
        
            
                
            
        

    


























The Species Imperative

Part Three: The Queendom of Gaia























by Nick Storming


 

Publisher: Fractured Press

Copyright© 2019 Fractured Press

All characters are 18 and older


Table of Contents


The Species Imperative



Chapter One



Chapter Two



Chapter Three



Chapter Four



Chapter Five



Chapter Six



Chapter Seven



Fractured Press



Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

“What is it?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who would do that?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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


Chapter Two

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Your name is Arrow?” I asked her.

“So what?” She asked belligerently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

One of her hands had reached down and pressed itself between her legs without her even realizing it. A deathly silence rang out in the group, and I saw the puzzled expression on women's faces as they tried to figure out what the hell had just happened. The Queen stepped forward and approached me, stopping a foot away. I saw her eyes tracing the lines of my face as she breathed deep. Her eyes softening and cheeks reddening even from breathing in my pheromones for a moment or two, then she reached out, slipped a hand behind my neck and drew my head down to hers, our lips meeting. My shock at the kiss was dashed away by the shuddering pleasure that rippled through my body. My fingers were trembling, and cock grew rock hard from only the contact of her thick pillow-soft lips to mine and the feel of her hot fingers on my neck. I felt the older woman sinking deeper and deeper into the kiss, her tongue sliding along mine for a quick second before she pulled away with a gasp and a wide grin.

She stood there, panting chest heaving and the trembling fingers of one hand reaching up to her lips. Her eyes grew curious as she looked at me, her lips still smiling, then she nodded as if coming to a decision. All eyes were on their Queen, some in shock, some in envy, others in pure bewilderment. That’s when the sirens began.


Chapter Three

The klaxon call of air horns rang out all over the island, and I saw all the women around us start, looking around for a second in confusion. Then they began to move as one, the Queen stood in the center of the chaos, shouting orders and bringing all into order.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THUMP THUMP THUMP

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

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

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

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

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

“Who are they?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I took my time getting clean. I found some lovely smelling soaps and a loofah and scrubbed myself. The water was the perfect temperature, and the cascade soothed my muscles and stress. I thought back on the past couple of days madness and couldn't help but worry what our current situation might lead to. I needed to figure out a way that we would be safe and hopefully never captured again. Although I was beginning to think more and more, that was a pipe dream. I still had a trump card to play with the bottle of pills I’d stolen from the pharmacy that first morning, but I hoped I wouldn't have to use them. I was a little worried about what they might do to women, so changed by the Species Imperative. Eventually, I climbed out of the shower and found they had removed my old clothes to be washed. There was a robe, matching what the women wore and I put it on, finding it to be very comfortable.


Chapter Four

The guards led me away from the building and through the little tent village. I saw Vanessa and Nadia walking with a pair of other women, taking a tour of the place. The two women were pointing out various things about the community to my friends. They both noticed me and waved, Nadia's eyes concerned, but in Vanessa, I saw total confidence. I saw Loren on the other side of the village talking with a small group of gorgeous young women. She seemed to fit in here really well, and I was happy she had found her people.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You think one kiss is going to magically change my mind?" She asked, clearly not believing. I heard one of the guardswomen snort in derision, but I simply nodded. She looked at me for a long minute, finally nodding she stood quickly and leaned forward. Her cold fingers were taking the sides of my face as she leaned down. Our eyes were locked, and so I saw the change hit her plain as day. Her pupils dilated even before our lips met, and I saw her face turn from anger to disbelief, and finally to desire as her lips met mine. Her hands went from holding my head in place to sliding back into my hair, caressing me as her passionate kiss extended and extended. A soft mewling sound of desire escaped her throat, and I felt my cock thicken as lust began to consume me. I kept my hands down at my sides with a struggle as the kiss went on. Finally, the woman pushed back with a gasp, as if she had to tear herself apart from me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I hope you have some stamina boy because we aren't letting you leave here till each woman gets her mind cleared.”


Chapter Five

She led us back to the showers and said we should clean up. Bethany and Simone stayed with me. The three of us cleaning off and only touching and teasing a little under the warm waters. The two of them were obviously friends and lovers. When they began to make out as I washed the suds from their bodies, it was all I could do not to bend them both over right there, and the visual stimulation was so intense.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How long was I asleep?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I have a special surprise planned for you tomorrow morning, so don’t work too hard big boy,” then she spun and ran off, glancing back once with a mischievous smile and laughing when she saw I was staring at her pert little butt wiggle away.


Chapter Six

The girl’s mom stepped up before me, looking up with her big blue eyes. I saw her breath coming heavy, and her hand twitched as if to reach out and grab me, but instead, she motioned to the large tent behind her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Never doubt… ugh… how capable… ugh… you are,” I whispered in the girl’s ear as my cock drove home into her in slow hard thrusts. I would have said more, but the pleasure and drugs clouded my mind too much. She clung to my shoulders, her little cries of joy and her sweet little lips upon mine sent us both over the edge quickly.


Chapter Seven

Then she was pushing open the door, her tiny little ass drawing me forward with its perfect white cheeks. Inside was the candy store, my fevered lust-filled mind craved. Two dozen women were in various states of bliss around the storage room. The room was mostly empty, and pallets piled un into beds, blankets, and pillows covering everything. Candles had been lit, adding to the unreal quality of the room. Everywhere I looked, I saw naked female flesh lit by the amber glow. The scents and sounds hit my senses, and I lost all ability to reason.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Prologue

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Wait! Wait, I'm coming!"

Turning, I saw Loren running up.

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

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

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

Fifteen minutes later, the six of us were shoving off into the sea once more. This time with a full tank, extra fuel, and enough food and water to get us up the California coast. Vanessa was smiling with pleasure when she saw Loren had come and ordering the girl to untie the boat. I collapsed into the back of the boat as Vanessa pulled us out, the engine throbbing and lulling me to sleep. I fell to sleep with visions of my dark-haired queen and the wicked things she had promised for her King’s return.

To Be Continued…
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