the side and eyes rolling back into her skull, just as Vanessa had.

My mind began to clear from the fog of desire. I rolled over, sitting up and looking around myself as if coming out of a 
dream. Beside me was a tall, nude, busty goddess. Naked and with her hair now a mess, a pair of panties dangling from one ankle as her chest heaved, beads of sweat dotting her pale smooth skin. The sight was so incredibly sexy I felt my cock stir again, unbelievably.


What is going on with me?
 I wondered.

Then I saw Vanessa in the one chair, her legs spread, and skirt hiked up, her white panties on the floor as she worked her pussy with one hand, eyes locked on my slowly rising cock. I smiled at her, and she grinned. The grin was turning to one of joy as I crooked my finger to her. She stood and pulled her white top over her head and dropped her bra and skirt to the floor. Standing before me, her body revealed for the first time, I let my eyes linger on her curves and bits, letting her know how much I appreciated her beauty.

She walked up and went to squat down over my crotch, but I lifted one arm between her legs and pulled her pussy to my lips, tasting her. Once again, the scent and taste of the woman drove thought and reason from my mind. Her surprised cries of pleasure as I got her off, spurred me on to lick and touch her more, exploring her depths. Then I could take no more and gripping her hips pulled her down on me. She yelped in surprised joy as my cock drove home in her in one thrust, and then her hands were on my chest, holding herself up, her firm breasts pressed together, showing off her puffy pink nipples to perfection.

Eyes closed, Vanessa rode my cock with building pleasure, her shoulders tensing and head drooping as the pressure built in her more and more. Then I felt a hand on my face turning me, and Nadia was raining kisses on my face and mouth, kissing down my neck and chest as she mumbled 
words of thanks and pleasure. I reached over for her wide hips and pulled her fur covered muff over to my face, feeling my cock pulse and thickened as I took in the taste of her. The two women clutched at one another, their lips interlocking as they cried out in pleasure. I felt my cock pulse and balls tighten, and then a toe tingling orgasm hit me, and I felt and heard them as Vanessa came on my cock and Nadia on my tongue, rubbing her soft pussy on my chin as she climaxed.

I should have been spent. I should have been exhausted. However, the mad desire within me was barely slaked. Both women were groggy, and Vanessa scarcely conscious as I moved from beneath them. Nadia turned to look at me while biting her bottom lips, and with a smile of submissive desire, she arched her face forward, tongue extended, and wrapped her lips around my cock. I groaned out in pleasure as Nadia softly and gently sucked my cock clean, bringing it to steely hardness in moments.

She was definitely less experienced at giving head than Vanessa, her skill inexpert and raw, but she was enthusiastic. I took hold of her hair and drew her off my cock and slowly pressed her face down into the carpet; she smiled broadly, and I saw her flex her hips, rolling her large butt enticingly, and I got behind her, lining my cock up to her soaking pink slit. I had barely touched her wet lips when she pushed back on me, swallowing my cock in one push into her warm depths. Hands-on her wide hips, I fucked the large woman with long, powerful strokes. Loving the cries of pleasure and mumbled words of encouragement and devotion, she spewed out
.

Vanessa rolled to her knees, and her thick gorgeous hair hanging down, so sexy and tussled as she crawled over to my side. Standing on her knees, she pressed her nude body to my side, her tits pressing against my arms and her lips finding my neck as she pushed my ass, driving me on to fuck her friend harder and harder. I dropped a hand to the dark-eyed woman's pussy, and my lips met hers, the passion intense. When my orgasm hit, we all cried out in pleasure and collapsed there on the floor, panting, exhausted, and for the moment, at least sated.

Vanessa had a large bed in the upstairs bedroom, just a king-size mattress on the floor with a pile of neatly folded comforters. The three of us staggered upstairs, and I felt my cock grow hard again as I saw Nadia's wide white ass swaying before me as she climbed ahead of me. I don't know where the sexual drive came from. Perhaps I, too, was falling victim to the imperative to breed as much as possible. By the time we got into the bedroom, my cock was hard as a rock and I stopped Nadia at the edge of the bed, bending the tall blonde over.

"Again? You animal!"

She cried as I slid my cock up her wet lips and pushed the fat head into her dripping depths. I took a few quick hard thrusts, and the woman was cumming on my cock, and I pulled Vanessa over, bending her over beside Nadia as I moved over and behind her. The two women kissed, Nadia dizzy and weak with pleasure, Vanessa desperate and hungrily French kissing the other woman. I watched them make out, which was a sight I had never dreamed of seeing in the old real world. Two gorgeous and dignified women, 
kissing passionately and desperately as they begged me to fuck them.

Soon we were on the bed, and Vanessa was beneath me, her slender legs pulling me into her in hard, fast thrusts as we both screamed out in pleasure, the orgasm rocking the mattress. We passed out there, each woman cuddled up to my side, even as they nodded off their soft lips kissed the skin of my chest and stomach, our dreams swirling with visions of passion and lust.




Part II


Cult of the Old Book











Chapter 5









I

woke the next morning to the incredible sensation of warm, wet, sucking heaven enveloping my cock. My eyes fluttered open, and the truth of this new mad reality hit me as I picked up my head from the pillow and beheld a sight out of the greatest fantasies. Gorgeous and darkly beautiful Vanessa was deep throating my cock, her face relaxed and happy as she bobbed gently on my dick, cupping the head of my cock in her throat. Lying beside her was the beautiful blonde Nadia, holding back Vanessa’s hair and watching the other woman in awe. She noticed me lift my head and met my eyes with a look of smoldering passion.

"She has talent," Nadia said to me, and Vanessa pulled up off my cock, kissing the tip as she looked up at from between my legs with a big smile.

“Morning big boy,” she said, and she licked and bit her bottom lip. She held my cock at the base with one hand, and Nadia took the opportunity to turn and kiss and suck the head into her mouth
.

“Jesus… you ladies are amazing… an amazing way to wake up… Mmmm that feels so good, Nadia," I said, and the woman purred in pleasure at the compliment. I saw Vanesa's pretty face moved down and sucked one of my balls into her mouth. Her tongue was working across the sensitive skin, and then I felt my dick throb as my orgasm approached.

"I'm going to cum," I said, my voice breathless.

“Mmm, let us taste it, baby," Vanessa said as she licked up my shaft. Her tongue flashed across Nadia's lips, and the larger woman let my dick free of her mouth. Their two tongues sliding all over the crown and teasing me as Vanessa's hand stroked my cum from me. The fountain of pearly spray shot out, trapped quickly by both of them as they took turns drinking it down.

I fell back on the bed, panting, and watched both Vanessa and Nadia sit up, and both women were trembling as they swallowed and licked up the rest of my cum from each other's faces. Holding each other, they turned to look at me, and I could see wonder and awe in both of their faces.

“Every time I taste your cum, it is more and more delicious," Vanessa said, shaking her head, "and even though I enjoy giving head, I've always hated the taste of cum… and texture."

"I like it always," Nadia said with a big grin, then she shook her head, "But yours gives me power, lust, and energy. I feel like I can run 20 miles.”

"Me too," said Vanessa, and her eyebrows drew down in thought, "there is more going on here than we know. I mean, 
last night got wild; I did not understand what
 was going to happen.”

"It was wild," I said, nodding, "but it was also the greatest night of my life. You both have no idea how amazing that was.”

“We know,” Nadia said with an even bigger grin, “we were there. Is like my body explodes, I lose control, wake from the dream of the pleasure you gave me and feel complete.”

"Yes," Vanessa said as she moved over to the edge of the bed and passed a bottle of water around for us to drink, "I feel the same, well said, Nadia. I need to talk to Trish; she might have an idea about what’s going on.”

We each spent a few minutes in the bathroom, and as I sat on the toilet, my mind spinning with questions, I had few answers to. I knew a few things for sure now, and one of them was that I was a lodestone to danger and attention in this new world. I also felt deep down that going to the lab in Berkley was a good idea. It's why I had never really fought back at being taken into custody for experimentation. It's not hard to get poked by needles, and if it could help in the discovery of a cure or vaccine, all the better.

Vanessa had stashed an ample supply of baby wipes, and we all cleaned ourselves up. I felt surprisingly refreshed afterward. I dug through the pile of clothes and found a nice set of pants that fit perfectly and a couple of t-shirts and a thick sweatshirt.

Nadia and I then hauled supplies into the back of the Escalade, a couple of flats of bottled water, bags of apples and other fruits, as well as trail mix, energy bars, and even a 
couple boxes of candy. While we did that, Vanessa went around the neighborhood siphoning gas from parked cars and filling her large gas canisters. While we had a few minutes, I went to a couple of the neighbor’s houses and after a few simple re-wires to their garage door openers, poked my way through the stuff they had left behind. I didn’t find much of interest in the first two garages, but the third I hit the jackpot.

The owner must have been a backpacker and rock climber because I recognized a lot of the gear, and it was high-end stuff. Titanium carabiners still in the packaging, Mountain Hardware sleeping bags hanging neatly along a wall. Digging through the cabinets, I found neatly ordered plastic tubs helpfully labeled, and I felt like a kid in a candy store. I snapped up a Jetboil stove, a portable solar panel and inverter, a down Patagonia jacket that fit perfectly, and a small swiss-army style connector that should connect to both my laptop and phone. I grabbed a few more things that I knew would be useful and not take up much space.

I got back to the car just as Vanessa was pushing the last fuel canister into the back. With a nod to the back seat, I hopped in, and she leaped into the passenger seat. I noticed the car was loaded with weapons and ammunition and felt relieved.

Nadia drove off once more at a speed that felt far too fast for these residential streets. But we saw almost no one. The sprawl of suburbia was a vast empty graveyard of a world that until a couple months ago had been full and teaming with life. All that was left now were birds and the occasional cat or dog.

“Which way are we heading north?” I asked as we left the subdivision
.

"We need to head east, and then north, we take residential streets, and then we can cut across to Interstate 10 and get a good bit north before we have to cut over to the coast," Vanessa said. I realized Nadia had an earbud in and was listening to navigation on her phone.

"Then we head up the coast? That seems to constrain us against the ocean," I said, frowning.

"You're right, it would,” she said with a nod of approval, “but we need to get something in Santa Barbara, or someone that is.”

“Who?”

“Dr. Shiv Gupta, a geneticist. She and Trish were collaborating before their communications were shut down. If we can't get to her, it won't be the end of the world, but if we can, it will certainly increase the chances of success and speed of the discovery,” She glanced at me in the back seat and said, “Don’t worry things will be ok, we’re armed for bear.”

"Just a few of my toys," Nadia said with a big smile.

I didn’t say anything, but I didn’t feel worried. I pulled out my laptop, plugged it into the USB-C port in the car, and saw the power charger turn on, the low voltage from the carport wouldn't fill my battery, but it would keep it from dying. I slaved it to my phone's hot spot and searched for any cell towers with power. It might take a while, but now that I didn't have to stress too much, I was free to crack my knuckles and get to work.

I saw the green ping pop up in the corner of my MacBook’s screen and realized I had been working on the script non-
stop for over forty minutes, but thankfully it was nearly done. It had taken a minute or two to get back into the computational thinking, but like riding a bike, it came right back. I pinged the tower again, getting its signature and finding it in my databases, and was able to relay through it into a network.

The network was unfamiliar to me and reading through the jumble of text, CSS, HTML, and JavaScript that I was able to view from its source, it looked like backend pages for a social networking platform, but not one I had ever seen before. I didn't care too much what the site was, the part I cared about were their firewalls and security. I needed information, and whoever was running this site must have something, emails, data, hell, even a journal or digital diary would give me some clue as to what was going on elsewhere.

I modified my script to the parameters of the site and, after a quick review and test run, was able to run it. From the speed and direction our car traveled, I had roughly twenty minutes to get in and out of the network. Then again, I could try on any other system I could access. I wouldn't say I am a hacker, because that term is pretty silly. Still, network security is a relatively simplistic branch of computer science, at least the types of security used on most networks. I wasn't going to try this on a major government or corporation, and besides, it would be straightforward for anyone with a bit of knowledge to trace my breach back to my computer. But I wasn't worried about any of that, not after a pandemic apocalypse, and besides, I had the NSA with me.

Glancing up, I saw Vanessa had a tablet open and was reading through documents on it super-fast. I look from her 
paper map to our position on Nadia’s map ever once in a while. I saw her glance back at me in the seat and frown slightly then look back to her documents, shaking her head slightly. I had assumed a vacant expression, like someone watching a movie or show when she looked at me, and I didn't bother to correct her assumption. I liked Vanessa, respected the hell out of her, and trusted her, but something told me it would be wise to filter whatever information I found through myself first. It would be a currency in this new world. Perhaps I was overthinking it too.

My blinking cursor halted, and I felt a surge of joy as a list of directories appeared. I quickly dove into them, not bothering to read anything, just ripping it all over to my hard drive as fast as it could transfer. It only took a few seconds of quick typing to line up all the downloads. Then I sat there once again and waited.

“Are you watching porn on that thing?” Vanessa asked, “You’ve been staring at it for over an hour.”

“I like porno,” said Nadia, "Which one?"

"It's not porn," I said with a shrug, "I was just searching for a network," but Vanessa interrupted me with a wave of her hand as she spoke.

“Don’t bother; there hasn't been anything to connect to for weeks. How much farther until we need to fill up Nadia?"

“An hour then fill her up, never let it drop below half,” Nadia said, and Vanessa gave her a big grin and undid her seat buckle and stashing her tablet in her bag, she turned to climb over the middle armrest
.

“What’s going on?” I asked as I set my laptop on the third row, careful with it as always.

Vanessa’s eyes were smoldering as she crawled over the console. She had changed from the ridiculous pho-school-girl outfit and into a pair of shorts and a tight t-shirt, still with the worn-in combat boots. As she slid into the back seat, she pressed me back into my chair, and I felt the desire surge like a wave within, a tide that pulled me up to meet her. Lips locking in passion.

“Nadia,” Vanessa threw over her shoulder as she sat back and pulled her top over her head, dropping it on the floor of the Escalade, “I promise to drive the next hour.”

“Deal!” The woman said as she adjusted the rearview mirror to watch the action unfolding behind her.

Vanessa smiled that dark sultry grin of hers, and I matched it, her hands pulling my clothes off slowly as she kissed my skin and I hers. We took turns pleasuring one another, and her moans of pleasure as I let my tongue linger on her sex were music to my ears. She rocked atop me for long minutes, slow and languid. She was pressing her firm breasts into my face to suck, kiss, and caress as she rubbed her clit up against me. My hands held her hips and fondled her firm ass cheeks, and as she orgasmed, they clenched up so firm my hands couldn’t even dig in a centimeter.

She recovered slowly from the powerful orgasm, and her dreamy expression focused on my face, raining kisses down on me. She slithered down between my legs, promising me the blowjob of my life, and I could hardly deny I was about to receive just that. She took her time and used all of her vast skills to draw out and enhance my pleasure. When I 
drew close to cumming, she climbed back into my lap and sank on the steely cock, both of us moaning out as her tightness stretched around my girth. I came in no time, and the two of us held each other on the seat for long minutes, hands lightly touching one another’s skin as we calmed.
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adia found an abandoned parking lot and pulled the Escalade in. Vanessa and I helped her fill the tank once we had dressed, and I had stashed my laptop. We all grab a few snacks and water for the remainder of our drive. Then Vanessa hopped in the driver’s seat, but not before pulling Nadia into a tight embrace and kissed the other woman with smoldering passion. When she pulled away, she looked at me and winked, glancing down at my hard dick tenting my pants and laughed before climbing into the driver’s seat. Nadia followed me into the backseat, stripping off her combat fatigues and tight shirt the minute Vanessa revved the engine and peeled out.

Nadia was desperate, her whimpers of need wordless as she pulled me down on top of her. Our hands fumbled at my pants, the scent of her wetness filled my nose, and I was lost in desire. Animal rutting and grunting was all Vanessa could hear from the back, that and the wet sound of our sexes slapping together. Nadia was so worked up from 
watching and heading Vanessa and me in the backseat that she got off powerfully and almost immediately. Her meaty sex was clamping down on my organ as she gripped me close and then relaxed into unconsciousness. When Nadia regained herself, with me holding her gently and stroking her face, she blinked away the fog, and her eyes filled with love and gratitude.

The large blonde woman pressed me back into the seat and scooted my ass forward, then she took my cock and wrapped her large breasts around it. Giving me the incredible sight of her large soft breasts sliding up and down my shaft as she watched my face, smiling in delight at my every twinge of pleasure. She brought my hand up to the back of her head and guided me to take control of her. I took her pretty face in between my hands, fingers flexing in her scalp as I brought her thick lips down over the head of my cock.

Her tongue slithered around the crown, teasing me as I began to fuck her mouth slowly. I felt her relax and give herself over to it, her humming throat and shivering body on in sublime submission as I used her. I fucked her face with growing desperation as my orgasm drew near and pulling her head back I stroked my cock, watching in awe as the cum shot out and across her chin and cheeks, her open mouth swallowing down what she could as the rest hit her big tits. Then I released her, and she sucked and licked my cock clean, not stopping.

I sat back feeling like a king as Nadia gave me head for a long time. She whispered about how desperate she was to drink more of my cum. I accommodated her two more times as we drove through the afternoon. Vanessa watching with 
growing lust as the pretty blonde assassin gave herself over in submission to me.

It was the glow on the horizon that put a stop to our fun. Nadia and I dressed quickly, the woman whimpering in sadness as my hard cock slipped from her mouth. Then she was all business when she saw the fires and figures moving around in the darkness. Vanessa pulled off the road and cursed softly.

"This way was supposed to be clear," she said, glancing at the phone's map.

“That was the intelligence I got,” Nadia said, slipping into the passenger seat and pulling out a pair of handguns and checking their load.

“Then it looks like the raised freeway is our only option,” Vanessa said, “It is dark and vacant.”

I pulled out my laptop and searched quickly. Finding to my surprise that there were three working cell phone relays or towers in the area. Using the three for triangulation, I set the closest one to log all the devices currently pinging it. I set up a script to parse the locations and populate a simple 2d field and then overlaid that on a map of the area.

Vanessa and Nadia had decided on backtracking for half a day and heading even farther east. She started the car and was backing up when I had the data laid out on the map. Glancing at the map on the cell phone, I noticed something strange.

“Wait,” I said, “this doesn’t make sense.”

Vanessa pulled off the road but left the engine idling in case we had to take off. She and Nadia turned in their seats to 
look at me curiously. I turned the laptop so they could see the screen.

“What are we looking at?” Vanessa asked.

"Pass me the phone," I said, and when she did, I held it up next to the map on the screen, “This here is the same map, these red dots are devices connected to a network that is operational here.”

"There is a net up?" Nadia asked, and she pulled out her phone, checking.

“It’s not a cell network, but they are using the cell towers to pass their signals around, enough are working to get location data, and so I located all the devices connected to them, and this is where they all are." The red on the map concentrated on the elevated freeway, and there was only one before us off to the side of the road.

“Does this make sense?” I asked.

Vanessa smiled like a cat who had gotten the cream, “It does if we are looking at a trap.”

“Yes,” said Nadia nodding approvingly at me, “So obvious now, we almost fell in.”

“Good work, Adam, and you’re right, Nadia," she said, peeling out quickly and heading straight at the burning barricade, "We almost fell into it.”

As we sped down the street, I saw several heads poke up from the low wall of the elevated road and watch us speed past their trap. A lone woman stepped out from an alley and lifted a rifle. Nadia already had the window down on her side and calm as if she was swatting a fly. She leveraged 
herself up and out the window, bracing herself against the door frame, and took quick aim with one of her pistols.

Three quick shots rang out from her before the other woman had her rifle up to bear on them. I don’t know if all three hit the woman, but one certainly did, and she spun away, a line of blood shooting out of her neck. Nadia calmly sat back in her seat, closed the window, and pulled on her belt.

“Three?” Vanessa asked with a smile.

"You Americans and your one shot one kill," Nadia shook her head, grinning, "Better to be certain. In Russia, we know." Vanessa just laughed hard as she smashed the Escalade through the burning wood pallets and out into the space beyond.


These women are fucking insane!
 Adam thought at the same time he was whooping for joy at being alive and free. They drove on into the darkness, and far behind the headlights flicked on, and engines revved. Adam looked back and saw Vanessa looking in the rearview mirror with a feral grin.

“If they set a trap for us, then they know who we are, or at least where we’re going. So, there is no point in losing them in the city. We push on and fight if we have to.”

A dozen ideas floated through my head, but I rejected each of them for one reason or another, then decided that Vanessa was right. The best course now was either to push on or abandoned the mission to Santa Barbara. None of us were ready to do that just yet, so we drove in tense silence — the darkness outside feeling oppressive as it hid all from our sights but the narrow path ahead. Dimly in the distance was the yellow light of cars chasing us
.

We arrived in the late evening, pulling into a large empty parking lot near the southern end of the small campus. Vanessa said the doctor would be in her lab, packed and expecting us. Then we would bolt out of here. She hopped out of the car and dashed across the parking lot without a look back. I felt my stomach churn in fear as I was parted from the older, capable woman for the first time. A white rectangle of light appeared as she opened a door and stepped in.

Several long seconds passed, then there were several yellow flashes of light from inside the lab, and just as I heard the pop, pop, pop
 of gunfire, the lights in the parking lot shut off.

Nadia didn’t curse or give any sign of alarm. Calm as could be, she slid into the driver’s seat and threw the car into gear. Just as it began to roll, there was a crash as the driver's side window broke inward and a thunk
, then the vehicle veered wildly to the right. I had the pistol in my hand, and my backpack secured just as the glass near my head shattered, and I felt a needle enter my neck. Then the world went black.
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y head was pounding, and my neck ached. I blinked, and it felt like there was sand beneath my eyelids. I tried to rub them but found my wrists secured, my legs as well. I peered around myself in the dim light and saw I was lying on a large square mattress dragged to the middle of a church. I tried to lift my head, and my neck ached something terrible but ignoring the pain, I peered around and saw that all the pews pushed around, and the alter was gone. The crosses were taken down and replaced with a strange symbol of a pink circle with a blue dot in the center.

“The sleeper has awoken!” Came a woman’s voice calling from the doorway and in chorus outside I heard dozens of voices repeat her as if in catholic service, “The sleeper has awoken.”

“Rejoice for the hour is here!” The woman cried out, and once more, the chorus repeated her
.

"Praise be to God! Sisters, we have come here to complete the noble task our Lord set before us!"

“Hey!” I shouted, “Where are Vanessa and Nadia! Let me free! What the fuck is going on!”

“Our time of sacrifice is over!” The woman in the doorway continued, ignoring me, “God’s plague has cleansed this land! Just as his flood did in time of yore and we righteous few shall rebuild his world, this time in HIS
 image!”

"What the fuck…" I whispered and pulled and tugged on my bindings, trying to break free.

A soft hand slid across my cheek, causing me to jump in fear and turn my head to look. A young woman, maybe a few years older than me, her face sweet and innocent, peered at me, pupils dilated oddly, one large and the other tiny. When I tilted my head to peer at her, trying to get a read on her sweet innocent face, the hand on my cheek twitched and snapped my jaw shut. I tasted the chalky, metallic taste of a pill and tried to spit it out, but her fingers were iron, and they manipulated my throat, and the damn thing was sliding its dry way down. She giggled sweetly and then released my face and moved back out of my field of view quickly.

“Hey! What was that! Who are you?” I pulled and twisted at my bindings again, but to no avail.

The woman still shouted outside, now about some order or privilege or some such. I couldn't care less about what craziness these people were into. I needed to get the hell out of here. I looked around, my neck on fire but ignoring it as I scanned the church once again. I didn’t see the young woman again, but I saw a door in the back of the hall that 
was cracked open and within, shadows moved. The whole thing felt ominous, and the panic and fear that had been a small seed within I had been forcing down, now bloomed into a nasty, snarling vine that clenched at my throat.

Then, for some reason, the fear and worry felt silly and a far-off concern. I just lay there feeling my head spin into happiness as the speech of a crazy woman washed over me, causing giggle fits.


I’m giggling,
 I thought, and that made me laugh harder, I’m giggling?
 I don't giggle, and that snapped me out of the spiraling high. I breathed in through my nose, my mind muddled. That pill was something powerful, and I was feeling high as a kite, but I fought to maintain and stay aware of my surroundings.

The woman outside had finished speaking, and I saw her walk into the church. It was easy to pick up my head now, my neck no longer hurt. She was a short wide woman wearing a black cloak and hood. She stopped at the foot of the bed, and I saw a stream of women enter behind her, making their way single file around the room.

"Like school," I said, speaking my thoughts out loud in my inebriated state, "we would walk into assembly just like that."

"Yes, Adam," the woman at the foot of the bed, whose voice I recognized from the speech, said, "we are here in assembly, and this will be an education. For us all."

“Why?” I asked. Hadn’t I meant to ask why they drugged me
?

"That is a very wise question, Adam, and one I do not have an answer for. Only the truth of what occurred is known to us. God judged us all; you felt his hand in that plague; we all did. He left those who he judged righteous with exactly what we need to create a world free of sin.”

The overwhelming nature of the high changed, and the euphoria shifted. I felt my heart pounding and smelled a strange odor. Glancing to the side, I saw a small trail of smoke floating through the air. The ground was thick with it, and the women had all knelt and placed their foreheads to the floor, breathing deeply of the strange fumes.

“You are god's gift to us, Adam." The woman said, her voice soft and filled with righteous zeal.

"No," I said, shaking my head, then my skin lit a fire, and my toes went numb, "I feel… odd."

"That is Salacim. It will take another minute or two to begin to have its full effect, and then you will realize the truth of my words."

“Salacim? Please are Vanessa and Nadia safe?" I asked, struggling for clarity.

"Your friends live; we would never end the life of one God has chosen. However, they have yet to see the light and will not be joining us tonight. The Salacim is a gift from our good doctor," she held up a hand and motioned to the back door I had seen before, “all have partaken. You will see why soon.”

"What are you going to do to me?" I asked, a small sliver of the fear of returning
.

“You are Adam Reynolds, who at the age of 13, scored perfect on the SAT, who at the age of 16 lead his high school soccer team to the state championships… and lost." She said, but there was no hint of judgment in her voice, simple fact.

"You are tall and handsome… gorgeous with those green eyes and black hair. God has gifted you to us, Adam Reynolds, and we will not deny him that pleasure… nor ourselves.” She finished in a whisper that held such sweet promise. I felt my body straining at the bindings in my desire to reach out and take her.

My mind began to swirl once more, and my nerves were raw, aching for contact. The shirt and pants touching me felt dead and lifeless. I licked my lips, tasting salt, and realized I was sweating, and more than that, my dick was like a steel bar, it ached as it pressed against my pants. It was so hard that the confining slack hurt something terrible, even over the drugs.

Suddenly a gong sounded and off in the distance the humming of a choir. My mind lost in the madness of my surroundings. Then the girl was back, her innocent face somewhat hidden by the hood, her pupils still so oddly dilated. Her quick, sure hands undid my pants, and then another woman joined her on my other side, the two of them freeing half of my body from the confining garments. I twisted my shoulders, and they both grinned at me. I smiled back.

The girl from before had a sweet chubby, cherubic face, and her friend had a slender mien with large doe-like eyes that had a strangely hungry look to them, almost feral as she and her friend stripped off my shirt. My hands were free for one 
moment and then not, over and gone before I could even think to react.

The woman at the foot of the bed spoke more, her words rolling over me. I felt amazing and even better when the first woman climbed atop me. Her body hidden beneath a black robe, and her face shadowed beneath the hood. But as she touched my skin with hers, I smiled at seeing the shock register in her stiff form, and then she bent over, face appearing before mine, twisted in blind need. Her hips thrust down, and my cock swallowed into wet, hot heaven, and my ear pierced by screams.

Sound once more came rushing in as the woman riding me clutched at the blankets, her dignity gone. I could tell the woman who had been speaking was shocked too at the reaction and held up one hand as if to signal others to stop this, maybe. I just smiled at the world and drove my hips up; my dick throbbed and deposited its first load of the evening into the woman. Her cry turned into a scream of such sharp pleasure it reached a pitch, her head thrown back, eyes wide and mouth agape, then she toppled over, unconscious.

"Next…" I said, my grin lose and silly, my mind loopy and my dick diamond hard and ready to go again. Whatever this drug was, I felt my balls aching as they churned with more and more cum.

“His divine hand at work!” The lady cried. I was shaking my head, trying to say the words ‘Science’,
 but that's not what came out as they dragged the woman off me, and another took her place.

"Scss… uhh… mmmhmmm…" was what came out of my mouth
.

I went to grip this woman, but my hands were shackled, and I grunted in frustration. Thrusting my hips up into her and feeling her narrow vagina grip and shudder around my cock. This woman was large and heavy, but she rode me like a goddess. As she leaned down and her thick chocolate lips met mine, I felt her large breasts press to me, and I sucked hungrily on her bottom lip and tongue, her tongue buried in my mouth, her hands in my hair as I fucked up into her with powerful thrusts, matching her rhythm perfectly. We came together, the sounds of our great need and slapping bodies filling the room.

Soon another came, and then another. The smoke filled the room, and the music throbbed in the background. I felt hands sliding along my skin from the side and first one woman and then another, pulled my hands into their hairy wet pussies, and my fingers were massaging and exploring. Then my tongue put to work as thick thighs slid to either side of my face. Always my balls ached, my heart raced, and my mind swam trying to make sense of it all but always reveling in the mad orgy.

All was chaos when the woman in charge came last, her body trembling and shaking, her thighs coated in her wetness. I begged, and they released my arms, then with a mighty laugh, I pulled the woman beneath me; her robe up and thick thighs spread I was inside her in one thrust. Her cries shook the rafters, and I have no idea if her prayers were answered, but mine certainly were.

Looking around, I saw women all wrapped around one another and in various states of dress. The light was dim, and I saw white, black, brown, tanned, and all color of flesh 
as the orgy gained in intensity. The woman beneath me was unconscious, and I felt a bell go off in my head.

I blinked, my cock raging hard still and could only think of one woman I wanted above all others, Vanessa. Where was she? I looked around and saw my backpack against one wall. I wandered my way over to it, all around me, women reached out and touched me. Stopping to partake in one dark and sexy Indian woman, I emptied my balls for a second time into her womb.

Then when I staggered up from her, a slender woman slid her hands up my thighs, I smiled down at her and slid one hand to the back of her head and pulled her thick lips up my cock. I watched her long face swallow my cock, her eyes going wide as she was unused to this act but was feeling herself at this moment. I guided her, and when she glanced up, I smiled down and showed her how much pleasure she was giving me. I lay her back and with gentle and exploring tongue and digits, worked her to a screaming orgasm.

Crawling a few feet closer to the backpack and saw a perfect round ass bent over before me. The ass spun, and a pretty young Asian woman smiled at me in glee, her friend pressing me down with her, the three of us kissing as I pulled the Asian woman’s hips over mine and entered her, she rode me hard and fast, knowing exactly what she wanted. Her friend was a thick pacific island girl who was shy but turned into a wild cat when I had her bent over and her gorgeous wide ass rolling before me with each thrust.

I picked up my backpack finally and sighed at its reassuring weight. Then with a smile, I stepped out into the cold night air, nude and feeling the chill air on my skin. It felt amazing and then she was there, my Vanessa. Eyes wide and hand 
fighting mine off as I tried to press her back down on the ground. I couldn’t understand what was going on as she pressed clothes into my hands. I dropped them and let my hands slide over her body. She cursed softly, and I felt a sharp stab in my thigh, glancing down; I saw her pulling a needle out of my leg.

"You shot me," I said, smiling, and that was the last thing I remembered before darkness took me once again.
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woke trembling like a leaf and surrounded by darkness. My entire body covered in cold sweat and back aching from my awkward position. I tried to shift and straighten my legs and found I was trapped in by walls. Panic took hold as memories returned, and a hand slipped over my mouth, cutting off any cries. Then I relaxed as a familiar voice breathed in my ear.

"Quiet, they might be close," Vanessa said, and I nodded to let her know I understood.

My heart was racing, and my nerves were on fire. I felt the sexual energy still coursing through my veins, trying to cloud my mind and override my judgment. I took long minutes to get myself under control, taking deep, slow breaths.

"How are you?" Vanessa asked carefully. I was all too aware of her body pressed to my back. I drove down the impulse to jump her bones with a force of will
.

“I’m doing better,” I whispered, “sorry for earlier. I don’t know what they gave me but it’s… powerful."

“Don’t worry about it. We’ll get out of here soon. It’s been a couple hours since I heard anything.”

“What happened to you back in the lab?” I asked, craning my neck behind me to see her in the faint light from the closet door.

"It was a trap," she shook her head angrily, "the doctor was part of it, these crazy bitches are starting an old testament cult here, and the whole thing was a trap to kidnap you. They locked me in a cell, but I managed to escape, and that's when I found you."

“Do you know where Nadia is?”

“She is being held with their converts
. There is a building where they have about half a dozen women who didn’t agree with their new rules.” She sniffed, “They have someone preaching to them endlessly about the new world order or something.”

"Yea, I've heard the sermons," I said, remembering the zeal in that woman's voice and then the madness of the drug-fueled orgy.

“Come on,” Vanessa said, sliding the closet door open and slipping free, “let’s get the hell out of here.”

“We need to rescue Nadia,” I said.

"Adam, my mission is to get you to Berkley. Nadia will be able to get herself free. She is more than capable."

“We aren’t leaving anyone in the hands of these women," I said, feeling myself grow stubborn, "I'm not saying we have 
to free all the women who don’t want to be here, but I’m not leaving her in their hands.”

Vanessa’s face got hard, twisted with annoyance, and she glanced out the window. We were in a small maintenance room on the bottom floor of a building. The park-like campus spread out before the windows, and just off to the right was one of the main roads in town. It was dark and cold out, but the first faint glow of dawn was staining the sky over the hills.

“Fine,” she said finally, “but we do it my way. In and out and then back on the road.”

"Sounds good to me," I said, relieved she had agreed.

Vanessa had scavenged two sets of the black robes, and I threw one on, doing my best to strap my still mostly hard dick down between my legs. I hefted my backpack, and we slipped out of the room. We didn't run. Instead, we walked side by side at a slow, measured pace. We were a hundred meters away from the building when we saw another figure dressed in robes. It raised its hand in greeting, and Vanessa did the same, turning us down a branching path.

My nerves were nearly ragged, and my heart raced in my chest, but I kept my shoulders relaxed, and my pace slow. The woman we passed didn't give us a second glance, and soon we were approaching the theatre hall. A woman was standing outside, she had a book and was reading beneath the moon’s dim light. When we approached, she glanced up from her book; her gaze searching as we drew close, trying to make out our faces within the hoods.

"Helen, is that you? Goddammit stop being so creepy-,” Her voice cut off when Vanessa drew within range and lashed 
out with her fist, bouncing the back of the woman’s skull of the wall and then grabbing her before she could slump to the ground. I took the other side of the woman, and we hoisted her into a sitting position, head slumped, and book toppled to the ground. With the appearance as if she had fallen asleep.

We slipped into the theatre to find it empty. We made our way quickly to the backstage area. Here, too, it was empty. I started to worry that they had moved Nadia, and we wouldn't be able to find her when there was a sound from deeper in the complex. Vanessa pulled out her handgun, and I did the same, flicking off the safety and feeling my heart hammering so hard it felt like my chest would burst.

Vanessa motioned me to stay close as she slipped down a short set of stairs and into a dark hallway. We made our way down it silently, testing each door we passed and finding them all locked. As we approached a wide opening in the hall, we heard the telltale sound of a boot scraping on stone. Vanessa motioned for me to stop and slipped forward by herself. She poked her head around the corner, and I saw her body tense. She glanced back at me and held up two fingers, indicating two people and then tapped her gun. They were armed too. I saw the grim look of determination on her face and sensed she was steeling herself to commit deadly violence.

This was all my fault, and if Vanessa killed those women, it would be on my conscious. I had an idea suddenly, and reaching out, I gripped Vanessa's wrist and held up a finger. I passed her my gun and stood up. Dropping the black robe to the ground I stepped free naked. Vanessa's eyes widened, and I saw her questioning look, and I 
motioned for her to give me a few seconds then come out. I took a deep calming breath and stepped out from the hallway and saw a short corridor ending in two double-locked doors.

“Halt!” A tall woman robed in black shouted, lifting a long shotgun and pointing it at me as she did. I saw her eyes widen, and the gun lower even as the other shorter wider woman spun surprised, her gun forgotten in her hand.

“It’s… you!” The first woman said, just as the second whispered.

"Bless God!"

“I have come,” I said in a deep throbbing voice. Letting my will relax, I felt the remaining effects of the drug hit me again. My cock rose hard and steely, and I saw both women begin to tremble like leaves as I approached them.

“You… you shouldn’t be here.” The second woman said, glancing at her companion, “should he?”

“You would refuse the blessing?" I asked, my voice tinged with anger causing both women to cringe slightly. Then I was standing just before them, both were pretty older women, and I lifted my hands. Each woman froze as my gentle fingers reached out and grazed their cheeks. I saw pupils dilate as their breathing deepened, my desire rising to meet theirs.

I had fingers at the back of the tall woman’s hair and pulled her lips to mine. She relaxed in my grip, her body conforming to mine, even as her companions slipped her arms around my waist, her thick body pressing tight
.

“Oh, blessing upon us," the shorter woman said I dragged her dress up and with strong hands, spun her wide ass around, "Oh God! Fuck me!”

She hissed even as I lowered my hips, and the tall woman slid a soft hand up my cock, her eyes wide as she pressed the head to her friends soaked pussy lips. Then I was in and hammering the woman hard. It took only moments for my drug-fueled cock to empty its balls into her meaty pussy. She cried out in ecstasy, and I felt her slump to the ground in my grip, even as her friend pushed me down onto my back.

The tall woman stripped free of her black robes and tossed them aside. I heard a jingle of keys even as her long slender body slid down me, accepting my dick into her tight embrace. This woman was brutal in her lovemaking, pounding fists and biting teeth, and it wasn't until I had a hard grip on her ass with one hand and had spanked her other to a cherry red that she came, body locking up in pleasure and passed out.

I left the two women lying there, and Vanessa ran from around the corner. I dug through the robes and pulled out the keys, even as the first woman was coming around. Vanessa began tying them up and gagging them as I pulled on my robes and unlocked the doors. Inside were six women huddled down trying to sleep, one smaller figure sitting alone in the corner, and one tall blonde woman stalking back and forth in the back.

"Adam!" Nadia called as she ran forward. I was thrilled to see the beautiful blonde, but there was no time for pleasantries
.

“We have to get out of here fast,” Vanessa said to Nadia. The other women stirred, and she looked them over, “If you wish to escape, you better go now.” Several looked around confused, with blank lost expressions, while the smaller woman and another stood quickly and bolted along with us back down the hall and up the stairs. We started to run through the theatre when there was a shout from the entrance, and a gunshot rang out.

"Don't hit the man, you fool!” A shrill voice cried.

Vanessa cut to the side and threw open a side door, and the five of us burst free, running pall mall across a courtyard and up a set of steps. A second shot rang out, and I saw one of the women who had been following us cut to the right, her face painted with fear. The smaller woman, face and body hidden beneath her robes, stuck to Nadia’s side as we ran. Vanessa was leading us back to where we had first parked the Escalade, but turning the corner around the cafeteria, we all skidded to a halt when we saw the large gathering of armed women, dressed in combat fatigues milling around. There were several black-robed women under armed guard, as the armed women searched the car.

“Shit!” Vanessa said, "our only chance is to lose them all in town. Come on!" She spun on her heel and led us to the town’s main road. I felt my lungs burning and my legs dragging with each step. My body didn't want to cooperate and was strangely out of shape. It didn't make sense to me; I could fuck for hours now, but got exhausted after a quarter-mile jog. I put my head down and focused on getting one foot in front of the other as we jogged up a street and turned into a residential neighborhood. The sounds of yelling 
women and gunshots rang out from behind us, and we all ducked until we realized it was coming from the campus.

Vanessa looked us all over and shook her head, “We need to find a place to rest, and plan.”

The woman who had followed us from the theatre said, "I know a place near here!" Her voice was high pitched and sweet, and as she motioned down the road we were on, her hood fell back and revealed the most angelic blonde I'd ever seen. She looked familiar, and as I was trying to puzzle it, Vanessa held her gun up with a narrow-eyed glare at the girl.

“It’s safe?”

“Yes!” The girl said, her face pale, “the coffee shop I worked at when I was a freshman, they never lock the doors, come on!” She glanced fearfully at each of us, her eyes widening when she saw my face within the hood. But Nadia was already moving with the girl.

“Come Vanessa, Adam, we have no other choice," the two ladies lead us down the road and then turned a sharp corner into a little hippy alley. There was a single table and chair outside, and the girl true to her word opened the small coffee shop, and we all piled in.
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collapsed into a chair, panting, heart racing, and saw Loren do the same. Nadia and Vanessa searched for the building. There was a back entrance that was locked and a stairwell that climbed to the roof, where a small herb garden grew. Once the search was complete, they declared we were safe for now.

“You can stay with us as long as you don’t slow us down or get in the way. You understand?” Vanessa asked the petite blonde girl. She sat huddled in one of the big plush chairs scattered around the small hippy coffee shop. She looked up at Vanessa her big blue eyes shining with unshed tears, and she nodded before hunching her shoulders and dropping her head again.

“Looks like they followed from San Diego,” Vanessa said to Nadia, “I recognized some of those women around the car from the hospital.”

“This whole town is becoming a trap,” Nadia said, “and we have no idea who or where they are.
”

“Get some rest,” Vanessa said, “all of you. I’ll keep a watch and figure something out.”

Nadia fell into a chair, her exhaustion suddenly plain to see, and she was asleep in moments. The small girl huddled into her black robes and drifted off slowly, casting nervous glances around the room at the slightest sounds. Every time I saw her, I felt a shock of recognition, but I couldn’t place her. I’d certainly never been friends or met a girl as gorgeous as her. She was the type of round eyes, blonde perfection that a man usually doesn’t forget.

The drugs were still coursing through my system, making sleep impossible, so I pulled out my laptop. There were a lot of networks up in the area, and from digging through them, I was able to find out a little of information. The local police department's equipment had been hijacked and was being used by the Cult of the Old Testament, as I thought of them. The women had fanned out throughout town and were searching all the buildings. I got up and went over to where Vanessa sat, gazing out a window.

“You need to see this,” I whispered, and sat next to her.

"Adam," she said, glancing from the computer to me, her eyes filled with awe, “you hacked into their systems?”

"Not really," I said with a pained expression, "well kinda, it's not hacking. They don't have any security, so as long as you can detect a network's activity, I can ping it and get information.”

“That is incredibly valuable,” she frowned, “this is the other part of what you were doing in the back of the car?
”

"Yes," I said, not bothering to hide it or feel embarrassed. I saw her frown changed to grudging respect, and she nodded. I then looked down at my laptop and began reading through the information and messages.

"They have secured most of the northern part of town it looks like and are searching the buildings… I wonder…" Then she pulled up my monitoring program and plugged in a long series of credentials. A network appeared with a DD.XXX ID.

"Department of Defense?" I asked, and Vanessa nodded.

“It appears that the other group of women have been using this to organize, they must be run by former marines from the looks of these ranks. The women were spread across the southern half of the state, searching for you. But they're all converging on Santa Barbara now. This is bad…" She shook her head and went back to reading through the information. I tried to stay awake, but suddenly the drugs drained from my system, and I felt sleep drag my eyelids down. I passed out in the soft chair, feeling completely drained.

I was woken by a gentle shake on the shoulder and started up. Instantly awake and aware. Vanessa calmed me down with a soft hand on my back, and I settled back in the chair.

“We need to get going soon,” she whispered, “but I’m still not sure what our plan is. Let me get Nadia up, and we can discuss it."

“One sec,” I said, noticing something strange on the laptop screen. I pulled it over and pulled up the area map, “Is this the militaries network?” I asked Vanessa
.

“Yea, what do you see?” She looked over my shoulder as I pulled up my locating script and overlaid it on the map.

“This signal out at sea, where is it coming from?”

“That must be an old military base, probably a supply and weapons depot out on the Channel Islands," she looked at me and saw what I saw getting at, "that's brilliant, Adam!" She gave me a big kiss and then hopped up from her chair and ran up the ladder. I followed her up and onto the roof in the dim evening light. We could make out the marina filled with boats.

“So we steal a boat and head out to the island under cover of darkness,” she said, “we will need maps to navigate, and we should pack food and water just in case, but we can then head north along the coast and find a safe place to land, or fuel up.”

“That sounds good,” I said, “are we bringing the new girl?”

“Why?” Vanessa said with a sly grin.

“I was just wondering,” I said lamely, “she might be a burden, might want to leave her here.”

“This isn't a rescue mission, but if she wants to come and isn't completely incompetent, then she is welcome to it. I'm not going to leave anyone in those crazy women’s hands who don't want to be there."

“Good,” I said, agreeing with her sentiment.

“Or else what?” She asked me, sizing me up.

"Or nothing," I said, "Look, I'm not trying to take charge or anything just because I'm the only man left. I couldn't lead us all on this long trek. But I've been thinking,” I turned to 
look her full in the eyes, “This mad world is changing around us. I used to be able to run 7 miles at the drop of a hat. Now I can barely make it a quarter mile without having a heart attack. I used to jack off maybe once a day. But now… I feel like I can go for hours and hours. No matter how much I cum, I can get right back up… what happened in that church… Vanessa, it was insane. Sure, the drugs were part of it, but I think I could have done all that even without them.”

"What are you saying, Adam?" She asked with a concerned voice.

“I’m changing just like you and the rest of the women, but I don't know where it's all leading. The only thing I know is you're mostly sane now, and so is Nadia.”

“So, you want to go fuck all those crazy women, like the guards earlier and… cure them?”

"No!" I said, waving my hands, "I won't be anyone’s prisoner anymore. I also won’t do anything against anyone’s will. I need to figure this out, though.”

“I know,” Vanessa said, and I could tell from her hard nipples and deep breathing that our conversation was getting to her, “but we need to gather more data." At my raised eyebrow and smile, she held up a finger, "We need an uncompromised subject, and I have just the idea."

She stood and climbed downstairs, waking Nadia and Loren. She put on a pot of coffee, using the little gas burner to boil the water, while she told Nadia about our plan. Loren sat silent and watchful the whole time, looking from Vanessa to Nadia to me
.

"I like the plan," Nadia said, "so long we get to the boats and get away without seeing. If they follow us, all they need is a faster boat."

"We'll leave at 3 am, that should give us the best chance of escaping undetected," Vanessa held up one finger and turned to Loren, "there is one thing we need to know for certain, however, and that's whether we have a traitor in our midst."

"You can't think…," the girl said, her big eyes going even wider, “Those crazy women were holding me captive!” She looked to Nadia for support, but the tall Russian woman just gave the small girl a thoughtful frown, "Please Nadia, you have to believe me! You saw how they treated me; you can't leave me here!"

"Why they treat you so bad?" Nadia asked the girl, then turning to me, and Vanessa said, "Is true they beat and curse the girl nonstop.”

“It’s because they’re jealous," her anger slipped slightly, and the girl's face fell, "or they were… before the world went crazy.” She flipped her long blonde hair over to the other side of her head and blinked up at Vanessa, the motion triggering a memory in me, and I suddenly remembered how I knew her.

“You’re Loren from Instagram!” I said in shock, feeling my heart clench. She looked over at me and gave me a condescending smile.

“You know her?” Vanessa asked me
.

“I used to follow her,” I said, my cheek going red as I remembered staring at her perfect posts in awe of her nubile beauty, “she had like 20 million followers or something.”

“29,” the girl said with a smug smile.

“Why they follow you?” Nadia asked, looking down at the girl in confusion.

"Forget it," Vanessa said, "I guess that takes care of one question, now to answer the other. If you want to travel with us, then you need to agree to a little experiment, Adam, and I want to try out.”

“What experiment?” The girls said, looking back and forth between us. I was staring at her like a dumb ass with my mouth agape. I had been obsessed her for over a year. Thirsting after her posts, like millions of other guys and girls, and now here she was, sitting right before me. Dirty and a little disheveled and with her body completely hidden behind the loose black robes.

“What do you think of Adam here?” Vanessa asked, putting an arm around my shoulders.

Loren turned to look full at me, and I saw her gaze soften slightly before tightening, and a frown turns down her lips, "Looks like a nice guy, decent body. No offense, dude, but you look like the type of guy that has too many brains and too much awkwardness for me."

I chuckled uncomfortably at her honest and accurate words, but Vanessa shook her head.

“You are wrong on most of that,” Vanessa said, “but I wouldn’t expect a girl like you to see the worth of a real man,
”

Then she pulled me into a fierce kiss that lasted and lasted, the heat building in us both until it was all I could do not to throw her down right there and have my way with her. I felt her hand slip into the black robes I still wore and cupped my balls and cock, then she pulled away with an effort of will. Vanessa was panting, her chest heaving, eyes wide with desire as she pulled back and walked over to Loren. I struggled to master my passion and seeing Loren's eyes shying away from mine. I felt my heart crushed.

“Now,” said Vanessa, stopping before Loren and reaching out to stroke the girl’s cheek with the hand a moment before that had been holding my balls, "tell me what you feel for our Adam?”

The reaction in the slight girl was instantaneous. I saw her form shudder as her nostrils flared, breathing in deep. Her thin legs parted, hips rolling back as a low moan came from her throat. She closed her eyes and then opened them wide, looking straight at me, and I saw the artifice of her personality fall away, revealing the nineteen-year-old girl she was at heart.

“He is hot,” she breathed, “he is the type of guy I always loved in high school but who would never talk to me. I wanted him the moment I saw him, and I hate you because he obviously likes you," she glared up at Vanessa as she spoke now, "Is that what you wanted to hear?"

"Yes, in part. I knew you were lying, girl. It's obvious to any woman who knows what to look for. But what I really want to know is how you feel… what is your level of… desire?
"

“Do you feel like you will die if you don’t fuck him?” Nadia asked, nodding at Vanessa and catching onto what she was searching for.

“No…,” Loren said, “I’m mean… no.”

“What?” Vanessa asked her when she sensed the hesitation.

“I… you know, thought he was hot," she glanced at me and gave an apologetic shrug, "but I'm not a sexual person, sorry."

"Did that change after you smelled him?" Vanessa asked her, and the girl shifted uncomfortably in her chair, glancing around and blushing slightly.

"No…" Loren said, but even I was unconvinced.

“Can I try something?" I asked the girl, and she looked at me and shrugged. I crossed the coffee shop and walked right up to her chair. Bending down in front of her, I observed her. Her nostrils flared, and eyes widened, and I saw her moisten her bottom lip. Her body grew tense as I reached out one hand slowly and dragged my fingertips down one perfect smooth jawline. The moment my fingers touched her skin, it was like a fire lit within my body, and I saw her response as well. Her pupils dilated and breathing became heavy.

“Holy shit…” she breathed.

"Tell us what you feel," Vanessa said, sitting next to Nadia.

"It's like all the nonsense just faded away," one of her small, slender hands lifted to touch my cheek, but I pulled back, and I saw her react as if she had been stung, hurt and surprised. Then she went on in a softer voice, "Our purpose is suddenly crystal clear to me. I'd been so wrapped up in 
everything I lost… I didn't realize what we could build… I want you, Adam… I fucking need you… Jesus… I’ve never felt so alive!”

I looked over at Vanessa, and she was nodding along with Nadia.

“It was the same for me,” her eyes met mine, “although it changed after we had sex, the sharp need was tempered. This is what Betsy was talking about, the Species Imperative, working to fix the wrong that pandemic made.”

“Yes,” said Nadia, “I feel stronger now, healthier and happier since you bred me.”

I looked at Vanessa, and she smiled broadly, glancing from Loren back to me and nodding slightly. I saw her settle back in the chair, her muscular legs widening slightly. I glanced back at Loren to see the girl’s big beautiful blue eyes looking at me with desperate need. Her face was so beautiful; it nearly broke my heart. She saw her effect on me, and I saw her smile widen into devilish delight. Then she was up, ripping the black robes off and standing before me in just a tiny pair of white panties.





Chapter 10









T

he girl looked up at me with smoldering eyes, her tiny, slender body drawing my eyes like a magnet. She smiled in delight as my eyes traveled up her slim legs, over her narrow hips and flat stomach to her firm little breasts capped in hard pink nipples. She bit her bottom lip, nervous and shy for just one second as I stepped up and pulled her into an embrace. My brain exploded in joy as I felt her thick, soft lips press against mine. Then it was all need as I ripped my robes off with one hand, the other gripping her firm little butt as I picked her up and pressed her back into the chair.

“Oh, this… this is so wild… I've never felt like this… I need you so bad, baby!" Her slender legs wrapped around my hips, and even as I was settling us onto the couch, I felt her small hand grip my cock and press the fat head to her little pussy. I didn't even realize she had pulled down her panties, and they dangled from one slender ankle. The sight of her tiny, gorgeous body and face beneath me, desperately pulling my cock deeper and deeper into her depths nearly 
made me cum right there. As it was her pussy was so tight, I felt like she was going to rip my dick off when she began to cum.

"I'm… I'm cumming!" Her entire body tensed, and then her nails were clawing into my back and ass, pulling me into her, "Please baby… give it to me… I need it…"

My orgasm hit moments later, and as I flooded her with my pearly essence, she came again, gripping down on me hard nails raking across my back before her whole body went slack and she slumped into the chair. I was panting as I struggled to pull myself up, then I felt a hand on my shoulders and hips, helping me.

Vanessa was there, her warm breath in my ear as she told me how sexy it had been watching me as the hot little blonde fuck, even as Nadia sucked my wet cock into her hungry mouth. She cleaned the girl's cum off my cock and got me to rock hardness in moments. The tall blonde woman stood and turned around, looking back at me hungrily over one shoulder as she placed my cock against her wet pussy. I drove into her with powerful thrusts, loving the sight of her big wide ass as I pounded her. Vanessa stood at my side, kissing and touching as I got her friend off to a big orgasm. Then I pressed the gorgeous brunette down onto the ground, stripping free of her clothes and slipping between her legs. I took my time enjoying the feel of her, and before she came beneath me, stifling her screams, I felt a tiny hand slid between our bodies, teasing my balls and her clit.

I rolled off Vanessa, and Loren climbed atop me. Her slow grin and soft eyes transfixed me. She knew exactly how gorgeous she is, and she sat back, letting me see her slender 
perfection as she rocked her wet lips back along my cock, letting the tip slip into her tight confines. My hands slid up her slim thighs and gripped her waist, holding her in a firm grip as she rode me, and I fucked up into her.

Nadia was on one side, her hands roaming mine and Loren’s bodies, as Vanessa rolled over to my other side and sitting up, she slid one hand up into Loren’s gorgeous blonde hair and pulled her girl's lips to hers. Loren moaned out in pleasure as Vanessa kissed down her neck and across her breasts. Then the orgasm was tearing through me, the sight just too hot to hold it back anymore, and Loren screamed out in pleasure for one second before Vanessa cut her off with her mouth on hers.

The four of us lay on the rugs of that hippy coffee shot and talked of small things before Vanessa forced us to get up and get ready to head down to the pier. I was pulling on a pair of pants and pulling a shirt from my backpack when I felt a small hand slide up my naked back. Turning, I found Loren standing there and looking up at me with a small smile. She pulled me into a hug, and I felt her sigh in contentment.

"Thank you," she said into my chest, "I feel so amazing now, as if all my depression and worries are gone. I can think clearly for the first time in months," she pulled back, looking up at me, "and I've never… cum during sex… I didn't know it could feel that good!" She giggled and gave me a quick, tight hug before spinning away, her cheeks slightly red. Vanessa caught my eye and winked, and I couldn’t help the blush that reddened my cheeks this time.

We packed up our gear, food, and some water bottles we scrounged from the shop. Then, covering ourselves in the black robes, we slipped out into the town in the dark hours 
of the morning. We didn't encounter anyone as we walked the mile or so down to the wharf. It didn't take long to find the right boat, and I was able to use my little jumper to hot-wire the boat, shorting the starter. The engine throbbed to quiet life, and after Loren threw the ropes and hopped into the back, Vanessa took us out of the berth and through the dark marina and out to sea.
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T

he boat throbbed to life as it pulled out of the berth and into the marina. We crouched down low in the back while Vanessa steered us between rows of ships. I waited with bated breath for a cry from the shore, announcing the Cult had found us, but none came, and we got out into the open waters without being stopped.

Vanessa kept us to a slow pace for as long as she dared until the ocean’s current began pushing us back towards shore. Then she threw open the throttle, and we took off southwest towards the horizon. Looking back, I saw lights popping on in the marina and saw several women running but wasn't sure if they had spotted us. The wind was freezing in the morning air, and Loren and I huddled together while Nadia moved forward with the chart to help guide Vanessa.

It was a long cold hour before we saw the islands, and the sun was beginning to rise over the Santa Barbara mountains. Loren and I had sat in silence, each lost in our own thoughts. I was busy thinking of what we had just learned about the Species Imperative. I couldn't stop wondering if 
we had seen all the changes it had made to us survivors over the past few months. What we had observed so far was wild enough.

I know Loren had her own issues she was dealing with. The girl was heartbreakingly beautiful, not just hot or sexy, but the kind of innocent round eyes, blonde beauty that caused traffic accidents when she walked down the sidewalk. In spite of all the privileges her beauty afforded her, she still had her struggles. Since the virus spread and our world crumbled around us, she had been treated poorly by those around her. Her beauty had been a source of conflict with the women of the Cult of the Old Book. Now she had joined with our strange party, for how long I didn’t know, but Vanessa and Nadia thought she would become a burden.

“Adam,” she said, finally turning concerned big blue eyes on me, “can you promise me something?”

“What is it?” I asked.

"Promise that you won't abandon me to be captured by those women again," I felt her trembling in my arm, and it had nothing to do with the cold.

“We aren’t going to let them take you,” I said, trying to sound reassuring.

“I’m not stupid,” she said, but I heard in her voice that she was self-conscious of this and not entirely sure of her intelligence, "We’re going to be in more crazy situations like back there, and I don't have training. I'm not ready for any of this. Please promise that if you need to leave me, and I understand if you do, that you'll leave me someplace safe.
"

I looked deep into the small girls’ eyes and saw a sea of fear and stress there. I wished to my core I could give her the reassurance she needed, but I also couldn't lie to her. I shook my head and frowned in sympathy.

“Loren, I have no idea what's in store for us," I hugged her closer and kissed the top of her head, “But I can promise that I won’t leave you. I'm not like Vanessa or Nadia. I'm not trained or skilled in this stuff. I'm just some college kid who happened to resist the virus. Just do your best to help and not be a burden, that’s what I’ve tried to do, and no one can fault you.”

"Ok," she said into my neck, her breath warm, "Thank you, Adam, I appreciate your honesty." I felt her lips press into the sensitive skin, and my body responded to the touch. I held her closer, loving the feel of her slender beauty in my arms.

“I see docks!” Vanessa cried back to us with a grin on her face.

Ten minutes later, she was slowing the little speed boat and angling it into the docks. Loren and I stood and looked around. The island was covered in jagged rocks and thick woods, with a small dock, boat launch, and what appeared to be an empty little office or store beside them. The docks were empty, which was a good sign, and we couldn't see any life on the island.

“Where are the supply depots?” I asked Vanessa.

"I don't know exactly, but we should be able to find a road, some signs that will guide us. The island is small, maybe two miles long and one mile wide.
”

“We lost all our ammunition,” said Nadia, scanning the shoreline and the trees with narrowed eyes, the morning sun illuminating everything. “I’ll be happy when we get more.”

"What's that?" Vanessa asked, looking over the side of our boat as we settled into a berth.

We all looked over and saw the outline of a boat sunk at the bottom.

“There are more over there,” said Loren, pointing to the other side of the dock, “It looks like someone sank all the boats.”

“Who would do that?” I asked.

"Someone who didn't want anyone to leave," Vanessa said grimly, "This boat doesn't have enough fuel to make it to Catalina. We're either going to have to chance it or head back to shore. I say we push on. We need these supplies. There should be enough fuel, MRE’s, weapons and ammunition to get us up to the San Francisco Bay.”

We shouldered our packs and with a wary eye to the tree line, hiked up the dock and across the small parking lot. There was a dirt service road leading back into the island, between two low hills. We made it several hundred yards before a woman stepped out into the road ahead of us. She had a shotgun in her hands, casually pointed in our direction and an odd way of standing and not quite looking at us.

“Stop there,” she said, "Go no further unless you want to get yourselves shot. I wouldn't reach for that sidearm blondie. There are a dozen barrels trained on you right now.
”

Nadia let her arm relax and dropped her hand from where it had crept up to her holstered gun. I looked into the tree line nervously and but saw nothing.

“We’re here for supplies," Vanessa said in a loud, clear voice, her hands out at her sides, "Just trying to get my friends here up to the Bay Area, who are you?”

“I’m Ellen, and this is our island, and those are our supplies.” The woman grinned a hard smile, "I advise you to turn around and head back to your boat. Unless you plan to try shooting your way to them in which case,” she ratcheted her shotgun dramatically, followed by a dozen cocked or ratcheted guns in the trees surrounding us.

"We will head back to the boat," Vanessa said, stepping backward, her hands still up, "No need for anyone to be jumpy."

“They have a man Ellen!” A voice shouted from the tree line, followed by the crash of branches and a small teenager stepped out, her shotgun trained on me and an enraged expression on her face, “We should kill him!”

“What do you see, Becky?" Ellen, her face scrunched in consternation, and I realized why she looked off and to the side when she spoke to us. The woman was blind.

“It’s a man alright,” came another voice from the woods.

“Bring them before the Queen,” Ellen said, her words firm and final. Then she turned and walked back up the road, unfolding a white cane as she went and tapping the ground.

A dozen women came out of the tree line, all holding firearms of one kind or another. Three even had M4's; military issue rifles. The first woman, who still glared at me 
angrily, never gave her name but motioned us forward with a glare. None got too close, and we had no other choice than to do as they said.

“Let’s keep our heads down for now,” Vanessa said, her voice dripping with frustration, “and our eyes open for a way out.”

Nadia glared around at the women coming out of the forest, and I watched her, wary of how she might respond. She was hiding it well, but I knew she was extremely frustrated about being captured by the Cult of the Old Book. I saw her anger turn to scorn and then a sneer. She tugged at Vanessa's elbow and nodded her head at the women. Vanessa looked around, and I did the same, taking in our captors for the first time.

As I looked them over, I saw a group of attractive and very in shape women. Their hair and makeup looked expensive, even out here on this island in the middle of civilizations’ fall. Several women had noticeable large fake breasts, and others had signs of plastic surgeries. They were mostly older women, but several were in their early twenties. None of them looked like soldiers. If I had to guess, I'd say they all looked more like country club mothers and daughters. One odd thing, each woman wore identical brown dresses of loose fabric. It looked like rich material, cut short to show off a bit of leg and leaving their arms bare.

They marched us up the dirt service road until it wound around and over a small hill. The path led to a small valley with two large slate grey buildings in the center. A smoke fire trailed up from between them and spread out and around, filling the whole of the valley were tilled fields. They had cleared the trees out and were planting different 
crops in several sections. Another dozen women in brown dresses moved through the fields, planting and tending to newly grown crops. Way up on the valley rim, I saw the twinkle of solar panels in places where they could maximize sun exposure.

"You’ll show proper reverence to our Queen," the angry young woman barked, then she glared at me, “especially you, man.”


"That's enough, Arrow,” Becky said from the back, but the girl continued to glare daggers at me and finger the trigger of her weapon.

They halted us a hundred paces away from the buildings, and I could see they had begun to build a village around them. Small wooden structures were going up, and a deep pit behind one of the buildings was being laid with stone to line its floor and walls. Many women paused in their work to observe us, and when a couple noticed what I was, an excited murmur sprang up from around the village.
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W

e only had to wait for a few seconds, and then a small gathering of women came out of one of the buildings, Ellen amongst them. They were stately and dignified, one and all. At their head was a woman that dwarfed all around her in terms of beauty and poise. I felt myself staring and was unable to look away. She wore a crown of green vines and small white blossoms and wore the same brown dress as all the rest, but the way she wore it…

She must have been in her forties, near as I could guess. Flowing down her shoulders and back was jet black hair contrasting with a pale gray forelock, almost white. The contrast was striking, but her enchanting beauty didn't stop there. Her eyes were a pale green, almost transparent, lips thick and ruby red. The drab dress did nothing to hide the body beneath it. Her hips were wide and swung hypnotically as she walked. Not out of artifice, she was just that type of woman. Her breasts were massive and swayed with delicious firmness and weight beneath the dress. Her arms 
and legs were slender and tone, like someone who had done yoga their entire life.

Looking at the women arrayed around her, I saw more of the same. Each was beautiful and, like the younger women who had captured us, had the aura of the rich and powerful. They all had the appearance of country club wives, mothers and daughters.

Their queen and her attendants stopped before us. She stood poised, eyes traveling over my face and form, giving nothing away before she looked over the others in calm regard. The women behind her whispered amongst themselves with a mixture of expressions. The queen looked over the other women with me until her gaze settled on Vanessa. She gave a slight nod, and Vanessa grinned back with a wry smile.

“We welcome you, sisters,” The Queen said, in a voice so rich and cultured that it sent shivers down my spine, “to our small piece of paradise, the Queendom of Gaia.”

“Queendom?” Vanessa asked with a smirk, “Interesting.”

“I am Queen Lysenia. The women of this island have seen fit to confer the title on me. Who might you be?” Vanessa gave our introductions, and the Queen gave everyone but me a gracious nod. She didn’t glare at me, but her gaze was certainly not warm.

“You women have brought chaos into our midst,” the Queen said as she regarded me, “We never thought to have to deal with another man again, most of us had hoped never to. But we can't give you supplies or fuel to get to the Bay Area. If you wish to go south, then we are willing, but there is nothing for you.
”

"We just came from down south," Vanessa said, "and have to get this man to Berkley, if you don't supply us then we'll head back to the mainland and go overland."

"I have no desire to stop you, women, from doing that, but I would caution you, we have sent emissaries and scouts to the Bay Area, and the place is empty of all life. We don’t know where the survivors have gone, but there is a dark aura to the place." She waved her hand in a strange gesture, followed by the women behind her as if they were waving away a foul odor or aura.

"You say you have no desire to stop us, women," Nadia said with a dangerous tone, "And what of Adam?"

The Queen lost her small smile and looked at me once again. Her beauty nearly intimidated me, but after all I'd been through the past few days, I stood up straight under her gaze. One of the women behind her stepped forward and whispered in her ear, and I saw the Queen grimace and nod reluctantly.

"Your Adam, you can take with you, but not until after… those who wish to be bred have done their… business with him."

"What?!" Vanessa and I said at the same time. Nadia gave me a speculative look, and when I looked beside me, I saw Loren smile and nod.

“You would force Adam?” Vanessa said with a dangerous edge to her voice, “We’ve been down that road already, and I’m not sure we’re going to accept that without a fight.”

The Queen's look grew pained, and she waved a hand as if to brush aside Vanessa's concerns
.

“None here will take anyone without their consent. This is a paradise of feminine ideology. But I would ask that you give your man a chance to give the gift of life to any who might want it. Is he married to one of you?”

"No," I said, angry at being talked over, "I'm not. And if you want me to do something for you, then you should ask me."

“Oh, so you’re in charge, then?" The Queen said.

“No,” I said with a frown, “but I am in charge of who I sleep with, for the most part, at least."

“And what say you to these options?” She asked me, her gaze trapping mine.

“Give us enough supplies to get past the Bay Area, farther north, and then we can find a safe place to land and come down to Berkley," I said, thinking on my feet.

“So, you ask for more than you wiser companion?" The Queen said with a smile of scorn, “That’s a typical male response.”

“And,” I went on as if I hadn’t been able to finish earlier, “you send a couple of your scouts with us, and we will let them take the boat back to you and report on all they find with us.”

I saw the woman pause at that. Say one thing for her: she might not like me, but she knew wisdom when she heard it. She turned back to the group of women behind her who already spoke amongst themselves, and then with nods all around, she turned back
.

“That is an acceptable plan, so long as all here agree to it,” Vanessa and Nadia were nodding, but Loren shook her head.

"What is your problem, girl?" Vanessa said with a look of annoyance.

"They must all sleep with Adam before we leave," Loren said in her sweet voice, the words stunning all who heard her. There was an uproar from Arrow behind us, and I heard several of the other women scoff. The Queen herself snorted in derision and shook her head.

"That will not happen, girl," the Queen said, "I don't know what game you're playing, but few enough here wish relations with a man. Those few who dream of a child may want it, though."

"You don't even realize it," Loren said, looking around herself as if seeing all the women for the first time, "I guess I didn't either, but it's plain to me now."

"What are you talking about?" said the woman who had whispered in the queen's ear, and with a start, I realized she was a famous movie star.

“I know who you all are,” Loren said, “I came from the same world as you Brentwood, Bel Aire, Malibu. I look around this group, and I see all the same women I knew growing up in the gated community in Malibu. But none of you are acting right; you're all crazy. I don't know if it was the virus or changes that happened to us after it, but it’s plain to me you’ve all gone insane.”

The queen looked at the girl like it was she
 who had lost her mind. Then she laughed along with all the rest of the 
women. The only people not laughing were Nadia and Vanessa, who looked around warily. They had been nodding along with Loren as she spoke.

"You think we're crazy, girl?!" The Queen asked, "It's not us that has gone crazy. It's the entire world! Every man we knew and loved passed away in weeks. Sons! Fathers! Husbands! All gone and buried and nothing left in their wake except for giant empty houses and canned foods in the pantry. No, it’s not us that has gone mad, it’ the world. We decided to leave the chaos of the mainland and build a paradise on this island. It had defenses, water, and supplies, enough to get us started. We are planting a garden that will sustain us for the rest of our lives.”

"Madness," said Loren, "You sank your boats, giving yourselves no chance to escape if things went wrong. One month after the virus kills the last person and you're on this island creating a feminist utopia? Doesn't that seem rather fast?" Several of the women behind the Queen glanced at one another as if realizing this for the first time, faces troubled.

“How many of you masturbate two or three times every night before going to sleep?” Loren asked, and the women shared uncomfortable glances all around, "How many of you want to kill this man right now?”

As she spoke, about a third of the hands rose. Loren's voice was casting a spell on the women, growing in volume and force, now dropping to just above a whisper, those in the back straining to hear. “And how many of you want to fuck this man right here and now more than you’ve ever wanted another man?
”

Another third of hands went up around the group, and more women were walking over from the village and fields, sensing something was happening. Vanessa saw what Loren was doing and nodded along. Nadia was on alert for any trouble hands hovering near her weapons.

"The rest of you are so mad and confused by lust you don't know what to do, right Queen?"

"How," the woman, so poised and elegant a moment before, looked shaken, "How do you know these things?"

“Because yesterday I was just like you all are now, and then Adam touched me, and I saw just how crazy I had been. How the world has become."

“What is the cure to this madness?” The woman behind the Queen asked.

"I told you what you need to do," Loren said, her face grim.

“Adam,” Vanessa said, “prove it to them.”

I looked from her around the circle of women who had gathered some two dozen or so. I went to move, and several guns were raised and pointed at me. I held up my hands and very slowly set my backpack down on the ground.

"I'm unarmed," I said, "So don't shoot." Turning to the angry girl, I saw her face red with fury, her hands trembling on the stock of her gun — definitely one who had raised her hand about wanting to kill me.

“Your name is Arrow?” I asked her.

“So what?” She asked belligerently
.

“You hate me and want to kill me?” I asked her, loud enough for all the rest to hear.

“You just figuring that out, wiseguy?" She said in disdain.

I walked up to her, and she stiffened in shock as I reached out and ran the backs of my fingers down her cheek.

“Fuck you get aaaaaahhhhhhh," I saw her pupils dilate, and she lost her train of thought, a sigh of soft pleasure coming from her mouth as I stared deep into her eyes. Then I stepped back to my pack, still watching the girl. Her pleasure turned to confusion and then worry as she glanced around herself.

"Arrow?" A tall blonde woman asked from behind the Queen, and I saw the uncanny resemblance between mother and daughter, "Honey, did he hurt you?"

“No,” Arrow breathed, “Not that there’s just… something wrong with me, with us, oh god.”

One of her hands had reached down and pressed itself between her legs without her even realizing it. A deathly silence rang out in the group, and I saw the puzzled expression on women's faces as they tried to figure out what the hell had just happened. The Queen stepped forward and approached me, stopping a foot away. I saw her eyes tracing the lines of my face as she breathed deep. Her eyes softening and cheeks reddening even from breathing in my pheromones for a moment or two, then she reached out, slipped a hand behind my neck and drew my head down to hers, our lips meeting.

My shock at the kiss was dashed away by the shuddering pleasure that rippled through my body. My fingers were 
trembling, and cock grew rock hard from only the contact of her thick pillow-soft lips to mine and the feel of her hot fingers on my neck. I felt the older woman sinking deeper and deeper into the kiss, her tongue sliding along mine for a quick second before she pulled away with a gasp and a wide grin.

She stood there, panting, chest heaving and the trembling fingers of one hand reaching up to her lips. Her eyes grew curious as she looked at me, her lips still smiling, then she nodded as if coming to a decision. All eyes were on their Queen, some in shock, some in envy, others in pure bewilderment. That’s when the sirens began.
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he klaxon call of air horns rang out all over the island, and I saw all the women around us start, looking around for a second in confusion. Then they began to move as one. The Queen stood in the center of the chaos, shouting orders and bringing all into order.

“Lacy, Taylor get to the gun emplacements and prime the rockets just in case. I want the comms team on the radar and radio, and engineering be ready with the land mines and the remote underwater mines. Gunners! Get in place, ladies. This is not a drill!"

“What’s going on?” Vanessa asked Becky when she began to hurry us to one of the buildings.

“That’s the warning of an attack coming, at least a half dozen ships in order to set off the island's warning system. Quickly get inside!"

No matter how hard Vanessa or Nadia protested, the women wouldn't let them into the command building. They pushed us into a side room with no windows, and when 
Becky shut and locked the heavy metal door, Vanessa pounded on it once in frustration.

“What are we going to do?" Loren asked, frightened, glancing up quickly at the screaming sound of a fighter plane overhead.

“That’s the first airplane I’ve heard in months,” Vanessa said, eyebrow raised.

“F-16,” Nadia said with a firm nod, tacking its path through the air through the concrete ceiling.

“They sent out fighter jets?" I asked incredulously.

"They really want you, Adam," Vanessa said with a hard grin, "Just two jets. I bet that's all the pilots they have or operational fighters.

THUMP THUMP THUMP

The sound of a great gun fired echoed around the island, and the ground shook beneath our feet. The four of us huddled down into one corner, Loren terrified and clinging to me. Even Vanessa and Nadia looked worried. As we waited, no more shots could be heard or felt, and the screaming sound of the fighter jets faded away.

Slowly our heartbeats calmed down, and we waited. Sitting down on the cold concrete floor minutes turned into hours, and I fell asleep, nodding off from all the exhaustion. The door opening waked me, my neck and ass sore from the hard floor and walls.

“Get up,” A woman with mocha skin and almond-shaped eyes said with a sneer, “On your feet, the Queen wants to speak with you.
”

We marched out across the small village and into the other building. The sun was just beginning to set, the horizon stained with a red-orange glow. Inside were several banks of monitoring systems that looked like a hodge-podge of equipment. There were modern computers and monitors pressed in beside old model radar detectors. In the center of the room was a wide table with maps, and a couple of laptops laid out on them. Onto the opposite wall, a map of the area was projected, showing the islands in green, water in blue, and three red dots of ships arrayed between the island and the shore.

“They want us to hand you over to them,” Queen Lysenia said, looking at me.

“Who are they?” I asked.

“They call themselves The Protectorate, from what we can tell they're mostly former Navy, Air Force, and Marines." The Queen pointed to the projector, "They left a small guard force to watch the island, but Becky here says they will return with more ships and planes tomorrow.”

“You fired on them?” Vanessa asked with concern.

“No,” Becky said, her hands clasped behind her back as she stood watching a readout on one of the monitoring systems, “Just across the bow of their lead ships. They lost discipline then, several of the vessels breaking away and heading back to Santa Barbara, a couple heading down south to Los Angeles.”

“Orders? Or a lack of discipline under fire?” Nadia asked with her arms crossed
.

“We think lack of discipline,” Becky said, “The fighter jets that flew by overhead weren’t intended for us, they went up to the Bay Area. Which makes me worry even more for what you all want to head into.”

“I have been speaking with my council,” the Queen said, her narrowed eyes never leaving me. "about what to do with you. Some would like to see you get back on your ship and leave us. Others think we could get much-needed supplies and protections from the Protectorate if we handed you over to them." I felt Vanessa and Nadia tense at my sides. The women were still armed, and I worried they might do something precipitous.

“And you, Queen?" I asked her, "What do you want to do?" I couldn't read her expression, but her eyes held mine with their hypnotic beauty. She was so flawless I still found it hard to form coherent thoughts when I looked at her. She ignored my question, though, and went on.

“We’ve decided to perform our own test. Arrow still is upset and… insistent on agreeing with Loren’s proposal, but the girl is young and prone to volatile mood swings." The Queen motioned to the side of the room, to her group of councilors, and an older woman stepped forward. She was tall and stately with dirty blonde hair, large pale blue eyes, and a full sensuous mouth. Those eyes glared at me now, however, and she crossed slender arms beneath an impressive bosom.

“Julia is one of our wisest and most secure,” the Queen said, her look upon the woman fond, “she is not one prone to changing her opinion without a strong argument. So, she will be our test subject to see if what you say is true. She also hates the very sight of you," The woman spit onto the 
ground, her hatred for me evident. “She will take you into her tent, along with two guards, to ensure you do nothing funny. We have decided to place our trust in whatever she decides after she's done with you."

"I don't know," I began, but Vanessa and Loren cut me off at the same time.

"Done!" They both agreed and glanced at one another with smiles.

“I tell you now boy,” Julia said, “You will not lay one finger on me without my permission, or else I order these women here to shoot you,” she motioned to the two armed guards just inside the door, “As it stands now that’s the decision I’m leaning towards.” Her words dripped scorn and malice as she glared at me.

“Julia,” the Queen warned in a soft voice and a fond smile, “we agreed to give them a chance.”

“One,” said Julia, holding up a finger, “that’s all. Put him through the baths first, I can see from here he smells.”

With a sigh, the Queen nodded, and motioned to the guards, “Show the man to the baths, I would speak with the others.”

"We aren't letting you separate us," Vanessa said, looking at the queen.

"You mistake me, girl," the Queen's voice grew hard and brooked no argument, “That was not a request.”

I nodded to Vanessa that it would be ok and resettling my backpack on my shoulders, tried to remind her that I was still armed. She relaxed slightly and stepped back, removing 
her hand from her sidearm. The guards came forward and led me around to a small room on the back corner.

The small room was all rough gray concrete with several showerheads attached to the ceiling, jury-rigged into place. There was a shelf attached to the wall with two dozen different shampoos and soaps. I expected to have a cold shower, but when I tested the water, it was steamy and hot. I felt a surge of unexpected joy at the prospect of a hot shower and chose to ignore the circumstances. The two guardswomen, each older, shorter, and dark-haired, stood just outside the door, giving me some privacy as I stripped and began to bathe.

I took my time getting clean. I found some lovely smelling soaps and a loofah and scrubbed myself. The water was the perfect temperature, and the cascade soothed my muscles and stress. I thought back on the past couple of days madness and couldn't help but worry what our current situation might lead to. I needed to figure out a way that we would be safe and hopefully never captured again. Although I was beginning to think more and more, that was a pipe dream. I still had a trump card to play with the bottle of pills I’d stolen from the pharmacy that first morning, but I hoped I wouldn't have to use them. I was a little worried about what they might do to women, so changed by the Species Imperative. Eventually, I climbed out of the shower and found they had removed my old clothes to be washed. There was a robe, matching what the women wore, and I put it on, finding it to be very comfortable.
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he guards led me away from the building and through the little tent village. I saw Vanessa and Nadia walking with a pair of other women, taking a tour of the place. The two women were pointing out various things about the community to my friends. They both noticed me and waved, Nadia's eyes concerned, but in Vanessa, I saw total confidence. I saw Loren on the other side of the village talking with a small group of gorgeous young women. She seemed to fit in here really well, and I was happy she had found her people.

"This is Julia's tent," said one of the guards with an angry scowl, "don't go doing anything funny or stupid in there and force us to shoot you." Her finger caressed the trigger in a way that filled me with fear, and her companion glared even harder, her pretty mouth turned down in a hard frown.

With a sigh, I nodded and stepped into the tent. It was a large canvas tent, with a cot on one side, a small trunk covered in blankets on the other, and two chairs set up in 
the middle of the room. Julia sat in one, and her hard gaze took me in as she motioned to the opposite chair.

“At least you no longer smell like a sewer,” she said with a sneer. She relaxed when the two guard women entered and stood to either side of the door, weapons out, “The very sight of you here and alive when my husband… It sickens me to my core. How are you going to change my mind, young man?"

“I am sorry for your loss,” I said with sincerity. The woman was beautiful in an elegant way, and I could see the sadness buried down deep beneath the unresolved anger. But twisting all of that was some madness that had ensnarled her thinking. "I know only what I've experienced and seen," I said and launched into my tale — letting the woman know all of the details, minus some of the more salacious ones. When I finished, she still looked unconvinced, her arms now crossed beneath her large breasts.

“You’re our captives, you’d say anything to get free of us and continue on your way,” she said with a dismissive wave, “How can we believe any of that young man?”

"If you'll permit me to try something?" I asked, and I leaned forward closer to the woman.

"Careful there, boy!" Said one of the guardswomen angrily.

“What are you trying to do?” Julia asked suspiciously, leaning back in her chair. She looked almost frightened, and I realized she was wary of whatever it was I'd done to Arrow. So I sat back, changing tack.

“I want to kiss you,” I said, shocking the woman. I felt my heart racing as she glared at me, "but instead, I think you 
would be more comfortable kissing me. I promise not to lift my hands or move. Just one kiss. If, after you still hate me, then I'll promise to do whatever you decide, without argument, and get my two… dangerous companions to agree to it."

"Nadia and Vanessa… what are they, really?" Julia asked, "They never said what they did before, and they seem far too capable and competent to be traveling with some frat boy college kid."

“I was never in a frat,” I said with a chuckle, “Unless the frat house was the library, I was certainly there enough. Both Vanessa and Nadia are trained and world-class operatives. I don't know much about their background, but Vanessa was in the NSA, among other things, and Nadia worked for the KGB as an assassin and spy, I believe." Julia’s eyes widened at the confession, and she nodded as if she could see it.

"You think one kiss is going to magically change my mind?" She asked, clearly not believing.

I heard one of the guardswomen snort in derision, but I simply nodded. She looked at me for a long minute. Finally nodding, she stood quickly and leaned forward. Her cold fingers were taking the sides of my face as she leaned down. Our eyes were locked, and so I saw the change hit her plain as day. Her pupils dilated even before our lips met, and I saw her face turn from anger to disbelief, and finally to desire as her lips met mine. Her hands went from holding my head in place to sliding back into my hair, caressing me as her passionate kiss extended and extended. A soft mewling sound of desire escaped her throat, and I felt my cock thicken as lust began to consume me. I kept my hands down at my sides with a struggle as the kiss went on. 
Finally, the woman pushed back with a gasp, as if she had to tear herself apart from me.

"Julia?" One of the guards women asked, stepping forward, "Are you ok?”

Julia was breathing hard, her nipples pressing against the soft fabric of her dress, and mine was tenting obscenely over my crotch. She noticed, and I saw her cheeks redden, and a hand gripped the fabric of her dress. Glancing to the guards women, she nodded and bit her bottom lip, then reached under her skirt and pulled down her panties and kicking them to the side.

“What did you do to me?” She asked me wonderingly, “That was… magical!”

"It wasn't me, or at least I don't think so," I said, my voice strained as I struggled to stay seated and control my hands, "I feel it too.”

"Mhmm, you poor boy," Julia said with a throaty growl as she stepped up and straddled my lap. I heard a gasp from one guard, and then my own hands slid up her pale, tender thighs, and I felt her fumbling hands draw forth my cock.

“You’re young enough to be one of my son’s friends,” she said, her hot lips and breath on my neck, “Or my own son,” she whispered in my ear, nipping at the lobe.

“It worked like the man said?” Said one of the guards women.

“Yes,” hissed Julia as her cold fingers gripped my thick shaft, I felt her hand pump it gently as she spoke, eye boring into mine, “Even before I touched him I felt alive, sexy and horny like I never have before.” She glanced up at the 
women looking between them, “I need to finish the… test… I need
 this!”

She looked down at me with a soft smile, and I felt her rise and press the head of my cock into her wet folds. Sliding it up and down and spreading her incredible wetness around.

“You are a beautiful boy,” she kissed me, whispering as she slowly sank down, my fingers gripping her firm hips, “I thought it the moment I saw you… oh god… but I felt such anger… oh! MMMMmmmmmm… so big… of fuck, that feels incredible... I'm going to… how…!!!!!"

I felt her pussy walls shudder and massage my cock as she came, sinking the rest of the way down. Her trembling arms held onto my neck, and I felt her whole body shaking like a leaf. Her moans and sighs were incoherent. My dick was throbbing, and I felt the need to cum building and building within me, the need to breed this woman over-riding my fear of the armed guards behind me. I picked her up off the chair, holding her dead weight as I lay her down onto the cot.

"Oh, god, yes!" She cried in pleasure as my cock pulled out and thrust back into her. Her eyes sprang open, and her weak hands became suddenly strong as she gripped me tight, a wild gin on her face as I fucked in and out of her.

The wet sounds of her sloppy sex and my driving cock filled the tent along with her cries of pleasure. I felt her pussy grip my cock once more in orgasm, and she locked up beneath me. The pleasure intensifying, and I felt my balls tighten, I tried to draw my cock out of her, but she locked her ankles behind my ass
.

"Inside!" She begged, her voice desperate, "Cum in me, baby, please, I need it!"

I could hold off no longer as my dick throbbed and came deep into her womb. We both sighed in pleasure, and Julia shudder beneath me, her eyes rolling back in her head and her body going limp. A great smile of contented satisfaction frozen on her lips.

I sat back, my dick slipping free of her, still throbbing with desperate need. I turned to see the guards women had both dropped their weapons and stood with shocked faces. Both breathing deeply, eyes conflicted as they touched themselves.

“What is the matter with her?” The older of the two guards asked.

"She will be well in a moment," I said, sitting on the edge of the cot and catching my breath.

They moved no closer, but I could see the sight of Julia and me having sex, along with the smells and sounds had craven both into a frenzy of lust. They were still distrustful, however. It took about thirty seconds for Julia to come back around. Her eyes opened finally with a sigh of pleasure as she sat up, looking at me with a loving and kind look.

“I had no idea,” she said, “how twisted my thinking had become. Thank you, Adam, I can never tell you how grateful I am for that. God damn, I've never cum like that either!"

“Julia?” Asked one of the guards women, her voice trembling
.

"Come here, Simone, you need to feel it, and you Bethany, I can see how much you both want him now… Mmm and Adam seems more than ready to go again,” she grinned at my throbbing cock. “You two will both be the proof I need to convince the Queen, come.”

She stood and drew the two women over. Simone was a dark-skinned beauty with almond-shaped eyes and a thick hourglass body. Bethany was a tiny middle-aged woman, with a pageboy haircut and an adorable little body. They were both breathing rapidly, hands trembling as they stripped naked and climbed onto the cot. I took one of Simone’s large dark nipples into my mouth and sucked it firm.

“Ohhhh baby…” she breathed out in soft delight as my fingers played along her firm ass cheeks. I drew Bethany close to my side and felt her small hand encircle my cock, and she gasped at the contact.

We made fast love on the cot. I would have loved to take my time with both of them, but neither could hold out for long. Bethany rode me first, her jerky, needy limbs dragged me beneath her. Her tiny little ass hammered down on me as she screamed out in pleasure, her tiny pussy drew the cum out of my cock in a couple of minutes. Then Simone was pushing the catatonic woman to the side, Julia there to help the small woman, and pulled me behind her.

I drove into the thick woman from behind, her pick lips so wet they made squishing sounds with my every thrust. I never fucked a wilder woman as she drove back at me, matching my rhythm perfectly. I was shaking as I held off my orgasm, the older woman begging me to hold off as she came again and again on my cock. Then I felt to women at 
my sides, and Julia was pulling my lips into a passionate kiss as Bethany reached down to caress my balls. That sent me over the edge, and Simone came one final time with me, screaming out in her great pleasure.

Ten minutes later, we were all dressed and standing in the tent. The women had looks of wonder on their faces and a little embarrassment at how they had let themselves go so fully there. Julia looked at me and shook her head, smiling.

"I hope you have some stamina boy because we aren't letting you leave here till each woman gets her mind cleared.”
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he led us back to the showers and said we should clean up. Bethany and Simone stayed with me. The three of us cleaning off and only touching and teasing a little under the warm waters. The two of them were obviously friends and lovers. When they began to make out as I washed the suds from their bodies, it was all I could do not to bend them both over right there, and the visual stimulation was so intense.

We walked out of the showers to find small bonfires lit in a circle around the middle of the village. The Queen waited there with Vanessa at her side and Becky on the other. We approached, and I saw her eyes searching her councilor's face. She was amazed at the gentle smile there.

“Julia? It’s true then?” The Queen asked of her friend.

"My Queen, you can't begin to imagine… I don't know how to explain it." Julia held up her hand's palms up. “The anger, hatred, the confusion cleared from my thoughts from 
merely inhaling this man’s scent or pheromones or whatever.”

"The same happened with us, Queen Lysenia," Simone said with a gentle nod, "The goddess is at work in this man, you must experience it. You all must!" She yelled in a loud voice, and a gentle murmur from the many gathered women broke out in the wake of her words.

The queen wore a troubled look on her face, but she nodded, glancing around her at the many witnesses. She held up her hands, and silence reigned almost instantly. She dropped them and intoned as if decrying law.

“We will agree to the outsider's request and supply their vessel, and in return, they shall provide the services of this man for one day, or until all who wish to… lay with him are able. Do any argue against this?" She looked out over the crowd, but none challenged her

“Lysenia," Julia called, reaching out a hand to stop the woman before she could turn and walk off, "My Queen, please, will you join those tomorrow who wish to lay with Adam?”

“I… I have not decided that yet,” the Queen said unusual hesitance.

"I beg you, my Queen," Julia said with genuine pleading in her voice, "We often have cause to argue with one another, and I know you must mistrust this drastic change in my,” then she motioned to the women beside her, “no our hearts. You must trust me when I say, there is a cloud upon your thinking, upon all of your minds. It is twisting you… I can’t put it into words, but you will see once you have touched this man that it exists.
”

“Can you say with complete certainty that the change is positive?” The Queen asked, "Can you promise me that it will in no way harm my ability to judge what is best for the women here? Because that is my sole concern, Julia."

“I know nothing with absolute certainty," Julia said, her voice soft but sure, “but I know that nothing bad can come from opening yourself up to love and human contact. Especially after what we have all had to endure.” The Queen's troubled face relaxed, and she nodded, then her eyes strayed to mine, and I saw her rigid self-control relax for one second and the burning desire within peeking out. I felt my knees tremble with lust for this gorgeous older woman, but I held myself in check.

"If all wish it, then I shall," The Queen finally said, "but not until I have seen it have no ill effects of any of my people first. I will not let us be weakened nor allow myself to give in to temptation," her voice grew husky, eyes burning into mine, “no matter how much I may want to.”

She spun then and stalked to her tent, arms folded across her stomach. Becky followed close on her heels, and the gathering began to break up. Many talking amongst themselves in hushed conversations, eyes straying to stare at Julia and me as they spoke, amazed at what had happened. The only pair of eyes not wide in some kind of wonder was Arrow, who watched me with a hungry desire of her own.

I was exhausted, though, and my eyelids were dragging down. Vanessa and Nadia led me to a tent they had set aside for us, and I crawled under a pile of thick blankets and was asleep in moments. Little did I know how valuable the rest would prove, for the next day would be a marathon session, the likes of which few men have ever endured
.

I woke the next morning feeling rested and sat up on the small cot. Movement in the shadows resolved into Vanessa, who had been sitting on a little stool with a steaming cup of something.

"Morning sleepyhead," she said with a warm smile, "You better get up and get some food in you. There are a few restless women out there."

“Jesus,” I said, sitting up and wiping the sleep from my eyes, “So last night wasn’t a dream.”

"None of this is, but it sure seems like it sometimes," Vanessa said, stepping over and handing me a steaming cup of coffee in the dark.

"Thanks," I said, taking a sip. I couldn't remember the last time I had a cup of coffee. It tasted like heaven.

“Are you going to be up for today?” She asked me with a look of concern in her eyes, “Nadia and I counted, there are fifty-four women on the island.”

"I don't know," I said, staring into my cup of coffee, "If there were some other way to clear their heads, then I'd do that, but I can’t think of anything.”

“Me either,” she said with a slight shake of her head, “Here take this,” she handed me a small white pill, “Nadia took a dozen from the Cult of the Old Book, you mentioned they helped you go a long time, and I've been saving them for something like this."

"No," I said, shaking my head, "those made me a beast. If I have to, I'll use them but later. I wouldn't want the women of the island to get that kind of impression about me." Vanessa nodded, and I went on, "I need you and Nadia to 
keep a lookout for me, until we are gone, or they all decide to join in, there is a faction on this island that would rather see me dead than breed with their friends and lovers. I fear tensions may build throughout the day.”

"That's smart," Vanessa said, pocketing the pill, "Nadia and I can keep a lookout for you. Do you have a plan? How is all of this going to happen?”

"I imagine the Queen has already planned much of it out," I said, standing and stretching, “she doesn’t seem the type to leave anything to chance.”

“I can’t seem to get a read on that one,” Vanessa said.

“She will join in,” I said with confidence, remembering the look in the woman's eyes when she relaxed her rigid control for one second, “It’s the others I worry about.”

“Don’t worry about them,” Vanessa said with a smirk, “I have a plan for any holdouts.”

I glanced at the pocket she had stashed the pill in and frowned, not sure how comfortable I was with drugging women.

“Not the pills,” Vanessa said with a wave of her hand. She stepped up and reached out a hand. Her strong expert fingers slid down the shaft over my pants, teasing my cock stiff in seconds, “We will make them witness!”

Then she spun with a laugh and threw open the tent flap. The bright morning sun shone in, and I squinted against the light.

“How long was I asleep?” I asked
.

“Fourteen hours,” she said with a shake of her head as she held the flap open for me to exit, “We almost woke you several times, as I said," she motioned to a nervous Arrow who held a small cloth-covered basket in her hands, "The natives are restless."

“Good Morning Adam!” Arrow said, her cute little face beaming in total contrast to the glares she had given me when we met, “My mom and I baked muffins for breakfast. Would you like one?”

She pulled back the cloth and revealed a half dozen small flat raspberry muffins. I thanked the girl and took one. They tasted delicious but were dense, because of the lack of baking powder, Arrow said. She offered to take me on a tour of the village and surrounding hills and show me the community they were building. She was rather formal as she spoke to me. It had the feel of something rehearsed, and I saw the Queen's hand at work in this and agreed.

She walked me around the two buildings, showing how they had begun to retrofit one to make storage and facilities. They were in the process of building a cold storage facility that would be underground, lining it with concrete and flat stones. The command building they had connected to the island's defense systems, isolating everything away from the mainland controls. I was fascinated as she talked, asking pointed questions where I could.

Arrow was leading me past the storage building, heading out to the fields and hills when she suddenly pushed me through a doorway. Her small mouth hot upon mine. Her awkward fumbling hands were unhooking my belt as she moaned in desperation. I felt the familiar surge of lust and desire cloud my thoughts as I pressed the pretty young 
woman’s tiny firm butt up against a sack of grain and pulled up her dress and drew off her tiny panties.

"I haven't been able to think about anything else," she panted as she fumbled my hard cock out of my pants, "God, I need this so bad!"

Then I was inside her incredibly tight confines. I was holding her slender hips as I thrust into her with powerful thrusts. Her limp arms hung onto my neck as she came on my cock. Her body already keyed up to the point before I even entered her. My own orgasm built in me in moments and was soon bubbling out of me.

“Mhmm, fuck, I'm going to cum," I husked into her ears and felt her small hand turn my head, so our lips met in a passionate kiss just as we both came together.

I held Arrow as she recovered from our session. The young woman sat in wonder at her changed perspective and then, with a wicked grin, pulled me out of the storage room and dragged me through the tent village. Most of the women were out in the fields working, but I saw a good half dozen were still in the village. They all tracked me with hungry stares as Arrow lead me to a specific tent, following after us.

“Mom!” she called, looking back at me with an excited look, “it was exactly like you said!”

A small blonde woman with an adorable face and dimpled smile exited the tent, her eyes warm as she saw me. This woman certainly didn’t have her daughters’ anger towards me. She bit her bottom lip as she looked me up and down, then glanced around at the small group that had gathered behind us
.

“Arrow honey, why don’t you run off and help your friends in the fields,” her eyes never left me as she spoke, a burning promise in them.

"But mom," the young woman began petulantly, but her mom turned a hard gaze on her daughter, and the girl quieted, nodding once and standing on tiptoes to kiss my cheek and whisper in my ear.

“I have a special surprise planned for you tomorrow morning, so don’t work too hard big boy,” then she spun and ran off, glancing back once with a mischievous smile and laughing when she saw I was staring at her pert little butt wiggle away.
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he girl’s mom stepped up before me, looking up with her big blue eyes. I saw her breath coming heavy, and her hand twitched as if to reach out and grab me, but instead, she motioned to the large tent behind her.

“I am Brigitte, and it's a pleasure to meet you, Adam, finally. Please come in,” she said with a gentle, sweet voice, "We have prepared a meal for you."

“Thank you,” I said, choosing to ignore my awkwardness as I stepped in.

The ground covered in thick blankets, and a small low table was set up with a variety of breakfast foods. At the scent of bacon and eggs, I felt my mouth salivate, realizing that I was ravenously hungry in spite of the muffin I’d just eaten.

Brigitte came in behind me, followed by the six women who had gathered nearby. I glanced around, feeling strange as all of their eyes focused on me. Seven sets of eyes from 
beautiful older women were roaming my features and body with lust and desire painting their faces. I looked around for a plate but saw none when I glanced up; I saw a wicked gleam in Brigitte’s eyes.

“You will need your strength today,” the woman purred as she crawled over to me, her eyes burning, "but it's not good to eat before a workout… and my friends and I plan to work you out, young man."

I was about to speak, but then she was on me. Her hands on my shoulders and lips upon mine. Then the other hands pressed me down, stripping off my shirt and pants. Soon I was naked on the blankets while several sets of lips kissed my flesh, the women crowding in around me. A thick pair of lips met mine, and I gasped in pleasure in the mouth as I felt a hot wet mouth suck my cock in deep.

Hard as steel in moments, furry folds replaced the mouth as I felt the woman's slender legs straddle my hips. My hands were taken and pressed both to different wet slits, and my fingers worked gently upon them, sliding in and then teasing the clits. That first orgasm came hard and fast, and Brigitte screamed out in pleasure, having her own orgasm. The air was thick with our lust, like a narcotic it clouded all of our minds.

Brigitte pulled aside, and another woman, thick and rounded, climbed onto me. I was lost in her depth in seconds, her powerful hips riding me harder and harder. The lips upon mine pulled back, and I saw a beautiful older brunette, her body shaking with need, one of my hands teasing her pussy. I pulled her over and began to lick and kiss her tender parts. Her cries of pleasure joining the woman who rode me
.

Three women were shy and unsure at first, holding back and watching the braver ones initiate this mad orgy of flesh. However, in only a few seconds, they were hit by something. Either the smell of our sex, my pheromones, or a weakening of all their resolve together. Perhaps a combination of all those things. Whatever it was, they suddenly broke down, hands pulling at each other's dresses, fingers, and mouths exploring and partaking of a lesbian experience none had ever before dreamed of.

The woman riding me took my cum deep in her womb and joined Brigitte in catatonic bliss. I bent my pretty brunette over and watched my big dick slide into the thick lips of her pussy, pulling back on her hips with one hand.

"Good boy… oh, fuck baby… what are you doing to me? Mmm… ugh… ugh… oh!" I drove into her with powerful thrusts. One of her friends waddled over and hefted one great big soft tit up to my lips as I pulled her rounded body to my side.

“Fuck Monica’s pussy Adam,” the woman whispered in my ear, “fill her little hole with your magical cum, so I can suck it clean, cum for me baby cum in her!”

Her tongue in my ear and hands on my ass and nasty words put me over the edge, and the woman, whose name I guess was Monica, came with a scream of pleasure. Then I was shuddering as the thick Latina quickly sucked my cum covered cock into her mouth. Her tongue was swirling the sensitive head, licking it clean, before she took it deep into her throat with a delicious GLUK GLUK GLUK sound.

I glanced around and saw two women were holding and touching one another, watching the action in the center of 
the tent. Brigitte and the other woman were coming around, groggy and happy as they lazily teased one another. Then looking down, I saw the pretty Latina was grinning as she took my cock down to the root. I reached down and slid my hands in her hair, as she gripped my ass, guiding me into fucking her throat. I reached down with a second hand and cradled her skull, fucking in and out of her tight throat as she relaxed it, giving herself over to my face fucking.

The woman was busy rubbing her pussy as I used her pretty, thick-lipped mouth. Watching in wonder as her throat distended from my thick cock. Then my orgasm was approaching, and I pulled her up and off it, loving the sight of her tongue reaching out to get a final little taste of my pre-cum, and hearing the moan of disappointment from her. The woman loved to suck cock, that was for sure. Then she cried out in joy as I pressed her face down into the blankets, her ass up and on display as I slid behind her and drove my cock forward into her incredibly wet slit. In moments I was filling her depth with my seed, both of us collapsing on the blankets.

Then two sets of hands were rolling me over, and the two women who had been pleasuring one another were there, their eyes met, and they smiled to one another before both bend down and began to kiss and lick my cock — getting me hard again in moments under their joint blowjob.

I made love with both taking my time and enjoying both of them together. The women gave each other just as much attention as me, and the sight of them getting each other off with my cock buried inside them was amazing to witness.

I don't know how much time passed in that tent, but I was a sweaty, exhausted, and naked, but the time I got my breakfast. 
The women fed me bites of bacon and eggs in between quiet conversations and kisses. We had shared something in this tent that none of them had thought possible, and we're all connected because of it.

It was late morning when I finally exited the tent, only to find a small gathering outside sitting on stools and whispering amongst themselves. The women from the tent fanned out and began to share their experience of being bred by me. How their minds were now clear just as Bethany, Julia and Simone had said would happen.

Becky led the group waiting outside, and before I could say anything, she was guiding me out of the village and through the fields, informing me that a lot of women were too shy and uncomfortable with the thought of some wild orgy in a tent. She led me into the forest and I saw for the first time there were more tents out here that were more spread out. The women waiting with her went off in the woods, with varying looks of trepidation and nervousness.

Becky pressed me up against a tree just as we got out of sight of the village and any watching eyes and practically climbed upon my hard rod, riding me there standing up with a leg thrown over my hip. Her kisses were fierce, and her desire was strong. As I held her, I felt up her body, finding it to be one of the sexiest I had ever touched. Everything was tight and soft in the perfect places, and she had these firm cantaloupe-sized tits that bounced so beautifully as I drove up into her. I was forced to hold her for a long minute after we had cum, letting her recover, but when she did, she tried to press me down into the dirt so she could ride me again. I reminded her of the other women, and she got a chagrined look on her face and took me to the first tent
.

Becky would introduce me to the women, and then I would lead them into their tents, making love to each in her turn. Some were fierce in their need, and others were shy. Some needed a bit of foreplay, and others tore at my clothes in their haste to have me inside them. I lay with thick women and thin, young and old. It was a blur of bodies and flesh, and by the time afternoon hit, I was staggering back into the village, exhausted and riding a sexual high like never before.

It was Loren who took me into her arms and guided me to our tent. I ate a bowl of stew and a large chunk of bread and butter while she distracted me with a conversation about her day exploring the island. Ellen had shown the girl the gun emplacements, the fields, and even to the spring and freshwater pools, they had been collecting from rainwater. In the afternoon, Loren ate lunch with the Queen, who had offered her a place amongst them.

"It is a wonderful place," Loren said with a big smile, "but I told her I would have to think about it. How are you doing, Adam?"

“I’m tired,” I said with a smile, “but I can’t complain. Honestly, I’m still in shock over what’s been happening… it’s still wild.”

“I’m proud of you,” she said with a big grin, “All of the women you’ve blessed can’t stop talking about how amazing they feel now, how beautiful and sexy too. Young and old, big and small, you seem to love them all equally, that’s a rare gift.”

“I feel it too, you know," I said, looking off into the distance as I spoke, opening up for the first time in a while, “The 
mad lust and need to… to breed with any woman I touch. I was changed too.” I glanced at her with a smirk, “You called it a blessing, don’t tell me you are buying into the Cult’s nonsense about God cleansing the earth.”

“I didn’t mean that,” she said with a wave of her hand, “but it is a blessing of sorts, and you should know we appreciate it.” She reached out a hand and cupped my cheek, her big blue eyes soft as she looked at me, “Every woman you touch comes to love you in her way, Adam. What you’re doing is a good thing, truly it is, but do you have the strength to get through tonight as well?”

“I don’t know,” I said with a chuckle, “a strange thing to be worried about, I guess.”

"Vanessa gave me this," she said, holding out the white pill from earlier, "she said you should take it. She and the Queen have been working on the last few holdouts. The Queen seems most insistent on it. Vanessa has been making a tea… and many of those women have been drinking it for the last hour… I think you might be walking into a wild night if you’re not on the same level as the rest of them.”

“Jesus,” I said, trying to imagine what was to come, my dick already growing firm, “Ok, hand it over, I trust you and Vanessa." I paused and looked at the white pill, remembering how little control I had over myself the last time I'd taken the Salacim drug. I paused and asked Loren, “Will the Queen be there tonight?”

She looked at me with a knowing smile and shook her head, "No, I think Ellen plans to lead the night’s… activities with the rest of the women here. I don’t know about the Queen.
”

“Ok,” I said and tossed back the pill, washing it down with a mouthful of water.

“You want the Queen don’t you?” Loren purred as she leaned over me, her big blue eyes alight with delight, lips inches from mine. I saw your reaction yesterday, you don’t look at any woman that way, except for Vanessa.”

“She's gorgeous," I said in all honesty, "Strong, wise, and that body… I guess I have a thing for strong women." I shrugged in embarrassment; my heartbeat was already picking up.

"I can understand that," Loren said, and I detected just a faint hint of disappointment in her voice, "You have good taste. Come on, we better get you to the building quick, you’re already starting to look flush.”

She dragged me to my feet, and I was already beginning to feel the intoxicating effects of the drug clouding my mind. I followed her out, and across the short distance to the building, my cock rock hard and leading the way, my drug-addled mind unaware of my lack of shame as I pulled the robe off along the way.

I saw Arrow and her mother Brigitte arm in arm, watching me with hungry eyes, and I started to pull over to them. My mind filled with the need to claim both mother and daughter together, but Loren was pulling me on, and my attention riveted on her angelic little face. I pulled her into a kiss, her body submitting to my desire and pressing her up against the wall of the building. I could hear the low throb of deep bass music coming from inside, and I fell into rhythm with it as I stripped the gorgeous Instagram models’ clothes free and lifted her slender thighs
.

“Never doubt… ugh… how capable… ugh… you are,” I whispered in the girl’s ear as my cock drove home into her in slow hard thrusts. I would have said more, but the pleasure and drugs clouded my mind too much. She clung to my shoulders, her little cries of joy and her sweet little lips upon mine sent us both over the edge quickly.
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hen she was pushing open the door, her tiny little ass drawing me forward with its perfect white cheeks. Inside was the candy store. My fevered lust-filled mind craved. Two dozen women were in various states of bliss around the storage room. The room was mostly empty, and pallets piled up into beds, blankets, and pillows covering everything. Candles had been lit, adding to the unreal quality of the room. Everywhere I looked, I saw naked female flesh lit by the amber glow. The scents and sounds hit my senses, and I lost all ability to reason.

The first woman inside the door was the blind Ellen, her beauty marred by the twist of need on her lips. The second my fingers made contact with her hips, she relaxed, sighing in pleasure, and turned into my arms. Our lips met, and then she was pulling me down, hands on my cock, pressing it into her hot depths.

My sudden presence set off a chain reaction, and women were crawling forward, pressing us down. Ellen drew forth 
my cum with her spasming pussy, and then she was replaced by another woman, who held me down with a desperate need, practically bruising my hips as she rode me hard. Then I was up on my knees behind a delicate little flower of a woman, her back arched up to me, my hands sliding down her slender stomach to touch her shaven folds, teasing and rubbing her clit as I rode her little body.

It was a haze of limbs and sex for hours and hours. There was a never-ending supply of mouths to tease and pleasure me to hardness and a line of women willing and desperate to feel me inside them. Vanessa had been wise; I probably would have passed out or been spent long before the women were satisfied, if not for the drug. On the other hand, my heart felt like it was about to explode every five to ten minutes, and I worried what the lasting harm it might do to my body.

Late in the night, I staggered out of the building, leaving a pile of naked, sated women behind. I made my way through the camp, my tired and drug-addled mind leading me to one destination. I threw back the door to our small room, Vanessa and Nadia startling up from their cots. The shorter brunette getting up and rushing over to me.

"Adam, are you ok? Jesus, you need a shower, wait a minute... Ugh… Mhmmm damn, you drive me crazy!"

My hands were on her body the moment she got close, drawing her into me, peeling her clothes away. I looked over her shoulder straight into Nadia’s eyes, and the more towering blonde grinned big, peeling her clothes away as well
.

We fell into a pile on the ground. Vanessa was drawing me down with her, Nadia guiding me in. Our connection more profound than just lust, our lips intertwined. Sating ourselves with one another until finally, the three of us fell into blissful rest, our limbs intertwined, and smiles on our faces.




Part IV
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wanted to sleep for an entire day, but Becky woke us a couple hours before dawn. Another group of ships had been spotted coming north from LA harbor, and if we wanted to get free before they could set up a blockade around the island, then we only had a couple hours to fuel and resupply our boat.

Nadia and Vanessa leaped to their feet and dressed, ready to begin the preparations. I staggered over to the showers and washed myself clean, letting the water drain down my head and neck until I woke up. The cloud gone from my thoughts, but the terrible drag of the comedown wanting to pull me into sleep. I consoled myself with the hope that I would be able to sleep on the boat.

When I finally stepped out, dawn’s light was just beginning tinting the horizon. I found a figure waiting outside the shower for me. My breath caught at the sight of the Queen with the faint morning light highlighting her gorgeous face. She saw my regard and smiled warmly
.

“My sisters and daughters all speak of your blessing as if you were some demi-god who had granted them the nectar of life," she said in her rich voice, stepping forward and linking her arm in mine, drawing me off into the village. "I know one thing that's true young Adam, you performed a feat of strength yesterday.”

Her eyes twinkled as she smiled up at me, and I felt my heart racing, suddenly wide awake. I could feel her great soft breast pressed into my arm, covered by her shirt. For some reason, despite all the women I had touched, seen and fucked up until now, this older woman, with her incredible curves and gorgeous face, set a fire in my loins, and a quiver to my nerves.

She pulled me into a small innocuous tent on the edge of the village, and I saw it was empty save a large bed made up of soft blankets and pillows.

"You have one more blessing to perform before I can allow you and your companions to leave," the Queen breathed from behind me, and I couldn’t help but lick my lips and thank whatever god might be listening for the gift of that was about to come.

I turned and saw the Queen slid her robe over her shoulders, letting the soft material pool around her feet. Her enormous breasts sagged ever so slightly, sloping down into big heavy curves of soft flesh. Capped in large soft pink nipples, inverted but just beginning to harden under my stare. Her eyes alighting with desire and joy as she watched me appreciate her body.

Reaching down, Queen Lysenia hooked thumbs in her lacy black panties and pulled them down her thighs, bending at 
the waist as she did. The sight of her breasts hanging down made my cock throb, and I pulled my robe over my head, tossing it aside.

"My Queen, it would be my great honor… Jesus, you're gorgeous,” I said as she sank to her knees, hands on my thighs.

“Call me Lysenia… please,” her eyes were soft and filled with emotion as she kissed one of my thighs. I felt her nails dig into my back slightly as she looked up at me, my hard cock bobbing above her face, "And I will call you my King!”

“Oh… fuck…” I moaned as her tongue slid up the underside of my cock.

Her hands reaching round to encircle the shaft. Her mouth coated my cock in its wetness, and her hands stroked me with feather-light touches. Her lips a tight ring sliding over the head of my dick again and again, her tongue flickering as she did. The sight of her incredible body, swaying and striving to please me, and her gorgeous face soon had my balls tightening and the orgasm surging in my body.

“Lysenia… I’m going to cum…!” I warned the older woman, but she just smiled and sucked me all the harder, swallowing down my cum as it spilled forth into her.

My knees weak, I sat down hard on the blankets and pulled the goddess into my arms. I couldn't get enough of touching, kissing, and licking her. I began with her lips and worked my way down her neck, giving special attention to her tits. Then I was between her legs, soft kisses on the insides of her thighs only lasted a second before I caught her aroma, and my tongue drove in. Sliding down into her wetness and up, flickering and teasing her clit. I sucked and nibbled, 
using every trick I knew, reading her body for signs of what pleased her and giving her everything.

I felt her orgasm coming before it hit her, and so was able to look up and watch the pleasure hit her beautiful eyes. I gave her no rest and was on her the second after, sliding my cock into her hot wet canal. I went in slowly, savoring the feel of her. The Queen held me close, her lips seeking mine, hands in my hair as mine slide up and down her body, cupping her ass and breasts.

“My King take me… Ohh… there… Heavenly… ahhh… Ungh… Yes!” Lysenia’s head thrown back, her thick locks in disarray as she clung to me, bliss washing through her in waves.

She had a magical slit that felt like it cradled me within a cocoon of soft warmth, that still managed to be far tighter than I dreamed. I looked down into her eyes, and she saw the pleasure in mine and smiled wide, pulling my lips to hers as I came deep inside her womb, filling her innermost parts.

I was panting, feeling like my soul had just left my body when the Queen rolled over with me. I stared at her, shocked to find her not catatonic but smiling with hungry desire. She grunted in need, her pussy milking my cock to life as she rolled her hips gently, her magnificent breasts swaying above my lips. I trapped a nipple in my mouth and sucked, licked and teased it as she rode me slowly. Long heavenly minutes passed, and all I could think was I didn't want this to end, ever.

Our orgasms reached their peak at the same point, and we both clung to one another, bodies sweaty and shaking. 
Neither of us was done yet, though. She pulled me behind her, and I watched her look back, biting her lip as she pressed me to her small opening. I eased in slowly, and she moaned out in delicious pleasure. Reaching back, she took my arm, pulling my hand to one great massive breast and pushing back, sinking my cock deeper into her. I had a handful of tit flesh and a hand on a hip, driving into her smacking against her ass as we both enjoyed with sweet release once more.

We collapsed on the bed, whispering sweet things into each other’s ears. Lysenia knew I had to go to the research place. Making a vaccine was in humanity's best interest. But she offered me a place here on the island, beside her, beneath her, on top of her. We collapsed into giggles, and I swore that I would be back. One way or another, I didn't want this just to be a memory.

She walked me out of the tent, leaving both of our robes behind, and Arrow and Brigitte met us. The two blondes looking so much alike in the morning light. The Queen whispered in my ear that she had one final parting present for me as the three of them lead me into the showers.

Arrow and Brigitte sank to their knees in the warm spray, and their small sexy mouths began worshipping my cock. They sucked, kissed and licked me, passing me back and forth, their tongues playing along the length and head together, touching and kissing as they worked me to rigidity. All the while, the Queen bathed me clean with soft sponges and pleasant-smelling soaps. When she finished, she stood next to me and stroked my cock off, watching in joy as I shot forth still thick ropes of sperm, all across the older and 
younger woman’s faces. My cock throbbing as they kissed and licked each other clean.

Nadia found me just leaving the showers, unable to leave the gorgeous Queen until the last minute. Becky and one other woman from her Queendom were coming with me as their scouts and to assist in our mission, if we needed it. I grabbed my backpack and was hurrying to the docks when I heard and sweet voice calling from behind.

"Wait! Wait, I'm coming!"

Turning, I saw Loren running up.

“I thought you were staying?” I asked as she ran up.

“I belong with you,” she said, “If you’ll all have me.”

“Of course, we will,” I said, ignoring the worry about what Vanessa might say to the model tagging along on our mission.

Fifteen minutes later, the six of us were shoving off into the sea once more. This time with a full tank, extra fuel, and enough food and water to get us up the California coast. Vanessa was smiling with pleasure when she saw Loren had come and ordering the girl to untie the boat. I collapsed into the back of the boat as Vanessa pulled us out, the engine throbbing and lulling me to sleep. I fell to sleep with visions of my dark-haired queen and the wicked things she had promised for her King’s return.
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t was a cold and wet day at sea. The six of us huddled within tarps and covered ourselves with wool blankets as the wind whipped up the waves. I slept much of the time, with Loren and Becky huddled close to my sides for warmth.

Vanessa hugged the coast for most of the day, only venturing farther to sea when we approached settlements, wanting to avoid notice. When not sleeping, I brooded on all we'd learned over the past week or so. The world was chaos, and all of us survivors were changing, not just to the ways we lived, but to our very bodies themselves.

I had impregnated more than thirty women the evening before and spent the morning with a goddess who had called herself a queen. With her incredible intelligence, willpower, and beauty, none on the island would think to oppose her. I found myself missing the woman, and the sweet little society they were building
.

An hour before the sunset, Vanessa pulled our little boat into a lagoon, and we unloaded the large tent and supplies for making camp. Dark grey clouds were rolling in from the sea, and we were hurrying to fit the rain tarp onto the giant tent, just as the first sprinkles of rain were beginning to fall.

Nadia and Vanessa tied the boat off, dropping the anchor just in case, and we piled into the tent. I pulled out my small camp stove carefully with the open flame inside the tent and got a pot of water boiling. We got our MRE's ready, and were happy to have a warm meal at least, even if it did come from pouches and bags.

Becky and her friend Allison were eyeing Vanessa and Nadia nervously as they ate, and I could tell she wanted to talk about something but was unsure about bringing it up. Finally, she mustered the courage near the end of the meal, after her friend whispered fiercely in her ear.

“We don’t want to cause trouble or anything,” the woman said, “but was there a plan for the… sleeping arrangements?”

“I’d have thought you girls got enough of Adam last night,” Vanessa said with a grin as she finished the last of her meal, "Besides, we should probably give him a rest. He’s had a pretty crazy couple of days.”

“Wait,” Loren said, her pretty face screwed up in thought, “Becky and Allison, do you still feel an almost overwhelming desire to have sex with Adam?”

The two women glanced at one another and blushed before turning back and nodding, their eyes not meeting mine or the other women’s
.

“Yes, it’s still there,” Allison said. She was a pretty plump woman with wide hips, thick dark hair, and massive breasts. She knew Morse code and was supposedly great at information systems, “but the craziness in my mind is gone, I can see things clearly again. It’s just…”

“A craving,” Nadia said, “Her eyes wide, like a hunger that won’t stay sated for long.”

“Exactly!” Becky and Allison said at the same time.

"Vanessa, do you feel the same thing?" Loren asked.

“No,” the dark-haired beauty said, "I did the first day but since then… no, not that feeling."

“What?” Loren asked, pressing the woman gently.

“It's like I told Adam before," Vanessa said, starting slowly but picking up as she went on, “I’m just filled with love… for Adam and the world. I just want to see him safe and get this cure. I also… it’s weird to admit this out loud… but I also want to see him breed as many women as possible. Maybe I'm crazy now, but last night was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

“Fascinating,” Loren said, tapping her delicate chin with one finger.

“What is it?” I asked her.

“Just something I’ve been thinking about all day,” she said, “You see, before the virus I was mostly asexual. I never had any desire for sex. After the virus, it was all I could think about, and if I wasn’t thinking about sex, I was stuck in that crazy mental state. Once… once I had sex with you, the craziness went away, but the horniness didn’t. I can control my
self now, but fuck… I want it every minute… I think about it every few seconds…”

"Yes," said Nadia, Becky, and Allison nodding, along with her, "It was the same for me."

“Me too, in the beginning,” Vanessa said.

“What changed?” I asked, “Is it just time? I was with Vanessa first.”

"I don't know," Loren said, "and I wouldn't want to guess and ignore a possibility. I spoke with a couple of women this morning, and two others said they felt as you do Vanessa. They spoke of a love so profound for Adam, a man they each touched a couple of times and never spoke to, that they would do anything for him. Telling me how cute I was and how I… well the things they thought I should do for Adam.”

“We should ask the rest of the Queendom,” I said.

“Yes,” Allison said, “once this storm is over, I can set up the radio and message them. But about… about the sleeping arrangements.”

“Adam, I know I said you needed time to recover," Vanessa said, a slow, sultry smile growing on her lips, “but it sounds like these four women have a powerful craving… do you think you up for it?”

“Are you kidding?” I grinned.
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he experience was still surreal, watching all five women grin at one another and begin to undress slowly. My body responded immediately as Nadia slipped up to me, her soft hands pulling my shirt off, lips kissing my chest and down till she began fumbling at my belt. Then Becky was there, her soft lips on mine as the slender little brunette moaned in pleasure.

I sat up on my knees and looked down at Nadia’s grinning face as she sucked me into her mouth, fellating my already hard cock. Vanessa was smiling at me as she pressed Loren down, kissing her way down the slender little model's body. Allison joined Nadia, the thick woman’s soft lips caressing the side of my shaft, her tongue sliding up to join Nadia's as they swirled around the head of my cock. I felt my balls already tightening, and so I gripped Becky and bent her over.

"Oh, yes, Adam!" Becky moaned as Allison pressed the tip my cock to her friend’s wet lips. I drove into the small woman with long slow strokes. Loving the feel of her tight 
confines and the sight of her small firm little ass pushing back into me. She threw her head back, looking at me with passion, bright eyes.

"Fuck me, hard baby!" She moaned, Nadia, sliding down beneath the woman, suckling on one of her small firm breasts.

"Fuck her hard, Adam," Allison said, pressing her soft body to my side. She hefted one of her massive breasts up to my mouth and offered me a big soft nipple. I sucked on it hungrily, reaching back and gripping her ass, pulling her close to me while the other hand gripped Becky's hip, driving into her hard and harder.

“Yes!” Becky cried out, her passion-filled voice filling the tent.

“Oh, right there!" Loren moaned as Vanessa licked and fingered her pussy. She gorgeous little blonde met my eyes just as she was cumming, and I felt my balls tightening.

“Cumming… oh god… yes!” Becky cried out as I was filling her pussy with my cum.

The small brunette was shaking, her eyes rolled back into her head as her orgasm tore through her body. I couldn’t rest though for as soon as my cum slick cock was out of the woman's pussy, her friend slurped it up into her mouth. Sucking me deep, her throat working the tip.

“God damn woman!” I moaned as I looked down at her deep throating me.

She just smiled around my cock, humming at I grew thicker and harder in her throat. Then she pulled off my cock, and 
gave it a couple strokes, pushing the fat head into Nadia’s waiting blonde bush.

Nadia is a powerful and confident woman, capable in almost any situation. Watching such a strong woman turn into a mewling slave as I slid into her tight confines filled me with pride and joy. I picked up her legs, throwing them over my shoulders as I held myself up by my hands. Soon I was pile driving down into her as she screamed out in pleasure.

“Fuck! So… hard… my master… so big!” Nadia moaned out in pleasure, her cries cutting off when Allison bent down and kissed the blonde’s thick lips. I glanced over and saw Loren kissing Vanessa, her delicate fingers trailing over the older brunette’s pretty folds.

Then my attention was back on Nadia as I felt her pussy walls fluttering and gripping my cock as she came on me. I was about to pull out, knowing the woman got far too sensitive after she came, but she gripped as ass firmly, pulling me in deeper.

“Cum in me…. I need your seed!”

Allison grinned at me, once more pressing her big tits into my face and offering me a hard nipple as I fucked Nadia hard. It was only a few seconds until I felt the cum churning in my balls and I was unleashing a torrent into the pretty blonde’s womb.

As my cock slid free of her tight confines once more, Allison sucked the cum covered cock into her mouth, humming and moaning in pleasure as her throat worked its magic on my cock. The sight of her big tits swaying, and wide ass bent over Nadia got me hard in seconds. My recovery now almost inhuman
.

I dragged Allison on top of me, and she giggled in delight as she straddled my hips. Soft hands pressed my cock into her tightness, and I glanced around to see Vanessa and Loren grinning behind her, both watching in fascination as I slid into the meaty pussy.

My arms were full of the woman, her giant tits pressing down into my face as she rode me slowly. Taking her time and staring into my eyes with passion. She bent down and kissed my neck, pressing her lips to my ear as she whispered quiet enough so no one else could hear.

“You’re young enough to be my son,” she whispered, “and I just want to suck on your beautiful cock all night… promise me… uhh! Promise that you’ll let mommy drink your cum… good boy… fuck baby!”

She screamed out the last as I drove up into her. Her taboo words were driving me crazy, and when she pulled up to look in my eyes again, she saw the effect she had on me. Grinning, she kissed me, her tongue sliding into my mouth. Then she was cumming on my cock, her body shaking and shuddering, her tight pussy milking my cock and causing me to flood her womb with my seed.

She slid off me and cuddled with Nadia, and Becky as Loren and Vanessa slid up my legs. The women pressed wet lips to my legs, rubbing themselves as they slid their tongues up either side of my cock. It twitched, and they both grinned wide, Vanessa taking the head into her mouth as Loren kissed down the shaft, letting her tongue play along my balls.

I lay back and watched the two gorgeous women worship me. They traded my cock back and forth between their lips, 
tongues touching as they worked the head. They exchanged kisses around my cock, and Loren's perfect blonde beauty, paired with Vanessa's gorgeous darker looks, had me hard in no time.

Vanessa rode me first, while Loren pressed her tight lips to my mouth and let me feast on her tender pussy. Once I had filled Vanessa’s womb with cum, they traded off, once more sharing my cock as they sucked it hard again. Then I was inside Loren's incredible tightness. The girl was tearful as she kissed me, gentle hands playing along the sides of my face. I saw love in the girl’s eyes as I pressed her back down onto the blankets and took her with slow passion. It was long minutes until I filled her depths with my cum, and Allison and Becky were pressed to my sides, whispering wicked things in my ear as she played with my ass, coaxing my cum into the tiny blonde womb.

I passed out with naked female flesh pressed all around me, a smile of contentment on my face. Outside, the rain fell, and the sounds of waves lapping at the beach could be heard. It was cold out, but we had piles of blankets to keep us warm.

The next morning the weather was calm, and we were up with the sunrise, packed and gone before the tide could beach our boat. Vanessa had us back out into the sea, Nadia tracking our progress on the chart as we followed the shore north.

I spent the ride huddled in the back of the boat under several large blankets with Allison, Loren, and Becky. We hadn't gone more than a couple of miles up the coast when Allison slipped beneath the sheets, fishing my cock out and took her time worshipping it. Her thick lips were filling me 
with pleasure until she got to drink down her prize. She was replaced an hour later by Loren, who wasn’t satisfied with just one load in her belly, and continued until she got a second. All the while, Becky watched with fondness, stroking my hair back and kissing me, guiding the women's heads as they sucked me deep.

We passed several small settlements but saw no sign of life. Our boat was small and not made for the open seas, and as the weather grew worse throughout the day, we decided to find a place to camp again. Nadia found an isolated stretch of beach, and we pulled the boat in, tying it up and dropping anchor.

The weather turned worse throughout the afternoon, and we huddled in the tent. I took the opportunity to pull out my laptop and search for any networks in the area. Unfortunately, we were near the middle of a national park, and I was unable to find any signals. Allison. Pulled out the powerful radio she had brought, but we were too far from the island to get a message.
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adia and Vanessa poured over the map and found a small military installation a few miles inland. After much debate, it was decided that Nadia and Allison would hike to it, and either raid it for supplies or hopefully find a way to communicate with the Queendom and let them know our progress.

“Before you go,” Loren said, “Has either of you felt any change from what we talked about yesterday?”

“No,” Nadia said, “the lust is still a burning passion in me."

“Same for me,” Allison said, her fiery eyes meeting mine as her grin turned sexy.

“It’s changed for me,” Becky said, “I noticed it this morning and afternoon on the boat. That mad desire is gone… and now I just feel… filled with love. Love and joy watching you two pleasure, our Adam. But he needed to breed you.
"

“Interesting,” Loren said, tapping her delicate chin with one finger, "I have a suspicion, and I wouldn't say anything except if it's true you two will want to be extra careful.”

“What is it?” I asked, more than a little curious.

“I think Vanessa and Becky are pregnant,” her words dropped in the tent like a bomb, stunning everyone.

I looked at Vanessa and met her eyes, seeing fear and worry, but beneath that, a fragile sea of hope. I looked to Becky and saw her eyes shining, tears forming as she looked at me, nodding gently.

"Let's not get our hopes up," Becky said, glancing at Vanessa, their grins fading.

“The next town we get to,” Vanessa said, “we’ll get tests, and everyone can take one.”

There was murmured agreement to that, and then Nadia and Allison packed up and hiked out into the park. As we sat there, the mood grew thick, and I glanced from Vanessa to Becky. The two women grinned at one another and then slowly crawled to where Loren lounged on her back. The little model gave a start when the two women slid up her body. Then she grinned in pleasure as they began to undress her, throwing me fiery glances as they did.

Something had definitely changed in the women, but I wasn’t complaining. I took my time with beautiful Loren, keeping our lovemaking quiet, and an ever-attentive ear out for gunfire or warning from Nadia or Allison. Becky and Vanessa were content to watch as Loren and I fucked like rabbits in the tent. The little blonde was insatiable, and I 
couldn't get enough of her angelic face and perfect slender body.

We were all on our sides, Becky and Vanessa having finally joined into the relaxed pile of cuddles when Nadia and Allison returned.

“We were able to contact the Island,” Allison said with excitement, “They are safe, and it looks like the blockade is ended. We told them about your theory Loren, and they asked around, seven women mentioned feeling as Vanessa and Becky do,” she grinned, “including our queen!”

“That’s exciting,” Loren said, “are they able to test if their pregnant or not?”

“The queen will send women to the mainland tomorrow to gather tests for all the women on the island to take. You know if it’s true and seven really are pregnant… Well, I wish I was going to be there for that celebration.”

“Me too,” I said with a grin.

“Good work, ladies," Vanessa said, "Let's get some rest, we can be back on the water with the dawn. I think we should be able to reach the bay around noon tomorrow.”

We all curled up and nodded off to sleep with the calming sound of the surf just outside the tent. I slept uneasy, my mind working over the unknowns of what we were about to head into.

The morning was chill and filled with thick fog when we finally pushed out to sea. Vanessa took us at a slow pace, the fog giving her worry. None of us wanted to run into a cliff or rock outcropping by accident. As we drew closer to the San Francisco bay, I got an idea
.

Climbing up to the front of the boat with Vanessa and Nadia, I began flipping through the radio channels, seeing if I could find an active signal. It didn't take long before I found one that was being used.

We were able to overhear many conversations, but they were all disjointed and used code names and call signs we couldn't understand at first. As the morning wore on, things began to make sense.

“It seems there are three different forces at war with one another in the bay area,” Vanessa said, “it sounds like chaos in there.”

“There is one other faction they mentioned several times,” I said, “these tree women. I wonder what they are.”

“I don’t like the sound of it,” Nadia said, “the bay will be teeming with the different forces, and we must cross the entire thing to get to Berkley, and we don't even know if your friend is still at the University, Vanessa."

“I know, the lack of information isn’t ideal,” Vanessa had a thoughtful look on her face, and I was just about to ask what she thought when a loud horn blared from out in the fog. Looking into the mist, I felt my heart seize at the flashing red and blue lights of a Coast Guard cutter moving up alongside us out of the fog.

“VESSEL CUT YOUR ENGINES AND PREPARE TO BE BOARDED.”

There was a moment of panic on our boat as women scrambled up out from under their blankets. Vanessa and Nadia exchanged grim looks as our engines died down, and we 
came to a slow stop. The coast guard cutter tossed ropes over and tied up alongside us.

I saw why Vanessa had stopped out boat instead of making a run for it, on the front of the coast guard vessel was a large 50 Caliber machine gun and a vicious looking woman on the trigger. That weapon would have cut our ship I half if we had tried to flee.

The women of the Coast Guard ship were a hard and dangerous-looking group. They were thin and haggard, with narrow distrustful eyes as they glowered at our crew. Then the first pair of eyes noticed me, and a hiss of surprise went up from the woman.

“Captain, those Marines from down south were right! They have a man!”

A commotion erupted on the cutter as women pushed forward to get a better look at me, and finally, a wide, square-jawed woman pressed her way to the front, bellowing in anger and pushing others out of her way.

“Search them and get them aboard!" The large woman barked, her eyes fell upon me, and I saw then alight with greed and something more sinister.

Several women with M4 rifles came and pushed us all onto the Coast Guard vessel. I saw mixtures of anger and envy on the faces of the women who were capturing us. They were none too gentle about moving us. One woman even struck Loren hard across the back when she stumbled on the ladder leading into the cutter. My fear grew with every second, and I looked back worried about how Nadia and Vanessa would handle it. Both women were cowering, their faces painted with fear, eyes wide
.

The Coast Guard ship was mostly empty. It was a smaller vessel, meant for patrolling the coasts and maybe pulling swimmers out of the ocean. It had a crew of six women, including the captain. Nearly all of them were a sour-faced and sullen lot, and I felt sullied by their grins and leering stares.

One woman hopped over and quickly searched our ship when the captain ordered it. The large woman stood with her arms crossed, glaring at our group.

“That's all of them, Captain!" The woman who had searched our boat called.

“Good,” the captain said, her grin turning ugly as she looked to the women still holding the M4’s, “Kill the women and tie up the manling.”

It took us a second to process the words, and I watched in horror, unable to do anything as the rifles were raised. Three women with evil-looking grins pressed fingers to triggers, but then suddenly, Vanessa and Nadia were moving.
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anessa was the first to attack, her hands twitched at her waist, and two knives flew out and into the necks of two of the riflewomen. A startled cry of horror erupted from someone's throat as blood sprayed the air. Then Nadia was shoving me aside as she crashed into the third woman. Her powerful arms moved in a blur of motion, ripping the weapon free of the woman’s hands, breaking one of her arms and wrapping around her neck.

Vanessa was snatching the rifle from the air even as Nadia was snapping the woman’s neck with a sickening sound. I'd never seen the two of them go all out in a fight, and it was staggering to realize just how deadly capable they were.

The captain was screaming, pulling her sidearm and getting off a round, even as I pushed Loren, Becky, and Allison to the ground, covering them from the shots that began to ring out. When I looked up, I saw Vanessa standing above us, her face a grim mask as she trained the rifle onto our side boat. Blood was sheeting across the cutters deck, and when I looked over, I saw the crew was dead or dying, five bodies 
on the ground. The captain's head had been blown half off, and I felt my gorge rise at the sight of grey brain matter, torn flesh, bone, and still pumping blood.

Nadia slumped to the side of the ship, and I saw her hand clutching her side, blood seeping from the wound. Vanessa had her rifle trained on our boat.

“Don’t even think about it,” the former federal agent said, “quick someone go tie her up.”

I was about to move, but Becky scrambled over the side, looking around at the dead bodies with sickened fascination. Loren and I stood, and I went right over to Nadia. She was grinning in between grimaces of pain.

“Finally got into a fight…” the blonde woman said, “and get myself shot by amateurs… disgraceful.”

“Vanessa, Nadia got hit,” I said, my voice sounding far calmer than I felt.

“There should be medical supplies on this ship,” Vanessa said, her gun still trained on the last woman as she climbed into the cutter, and Becky tied her up.

“The Confederacy is going to hunt you cunts down,” the woman growled as Becky pulled her arms behind herself, “that man is a resource and should be tied up for every woman to use.”

“The Confederacy?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, her harsh voice softening as she spoke to me, “The Confederacy of Armed Forces has formed to search for you, manling. You should not be running free, you’re too valuable of a resource.
”

"Gag her," Vanessa said, "There should be a holding cell below deck, search her and lock her in there." Becky nodded, and Allison came and helped her, both casting worried looks at Nadia as they pulled the woman below.

Loren and I pressed Nadia into a chair as Vanessa began digging through first aid supplies in a closet. Then Allison was back up deck pushing Vanessa’s hands away from the first aid supplies and grabbing things herself.

“Leave it to me,” Allison said with a determined look on her face, “I was a registered nurse.”

Vanessa stepped back and helped me push the bodies off the cutter and into the water. It was a bloody and disgusting task, and I very nearly threw up a couple of times from handling the dead flesh. The sight of the five dead women was heart-breaking, but I was happy it was them and not us.

“We’re taking this vessel,” Vanessa said to Loren and me, "I checked, and it's got plenty of fuel. Let's get the supplies brought over.”

"Vanessa, are you ok?" I asked her.

“I’ll be better once we’re gone from here," she said, but when I reached out and gripped her upper arm, forcing her to look into my eyes, I saw her face soften, "I'm ok Adam, really. It was them or us… I have no regrets."

“Ok, good,” I said and pulled her into a hug, “because you saved all of us, you and Nadia. Thank you.”

Loren was silent as she helped us, and I could see the violence had upset her greatly. Fifteen minutes later, we were untying ourselves from the boat that had taken us north and were pulling away from it. I went to check on 
Nadia and found her resting comfortably down below on a cot. Allison had found pain killers and antibiotics, and after cleaning the wound out and stitching it up, she had given the woman a few of each and had her lie down. Vanessa drove us a couple miles out to sea and then killed the engines and came down from the pilot’s chair.

While she was driving us out to sea, I dug through the ship's records and pulled up the radar imaging software. I was able to get a lot of information about what was going on in the bay area before we got too far out to sea to get a signal. We met near Nadia’s cot to plan our next moves.

“How is Nadia?” Vanessa asked Allison, concerned for her friend.

“It could have been a lot worse,” she said, “the bullet passed through her side and didn't appear to have damaged any organs. She lost minimal blood, and I was able to seal the wounds and give her antibiotics. She should recover quickly if she can keep from tearing the stitches."

“Good,” Vanessa said with a relieved sigh.

"We want to say thank you," Becky said, Allison nodding along with her, "to you and Nadia, you both saved our lives. You too, Adam."

“Me?” I asked.

"You pushed us down once the fighting started," Loren said, her big blue eyes shining with unshed tears, "Covered us with your body, you stupid man.”

"Those women were right," Vanessa said, drawing all eyes to her, "Adam, you are a resource, a priceless one. It was brave 
of you to do that, but your instincts were wrong, we need to keep you safe above all of us.”

"She's right," Becky said, "but thank you, thank you all that was… that was fucking crazy, and I hope we never have to go through anything like that again."

“I fear we’re going to have more situations like that coming up," Vanessa said, “ I managed to take a peek at the captain log, the situation in the Bay Area looks far worse than I imagined."

“Far worse,” I said grimly, “I read through the logs and reviewed the radar readouts for the Bay. It looks like this Confederacy of theirs has control of all the ports and is flying Air Force planes out of Travis Air Force Base to secure their control over the waterways."

“Shit,” Vanessa said, “I didn’t see that.”

“That’s not all,” I said, “they’re fighting multiple different forces. Battles are going on in the north, east, and south, but they seem to control most of the central valley."

“I don’t feel comfortable heading into all of that,” Vanessa said, “what’re our options?”

“We could head back to the Queendom,” Allison said, “get more boats and women and come back when things have calmed down.”

“I’m not sure things will be any calmed in a month or even a year,” Vanessa said, “and time is pressing.”

“I say we head north,” Becky said, “far enough that we are free of the chaos in the bay. Find a safe place to beach this ship and hike inland then come down from the north.
”

"I like that idea," Vanessa said, nodding, "Loren, you've been quiet, what are you thinking?"

The small blonde girl looked up from her study of her hands and looked to each of us before she spoke.

“I’m not sure I’m qualified to give suggestions on what we should. But isn’t it strange how easily they decided to kill us?" She shook her head, "I don’t think we can trust any women who haven’t been freed of their ‘craziness’ by Adam.”

“I agree,” Vanessa said, “I think heading north is our best option. Anyone have a problem with that plan?”

No one objected, and she went back up to the pilot’s chair and got the boat underway again. Allison and Loren went out and cleaned the blood from the deck while Becky and I searched the cutter finding a stash of rifles and ammo as well as gear we could use once we decided to hike inland.
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e were putting together six packs, sorting out what we would need when Loren and Allison came back down. The four of us packed up food and loaded up weapons and magazines as the boat pushed on farther north.

In the late afternoon, Nadia was awake and moving around the vessel slowly. The first thing she did was head down to our prisoner and begin interrogating her. The woman didn't know much, having spent the past couple months puttering around the coast, but she was able to pass along some valuable information.

The different branches of the military had each formed their own factions in the wake of society’s collapse. In the bay area that was the Coast Guard and the Air Force, down south, it was the Marines and the Navy. Chaos had erupted in the densely populated bay area, with dozens of factions warring for food and territory
.

The military had tried to restore order, but from what Nadia could gather, that order had come in the form of brutal dictatorships. None of the military factions were powerful enough to overcome the disparate threats. They had formed a loose confederate, with the officers and ultimate leaders having an uneasy truce among themselves as they fought for control of the entire region.

The University in Berkley had been the staging ground for a faction of intellectuals and scientists. It had been overrun a week before by the Air Force, who had taken the women at the campus. The prisoner didn’t know more than that no matter how hard Nadia pressed her.

We made great time heading north up the coast, the cutter far better at handling rough seas than our last boat. It was early in the afternoon by the time Vanessa cut inland and found us an isolated stretch of coast.

What to do with our prisoner was a difficult question, but in the end, we left her aboard the boat, shackled near the radio with a couple of weeks of food and water. Eventually, one of the Confederacy ships would pass by, and she could signal them.

Each of us shouldered a pack and started hiking inland as soon as we could. I found it a great relief to have solid ground beneath my feet once again. The boat had been great, but I’d never lost my anxiety that something might go wrong out on the broad ocean.

It was rough going to climb out of the sand and dunes, but once we were under the coastal trees, the hiking was easier. We took our time, making sure Nadia didn't overwork herself and pull her stitches. It was just beginning to get 
dark out when we found a small clearing and set up camp. The women put up the large tent as I boiled water and got the MRE’s heated. We’d settled into a comfortable routine over the past couple nights, and within thirty minutes, we were eating a hot meal inside the slowly warming interior of the tent.

Allison checked on Nadia’s wound after the meal, over the large blonde’s protests that she was fine. None of the stitches had torn, but Allison still warned her and us that our pace would need to slow down for a day or two.

Vanessa pulled out maps and showed us where we were located. We would need to hike for a good 5-6 days before we began to hit dense civilized lands to the south. She began planning a route as Loren and Allison debated where they could find pregnancy tests along the way.

It was finally agreed that the tests would have to wait for a few days until we hit one of the small towns in the north bay. There was too much risk if we hugged the coast and hit up one of the cities to find a pregnancy kit.

“We’re just going to have to be patient,” Vanessa said with a sigh, more to herself than anyone else I thought, “keep to the redwoods and avoid detection as best we can. Soon we have to make a big decision, though. Whether to go on or give this all up for a fool’s errand.”

“But what about the cure?” I said.

“I know,” Vanessa said, her face pained, “but we’re just too vulnerable to any group we come across. I'm tired of us being the victims every time we encounter a new group, and the risk just keeps growing each time. Today made that clear.
”

“If there’s still any chance your friend can make a cure with Adam’s seed,” Allison said, “then it’s worth the risk of all of our lives. I plan to stay with you until you find her.”

"Me too," Becky said, nodding, "this is too important."

"Then, once we find a safe place for you all to hole up," Vanessa said, "I'll head into the bay alone to see what I can find."

“Not alone,” Nadia said her voice groggy from the pain medication Allison had forced upon her, “two can search faster than one.”

“We need to find a lab,” I said, “I’m sure we can find one in the north bay, hopefully in a safe area. While you two are looking for Trish and her research, we can prep the lab.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Vanessa said with a nod, “there’s one last thing to do before we call it a night.”

The woman's dark eyes sparkled as she glanced from Becky to me, and I felt my blood begin to heat up. Soon all the women were grinning and turning to look at me. We were alive, gloriously alive, and there was no better way to celebrate that fact then with the ultimate act of life.

I took charge that evening in the tent and loved how quickly and submissively the women leaped to carry out my desires. Nadia was soon unconscious, the drugs dragging her down into oblivion, but the four other women I kept busy late into the night.

The violence had shaken me, and for the first time, I realized that the life I had now could be taken away so easily. I decided to appreciate every second of it
.

I took Vanessa first. Letting the other women watch as I stripped her naked and took my time pleasuring her before I slid between her slender legs and drove in deep. Our hands were all over one another's skin, and our lips locked to one another's as we made love. When she had reached her peak of pleasure, she pushed me to my back and drew Loren over. She took particular delight in the tiny blonde’s perfect body and guiding the girl onto my still stiff cock.

“They are so beautiful together,” Allison breathed as she watched Loren slowly ride me, “I’ve never seen anything sexier!”

"Mhmm, I finally have you in me again,” Loren breathed in my ear, “I dream about your cock Adam… dream of worshipping your big beautiful dick… fill me with your seed… pump a baby in me!”

I fucked up into the girl with powerful thrusts. Her incredible tightness drove my pleasure higher and higher. She sat back, her tiny breasts pressed together, head thrown back as she screamed out her pleasure. Then I was cumming, my toes curling as I drew her little body against me, panting in release.

Loren lay with Vanessa, the two women kissing and holding one another while I sat up and pulled Becky and her friend to me. I kissed Allison’s thick, soft lips, and let my hands cup and play with her massive tits and guided Becky’s hungry mouth down to my cock.

In no time at all, she had me firming up again, and I sat back and let Allison join her in their worship. Becky held the tip of my dick in her mouth and stroked the shaft lightly, sucking hard, while Allison licked gently at my balls. Then 
they traded places, their tongues sliding along my shaft as they did, teasing one another’s. Allison deep throated me, her friend watching in amazement, and then she tried, only able to get half of my length into her mouth.

I pressed Becky's face down into Allison's wet pussy and got behind her small firm ass. Allison was nervous at first, but in seconds she was moaning in pleasure as the little brunette enthusiastically ate her out. Becky struggled to concentrate on her task, though, as I slide into her tight pussy with long slow strokes.

Looking over, I saw Loren lying against Vanessa, both women watching the action going on before them as they lazily played with one another. In minutes Becky was cumming, and I pressed her forward until her face was beside Allison, and then I pulled out of her and drove into the busty woman. Alternating between the two of them, I fucked them both to several orgasms before I unloaded deep within Allison.

We collapsed into a pile of sweaty naked bodies, and I thought we would fall to sleep. Instead, Loren and Allison crawled between my legs. The two of them intent on drinking down at least one load of my cum before they slept; and one happily helping the other in her endeavor to do the same. The older nurse had said such acts had been known to help impregnation. I didn’t know about that, but I certainly wasn’t complaining.
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he next morning, we were up with first light and hiking deeper into the woods, using Vanessa’s maps to track our progress. Nadia never complained that whole day, even when we were forced to climb up a steep muddy hillside.

By the time late afternoon hit we had come down a ridgeline and dropped into a big basin of ancient redwood trees. The going was much easier under the redwoods, and we even found some trails that wended their way south through the national park.

We were covered in mud and grime from our hike and stopped near a slow, plodding river to bathe. The water was cold but not freezing, and after a minute, I was used to it. Vanessa had a bar of soap in her pack, and we shared it around as we scrubbed ourselves clean in the river. The spot was excellent, so we just set up camp there, a good hour before darkness
.

After the tent was set up and a hot meal, Loren and Becky went back into the river to swim a bit, and I joined them. The water was getting chillier, and I wasn't looking forward to being wet and damp in the tent, but lying on my back flowing with the current, I found some peace.

Staring up at the blue sky and treetops above, I thought back on all that had happened since I’d woken up in the hospital. It was crazy to think it was only a week before; it felt like a lifetime. The journey had been exciting, but if I was being honest with myself, I was hoping to find a place we could settle down. I didn't know what the future held for us, but someplace like the island we had visited could be a wonderful place to live out the rest of my life. I was beginning to worry a peaceful life like that was out of the question for one of the last remaining men alive.

Loren broke the peace of my floating when her slender little body slid alongside mine, but I didn’t mind the distraction. I can’t imagine any straight man would hate it. I took her standing up in the shallows, Becky swimming alongside and joining in before we stumbled out of the river and up to the camp.

Nadia and Vanessa had built a large fire, and we all sat around it, warming ourselves and drinking tea from our MRE’s. It was a peaceful night of sleep. The sky was clear, so we left the rain flap off the tent and were able to look up at the canopy of branches and star above.

A rough hand shook my shoulder, waking me, as a hand pressed to my lips, and a low voice shushed me to silence. Instantly aware, I looked around and saw Nadia above me, her face tense as she drew her hand from my mouth
.

I heard Vanessa moving around, waking the other women when sound from the forest made us all freeze. The unmistakable sound of metal striking metal rang out in the quiet darkness. Suddenly there was the rustling of noise as of approaching footsteps from all around Nadia, and us and Vanessa were moving, rifles out they slipped from the tent.

I was about to follow, but Becky gripped my arm and held me back. I nodded in reluctance but stayed by the tent door, peeking out into the darkness by the light of the banked fire.

“Freeze, or we start firing!" Vanessa shouted, and the rustling sound ceased.

"Peace sister," came a calm, gentle voice from the darkness, “we did not wish to frighten. We simply came to leave offering outside your tent.”

“Come into the light,” Vanessa said, motioning Nadia to build up the fire again, “and if you have weapons, leave them in the darkness."

An older greying woman walked into the firelight, followed by three. The others were young women, each carrying a basket filled with berries, muffins and a pot of smooth, creamy butter.

“We carry no weapons,” the old woman said, “and just came to leave a gift for you to find when you woke.”

“Your friends out in woods,” Vanessa said, never taking her finger from the trigger of her M4, “are they unarmed as well?”

The older woman looked chagrined and shook her head reluctantly
.

“These are troubled times; a woman would do well to have some measure of protection from the madness that seems to have gripped the rest of the world.”

“Tell them to come out as well,” Nadia said a hint of menace in her voice, “as you say, troubled times.”

“Melissa, you can come out," the old woman called, "She’s the only guard we brought, we thought you were all asleep. Honestly, no one has ever woken when we came to drop off the gifts before.”

As the woman spoke, a bigger beautiful woman with thick blonde hair came sauntering out of the woods. She had a powerful machine gun slung over her shoulders, one hand resting lightly on the stock.

“Greetings," the woman said in a thick drawl, sizing up Vanessa with a crooked smile.

"Who are you all?" Vanessa asked the older woman, her eyes troubled as she looked Melissa up and down.

“We could ask you the same thing,” the old woman said with a smile, “we are a group of women who have escaped the madness happening down amongst the towns and cities of the old world. We are building a home here amongst the ancient redwoods and have found some measure of peace.”

“You seem remarkably… sane," Vanessa said, glancing from the old woman to the women behind her.

“Ahh,” one of the younger women said, “then you’ve noticed it as well. We find most women aren’t even aware of the craziness that had infected their minds.”

“What’s your cure?” Nadia asked
.

“May we sit?" The older woman asked, motioning to the fire.

“No,” Vanessa said, “No one gets comfortable until we get some answers, real ones.”

“Very well,” the older woman said, “Jessica explain it to them, please."

The younger woman who had spoken earlier, stepped forward and clasped her hands before her stomach and began to talk as if she was lecturing a class. She was cute, in a button nose, thick black-rimmed glasses kind of way — the bookish girl who had yet to flourish and embrace her real beauty.

“Humanity as a race is on the brink of extinction. In our current state, we have one maybe two generations before we are almost completely wiped out. The rumors of a living male in the south can’t be believed,” Vanessa managed to keep her features smooth, but Nadia shot a quick look to the tent before she caught herself. I saw Melissa narrow her eyes, glancing at the tents shadowed doorway. “and we must operate given the new paradigm we find ourselves in. When one understands that all experience, even the overwhelming need to breed and propagate our species, is fleeting. When you can achieve that mental state, you can ignore the maddening effects of the drive to breed. In the Grove, we practice transcendental meditation for six hours every day and have a rigorous masturbation protocol that appears efficacious in combating the Baby Madness, as some call it.”

“Fascinating,” Vanessa said, finally removing her finger from the trigger guard of her rifle, “meditation and 
masturbation. What do you know about the troubles down in the bay area? Do you know if it’s safe to get to Berkley?”

“Berkley?” The older woman asked, shaking her head sadly, “the whole east bay is a war zone of competing factions. What do you need from there?”

“Not what, but who,” Vanessa said, her face troubled, “my best friend was a professor at UC Berkeley, she was working there still in the labs as of two weeks ago.”

“The UC Berkley labs are now under the control of the Vietnamese Cooking Cartels,” Melissa said. "They are busy making medicines, antibiotics, meth, ecstasy, who knows what else they’re brewing there, just took control of it a few days ago, it’s been all over the nets.”

“The nets?” Nadia asked.

“What was left of the government in Sacramento was in the process of establishing the wired networks, getting power stations back online and sewage systems working, but then the Confederacy happened, and power’s been out across most of the bay the past week.” Melissa tilted her head, face thoughtful as she went on, “If your friend made it out alive, where would she have gone?”

“She would have found another laboratory with the necessary equipment, and it would’ve needed to be close,” I noticed a tremor of fear in Vanessa’s voice that I’d never heard before and my heart went out to her.

Behind her, one of the younger women who wore plain woolen robes and a deep hood stepped forward. She reached out a slender hand and pointed it at Vanessa, and a 
soft voice came from within the hood, only the tip of her chin peeking out into the firelight as she spoke.

“There is something… different about your sister. You and two of your friends from the tent… no… three of them?"

“What is this?” Vanessa asked.

"Priestess of the Goddess," the older woman said, bowing her head respectfully, "remove your hood, Morgan. And what do you mean different?”

Melissa was instantly on guard standing up straight and glaring at the tent, her heavy rifle lifted but not aimed directly at where we still hid.

“Her moonblood no longer flows,” the small woman said. She pulled back her hood as she spoke, revealing milk-white, sightless eyes, in a face of sublime beauty. Her hair was so blonde it looked silver in the firelight, and she sat on the ground, head tilted as she looked near where Vanessa stood.

“Dear goddess…” the small woman breathed, “Your visions… I dared not believe…”

Then she collapsed, weeping uncontrollably. The other women watching her, looked stunned. Melissa lifted her heavy machine gun and pointed it at the tent.

“What did you do to her?” She demanded of Vanessa, real anger in her voice for the first time.
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W

e didn’t do anything!” Vanessa said indignantly, raising her weapon. The mood was growing dangerous, and I couldn’t wait any longer. I moved out of the tent, pushing aside Becky and Allison when they tried to stop me, fear on their faces. I stepped out into the open and heard four sharp gasps of surprise and a loud clatter as Melissa dropped her rifle eyes wide, mouth agape. The little priestess Morgan sat up sharply, her head tilting, milk-white eyes finding me unerringly and a wide beatific smile stretching across her doll-like features.

“Goddess’s blessing… the rumors were true… a man still lives!”

Vanessa told the tale as the other women, and I gorged on the baskets of food they'd brought. I couldn't remember the last time I had a fresh muffin, and they were delicious. Filled with sweet blackberries and slathered with butter, I was in heaven
.

The constant stares of Melissa and the other three women were a little unsettling but not nearly as much as the tiny priestess who mumbled prayers as she stared at me with milky white eyes, arms lost beneath her voluminous robes. The other young women with her were acolytes it seemed, both were quiet and seemed to take their cues from the blind girl.

“You will come to the Grove,” Melissa said to Vanessa, “we will feast and celebrate, the Mistress will want to meet Adam.”

“We’ll want assurances that we can leave whenever we want,” I said, “We refuse to be anyone’s prisoners or captives anymore.”

“Fear not manling,” the priestess said, her voice low and throaty, “amongst my sisters and the women of the Grove, you'll be given a place of honor, and the freedom to do as you please even if that includes leaving us. We would never steal choice from you.”

“She’s right, sir,” Melissa said, her pale cheeks red with a deep blush as she couldn’t meet my eyes, “the Grove is a real refuge and would welcome you and all your… friends. There would be no end to the… appreciation you would receive there.”

“It would be my honor to visit this home you’re building for yourselves,” I said, “and we would appreciate the safe place to lay our heads. We can't stay long, though; our mission is far too vital and important."

“What mission is this?” The older woman asked
.

“The friend I mentioned earlier,” Vanessa said, "she was close to creating a vaccine for the virus but ran out of viable samples from surviving males. Adam here could hold the key to completing her research.”

“Ahh,” the priestess said with a knowing smile, “and that research is vitally important to you and your two friends, now more than ever.”

“What do you mean?” Loren asked, her doe-like eyes sharp with interest upon the tiny adorable priestess.

“Do you not know?” The girl asked, tilting her head in that odd way of hers. "We have test kits from the fertility clinic and can confirm back at the Grove, but I smell no moon flow from these three women," she pointed to Nadia, Vanessa, and Becky, "and that usually means pregnancy, unless they’ve undergone ‘the change’.”

I felt rocked by the news. It had been a possibility up until now, but for some reason, I hadn't processed it. I looked at Vanessa feeling elation bubble up within and saw its mirror in her. Then Nadia was grabbing me in a big hug, along with Becky and Vanessa. Tears burned in my eyes, and I found the women as well all crying and joining in with the hug. I was crushed by their love and terrified by the prospect of babies running around and feeling blessed at the same time.

I picked up my head and saw that Allison and Loren had joined the giant hug, even Melissa bawling her eyes out as she grinned in joy. I looked around the camp and saw the other women staring and watching varying levels of amazement and joy on their faces. I waved them over, laughing as each dashed to us, adding to join us
.

Vanessa took Loren’s perfect face in her hands and kissed her soundly.

“You’re a genius!” She said, causing the pretty blonde to blush.

I saw Loren's face fill with surprised joy at the compliment. The girl thought so poorly of her own intelligence, but time and time again, she proved herself wrong and was the only one never to see it.

We packed up the camp and began hiking upriver towards the Grove. As we went, I quizzed Melissa about her time in the community. The woman was a talker, and her story poured out of her. She had been a police officer in the bay area when the world had slowly begun to go mad. She had lost all of her male relatives to the virus and many of the females as well, it had left her bereft. She heard rumors of a place of safety and succor to the north. She was living in a mansion with several of her friends, and most of them had decided to go in search of the community to the north.

They'd driven a couple hours up the 101 North and then hiked out into the woods. That night when they were camping, a group of women dropped off the usual basket of muffins and food, and the next day, they were led into the Grove.

They had watchers throughout the forests, watching to see who came into their domain. A relay network of short-wave radios was used to communicate between the scouts and Grove. Every day new groups of women, mostly refugees from the chaos down south, made their way up into the coastal forests
.

We hiked for an hour, and the women got to a fire road, one of those narrow dirt tracks that crisscross the forests. I was super excited to see six four-wheelers sitting there, not just because it meant an end to our tough hike.

The older woman in charge of the group was named Rose. She was kind but no-nonsense as she directed the women and me to a four-wheeler. I meant to sit behind Melissa, having found a connection with the kind bubbly woman, but the priestess drew me to the last quad and told me to drive as she slid behind, clutching me with her slender arms.

We rode in silence for about an hour, up and down the mountain trails. When we crested a ridgeline, and a large basin filled with massive redwood trees opened up before us, I felt the girl behind me stir.

“We’ve made it to the Grove manling,” she said at me back, “Your presence will cause quite the stir amongst our women.”

“I’m used to that,” I said, “you mentioned a fertility clinic, what was that about?”

“Our Mistress had the great idea to try and use samples in a fertility clinic to impregnate some of our women. But unfortunately, the power was out at the clinic for weeks before we arrived, and all the samples were destroyed."

“What if you had fresh samples?” I asked, my mind working.

“Then we would have a couple hundred women clamoring to try,” the girl giggled against my back her small hand 
sliding down to my crotch and stroking my cock outside my pants, “but only if they can’t get impregnated the fun way.”

“It’s something to look into,” I said.

“We will bring it up with Danh. She's a pharmacist, and the closest thing we have to a doctor in the Grove."
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I

drove down into the Grove and was stunned by what I found. The women here had been hard at work, building a self-sustaining community. On the north end were vast fields of crops, with a couple dozen women in short dresses moving about planting and tending to them. A large river cut through the east side of the valley, offering freshwater and irrigation for the crops.

Once beneath the cool canopy of trees, I found a town of tents, both large and small. Interspersed throughout were cooking fires with women tending to meals. There was even a sizeable outdoor showering area where big bags of warm water rained down gentle water. There were a couple of women bathing as we drove by, and they stared in wonder at me, not bothering to hide their naked bodies in their shock at seeing a man.

Our group drew stares from all over as we drove deeper into the Grove. Curious about the new group joining them when women noticed me on the last quad most stood silently and stared, too stunned for a reaction. Others voiced exclamations 
of surprise, loud prayers, or even tears when they saw me.

I’d never been in an ancient redwood grove before, or at least not one as magical as this one was. Everywhere I looked, it felt like I was in some elven paradise. Green moss covered the ground, along with lush ferns. The magnificent redwoods cast their cool shadows over everything and filled the air with the gentle rustling of their branches. The space between trees was ample, giving the impression that we were in a cathedral filled with thick columns.

The tents grew denser as we got to the eastern edge of the Grove, and then we rolled to a stop near a large clearing. The smell of pot smoke drifted through the who Grove, and I saw trailing lines of smoke as several groups passed around joints. The edges of the clearing were covered in brightly colored wildflowers, and the ground was thick with lush green grasses. A massive fire pit sat in the center surrounded by benches arrayed around it.

A small group of women waiting near the river’s edge, and I was reminded of the Queen and her councilors as I looked them over. At their center was a tall woman with thick platinum blonde hair. Her blue eyes found mine, and I saw such a depth of intelligence and passion within them that I felt a stirring within. Her wide smile revealed a set of perfect white teeth, and I saw her body was incredibly well proportioned with massive breasts, a narrow waist, and full hips. The women around her were a mixture of races. Most were older with greying or even white hair.

“Greetings,” said the tall blonde woman as we drew close, “I am Mistress Hillary, and you are all welcome to our Grove.
”

“Thank you, ma’am,” I said, “We can’t tell you how grateful we are for the warm greeting.”

“A man…” she breathed her voice full of wonder, and a tittering came from the women around her. “The goddess has blessed us indeed to bring a man into our midst.”

I was entranced by the tall woman’s bright blue eyes as we stared at one another. I grew so flustered that Vanessa made the introductions. I’d seen many beautiful women over the past couple weeks, but nothing had prepared me for the Mistress of the Grove, Hillary.

Hillary introduced her council to us. Each woman was from a different field and a master of her craft. There were engineers, plumbers, nurses, just about every major profession you could think of was represented. The women were one and all confident and powerful, and I saw few signs that the madness we had seen in so many other women was evident here.

"It's only been two months," Hillary said, motioning around at the Grove, “and we’re not self-sufficient yet, but we plan to be within the year. Please, everyone, take a seat we would love to hear about the outer world and your travels.”

She led us over to the benches while women brought cups of tea for us. The woman who handed me my cup was a beautiful young Asian woman who nearly tripped because she was so busy staring at me. When I thanked her for the tea, her eyes grew wide, and she started breathing heavily. I thought she was going to jump me right there, but another of the servers led her away, whispering in her ears as they both continued to stare
.

I sat sipping the tea and tried not to feel nervous as the clearing filled with more and more women, all of them ogling me with interest, whispering to one another, cheeks rosy. I caught several of the women slipping hands down into their pants, or under skirts and masturbating. I was stunned when I noticed, but none of the other women seemed to react as if it was strange.

Vanessa and I told our story, leaving very little out. We explained where we had come from and all that had happened to us on the way. Loren told them about her theories of the Species Imperative and how it was changing all of us. Also, about her suspicion that the desires changed once you were impregnated. When she revealed that she thought three of our women were pregnant, there was a loud commotion from all around the clearing, and it took a while for it to die down.

"If this is true," Hillary said, her voice stunned, "then it's vital you accomplish your mission, Vanessa… and we can have hope again for humanity’s survival. Oh, praise the Goddess!”

“Praise the Goddess!” Cries came from all round in response to her words.

“We attempted artificial insemination,” said a pretty older Asian woman. She was shaking her head as she pushed the glasses up her nose, "we haven't been able to find unspoiled sperm samples, however, and even if we did, the chances of the baby carrying the genetic markers to resist the virus would be slim.”

“I’d be happy to provide samples,” I said, “if you think it’s a real option.
”

From the reactions I saw around the gathering of women, I realized they had been hoping this would be the case. The Asian woman grinned suddenly very animated as she began to speak rapidly.

"I could have the clinic powered up and running in a day. We could begin the procedure for all who are willing within the week."

“I’ll volunteer!” A woman shouted from the gathering, raising her hand excitedly.

“Me too!” Said another with breathless excitement.

“Hanh get on it,” Hillary said, “but first see if we have any more of the test kits in with your supplies, we should find out for certain if Loren’s theory is correct.”

“It is.” Said the priestess in her haunting voice.

“Yes, well,” Hillary said, obviously a little uncomfortable with the girl’s odd manners, “best to be certain. Melissa gather in all the sisters of the Grove we will have a Moot tonight and then a celebration after to welcome our guests.”

“Mistress,” said one of the councilors beside her, a pretty woman who looked remarkably similar to her mistress in face and body but shorter and with auburn hair, “If the Master… if Adam so wishes, is it possible to be… impregnated the natural way?”

“We are all free people here, Sarah," Mistress Hillary said chidingly, “Adam is free to take whomever he desires to his bed, or not if that's what he chooses. I hope the sisters of the Grove will show restraint and compassion for this man and all he's been through already.
"

"Yes, Mistress," Sarah said in agreement, her eyes burning bright with desire as they ran up and down my body.

“Let me say this now, for all to hear,” I said, "I've given this a lot of thought as we traveled the past couple days, and now with the prospect of artificial insemination, I’ve come to a realization.” I felt a moment of anxiety when I realized hundreds of eyes were now focused on me with an intensity, I’d never felt from so large a crowd.

“This new world requires changes to our old system of morals,” my cheeks grew hot as I realized what a lecherous man my words might make me seem to all these women I’d just met, but I went on regardless.

“You women are suffering, and it's within my power to heal it, at least in some small part. For that reason, I offer my… services… to any who wish.”

There was a great clamor of excitement from the assembled women, and it took Hillary a minute or two to quiet them back down.

“That is very generous of you, Adam," she said, bowing low to me, “if you would be so kind as to allow us to arrange things, we will ensure all who wish it, will be given the opportunity.”
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he broke up the meeting then, sending runners out to gathering those who hadn’t made it to the clearing. The women who had come with me were each surrounded by a small group that peppered them with questions. My ears burned when I overheard a few of them. They were quite frank in trying to learn what pleased me.

I found myself alone, most of the women either too shy or too intimidated to approach, and I wandered over to the river. The Grove was a peaceful place, and I closed my eyes, letting the warm sunlight and the sounds of nature calm me down. I didn’t realize until then just how much anxiety I’d been holding in. There were so many women here, and in the back of my head, I'd worried things would go poorly again.

I felt a presence at my side and looked over to find Hillary standing next to me with two of her councilors behind her.

“That was very generous offer you made,” she said, her cheeks coloring slightly as she looked out to the river, “I fear 
these women will keep you too exhausted to do much else for the foreseeable future.”

"Hopefully, Hanh has the Artificial Insemination Clinic up and running before they kill me," I said with a grin.

“Vanessa has to leave to find her friend,” Hillary said, “but we think you and your other companions should stay here, where you’ll be safe.”

“If I stay here for too long and word gets out, the Confederacy could come up here with tanks and planes," I said, "I wouldn’t want that to happen to this place.”

“Please give it some thought," she said, reaching out and resting one warm hand on my arm, "Here you would have food, shelter and safety and the freedom to do as you please. We would give you a place of honor as… our Master.”

There was an invitation in her words, and I turned to her, looking her full in the face. The woman was breathtakingly beautiful. Probably in her late thirties with a body that made my mouth go dry when I glanced down at it. She smiled shyly when she saw the desire in my eyes, and she glanced to her left and right.

The two beautiful women with her stepped up the three of them linking arms, large breasts pressed against one another, and they turned as one and began walking towards a small grotto on the shore of the river.

“Go with them, manling,” I was startled by the priestess who was suddenly there at my side, “Cleanse our leaders and prove your words to the women of the Grove.”

I glanced at Vanessa and saw her answering grin and nod. Then I followed after the three women. Most of those still 
in the clearing watched us go with mixed looks of envy, excitement, and curiosity.

I stepped into the grotto and found the three women talking quietly, small smiles on their faces that brightened when they saw me step in.

The sexual tension was thick in the air. For perhaps the first time, I felt totally confident and certain as I stepped up to the three women. Hillary was gorgeous in her platinum blondeness, and beside her was another blonde, dainty and delicate. The third woman had massive breasts, even more significant than Hillary, and chestnut-colored hair that hung long down her back, slender hips, and a tiny little ass. Hillary’s eyes went wide as I stepped close enough to smell the floral scent of her hair. I inhaled deeply and smiled, looking down into her gorgeous eyes.

I drew her into my embrace, and her gasp of surprise as our lips met, melted into a moan of pleasure. Her lips were thick and soft against mine, and my hands felt up the side of her perfect body, as my other hand reached out and pulled the other beautiful blonde counselor close to my side.

The women were shy at first, this having been their first group experience. Only the brunette showed any real skills when it came to sex, and I learned quickly that she was happy to help me teach her friends how to work my cock properly. The tiny blonde came fast and hard, and I pumped cum deep into her womb. She passed out and didn’t come around for long minutes.

The brunette I took more time with, taking her doggystyle as she screamed in pleasure, her kinky mind spitting out all sorts of nasty dirty-talk as we fucked. The little blonde 
licked and teased Hillary as I filled the brunette’s womb with cum, leaving her a shuddering convulsing mess.

Hillary pressed me down, her happy mouth sucking my dick clean and back to stiffness, before she climbed onto my hips, pulling me into her waiting depths. I was lost in her massive breasts and delicate kissing lips. I had been with so many lately but could count on one hand the times I had been affected on a soul level by the relations. Vanessa certainly, Loren and the Queen as well, and now with Hillary. My hands slid up and down her back, tears in her eyes as she moaned and laughed in joy, her hips slapping down into mine.

“The moment I saw you… I knew," she whispered in my ears, "… oh god, I'm cumming again… ngh! I knew I would love you… cum in me… please…. Oh god… cumming… again!”

I couldn’t hold back, and her sucking depths milked a massive load out of my cock, but she wasn’t done. I felt her whole body go stiff, but she clung to consciousness. I couldn't get enough of the woman, and the hunger to breed was intense in me. Growling, I rolled her over and spread her legs out wide. Watching in pleasure as my cock sawed in and out of her blonde pussy.

Hillary writhed under me, her head rolling back and forth, eyes rolled back up into her skull, so the whites showed. Her lips an ‘O’ of pleasure as she moaned incoherently. I held her hips and drove into her with powerful thrusts, watching her massive firm breasts sway back and forth. I was nearing my orgasm when I felt hands on me, and then little firm breasts pressed into my back
.

“This will get her with child,” the priestess whispered behind me, “shoot… Now!”

Her little hands encircled my stomach playing along with my abs as I felt my balls tighten, and I flooded Mistress Hillary's womb with a massive blast of cum. The gorgeous woman relaxed beneath me, succumbing to pleasure and passing out.

My mind was heady with desire and wild passion. Just as it had been in the church with the Cult of the Old God, and on the island with the Queendom of Gaia, the sexual frenzy built upon itself. My cock was rock hard as I leaned back, pulled by the priestess to a standing position. Then a hot mouth was on my cock, and I looked down to see Hillary’s sister. The auburn-haired woman was nude, her body nearly identical to that of her older sister.

Looking up, I saw Vanessa and Loren ushering in a group of friends into the grotto. Four women who all held hands, whispering to one in breathless excitement. They paused when they saw the two groggy women just coming out of their cum-coma and their Mistress, passed out with a giant smile on her face. All of them grinned wide when they saw the woman on her knees, worshipping my cock and began flinging clothes aside as they hurried to join in.

Looking back, I saw the priestess slipping back into the dense ferns. The only thing the young woman wore except for a pair of tiny white panties, was a mischievous smile. She winked and blew me a kiss before disappearing from sight. Then my attention was brought back to the group, now pressing themselves against me. Vanessa joined in with them, and soon we were lost to the rest of the world
.

After the group Vanessa brought, Nadia came with a group of three friends. Then it was Loren with a pack of young beauties. On and on the day went. In the evening, I rested, bathing in the river and eating a big meal, surrounded by chattering women I just bedded.

That evening the fire was built up, and guitars and drums were brought out. Women chanted, while others sang both old songs and new ones. Food was cooked and shared all around the gathering. Those who had been cured of the madness were more relaxed, while those who had yet to partake spoke excitedly about what was to come.

My harem was in charge of who entered the grotto and when the only ones they couldn't seem to keep a handle on were the priestess who slipped in and out on a whim and Mistress Hillary who managed to join in with three different groups throughout that first night.

Finally, I could do no more. Completely drained, I stumbled away to find a place to rest. Tomorrow I would endure the same sublime torture, and, in a day or two, Vanessa and Nadia would head down to discover what they could about her friend. For this night, at least, I could rest, knowing we were all safe.

Small delicate hands guided me to a waiting pallet. I felt them gently cleanse my skin and then pull a soft blanket over me. Soft lips pressed to my cheek and whispered to me.

“Rest now, my Master and let the Goddess replenish your strength, tomorrow your great work begins again, and it will get harder… but trust that the Goddess will see you properly rewarded. Sleep now, our great master, sleep.” Just as I fell into black slumber, I felt the tiny form of the priestess cuddle up to my side.
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he first sounds that came to my waking ears were the sweet songs of morning birds. The warmth of the morning sun soothed my aching muscles, and the trickling water of the nearby river reminded me where I was.

I peeled my eyes open to find I lay on a bed of moss and leaves, covered by a thick wool blanket. Beside me slept the slender, nubile form of the strange priestess, cuddled up close to my side, her soft snores causing me to smile in affection.

When I turned my head, I found someone had set a large mug of steaming tea on a rock nearby. I climbed free of the blanket and stretched and picked up the cup. The grotto was just as I remembered from the evening before. When I looked back at the small pallet I’d slept on, I found the priestess wide awake, her eerie white eyes staring at me with a burning intensity I found unsettling
.

“Morning,” I said, then I offered her the cup after I’d taken a sip of the steaming floral liquid, “Want a sip?”

“That is a special tea,” she said, her haunting voice causing my heart to race and the hairs at the base of my neck to stand up, “Specially prepared to empower you for your day's duties and exertions. Be sure to drink it all.”

“Ok,” I said, an awkward silence hung between us after that. Or at least it felt awkward to me, but from the steady stare the girl gave me, she didn’t notice.

“Who is this goddess you keep mentioning?” I asked, curious, and needing something to break the silence.

“She is the earth and the stars,” the girl stood, her thin white dress plastered to her nubile body, drawing my hungry stare down her hips to the small ‘v’ between her legs. “She began to speak to me… the moment you awoke.” At my startled look, she grinned and nodded, “I dreamed with you master. I walked dark places as their drugs flooded your veins, and their prodding needles tested your blood and body.

“I woke in this brave new world the moment you did and knew my purpose as you claimed your first bride, that darkly dangerous woman whom you brought with you. She frightens me… the things she’s capable of doing on your behalf, and on behalf of her child… but we will need that strength in the times to come.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, trying to keep up with her.

“I don’t know,” she said, and for one terrible second, I saw her face twist in frustration, “I don’t, I’m sorry. Things pop into my mind, thoughts, and feelings, images from places, 
and times that I’ve never been… Maybe I’m crazy… Perhaps there is no goddess, and this is all just another way for us to survive… I can’t be certain… but I have faith… faith in you and the world you can help us build.

“Your Queen from the southern island misses you so much she’s set sail with ten of her finest,” the change in topic threw me for a second and pulled me back into the moment, “Five you have bred and five you have not. She comes with a representative of some Cult from the mainland… a kindred sister. But perhaps not… perhaps I’m just mad and my dreams simply that… a dream. But if they survive their trip north and make it to the Grove, you’ll find your first measure of faith in the goddess and I await that day with… hunger.”

“You’re her priestess, then?” I asked, ignoring the desire in the girls eyes for the moment. I’d never been a man of faith, and the thought of believing in their goddess still seemed a little silly to me.

“One of them,” the girl said, cocking her head slightly, “but we aren’t her priestesses, don’t you see that?”

“Then, whose are you?” I asked with a chuckle.

“Yours.”

The simple word stunned me, and I stared at her, waiting for her to smile or grin in humor, but her hot stare on grew in intensity as she watched the word sink home for me. I shook my head angrily and was about to protest, but the girl stood smoothly and placed a delicate hand over my mouth. Her gentle fingers just grazing my lips, sending shivers of sensation along my skin
.

“My faith is mine, not yours,” she said, her voice still haunting but more gentle than I’d heard it thus far, “and it requires nothing of you except that you be you
… Oh, my lovely Adam,” she ran her fingers down my cheek gently, “Much has been asked of you, and much more will be in the months and years ahead… but nothing worthwhile is gained easy, and nothing good comes cheap.”

“How old are you?” I asked, a little awed and intimidated by her knowing attitude and wisdom.

“This is my nineteenth summer,” she said, a faint blush entering her cheeks as she stood up and pulled away from me, twisting her hair up into a messy bun, “Do you imagine age is a number with meaning anymore? A woman is either ready and willing to be bred, or she’s not.”

“It matters,” I said firmly, knowing what the girl was getting at, but unable to contemplate the thought, “Tell me you understand that it still matters.”

“Oh, Adam,” she said with a fond smile as she turned and grinned at me before slipping into the forest like the little nymph she was, “I understand… but not all of the women here will. Mistress Hillary will warn them of your… morals. But you need to understand they are a hold-over of the old world. Now get bathed and ready… Your dark angel brings the first offerings soon.”

With that, the girl disappeared into the forest, and I was left alone in the grotto, my mind twisted by her words. I bathed and let the cool river waters soothe my worries. Climbing free, up the stone steps someone had set into the bank. Just as Vanessa stepped into the grotto with a small group of women
.

My friend brought a tray of food with her, grilled meats and vegetables, as well as a few boiled eggs and a pile of rock salt. She set the tray down on a wooden stump and came over to fold me in a warm hug.

“Morning,” she said with a warm smile as she gazed up into my eyes, “I wanted to see you before Nadia, and I leave. How are you?”

“I’m good,” I said, sitting down on a log and pulling her down beside me, “but I’m going to miss you.”

“I’ll miss you too,” she said, motioning for the other women to take seats around the tray of food, “But you know I have to go. If there’s any chance that Trish is still alive and working on a vaccine, then I have to find her.”

“You stay safe,” I said my arm around her shoulders, pulling her close, “and make sure you two stock up before you leave.”

“Nadia is already on it,” Vanessa said with a smile, “Speaking of stocking up, I need a fresh sample from you before we leave.”

Her hand cupped my balls, and I heard a mummer of excitement startup from the women seated around the grotto. Vanessa crooked her finger and summoned over one particularly ripe and beautiful Latina woman. Her friends gripped the woman’s hands excitedly before she came over, her dark cheeks blushing a faint red.

“This is Carmen, and she was a nurse before the virus struck,” Vanessa kissed my neck, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine as Carmen sank to her knees before me, “
She’s going to ensure that the sample is… extracted properly.”

The beautiful young woman reached into a pouch in her dress and drew out a small single use alcohol wipe, a large clean glass vial, and rubber gloves. Working quickly and business like she pulled on the gloves. Then she ripped open the package and pulled out the fresh alcohol wipe, swabbing the head of my cock clean with careful, practiced motions. She sucked in a sharp breath of excitement as her glove covered fingers handled my hot cock and stared up at me in desire when it began to harden beneath her ministrations.

“While she does that,” Vanessa purred, “Her girlfriends will help ensure a proper volume is obtained. They wanted to put on a demonstration for you of how the women in the Grove have been… getting by, before your arrival. Ladies,” she announced, causing a stir amongst the seven young beauties lounging around the grotto, “You may begin.”
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er words ignited the fires of desire in the six women. They threw off their light dresses, and the bounty of sexy young flesh had my cock throbbing all the harder. Two didn’t bother to move, merely spreading their slender young legs wide and letting delicate fingers trail down to bald pussies and soft breasts, teasing and touching. The two young women stared at me as they masturbated, their eyes drinking in every inch of my cock, body, and face as their friend knelt and stroked me off.

The other four paired off. The women were all familiar with one another, and their kisses and touches showed me just how much so. Two slipped into a sixty-nine, their mouths working one another with gentle wet sounds. While the other two cuddled close, their kisses passionate and beautiful as their hands slipped between one another’s legs. They cupped each other’s breasts, tweaking nipples and massaging the sensitive flesh. They began to writhe in passion when fingernails dragged down hairlines, and their hips writhed together in wild passion
.

All the while, Carmen stroked my cock with long slow strokes, not rushing the experience and building up pressure in my balls. I watched the two young women masturbating, each had powerful orgasms and then crawled into one another’s arms, kissing and cuddling and watching my cock throb with hungry stares.

Vanessa’s kisses were the only thing that could break my attention on the scene before me, and when they did, I lost all sense of the wider world. There have been few women who can stir my soul with but a touch, but this badass beauty was one of them. My cock throbbed, and my balls tightened as her tongue danced with mine, and I felt my first orgasm of the day building in me.

“Quick,” Carmen said, her voice breathless and eyes staring at the winking slit of my dick, “Ellie put on gloves and get the vial… the Master is about to bless us with his seed… quick girl, I can feel him throbbing…”

Her eyes flickered up to mine, and she bit her lip, and I could tell the scent of my musk was driving her crazy. Her knees were pressed tightly together, and her arms trembled as she continued to stroke me, her movements now slow and steady.

One of the young women who had been masturbating, scrambled to help. Pulling on a pair of gloves from her dress, she unstopped the glass vial and moved beside her friend. Her eyes wide with desire and excitement as she stared at my cock.

The young woman was just in time, for I could hold my orgasm back no longer, and with a grunt of pleasure, I felt my dick throb and then spew forth a torrent of pearlescent 
cum. Vanessa sighed in contentment and reached down to massage the sensitive spot beneath my balls as the nurse milked my cock into the vial.

“Quick,” breathed Carmen, her face straining with tension, “get it… out of here… please!”

Curiously the girl who held the vial also had a look of intense strain on her face, and her nostrils were flared wide as she inhaled the aroma of my cum. Drool pooled in her open mouth and nearly spilled out into the vial as she drew it closer and closer to her entranced face. Luckily Vanessa had the presence of mind to snatch it from the girl's grasp and twist on the top. She gave me a quick kiss and then pulled back, walking from the grotto.

“Thanks!” The beautiful brunette said, “That’s all I needed ladies; he’s all yours.”

She threw me a wink and blew a final kiss as I was swarmed over by six women driven mad by lust and my manly musk. The ache of loss I felt as Vanessa departed me for the first time since I’d woken into this insane world, faded quickly as my attention was diverted to the beauties pressing themselves to me.

Carmen was almost frantic as she shoved my still hard cock into her wet, dark slit. She cried in surprised pleasure as her first orgasm crashed through her. The sight of the Latina beauty throwing off her dress, large dark breasts swinging free was lost as young Ellie pressed her blonde slit to my mouth.

I felt wet pussies press against my shins, grinding on me as women made out behind Carmen. Two other women were kissing my hands and sucking on my fingers and 
pushing them into their wet pussies, guiding me to finger them.

All thought faded as the haze of lust and desire descended on my mind once more. I barely registered Carmen passing out as I flooded her womb with my seed. The Latina beauty was pulled aside, and another woman took her place.

The tall redhead who sighed out in grateful relief as my cock dug into her pussy looked just like a teacher of mine. She rode me hard, her pussy spasming and clutching at my cock as she cried out. Her friends watched her with envy and joy as she got off hard. I felt an odd sense of deja-vu as the woman who looked just like one of my teachers, I’d had a crush on came with a shuddering scream on my dick. Cumming inside her was wild, and I let the fantasy carry me away as I gripped the older woman’s hips with strong hands and hammered into her hard before filling her womb with cum.

Five more women I bedded, claiming them right there on the grotto floor one after another. I left the group of friends in a groggy pile as they slowly gathered their wits about themselves while I ate the food Vanessa had brought. My cock was thickening as I watched the beautiful naked women touching one another.

I stood intent on climbing back into the pile of bodies, but at that moment, Allison came into the grotto with another group of three women. My attention focused on the four of them. Each froze for a heartbeat, stunned by the burning intensity of my gaze.

The last I saw of Carmen that morning was a final wistful stare as she and the other six picked up their dresses and 
slipped out of the grotto. That was not the last I would see of the busty Latina that day, nor many of the other women in that first group. Carmen would slip in with another group later in the day. Either because of chaos, confusion, or perhaps corruption, many women found the opportunity to return to the grotto. Having a second or even third encounter with me.

I’d like to say I recognized all that returned, but there were just too many. Three days of wild orgies and mad-cap marathons of sex took place in that grotto. Broken up by light meals, many baths with and without partners, and a few exhausted naps.

When I was in high school, I spent a year working in a pizza place. Everyone told me that if I ate pizza every day, I would get sick of it eventually. I ate pizza every day, often twice or three times a day, when I worked there, and I never grew sick of it.

The same is true for sex.

I never grew sick of it, not once during those wild few days and nights. I definitely grew tired, exhausted even. But my body always found a way to push through the pain and fatigue. The species imperative is a powerful fuel.

There were a few encounters and partners that stood out to me. None more so than on that second evening when Mistress Hillary, her auburn-haired sister Sarah and their best friend from childhood, Evelyn came to feed me and offer me a reprieve from the thirsty hordes who waited outside in the Grove.

Or at least it was supposed to be a time of relaxation. Around the tall blonde goddess of Mistress Hillary, I was 
unable to restrain myself, and the women didn’t seem the least bit inclined to force me to. Quite the opposite, in fact.

The women brought a large bowl of fresh strawberries, still dripping from being cleaned and topped. Another container held a large pile of freshly whipped cream. My mouth salivated at the foods, but before we could eat, we first had to bathe.

“Come, Adam,” Hillary said, drawing me to my feet and over to the shallow pools of the grotto, “What could be more refreshing than a bath?”

Her thick lips lifted in a devilish grin as she released my hand and reaching up, unhooked the tie of her loose white dress. The garment pooled at her feet, and her magnificent body was revealed to me in all its glory. The perfection of her stole my breath, and then Sarah stopped and dropped her own dress to the ground.

My mouth grew dry when I saw the women’s twin shapes, one smaller and a touch daintier and younger by several years. Both women watched me with the same little knowing smile. All too aware of the effect they had on me.
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was shaken from my dream-like state by warm hands on my shoulders, pressing me forward. Hillary and Sarah reached out, and each took one of my hands, pulling me into the cold waters. The waters sent a chill into my flesh, as they always did. But this time, the chill faded as the three women crowded in close, warming me and the waters that gently swirled around us.

Smooth legs tangled with mine as we floated gently, and I couldn’t help the steel that filled my manhood as I felt the soft busty women’s bodies press in close.

“You have more than impressed the women of the Grove, young master Adam,” Sarah said, her thick lips and tongue almost caressing my name and I felt soft, warm fingers wrap around my cock, simply holding it, “More than impressed, indeed your prowess, skill and… sensuality has caused quite a stir amongst the sisters.”

“It’s true,” Hillary said, her massive breasts pressing into my side as she pulled my arm around her waist, “I fear that 
crazy little girl has more and more believing you’re some messiah come to save us all.”

“I’m just a man,” I said, uncomfortable by this news, “changed by this new world and priorities and blessed beyond my dreams. But just a man.”

“A rare man,” Evelyn said, her hands working the bar of soap she’d brought into a lather, “God, the Goddess, fate… whatever the reason, we could’ve been in a far worse situation if you’d been any other man.”

“Vanessa, Nadia, and Loren have been speaking of you,” Hillary said, her thighs slipping up my leg to press her sex against my hip. Her fingers dancing along my stomach muscles to join Sarah’s in gripping my cock, “You’ve shown uncommon wisdom over the last few days, and we Sisters of the Grove would be remiss if we didn’t take advantage of that… Mmmmm, you’re most impressive in… other ways, too.”

“Easy sister,” Sarah said, her fingers interlocking with her sisters as they slowly slid up and down the shaft of my dick underwater, “we have many hours yet in which to… rejuvenate our new lord.”

“Lord?” I asked, shaking my head, “This is America.”

“There is no America, there is no patriarchy, there are no more constructs that can bind us… except for the ones we chose,” Hillary said, releasing my cock suddenly and taking the soap bar from Evelyn and working it in her two hands.

“I’m afraid, Adam,” she said, her eyes dancing with amusement but voice solemn. “That titles aren’t things one chooses for one’s self but are granted by others… God’s Gi
ft… King of Gaia… Lord of the Grove… you’ve been gathering them to you. I will not allow my Sisters to become slaves in thrall to any man, no matter how good or glorious his lovemaking is… but there are those here who would worship you, Adam.”

“That’s ridiculous,” I said, scoffing, but in my mind were memories of a crazy night in a church and the madwoman who’d drugged me.

“No,” Evelyn said, her voice holding a hint of heat as she slipped her fingers into my scalp, massaging the hairline with her soapy fingers, “It’s not ridiculous for women to find comfort in a hero during times like these.”

“You must accept the title, Lord of the Grove,” Hillary said, her thick lips brushing my ear as she passed the bar of soap to her sister, “It gives all the women something to believe in, something to hold onto when fear or worry threatens to drag them under.”

“I don’t like it,” I said, wanting to argue with them, but much too relaxed and content to do so at the moment.

“I think we can change your mind,” Sarah said with a wide grin, as she and her sister drew me to my feet.

Her soapy hands roamed my torso, and her sisters did the same, and I felt two hard nipples graze the flesh of my back as Evelyn stood behind me. I stood there like a Lord in truth as the women washed me with their soft hands.

They moved around me, pressing their soft rounded bodies into mine and giggling when they touched or teased one another. In moments I was washing the soap off as the three of them dragged me out of the water and up to towel off
.

Our desire could not be contained, and we fell into a pile together. The three of them took their time teasing and touching my whole body, relaxing and exciting at the same time. I took Hillary first, loving her tight soft pussy as it gripped my cock in shivering orgasms. Her massive breasts were swaying beneath me as I pounded into her, slender legs curling around my waist to pull into her deeper and deeper.

While I made love to the mistress of the grove, her little sister and friend embraced in a wild sapphic display that turned both Hillary and me on. Once I had flooded the woman’s womb with my seed, I stood, and the two lovers crawled over to suck Hillary’s cum from my cock. Trading the head back and forth between their lips.

Evelyn mounted me as Hillary and her sister held one another and watched us. Sarah teased her shaven slit, eyes filled with envy and desire as her friend rode my cock to several shuddering orgasms. When Evelyn could take no more, I pressed Sarah down atop her sister, pulling her hips back to meet my thrust as I drove my cock deep into her.

Hillary stared up at me with bright, loving eyes as she watched the pleasure build on my face. She mouthed words of encouragement as her sister came with a screaming orgasm on my cock. Then I was throbbing, and gentle fingers dragged their nails down my balls and up to tease the shaft of my cock as it hammered Sarah. Looking down, I saw Evelyn staring at our frothing sexes with a broad smile on her thick lips.

I collapsed onto the pile of soft blankets on a bed of moss, and Hillary slid up into my side, the warm afternoon sun 
lulling us to sleep. Sarah and Evelyn lay on my other side, the two women embracing and falling into slumber as well.

Hillary woke me with a kiss, her soft lips drawing me out of odd dreams and her bright eyes trapping mine once they opened. I stared up at the gorgeous blonde woman and was reminded once more of the strange reality I found myself in.

“We slept for three hours,” she said, “Some angry Sisters are waiting out there for a turn with our new lord of the Grove.”

“Let them wait,” I said with a grin as I rolled atop her.

We kissed, and I felt her hands sliding up my back until finally, she pressed me back, her hands on my shoulders.

“There will be time for that later… you have a duty to these women,” her serious expression crumped as my cock throbbed against her wet lips, “Oh my lord… maybe… maybe just a moment.”

She sighed in pleasure as her legs parted, and my cock found its home once more. Her cries of joy must have alerted the women waiting. For, in moments, I felt a half dozen hands upon us and naked nubile bodies pressing close.

“Look at them,” one young woman breathed close by as Hillary and I coupled in perfect rhythm, “They’re so gorgeous together.”

“You should have seen him with his dark queen,” said a familiar voice, “Now there was a beauty to cause envy.”

Soft little fingers turned my face, and Loren’s gorgeous grin stole my breath. Then the girl was kissing Hillary, her small pink tongue darting into the sexy MILF’s mouth, the sight 
causing me to explode in orgasm, flooding her womb with another healthy measure of seed.

In moments I was being pressed back and down by a dozen co-eds that Loren had brought with her. My lust was a raging inferno once again, and I was ready for another long night of breeding.

Through that night and the next, the orgy raged, and when the final group of women left, I collapsed to the group, sore, exhausted, and feeling like a sponge that had been wrung dry. My mind was fuzzy, and I barely registered Allison and Loren drawing the soft blankets over me as blackness stole me under.
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hen I woke, it was early morning and sunlight filtering down through the canopy of trees overhead. I stood and felt an aching pain in my hips and legs, evidence of the marathon I’d endured the past few days.

Melissa sat on guard at the edge of the grotto, but the woman dozed, her chin on her chest and curly red hair hanging down to cover her face. Pulling on my pants and shirt, it felt odd to be wearing clothes for the first time in days. I stepped around Melissa and was careful not to disturb her slumber.

I found the Grove just coming to life. Women were climbing out of tents or sleeping bags and putting pots of water to boil or stirring the coals of their cookfires. I saw a small group of women strip off their loose white dresses and climb into the river to bathe themselves. My eyes roamed the bounty of naked flesh, and I felt my body respond to the sight
.

There were large parts of the encampment that I hadn’t had a chance to see yet. So I took my time wandering around. Whispered conversations sprang up around me, but I did my best to ignore them. Most of the women seemed too intimidated or shy to come and speak with me, but a few did. One kind older woman even brought me a cup of coffee in a large mug and a muffin to munch on.

“Thank you,” I said with a warm smile, causing the woman to turn a deep shade of red, “These muffins are all so good. Tell me, how do they get baked out here in the woods?”

“My lord hasn’t seen the Foundation yet?” She asked me, “It’s just on the other side of that hill, beneath another grove of redwoods. I can take you there if you want.”

When I nodded, she flashed a wide grin and started off, chattering as she went.

“When the first women found this place, it was a dilapidated mess, but we stripped the wood away and found a large cement foundation with electrical hookups. A few of the engineers got solar panels up, and the Foundation was connected. Now we’re able to run ovens, stoves and lots of other things there.”

We topped the rise, and I saw a small basin, and at the bottom of it was looked to have been the foundation for a large building. A roof and two short walls were all that were left to house and protect a battery of ovens and stoves. It was almost hard to make out the appliances because of the small army of women bustling about prepping, cooking, and baking.

There was another group of women who were washing sheets and dresses in large pots of boiling soapy water. 
Others wrang clothing dry and hung it up on lines strung up between trees.

“Morning, my Lord!” Shouted a large woman in a pristine white apron and chef's coat. She bustled over, beaming a grin from ear to ear.

“It’s a fine operation you have going here,” I said, nodding as I took it all in.

“We are blessed to have many cooks, chefs, and bakers here in the Grove,” the head chef said, “You’d never believe the feasts we can cook up here. Can I get you something to eat? Perhaps some eggs and potatoes?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head, “Thank you, but I’m afraid I have a mission that I need to get started on.”

“The fertility clinic,” the chef said, nodding, her face a grave mask, “May the goddess protect you. Will you be returning to the Grove once you're done?”

“I will,” and I couldn’t help the blush that stole over my cheeks when the women gave a great sigh of relief, their eyes flickering to my crotch and back up, alighting in desire.

I left the chef and the other woman there, wandering in a wide arc through the entire Grove. As with earlier, most were too shy to do more than stare and whisper as I passed, but a few were brave enough to approach and offer some greeting. A pretty woman and her daughter even brought me another mug of steaming coffee that I accepted gratefully.

“My lord is too kind,” The woman said when I thanked her for the coffee, “If my lord has a few moments… there is something we would love to show you… in our tent.
”

I looked from the woman to her beautiful daughter and felt my cock throb at the thought. The two of them stared at me with twin looks of desire, and I saw the girl bite her bottom lip as she slipped an arm around her mother's waist. The heated promise in both of their eyes made it hard for me to turn them down, but just then I spotted Hanh walked out of a tent.

“I’m sorry,” I said, “but I don’t have the time right now.”

“If you ever change your mind, my lord,” the girl said in a sweet voice, “we can promise you won’t be disappointed.”

I hurried away from the beautiful pair before I could change my mind. Taking a mental note of where their tent lay and promising myself that once I returned and found some free time, I would indulge in the wicked sin they offered.

Hanh stopped when I called out to her. She flashed me a bright smile and waved me over to her tent. Slipping inside, she came out with a leather satchel stuffed with a laptop and paperwork.

“Excellent!” She said, tossing the pack on her back, “Just the person I was hoping to see this morning. Are you finished with your… duties?”

“I am,” I said, ignoring the fire that heated my cheeks, “Vanessa and Nadia are gone then?”

“They are,” Hanh said, nodding, “But Mistress Hillary has assigned Melissa and a few others as guards. The group is ready to go whenever you are. I have everything I need packed in this bag. It should take two days to get there and another two to set things up.
”

“We should bring a couple of women who want to test out the insemination,” I said, “but not so many we can’t move quickly.”

“We thought of that,” Hanh said, her long legs taking us back to the center of the Grove, “There will be three subjects, and Loren, the young woman you brought with you, will be coming along.”

“How many… has anyone reported any strange feelings over the past couple of days?”

“You mean, do any show the signs your friend Loren suggested?” Hanh nodded, “Dozens of women have reported no longer feeling such a sharp edge to their desires. There is a group heading back from the nearest town now, with tests.”

My stomach churned at the thought of having impregnated a dozen women. I tried to ignore the spike of pleasure the idea caused me, feeling guilty for how much I’d enjoyed breeding all those women.

We got to the center of the grotto and found Mistress Hillary conversing with a few of her councilors. The woman beamed when I walked up, and I felt butterflies dancing in my stomach at the sight of her.

“Good, you and Hanh have found each other,” she motioned over to the edge of the clearing where several packs were sitting, “You’ve been packed, and there are seven four-wheelers fueled and waiting. The weather is starting to threaten a turn for the worse. I suggest you all head out as soon as possible.
”

“Thank you, Hillary,” I said, “for everything. I can’t tell you how much it means to me that we found a warm greeting here.”

“Get that facility up and running, and that’s all the thanks I need,” Hillary said, her eyes flashed with intense emotion, but she smothered it, “Travel safe Lord of the Grove and return to your people.”

“I will,” I said with a grateful nod.

As I walked away, finding it difficult to part company with the gorgeous blonde, several of her councilors stared after me with a burning intensity that I found unsettling. It seemed that the religious fervor had only increased over the past couple of days I’d spent in the grotto.

When the group assembled at the four-wheelers, there were twelve in total, including myself. Melissa was there along with three other women, all heavily armed with rifles, shotguns, and more ammunition than I thought necessary. The redhead tossed me a wink when I walked up and motioned to the middle of the convoy.

There Morgan the Priestess of the Goddess stood with a gentle smile on her face and her milky white eyes staring at me unerringly. I walked over and recognized several of the women from the previous day's activities, including a pair of Asian twins that it turned out were both pharmacists and would be accompanying us because of their lab experience.

“Art thou prepared for our great undertaking?” Morgan asked me in her eerie voice.

“As prepared as I’ll ever be,” I said, strapping my backpack down to the rack on the back of the quad
.

“You will be tested in the days ahead,” the girl said, “you will find faith and wisdom both, in the trial that awaits.”

I tried to ignore the girl's strange words, but her eyes with their burning intensity made it hard. Finally, Melissa marched over and handed me a rifle.

“There shouldn’t be any trouble where we’re headed, but just to be safe,” The redhead said as she pulled out a small walky-talky and handed it over, “In case we get separated, make for the coast and then head north. Don’t worry, Lord,” she said with a bright smile, “we’ll have you there and back before you know it.”

Turning on her heel, she marched back down the line of quads, checking that things were correctly secured. The women all looked excited and nervous; all that is except for the guards who just looked bored and ready to be moving.

With a sweep of her arm, Melissa led us from the Grove and down south along the winding fire roads. As we left the Grove, most of the women came to see us off, waving to friends and family. Many called to me, wishing me well and promising a special meal, a massage, or even a new set of clothing from one kind woman when I returned.

Everywhere I looked, I saw the tension of fear tight around their eyes, they worried I wouldn’t return, or something might go wrong. Many of them thought this was the last time they would ever see a man, and a few even wept.

The last group we passed were two dozen young women who had been working in a field. Becky stood at their back, shading her gorgeous blue eyes with a hand as she waved. I waved back and saw her rest a gentle hand above her stomach, and I felt a lump in my throat. Her smile was beatific, 
and as I kept staring after them, Loren caught my eye in the quad behind me.

Somehow, I had missed the gorgeous young blonde slipping in with the group, but she flashed me a bright smile now—her perfect white teeth gleaming beneath the dirt and grime she’d rubbed into her face. I found myself in a suddenly good mood and realized it was because there she was coming along. The gorgeous little Instagram model had worked her way into my heart.

I climbed into the driver seat, and Morgan slipped behind me. Her thin arms wrapped around my waist, although I knew she didn’t need to hold on, and her nubile body pressed to my back. The girl was warm, far warmer than I felt she should be, like she was feverish. But there was nothing wrong with her when I looked back curiously. The odd priestess just stared back with her haunting milk-white eyes, and I turned back, starting the quad.

With a shake of my head for odd little girls, I started up my four-wheeler and followed after the others down the trail. Our pace was steady if slow, as we wound our way up and down low hills and through the dense woods. The fire road was well maintained, and we only had to stop once to drag a branch out of our way that had fallen across the path.
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he dense redwoods thinned out, opening up to brown grass-covered hills and colorful trees as autumn showed its first hints. A few miles out of the forest, we hit a two-lane highway, and then we started to make good time. Idyllic little valleys filled vineyards and fruit trees surrounded.

No one had come to harvest all the grapes this year, and the air stank with the sickly sweet smell of rotting fruit. It seemed as though the birds had multiplied a thousand fold in just a few months. They swarmed around the vineyards, gorging themselves on the purple and green fruit.

The sun began to sink beneath the western horizon, and Melissa pulled off the highway and led us down a small country lane. We drove through large wrought iron gates and found ourselves in a storybook setting. Fields of bright green grass led up to gardens bursting with color.

There was a winery pressed up against the mountainside surrounded by tall redwoods and spreading ancient oaks. 
There was a large cavern extending back into the mountain, and it looked to be filled with oak casks. Dominating our field of view, though when we first rode up the paved driveway, was a large manor house.

Melissa parked her quad near the house and cut off the engine. The rest of us followed suit. I could tell this was a frequent stopping place from the familiar way Melissa and the other guards moved about the area. The other women and I stared around us in awe.

The gardens were overgrown, and weeds were beginning to peek their heads out of the pristine dark brown soil, but they were still magnificent. I couldn’t help but stare as I dismounted and helped Morgan down behind me.

“We’ll stay here the night,” Melissa said, “The clinic is another thirty miles down Highway 101. If we leave at first light, we should get there early enough to have a full day of work still.”

“What is this place?” Loren asked, walking over and clutching her bag to her chest. Her big blue eyes stared around in awe at the beauty.

“Pretty incredible, isn’t it?” Melissa said, glancing around, “Mistress Hillary knew about this place. Apparently, it was some billionaire’s private winery, liked to take friends and guests up here to wine and dine them. The wine is shit, though, but don’t worry, we brought some good stuff for dinner tonight. I think Emily was planning on cooking us a feast.”

One of the women, unloading her quad, flashed a bright grin, and held up a large box of packaged food. She and a few other women were carrying stuff up into the large 
house. I went to move off and help, but Melissa stopped me with a light hand on my elbow.

“We should work out the… logistics of this,” the rounded little redhead glanced around at the group of women and then back at me, “Just to make sure everything is fair.”

Several women nodded at that, the older and heavier. I even saw a couple shoot envious and anger tinged looks at tiny Loren and the little Asian twins.

“No,” I said, the sharpness in my voice surprising them all. Melissa’s eyes flared with shock and then jealousy when they darted over to take in the gorgeous form of Loren.

“Very well, my Lord,” The woman said, a tinge of hurt entering her voice when she said the title, “Take whomever you wish to your bed this evening. The rest of us will keep guard.”

I’d come a long way in a short amount of time, but nothing had made me more aware of just how much change had taken place inside me than right then. A couple of months ago, even a couple of weeks ago, I wouldn’t have known what to do in this situation, and my flailing attempts to fix things would have only caused more problems and jealousies.

Now though, I found myself shaking my head, a frown of disapproval finding its way onto my lips. I said nothing as I looked from Loren to Melissa and then at each of the other women. In each, I saw a pure and individual beauty, separate from their physical forms but not divorced from it entirely
.

I held each woman’s gaze until they knew the truth of my feelings. When my eyes finally got back to Melissa, all was silent and still, except the light breeze tugging at the treetops.

“We all sleep together in one room,” my words broke the subtle tension that had built up, “Go get it set up.”

“Of course, my Lord,” Melissa said, and remarkably she stood at attention and saluted before turning on her heel and marching up the steps to open up the house.

Whispered conversations sprang up, and I felt eyes on me, but I ignored them. Instead, I took my bag and headed over to the small garage with the broad array of solar panels and antenna on its roof.

I’d already pushed the women and their issues out of my mind, hoping they would work it out amongst themselves, but not really caring. Before me was something I’d been dreaming about for weeks, and as I pried open the door, I prayed there was still power being generated by the solar panels.

The door was unlocked when I entered, and inside I found a sophisticated private security system with a bank of monitors and several computer terminals. The monitors were black, but the lights turned on and off. I found the breakers. Flipping a few that had been popped over, I was rewarded by the sound of computers whirring to life and the monitors flickering on.

I pulled my laptop out of my bag and plugged it in to charge. The thing had been dead for a day, and I felt anxiety fade that I hadn’t even registered. I had to wait a few minutes before I could boot it up, but once I did, I was 
able to access my log-in scripts. Connecting the systems with ethernet, I was able to hack into the main drive and access their network.

It took longer than I would have liked to get the ports and nodes to communicate correctly. Several women came to check on me, one even setting a steaming cup of tea on a desk nearby. But I was lost in the work before me. As usual, my brain got fully engaged with the problems before me as I knocked down one after another.

Finally, I had access to a broader network and was reading reams of data that scrolled down the screens. Most were encrypted, and after a bit of investigation, I learned that the local Air Force base was responsible for the bulk of the communications happening on still existing networks.

I tried to overlay a map on the triangulated locations of their bases, but the work was too imprecise. I set it aside to be worked on later and instead tried to learn all I could from the non-encrypted communications.

The picture they began to paint was a terrifying one. The bay area had devolved into a chaotic collection of factions from Vietnamese Drug Dealers, to Mexican Gangs, to the Hipster Knitting Circle. Digging through backlogs, it appeared that the disparate groups had found an uneasy truce with one another and had repelled several attempts by the Air Force to establish control over the remaining infrastructure that still functioned in some cities.

Finding the cities too hard and dangerous to infiltrate the Air Force had instead spread north and east. Stretching from Mt. Shasta in the north to the Sierra passes in the west, and even out into the deserts of Reno. For the most part, 
conflict had been avoided. A few passes from an F-14 silencing most opposition.

All of that had changed over the past couple of days. Information was not clear, but some terrible threat had rolled up from the south, smashing anything in its way that showed even the faintest hint of resistance. Some reports said they were cannibals, clothed in scalps, and the skins of their enemies. Others claimed they were crazy women, driven mad by lust and need.

The peninsula had been routed, and even now, fires raged across Berkley and Oakland. I was reading reports from the Air Force about missing scouts, when my connection was suddenly terminated.

When I tried to log back in and was unable to, I discovered that I’d been put under a DDOS attack by someone. Cursing, I disconnected my laptop and scoured it to make sure there was no malware or viruses on it from whomever had discovered my intrusion on the network. I found a keylogger and several other viruses that had been put on my rig. I felt stupid for leaving myself vulnerable like that.

There had been little to no security for a reason. They’d wanted someone to come barreling through their network as I had, so they could peer into my system just as I had into theirs. I sat there for a long moment and thought through the problem. Finally, I stood, stuffing my laptop in my backpack and turned off all the systems.

I stepped into the large manor house and found the living room and dining room had been transformed into a massive communal bedroom. There were piled of pillows and blankets as well as mattresses dragged out of the rooms. A warm 
fire burned in the large fireplace, and several women sat around playing cards and chatting as a few more fluttered around the kitchen, putting the finishing touches on the meals.

Melissa saw my expression when I stepped in, and she picked up her gun, face hard.

“What is it?” She asked, causing the rest of the women to hush and look at me with a mixture of concern and curiosity.

“We have a problem,” I said and then proceeded to tell them all that I had learned before getting booted out of the network.

“That’s valuable information,” Melissa said, “But who cares if they kicked you out of the network?”

“If they could shut down his IP address,” said one of the Asian twins, “then they know our location or at least an approximation.”

“Exactly,” I said, “and I won’t be able to use my laptop to snoop around the networks anymore. I’ll need to get another rig. More importantly, though, there is someone out there with the resources and ability to control the information and communications in the region, and that’s incredibly powerful.”

“We should leave,” Melissa said, “Pack up and take off, find some other place to sleep.”

“I’ll get started!” Loren said, and a few other women began to start packing, but I raised my hand, drawing their attention, silence settling over the room once more
.

“They didn’t learn anything about our mission,” I said, my words quiet but hard. I saw several women look at me with new eyes as I went on, my confidence and commanding tone doing more to turn many of them on than anything else had, “and that’s the most important thing. Better for us to get a goodnight's sleep and push on early than waste half the night packing up and moving a few miles away. No, we stay here. If they send people after us, we’ll deal with it then.”

“What if it’s the Air Force, and they just bomb us out?” One of the guards asked.

“They can’t know precisely where we are,” I said, and the Asian twin nodded, backing me up, “The best they have is an approximation, and if a plane does fly overhead we’re better off inside under a roof, than riding around in the dark.”

“You’re right,” Melissa said, she pointed to two of the guards, “We’ll set a watch though. I’ll feel a lot more secure if there are eyes on the skyline.”

“Good,” I said, “Now I’m starving, what's for dinner?”

The women began to bustle in the kitchen, and a few minutes later, they came out with platters of flapjacks, crispy bacon and bowls of hot oatmeal along with fresh berries and cream. I was surprised at the breakfast spread, but it was hot and filling and hit the spot just right. We sat around and ate, quietly talking with one another. I sat next to Melissa and pressed her for information about where exactly we were headed in between flirting with the redhead and causing her to blush
.

As the meal ended, the tension in the house grew minute by minute. I could read the desire building in the women around me. I knew what they all hoped for. It was plain to see in all of their faces, especially little Loren, who sat on my other side and stroked my thigh.

“We should get some sleep,” I said loud enough for all to hear, seeing sadness and disappointment register on their faces, “We have a big day tomorrow, and I want to make sure we get there as early as possible.”

“It’s better if you’re… backed up tomorrow anyway,” Hanh said, flashing a smile to hide her disappointment, “Speaking of which, I’ll need a couple of volunteers to handle collecting Adam’s… sample. Miko, Yui, and I will be too busy for the first couple of hours.”

The Vietnamese doctor looked around and smiled in amusement when every hand went up, the women all eager to be of service. She looked to me with a raised eyebrow, and I sighed quietly. I’d been hoping to avoid this, but I knew eventually I would have to.

“Let Loren pick,” Melissa said, “She’s known you the longest. If you start picking favorites, it will just breed more jealousies and bitterness.”

The larger woman glanced down, a look of sadness clouding her features. Loren bent over and rested her hand on the other woman's, looking up at her with a warm smile.

“All will be well,” the tiny model said, and the honest kindness on her beautiful face drew tears to Melissa’s eyes when she glanced up, smiling shyly, “Hanh will need multiple samples, to be safe and there are some things I wanted to look into if there’s a spare lab.
”

I was grateful to have the evening of rest, for sleep had dragging my eyelids down for the past hour. As the women spoke with one another and paired off, planning what they would look for and loot in the town, I rolled into a blanket near the fire and felt sleep drag me down immediately.

Haunting dreams plagued my sleep, and I woke several times. The last time I awoke, I found the tiny priestess cuddled up close, the little spoon to my big. Her warmth and the cinnamon spice smell of her hair were comforting, and after that, I was able to sleep the rest of the night.
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hen I woke up, the room was still dark, with the first faint hint of morning light staining the horizon. My morning wood pressed painfully against my pants, and my balls ached with the need to relieve them. It was harder than I ever remember it being not to relieve myself or roll atop one of the dozen women scattered around me. Our mission was too critical though, and so I climbed free of Morgan’s entangling limbs and stretched.

It wasn’t until I stood outside in the cold air and shivered that my intense desire began to fade. The guardswoman who sat in a chair outside gave me a nod of greeting, her bright green eyes traveling up my body as she bit her bottom lip and gave a deep sigh before turning back to her lookout duties.

I felt a surge of lust course through me, and my hands trembled as my mind filled with images of bending the woman over right there and ravaging her body. My hands shook with desire, and the woman looked over curiously when I 
took a small step towards her. With a herculean effort, I turned away and walked down to the quads.

As I stood there, hands stuffed in my pockets, breath misting the morning air before me, I had to take deep, slow breaths in order for the mania and wild lust to calm down. I felt out of control, liable to do anything to relieve the hardness still tenting my pants.

I realized with a start that this was the first time I’d gone a full twenty-four hours without orgasming since I’d woken up. My balls felt full and swollen like I had the worst case of blue balls that ever existed.

The species imperative had changed or was changing me just as dramatically as it had the women. I struggled to sublimate the great need and finally got mastery over myself a few minutes later. It was like being an addict. My body craved the touch of others and its release so badly.

The women woke and packed quickly, and we munched on granola bars for breakfast as we loaded up the four-wheelers. We were back on the narrow road leading to the highway just as the sun began to crest the horizon.

We were just about to get onto the onramp when Melissa held up a fist halting us. We all heard the sound then and looked up in the sky to see two dark objects approaching fast. Twin fighter jets screamed over us, their jet engines filling the air with a cacophony of sound. We watched the two fighters bank and turned, scouting the area.

Without waiting for them to leave, Melissa kicked her quad into motion, and we took off down the highway. The jets passed over us several times, and I felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand up each time they did, wondering if 
rockets or weapons fire might rain down on us at any moment. Melissa seemed unconcerned, but I saw her shoulders relax when the planes flew back east.

The sprawl of civilization began about an hour later. Small towns were cropping up along the highway that grew larger and larger the further south we went. I began to grow concerned when we hit a bigger city and I saw several thin lines of smoke rising into the air. We even passed a pair of women pushing shopping carts loaded down with canned foods.

Morgan’s thin arms tightened around me when she saw the haunted looks on the women's faces, and I heard her mutter a prayer against my back. When we caught glimpses of the town through the barrier surrounding the highway, it looked grim and dangerous. There was wreckage everywhere from the winding down of society and its eventual collapse. Store fronts had been broken into, and there were large sections of town that had burnt down.

Just past the city was a small little college town that looked in far better shape. Hanh pointed when we drew near an exit on the northern edge of town, and Melissa pulled to a stop at the top of the exit ramp.

“Keep your heads on a swivel,” she said, her face a grim mask, “Anyone could be hiding in these buildings. We get to the clinic, get our work done, and get out of here.”

With a final look to make sure we all understood the danger, she gave a firm nod and motioned for Hanh to lead the way. The tall Asian took us on a winding course through the small town until we arrived in a small medical office park
.

The world man had built was beginning to edge toward the wilderness, far faster than I might have guessed. Weeds were peeking out of cracks in the pavement. The shrubs were overgrown and stretching far out onto pathways and sidewalks. The place looked abandoned, except someone had broken into the small pharmacy and ransacked it, leaving pill bottles and shattered glass strew everywhere.

Hanh led us around behind one of the long buildings, and we parked our quads. My cock ached as I felt the priestess shift against me. The girl's slender form, for perhaps the hundredth time since we’d left, sparked my lust, my dick on the verge of exploding at any moment. Then she hopped off, her little white dress swirling around her slender hips. She flashed me an impish smile and winked, her pale eyes making the sight slightly terrifying.

Hanh unlocked the doors with a set of keys, and Melissa and one of the other guards went in to make sure it was empty and safe. We all piled in minutes later and locked the doors behind up. The power was still functioning in this section of town, and we feared how long that might keep up.

Hanh took charge, ordering Miko and Yui to turn on and prep different systems. She led Loren over to a locked door and came out with several items and a box of plastic gloves and alcohol wipes. My dick throbbed when I saw the small blonde model approach.

“There are patients’ rooms down that hall,” Hanh pointed, “Get me a sample as quickly as possible, then I can begin the cleaning process.”

“How many do you need?” Loren asked
.

“Five should be enough,” Hanh flashed me a wink, “but better make it six just to be certain.”

“Melissa,” the tiny blonde model took two of the younger women and steered them into a lab, “I have something to test in here, can you handle the extraction?”

“Ummm, sure!” The redhead said, surprised and elated to be given a chance. The jealousy that had clouded her features since the night before faded somewhat, and she flashed Loren a bright smile of gratitude.

I wanted to ask Loren what it was she was testing, but Melissa had already rattled off a shortlist of names, and both she and the named women were herding me down the hallway to the patients’ rooms and offices.
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minute later, I found myself standing in a dimly lit room. There was a couch, two comfortable chairs, and the doctor’s desk. Melissa had wanted to use a patient’s room, but it had proven too small for me, her, and the three older MILF’s she brought along.

Small warm hands were pulling my clothing free as I felt my cock throb almost painfully again. I looked around at the women and saw an interesting group. Melissa was by far the youngest, somewhere in her early thirties or late twenties. Her bright blue eyes almost desperate as she pulled my raging boner out of my pants.

“Oh, my,” Melissa breathed as she ran her hand lightly down the shaft of my cock, “You’re so hard… it feels like hot steel in my hands.”

Around her were three women, each had a touch of grey in their hair, and each more stunningly beautiful than the last.

“Careful, Mija,” said a dark-haired Latina with striking dark eyes and massive cleavage as she drew Melissa’s hand away, “
Our Lord is about to explode at any moment. Let us prep the patient for the procedure.”

She flashed me a wicked grin as she and another MILF sank to their knees before me. The other woman took Melissa and drew her back to the couch. The hot redhead stared back at my dick with longing, but that quickly faded when the woman began to undress her.

“We three were nurses before,” said the second MILF who knelt at my feet, a stunningly beautiful blonde with big fake tits and perfectly styled hair, “So just relax and let us handle everything.”

“I can smell his musk…” breathed the Latina beauty. Her wet lips parted, and a vacant hazy expression fell over her face for a second. She shook the expression away and then ripped open an alcohol wipe, taking out a strange condom from a wrapper. “We have to hurry, Sylvia. I don’t know how long I can stay sane around him.”

“I know,” the blonde MILF said, licking her lips and pressing her thighs together tightly. Her eyes slowly widened when a big bead of clear precum gathered on the tip of my cock, “I can’t wait… either.”

The Latina had been about to clean my dick when the blonde leaned forward and flicked her tongue out across the sensitive tip. My toes curled, and I very nearly came right there, my mind was hazy with thoughts of lust, and I felt almost like a caged tiger. It was taking all my will power not to blast a load all over the two women’s faces. The eager looks on their faces didn’t make it any easier to hold off.

Finally, Sylvia shook herself and pressed her friend aside, before the women could do anything else. She wrapped her 
hand around my cock and squeezed tight, pinching off the nerve at the base of my cock. I felt myself get under some control as she quickly cleaned me then rolled the odd condom over my cock.

“Oh god,” Melissa moaned when she glanced back at me.

The redhead was bent over the couch, the third MILF having stripped her pants down. The gorgeous auburn-haired beauty whipped her head back over her shoulder and looked back at me with an eager grin. She pressed her cheek to Melissa’s lower back and slid her hand up between the woman’s thick thighs and began to tease her pussy, fingers working into the wet lips.

“Cum, my Lord,” Sylvia breathed as she wrapped a hand around the base of my dick.

“Yes,” hissed the blonde MILF, “give us that potent seed you beautiful boy.”

The blonde slid one hand up my stomach and chest, nails dragging lightly on the skin as her other hand joined her friends in stroking my cock. Once her hand joined in the ministration, the orgasm crashed through me. I only managed to last a few seconds under their care, and then my dick was throbbing and flooding the odd condom with copious amounts of cum.

The orgasm was so powerful that I felt lightheaded, and my knees grew weak. The blonde whipped off the condom and stood, hurrying from the office with it. Her large breasts swaying and her wide hips swishing side to side, causing my cock to throb once more
.

Looking down, I saw my cock was still rock hard, and my balls ached. Sylvia looked up at me with wide eyes and bit her bottom lip. She moved with jerky motions as she wiped my dick clean again and struggled to rip free another one of the odd condoms with an extra-large reservoir.

“My Lord is still hard,” she breathed, licking her lips as she rolled the rubber over the angry red head of my dick, “I can feel how swollen your balls are.”

The woman wrapped gentle fingers around my sack and tugged on it lightly, causing me to moan in pleasure, then I felt her hot wet mouth engulf the head of my cock. I couldn’t feel everything through the thick condom, but she sucked hard, and her lips were tight, drawing another moan from me.

“Sylvia,” said the auburn-haired woman a note of admonishment in her tone, her eyes fever bright and fingers sawing in and out of Melissa’s pink pussy, “let the girl take the next one.”

“Yes,” said the Latina beauty, pulling her thick lips off my cock with a shuddering breath, “of course.”

Sylvia stood and licked her lips, drawing me forward to Melissa, who was looking back at me and biting her bottom lip in nervous anticipation. I’d bred the woman two days before and found myself looking forward to her tight confines.

“I’ve always had a thing for young men,” Sylvia said, her throaty voice sending shivers down my back as she guided my cock into Melissa’s tight folds, “and you’re such a sexy boy… yes, Adam… god, you look so gorgeous, fucking that tiny pussy!
”

“Fuck, yes!” Melissa cried as my cock sank into her.

I gripped her wide hips and felt the shivering walls of her pussy clamp down on my cock.

“YEAHHH!!!!!”

The redhead screamed out, shocking me, and the other two MILF’s with the force of her orgasm. Shaking, she leaned back and reached up to take my head and draw my lips to hers. One of my hands slid up from her full white hip to palm one of her big soft tits. Massaging the tender flesh and pulling on her hard nipple, eliciting more moans of pleasure into my mouth.

I humped her wide ass with a frenzy. My balls still ached, and I could feel the orgasm coming hard and fast. Then I felt Melissa trembling in orgasm once more as the auburn-haired MILF teased her clit. Then my own hit me hard when Sylvia’s gentle fingers began playing with my balls.

“Oh, fuck!” I moaned and felt my dick throb as pleasure raced down my spine to my fingers and toes.

“I can feel it… bulging… cumming… again!” Melissa cried out in pleasure as she clutched me against her.

Then she collapsed to the couch, eyes rolling back into her skull, the pleasure too much for her. It was only due to Sylvia’s quick hands that the precious semen was saved. Melissa’s tight pussy almost ripped the condom off me, spilling the cum. Sylvia managed to slide the prophylactic off my dick and then leaped to her feet, a bright smile on her face as she hurried from the office.

I staggered back to the desk. My dick was finally wilting slightly, and my thoughts were clearing. Just as I was beginning 
to realize just how horny I had been and how much it had been affecting my thinking, the auburn-haired woman stood and slowly walked over to me. Her breathing came slow and ragged, and I saw a wildness in her eyes.

The woman looked around and saw that we were alone, save for the unconscious Melissa, who lay slumped on the couch. Her eyes returned to me, and she watched my face as she whipped the loose white dress over her head and dropped it to the floor.

My breath caught when I beheld her magnificent, mature body. Her breasts were large and had the perfect amount of sag to them. Her nipples were large, pink, and hard. Between her legs was a narrow ‘V’ of light fur.

“I was so mad with lust the other afternoon…” she breathed, obviously referring to our time together in the grove. I had vague memories of the woman riding me to a screaming orgasm as a young woman kissed me with wild passion.

“I didn’t realize…” she ran a gentle hand down my cheek, causing me to shiver, “How young you are. You’re the same age as my son would have been.”

Sadness flitted across her face, only to be replaced with wonder and a shyness that I found endearing. She grew embarrassed for one second, one of her hands rising to cover the slight softness in her stomach, but I gripped her wrist, stopping her.

I felt confident and in control as I brought her hand to my cock. Her soft fingers flexed on the firm flesh, and she sighed out in pleasure
.

“You’re the same age as most of my mom’s friends,” I said with a grin, releasing her hand as she stroked me slowly and reaching up to take a handful of one massive breast, “but so much hotter than any of them were.”

“Yes,” the woman hissed, eyes wide and lips trembling, “I used to dream about those young sexy boys…and now I have one… all to myself.”

Her hand reached around to grip the back of my head and pull me into a passionate kiss. I lost myself in the need and immediacy of the moment. Pulling the sexy MILF into my arms and turning to press her down onto the desk. With one arm, I swept the desk clean, and with the other lay the woman down. Her legs spread, and ankles hooked around my waist. She was sitting up and reaching down, pulling my cock into her wetness. Just as I was about to sink in, she looked around, eyes wide. Then pointed to the ground beside the couch.

“Condom, get it!”

I’d already forgotten the purpose of all of this, lust and desire driving the thoughts from my brain. Staggering and stumbling, I grabbed the condom up and saw that it was some special medical kind. Ripping open the seal, I rolled it on my cock and then moved back to the desk.

The woman’s desperate hands pulled me to her, one hand on my cock, the other on my hips. We both sighed out in pleasure as my dick filled her tight confines.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed out softly, biting her bottom lip and whimpering as my cock stretched her out, “It’s… god, it’s so much better than I remembered… than any man… mhmm… ohhh!
”

I pressed her back on the desk and picked up her legs, throwing them over my shoulders. The desk creaked alarmingly as I plowed her tight folds, but the sound couldn’t compete with the cries of pleasure the woman let out as she came on my cock. Her massive breasts swayed, and she raised her arms above her head, gripping the edge of the desk so she could meet my every thrust.

Just as I had a good rhythm going, I felt a naked body pressed against my back, and soft hand reach around my waist. Turning my head, I found the beautiful blonde standing behind me with a grin on her face. She stepped around and kissed me deeply; her pink tongue darting into my mouth as I fucked her friend.

It only took a few minutes of wild fucking for me to flood the condom with another load of cum. Melissa was up at that point, and she carted it off to the lab, while the blonde pressed me to the carpet. With shaky hands, she cleaned and coated my cock once more in the special condom, and then she was riding my cock.

My hands took up large handfuls of her ass as she cried on in pleasure. She pressed her breasts to my face and fed me one of her large inverted nipples. Her soft pussy convulsed on my cock, and I was forced to hold the women up as I drove up into her with powerful thrusts, after her orgasm. The mindless sounds of her pleasure spurring me on.
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held out for far longer this time. My mind clearing as well, in the wake of so many releases in such a short time. Then Sylvia was there, her thick lips pressing to mine and then taking another of the blonde’s nipples. The two of us suckling the sexy MILF who rode me as I once more filled the vast reservoir of the medical condom.

After a luxurious double blowjob from Sylvia and the auburn-haired MILF, who was named Veronica, I took the Latina beauty bent over and, on her knees, her friend spurring me on as I hammered her soft pussy. I loved the sight of her massive breasts swaying as I fucked her hard and fast. I filled the fifth condom, and Melissa was there to cart it off. She informed us that Hanh had already begun to inseminate one of the women she had taken as a control subject. I felt a wave of relief, and the women were giddy with excitement that our mission had already been successful.

The lust was still in me, and the scent of our lovemaking had the women randy with desire as well. As Melissa 
brought the final sample to Hanh, Sylvia, Veronica, and Jennifer, the blonde beauty, pressed me down to the carpet.

The three MILF’s took advantage of their time alone with me and gave in to the species imperative that drove them to breed and watch me breed. With Veronica between my legs, Sylvia to the left, and Jennifer to the right, the three older nurses licked and sucked my cock to steely hardness. When one wasn’t working my cock with her mouth and hand, the other two would kiss and explore one another.

“Get up,” I commanded, standing and feeling my heavy cock bob before me, “and bend over the desk.”

All three of them leaped to obey, and I once more thanked the stars for this amazing opportunity as I gazed at the three asses shaking before me, wet pussies eagerly awaiting my cock.

Stepping up to Jennifer in the middle, I shoved my cock in her depths with a single powerful thrust, causing her to cry out. The other two women looked back at me with desire filled eyes, biting their bottom lips, resting on their elbows as I fingered their pussies. Alternating between the three of them was heavenly. I filled Veronica’s womb with a big load and managed to stay hard and keep fucking them until I flooded Jennifer’s tight slit.

The two women were groggy and holding hands while Sylvia knelt before me, slowly worshipping my cock back to hardness, intent on getting a splash of seed in her womb as well.

All four of us were shocked when we heard a loud explosion from somewhere outside. Sylvia let my wet cock slip from her lips as she looked at me, nervous and curious. The door 
to the office flew open, and Melissa leaned in, fear written on her features.

“Get dressed. We have to leave quickly!”

Then she dashed down the hallway. The four of us scrambled into our clothes as Hanh and the Asian twins came dashing down the hall, three women we had come with in hospital gowns trailing them.

“What’s going on?” I asked as we met in the hall.

At that moment, there was another loud explosion, closer this time, followed by the sound of heavy machine gunfire.

“No idea,” Hanh said, shaking her head.

I could practically smell the fear coming off the women. Looking around, I finally spotted Loren and the two young women she had taken with her coming out of the lab. The tiny blonde had a triumphant look on her face, and she flashed me a proud smile when our eyes met. She opened her mouth to shout something, but right at that moment, the door banged open, and Melissa shouted at us, the sound of a jet engine screaming overhead drowning out some of her words.

“We have to go now!” The redhead’s face was stiff with tension and fear as she waved us outside to the quads, she and the two guards had already turned on.

As we raced from the building, I spotted the two fighter planes race by overhead. As I craned my neck to track their path, I heard and saw their heavy machine guns fire as it flew down in an arc. First, I felt a wave of relief that it wasn’t firing at us, then my fear spiked again when I began to ponder what it was fighting
.

Melissa led our convoy out of the parking lot and down the street. The tiny priestess having slipped in behind me, seemingly from out of nowhere, just as I was about to take off. Her slender arms gripped me tightly as we raced through neighborhoods with the fighter planes darting around overhead.

The planes made three passes, each managing to fire off rockets at their targets, causing massive explosions in the southern part of town. On the third pass, just as we were entering back onto the highway, there was a deeper boom, and a terrible tearing sound as the lead jet was blown out of the sky. Falling in a smoking heap of twisted steel.

Melissa pulled to a stop at the top of the curving ramp, giving us a good view for miles in all directions. That’s when we saw the line of tanks and armored vehicles rumbling their way up the highway. Several columns of smoke trailed into the air behind them.

Even as we spotted them, someone in the armored convoy saw us, and a signal went up. We watched a dozen motorcycles, and several Humvees dart forward, racing up the highway towards us.

Above us, the lone jet banked, hitting its afterburner and racing away towards the eastern horizon to be replaced by two more flying towards us. I looked at Melissa and saw her face was green with fear. There was no way we could outrun all of them.

“Priestess, Plan B,” the redhead barked out the command and pointed to Loren, Sylvia, and two other women quickly, “Go with them. Get the Lord back to the Grove safe. We’ll lead those fucking bitches on a wild goose chase!
”

“Wait,” I said, but the women were already moving. The priestess slithered around my waist like a monkey, and before I knew it had control of the quad. I was forced to grab onto her waist and hold tight as she threw the quad into gear.

As Melissa took off north up the highway, Morgan drove us down into the town’s streets, hoping to lose our pursuers there. As we raced up the narrow streets, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of deja-vu. Once more, I was on the run from an army of women gone mad by the species imperative only this time there was no Vanessa and Nadia to help me fight my way free of the situation. I felt a creeping dread as the sun slowly sank to the horizon, and the tiny priestess led us on a winding path deeper into the heart of this strange town.
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T

he little white-haired priestess tore through the small town’s narrow streets, the sounds of jet engines screaming past overhead. My heart hammered in my chest as I was thrown side to side on the back of the quad, forced to reach back and grip the steel bars on the back to hold myself down because the tiny priestess was far too light to hold me.

“What’s Plan B?” I called against the wind but if the girl heard me she gave no sign, eyes intense as she wove us between abandoned cars, flicking off our headlights, darkness engulfed us and with a shock I realized the four quads Melissa had sent with us were no longer following. “Hey! Where are you taking us?!”

Still, the girl gave no indication she’d heard me. We were in a narrow residential street; the houses packed in close together, their overgrown yards creeping across the sidewalks and into the street, creating bushes between dusty cars. Reaching over the slender priestess, I gripped the handlebars and pressed the brake slowing us down
.

“No one’s chasing us,” I growled, looking back, “we have to go back and find Loren and the others.”

“You’ll only bring disaster on your smart little friend if you go to her now,” Morgan said, her haunting voice soft as she leaned back against me, her body oddly relaxed, “The next part won’t be easy, especially on you, but they have to see you, to experience the truth. Before they will realize they’ve been fed lies.”

“Who?” I asked, confused and frightened, lost in a strange town with darkness surrounding us and the sounds of small weapons fire off in the distance. Overhead the jets still flew around, and somewhere in the darkness a helicopter’s blades thumped.

“The last piece of our puzzle,” the priestess said with typical vagueness, “If they find you, they’ll eat you. They think that’s where you power lies. It’s madness, but… they’re mad. Come,” she said, slipped her diminutive hands beneath mine and taking over the controls again, “they’re waiting, and I need something from you before they take us.”

“If they’re going to eat me and they’re waiting, why are we going to them?” I asked, “You’re fucking infuriating girl.”

“I know,” she said flashing a charming smile up at me, her tiny, tight little butt rubbing against my crotch, causing me to shift uncomfortably as I began to respond, “The place is nearby… are you as excited as I am?”

“About what?!” I nearly roared as she took us up into an expensive residential neighborhood.

“To commune with the goddess.
”

The fervent faith shining on the girl’s face once again unsettled me and I worried she might be a madwoman. The neighborhood zipped past, and the town faded behind us, along with the sounds of the helicopter and gun fire. The road wound up into thick forested hills and I wondered just where in the hell this girl was taking us. Scenting the sea on the wind, I grew curious when the white-haired priestess pulled off the main road and through a twisted and bent set of steel gates.

We drove up into a strange private property. I wanted to look around at the odd little bungalows, statues and lean-tos chaotically strewn around the hillside, but something at the top of the hills called to me. I leaned forward on the back of the quad; the priestess pressed firmly against my torso, her delicate little form conforming to my body, firm ass gently grinding into my cock.

The grove of oak, redwood and maple parted as the hillside rose in smooth grass covered slopes to a rounded peak topped by a massive spreading oak tree. Ignoring signs and driving right over the walking paths, the priestess drove our quad right up to the edges of the great oak tree. There, hidden amongst her branches, out of our sight but not our minds was… something. Something vast and unknowable.

Dismounting, I stared up, eyes trying to pierce the darkness of the dense canopy enshrouded by night. Though I convinced myself I saw something, there was nothing to give evidence to what I felt. Only a smell that filed the air. Like freshly turned earth and molding leaves mixed with fresh morning dew.

“I said you would find faith and wisdom on this journey,” Morgan the Priestess of the Goddess said, her thin legs 
flashing as she walked up the last few feet of slope, gazing up at the spreading oak trees limbs, “Wisdom I can’t help with but your faith… we can do something about that.”

“We?” I asked, following after the young woman and feeling an unnatural peace settling over me.

“The goddess and I, silly,” the girl said, turning and flashing a bright smile back at me, “Do you recognize this place at all?”

Drawing up short by her change in topic, I glanced down the hill’s slope and took in the ancient grove of trees and odd buildings with a frown.

“No,” I said with a shake of my head, “am I supposed to?”

“This,” the white-haired priestess said, spinning and waving her hands, indicting everything, “was once the heart of the Patriarchy.” I raised an eyebrow, but she grinned, nodded, “It’s true. The Bohemian Grove saw more men of power and influence over the last two centuries than any other piece of land upon this earth. Right here was where they made deals that broke our environment and ultimately unleashed the Man-Slayer Flu that brought us all here.”

I frowned wanting to argue with her but who was I to say it wasn’t true? The girl certainly believed it, and the sense of terrible loss I felt all around me only confirmed it.

“What is this?” I asked in a hushed voice, waving a hand about and indicating the tree and presence above us.

The girl flashed me another wide grin and stood on her tiptoes like a ballerina, hands raising above her head in a languid stretch that pulled her white dress tightly against her slender body. Mouth going suddenly dry, I found my 
eyes were unable to part from the sublime curves of her young body. Feeling a wave of shame, I shook my head.

“Stop that,” I said, anger pushing the shame away.

“Stop what we both want?” The girl asked, her voice having lost some of its eerie quality and gaining a throaty, breathy quality that put heat in my veins, “I told you already, Adam, you’re going to have to shed those tired old morals if you’re to help the Goddess forge a better world. But if nineteen’s too young for you…” her eyes flashed in the darkness, gaining a pale luminescence that raised the hairs on the back of my neck and arms, “We both know that’s not the case… so help me sanctify this land in your name Adam.”

“You’re speaking riddles,” I said, taking an involuntary step forward, the darkness beneath the tree parting as Morgan drew closer. The dress was still plastered to her body, large areola and nipples pressing against the thin material in a way that put steel in my manhood. Not to mention the way the dress pressed to her slender thighs, bending in where thighs met.

I’d always thought the young woman cute, but her madness had made it impossible to see her in such a way. There was no madness in her eyes now, and the look she gave me was frank and appraising. The curves of her slender body weren’t youthful, and the more I looked, the more I could see the truth. Tiny wrinkles at the corners of her eyes and mouth were at odds with the innocent beauty.

“She chose you Adam,” the priestess breathed, “She chose others too but they’ve failed or are failing… It’s a big world but we have to put this little corner to rights before we fix the rest. You see that right?” I didn’t know what she was ta
lking about, but the breathless quality of her voice and the hypnotic sway to the young woman’s hips as she slowly approached sent a heat in my veins I’d grown used to feeling.

“She is love, Adam. The Goddess is love. Love in all its forms and from your seed springs forth a new race… a better race…”

The smell of freshly turned earth swelled in my nostrils and I looked over my shoulder with a quick glance, the feeling of another presence there was so strong. Something tickled my ankle, and I glanced down, shouting and hopping when I saw tall, thick green grasses growing all the way up to the base of the oak tree. They seemed to shoot up inches in the seconds I watched.

“What the fuck?!” I shouted, but warm hands closed on mine and once more peace stole through me and I stopped backing away. Looking into Morgana’s strange silver eyes, I felt such an overwhelming desire to take her that I was laying the slender young woman back on the soft grasses before I’d even realized what I’d done.

“I’m… sorry,” I breathed, but we both knew I wasn’t, the hands sliding up the girl’s slender thighs told the truth of my needs.

“You feel… ohh! You feel an edge of their madness… their need… It’s finally happening… my Adam… my love!”

I knew what she spoke of because it was increasingly hard to think straight, desires and lusts driving into my mind and corrupting the thoughts in strange ways. Anger and frustration met the girl’s giggling laughter as I finally drew the dress over her head
.

White hair floating around her head as if it was lighter than air, I finally beheld the angel in her true form. I don’t know how I could have missed the perfect slender body hidden beneath the thin dress, right before my eyes all this time. Swallowing hard, trying to moisten my dry tongue, I ran gentle hands down her silky-smooth skin, feeling a shiver pass through her body at the touch.

“You’re so beautiful,” I breathed, the moon’s silver light reaching through the tree above to highlight firm nipples and her perfectly elongated naval.

“I’m only half the beauty,” Morgan sighed, her lips curling as her fingers found the front of my pants, the buttons parting as if by magic, “half the love… Come my lord… my hero and husband… take me… Plow my fields with your seed and sanctify these grounds in her name… in your name… Ohhhh, you’re so hard for me… so hard it’s aching.”

Her delicate little lips curled further as I groaned in need. Her tiny hand stroked down my cock, tightening around the base and drawing me forward. Thin legs parting, I realized I was naked as well, the cool evening breeze caressing my bare cheeks as the girls’ hands gripped my ass and pulled me between her legs.

“Goddess!” The girl cried, her wet sex, tighter than any I’d felt as she drew me in, “Witness!”

I felt her innocence part before my throbbing cock and then the madness stole my thoughts away once more and I became a rutting lustful beast. I was man made flesh. All need, desire and the strength to take it from the delicate little flower beneath me. She was innocence and desperate beauty, eager to sate and slake my burning needs
.

The grove beneath us writhed, roots twisting around the rickety structures, wood and steel snapping as branches shook in angry winds. The earth itself cried out in retribution to the damage done to her, real and imagined on behalf of my species. The wildness of testosterone flooded my system, and it was a struggle not to let the anger overcome my desire. Anger at a world gone mad, at the race of man for ignoring the destruction of this beautiful blue and green world.

Lights buzzed around my head as I gripped the young woman’s slender body tight, my hips driving into her again and again to the sounds of our mingled cries of pleasure. The lights were fireflies; I realized with shock, something I’d only ever seen back east. As my balls tightened and I felt the orgasm sweeping through me, unable to hold it off, colorful flowers trembled all around us. Their pinks, yellows, purples and golds muted under the moonlight, but the scent of them nearly overwhelming.

“Please… my Lord … Complete the bargain! Oh Goddess! I feel you!”

The girl’s narrow sex clutched at my cock, the walls of her pussy milking me as the orgasm hit her hard. A burst of juices flooded my crotch as she gushed, then I was flooding her womb with my seed. Stars appearing before my vision as my toes curled, sensations of almost painful pleasure raced along every nerve.

We held one another for long minutes, the grasses, flowers, and buzzing insects crowding in close but respectful of the moment Morgan and I shared. Laying on our sides, I couldn’t help staring into her pale eyes, feeling another shiver run down my spine at the knowing look in hers
.


What dreams has this strange young woman had?
 I thought, What prophesies lie within her head about my future?


I almost opened my mouth to ask, and from the amused, knowing look on her face, the priestess knew what I wanted to ask. Instead of asking, I let the hand on her hips slip down and grip her firm little ass, pulling her close. The girl let out a giggle of delight as I rolled her beneath me, pressed her down into the earth as I slipped back into her.

We made slow love under the spreading oak tree so many times I lost count. I should have been worried about Loren, Hahn, and the others, amongst so many other things, but stress and worry seemed so far away. We slept for an hour or two but woke with lust flooding our veins and were at it like jack rabbits once more. For hours we made love in every position conceivable, leaving no part of the other’s body free of touch, tongues or cum before passing out one last time.





Chapter 37









I

woke as if from the most amazing dream. Cradled in a cocoon of soft grasses, I sat up, yawning, and looked around in stupefaction. The gnarled old grove we’d ridden into the night before had been transformed overnight.

The trees had all flourished, their branches spreading and laden with heavy fruit. Where bare ground had been the night before, nothing growing underneath the oak trees or well-trodden trails, now it was all covered in lush dark green grasses and wildflowers of every color imaginable. The smells and sights were staggering, and I rose to my feet on unsteady legs, not sure if I was still dreaming or not.

Turning around, I staggered and nearly tripped on the long grasses twisted from me sleeping on them. The old spreading oak from the night before hadn’t been immune to the changes as well. Leaves once dark green and lovely were now a pale pink and soft, like cherry blossoms, but still shaped like oak leaves. The limbs were strong yet supple, 
bending with a grace rarely seen in the dense trees, and each was laden with fat black acorns.

Walking forward, bare feet parting the thick, soft grasses, I reached up and plucked down one fat acorn. Seeing that it was unlike any acorn I’d ever seen before. The cup was flakey and so pale as to almost be white, giving off a sweet citrus smell. The nut was a deep black and dense.

Mind in a fog, either from my wild night with the priestess and lack of sleep, or the odd mélange of perfumes reaching me from all the wildflowers. Not really thinking, I popped the acorn in my mouth and moaned in dreamy bliss as I chewed and swallowed the delicious bite. The flavors were an explosion in my mouth, especially the nut which tasted rich and creamy while the nut had a pastry like quality to it. (Is one of these nuts supposed to be a cup?)

Turning to offer another to Morgan, I looked around the hillside in puzzlement. Slower than it should have, it dawned on me the young woman and the two quads were missing. I didn’t panic at first, in fact stress and worry still felt distant and difficult to imagine. Walking to the great oak tree’s trunk I rested a hand on the rough silvery surface and felt a great presence fill my mind, sharing with me a single overwhelming emotion.

Love.

Stepping back, I noticed my hand had left an impression on the trunk’s surface, a large smooth handprint surrounded by radiating fractal patterns. My puzzlement fading, I walked out from under the spreading limbs and looked up at the glittering spot high in the heavens. It was only then that the 
steady thwump, thwump, thwump
 of helicopter blades reached me.

The peaceful lassitude faded, and I felt the edges of real panic as the four Blackhawk helicopters swept down from the clouds. Each had a door gunner with a massive machine gun swinging this way and that, filling me with terror every time one of those 50 caliber muzzles swept over me.

There was nowhere for me to run. The grove offered nowhere to hide except beneath a tree, and those machine guns would make short work of the wood. Without the quad I couldn’t hope to escape before they caught me, so I stood, letting the peace of the great oak push back the feeling of betrayal and terror.

Morgan abandoned me to this fate. I couldn’t deny the fact as two attack helicopters landed on the lower slopes of the hillside. The other two flying around us overhead on lookout and ready to cut down any they spotted.

A tall woman with close cropped silver hair, and a uniform festooned with badges stepped off one of the Blackhawks with a familiar grace. Her cold hard eyes locked on mine and I saw them widen, dropping to take in my nakedness before hardening further. I thought she’d approach, but instead she barked an order and two squads hopped out of the helicopters.

Ten women dressed in combat fatigues and loaded down with weapons and ammunition. Most had grenades dangling from their belts and a few were lugging around heavy machine guns. They fanned out with practiced and efficient movements, muzzles sweeping the hilltop as they advanced on me
.

I saw several give shocked starts when they first beheld my nakedness, but their discipline was iron hard. That is until they’d pushed passed the wild winds kicked up by the propeller blades and I saw the effects of the Goddesses’ Grove hit their senses.

The first to be affected was a hatchet-faced woman with twisted teeth who’d come within a dozen feet of me. Her eyes grew suddenly wide and her limbs slack. I watched the rifle tumble from suddenly nerveless fingers as she gazed at me with a strange awe. As another woman drew near, her face gaining the same mixture of awe and love, the first fell to her knees, tears streaming down her cheeks.

The report of a pistol barking followed by the explosion of blood from the hatched-faced woman’s shoulder sent a ripple of shock through the nine other soldiers, and with growls of anger they shook off the Grove’s effects as much as they could. I opened my mouth to speak as the women were preparing to rush me, but as soon as I did, I saw fear etch their faces and a small dark-skinned woman depressed the trigger in a pressurized gun and I felt something thump into my gut painfully.

Looking down in shock, I plucked a syringe from my belly just as a sweeping lassitude stole through me. Knees striking the soft grasses, I fought to hold on to consciousness as rough hands grabbed me up, two women carrying me by elbows and knees as the world tilted wildly before my eyes. The grim face of the woman in charge loomed before my swiftly closing eyes, and I saw a speculative expression on her face before darkness swept my mind under
.


Awareness returned
 with agonizing slowness as I swam free of the drug induced stupor. The room I woke in was dimly lit, and the walls white. Tying to sit up, I felt straps holding down my torso, arms and legs. Chest tight with panic, I struggled to pull myself free to no avail.

Gasping in a deep lungful of air, I looked around, panic changing into dread as I saw I lay in the center of a lab. One wall was filled with books, binders and folders of paperwork and research, while the other had three large tables pushed up against it. The tables covered in an impressive collection of lab equipment and glassware.

I’d been stuck in a lab like this before. Poked and prodded by doctors and scientists when they’d discovered my resistance to the Man-Slayer Flu. That experience had been more or less voluntary. I’d hated being locked up to be poked and prodded, but I’d felt of service.

Every day I’d hear reports of the mounting body counts and the struggle of governments to keep up with the burnings and disposal. Every day the doctors and scientists around me would change as more and more passed away. The females were all dealing with crippling emotional strain, or their own sicknesses, and eventually I’d woken one morning to find myself alone.

This time I wasn’t here voluntarily, and I certainly wasn’t going to be left alone. Turning my head, I felt wires hanging from my skull and reaching towards a machine on a cart behind me. Colorful lights blinked, and a tracer raced across a screen, bouncing up and down as it registered my brain waves
.

The back wall was dominated by a large mirror, and I suspected there were observers on the other side. The font of the lab had two separate doors that were shut. Pulling at the arm straps again, I saw I couldn’t even get my hands to reach far enough over to tough my pants pockets. Glancing around one last time, I spotted my beat-up backpack sitting on a chair in the corner.

The familiar sound of an airlock hissing came to me, and I watched the door swing inwards a moment later with growing trepidation. The figure that stepped in was familiar to me as well, if not the person, then their plastic yellow HazMat suit. The face peering out of the clear plastic facemask set into the air-tight suit was hidden beneath a second mask that covered everything but her bright green eyes and dark hair.

A second woman stepped into the room and I felt my heart hammering as my eyes drank in the sight of her. I’d been surrounded by women for the past few weeks, many of them quite beautiful. Loren used to be an Instagram model and several others have been women of breathtaking beauty, but none had the raw animal magnetism this woman had.

The woman wasn’t tall, but she held herself is thought she owned the room, or perhaps the whole building, head back and chin up. Her hair swept back from a smooth brow, hanging long and straight down her back. The blonde hair was thick and lustrous, lightly curled and bouncing with a vitality rarely seen in product drenched hair. Her face was exquisitely featured with a bold nose and big gorgeous eyes that felt like they peered directly into my soul.

If her gorgeous face gave me pause, it was the perfection of her body, set into dramatic relief by the lacy black negligee. 
The first thing I noticed were her breasts, so large and round I thought they must be fake until I saw them sway and wobble naturally. Then it was the smooth perfection of her stomach, leading down to firm round hips and an ass so tight you could bounce a quarter off it without effort.

Her small bra and panties were covered by a lacy black top and skirt that was more underwear than outfit, and I couldn’t help my body’s response to the woman’s incredible looks. The woman had clearly been the most beautiful creature in any room she’d ever been in and took my drooling stare as her due. The thing she hadn’t been ready for was being confronted by the power of my pheromones and I saw her confident grin slip, face softening and pupils dilating as she drew in a deep breath through her nose.

“Hello Adam,” came a muffled voice from inside the HazMat suit, “I’m Dr. Fredrickson. How are you feeling this morning?”

I kept my lips sealed as the woman in the suit stepped over to one of the table and picked up a metal tray. Taking up a terrifyingly long syringe and needle, she approached me slowly. The other woman still standing near the door, now shifting nervously from foot to foot.

“What are you doing?” I asked as the suit wearing woman approached me with the needle.

“Just taking some blood is all,” the rubberized plastic suit creaked as she bent, cold gloves rolling my arm so she could access the vein, “The doctor would like a reading if your hormones before the procedure and another one after.”

“What procedure?” I asked, stomach sinking as I imagined what kinds of tortures they had in store for me
.

“I’ll let the doctor explain what she wants,” the woman said, then she whispered voice just reaching me through her, “Vanessa sends a message… stay strong.”
 I gave a start of surprise, but the woman was quick to hide it with a stab of the needle into my arm. “Toughen up Adam, it couldn’t have hurt that bad. Doctor, he’s all yours.”

I stared after the woman as she turned with her blood-filled syringe back to the lab table. I watched her carefully pop the needle off and place the vial into a test tube. I would have continued to watch her, happy to ignore the gorgeous woman whose phenomenal figure threatened to drag my eyes to her at any moment like a lodestone. Just as I was failing, manhood throbbing as I turned back to the stunning blonde, the intercom clicked on with a brief static burst.

“Welcome, Mr. Reynolds,” came a voice with a strong English accent, “to my laboratory. I trust your travels have been exciting?”

“What the fuck’s going on?” I asked, eyes locking on the blonde woman’s pale green, noticing from the slight wrinkles at the corners she must be older than the mid-twenties she looked. As the voice spoke over the intercom in answer, those pale eyes burned with an inner fire, her lips curling into an eager grin.

“You’re being held for your own safety in a secure facility, Mr. Reynolds,” the voice went on, “I am Dr. Ranja Khatri, a genetic researcher and immunologist for many years at the CDC. I assure you Mr. Reynolds you couldn’t be in better care. My colleague, Natalie, will perform a series of tests with you over the next hour. I trust you’ll bear with us as these could prove most efficacious in discovering the root cause.
”

“Tests?” I asked, swallowing hard then her last words sparked my curiosity, “Root cause of what?”

“Of why you’re the only other cure we’ve found for the madness plaguing our race these past few months. Nurse you may begin when ready, the diagnostics have all been fully calibrated to young Adam.”

“What other cure is there?” I asked, but the intercom clicked off and it was the gorgeous nurse who answered, her big round boobs swaying as she stepped closer to the table I was strapped to.

“I think it’s the lust that drives us mad,” Natalie said. Even her voice was rich and gorgeous, sending shivers down my spine, “and so do most others. I don’t know when we started it, but the Femme Forces made it a part of unit discipline. Every morning, noon and night,” she licked her lips, eyelids heavy as she stepped up beside the table and leaned down, giving me a glorious sight between those hanging orbs of hers. “We masturbate… dreaming of the things we’re going to do to our man once we get him… How we’re going to be bred… how full it will feel.”

The sound of wet fingers playing with a pussy reached my ears and I realized the woman was masturbating under the table, outside of my sight. I’d completely forgotten the HazMat suit woman as my blonde goddess’s eye lids fluttered in bliss, face slack as she pleasured herself and let her eyes wander down to my throbbing manhood. The grin that stole over her face nearly made me cum right there.

“Do you think I’m beautiful?” The woman asked, eyes locked on the throbbing tip of my cock as she stood up 
straight, hand leaving her sex as she ran both up her body, caressing her perfect figure.

“Yes,” I managed to say, leather straps straining as I unconsciously reached for her.

“And you consent to me tasting this glorious cock of yours?” Her eyes flared when the illicit word passed between her lips and I laughed at her innocence.

“Is that what you dreamed of?” I asked, surprising myself at the calmness of my own voice as I stared at one of the great beauties left alive. “Have you missed giving head?”

“Yes!” This time it was her turn to give a strangled moan, knees trembling and hands, once so confident as they caressed her breasts, now trembled, one on the edge of the table the other creeping between her legs.

“Then what’s stopping you?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.





Chapter 38









T

he woman’s moan of desire sent a thrill through me, and I watched in awe as she ran a hand across the table and over my hip. Her slender fingers encircled my cock, and I drew in a sharp hiss of pleasure as her soft lips slipped over the fat head. My arms strained against the restraints as I struggled to touch the woman’s perfect curves as watching her bend beside me, sucking my cock was a special kind of torture.

I was shocked at how poor her skills were, my cock losing a touch of hardness when I felt her fumbling motions. Natalie moaned, turning hot eyes on me and lowering her breasts until they grazed my arm. One grasping hand clutched the surprisingly firm flesh, and she grinned around my cock as it hardened. My balls throbbed as I caressed the perfect tit, fingers pulling at the lacy material until I could pinch her pink nipples, then the orgasm hit me.

Moaning in happy delight, Natalie swallowed my seed as quickly as she could, fingers gathering up what she missed and pushing it into her thick lips. The restraints creaked as I 
once against tried to reach for her as the beautiful woman stood, one dainty finger pushing the last bit of my seed into her pursed lips.

“Excellent work Nurse. If you’ll retire to the holding room, we can begin your processing,” the intercom clicked off and the nurse bent low, planting a lingering kiss on my lips and flashing me a delighted smile before turning to go.

The HazMat wearing woman approached with another long needle and syringe. Cringing away from the big needle she bent low and as the door opened, Natalie departing, she whispered in my ear quietly once more just as the needle stabbed home.

“Just endure these tortures for a few days,” the words tumbled over one another quickly, “The cure is almost complete!”

Stepping back, the woman made way for the next woman to enter. This one was smaller than the last, with finely chiseled features and a powerful frame. She was almost as beautiful though, with stunning features and pert breasts and ass.

“I hope you appreciate the trouble we’ve gone through to acquire you presentable test subjects, Mr. Reynolds,” came the accented voice over the intercom. “Now if you have any trouble achieving an erection so soon after your last release please inform Dr. Fredrickson and she will administer a specially prepared aphrodisiac. No need to be shy Mr. Reynolds, one way or another every one of our subjects must imbibe a dram straight from the source before we can begin the breeding.
”

“How many?” I asked, watching the beautiful little dark-skinned woman trembling and shivering, wetness dripping down her thighs as she inhaled my pheromones.

“There are a hundred outside in the hanger,” the little woman said in a high pitched almost girlish voice, her purple negligee doing little to hide the firmness of her body or the hardness of her nipples, “well there were, ninety-eight now I suppose.”

“A hundred…?” I asked, voice faint as the woman flashed an eager grin and bent low, sucking my cock deep down her throat, “Ohhh fuck… mmmhmm damn that’s… ohhh… good.”

The woman had an incredibly talented mouth and worked her hands into the blowjob. Smearing the slick saliva from the back of her throat all over the long shaft of my cock as she stroked it in light fingers, teasing it.

“Good baby,” the woman purred in her high voice, “you lay there and enjoy this… I’ll make sure you never forget Jean Washington.”

Her dark brown eyes flared as she took me deep, throat cupping the head of my cock as she nursed on it, tongue reaching out to slither around my balls. I wanted to drop my head and let my eyes roll back in my skull, but I couldn’t stop watching the incredible sight of her worshipping my rock hard dick.

Jean slipped a small hand between her legs, the gap between her thighs making it plain to me her fingers were hard at work driving in and out of her pussy and in seconds she was cuming hard. The sight was so hot I rewarded her with a large heaping mouthful of my cum she swallowed 
with moans of pleasure, licking every last bit and sucking me back into her throat despite my protests and not releasing me until the doctor came back on the loudspeaker to send her off.

“Let me know if you need the aphrodisiac injection,” came the muffled voice from inside the HaxMat suit as the woman once more drew a vial of blood.

Then a beautiful college age redhead stepped into the room. The girl had pale skin covered in freckles and blushed prettily when she saw me strapped to the table naked. Sparing a shy glance for the doctor whose suit covered back was to her, the girl hurried over to my side.

When she did, I was given the treat of watching her massive hanging breasts sway and bounce. The things nearly hung below her naval and were so big it looked like she might tip over, even with her little belly, wide hips and big round ass. It was like seeing a cartoon character in the flesh and the coed only added to the image when she let out a ditzy giggle and staring dreamily at my cock wrapped her hand and lips around it without even meeting my eyes.

“Jesus!” I hissed, the young woman’s massive breasts pressing against my arm and side as she bent over, the heat almost as pleasant as her warm mouth.

Like my first visitor, this girl was a poor cock-sucker. In fact, from her rough teeth and harsh gags as she tried to shove my cock far too deep, too quickly, I sensed she was a novice and probably a virgin.

“Slower,” I ordered, my voice gentle but firm, “explore it with your tongue… ahh yes like that… mmmhmm that feels good.
”

“Does it?” the girl asked, her bright blue eyes glancing up to meet mien shyly, “Tell me what you want… what you like.”

So I did.

In short commands, I coached the girl into earning her first mouthful of cum, warning her before I flooded her mouth. Her eyes shone in delighted pleasure as she moved back until just the tip was within her lips, tongue teasing the slit as she sucked hard. Her moan set another throb of pleasure through my cock and I watched her swallow hard.

“Mhmm… it tastes sweet,” the girl said in surprise, “mom said it would be gross and salty.”

“Thank you, Private Higgins,” came the Doctor’s voice over the loudspeaker, “You can send Mrs. Higgins in now.”

The girl saw the look pass over my face and her grin widened, pink tongue snaking out to lick her lips.

“She’s going to be pleasantly surprised,” raising her eyebrows, lips pressed together in a delighted smile the girl slipped out of the room.


“Be strong, my Lord ,”
 whispered the doctor as she drew my blood once more.

Then the door was closing, and a fourth woman entered. This woman was the oldest so far, with a few faint touches of grey in her hair but no less a stunning beauty than the others. She wore a large golden cross between her massive pale breasts, and the lacy garments she wore were almost conservative compared to the other three. Covering most of her torso but leaving the tops of her mammoth breasts exposed
.

“Sarah took seven minutes,” the woman breathed as she stepped up to the table, one hand reached out and caressing my body, before snaking down to gather my soft cock, “Have you taken the aphrodisiac?”

I shook my head, heart beating harder as I noticed the resemblance to her daughter in the nose and eyes, not to mention the stunning curves of her body.

“Mmmm good,” she purred, “Momma wants to know she’s still got it.”

I opened my mouth, not sure what I was going to say, but she didn’t give me the chance. Bending low and filling my right hand with one of her breasts; the woman’s eyes never left mine as her puffy lips slipped over my cock and down, tongue snaking around the underside as she took more and more of me until her nose nestled against skin and my whole body melted into the table.

“Hhmmmm,” her low hum, more a purr than anything else, sent shivers of pleasure up and down my spine and then she really got to work.

Rising and falling with elegant motions, her puffy lips caressing every sensitive part of my glands, she sucked harder than most and I felt my balls throbbing in the moment. I held out as long as I could, but in the end the woman’s consummate skill won her a massive mouthful of cum.

Like the first woman, it was so big she couldn’t swallow it all and had to lick and kiss up much from my stomach and balls, taking her time. Finally, the doctor came over the intercom again and the mother left, another taking her place. Once more blood was drawn and I began to worry 
just how much I could afford to lose. These women seemed intent on draining my body of all its fluids.

The fifth woman was a delicate little Japanese lady who spoke in a thick accent and was shy around my cock. It took her long minutes to work up the courage to take me in her hands, but once she’d gotten a sample of my pre-cum a fire was lit in her and I saw the wild side, she struggled to bury down deep. One hand jerking me hard, she sucked for all her life as the other hand stuffed four fingers between her tiny thighs; the wet sounds, more than her fiery mouth, coaxing a load of cum from my balls.

The next woman was a wickedly beautiful Latina with soft breasts and thick red lips. She had me hard in a minute and was swallowing a big load soon after. Again, and again they came, my body responding to each, though my flesh began to tire, growing sore and stinging.

Though I asked for a break, the doctors gave me none, offering a cold glass of water as the only respite I had from the endless stream of women. Those who came in were all beautiful and increasingly eager, some even desperate to make their few minutes with me count. The species imperative worked its will upon me too, my manhood never flagging accept in the wake of a particularly powerful and copious orgasm.

I couldn’t say how long the torture of pleasure unending lasted but at some point, I couldn’t keep my eyes open and the HazMat wearing doctor injected me with a drug that put me under. When I woke the scene repeated itself again, the only change being my flesh had had a chance to heal and my balls to refill with potency
.

Every woman brought into the lab was young enough to bear children. Black, brown, Hispanic, Asian and everything in between were ushered through in between withdrawals of my blood. I lay there locked in place, the restraint an added torture, as the women sucked, slurped, licked and stroked my cock until they could swallow at least a solid spurt of my seed.

I suspected what was coming next but blessedly was allowed another drug induced rest before they transferred me to another room.
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W

hen I woke the third time, I found myself free of the restraints and able to free to move around a small apartment. It was an odd, windowless space, still with the large mirror dominating the wall opposite the doorway. The furniture was new and comfortable, a couch, footrest, and several chairs. All of which were covered in far too many pillows and floral patterns of pastel colors.

The bed I’d woken up on was larger than a king size mattress and thicker, shoved into the corner and set right on top of a box spring it looked out of place. Especially with the piles of soft comforters set all around the base as if someone was expecting to have a slumber party. I was about to walk over and knock on the door when the intercom buzzed with the familiar static hiss.

“Mr. Reynolds, how are you feeling this afternoon?”

“A bit lost,” I muttered, “and hungry.
”

In truth, I wasn’t that hungry, but my stomach felt empty, like I’d been surviving off an IV for a couple days.

“I will have a meal brought in for you. Is there anything else you require?”

“Yea,” I said, turning to loot at the large mirror and frowning, “Could you tell me what’s going to happen next?”

“You’re an invaluable resource, Mr. Reynolds,” Dr. Khatri said, in her cultured British accent, “and the ultimate expression of that value is in promotion of offspring. We tried inseminating women with your seed after surgical extraction but after a dozen failed attempts the consensus amongst the few scientists, we have left was to replicate the experience of the one example we have.”

“Who?” I asked, heart seizing to learn they’d taken one of my women, but the doctor went on as if she hadn’t heard me.

“The Colonel has her own ideas about men and whether you should be trusted to remain free of your restraints. I’ve managed to convince her that you can be trusted to cooperate, with the understanding that if you don’t we’ll be forced to put you under and perform drug induced erections.” There really wasn’t a choice, and the woman knew it, “Take heart Mr. Reynolds, think of it as a dream come true.”

“Instead of forced labor?”

I mumbled it under my breath, heart already picking up its pace in anticipation of the day to come, flooding blood into my nether regions. Cracking my neck side to side, I drew in a deep breath and wondered how long Vanessa and Nadia planned to take before we could escape this odd hell
.

Five minutes later I was sitting on one of the chairs, letting my mind wander, when the door buzzed and swung inwards. Three women pushed a rickety metal cart in with four trays of food on it. The food looked like upscale cafeteria fare with fried chicken, mashed potatoes, greens and a platter heaped with fresh biscuits.

My eyes turned round as saucers when I saw the food, and my stomach rumbled. Fried chicken was one of my favorites, and I didn’t realize how much I’d missed it. Stealing a glance through the shutting door, I saw a long airlock outside and another two doors at the far end. One of which looked similar to one of the airlock doors outside of the last lab.

Filing the information away, I turned a wide smile on the three women who’d brought the food in. I recognized them vaguely from earlier in the first test day, but couldn’t have placed them for the life of me. There’d just been too many over the past, however many days it had been.

“Have a seat, Adam,” a stunning older blonde said, patting the spot on the couch next to her, “wouldn’t want you getting an upset stomach from standing and eating.”

“We know the situation is strange,” said a second almond skinned woman with darkly angled eyes, “but this is the safest place for you, it really is.”

“Yea, we heard about the wild and uncivilized women who the Femme Forces rescued you from,” the third woman, a delicate young brunette with pale skin and large brown eyes said, “It sounds like you’ve had an awful experience.
”

“It wasn’t that bad,” I said, sitting down, “In fact it was pretty wonderful sometimes. I’ve met some amazing women.”

“Oh?” Asked the almond skinned woman with a hint of heat in her tone. One hand just happened to fall on her thighs, pulling her thin red skirt higher and flashing me white panties, “And just what did these ‘amazing women’ do to make you feel wonderful?”

“Not that,” I said with a smile, taking a tray of food the blonde handed me, “There is an island down south were the women have created a Utopian feminine community,” the women perked up at this, eyes shining with interest as I went on, “The woman they all acknowledge as their queen is… she’s the wisest and kindest ruler I think this world’s ever seen. And under the redwoods they’re building something similar. Hundreds of women, all working towards a common purpose.” Looking around at the disbelieving faces I asked, “What are the Femme Forces? How is life here for you?”

“The Forces were gathered by Colonel Cosgrove,” the dark-haired woman said, “You don’t even want to know what it was like here before they too charge,” she gave a shudder of revulsion and fear, “Looting, riots, murders… it was bad.”

“From mountains to coast you couldn’t find a safe place to lay your head or another woman you could trust,” the blonde woman put in.

“She’s right,” the dark-haired woman went on, nodding along with her friend in agreement, “They found the Costco warehouses first, the lonely women, and put together a distribution center. After they had the Air Force 
Base fed and calmed down the Colonel took over and she’s been gathering more and more here ever since.”

“Where’s here?” I asked, casually but the women’s lips pressed together and they all shook their heads.

“I’m sorry Adam,” the blonde said, moving beside me on the couch and pulling away my half-eaten tray of food, “but we’re under strict orders not to give you too much information about the base.”

“I’m your prisoner then,” I said, and saw the struggle on the women’s faces when confronted with the truth.

“Don’t think of it like that,” the almond-skinned woman said, thick wide lips parting in an eager smile, “You have a roof over your head, three meals a day, a warm bed and running water to bathe in,” the thought of taking a hot shower almost broke me down right there, “You couldn’t ask for anything more in this crazy broken world… Not to mention we’re all going to make sure you have what every man craves.”

“Have you ever had three best friends kissing you and sucking your cock together?” Purred the brunette as she slipped off her chair and onto her knees between my legs, hands running up the inside of my thighs.

“Yes,” I admitted simply, smiling internally when the three gave pause, glancing around a touch unsure.

“But were they as beautiful as Sarah, Jenny or me?” Purred the blonde in one hear, her breath hot on the sensitive skin of my neck. I opened my mouth to answer honestly but the woman placed a finger across my lips, eyes dancing as she saw my answer plain. “Mhmm my, my, 
you’ve had quite the experience out in the wilderness, haven’t you?”

“Like I said,” I smiled, hands slipping down the blonde women and Sarah, the almond skinned beauty, “I’ve met a lot of wonderful women and been blessed with incredible experiences. Sometime I’ll tell you about the Cult of the Old Testament. I think you three would like one of their ceremonies.”

“Oh?” Asked the darker haired woman, breath heaving as she drew the scrubs down my legs, sighing in pleasure as my cock appeared.

“It was very earthy,” I said, a small smile playing across my lips as I ran my fingers through the blonde’s soft curls. The woman gave a delicate little gasp of pleasure as I drew her face to mine, out lips connecting softly, tongues touching delicately.

A hot mouth engulfed my cock, and I turned to kiss the almond skinned woman, feeling my blonde beauty shedding her top. The three of them moved almost as one, never letting me have a moment of respite. When two were sucking me together, their tongues and lips working as one to get me steely hard, the third would make out with me, or feed me her breasts to suck on and play with.

The pale skinned brunette was the first to ride me, her pussy narrow but short, only able to take half my cock before she shuddered in orgasm and I felt her cervix bumping against the head of my dick. Arms around the other pair I alternated making out with, or having my face filled with breasts by them while the slender dark-haired woman coaxed the first load from my cock. Her friends 
watched in awe as she shuddered and shook, my cum stunning her as it does so many others. Then they were all over me, their lusts redoubled.

The blonde I took bent over the armrest of the couch, her friends in a sixty-nine before us. The almond skinned woman moaned in delirious pleasure as her friend fingered and licked her. The brunette’s hips rolled up; thighs pressed together as she sought to have my seed quicken within her womb.

The blonde’s big breasts bounced, and her soft sex shuddered around my cock in orgasm, but it was the pleasure on her face as she watched the women licking, touching and fingering one another that set me off. I was rewarded with a shuddering scream from the beauty as I shot thick spurts of cum deep within her. Letting her down gently, her body shaking as the (my) cum took root. I stepped over to the other two and pressed my cock between their happy lips.

All three were kneeling before me, coaxing me into stiffness once more so I could take the almond skinned woman in a luxuriously slow missionary fuck on the bed. Her friends pressed in close, kissing her and me as their hands explored our bodies. I was surrounded by soft feminine flesh and should have felt like I was in heaven, but a part of me couldn’t relax. The same part that felt trapped, couldn’t allow myself to fully open up to these women.

When all three had been pumped full of my cum, they left, taking their trays with them and leaving me the rest of my meal to finish. In the room's corner was a tiny shower I used to clean up. Once I was showered and full, there was another click and the doors swung inwards, revealing a pair of half Korean sisters
.

The women were in their mid-thirties, brilliant and in the old world very accomplished. Here they were garbage collectors on the base, but for this one day, they were allowed to remember what it had been like to be beautiful women again. I was shocked at how wild and free the pair were, losing myself in the wicked fantasy. My HazMat wearing doctor would come in after the sisters were both bred, to withdraw another dram of blood and whisper encouraging words to me, but for those few hours I tried to forget about the sexual prison I was being held in.

After the sisters I met four friends, young women who’d known one another before the virus struck. At one-point emotions got the better of two women as they were reminded of lost husbands, but after we wept together, they made up for the sadness with one of the most enthusiastic double-blow jobs I’d ever received. The pair and their friends were desperate to see I had a good time, even going so far as to offer me their virgin asses if I so desired.

The desperation grew cloying, but I had to ignore it, because whenever I commented on it, the women just got worse. It was this way with all of them, in wave after wave. When I tried to nap, they sent in a set of twins that shocked me awake and wouldn’t let me crash until hours and hours later after I’d bred more women than I could count.

Shaking in exhaustion and more chafed and sore than I ever remember being, I curled up in the beds thick comforters and silently prayed Vanessa and Nadia would rescue me soon from this hell. As the lights shut off, I realized this was the only time the observers wouldn’t be able to see me through the one-way mirror, but it was the exhaust vent sliding open that piqued my interest
.

Tearing off a strip of cloth I rolled it into a small ball and hopping to my feet stuffed it behind the vent’s slits, preventing it from closing. Laying back down quickly, I pulled the comforters over me and passed out in a dry spot on the bed. I was too exhausted to be nervous, and I found myself falling into endless dreams of soft round flesh and needy, hungry openings demanding my endless attention.
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I

woke to the heavenly sensation of hot, wet tongues slathering my stiff cock, but instead of glancing down to see who’d snuck in to pleasure me while I slept, I glanced up at the vent. Without making it obvious I double checked the vent was still propped open and felt a rush of relief to see the steel angled outwards. The steel edges of the vent were tipped in rubber, ensuring the air in my room was trapped in here unless they opened it.

“Oh damn,” I moaned, picking my head up and rubbing sleep from my eyes as I stared at the gorgeous older and younger women straddling my legs. I recognized the two and grinned back, moaning as the older one sucked me deep, the young woman’s fingers teasing my balls as she watched my face twist in pleasure with avid interest.

“What could be better than this?” The young woman breathed, pushing the tussled locks of her mother clear so I could see the thick lips encircling my cock, “The Colonel says you can wake like this whenever you want… doesn’t that sound nice?
”

“Mhmhmm,” I nodded, unable to speak as the older woman hummed, my toes curling as I nearly came down her throat.

“Good,” the younger woman breathed, kissing my thigh, “Now put a baby in my mom and me, Adam… please baby.”

I couldn’t ignore their wishes, not if I’d wanted to. The species imperative drove me to mad lust just as it had the pair and five minutes later the mother rode my big cock, her massive breasts swaying delightfully above me as her daughter lapped at my balls, coaxing a big load from me. I took the daughter bend over, ass up and face pressed into the sheets. The older woman twitched in bliss beside us, finally waking and rolling over to tease my balls and shaft as I stroked in and out of her daughter.

After the pair, breakfast was brought by another three friends and I was put to work before the meal had even finished. The women were too wild to let me finish, and too sexy and needy for me to insist. After the three, the HazMat suite wearing doctor came in again to draw blood and I sensed agitation in her movements that grew stronger the more she was around me. Finally, she fled the room and another pair of women were ushered in. Struggling to find some pleasure, I offered the women a smile, taking them without preamble to the bed where I stripped them naked.

The sex had all become perfunctory and boring. Even the incredible beauty and wicked pairings they offered up didn’t drag me out of the doldrums. As the hours dragged on and my partners climbed into the dozens, I knew this loveless, never ending sex would kill me, eventually. Stripped of the ability to find pleasure in either touch or beauty and trapped in this room without sights or sounds of the world, I’d go mad, and soon
.

Shutting off the shower, I drew in a tired breath and turned to see the next bit of work I had to do. When I saw who stepped in I felt cold shock run down my spine and straightened up immediately. Pushing back my exhaustion and reaching for some excitement, I found it a struggle.

Stepping into the room were two women in white lab coats. One with dark skin the color of mahogany, wearing heavy framed glasses, while the other was a towering woman with wide hips and a plain face. The flashes of shame and embarrassment in both women’s expressions were quickly suppressed as they glanced at one another. With a final quick glance out into the airlock, the pair stepped into the room, breath deepening as the dark-skinned woman closed the door softly.

“Hello Mr. Reynolds,” the Indian woman said, her posh accent alerting me that this was Dr. Khatri, the woman who’d been directing everything, “Dr. Fredrickson and I wanted to check in on you.”

The woman’s pupils were dilated wide and her chest rose and fell beneath the thick sweater she wore beneath her coat, and I could tell the second woman, Dr. Fredrickson was similarly affected. I’d noticed the day before that the vent was on the same wall as the one-way mirror, and I was praying there might now be some mingling of the air currents. The obvious responses from the two women before me proved my trick had worked.

A plan began to form when I looked over the Indian doctor’s shoulder and saw the slightly fearful expression of the other woman, realizing she was Vanessa’s collaborator. Eyes passing from hers to the shorter woman, I let a smile play across my lips; the lie coming to them easily. I’d been in 
enough tense situations and slept with so many women it felt like I’d been preparing for just this situation.

“We both know you’ve come for more than that doctor,” I said, no longer surprised at the quiet confidence in my voice. “Are the cameras on? Or have you shut them off?”

“They’re off,” whispered the woman in the rear and I recognized her voice, confirming my guess, “but the outer doors are locked, and guards will come shooting if we scream.”

“But you’re not going to scream,” I said, stepping close to the trembling Indian doctor and reaching up to run a hand through her thick black hair, “are you?”

“We…” Dr. Katri trailed off, and she swallowed hard, before trying again, “We must know for ourselves… the protocols haven’t worked for days, not since…”

“Then you know what to do,” I said my fingers gripping the woman’s hair and guiding her to her knees, leveling my gaze on the tall conspirator I let more steel enter my voice and saw her fear of discovery disappear and lust flood her expression, “both of you.”

Not ten minutes before, I’d had three twenty-year-old CoEd’s sucking my cock clean with expert skill. Now two late forties intellectuals fumbled in their attempts to match the younger woman’s enthusiasm and grace. I sensed the delicate ego’s both women had. Where once I might have run rough-shod over them, knowing pleasure and my attention to detail in the lovemaking would cover my ignorance of their feelings, now I took great care.

Moaning in pleasure even when teeth scraped across the sensitive flesh of my cock, I encouraged with smiles and 
whispered words of praise as Dr. Katri struggled to fit the head into her mouth. The woman was clearly the senior scientist and doctor and from the furious fingers undoing her belt and slacks, she was determined to feel my cock inside her first. But my plan called for something else.

Instead of letting Ranja carry things in their natural progression, I pulled my cock out of her mouth and pushed it against Dr. Fredrickson’s thick lips. The woman let out a deep moan from the back of her throat and took me deeper than the other doctor had, her lips puckering and tongue teasing. Her movements were slow and awkward, and I pulled my cock out, stepping back and let my eyes run over their white-coated bodies.

“Undress each other,” I said, reaching down and slowly stroking myself as the women stood slowly, looking at one another in trepidation.

I watched the Indian woman lick her lips as Dr. Fredrickson reached up to her own coat with trembling fingers.

“Each other,” I reminded, causing a shiver to pass through the tall woman, “and you’ll want to impress me Dr. Fredrickson because whoever impresses me the most will get this first load inside them.”

“Yes, sir,” the woman said, and I saw almost blind devotion sweep through her expression as her wide mouth stretched into a worshipful smile.

“Gwen,” Dr. Khatri said, licking her lips and swallowing hard, “maybe we can-.”

“No,” whispered the other woman, stepping close and reaching up to run gentle fingers down her friend cheek, “
This is all or nothing… you said you needed to experience what we’ve been putting those women through in service to our science… well?”

The dark-skinned woman looked with beseeching eyes on her friend then over to me, gaze falling to take in my throbbing cock as my hand slowly fisted it and she nodded quickly. Licking her lips, she turned back to Gwen,hh but before she could speak the tall doctor had bent down and surprised her with a soft kiss.

Pulling back slightly, the women shared gentle smiles as their hands pulled one another close. With slow, awkward movements that grew in confidence as they went, the women began pushing each other’s coats off. Gwen took the initiative, fingers sure as they plucked buttons on the other woman’s cardigan. Ranja got into it after a minute, and once she saw my cock hardening when her body came into view.

“You’re turned on?” The older woman asked in shock as she pulled the tall woman’s white shirt off, revealing massive heavy breasts trapped in a thick bra and a soft midsection.

“Of course,” I said, letting my desire and passion burn in my eyes.

When the shy woman saw that she gave herself over to the pleasure of the experience, even suckling on one of Dr. Fredrickson’s pale inverted nipples. I timed my entry into their little sapphic session to coincide with when Dr. Khatri lost sense of time and her surroundings. The woman cried out in shocked elation when she saw my cock slide into her friend's pussy above her. The pair had been sixty-nining, each inexpertly licking and touching one another’s pussy as I jacked off above them
.

The wide ass of Gwen rolled before me as I drove into her soft pussy with long strokes. My orgasm was on the cusp of hitting me so I timed flooding the woman with a small blast of my seed then filling Ranja’s mouth with the second. Instantly flipping around, I drove into the stunned woman’s pussy, fucking my cock hard and sending her into screaming bouts of rolling orgasms.

I’d learned from Loren’s observations that a mouth full of cum, followed up right after with a deep load inside them, affected women the most our first-time making love. Timing everything as best I could, Gwen was just coming around and Dr. Khatri still in a state of mindless euphoria when I flooded the pretty Indian woman’s womb, pumping it as deeply as I could.

Staggering to my feet, I pointed at the glassy eyes conspirator and spoke in a sharp but quiet tone.

“Where’s Vanessa?” The woman struggled to make sense of my question, but answered immediately.

“They captured her and the Russian woman. The Colonel has them locked in the brig, but you won’t be able to get there from here. It’s on the other side of the hanger and surrounded by guards.”

“Keep an eye on her,” I ordered as I moved to the pile of clothes and dug around for the set of key’s I’d heard, “Call out if she wakes and if she’s just groggy, lick her pussy so she doesn’t fully come out of it.”

“Where are you going?” The tall doctor called after me, but I’d already thrown open the airlock door, and was hurrying down the short corridor to the familiar door
.

Praying I wasn’t wrong, I tested three keys before I found one that worked. Throwing open the door, I raced into the lab, shuddering when I saw the cold hard table still equipped with its straps. Gasping in relief, I snatched up my backpack from the corner and hurried back, shutting and locking the door behind me.

I was halfway back down the hall, the tall doctor staring down after me with growing panic as the Indian doctor stirred awake, when I spotted a series of water pipes and catch vessels just outside the room’s door. Motioning quickly, I ordered Gwen to put her tongue to work, rewarded with a groggy moan of pleasure from Ranja.

Digging in my backpack, I pulled out a beat-up old pill bottle I’d stolen what felt like years ago. I didn’t even know what I wanted to use the drugs for, just that it seemed a waste to leave them behind. Hoping I wasn’t being an idiot by pouring them out, I flipped the pressure valves on the catch basin and after muscling open the lid poured the contents of the big yellow bottle in.

Throwing the backpack under the bed, I just managed to slip the keys back into the pants I’d taken them from when Dr. Khatri’s lustful eyes looked around for me. Grinning, the woman took my relief for desire and purred hungrily as she reached for my manhood. I stuffed it into her mouth and slid a hand over the wet sex of her friend, flashing Gwen a wink and almost laughing at the fear tinged relief still tightening her features.

We lost ourselves in lust after that, and I was so exhausted I could barely stand by the time they picked up their clothes and gingerly left the room. The change to both women’s 
thinking was profound, and I suspected if I’d been left to it, I could have convinced Dr. Katri, like Dr. Fredrickson was convinced, to help me escape.

In the end, escaping was as simple as walking out the front doors.
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woke to the normal routine of two women energetically devouring my cock with their mouths. Their slender beauty marked them as models, but it was their droopy eyes and sluggish movements that interested me. Rising to my feet, the pair were unable to follow, too lost in their world of drug induced pleasure as the powerful dose of pure MDMA rolled through them.

The door was ajar and stepping out I saw the door to the airlock was cocked inward, the handle of a chair precariously holding it open. Moving quickly, I pulled my backpack out from under the bed, hearing the intercom click on as I ran from the room. Ignoring the slurred speech of Dr. Khatri as she ordered me to go back and breed the two models.

Peering out of the air locks door, I saw a large changing room with lockers and benches. In one corner Dr. Fredrickson sat, legs spread as she pressed the face of a guard woman into her furry pussy. Her eyes locked onto mine and she nodded to the other door, a look of drug 
addled pleasure marring her features as the tongue worked on her with passion.

Snatching a pair of green scrubs from two boxes near the door, I pulled on the green pants as I peered out, shocked to see I was in the corner of a large aircraft hanger. A pile of newly built buildings made up a complex around and above me, while the rest of the space was taken up by military vehicles of all kinds.

A pulsing electronic beat played over the hangers’ loudspeakers, and there were pockets of laughter and movement all around in the darkness. Fires and lights cast lurid shadows all around the hanger, and the echoing laughter and voices added to the disorienting feeling.

Keeping to the shadows, I scouted the way across the large indoor space. There were perhaps four dozen women between me and the opposite corner of the building. Most sat around small fires, leaning against one another and speaking softly, their movements sluggish. Others danced with each other or stumbled around with extremely dilated pupils and the need to touch everything they came across.

MDMA isn’t a powerful drug, but I knew the dose I’d put in their water supply was lab grade and of the highest quality. I hadn’t thought the drugs would become more powerful over time, but from the reactions I was seeing, most women were nearly overdosed with the drug. The biggest problem most had was an inability to keep their balance as well as narrow tunnel vision.

Wishing none of them noticed the shirtless man, wearing a backpack hurrying through their midst I walked with quick strides around the edge of the building, keeping to the 
darker spots wherever I could. At one point a woman staggered out of the darkness beneath a Humvee, her shirt twisted, and bra gone, the woman’s breasts swung free and her lipstick was smeared.

Grinning at me blearily, she froze in place, eyes locked on my torso. Standing out in the open without a care in the world or an ounce of shame, the woman slipped two hands between her legs, face growing intense as she began rubbing her pussy and staring at me. Hurrying away, the woman’s eyes followed me, her slack smile growing weaker as she came with a shuddering scream. The sounds drew others to her and soon I was forgotten as the pile of licking, kissing bodies grew.

Spotting a small cinderblock building in the corner of the hanger, I saw a pair of women laying outside the doors. One lay atop the other running gentle fingers down the others face and exposed breasts. The woman on her back shuddered in bliss, face euphoric as she experienced the soft touch while in the clutches of the drug.

After a quick search, I saw the front door was the only way in or out of the brick building. The pair on the ground had weapons close at hand and their expressions were dreamy but not stupid with overdose as many of the others were. Crouching down I racked my brain and spotting a drone parked near the large closed double doors, I got an idea.

Pulling the laptop out of my backpack, I hunted around the large unmanned vehicle until I found an access panel. Someone had pried the panel open, and I was able to connect my laptop to the systems onboard computer. It took ten long minutes for me to figure out there was no way I could access the controls like I’d hoped, but I could connect 
to ancillary functions including the onboard camera flashes and the signaling LED’s.

Revising my plan quickly, I coded up a simple program that would loop through a few simple commands. The drone’s computers ran with a myriad of scripts and thanking the Goddess, the connection signal turned green and it was able to read mine as well. Pushing a memory drive into the port, I set the system to copy the information on active networks I’d gathered over the past few weeks.

With a silent thank you to the beat-up laptop, I hit play on the script and dashed away into the shadows. There was an electronic click, as the systems batteries were engaged then every LED on the ship blinked on, then off, on for two seconds then off. The lights flickered in a pulsing beat, the blue, green, red, white and yellow lights strobing across walls and the ceiling.

The reaction was immediate as ‘ooh’s’ and ‘ahh’s’ erupted around the room. Women shuffling closer on unstable legs from all over the hanger. It took a couple minutes for the guard to notice, but they too stumbled over, breasts swinging free and jaws slack as they watched the light show play out.

I hurried over to the cinderblock building and tried the door, breathing a sigh of relief when the handle turned. Inside, I found a small office with a steel desk in one corner. The place was barren except for a tray in the corner that had held meals for the prisoners. Muffled moans reached my ears, and I hurried down the short hallway. Four doors were closed and locked, but they had small square viewing windows that looked into the tiny cinderblock cells
.

The first I peeked into was empty, but the next was occupied. The first woman was a small woman with a thin face, pale skin and black hair. Her features were finely sculpted, and her nose was dainty and turned up at the tip, giving her a much younger appearance than the few grey hairs indicated. The woman lay on her back, hands caressing her entire body above her orange jumpsuit, deeply affected by the drugs.

Moving to the last cell, my heart seized when I saw the black-haired woman sitting against the wall. Sharp eyes turned to look when my shadow passed over the window, and I released a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding when I saw she wasn’t drug addled like the others. Vanessa saw my face and leaped to her feet.

“Adam?” She asked in shock, “How? We’re supposed to break you out in two days!”

“I saw a chance and took it,” I said, cursing when I found the door locked.

“There is a button beside the desk down the hall,” Vanessa said, “Do you have a plan? Or are we just winging it?”

“Winging it,” I said, loving the flash of white teeth as Vanessa grinned back, “Where’s Nadia?”

“The next cell over,” she said, nodding to the door I’d yet to check behind me, “but she drank the drug laced waters. I don’t know what they planned for us, but we better move quick.”

“That was me,” I said, with a wink, “but you’re right, we have to hurry.
”

Turning, I ran back into the room and found the button. Clicking it, I hear a loud buzz come from the short hall and a door thrown open as Vanessa hurried out. I felt her solid weight hit me and my arms were around her waist, drawing in a deep breath to take in her scent as we held one another close.

“I missed you so much,” she said, sniffling gently as she slowly released her death grip on me, dark eyes smiling as the gorgeous woman looked up at me, “Don’t ever leave me for so long again.”

“You left me,” I reminded her with an easy smile, drawing her into a warm kiss. A sound outside reminded me where we were and I released the beautiful woman, “We better get going.”

“We need to do two things first,” Vanessa said, face growing determined, “and I need you to help with one of them. Adam, Trish was able to finish the cure once I brought her your sample, but the Colonel and her Femme Forces stole the research and all her data. We can’t leave without it or letting the world know what she’s discovered.”

Nadia and Trish were both out of it from the drugs and almost impossible to control. Especially Nadia, who was stronger than any two women. I watched the pair, trying my hardest to keep their pawing hands off me while Vanessa stole a Humvee, driving it right up to the front doors of the makeshift jail.

Stuffing the doctor and spy into the backseat and locking them into their seatbelts, Vanessa drove while I hunkered down in the passenger seat. One or two voices raised in challenge as we drove out the wide double doors into the 
night, but soon all went back to the music, lights and their happy conversations.

“Where are we?” I asked, peering into the darkness as Vanessa turned up the side of the hanger, speeding up and keying her high beams. Rectangles of orange light cut through the darkness from windows in other buildings as I looked all around.

“Former Air Force base in the Central Valley,” Vanessa said, voice tense as she concentrated on not hitting anything in the dark, “Colonel took the place over right at the start, built out her empire piece by piece.” The tires of our Humvee skidded as she cut a sharp corner and then another soon after and I realized we were heading in a circle around the hanger, catching my look she grinned, “No one will be expecting us at the backdoor after we just escaped from the front.”

“This is madness,” I said, as Vanessa cut a sharp turn around a large barracks building that seemed aglow with activity.

Stomping on the brakes, the beautiful former NSA agent threw me a wink and popped open the door.

“You see that little building there with the antenna and dishes all over its roof?” She pointed to a small building lit by the barracks and I nodded, “It has their communications systems, get on whatever networks you can and be ready to upload data. I’ll be there in a minute.”

I opened my mouth to ask where she was going, but she already turned and was striding towards a small back door on the hangar. Even in prisoner orange and barefoot, the woman looked dangerous as she stalked forward. Grateful I 
wasn’t in her path, I hopped out of the Humvee, double checking the stoned women were still locked in the backseat, and raced across to the small building.

Merry laughter and familiar voices reached my ears, and I spotted movement in several of the windows of the barracks. Looking from its proximity to the hangar, I realized what this large building must hold. Rushing into the communications room, I found a complicated array of systems.

Some blessed soul had written the login information on a sticky note and placed it on a monitor, and once I was in it was a simple thing to access their intranet and what remained of the worldwide network. Plugging in the memory drive I’d just uploaded, I accessed all the other networks I knew. Fingers flying, I wrote out a simple note and created a drop box account in my name, setting everything up so all Vanessa had to do was copy over her data and hit send.

Expecting gun fire to erupt at any moment, I stared out the small shack’s windows at the hangar for long minutes before the door finally flew open and Vanessa shouldered her way out with a large steel briefcase. Behind her tottered the tall doctor, the woman’s face sweaty and pale and jaws clenched as she fought against the drug’s effects.

“It’s all set up,” I said, pointing at the computer when Vanessa and Dr. Fredrickson got there, “All you need to do is upload your data to the server I set up and hit enter, everything is automated. I need to do something real fast!”

“Be quick,” Vanessa said with a grim nod, “we’re leaving in ten minutes. That drug is wearing off for some of them.”
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hrowing open the barracks, I found what I’d been expecting. Private Higgins and two more women that I recognized from the ‘testing’ they had forced me to endure sat on metal folding chairs sipping tea and chatting with one another in the small brick building foyer. The sight of me stunned them, and I saw mingled fear and excitement edge into their beautiful features.

“I’m escaping,” I said, “and we’re taking the cure the Colonel held secret. If you want to come with me, and I pray for the sake of the babies quickening in your wombs that you will, them gather all who want to and be out front in five minutes.”

The three women were frozen in shock, struggling to process everything until I barked at them again, breaking the spell.

“Gather your sisters before I leave without you. You,” I pointed at Higgins, “come with me.” Turning to the others, I shouted, “Go!
”

The harsh command lit a fire under their asses, and all three leaped to their feet. Two heading into the barracks in a different direction, voices calling out ahead of them as they did.

“The Lord has come for us! Gather out front!”

“Our Lord is here! Come on, let’s go ladies!”

The dark night held terrors of its own as I ran across the wide expanse of an open motor pool. The large buses were where we’d passed them and thankfully the keys were inside. Higgins and I took a few long minutes figuring out how to work the damn things, the huge steering wheels and drive trains having a trick to them. Lights off, we pulled the busses out front of the barracks and the waiting throng outside.

“You’re not high?” I asked one as I hopped out, doing a quick head count.

“Is that what’s wrong with the soldiers?” One woman asked, “We thought it must be their food or water, that’s bad.”

“We’re on a special diet the docs put us on,” another said, “electrolytes and lots of fresh greens. Where are we going?”

“Yea what’s going on?” Called another voice, quickly followed by a chorus of others.

I began to think I’d made a big mistake when machine gun fire cut through the night, muzzle flash erupting from nearby and setting Vanessa in relief. The gunfire quieted the gaggle of frightened women, but it was the three bodies tumbling to the ground that froze them in place. Tossing me a handgun, Vanessa scanned the crown with a sour grimace and shook her head
.

“You’re always rescuing women, aren’t you?” her grimace turned into a grin as she looked at me. Then we were both ducking when gunfire sounded from the hanger’s back door. The surrounding women screamed and nearly trampled me as we a group followed me onto the bus.

“Get on!” Vanessa and I were screaming, Higgins starting up her bus.

The beautiful Latina walked calmly to her Humvee, sighting on the two soldiers running towards her and dropping both with controlled bursts of fire. The hundred sets of eyes watching her from the buses couldn’t help but be impressed at the woman’s composure and skill. Two figures slumped in the backseat, Vanessa hopped in her Humvee and took off, me and Higgins following right on her tail as the base erupted in sirens all around us.

I had no idea where we were going, but thankfully the woman leading us did. Women were stumbling out of barracks and buildings all around us, flood lights coming on. It was a shock to see so many in one place, easily a couple thousand on the small base. However, with the disorientation of night compounded by the drug that had affected some more than others, we drove through the front gates and out of the gate without another shot being fired at us.

The creeping dread of being captured never left as we wound our way through the large town and onto the wide freeway. The women behind me slept or spoke to one another in quiet whispers, unsure of what would happen to them but thankfully not frightened. I took the time behind the wheel to think about all I’d learned over the last few weeks. I’d been subjected to the wills of others for far too long
.

That last imprisonment had left a deep wound in my soul, and I knew I’d rather die than be held against my will again. When dawn broke over the horizon behind us Vanessa pulled over at a small station to try and fill the vehicles. We kept the women on the busses just in case we had to leave quickly, but took a few minutes to plan our next steps.

“We should head to the Grove of the Goddess,” Vanessa said as she checked the passed-out Nadia and Trish’s vitals, “They have the best protection from the jets and drones beneath their redwoods.”

“No,” I said, drawing in a deep breath and shaking my head, “We have to go somewhere else.”

“Where?” She asked.

“It sounds crazy,” I said, shaking my head, “but it’s almost like I can feel her… waiting for me.”

“Who?” Vanessa asked, reaching out to hold my hand.

“Morgan, the little priestess.” My cheeks heated, but I felt a stirring of something within that pulled me west, towards the girl.

“Lead the way,” she said, and her simple trust in me filled my heart with love for this brilliant and capable woman.

Fueled up and ready to head out, we piled back into our vehicles and headed back onto the freeway. We’d left the town proper and were climbing into a set of rolling hills, the freeway six to seven lanes wide and affording us plenty of room even with the tree branches and brush that had blown onto the pavement
.

We’d climbed a mile or two, before the sound of the gunships reached my ears. With the sun reflecting off the side mirrors I hadn’t seen the helicopters lift off from the other side of town and now they bore down on our convoy with terrifying speed. Weapon systems on each wing could destroy a tank ten times over and we didn’t have anything more powerful than a rifle to defend ourselves.

Praying they wouldn’t fire on the trucks, not know who was an unarmed civilian and who wasn’t I saw the bus’s radio flash red. We hadn’t been able to bypass the radio’s security so this could only be one of the pilots hailing us. Sharing a glance with the three women stuffed into the front seat, I reached over and flicked on the speakers.

“Nine-One-Zero-Four repeat can you confirm the truth. We are on your six, weapons hot, with orders to fire.” the voice was cool and no-nonsense and I could hear the heavy chopper blades in the background, “Can you confirm the cure and a pregnant woman are onboard, bus Nine-One-Zero-Four repeat, can you confirm the truth. We’re on your six, weapons hot, with orders to fire… come on man… it’s fucking civil war back on base. Can you confirm!”

“Yes!” I shouted, leaning down to key the intercom’s button, “I can fucking confirm! We have the cure and at least a dozen pregnant women on board,” a loud buzz from behind me quieted quickly when a woman stood and waved her hands down.

“You have the cure?” The woman’s voice had lost a bit of its control and I heard her shush another nearby, “Truly there’s hope for us?
”

“There is,” I said, relieved despite the intensity of the situation, “Our Land will have a cure, fertility clinic, food, water, safety and the peace children need to build a better future.”

All sounds had ceased behind me and on the other end of the speaker, only buses, engine and the roar of the chopper’s blades as they approached.

“Your Colonel locked up the doctor who discovered the cure. I’m not saying she or those who follower her are evil… only that they’re misguided.”

“Sir,” the woman’s voice was raw with emotion as she sniffed back tears, “you’re carrying hope with you. You keep those women safe, or so help me I’ll hunt you down and beat your skinny little ass into the ground.”

“Yes… ma-!” I ducked as the Blackhawk buzzed right over our bus, passing less than a dozen feet above us before banking hard to the right.

I slowed down, craning my neck, along with all the women in the bus and watched the Blackhawk turn, the second following her as they flew back to the base. I left the radio on but heard nothing. A minute later a third helicopter rose from the former air force base and we were witness to it exploding a few seconds later as a rocket came screaming in from our new allies.

Civil war, the woman had said, and I couldn’t argue with her as explosions reached our ears. Having no desire to stick around and see who won the bloody mess, we put pedal to the metal and rolled through the hills, putting the madness behind us. The vineyards of wine country were overgrown with unpicked grapes; attracting swarms of birds that 
feasted on them. It was an oddly eerie drive through the early morning hours as we wound our way down narrow back country roads.

When we hit a small town on the far end of a long stretch of vineyards, I recognized several landmarks and giving the horn a solid honk, took off in the lead, feeling my heart swell as I approached the dark green rolling hills. A hint of sea air reached me, and I breathed it in deep, feeling as I was coming home for the first time in my life.

Pulling to a stop outside the pillars, I pulled open the bus’s double doors and stepped out. Breathing deep of the richly earthy air, I felt the earth’s presence closely here. Vanessa and Nadia stepped out of the humvee with the slender doctor. I offered the woman a nod of respect and a smile, grinning when her blush deepened, and she twisted one ankle fetchingly.

From the glance she and Vanessa shared, the girlfriends had plans for me. They would have to wait because the gaggle of voices reaching me from deep within the grove of trees quieted as I continued forward. Motioning for Vanessa to come with me, the women all fell in behind, the hundred streaming off the buses following.

First dozens, then hundreds of women appeared, all in simple dresses either white or brightly colored. I spotted a few faces I recognized and waved back to the eagerly grinning women. In shock, I spotted Arrow and her mother from the Island down south, and a small clutch of women dressed in the odd habits of the Cult. Several sets of fervent eyes found mine, and I had the feeling of déjà vu and faint memories of the drug fueled orgy
.

The crowd parted as I strode through the trees, making way for us to reach the great oak in the center of the Grove. Before we reached it, a blonde head came bobbing through the crowd as a young woman pushed her way through and with a cry of joy Loren threw herself into my arms. The slender little model almost crushed me, she held me so tight and I couldn’t help the tears of joy that flowed down my face when I saw Hanh, Melissa and the others who I’d worried hadn’t made it out of that little town alive.

My brilliant little model fell in beside Nadia, Vanessa, and the rest. I would have taken a moment to catch up with the teen, but four figures stood behind a hastily constructed wooden chair. A throne I realized as whispered conversations died down and the women let me climb the lush green hillside alone. Each step took me deeper into the rich earthy aroma and comforting presence of the earth mother.

The worries and stresses fell away, as did the traumas that had built up over the past few weeks. It was no panacea, but I definitely felt more relaxed and at peace with myself and the world than at any point since the virus had stuck the world and changed my life forever.

“Greetings Great King,” called out Queen Lysenia of Gaia, her warm tones warming my heart but her words troubling me. “We prayed you’d return to us.”

“Every moment I prayed,” said Mistress Hillary, hands clasped beneath her massive bosom, pale eyes soft as they traced the lines of my face.

“Listen, sisters!” Cried the tiny Priestess as she stepped out from the shadows beneath the oak tree, raising her hands 
and letting the short white dress show off delicious inches of her slender legs, “The truth of our new Lord’s spirit will be revealed, your faith awakened as his has been by your arrival in this place!”

Her pale eyes locked on mine and from the little smile tugging at the corner of her lips, I knew she’d somehow already deduced what I was going to say. The odd young woman was a mystery, but her charisma and power over the hundreds or possibly thousands gathered around the hillside was obvious.

Drawing in a deep breath, I let my eyes linger on Lysenia from the Queendom of Gaia. Her wisdom and strength were obvious even now. Standing beside her was Hillary from the Grove of the Goddess, twin in beauty and wisdom but with a softness that comforted instead of bred absolute confidence as Lysenia’s did. Shorter and plumper, with eyes alighting on me with a fervency matched by many in the crowd, was the priestess from the Cult of the Old Book. Like the goddess’s priestess, she had a charisma and strength that drew women to her.

Turning from the three, I looked out at the crowd pressing close, the glory of renewed greenery surrounding them. Hopeful and shining faces fell when the women in front noticed my expression, but I didn’t hesitate as I spoke, and my words came out with quiet strength.

“You do not need a king,” I’d raised my voice so they could all hear, but kept the tone firm, “Remember the world we had? Are we in a rush to return to it? I’ll be a counselor, a citizen. My vote should count as much as any woman’s… but no more.
”

Raising one hand, I pointed at the three women standing behind me with fallen expressions, “You’ve chosen wise leaders. Why repeat the mistakes of the old world? We have historians. We have lawyers. Forge a better government. One that honors the earth as well as each other… If those in power wish to heed my council so be it, if they see wisdom in a different path, all the better…” I could feel an unease from the group and raised one hand, letting my smile widen.

“This is our home,” the words seemed to release a great tension within me and many others. A few even sagged like dolls with their strings cut. “No more running. No more hiding. We build our community here and if any come to tear it down, I’ll be the first to stand and fight for you!” A ragged cheer met my words, but I went on, “But they won’t come with weapons, I promise. They will come with empty bellies and dirty faces. They will come for the love and laughter we share. They will see our light shining brightly into heaven and shall flock here from all over the world. Each of you is a Queen, each will be mother to a new world.”

That words dropped within the crowd like a heavyweight and they shifted, murmurs of awe growing as the women parted, making way for women who walked forward. A half dozen at first came with hands cradling bellies, eyes shining with love and joy as they stared at me. Vanessa was one of them, as was Loren, each holding a piece of my heart. More women joined the six and soon a large group had come to stand at the base of the hill. All holding the hope of a new world within their wombs
.

Morgan the Priestess was at my side, pale eyes shining and white hair wafting in that ethereal breeze as always as she lifted her face to the heavens and sang in an angelic voice.

“All praise to her who gives us life;

All love to him who gives us light;

We sing for her and love for him

So dawn may rise, and all begin.”

“What’s going on?” I asked, but hands pressed me back onto soft green grasses. Giggles and throaty laughter erupted as the soon to be mothers pounced upon me.

Gasps of awe reached my ears as Vanessa straddled my hips, her dark eyes alive with desire as she pulled a blushing Trish before her, the woman’s pale blonde sex weeping as it slowly swallowed my girth. I couldn’t see, surrounded and swallowed by dozens of eager naked women, but I was told later that as our orgy progressed beneath the noon sun, thousands of flowers bloomed, the air thick with their pollens and pungent aromas.

For the first time in weeks, I felt at home and at peace. The world was still in chaos and the times ahead would be a struggle, but we’d found a measure of peace and order, hard won and precious. Together we could keep and grow it, I had no doubt.

As Trish’s moans rose, Lysenia knelt at one side, dress falling and Hillary on the other, her massive breasts swinging free as well. Offering up a prayer to the goddess, I thanked whatever heavens had let me survive thus far. Reaching out with trembling hands I caressed two pairs of 
perfect breasts as Loren bent low, perfectly sculpted lips grinning as she pressed a kiss to my lips.
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he Femme Forces battled for three days before all sides agreed to throw down their weapons. Word of our budding nation reached the women and in ones and twos. They slunk away, hiking through mountains and vineyards to reach our coastal paradise. Brooding soldiers and bloody-minded marines one and all found a home in the world we were building.

That’s not to say there weren’t conflicts, for there were plenty. However, the council set up by Hillary and Lysenia, dealt with all disputes in a fair and judicious manner. There was work for all to do and each found a task and the place that suited them.

News came from the mid-west and east coast. Grim tales of the great plains emptying except for roving bands of mad women sweeping up canned goods and gasoline wherever they passed through. Word from the east-coast was even worse
.

It turned out I wasn’t the only male in North America to survive. A second man had lived but was quickly locked away somewhere in Virginia. A cabal of military leaders had been slaughtered, and a tyrant now ruled the entire seaboard. The man was her greatest treasure, and a prize offered; it was rumored to those who provided her good service.

The Grove Council, as our leadership came to be known, debated sending aid but decided it was too great a risk. News died down and for months we worried about what had happened until word came out of a great battle and the detonation of bombs. The tremendous loss of life had claimed the poor man as well as fracturing their fragile culture.

Over the next two years, hundreds of women flocked to our lands. Refugees from the eastern wars and hard women who’d forged their own peace out of the frozen forests. Even a cruise ship cruised into the San Francisco bay, loaded down with two hundred women from several Asian countries. Word of Hanh’s breeding program had spread, and women were making pilgrimages from all over the world in search of the hope it provided.

I’d refused the mantle of king and gained an even greater respect from the women of this world. Though I’d eschewed the title I was treated better than any monarch in the history. If I’d wished to laze about and sample beautiful women and stuff myself with pies, cakes and pastries, there would have been none to argue against it. I couldn’t have lived such a sad and empty life and found plenty of work setting up network systems and teaching any who would learn what I knew
.

It became a challenge to carve out time to work, and I had to give up on my fantasies of alone time. Whenever I tried to escape into the woods or coast for an hour or two by myself, I was joined by the inevitable pair or group. Their company was a fair trade for the joy I received on a daily basis from all the friends and lovers I’d made.

The hard work of building a community took most everyone’s time, but we paused and had a grand celebration on the day Vanessa gave birth. We named it Birth Day and celebrated every year with a weeklong party. That year emotions soared as women took turns caring for the babe. Hopes were high as we carved a future out of the ruins of the past world. The work will go on, and I’m sure there will be many challenges ahead, but I’m hopeful.

We’ve found a home, peace and couldn’t have asked for better start to this new chapter in our lives.

THE END
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Series: Rockstar Harem (A Harem Fantasy)


Rockstar Harem: The Novel (Parts 1-7)



Rockstar Harem: Part One



Rockstar Harem: Part Two



Rockstar Harem: Part Three



Rockstar Harem: Part Four



Rockstar Harem: Part Five



Rockstar Harem: Part Six



Rockstar Harem: Part Seven


Series: MILF Apartments (A Harem Fantasy)


MILF Apartments: Book One (Parts 1-8)


Series: The Species Imperative (A Pandemic Harem Fantasy)


The Species Imperative – Part One: ManSlayer Flu



The Species Imperative – Part Two: Cult of the Old Boo
k



The Species Imperative – Part Three: The Queendom of Gaia



The Species Imperative – Part Four: Grove of the Goddess



The Species Imperative – Part Five: The Femme Forces



The Species Imperative – Part Six: A New Dawn


Series: Mommy’s All-Star (Completed)


Mommy’s All-Star: The Bundle (Parts 1-3)



Mommy’s All-Star: Part One



Mommy’s All-Star: Part Two



Mommy’s All-Star: Part Three


Series: Magic Seed (Completed)


Magic Seed: The Bundle (Parts 1-3)



Magic Seed: Part One



Magic Seed: Part Two



Magic Seed: Part Three


Series: Taboo Foreign Exchange (Completed)


Taboo Foreign Exchange: The Bundle (Parts 1-3)



Taboo Foreign Exchange: Part One



Taboo Foreign Exchange: Part Two



Taboo Foreign Exchange: Part Three


Series: Harem on the Prairie (Completed)


Harem on the Prairie: Book One (Parts 1-4
)



Harem on the Prairie: Part One - Harem on the Prairie



Harem on the Prairie: Part Two - The Broken Trail



Harem on the Prairie: Part Three - The Stormy Mountains



Harem on the Prairie: Part Four – Heavenly Homestead


Series: Mother’s Helping Hands (Completed)


Mother’s Helping Hands: The Bundle (Parts 1-4)



Mother’s Helping Hands: Part One



Mother’s Helping Hands: Part Two



Mother’s Helping Hands: Part Three



Mother’s Helping Hands: Part Four


Series: Taboo Cabin Fever (Completed)


Taboo Cabin Fever: The Bundle (Parts 1-3)



Taboo Cabin Fever: Part One



Taboo Cabin Fever: Part Two



Taboo Cabin Fever: Part Three


Series: Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage (Completed)


Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – The Bundle (Parts 1-4)



Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part One



Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part Two



Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part Three



Mother-in-Law Saved My Marriage! – Part Fou
r


Series: Mommy’s College Prep (Completed)


Mommy’s College Prep – The Bundle (Part 1-5)



Mommy’s College Prep – Part One



Mommy’s College Prep – Part Two



Mommy’s College Prep – Part Three



Mommy’s College Prep – Part Four



Mommy’s College Prep – Part Five


Series: The Power (A Taboo Step Harem Urban Fantasy)


The Power: Book One (Vol. 1-5)



The Power: Volume One



The Power: Volume Two



The Power: Volume Three



The Power: Volume Four



The Power: Volume Five


Series: Taboo Alien Experiment


The First Subject’s – Part One


other works by Nick Storming:


Sinful Seduction – Taboo MILF Romance



MILF Mansion Inheritance – MILF Harem Fantasy



Mother-In-Law’s Ménage – Taboo, Step FFM Fantasy



Taboo Family Crusoe – Step Harem Fantas
y



A Mother’s Awakening – MILF, Step Fantasy



Mourning Father – Family FFM, Step Fantasy



Taboo MILF Blackmailed! – MILF, Step Fantasy



The Man Next Door – Mom Daughter FFM, Step Fantasy



Milk Farmer: Runaway Transformation



Mother’s Motivation



Taboo MILF Collection



Taboo Daddy Collection



The Summer Intern – Daddy Dom, Step Fantasy



Comforting Daddy – Daddy, Virgin, Step Fantasy



Down on the Farm – Daddy Girl, Step Fantas
y



Off to College – Daddy’s Girl, Step Fantasy



Beach Getaway – BWWM, Daddy’s Girl, Step Fantasy



Summer Fling – Sister Brother, Step Fantasy
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 to get updates on stories and exclusive content not available on Amazon!
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