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Chapter One

It 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 careful with the open flame inside the tent and got a pot of water boiling. We got our MRE's ready, and we happy to have a warm meal at least, even if it was all eaten out of 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 nervous 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 myself 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.


Chapter Two

The 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 friends’ 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 blond 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 blond 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! Promisee 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 for the between their lips, tongues touching as they worked the head. They exchanged kisses around my cock, and Loren's perfect blond 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 blonds 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 map 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.


Chapter Three

Nadia 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 blond 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.


Chapter Four

Vanessa 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 women’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 sicking 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 around, 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 blond 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 blond 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 chance of rifles and ammo as well as gear we could use once we decided to hike inland.


Chapter Five

We 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 and 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 blonds 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 blond’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 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.


Chapter Six

The 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 I 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 blond 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 blond 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.


Chapter Seven

“We 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 usually basked 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 bike 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."


Chapter Eight

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 bike 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 blond 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 your 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.”


Chapter Nine

She 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 the questions. 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 he 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 blondness, 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 stopped 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 blond 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. The 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 me 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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