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Chapter One

The 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 arrive 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, ingoring 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.”


Chapter Two

Her 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 blond 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 womens 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.


Chapter Three

I 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 Gift… King of Gaia… Lord of the Grove… you’ve been gathering them to you. I will not allow my Sisters to become slaves r tohrall 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 blond 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.


Chapter Four

When 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 field 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 eery voice.

“As prepared as I’ll ever be,” I said, strapping my backpack down to the rack on the back of the bike.

“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 bikes, 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 bike 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 bike.

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.


Chapter Five

The 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 bike 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 heled 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 bike 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.


Chapter Six

When 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 bikes.

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 fours 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 bike 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. Stoor 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 bikes. 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 blond 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 patient’s rooms and offices.


Chapter Seven

A 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 either… wait.”

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 blond whipped off he 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 blond 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.


Chapter Eight

I 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 blond 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 bikes, 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 out 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 bike. I was forced to grab onto her waist and hold tight as she threw the bike 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.

To Be Continued…
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