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I tossed the bone into the fire and wiped my hand across my mouth. My right hand settled on my chiseled abs, and I threw a glance at the young women breastfeeding. My babies had been born a couple of months ago, and it had been an event with music, dancing and offerings to ensure their growth and strength. It was summer, and it had been surprisingly quiet since rescuing Felicia and defeating the Beastblood.

I leaned back and swept my eyes over the scenery. We still found ourselves at the plateau surrounded by mountains. We’d been at this camp for a while, but something in the back of my mind told me to move. Jasmina threw a bone into the fire and whipped her pink hair back and away from her face. She aimed her purple eyes at mine and a smile broke out on her face. “Let me tell you a story before we go to bed,” she said.

Even if it was late in the evening, it was always thrilling listening to her stories. Sometimes they were erotic. Sometimes they predicted the future. Or sometimes they just taught you something valuable. “I’m all ears,” I told her.

She then flicked her eyes to the other ladies, waiting for their nod of approval. Chabia and Nalia gave them to her. Liana and the rest of her women did too, including Felicia and the young, breastfeeding women.

“Let us clean ourselves first,” Chabia said. “Then I would love to listen.”

Jasmina dipped her head and patiently watched the darkening sky in the meanwhile.

We hadn’t changed much as a tribe. Valaria was still at our trading post, taking care of the trading and making sure we got all the weapons we needed. I hadn’t seen her in a couple of weeks, and every time I visited her, she always had the most durable and high-quality weapons available for my picking. She would take some jewelry and pearls on the side. She wasn’t fond of weapons but loved dressing fancy. I didn’t mind since she radiated sexuality which drew me to her. She must have noticed and made sure to appear as pretty as possible whenever I visited her. She was always on her knees for me, talking about the great privilege of having an erect cock in her mouth. I didn’t mind and always gave it to her since she deserved it.

After we’d eaten, we made our way to the waterfall. I passed the young mothers who rocked our babies in their arms. They looked up at me demurely as always, but I’d noticed they kept an eye out on me more than usual as if they wanted to be impregnated again. I flicked my eyes to Felicia, and her feline traits always caught my attention. She was the snowflake in our tribe, who also spent most of her time helping my pregnant women. She was soon about to give birth too and had spent more time than usual with them, gaining experiences with child rearing. I believed she had a strong desire to become a great mother, just like her own.

Reaching the waterfall, I cupped my hands in the water and splashed it over my face. Chabia and Nalia stood right next to me and splashed water at each other. Chabia’s golden, lustrous hair cascaded down her shoulders and back, reaching the swell of her gorgeous ass, and despite the sun sinking behind the mountains, her hair shined brightly. She turned to me, bumping her massive hip into Nalia. Her curves and shapes always did something to my brain, triggering an urge to ravish her.

I was pretty certain she noticed since she always smirked in return, and I could tell she enjoyed it when she caught my eye. To be fair, all of my women did. “I saw there wasn’t much meat left,” Chabia said, splashing some water on her face and letting it run down the valley of her big breasts.

“We can go on a hunt tomorrow,” I told her and flicked my eyes to Nalia. “You’re invited too.”

Nalia’s golden eyes were truly hypnotizing, and so was her brown, glittery hair which flowed behind her back. She flashed me a smile as I drank in her beauty. “If you’ll let me shoot it.”

“I’ll give you the honor.” After we’d defeated the beastmen, she hadn’t been able to put her bow down. She wasn’t so insecure any longer and kept practicing so long as I was around. We’d taught her well, and her archery skills were almost on a par with Chabia’s. We were both proud of her, and she’d sworn the next time we ventured out on a dangerous journey, she would follow and watch our backs. I’d agreed. She wasn’t that fearful girl I’d met in the cave any longer.

We returned to Jasmina and settled down on the wood logs. The campfire flickered brightly in the middle, the wood crackling. She reached for her flute and lifted it to her lips. Taking a deep breath, she started playing softly, but all of us descended into silence and were drawn into the melody. I couldn’t hear anything, just listening to the poetic humming. She did that sometimes when she wanted our attention, and it worked every time.

When all eyes were aimed at her, she lowered the flute and stared into the flames for a short moment. We heard crickets in the background, and the logs released a hiss as they were reduced to ash and smoke before she opened her mouth. “This is about an envious woman who turned to shamanism … not for the good. Not for the sake of helping a tribe or tribess—but to destroy this world and do anything she could to make this precious world, so beautiful and innocent, go under.” We leaned forward and were drawn into the story. She didn’t make it sound like a horror story, but shivers ran down my spine nevertheless. It was about a woman who’d grown up with a more beautiful twin. She was jealous of her beauty, and when she’d been picked by another tribe, she turned to despair as fear enclosed her vision and life—The fear of never experiencing the sensation of being taken by a man and the fear of becoming one of the many abandoned women. Turning to shamanism, she was dedicated and motivated and found a sense of meaning and purpose in life. But not for the greater good, but to destroy the life which she claimed had made her miserable. She mastered complex spells. She learned how to influence diseases, weather and soil. She made the muscles limp, the rocks soft and the lust dry up. And in the end, there was a lifeless world filled with apathy. It was a world in ruin.

She ended with a deep breath and lost herself in the flames for a moment. So did I, and I wasn’t sure whether to interpret this as a sign of some sort. Jasmina could be mysterious even if I’d known her for almost as long as Chabia and Nalia. Sometimes I wished she could just remain a horny woman, satisfying me when I was waking up or when I felt for it. But I knew deep inside that she cared about all of us. If there were ill tidings, she shared them regardless to prepare us.

“What do you make out of it?” I asked her, breaking the silence as I thought the stillness had been going on for way too long.

“Too early to tell,” she said and flitted her eyes to me for a second. “But I don’t think it struck me arbitrarily. Something is going on in our world … It has been way too quiet the past months.”

She was right, and I remembered clearly well how there had been numerous complaints of the scarcity of men. There was also this tribe that mentioned giving birth to several girls but no men. Glancing over to my young women, they held onto one boy and three girls, and it was a sign that my seed was incredibly strong, healthy and durable. According to Jasmina, who’d helped with the childbirth, the birth of a son would bring fortune for years to come, especially when more women would stay close to me and join the Golden Eagle—The strongest tribe out there.

“Why do envious women have to behave like that?” Nalia said and wrinkled her nose. “She could have used her skill for something good.”

“So could have our former tribe leader,” Chabia told her. “Some are evil … That’s just the nature of our world, unfortunately.”

“I wish more were like Kyle,” Felicia said and looked up at me, smiling deeply.

Her comment warmed my heart. It felt good to matter and be important to someone you loved as well. It wasn’t that many years ago when I had also been left out in the cold with nowhere to go.

“It just makes our man more special,” Nalia said and wrapped her arm in mine.

“Just giving you a heads up,” I told them. “Tomorrow, Nalia, Chabia and I will go on a hunt.” They nodded and none raised any objections.

As the night wore on and the fire reduced to embers, we all went to bed and slept together like a big tribe. Chabia and Nalia lay next to me. They cuddled up to me and their arms draped over my chest, and their breaths constantly flowed down my neck. It was impossible to be limp with these women around me, and every single night was another one I enjoyed.

Closing my eyes, I slowly descended into a deep sleep.
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I dreamed I was all alone in a vast world, surrounded by gorgeous, horny women. They were either pregnant or waiting for me to impregnate them. Mothers or siblings pushed their young fertile daughters or sisters to me, begging and pleading with their hands clasped together that their beauty would catch my attention. It was the first thing that happened after eighteen years had passed since birth, and it was my turn to have my way with them.

Everyone knew who I was as the word had spread far and wide about my endeavors and heroism, and the surviving women and tribesses had flocked to my tribe. No foreplay was needed as they were wet as a ripe fruit and eagerly straddled my legs, riding me till my seed had been fired deep into their wombs.




I snapped awake and felt a drenched pussy hugging my erect shaft. I felt someone sitting on top of me, and opening my eyes, I saw Jasmina riding me. My cock was deeply entrenched in her womanhood, and I watched in awe and pleasure as she kept riding me to a climax. I grabbed her legs and held onto her as I didn’t want her to go or do anything else than continue this act. Leaning back with a mighty groan, I stabbed her deep and fired so hard it felt like I’d been taken to Heaven. She slowed down, milking me before lying on top of me. Her warm, feminine breath against my face, she locked her arms around my neck and didn’t slip my cock out from her pussy, leaving it twitching inside her. Chabia and Nalia were still sleeping, and Jasmina was a master at fucking me in stealth mode. “Good morning,” she whispered.

I cupped her ass and drew her closer to me. My lust for her just grew stronger and stronger, and I wanted more and more of her. “Any words of wisdom before I go?” I asked, assuming it was the reason she’d decided to ride me till I woke up. That or she was just horny as usual.

She broke the embrace and fixed her eyes on me, a smile curling on her lips. “You know me so well by now.”

Her smile was infectious and so was her love and lust. “I sure do.”

“Be careful while you hunt,” she told me while drawing letters on my chest. “And don’t ignore the desperate plea of the misfortune ones. That’s all I wanted to tell you.”

Her words sank in. “I won’t ignore anyone.”

She kissed the Venus pendant figurine before locking her lips on mine. I cupped her neck and deepened the kiss, snaking my tongue into her mouth till it slid over hers. I loved being in her embrace, mouth and pussy, holding onto her while exploring her flesh with my free hands. My heart rate spiked and so did hers. We held the kiss till we were both breathless, and Chabia and Nalia tossed and turned and were both about to wake up.

Breaking the kiss, we inhaled sharply while saliva stretched from lip to lip. She ruffled my hair playfully and sat up, revealing my cock still buried in her pussy, squeezing me erect again. On the following upward stroke, she came off me slowly but made sure to hug my cock as intimately as she could. My cock fell with a wet smack against my waist, and I watched rivulets of cum run out from her pussy and color her pink in a creamy white color. She scooped some up with her finger and shoved it in her mouth, sucking it with her eyes closed as if it were a divine treat.

Chabia caressed my chest and eyed my sopping erection. “Good morning,” she said in her morning voice.

“It sure was a good morning.”

Chabia and Nalia chuckled. “I also wanted to join,” Nalia said and watched my erection as it still stood strong but drenched in Jasmina’s honey.

“I had to wake him up since I had something on my heart,” Jasmina said and closed her legs to keep my seed inside her. “But you should also keep your eyes open for any signs.”

“Signs about what?” Nalia questioned. She wasn’t yawning any longer. Jasmina’s mysterious words awakened her.

“Signs about our future,” Jasmina said cryptically. Nalia exchanged glances with me but I knew as much as she did. I was equally as bad trying to decrypt her messages.

I didn’t find much point in lying here any longer. Jasmina had ridden me to an orgasm, and my seed had been pumped deep inside her pink entrance.

We rose and made our way to our weapons, hoisting the quivers swollen with arrows over our shoulders and reaching for our bows, trying out the string and test-firing an arrow. I turned to Jasmina before leaving, drinking in her nude body and noticing buttermilk running down the inside of her leg. “Tell the ladies to take the rest of the food. We’ll be back anyway with a fresh kill,” I said with confidence in my voice.

“I will,” she said and her eyes swept over me, and something told me she was already horny again. “I’ll go make an offering before they wake up … thinking of you as usual.”

She was fond of making offerings, whether it was a cum swap or squirting into rivers or lakes. She could masturbate multiple times a day, and I was surprised the lake hadn’t turned pink because of all the times she’d fountain-orgasmed into it.

I beckoned Nalia and Chabia with me as they were both fully dressed.

Descending the slope, I glanced over to Nalia. Despite it being summer, her skin was still porcelain white, and it was in stark contrast to Chabia’s honey-toned skin. “Do you speak with Felicia as often as before?”

“When I find the time,” Nalia said with a smile. “Even if we share a similar past, it’s obvious she wants to be a mother. I don’t, to keep it brief.”

“I see,” I said. When we first met, Nalia was always there for her, caring for her as a sibling. Felicia could stand on her own feet now. I remembered clearly well when she apologized for bringing us into a fight with her former tribe, but I couldn’t take it and wouldn’t let such a young, beautiful girl get smoked by a bunch of lunatics. “She’s a mother more than anything else.”

Nalia nodded. “I agree. Her mom was a great role model too.”

It was true, and it made me envious since I had the opposite experience with my parents. It was unthinkable that they’d risk their lives for me. There wasn’t a guarantee that your parents would be there for you. “Is there a reason why you don’t want children?”

She looked at her own body, especially her busty breasts and toned waist. She had the most well-endowed rack of the tribe, and also stamina judging by the fact she was rarely winded. “I don’t know … maybe I don’t want to become less attractive to you.”

She definitely knew her own reasons, but she was mistaken if she thought she’d ever become less attractive. “Pregnant women are attractive in their own way. I lusted for them as much as I did before.”

“But once they’re pregnant, then what?” she asked with hints of worry in her voice.

“I think it’s an experience in itself,” Chabia said. “Just like being taken by a man is a dream for many women so is to carry on his blood and seed. It’s an honor.”

“I know it’s an honor … but it’s still not something I’m too much into,” she said and flicked her golden eyes back to me. “I only want your cock inside me.”

“It’s okay,” I told her and patted her back. “We are different after all.”

“What was the sign Jasmina was talking about?” Nalia asked me.

“She said ‘Don’t ignore the desperate plea of the misfortune ones’,” I told her and showed her my expression, letting her know I was just as clueless as her.

“We don’t do that,” Nalia said.

“You’re right,” I told her. “But I think she wanted to tell us to keep our eyes open.”

We descended the slope till we reached the feet of the mountain. We waited till we felt the winds blowing and heard the grass rustling. We turned in its direction and followed the winds shortly after. “Do you remember when we first came here?” I asked them. It was a little less than a year ago when we’d first met Lania and her women, desperately asking me to take her with them. I’d accepted her offer and then we’d met Bazaar. His dishonorable actions still brought a foul taste in my mouth, but reminiscing over the revenge and then taking his women shortly after was one of the sweetest things I’d felt so far.

“I do,” Chabia said. She looked around as goosebumps prickled her skin. The grass reached our knees. There were multiple patches of colorful flowers growing about, adorned with buzzing bees and fluttering butterflies. “It was a special time … The beginning of the expansion of your tribe.”

“Why have you kept the expansion on hold?” Nalia questioned. “You should take more women, especially if what Jasmina said turns out to be true.”

I shrugged, and I also thought back to the story she’d told us yesterday. “We need to wind down too,” I told her. “I first had to deal with your former tribe then Felicia’s. It happened so quickly without any room to breathe.”

“I guess,” Nalia said. “Now it feels like we’ve breathed though.”

“I also feel refreshed,” I said as we moved across these beautiful lands. The sun rose over the mountains and cast a light over the valley, making the many colorful flowers shine even brighter. The river sparkled as it meandered its way, burbling and crashing onto the edges and rocks, sending a spray of fresh water to our faces to cool us down from the heat. The steep mountains surrounding us made me dizzy, especially as memories evoked when I’d just discovered Grizzly Strength and saved them.

As the valley led us to a plain overlooking rising hill, I focused on Eagle Eye and scanned the surroundings. “I see tracks but no animals.”

“Let’s have a look,” Chabia said.

Nalia clenched her bow and giggled. “I’m ready to kill.”

“And I’m ready to watch you,” I told her as we approached the tracks.

Ever since coming here, I’d completely forgotten about time, dates and months. We were in the early stages of summer and had just left spring behind us. I had to think for a moment when figuring out which month it was. I realized it was probably June, but that word didn’t mean much to me any longer. Seconds and minutes had turned into moments. And months and years had turned into a long time from now on. It felt better looking at life in that way. I didn’t feel the same amount of stress I’d felt in the modern world. I wasn’t worrying as much, and that was despite having faced some turbulent times and moments.

Reaching the tracks, we sat on our haunches and surrounded them. They were the size of my waist and were certainly big enough to crush my bones. It was obvious which animal had recently been there. “Definitely a mammoth,” I said and inspected the width and depths of the tracks.

“Will feed us for a while,” Chabia said. There sure were a lot of mouths to feed especially as the pregnant girls wanted more to eat. I focused on Eagle Eye and saw how they led farther into the hilly lands. I motioned the women with me and continued onward.




When the sun was at the peak of the sky, we climbed over a hill and finally got our eyes on a flock of mammoths making their way across the hills. There were six of them, and they moved slowly and close to each other. The fur would be very tradeable and earn us many more weapons and pearls to Valaria.

I exchanged glances with Nalia. “It’s time to shine,” I told her. I had only seen her bring down a couple of bison by herself, but they were all young.

She looked up to me and a smile played on her face. I got the same impression that impressing me was her most important goal.

“Come,” I said. We approached them but made sure to keep a distance not to scare them, but not too far away, so we could at least kill them. I held onto my bow and kept an arrow ready by the string just in case she needed backup. I took a little step back, making room for her. “Chabia and I are in the background. This will be your moment in the sun.”

Chabia also made sure to wink at her. Nalia kept three arrows in her draw hand, preparing to bring down a mammoth on her own. She was brave as she steadily moved closer to get a better aim. Chabia was about to object for a second since she was moving quite close to them, but I raised my hand and reminded her in a whisper, “I can run fast if something goes astray.”

The wind stirred Nalia’s hair, and she drew an arrow. Narrowing her eyes, she took aim and released so the shaft flew like the wind. It pierced right through the massive flesh of the youngest mammoth, which raised its mane and cried shortly after. Nalia was equally as quick and loaded her bow again. She shot the same mammoth, spilling more blood along its shaggy fur and then finished it off with the last shaft in her hand. The mammoth had absolutely no time or strength to escape. It released a guttural roar and fell with a slump, so the ground shook. The family thundered away in fear, leaving it dead behind. Nalia shot her fists into the sky while the sun truly shined upon her. “Did you see?” she said proudly and aimed her eyes at me first.

I nodded and it was impossible not to see such a beautiful shot by a gorgeous girl. “I saw every second of it.”

“I brought it down on my own!” she exclaimed. She twirled on her foot and was on the verge of dancing.

Chabia chuckled. “So, we’ll get a dance on top of some delicious meat. What a lovely surprise.”

Nalia then stopped but her boobs kept jiggling inside her chestwrap. She blushed but I patted her back. “Come on, there’s plenty of time to dance afterward.”

“I wasn’t planning to,” she said and blew me a raspberry.

“Yeah, you were,” Chabia poked some fun at her but gave her a proud kiss on her forehead. “Jokes aside. Well done.”

We made our way to the mammoth, seeing the dust rise as the rest of them fled. We surrounded it and it was the size of a boulder. The blood trickled out from the three wounds, and it was still breathing as it lay there. “What a beast,” Nalia said in awe and shook its shoulder, seeing the fat jiggle.

“Took the words out of my mouth,” I said and studied it myself.

Chabia gave her a well-deserved hug. “You’ve come a long way since I made you your first bow.”

“I know,” she said and couldn’t help but smile. “All because of you and Kyle.”

I enjoyed the sound of her elated voice, infecting us with joy. She was proud of bringing down the beast, and I could understand why being pregnant wasn’t important for her.

I pulled out the arrows and tossed them aside, closing the mammoth’s eyes. It died a worthy death. I focused on Grizzly Strength and tossed it over my back with a grunt. It was massive, but it weighed no more than a rock. “Alright,” I told them. “Let’s head back.”

They followed me as we moved on, but we didn’t reach far when I suddenly halted in my tracks and focused on Eagle Eye. “I see someone,” I said. My words made Nalia reach for her arrow, but Chabia arched an eyebrow, finding it hard to believe a threat was nearby and so did I.

“It’s another tribess,” I told Nalia. “You can lower your weapon.”

“Are they armed?” she asked.

“They are but not by the most impressive weapons … They look starved,” I said.

“Starved for what?” she questioned.

“We’ll have to ask them, but we have to show them we come in peace first and foremost.”

“Alright,” she said, which she couldn’t disagree on. “The dance will definitely have to wait now.”

We approached them and even if I’d seen their faces a moment ago with Eagle Eye, it became more evident that something wasn’t right.

We stood before them, and they were all green-haired with various shades of green. The one in the middle, who was the tallest, had emerald green hair that flowed down to her waist. Even the Venus pendant figurine was colored green. Opening her mouth, she studied me, questioning whether I was real or not. I looked over her shoulder and saw the expressions of her tribess members didn’t look much different. Behind that awe, I saw lines of stress on their foreheads and shrouds of sadness enveloping them. Their hands and legs bore the mark of a long journey, covered in dirt and grime.

I laid down the mammoth and straightened my back. They watched me in awe and wonder and were too shy to break the ice.

“Who’s the leader of your tribess?” I asked while studying all of their faces. They looked as if they were on the verge of crying.

“I am,” the emerald-haired lady said and stepped forth with a bow. “I’m Lariana, the leader of the tribess Emerald.”

I nodded and drank in her unique hair color and the rest of the gorgeous ladies standing behind her. Even if they looked fatigued, wretched and slightly sick, there was flawless beauty behind all that dirt. “My name is Kyle, the leader of the Golden Eagle.”

They gasped and exchanged glances. Lariana’s eyes brightened upon hearing my name. “We have heard of you … In fact, we’ve been seeking you but were about to give up. We were about to accept the dire fact you might have been a myth to mislead desperate tribesses like ours.”

I arched an eyebrow. “I’m no myth. I stand right before you.”

“It was because of your deeds and actions we, and many other tribesses, found it hard to fathom that you actually existed.”

“But yet you decided to come?” I questioned.

“We were in a desperate state,” she admitted painfully with a hand over her heart. “We found it hard to believe any man would still stand, let alone someone who can carry a mammoth on his shoulders. But we didn’t have much of a choice.”

I felt bad for her straight away. Her wretched voice told me that something was off, and her voice told me also she was on the verge of crying. She stepped up to me and it caught me off guard. She dropped to her knees, buried her face in her hands and wept. It took me by surprise as she kept spilling her tears all over my feet. I looked up at the rest of her women. and they all had visible tear tracks on their cheeks. They sniveled and tears welled up in their eyes. Questions whirled in my mind about what had happened to them. I knelt and tried reaching for her hand. “Laralia, speak to me.”

She sniveled. “You remember my name,” she said in disbelief. “You truly are special and healthy.”

“You just told me,” I reminded her. “But you must tell me more about what’s happened and why you’re crying.”

“It’s difficult to speak with rumors going about that a wretched disease is killing more and more men … We’ve been looking for ages after one and haven’t found one till now. I’m crying in joy and desperation. Please, don’t abandon us. Please, let us join you.” She took my hand, kissed it and knelt for me. I wasn’t sure what made her believe I would abandon her out in the wilderness. “I won’t disturb your tribe members,” she continued. “Just if we can do something useful for you, and you can bed us now and then—A dream so far-fetched for many of us women. It will heal us immensely.”

“Laralia,” I told her firmly. “I refuse to speak with you while you are on your knees. Rise.”

She sniveled and wiped her hand across her eyes. She understood I was serious when she looked up to me from a seated position. I had my actions to back up my word that I wasn’t a man easily fooled or full of lies. When I said something, I meant it. She slowly rose to her feet, and I lifted her chin so her emerald eyes met mine. “I’ll let you join. I’d never abandon any of you.”

“Oh, thank you,” she said and tried drying her eyes. “Sorry for crying and being weak in front of you. But it hasn’t been fun living the past years.”

“It’s okay,” I told her and placed my hand on her shoulder. “But please, let me introduce you to my women first. This is Chabia and Nalia. They belong to my tribe.” Chabia and Nalia nodded to them briefly and tried to smile, but it was difficult when seeing what kind of state these women found themselves in.

“Can I ask her something?” Chabia asked me. I stepped aside, and she cleared her throat. “The rumors about the disease, where does that come from?”

“From other tribesses and my own experiences traveling across the lands,” she said gravely. “It’s not really a rumor. We haven’t seen a man in more than a year. They speak of a valley … with such a gruesome event, I won’t tell you because I have some girls who are a bit too young to listen to such dark incidents.”

“Do you mind telling us when the sun has set?” I asked her.

“It’s the least I could do if you’re willing to welcome us to your tribe.”

“I already have,” I said and looked over her shoulder at all the women and girls standing behind her, looking at me and again questioning whether it was real life or not. “Come with us. We’ll bring you to peace and safety.”

She nodded meekly and bowed down. “Anything for you, Kyle.” And the rest of the women bowed down shortly after.

I picked up the mammoth again, and Chabia and Nalia tried keeping them company, but they were difficult to speak with since they seemed traumatized and riddled with fears. Some of them smiled and brightened and questioned whether the bad days were finally over. And they also spoke about some of the deeds and my past heroism which Chabia and Nalia confirmed were all true. “What a privilege for you to have found him first,” Laralia said.

“We thank Venus every day,” Chabia said and kissed her pendant figurine and whispered a prayer, “for bringing such a strong man like Kyle to us and letting him bed us and suck him every day. We were in a similar situation like you, in exile and without a man to take care of us.”

“There truly are miracles out there,” Laralia said.

“I’m curious,” Chabia said. “What kind of rumors did you hear?”

She sighed. “Many tribesses out there have heard of Kyle’s heroic deeds and how he defended his women from all threats and welcomed and protected other women even if it meant risking new feuds. That sounded far-fetched already but then there are also rumors about him being perpetually hard and having the ability to pleasure and impregnate as many tribe members as possible. After something happened to our tribe, we decided to take the chance and venture out by ourselves.”

Chabia arched an eyebrow, and goosebumps pricked her skin. “So, you haven’t always been a tribess?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head and swallowing hard. “We haven’t.”

That might explain why some of her girls were quite young, but I still didn’t like the sound of it, and I couldn’t wait till she would explain to us what had happened to her man.




Making our way up the steep slope, Laralia and her women had finally stopped crying. I could hear the whispers behind me of how strong and handsome I was, and at the same time I felt their eyes on my back. They couldn’t get enough of me and I didn’t blame them for being starved. I guessed it was one of those things Jasmina had predicted again, don’t ignore the desperate plea of the misfortune ones.

I dumped the animal not far from the campfire, and my tribe gathered around me as I motioned them all to me. The sun was steadily sinking, and soon the stars would blink into existence. “This is Laralia and her women,” I introduced the new women to our tribe. “They’ll join us from now on.”

My women greeted them all with hugs and kisses, despite them being filthier than average. They showed as much hospitality as possible and found some clothing for them. They also showed them the waterfall and lake where they could wash themselves. I sat down with Chabia and started butchering the animal. I tried not to cut myself as I kept an eye out on the newcomers as they were standing nude under the waterfall. Even their bushes were bright green, but I could clearly see the pink slit. It reminded me of a delicious, wet watermelon.

“Careful there,” Chabia reminded me as I was an inch away from cutting myself. “I know they are good-looking.”

“They are,” I said and shifted my focus to the mammoth. Jasmina sat next to me and watched as I tore the skin off it. “You’re a talented shaman,” I told her. “No one predicts the future as well as you.”

“I’m a believer first and foremost,” she said proudly. “With belief, everything will follow. However, beliefs can have different interpretations. I’m not always sure what my visions are about.” She showed some humility before her face darkened substantially as if something bad would happen. “Have they explained what’s happened to them?”

“They promised to explain,” I told Jasmina. “I’m also dying to know.”

“So am I,” she said and turned her eyes to the kill. “Who killed this beast?”

“Nalia did,” I said.

Nalia stabbed herself with her own thumb. “All by myself.”

“Impressive.”

“That’s what we said too,” Chabia said and flicked her eyes to Nalia.

After I’d skinned and butchered most of it, I let my women take over the job. They prepared for one great meal with vital organs, fat and plenty of newly picked vegetables. In the meanwhile, I went over to the girls who were breastfeeding and sat next to them. I could smell their wetness from far away, and I had a gut feeling they wanted to be impregnated again. “How are you?” I asked them, including Felicia. She was already becoming great friends with them, and she was popular with her feline traits.

“We’re fine,” Sofya said, and they all aimed their eyes at me and almost lost focus on their suckling babies. Their breasts had swelled to massive proportions because of the milk filling their boobs. Their hips too had grown unimaginably bigger, turning me on whenever I saw them. I couldn’t understand why Nalia was afraid of losing her beauty. My son, named Liam, came off Sofya’s tit and looked up at me with round curious eyes. He always did whenever I was around. Sofya let him crawl to me, and I took my son in my arms. He didn’t cry, just smiled slyly while kicking his legs as hard as he could.

I could barely remember those old photos of me. I hadn’t seen them since I moved out, but holding Liam, I knew I saw myself, and I felt a joy unlike any other. I felt content that I already had four children and another coming right up, and it felt empowering that women were on their knees to let me impregnate them.

I watched Liam as he started kicking again. He had the same hair color as I and the same eyes. He looked around him curiously and chuckled a little whenever I gave him attention. Sofya inched her hips closer to mine. She’d been honored when she gave birth to a son, and we’d celebrated for many days. It was a day we couldn’t forget as Valaria had come over with bugs that lit up and Jasmina had lit up torches in different colors. We’d danced, played music and had orgies on top of it, and Sofya had felt like a star ever since.

“He usually doesn’t kick his feet when I hold him,” Sofya said and rubbed his belly with her finger till he laughed.

I looked at him and he looked back at me. He balled his tiny hands into fists, and I knew already he would become a strong man and continue to impregnate the world with my seed and bed as many women as possible. Our bloodline would flow on. No threat or disease would stand in our way. “He wants to show off,” I said and understood fairly well what Jasmina was talking about with belief and confidence. “He wants to show his father he’s strong.”

I knew it was true since I could feel the bond between us. He started drumming his fists and then went on to kick some more. I cradled him, and I remembered the first time I’d held him. I’d felt an overwhelming sense of love and affection, and a strong desire to care for and protect him. I still felt it and broke out in a smile as I lifted him closer to my chest. He couldn’t get enough of my face, my hair, my ears or my skin. He snorted and held my cheeks with his fists. “Easy there,” I said and had to pull him a bit away from me. Sofya was already itching to hold him, and I gave him back to her. He started crying and reached back to me. I leaned forward and patted his soft, little cheek. “Respect your mother.”

“That’s nice of you,” Sofya said and rocked him in her arms.

I leaned back and looked at the rest of the young women. “What’s on your heart?”

“Well, we thought of …” Aysha said but couldn’t finish her sentence since she just giggled and her cheeks pinked shortly after.

“Don’t be shy, spit it out,” I encouraged her to speak.

“Sofya, you tell him,” Aysha said.

Sofya drew in a deep breath. “We haven’t been bedded in a year … and all of us feel fertile again.”

“Also, according to Jasmina,” Fyona said, holding onto our half-asleep daughter. “We are.”

I considered their wishes. “Don’t worry about it … Tonight, you’ll sleep next to me after our babies are asleep.” I looked at Felicia. “Are you up for a challenge?”

Her lips curled up to a smile and her cat-like ears twitched. “Bring it.”

“My four babies will be yours tonight while I have my way with these four.”

“Challenge accepted,” she said. She fixed her eyes on my daughter, rubbing her tummy with her finger till both laughed. It sure was a challenge she looked forward to.

“After we’ve eaten,” I told Aysha, Fyona, Alicia and Sofya, “I’ll bed all of you.”

They exchanged grins and found it difficult to keep their legs closed as it was already dripping from their fruits. It was a year since the last time, and ever since they’d given birth, they’d given me clear hints that they wanted me inside them again.

The scent of cooked flesh hung in the air and made my mouth water, especially as I hadn’t eaten since yesterday. I glanced at the boiling pot and the steam billowed up in clouds. I patted Sofya’s thigh. “Let’s eat.”

It was always an experience eating a fresh animal. It had a stronger taste when it had just been killed, and we felt a unity on top of it. I rose and the breastfeeding girls followed suit and were right on my heels.

We gathered around the campfire and settled down. I made sure to sit next to Laralia to make sure she knew she was welcome in our tribe. Laralia and her women were already seated, looking healthier and shinier as the dirt and filth weren’t covering their skin any longer. I noticed now that their skin tone had a light green complexion. They aimed their eyes at the pot, and I noticed they were a bit thinner than usual as I suspected they hadn’t eaten a ruminant animal in a while.

Chabia stirred the ladle and waved away another cloud of steam. Peppered with freckles, Liana stood next to her and tossed her three braids over her shoulders. Chabia filled the bowls and passed them to Liana, who then passed them around.

“Don’t be shy and come closer,” I told Laralia.

She smiled demurely and inched her light, green hips closer to mine till they touched. I passed a bowl onto her, and she waved the steam away and craned her neck over it. She studied the ingredients in disbelief while stirring the spoon around. “What a rich meal … We haven’t eaten something like this in ages.”

“You’ll be eating this for the coming weeks,” I told her and finally received my bowl. I stirred the wooden spoon and scooped up a large chunk of fatty flesh along with some tubers. Inhaling the rich scent, I noticed they’d added some herbs which made my mouth water even more. I couldn’t wait and shoved the spoon into my mouth, and the fatty mammoth meat melted. I barely had to chew as I could just mash it with my tongue. Closing my eyes, I knew it was divine.

We spilled quite a bit like usual and emptied bowl after bowl. The newcomers were a bit shyer than usual, and I had to nudge Laralia with my elbow and encourage them to eat further, which they eventually did. They couldn’t hide their thin bodies from us, and I wouldn’t let anyone suffer especially after having joined my tribe.

Pushing the bowl aside, I had eaten to satiety and didn’t want any more. I swept my eyes over my tribe and couldn’t help but think how quickly it was growing. We were many women, and we would continue to grow judging by the pregnancies and growing babies.

“How was the meal?” I asked Laralia and her women looked even healthier after they’d eaten, and I knew they would regain their glow, vigor and beauty.

“More than I could have asked for,” Laralia said. She took my hand and bowed her head. “Thank you. I just hope we’ll be useful and can do something for you in return. We know how to build shelters for instance.”

I knew that would come in handy but wanted her to relax at the moment. “Do something for yourself first. Get some rest and heal.”

She raised her gaze to mine and still held my hand. “You truly are special … and everything they’ve said about you is true.”

I wasn’t sure who they were and they’d said, to begin with, but I didn’t want her to be thinking about repaying a deed when she found herself in a wretched position. “We are a tribe. We are there for each other and don’t owe anything to anyone,” I reminded her and didn’t want her to believe she was indebted to me.

It dawned on her what I was saying. “I apologize.”

I lifted her chin. “You have nothing to apologize for.”

Letting go of her hand, I looked over to the breastfeeding girls. They were rocking their babies back and forth till they fell asleep. I assumed they wanted to speed up the process, so I could plunge my erection down their pink soil and plant my seed again. I wanted it too, and thinking about it, made my erection throb against the loincloth.

While my women took care of the dishes, I glanced up, and stars were smeared out in the sky. I knew it would be a long night if I would bed Sofya and the rest of the girls and then listen to Laralia. I crooked my finger to Nalia as Jasmina and Chabia helped wash the bowls. “Make a nice bed for our newcomers. I’ll be busy with Sofya and the rest of the girls.”

“Okay,” Nalia said and gave me a smirk as usual whenever I had some horny women to take care of. I went over to Sofya, Fyona, Aysha, Felicia and Alicia as they were wrapping blankets over our sleeping babies. Noticing that I was there, they all shrank under my gaze and couldn’t believe it was time again.

“Are they asleep?”

They nodded, their eyes twinkling with lust.

I looked carefully at Felicia. “Keep an eye on them.”

She nodded firmly. “I will.”

The girls opened up their arms and laid their babies next to Felicia, who wrapped a blanket around and laid them next to each other. They were in safe hands, so I looked at the rest of the girls and crooked my finger. “Come, let’s go behind the trees. It’s your turn to shine now.”

“We’ve been waiting for this moment all my life,” Alicia said, shaking her head so her purple hair cascaded down her shoulders.

“About time,” Fyona said and twirled her red hair on her finger. They threw a last glance at their babies and Felicia who gladly watched over them while caressing the swell of her tummy.

“Take care of them,” Sofya said carefully, and it didn’t seem she enjoyed leaving our son behind even if our act wouldn’t last all night.

“You can count on me,” Felicia said and watched over our babies. She kept her word and was a caring girl. Our babies were in good hands, and I didn’t feel any guilt as I would have my way with the girls.

I brought them with me to the little patch of grass behind the trees which wasn’t far from the waterfall. The four girls looked at each other shyly. They had identical dimples when they smiled. Aysha and Fyona were redheads, and Sofya and Alicia had purple hair, but they were all so sweet and innocent-looking. They wore a chestwrap a bit too tight for them since their boobs were filled with milk. I could make the same comment about their loincloths which hugged their bodies intimately. I could clearly see their cleavages and felt an urge to ravish them.

They exchanged demure glances, and I motioned for them to undress. They helped each other untying the chestwraps till they fell to their feet. When their boobs were freed from their confines, I gawked at the perfect round shapes.

My erection throbbed painfully against my loincloth, and I had to lie down with them since I couldn’t endure the pain. The girls lay down next to me, and their hands were all over my chiseled abs and shoulders, competing to touch my hard flesh. The puzzle pieces fell into place: Sofya was to my right, Alicia to my left, Aysha behind me and Fyona crawled between my legs. They closed their eyes for a moment and thought of their innate ability called Fertility, so I could impregnate them. When that was over with, Aysha started massaging my shoulders and Fyona tugged at my loincloth while her eyes were fixed on my bulge. “Thrust your hips,” she said.

I did and she managed to pull down the loincloth till my cock sprang free and hit my waist. I was covered in young women, and I was stiff as a spear. While they were reaching and grabbing for every muscle of my body, I could smell their sweet, musky scents swirling up from their legs.

After Fyona had unsheathed my weapon, their eyes lit up at the menacing erection. But she seized the opportunity and curled her fingers around the bottom shaft and stroked it a couple of times. “It feels like I’m about to melt,” she said before opening her mouth and taking me into her warmth. She sealed her lips tight while sliding my cock in and out of her wet mouth. I let my head slump back onto Aysha’s thighs. Aysha kneaded the two muscles on either side of my neck to the shoulders. She started with light pressure but then squeezed harder till I groaned. She made tiny circles at the base of the skull, gently squeezing the back of my neck. She sure knew what she was doing, and it felt even better while Fyona lay between my legs, sucking me as if it were a dream come true.

“Have you practiced this position before?” I questioned. It was too flawless to be made up on the spot.

“We have,” Sofya said with a giggle. “We wanted to make sure this will be as memorable for you as for us.” Her sweet lips closed in on my cheek, and Sofya and Alicia pressed their lips simultaneously on my cheeks. I was being pleasured from every angle, and I relaxed for a moment as they kept on going. Fyona kept bobbing her head and increasing her pace till she hardened me to a bar of steel.

I cupped Sofya’s and Alicia’s asses and explored their bodies. Their tits were as big as they could get. Reaching a bit lower, I felt their wet fruits which had been waiting for me for a long time. 

They kept delivering worshiping kisses along my neck and down my shoulder and the pleasure became quite intense. “We thought of going in a clockwise motion,” Sofya said. “We’ll take turns riding you.”

“Go on,” I said and glanced down at Fyona who kept my manhood stuffed deep into her mouth while saliva trickled down the sides of the shaft. On the next upward stroke, she came off with a wet kiss at the tip and jerked the cock some more before letting go. She straddled me with her legs and rubbed the head back and forth over her wet folds, dragging out the enjoyable sensation and privilege of having an erect cock in her hand.

“What an honor … I can’t believe we’re doing this again.”

“I’m not telling you to hurry,” Alicia said. “But we’re also waiting for him.”

“Sorry,” she said with an innocent giggle. “Here goes.” She plunged it into her slit and pushed it deeper and deeper inside her till her pussy touched down. While every single inch of my cock was covered like a warm glove, she started riding me, quicker and quicker. I leaned back as her pussy kept stroking me, and her milky tits bounced and her gorgeous body moved on top of me, her red hair spilling all over her like flames. She then came to a stop and planted her hands on my stomach, kissing me right on the lips while swiveling her hips. She came off me and left my cock drenched.

Sofya was next in line and then Aysha took Sofya’s place and Alicia took Aysha’s and Fyona took Aysha’s. Alicia started massaging my shoulders immediately, making me purr. Sofya straddled my legs and hovered her sweet, wet pussy right over the crown of my cock. She only rubbed the head against her folds for a little before she couldn’t restrain herself. “I’ve been waiting a year for this,” she said and plunged it inside, giving me a warm welcoming hug as I sank into her velvety walls and continued to sink into her squishy, ringed depths.

It was a bottomless pink cave as her pussy finally touched down and squeezed me tightly. I moaned out her name as the climax was steadily building. “That’s it, Sofya,” I said as she kept riding me and her milky tits kept bouncing like never before. I grabbed her legs and despite having recently given birth, her pussy still strangled my cock. She rode me till she planted her hands on my chest and eyed my lips. We leaned in, lips inches apart till I could feel her breath warm against my face. We closed the final distance between us, and the kiss began, a gentle exploration of each other’s mouths. We both sighed softly as we pulled each other closer. She broke the kiss but maintained eye contact, my heart had never felt so warm and light at the same time.

Not being selfish, she left room for Aysha, and they kept rotating in a clockwise motion, riding me and moaning about the great privilege of finally being here again.

When they’d taken three turns each, I wiped the sweat from my brow as I was about to climax again. Fyona came off my erection which was drenched with all four of their juices. “All of you, in a missionary position,” I told them as I was about to blast my seed all over the place. I started with Sofya all the while to the left, lining up my erection to her entrance and pushing it inside her heat. It took me ten strokes till I let out a primeval cry as the orgasm swept me over. Keeping her pinned there, I fired away and she received the greatest load. Pulling out, I quickly buried it in Fyona’s slit, who did everything she could to hug my cock while I pumped in my buttermilk. Crying again because of the intensity, I pulled out and rammed myself into Alicia, grabbing her legs and fucking her hard a couple of times. I then ended with Aysha, and it was the sweetest friction as I banged her ten times and planted my remaining seed into the depths of her pink fertile soil. Sighing in relief, I let her milk me for the last drops, making sure there was absolutely nothing left of me as I’d had impregnated them again.

I sat on my knees and kept my cock stuffed inside Aysha for a little. I basked in pleasure, and the only sad part with this was that it was over. I was dying to relive this moment especially the beginning when they all took turns pleasuring me in their own ways. And it felt just so good to be raw inside them, and it felt different when doing this not just for the pleasure but also to impregnate them.

I pulled out my drenched cock and my eyes flitted from pussy to pussy. “Let’s wash ourselves,” I said as I wiped the sweat from my brow. We rose, and they weren’t as chatty any longer as they’d gotten honored with my strong seed.

“I feel it inside me … All hot, sticky and strong,” Sofya said and fingered herself as some of my cum dribbled down her leg.

“I’ll be thinking of this day for the rest of the year,” Fyona said and patted her stomach. “Hopefully, I’ve been blessed with a son.”

“We need daughters too,” I told her and didn’t want her to be disappointed. Most likely she would be impregnated with one, after all.

“I know,” she said. “It’s a privilege already to be impregnated and have a strong erection to suck on, so I’m not complaining.”

We splashed the water on us and rubbed it over our skin. Dusk settled over our camp and the stars timidly peeked through the night sky. I looked at the campfire that crackled and popped, spreading a scent of burnt wood mingled with the earthy aroma of the forest. Laralia and the rest of her women kept their eyes fixed on us. They must have watched me while I had my way with them. I didn’t judge their curiosity since human mating scenes were rare, to begin with. While I tried to wash myself, the girls’ hands were all over me, roaming around and touching my manhood. I also made sure to touch their youthful bodies and clean their breasts. I also gave them an additional rubbing between their legs, saying goodbye to their pink flesh for now.

When we’d finished showering, we helped dry each other. I took on my loincloth since I would listen to Laralia and what she had to tell me, but the girls remained fully nude. I pressed my lips to all of theirs and wished them good night. “Sweet dreams,” I told them. “And make sure to rest so our children can grow.”

“We will,” they said in unison, satisfied they’d been thoroughly bedded. I felt an empty feeling inside as I let go of them. I hadn’t had my way with them in more than a year, but it sure would be a day I would remember. I made my way back to the fire where the rest of my tribe had gathered. They’d been waiting for me. Some of Laralia’s younger girls were sleeping in the background, so Laralia had no excuse to tell us her full story.

I sat next to Jasmina and her hand landed immediately between my legs. “I see four new flowers bloom,” she revealed.

I nodded and her words warmed my heart. “I see them too … stronger and more robust than ever.”

“That was at first glance but looking into the future, I see landscapes of beautiful flowers,” she spoke in riddles. I hadn’t thought about that and assumed a flower was a metaphor for my children. Her visions rarely lied, and I felt like we were going there too. We relaxed and listened to the wood crackle, and I then aimed my eyes at Laralia, who looked at me in a different way. She’d already acknowledged who I was, but it must have felt different after seeing me have my way with four girls at the same time and being strong enough to impregnate them.

“So,” I told her. “Tell us your story and how you got here.”

“Right …” Her face darkened, and she looked over to her younger tribe members in the distance. They were sleeping, but even so, she spoke quietly. “Our journey here was quite unpleasant. Exactly what we told you three when we met, we haven’t been a tribess for that long. We once had a man too, not the strongest man of the bunch like you, but he was a man nevertheless. After we’d visited a trading post to trade, he showed symptoms of some sort of disease. He developed a harsh cough and a fever at first. We tried to tend to him, but he just got worse. His energy and glow slowly faded. He became tired, and his libido completely vanished. We tried to heal him by sticking his manhood into our mouths, but he couldn’t get it up. His muscles were slowly wasting, and he had no appetite and no desire to do anything. In the end, only bones and an ashen face were left of him, and we had to bury him,” she sniveled and was about to cry. Chabia brought out a couple of skin cloths and made her way to her.

“Thank you,” Laralia said as she dried her eyes.

“You’re welcome,” Chabia said and went back to us and sat down.

“We questioned how this could have happened since we’ve never heard of this … And we were so desperate to have someone to speak with, so we returned to the trading post, and came to the shocking revelation that all the men of the tribes had died the exact same death, making us believe this disease was contagious.”

I felt shivers down my spine when she told me that part. “Were there any women who died with similar symptoms as well?” I questioned.

She shook her head. “Some of the tribesses ended up taking their lives though, and some were in so much despair, they stopped living, but that was from grief and lost hope, not an actual disease. We already knew the sex ratio had gotten worse, and now apparently there is a disease on top of it.”

“Explain again where exactly you come from?” I asked.

“We come from a grassy plain. You have to follow the constellation Minor Bear; you’ll reach a river which will take you to slightly colder lands.”

“I don’t think that’s more than a couple of days on foot from here,” Chabia said and looked at me worriedly.

Jasmina held up her hand before panic would spread. “The disease … Something tells me it won’t even make Kyle cough.”

“Are you sure?” Chabia asked and didn’t sound convinced.

Lania also had goosebumps prickling her skin, and she decided to chime in, “This is not something I’m willing to risk either.”

“Kyle is way stronger than the average man,” Jasmina explained without showing a single sign of concern. “Diseases need to find a weak body in order to manifest and spread. I’m a shaman too and have great expertise in healing diseases. I don’t think there’s much to worry about. But my heart goes out to all the women in despair. Their pain is immense and sometimes not endurable. But I think there’s more to your story, go on, tell us.”

Laralia swallowed hard as if she wanted to leave this subject behind. “It’s true. This disease spread even quicker in fall, and that was when we decided to leave. Right before we left though, we heard of a valley filled with dead men. Images of that valley have been haunting us ever since. We’ve been traveling for a long time, and couldn’t find a single man out there and not a single tribe to join. In fact, we met several tribesses who told of the exact same thing, and a creepy thing was that some of them had lived completely isolated. They hadn’t even been in touch with another tribe, raising questions about how their man could even catch the disease to begin with.”

Jasmina interjected, “A disease can spread many ways: through the air, animals or insects. No one can live isolated in a world like this. It’s not possible, and one shouldn’t attempt it either. The paranoia can drive one to insanity and that might have happened, bringing the downfall of several men. Don’t underestimate the power of the mind and belief.”

Even if the valley of dead men and the rest of what she told us gave me the creeps, I nodded and agreed with Jasmina. I wasn’t particularly fearful of what they’d told me, although I would admit that it wasn’t a pleasant story. “I think I’ve heard enough,” I told them as it was late in the night. “You’re safe for now and try not to be too paranoid.”

“We’ll try,” Laralia said and smiled briefly in my direction, seeing a glimmer of hope as I sat there without trembling.

It wasn’t easy going to bed after she’d told us about the disease, and I thought of visiting Valaria tomorrow at our trading post, asking her if she’d heard more of this disease. I also wanted to give her the mammoth skin and grab some weapons for Laralia.

I lay down, and Chabia and Nalia came lying next to me. “Just so you know, I’ll visit Valaria tomorrow.” They draped their arms over my chest and looked concerned for me. “What’s the matter?” I questioned.

“That was creepy,” Nalia said. “You might be fearless but most of us aren’t. We can’t imagine living without you.”

“Nothing has happened yet,” I told her and patted her shoulder. “Don’t lose sleep over it.”

“Easier said than done,” she said. “A disease killing only men? I have never heard of that in my life. And the part of having it strike an isolated tribe was probably the worst of the story.”

“Nalia, Kyle is right,” Chabia said and tried to remain calm. “It wasn’t pleasant, but let’s try not to jump to conclusions or worry needlessly. We have Jasmina after all and she’s right. Kyle is strong and I have doubts he will succumb to a disease.”

Nalia wrapped her arm around mine, afraid as if I would vanish. “But you can at least be careful. Do you have to go to Valaria tomorrow?”

“I do. I’m not going to isolate myself because of this. It’s the goal from whoever spreads it.”

“Something tells me the same,” Jasmina said, who lay next to Chabia. She yawned shortly after and didn’t show the same concern. “This can’t and shouldn’t be an obstacle to your life because it will be the same outcome as the disease itself.”

I nodded and agreed wholeheartedly with her. “You’re right,” I said, and it made Nalia quiet for a little, but she still cuddled up to me a bit tighter than usual.
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I sped up the slope with the help of Jaguar Feet, running so fast that dust rose behind me. It was early in the morning, and with the mammoth skin in my hands, I was making my way up to my trading post. I hadn’t seen Valaria in a while, and I looked forward to seeing what kind of goods she’d gotten for me. The sun rose over the mountains and spread its golden light over the snow-capped peaks. The guards recognized my speed, and they moved aside and greeted me with a nod as I slowed down.

It was too early, so there weren’t any traders around, but Valaria and her ladies were in the process of preparing their tradable goods.

Valaria stood with her arms crossed. A pearl pendant necklace glimmered around her throat, and she wore golden bracelets. She wore revealing, leather clothing which hugged her body tightly. Her appearance was the closest thing to modernity I would ever get in this world. The women she was speaking with turned to me and their eyes widened upon seeing me.

Valaria turned around, grinning in my direction. I made my way to them and greeted them with a nod. “Where should I drop it?”

“Come,” she said gladly and waved away her other women. She took me to where she kept the rest of the skin, and I gently put it down. As soon as I got the weight off my shoulder, she threw her arms around my neck and held onto me dearly, her forehead touching mine as she looked into my eyes. “Oh, I have been missing you,” she said in a husky voice.

“I was here a couple of days ago,” I told her. Her erotic and different clothing made me pop wood, and I cupped her ass and wanted to tear her leather skirt apart.

“It feels like an eternity,” she said and pressed her boob to my chest, vying for my attention. She was fond of jewelry and beauty, and I believed I saw something resembling lipstick on her lips, making them red and making me want them wrapped around my cock again. “What have you been hunting? Skin is becoming scarcer and scarcer. If you only knew what they’re willing to trade it for.”

“It wasn’t me who brought down the animal, but Nalia.”

“So that little darling wanted to impress you?” she asked and bit her bottom lip.

“As always,” I said. Her red lips were so tempting that I couldn’t restrain myself any longer. I locked my lips on hers since I could easily suspect it was a kiss she’d longed after. But I knew she wanted more as she started reaching and grabbing for my bulge. I didn’t mind, letting her hands freely touch me. We broke the kiss and looked each other in the eyes for a moment.

“Come, let me show you some of the weapons I got for you,” she said and took my hand. “The traders will be here soon, so we should take advantage of our private time.”

“As usual,” I said and grinned as I watched her hips sway. Holding onto me, I noticed the softness in her hand as if she’d used some type of cream. I caught the scent of a rosy perfume, just pulling me closer toward her.

As we walked across all the goods, I noticed several beauty products, and it made me question where and who she’d gotten them all from. I didn’t think they were the most important products since I already found the women beautiful to begin with.

She took me to the weapon section and showed me some new spears with spearheads made out of obsidian and flint. I also saw some golden-fletched arrows with a symmetric and sharp arrowhead, and bows so polished they were like a mirror.

“That’s some good quality weapons,” I said and whistled softly to myself.

“Uh-huh,” she said and took both of my hands. “And they’re all for you.”

“I’ll definitely need some.”

“Are you thirsty?” she asked and twirled her purple hair on her finger, flashing a couple of rings she was wearing.

“Sure,” I said. I wasn’t that fond of sitting, but she brought me to a bench covered with wool. Sitting down, I leaned back in my seat and felt a comfort I hadn’t felt in a while.

She called for her servants. “Bring us some sweetened water and roasted nuts.”

They came back shortly after, serving us. I popped some nuts into my mouth and took a sip of the fruity water. I looked up at her and noticed she was only drinking. “Aren’t you hungry?”

“I thought if I could blow you,” she said with a wink. She untied her red chestwrap and freed her young breasts. I almost choked on the nuts. She radiated so much femininity, sexuality and loyalty at the same time. I would never forget when she was shamed by Bazaar because she risked her life just for my sake. “But first, I suspect you wanted to discuss something.”

“Well,” I said and mulled over how to ask her this. “How come skin is becoming rarer and rarer to find?”

Her face darkened slightly as she knew it would be an uncomfortable topic. “Fewer men are hunting,” she revealed.

“Less than the last few years or has it been less just recently?”

“Less recently,” she said. “That’s why I’m so happy to see you again. A couple of days ago there was a tribe who talked about an unexpected disease. There were also three tribesses who said their men had died recently.”

I nodded slowly for myself. “Yesterday when we were hunting, we bumped into a tribess who I invited to our tribe. They also told us about the disease. I didn’t expect it to have reached here already.”

“You don’t look nervous,” she said, taking my hand and holding it intimately. “You’re too strong for that.”

“You weren’t nervous either when Bazaar caught you and interrogated you,” I told her.

Her eyes met mine, and they softened. “I knew deep inside I made the right choice to stand on your side. It warms my heart every time you remind me of it. Someone might judge me for being spoiled when wearing all this fancy jewelry. Don’t get me wrong, I’m fond of them, but I want to be beautiful and attractive to you.”

“What you did was the most attractive thing a woman could do for me,” I said and gave her hand a squeeze.

“I’m glad,” she said.

“I don’t have any reasons to be nervous for myself,” I said. “But I’m concerned for all these women. Where are they supposed to go?”

“It’s a problem, but I don’t know how to solve it. Deep inside me wants to tell you to be careful but at the same time that it’s not needed.”

“I appreciate anyone’s concern,” I told her but I was leaning toward continuing to live since being careful might as well be the same as being ill. “What do these women have to trade if they can’t hunt?”

“Well, they know how to make weapons and beauty products, but anything involving animals will be scarce.”

“I see,” I said.

She twirled her hair on her finger while looking at me more and more. “When I saw you running, my eyes lit up. When I had my arms thrown around your neck, my heart was beating for you. When you talked about me standing up for you when I was humiliated by Bazaar, I felt important to you. Please, do you have time for a private moment?”

“As always,” I said and always wanted to give her the honor after what she’d done for me in the past. We rose, and she led me to one of her private caves lit up by colorful torches mounted on the walls. She’d made a comfortable bed, looking similar to one coming from the modern world.

“Let me,” she said as I was about to undress. She started on my neck, delivering kisses all the way down my chest and abs, which she kissed a bit more intimately. She then reached for my loincloth which she happily pulled down and finally released my cock. Looking at it in awe, she took the bottom shaft and opened her mouth, swallowing up my erection and sucking it as if it were a dream.

While she was sliding my cock in and out of her delicious mouth, I lay there and stared up at the erotic cave art on the ceiling. The artwork depicted a massive orgy: A man with nine curvy women and busty breasts. The man was depicted like I and the woman who was on top of me with her breasts against my face was Valaria. I looked around and saw how the scene was surrounded by wet women fingering themselves and waiting for their turns as I was having my way with one beautiful woman at a time. It was a powerful painting as the same scene was unfolding right before my eyes.

Making sucking sounds of pleasure, Valaria took my cock deeper into her mouth and made sure to seal her lips tightly around my cock. I leaned back and enjoyed the heavenly sensation as she kept bobbing her head and spreading her red lipstick on my shaft.

“That’s it,” I said and raked my fingers through her hair as there wasn’t much left of me. She noticed my impending orgasm and just made sure to suck me harder. Her cheeks hollowed out and her lips sealed tightly around my girth. Gliding my cock in and out of her delicious mouth, she brought me quickly to an orgasm where I didn’t bother about an early demise. I held onto her head and pulled it toward my erection. Letting out a powerful groan that came from my depths, I came so hard that I jolted. And while the orgasm swept over me, she just kept sucking me as hard as possible as the cum kept shooting down her throat. She kept her blue eyes aimed at me throughout the entire time, and her red, sweet lips were wrapped around my manhood till there was nothing left of my creamy seed. Coming off with a smack, she licked her lips in case there was any spilled cum left. My cock was red from her lipstick and drenched in her saliva.

I leaned forward to touch her lips and then watched the color. “Lipstick?”

She nodded. “How do my lips look?”

“Quite sexy,” I said. They looked sexy before as well, but the additional touches made her a bit more attractive.

“Do any of your other women want some?”

“I have doubts,” I said with a chuckle. “No offense.”

“I’m not offended. We are all different,” she said and cuddled up to me, wrapping her arm around mine. It was typical when I was in a woman’s embrace; it was difficult to get out.

After a moment of cuddling with her, one of our women stepped outside the cave. “Valaria?”

“Come in,” she welcomed her in.

She stood by the entrance of the cave and kept her eyes on me while speaking to Valaria. “Several tribesses are already here ready to trade.”

“Alright, let me cuddle for a little bit longer and I’ll come and help.”

She nodded, and before leaving, her eyes strayed to my erection and a rosy color crept on her cheeks.

She held onto me harder than ever, draping her arm over my chest and refusing to let go of me. “Oh,” she said. “I want to lie here for the rest of my life.”

“Yeah, so do I,” I said and patted her thigh. “But we have things to do too.”

“One last kiss before we part?” she asked desperately.

“Of course,” I said and locked my lips on hers, deepening the kiss by cupping her neck. Our tongues met and we pressed our bodies together like merging into one. Breaking it, she yielded. We rose from the comfortable bed, and I once again looked at the cave art in awe now that I’d climaxed, questioning who’d painted it.

She took me to the weapons again and I showed her what I needed. I picked out some more arrows and also a couple of bows and some beauty products if the women deemed it necessary. The new ladies sure needed some weapons too and couldn’t just be left all alone in the cold.

“Okay,” she said and brought my stuff all the way to the entrance and hugged me one more time. “Thank you for letting me suck you.”

“Thank you for being there for me.”

“Anything for you,” she said and sighed. “Do you have time to stay in touch with telepathy too?”

I broke the hug to look into her eyes. “Of course, I do.”

“I probably want to especially during these turbulent times.”

“We will,” I promised her.

We parted from each other’s embrace and I turned around and continued down the slope. I passed by tribesses who didn’t look to be in the best mood. I didn’t blame them, and one thing was for certain, I really couldn’t see any men around.

I ran down to the feet of the mountain and didn’t make it far till I slowed down and stiffened. Focusing on Eagle Eye, I noticed thirty more women surrounding a fire and roasting a couple of birds and vegetables. It was a poor meal they were cooking, and they reminded me of Laralia’s state when we’d found them. I couldn’t see a single man which made me fearful that there were way more women in need than I’d imagined before. I decided to have a chat with them.

When they heard my thundering steps, they turned their attention away from the food and aimed their gazes at me.

I came to a halt, clouds of dust rising behind me and then settling. We stood and looked at each other for a little. I studied all their faces, trying to find the leader, but their faces were gaunt and slightly dirty. I couldn’t tell where they’d come from since they looked sort of similar and had no unique traits. One thing was for certain, they were all surprised to see me and stared at me with their eyes wide open as if I were a God.

“Who can I speak with?” I questioned and hoped the leader would step forth.

The one standing closest to the flames shouldered through the girls as they remained unresponsive. She was dressed in torn clothing. There was barely anything left from what was supposed to resemble primitive clothing. The chestwrap was just two patches barely covering her nipples but revealed the outer and inner parts of her round breasts. Her loincloth was so torn it exposed large chunks of her tanned buttocks and thighs. She wore her strawberry blonde hair loose and her eye color matched the color of her hair.

“My name is Aida,” she said with a sweet, worn-down voice as if she’d been prepared to give up the fight for survival. “I’m the leader of this tribess which has been united by me in the search for a man.”

I saw the mixture of hope and desperation in her eyes. “Have you always been a tribess?” I questioned before I introduced myself. It was a question I was dying to know. I also wasn’t sure if they would give me the same reaction as Laralia and her women when I’d said my name. I needed their focus for now.

Letting my words sink in, she shook her head slowly. “Not me. But some of my other women have always been a tribess.”

I looked at her long and hard and had no intention of salting her wounds, but I had to know. “Did your man die of a disease?”

Her face darkened and she lowered her eyes. “Indeed,” she said with a heavy sigh. “He did.”

I didn’t have to interrogate her further, knowing she had met the same fate as many other women. I knew this was grave. “My name is Kyle. I’m the leader of the Golden Eagle.”

They gasped and exchanged glances and dragged their eyes back to me. They looked at me in awe. I saw hope on their faces as if their hard times might finally come to an end if I accepted them in my tribe. “I recently accepted a couple of women who had met the same fate as you. I will without doubt accept you too.”

Opening her mouth, Aida laid her hand over her heart. Because there was no clothing covering her cleavage, I could clearly see her heart thump. “I …” she started but couldn’t finish her sentence as her voice shook. “I don’t know what to say … We were about to give up.”

“Yet you didn’t, and here you are,” I told her.

“Oh, thank Venus,” she said. A couple of women behind her burst out in tears and hugged each other. Aida dropped to her knees and kneeled for me. I put my stuff aside and went up to her, reaching out my hand to her and raising her back to her feet.

I pushed her slightly tousled hair behind her ears, revealing her snubbed nose and skin smooth as rose petals. “You don’t have to kneel for me,” I told her and could finally look deeper into her bright yellow eyes. I didn’t only see a bright color but remnants of hot tears that were about to dry up as she watched me. “You have suffered enough already.”

“We have,” she admitted while standing so close to me. “We barely had any clothes. We barely had something to eat. We barely had any hope at all. We desperately wanted to join a tribe but found none.”

“You’ve found one now,” I told her and placed my hand on her shoulder. “Eat what little you have now so you can have the strength to come to our camp. I’ll come back here as soon as possible.”

She nodded and her eyes fixed on my lips before letting me leave. “I know after everything I’ve been through, my lips might not be the most attractive ones, but would a kiss be too much to ask for?”

I shook my head and eyed her smooth lips. They were red and heavy at the bottom, and I wasn’t sure why she was beating herself up over them since they looked perfect to me. I leaned forward, cupped her neck and planted my lips onto hers, but she insisted on holding the kiss longer as she probably hadn’t seen or felt a man in ages. I didn’t mind and felt her feminine breath against my face along the heat of her body, filled with nothing else than desire and lust. I could tell she wanted it badly, and I would make sure she would get it.

Breaking the kiss, I was about to turn to my stuff, but she bit her lip and her eyes softened. “You truly are a man,” she said in a lowered voice. “I might not have the skill of an archer or have the strongest women. But we have plenty of virgins that have passed the eighteen-year mark. They would love to get pregnant and pleasure you as much as possible. That’s all I can offer you for now.”

“We’ll figure something out,” I told her. “But please, eat as much as you can now, and I’ll be back before sunset. You are one of us now.”

“Thank you, Kyle,” she said and bowed down. I looked over her shoulder and caught sight of a couple of those virgins she mentioned. They were young and gorgeous looking and wore skimpy and torn clothing. Pregnancies and more children sure would be needed if a disease ravished our world. I brought my stuff with me and focused on Jaguar Feet, running back to our camp while feeling their eyes on my back.

Reaching my camp, I noticed that all of them were awake. Laralia and her women were helping out washing some clothes, and I was glad to see they’d found something to do. After I’d dumped the stuff I’d brought from Valaria, I crooked my finger to Laralia. Her eyes lit up and she didn’t hesitate coming over. She ran to me, her green hair fluttering behind her. She and the rest of her women already looked way healthier compared to when I’d just seen them. “Can you wield a bow?”

“Sort of,” she said, catching her breath. “I’m out of practice but would love to start shooting again.”

“I have ten for the moment, not enough for all of you, so you have to share,” I said.

Her eyes widened. “Would a hug be too much to ask for?”

“No,” I said and let her wrap her arms around me. She held me extra tightly, and she wasn’t different from my other women who took advantage of every free moment they had with me. But I didn’t mind being embraced by multiple women.

“Thank you,” she said. She lifted her bow and played with the string. Some of her women had already gathered behind her, and she passed the other bows to her girls. “But not all of us know … Some are a bit too young.” She gave me a smirk at the end. I could sort of finish the rest of her sentence since Aida and her women had asked me the same.

“You’re welcome,” I said. I went over to Jasmina who sat with Chabia and Nalia. I slumped down, and Chabia patted my back a bit more intimately than usual since she’d shown concern for me yesterday.

“You didn’t bump into any sick men?” Chabia asked.

“No men at all,” I said. “And Valaria told me the same story.”

“The same story everywhere makes it a truer story,” Jasmina said.

“Indeed, it does,” I said. “But I met thirty more women on my way here, and they were in the same state as Laralia and her women.”

“Where are they?” Chabia questioned and knew it wasn’t typical of me to ignore a desperate woman.

“They were in the middle of preparing a meal. I told them to eat and then I’d come. Which brings me to my next concern: this camp is becoming too small. We need to move if this continues.”

“It’s not a question of if but when,” Jasmina pointed out. “I see an influx of desperate, man-famished, wet women. It’s like the pink streams have never flown stronger, but there’s only one man to drink from them.”

“I see,” I said, concerned for all the women who would be left alone. “For tonight, we would have to sleep tightly, but tomorrow, I don’t think we have a choice but to move.”

“I don’t mind,” Nalia said. “We’ve been moving several times before after all.”

“You’re right,” I said and reminisced over those days.

“Should we prepare something for them while you bring them here?” Chabia asked.

“Beds,” I said and nodded to myself. “But there won’t be enough space so we have to sleep tightly either way. It’s not like I mind.” I was used to sleeping next to so many women simultaneously, being in the middle and squeezed between their feminine flesh. It didn’t matter if I only had one woman on either side of me, the warmth coursed from body to body and reached me eventually.

“We’ll try and do our best,” Chabia said. “Thirty more women … You aren’t overwhelmed?”

I shook my head. “Not even close.”

“He’s already erect,” Jasmina said and touched my bulge. “He was made for this.”

I gave Jasmina a smile and rose and went over to the pregnant girls to check out on them before I returned to Aida. They sat and breastfed, and Felicia was taking care of a bird who seemed to have broken its leg. She wrapped a bandage around it so it could fly again. She cleaned some blood off its thighs and let go of it till it spread its wings and flew away.

“Where did you find it?” I questioned and watched as it circled above us, twittering.

“It crashed into a mountain and fell on our camp. It squirmed around and whimpered in pain, so I thought of helping it.”

“That’s sweet of you.”

“Thank you,” she said and her cheeks pinked and ears twitched. “I just felt bad for it.”

“Soon it’s your turn,” I said and caressed her swollen tummy, feeling the baby kick. I was curious about Felicia’s birth, wondering whether our child would have feline traits or not.

“I know,” she said. “And honestly, I can’t wait. I think about my baby obsessively.”

“I wonder what it would look like.”

“Like both of us,” she said in a hopeful voice.

“Some of your exotic feline traits wouldn’t hurt,” I said and draped my arm over her shoulder. “What about you girls, have you experienced the first signs of pregnancy?”

“We have,” Fyona said. “Not yet, but Jasmina felt our bellies, confirming the seed had found fertile soil to grow on.”

I nodded for myself and felt a burst of happiness. My seed was healthy and strong and would impregnate many more women. “That’s great.” I kissed all of them before parting. “We’ll have thirty more women coming, and tomorrow we have to find a new camp.”

“We are moving already?” Felicia asked. I remembered when she was insecure over the fact we had to move since she blamed herself for meddling in our lives and said it was her fault even if it wasn’t.

“We are running out of space,” I told her. “We have to find a more spacious camp.”

“I see,” Felicia said and looked around. “Maybe you’re right. I have just gotten used to this.”

“So, have I, but it’s what it is.”

I turned my gaze back to the entrance and knew I couldn’t leave Aida hanging for too long.

Even if it was roasting, I didn’t feel the sun beating down upon me while I was running as fast as I could.
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With the mammoth carcass in front of my feet, I looked over my shoulder. “Do you have everything?” I asked my women.

They were gathered behind me in a long line. Chabia, Nalia and Jasmina were right on my heels followed by Liana and her women, the pregnant girls and Felicia, and then the newcomers, Aida’s and Laralia’s women. They were holding as many provisions as possible, and their hands were full. Although some of the younger ladies carried a lesser load. They looked over their shoulders for the last time, whispering goodbye as we would leave this camp for now.

Yesterday when I’d returned with Aida and her women, they’d gotten well along with Laralia and clicked instantly. I thought it was sweet they shared a similar past and had joined us about the same time. Felicia had told me she would miss this place. It had a lot of history. We’d been attacked here after all, and I had risked my own life for Felicia when I’d retaliated for her sake. I lifted the mammoth to my neck and said goodbye internally to this place before starting on our journey to our next camp.

We descended the slope in silence and gathered at the feet of the mountain. I stood still with my women behind me, looking at me for guidance and protection. It was an empowering sensation. I swore to lead them and protect them at all costs, but my words didn’t matter—I had my actions to back it up.

Holding my breath, I waited for the breeze. Finally, I heard the light whisper of the wind, and it blew in the direction we’d gone hunting recently. I motioned them to follow me and they did, and we continued on our journey.

I strode next to Chabia, Nalia and Jasmina. A couple of questions popped into my mind, and I believed Jasmina was well-versed in the topic. “Is teleportation possible?” I asked her. I was hesitant at first whether she knew what teleport even meant. It didn’t sound too far-fetched if telepathy was possible, so I decided to take the risk and make a fool out of myself if she didn’t.

“Teleportation,” she said and nodded to herself. She knew very well what it meant as her face lit up with curiosity and knowledge. “That’s a word I haven’t heard in a long time.” She tasted it for a little, letting her pink hair flutter in the light breeze as we followed its direction. She seized my curiosity as she took her time to mull it over. “That’s a rare ability, and not like language learning, healing or telepathy which can be taught to anybody, but it has to be gained and taught by a giant shaman.”

I listened intently. I seemed to have awakened something in her by mentioning it. “And where is this shaman?”

“Now, that’s something I might not know … for now,” she said. “Visions might help … after an erotic encounter with you.”

I suspected sometimes she might use it as an excuse to have a fun time with me. It wasn’t like I minded.

“Let us know if you need any help,” Nalia chimed in. She held onto her bow and a couple of garments. Her quiver was slung over her shoulder, filled with arrows. Being athletic and fit, she kept up the pace well and didn’t trail behind. She hadn’t liked the idea at first, so I understood why she wanted to help us master the skill of teleportation.

“With finding the giant shaman?” I questioned.

She covered her mouth and giggled. “The erotic part.”

“Oh,” I said. I chuckled and rolled my eyes internally. “We’ll have our moments anyway.”

“The line is growing longer though,” Nalia said. She threw a glance over her shoulder and saw all the women who’d become a part of my tribe. There was a mixture of fierce, young and submissive women. They were all a part of my pack, vied for my attention, and me having my way with them was their deepest desire. I swore to myself to fulfill all their wishes as we moved on. They would be loved equally.

“Something tells me it will grow even longer,” Chabia said. She hadn’t objected to finding a new place. She’d admitted yesterday that it made her uncomfortable that several men nearby had become sick, and she wanted to move as far away as possible. I had made sure to let her know it wasn’t the reason I made the decision to leave. I was not running away and would never do so either. I had made that clear when the beastmen foolishly attempted to hunt Felicia. We’d all seen how that ended.

“Indeed,” I said and felt their eyes on my back.




We moved on for several days, sleeping over at cramped-up caves where we barely even fit and then leaving the next following morning. The mammoth flesh dwindled every day, and even if we found some suitable places, I decided to wait till I’d literally found my dream place. I’d seen it while dreaming sweetly: a great meadow with a river running through it and overlooking the world. I’d seen it so clearly, and when I woke up the next day and told Jasmina about it, she’d told me she’d seen it too. It was a sign it should be chosen. She’d made an offering the following morning, drinking my cum from Chabia’s pussy while swallowing and dumping some on the soil, saying it would help them find the chosen destination. I’d sworn to not settle for any other camp than that one.

Feeling the sweat dripping down my neck, I moved on as the sun beat upon us. It was hot as usual during the summers here, and during every morning and moment of rest, I checked on all of them to make sure they were uninjured and in good health and spirit. The newcomers just said they were grateful to be led by a man and had never felt so good in their lives.




Halting in my tracks, I shaded my eyes as the wind kept pushing us in one direction. I looked at what appeared to be a forest followed by a vast field. We stood next to a river we’d followed, and it snaked its way to the field. I saw the hill which resembled what I’d seen in the dream, and it clicked so suddenly, it made my temperature spike. “When the sun is at its peak,” I said, and I unfocused on Eagle Eye, “we’ll be at our new camp.”

It excited the ladies since they’d asked questions about how long this journey would last. I didn’t blame them since I’d lost count of how many days had passed. We didn’t have much flesh left, and I knew we had to go hunting sooner than later.

We passed through the thick forest and followed the river till the forest opened up before us. Coming to a halt, I gazed at the vast meadow. The lush carpet of grass was shaped in the perfect circle, bordered by a forest and adorned with patches of flowers. When I stood and gazed at the partly cloudy sky and the river splitting the land in two, I couldn’t help but notice how vast this world truly was as we had a sweeping view of the forest extending far to the horizon. It took my breath away. “This is it,” I said and it was exactly what I’d seen in my dream.

“Hmm, there are no caves nearby,” Nalia said.

“Won’t be needed for now. Laralia knows how to build shelters in case of rain and storms. Aida also told us she could help.”

I was grateful we’d bumped into them and they’d joined our tribe. I knew we needed a lot of material to make it happen, and I knew we had to chop down several trees as well. This camp truly was perfect.

We dumped our stuff on the grass and stretched our stiff arms and legs. A rosy scent hung in the air which was addictive to inhale. There were patches of all kinds of flowers growing all around us, spreading their heavenly scents and attracting bees and butterflies that flitted from one bloom to another. Birds of all sizes and colors flapped their wings and colored the sky. I could hear the hum of the river and see the water glistened in the sunlight as it ran deeper into the forest. I looked at the rest of my women as they got familiar with this place. We had to fell trees for logs to sit on and to build shelter, but I didn’t want to encourage them to work when we’d just gotten here. They deserved to relax after having followed me on such a long journey.

“You can relax while I try to find something to eat,” I told my ladies, needing to raise my sonorous voice so it would reach all ears. There barely was enough mammoth flesh to feed us all, and I was hungry after that long journey. Laralia and Aida didn’t seem all that happy about my suggestion.

“Can we do something in the meantime?” Laralia asked with a respectable bow of her head.

I hoped she’d remembered our conversation when I told her she wasn’t indebted to me, and that we were a tribe. “Rest if you wish. It’s been a long journey after all.”

“I want to do something if you will let me,” she said meekly. “Forgive my stubbornness.”

Chabia gave me a wink. “A woman likes to feel important.”

A smile tugged at the corners of my lips. I knew I had made a great decision to welcome her to my tribe. “You can start felling some trees for wood logs and find tinder for a fire. After that, some shelter would be nice since we don’t have a cave to protect us from storms.”

She nodded meekly. “Thank you for counting on me.”

She sounded so submissive or maybe she was just grateful. It was difficult to know when I’d just met her. Taking off their chestwraps, the girls sat on the grass and started breastfeeding. I glanced over to Liana and motioned her with me. “I’ll bring Chabia and Nalia with me in the direction of the hill. Take a couple of women with you to explore our surroundings.”

“Will do,” she said and nodded her head. She still wore her red hair in three thick braids. It was unique although I would like to see it lose and spill over her athletic body once in a while. “I’m already hooked on this location.”

“So am I.” I glanced over at Jasmina. “Help out with the fire as usual. I don’t think we’ll be away for long.”

Jasmina dipped her head. She was the only one who was well-versed in the arts of magic and could make fire burst from the tips of her fingers.

I motioned for Chabia and Nalia to come with me. “Do you still have strength in you?”

“Silly question,” Nalia said jokingly. “Do I look tired to you?” She looked young and filled with vigor. The opposite of someone low on energy.

“You don’t,” I told her and motioned her with me. “I was just checking.”

We headed in the opposite direction of Liana and her women. We went for the hill, trudging up till we reached the top. We had a sweeping view over the green lands ahead of us, extending as far as the eye could see. “Do any of you miss the mountains?” I asked them out of curiosity.

“It doesn’t matter where you put me in this world, but so long you’re by our side, I don’t really care,” Nalia said.

“She took the words out of my mouth,” Chabia said. “But yeah, the mountains were nice and quiet. The caves too. But life moves on as we adapt to new challenges.”

“If we can master teleportation,” I said. “It would help us move around a lot quicker.”

“Will it be necessary?” Chabia questioned.

“It will, and there’s a good reason why I asked her. Valaria’s trading post is too far away. We need to be connected. She’s a part of our tribe after all.”

“Was it her who gave you all those beauty products?” Nalia asked.

“She’s very fond of them,” I said.

“Blah,” she said and waved her hands dismissively. “I want none of it.”

“Each to their own,” I said and ruffled her light brown hair.

“This should serve as a lookout,” Chabia said. “It’s a strategic location, and big enough for thousands of women.”

“I agree,” I said and her last sentence made me grin. “It’s why both Jasmina and I saw it in our dreams. It’s perfect.” Focusing on Eagle Eye, I watched beyond the forest and saw another massive field with a bright, green pasture. I knew we would find megafauna there. We needed to be fed as there were so many of us now, but I had other things planned too. It would be cumbersome if I was the only one who could bring back a fatty animal. I thought of capturing animals for domestication and keeping them as livestock, and while we were at it, we should also plant vegetables.

“Should we continue our hunt?” I questioned and searched their faces, looking for hints of fatigue but found none. Nalia nodded eagerly and showed no sign of tiredness. She’d been walking for so long without complaining or breaking a sweat.

“We got to eat,” Chabia said. “And do our best to impress you.” She joked a little at the end. Although I knew it wasn’t a joke since that was what they mostly did.

We descended the little hill and disappeared farther into the forest. We were greeted by rustling leaves and whispering breezes. The scent of damp earth and young trees filled the air while the sunlight filtered through the canopy above. Drawing in the fresh air through my nose, I couldn’t help but notice how pure this forest was. “It smells like a virgin,” I told my ladies.

“I agree,” Chabia said and looked at the squirrels darting through the treetops. “Jasmina would love this place.”

We walked over the roots which clutched the earth. Most of them were polished and not wrinkly and gnarled. We continued onward till we reached the plain that unfurled beneath an endless sky. It extended as far as the eye could see, and I knew there had to be animals around here.

“I can’t see anything besides a sea of grass,” Nalia said. She tried leaning forward to peer, perhaps trying to watch better than I did.

“You don’t have Eagle Eye.”

She blew me a raspberry. “But I’m not blind.”

“Do you see any animals?” I teased her.

She peered intently and then had to lean back and shake her head, admitting her defeat. “None in the distance.”

I focused on Eagle Eye and zoomed in till I spotted megafauna. “There are bison right ahead of us.”

“Not fair,” she said and crossed her arms across her chest. “I also want enhanced vision.”

“Better to have a man take care of it,” Chabia said and patted her back. “It will leave us with more time to take care of him.”

“I like the sound of that,” I said.

I was grateful we didn’t have to go for ages and sleep in foreign caves for several nights to find an animal. And come to think of it, it would be easier to bring them back for domestication since they were nearby. We marched over the sea of grass as the sun was slowly sinking. We would definitely be back before sunset, and we could then talk about our upcoming projects in peace.

We reached the shaggy bison which grazed in peace. It was surrounded by many others that slowly raised their manes and gazed at us from the side with their saucer-round obsidian eyes. Their beards fluttered in the light breeze, and just like last time, I moved aside to let Nalia shine.

“Alright, Nalia, show us what you got,” I told her.

Tightening the grip on her bow, she eagerly took a step forward with three arrows in her draw hand. “Will do,” she said. She nocked the arrow with ease and drew till the bow bent like an arch. Closing her left eye, she took aim and let go. The arrow pierced right through its ribs, and she’d boldly gone for the fattiest one. It let out a guttural cry, scaring away all the other bison. They made a run for it and thundered away from us, the ground shuddering. Despite blood spilling over its shaggy coat, the wounded bison tried to make a run for it too and ran surprisingly quick.

Nalia loaded her bow again and let go. The arrow skimmed its tail, and she quickly fired another which was a couple of feet away from the animal. Chabia and I loaded our bows shortly after, drawing and timing the shot perfectly, so the bison ran right at the arrows. It cried its final cry before rolling to the side with a great slump.

I lowered my bow and watched it, dead and defeated. “That was so close,” Nalia said with hints of disappointment.

“No need to be disappointed,” Chabia said. “When it was just the two of us, we didn’t even want to go near those beasts.”

“I remember those days too,” she said. “At least I killed the mammoth by myself.”

“Why think of it in that way?” I asked her. “We are a tribe. No ego, we go.”

“You’re right,” Nalia said. She lowered her bow and the disappointment faded from her face. She had some competitiveness in her but I didn’t mind. It was that which made us grow.

I took them with me to the dead animal. Even if it lay down, it reached up to our waist. I patted its back and felt the warm fat jiggle. It was quite big but would only feed us for a couple of days. “We probably need many more than these per week,” I told them.

“You’re right,” Chabia said. “Especially if we’ll be more than thousands of women.”

“A lot of hunting trips with Kyle,” Nalia said and beamed.

“We’ll see,” I said and pulled the arrows out of the animal till blood spurted over the fur. Handing my weapons to Chabia, I lifted the beast over my back and laid it on my neck. “I have an idea and I’ll explain when we get back.”

“Why not now?” Nalia said and prodded my muscular shoulder.

“Because it will involve all of us. The rest of our tribe needs to hear it too,” I told her. I contacted Liana through telepathy and let her know we would be moving back.

Arriving back at our camp, we just got in time to see Jasmina masturbating by the river. She lifted her pelvis while working in her fingers. She was steadily moaning, and her moans rose when she reached deeper inside. Flicking her fingers over her sweetest part, she let out a cry as her body stiffened and a sudden orgasm swept her over. She squirted into the river—A perfect pink arch which fell and mingled with the pure water. Two purities were coming together, and it was a blessing to Venus. Laying a hand over her heart, she sat back down again to catch her breath. She took the pendant and whispered a prayer to Venus.

“I think we should also have an offering for finding this place,” Chabia suggested.

“I agree,” I said. “It’s divine … and during these turbulent times, Venus should know that we appreciate everything she’s doing.”

“I think she’s appreciating what you’re doing more than anything,” Chabia said. “You’re the one who’s strong and takes care of her women after all. The light in these dark times.”

I nodded and agreed with her words. Laralia and Aida rolled wood logs and positioned them around a campfire. It was the greatest campfire yet surrounded by several rows of wood logs, which was more than plenty for our tribe. They’d also prepared multiple smaller campfires which also encircled the main campfire itself, so we would still eat together as a tribe. “They’ve prepared for more than hundreds of women,” I noticed.

“It isn’t hard to predict the future when you hear what they’ve gone through,” Chabia said and winked at me. I believed she was right. We would eventually expand and fill this entire meadow with thousands of women, building our first village. I shuddered and hoped it wasn’t the first step to civilization. We could borrow some elements from it, but I couldn’t picture obesity and other such illnesses sweeping over these beautiful lands and polluting them and the gorgeous women.

I let the fatty animal slump down from my shoulders. Liana was approaching from the opposite end of the meadow, steadily making her way up to us with some of her ladies on her heels. I skinned the animal, which was the most difficult part. My muscles bulged and veins snaked across the surface of my arms as I gave it the final pull and tore it off. Nalia laid her soft hand on my bicep, touching it intimately. I turned to her and a horny smile played on her lips. “After we’ve eaten,” I told her in a hushed voice.

“Okay,” she said. I just did something simple and earned many admiring glances from my women.

I turned to Laralia and Aida and beckoned them with my finger. “Great work,” I told them and jerked my head at the wood logs and campfire.

A blush spread on both their cheeks, making them look like twins for a moment. Both of them bowed and said in unison, “Thank you.”

“You sure are motivated to work after such a long journey.” I took it as a good sign. We needed each other after all.

“We are,” Aida said. “What you did for us was equally as important. We want to show you our gratitude in every way possible.”

“You have,” I said and should have thought twice when I told them they should rest. Although the choice was theirs.

Liana and her women showed up and dumped their weapons. “Found anything interesting?” I asked them.

“More forests and many animal tracks,” Liana said and tossed her braid over her shoulder. “This place is teeming with animals.”

I knew we had struck gold when coming to this place. “I know,” I said. “There’s a massive plain in the direction we went. As you can see, we found a bison we’ll feast on.”

“Indeed,” she said and licked her lips. I helped them out with the butchering, putting the meat, fat and organs aside. Jasmina had already taken care of the fire which flickered and danced in the background. It was the biggest fire yet, casting an orange glow over our camp which would grow stronger as the evening wore on. We skewered the meat over thick sticks, letting the flames lick the flesh till it turned golden brown. I sat next to Jasmina, waiting patiently for the meat to cook.

“Any visions yet?” I asked Jasmina. Even if the scent of flesh spread in the air, I could easily smell the musk from her fingers and between her legs. She had a sweet pussy which smelled divine.

“Not yet,” she said, leaning back and flashing her nude breasts. “I assume I have to sleep on it to gain some insight. But I’ve let Venus know that we loved this place. Something tells me it’s a meadow to worship.”

“Me too,” I told her and watched the meat turn golden brown as the sun lowered in the sky.

We moved the meat aside to let it cool. Once the smoke had settled, we dug in. It was delicious and strong tasting as always. The pink juice pooled in my mouth as I took bite after bite. It tasted even stronger when we ate together, enhancing the experience.

We licked the fat from the sticks and threw the bones into the fire. After having gorged on the animal, we were satiated. We still had some berries left from yesterday and passed on the bowls and let everyone take a handful. I popped them into my mouth and washed my throat and mouth with the sweet berry juice.

The sun dipped below the horizon and we huddled closer to the fire amidst the darkening evening. “Before we think of bed,” I said and wiped the berry juice from my fingers. “I’ll let you know of my upcoming plans.” They descended into silence as all eyes were on me. “We’ll build a fence and keep animals.”

“Won’t we hunt any longer?” Nalia questioned with hints of sadness in her voice.

“Of course, we will,” I told her. “Now that we are so many, we need efficient ways to feed ourselves, and hunting would be difficult since we have to go every day.” They nodded and understood the concept fairly easily. “We should also plant some vegetables and berries here and there. Aida and Laralia, do you think you can split up the tasks of building shelters and a fence?”

Laralia nodded. “I think we’re better at building shelters. But we need mammoth bones and skin.”

“We can take the fence,” Aida said happily, glad she would have something to do.

“We do have plenty of mammoth bones and some skin in reserve,” I said. “When that’s finished, we need to lure animals here and capture them.”

“But we need lots of material,” Aida said. “And plenty of rope.”

“We’ll get all the materials necessary,” I said. I also thought of fortifying the fence with stones that I could easily move around with jaguar Feet, so it was an endeavor I certainly looked forward to.

I also focused on Valaria in my mind and she answered immediately.

Hi, Kyle. She sounded thrilled to be speaking with me, and I could imagine how she twirled her hair for some reason.

Hi, we’ve just moved camp and need as much rope as possible and more mammoth bones.

Oh, she replied. I already have plenty … When will you show up again? I dreamed about you last night.

They always had to dream about me. I’m not sure yet. Let’s give it a couple of days. I’m just giving you a heads-up. We need lots of it.

Have you moved far?  she asked with hints of worry.

We have, but we’ll sort something out.

Okay, she replied and didn’t like the sound of that. When will I see you?

Come on, you just asked that. I became quiet and it sounded as if she was running somewhere for privacy to finger herself. Valaria, we’ll speak more when I get there. I have to speak with my women before it turns to dusk.

Alright, she replied, disappointed. I can’t wait to see you and I promise you won’t be disappointed.

I know I can count on you.

Sex, hugs and kisses.

You too.

“Alright, she should have the ropes ready once we return, but try to make as many shelters and fences as possible in the coming days.”

Aida and Laralia nodded, and I had a feeling they would do anything to make it as stylish as possible which was similar to how the rest of my ladies worked as they wanted to impress me.

As the night wore on, we moved onward to our beds. The stars emerged one by one, casting their mysterious light upon our meadow. The flames faded and were reduced to glowing embers. It had been a long day and we were all ready to hit the sack.

I sat on my knees surrounded by the scent of flowers and women. I looked around and a gentle breeze rustled the leaves. Owls hooted and frogs croaked near the gentle flow of the river. I felt at ease already, not hearing anything else besides nature and the gentle chatter of my women. It truly was a paradise to live a life like this, but I knew there were threats here as well that needed to be kept at bay.

Chabia poked my back, and I could recognize her soft touch so well by now. I turned to her, and she turned her back on me. “Mind untying my chestwrap?”

“Never in a million years,” I said and untied it till it fell to her lap and her boobs were free from her confines. She took off her loincloth by herself, revealing a country mile of smooth, nude flesh. I took off my loincloth too, freeing my erection and what I truly felt for that gorgeous woman. We lay down, and Nalia was already lying next to me, waiting for my head to slump back, so she could wrap her leg around mine.

“It’s so open,” she said and looked up to the pearly moon that cast its silvery light upon this colorful meadow. “There are no walls around us.”

“You are right,” I said as she started the traditional pussy rubbing on my leg. It felt quite different from a claustrophobic cave. “It’s a sign we should keep our doors open for as many women as possible, especially as they are in dire need.”

“I agree,” she said and smeared more juices on my leg. “I feel so bad for those who had to leave their homes involuntarily.”

“We were one of those too,” Chabia said. “It makes our sympathy for them greater.” Chabia sighed in relief and couldn’t resist copying Nalia’s position, wrapping her leg around mine and draping her arm over my chest. They kept me warmer than a blanket, and their heat radiated to my core. They kept me in the sweetest embrace, and it was an embrace to kill for.

“If Jasmina has seen anything tomorrow, we’ll go,” I told them. “We need to be connected with Valaria. She didn’t sound all that pleased that we’d moved.”

“Can’t you just use Jaguar Feet?” Nalia asked and drew circles on my chiseled chest. “I like it whenever you use one of your abilities.”

“I can, but it will still take time, and besides, it’s a bit difficult to run with a long rope on my back.”

“Yeah,” she said and yawned. “I wonder how teleportation works.”

“So do I,” I said as my eyes wandered aimlessly over the blinking stars. “Good night,” I told them before I would be too tired.

“Good night,” they both wished me and eventually we dozed off to sleep.
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I walked along the meadow amidst sunshine and joy. I spread out my hands and let them run over the roses and all the flowers. I dodged the fluttering butterflies that came in all shapes, sizes and colors. I ran up the hill and shaded my eyes for a moment as my heart thumped eagerly. Multiple settlements were flourishing from one end of the meadow to the other, and we had felled many trees to make room for more women. We were about to connect the meadow with the great plain as the flow of wet women was channeled to our tribe.

They were running around in all ages and sizes. Some of them were pregnant and some of them were already mothers, but all their children were coming from my seed as I had to breed this world back to life. I leaned back and enjoyed the sight of everything I’d dreamt of coming to fruition. It sure was a dream unlike any other.

I hardly found any spare time for myself. One woman after another had her needs, and as I walked through our camp, they all pushed themselves at me, begging to have their innocence taken so they could become pregnant and grow. I sighed in relief as I had enough stamina to have my way with them at least ten times a day.

I was just about to walk down the hill, but I heard someone giggling behind my back. Someone had tailed me, and turning around I saw a green-haired lady. She was young, her breasts perky and some green wiry pubic hair covered her pink entrance. Her nipples stiffened to daggers and were aimed at me with desire and lust. She twirled her hair on her finger, trying to make herself as innocent and little as possible. She shrank under my searching gaze, and my cock hardened once again. I couldn’t resist that beautiful woman.

I was pulled toward her arms, and my lips locked on hers. I gently pushed my tongue inside her mouth and cupped her butt cheeks which were untouched and pure. I reached a bit lower till I reached her wet fruit, swiping my fingers along her folds and feeling my cock hardening even more as I was reminded of what I was about to cover my shaft in.

Deepening the kiss, she fell on top of me and placed her hands on my chiseled chest, her eyes flitting from my pecs to my eyes. She looked like a goddess from this view as her hair cascaded down her in waves and glowed like emeralds. She moved on top and pushed my erection inside her slit, sinking and sinking till I was about to explode on the first stroke.




My eyes snapped open, and I felt a pussy clamping down on my morning wood. She wasn’t doing it eagerly but as if trying to stifle her sounds of pleasure. She kept gently riding me, and she stiffened when I grabbed her legs. She was about to make me orgasm, but she looked at me like a deer caught in headlights. “I didn’t tell you to stop,” I told Laralia.

She blushed and it intensified and spread from the apples of the cheeks to the ears and even the upper part of her chest. I moved my hands to her waist, lifting her a little so I could thrust her hard till her boobs bounced. Five more strokes, and I emptied myself in her fresh pussy and helped her milk me. Letting go of her with a groan, I noticed she still looked caught off guard and embarrassed. It made me question if something was up. I searched her face but couldn’t find any clues. “What’s the matter?” I questioned.

“I’m sorry,” she squeaked, sounding as innocent as a little mouse. “I didn’t mean to.”

“What do you mean, you just rolled and fell on top?” I whispered and chuckled, trying to keep my voice down so we didn’t wake up any others.

“Not exactly, but I wasn’t sure if you wanted to,” she said and drew in a deep breath. The blush was sticky and stubborn, refusing to abate from her cheeks and chest. “I just saw your erection … for all these years, I wanted to know how it would feel again. You’re so strong. I told myself to just have a taste of it. I knew it was a privilege and I considered myself spoiled for asking for so much. I then took it deeper down my throat and I knew I was at a point of no return. I took it inside me just to fill me up, but then I was hooked and told myself just a little bit more, thinking I could get away with your warm seed without waking you up. I’m so sorry.”

To my surprise, I saw tears welling up in her eyes. She buried her face in her hands. I untangled her face from her palms and beckoned her closer to me. She lay on top of me, mashing her tits against my chest. “It’s okay. My women do that all the time.”

“Really?” she questioned as warm tears leaked down my shoulders. “I thought you would look down upon me since I woke you up and couldn’t restrain myself.”

“We all have our needs.”

“But it was selfish of me,” she said and lowered her eyes. “Most of my girls are over eighteen and have never touched a cock in their lives. And here I am just thinking of myself.”

“Please look me in the eyes while I speak with you,” I told her, and she raised her gaze. “So, that’s better. I’ll impregnate them too. Don’t lose sleep over it. We’ll just take one thing at a time. Alright?”

“Okay … you sure you don’t frown upon such impulsive acts?” she asked and wiped her nose.

“No, I welcome it. They do it all the time. I’m not joking.”

“Okay then,” she said and the blush finally abated, and her skin returned to its light green complexion instead of that blush. “You don’t think I’m selfish?”

“No,” I said and my cock twitched as it was still inside her.

“It feels so nice,” she said and a smile played on her lips.

“It feels equally as nice to be inside you—” My voice was cut off by sudden excessive moaning and groaning coming from Jasmina. I knew that noise well enough, and it was when she was experiencing intense visions. We looked at her. Laralia looked caught off guard since she didn’t know Jasmina as well as I.

“It’s alright,” I told her and combed my fingers through her hair. “She does that when experiencing visions.”

“Oh, okay,” she said with a hand over her heart.

Tossing and turning, Jasmina lay next to Chabia. She mumbled in her sleep while waving her hands around. Her right hand settled on her vagina, and she fingered herself a little while wiping her forehead with her left hand. She tossed and turned some more, and finally, she gasped and her eyes popped wide open.

“Venus,” she said and looked around herself with eyes round as saucers. She jumped up to her feet and ran nude all the way to the river. I lifted Laralia off my cock, and I knew she would like to have it inside her for a bit longer but that had to wait.

“Sorry, I have to check on her.”

“It’s okay. You’ve already filled me up,” she said. “I’m the one who owes you an apology.”

“You don’t,” I said and hurried over to Jasmina. She stood by the bank and splashed water on her face. I sat down next to her on my haunches and draped my arm over her shoulder. “Are you alright?” I questioned.

“Yes,” she said. “Just a wild dream.”

“A vision?” I questioned.

“Exactly … I know the way to the shaman. We must cleanse a virus from her womanhood. She’ll then reward you with the ability to teleport.”

I looked at her questionably. “A womanhood?”

“You’ll see it for yourself and then you’ll know what I’m talking about,” she said, confirming it with a firm nod.

“Alright,” I said and trusted her. I helped her up from the slippery bank, and Laralia looked at us from her seated position, probably questioning if we would go or not. Jasmina’s tossing and turning had woken up Chabia too, and it was a good timing since I had to tell them we would leave.  

“I’m sorry,” Jasmina apologized to Chabia. “But I had some visions.”

Chabia stretched her arms and legs and wiped some drool from her neck. “Don’t worry. It was time to rise anyway. I slept so soundly.”

“So did I,” I said. “I dreamed a wonderful dream with a happy ending too.”

Chabia turned to Laralia. “I see that.”

Laralia blushed again but not so strong as the one I’d seen before. “I didn’t mean to.”

“Don’t worry,” Chabia said and felt bad for her as she shrank back. “It’s a tradition among us.”

“I just thought it would be better to perhaps let my girls who haven’t tried it before go before me.”

“They will,” Chabia reassured her.

“I want to impregnate them too,” I told her and patted her back. “Don’t beat yourself up over it.”

“I’ll try,” she said with a brief smile.

“Do you mind running the camp while we’re gone?” I asked Chabia.

“Anything for you,” she said and bowed her head. “We’ll stay in touch with telepathy in case something happens.”

“Right,” I said with a firm nod.

“Do you know how long you’ll be gone?” Chabia asked.

I turned to Jasmina since I didn’t even have a clue where this place was, to begin with. Jasmina looked into the distance and thought for a little. “It will take a couple of days to get there and back … We aren’t that far, which might explain why the vision was so strong, but there’s a great woman in pain who needs our help.”

“What kind of woman?” Chabia asked.

“The shaman who’s capable of teleportation,” Jasmina said and nodded to herself. She could speak in riddles sometimes, and it just enhanced her mysterious character. “It will perhaps be a bit quicker if Kyle uses Jaguar Feet. Maybe by tomorrow night, we’ll be back.”

“Alright,” Chabia said and glanced over at the food. “We should sort ourselves out by then … It’s during moments like these we remind ourselves how important it is to live with a man. We are truly vulnerable by ourselves. And my heart aches knowing you’ll be gone for a few days.”

“A couple of days are nothing,” I reassured her. “I’ll be back in no time.” Ever since being summoned here, I’d always been accompanied by women. The days of loneliness were turning into a dim memory in the back of my mind. We weren’t meant to live by ourselves and the touch of the opposite gender truly healed. But I started questioning whether it was becoming too much and if those lonely years were becoming nostalgic.

“Hug me goodbye before you leave,” Chabia said but then a smile danced across her lips. “A double hug—one for Nalia.” She rose and made her way to me. I pulled her in a warm embrace and held her till she fully warmed me. Her nipples stiffened as she mashed her tits on my chest, making it more difficult for me to let go of her. Letting go of her, I inhaled her fresh scent of honey and roses and knew I could linger in her embrace for the rest of my life. I turned to Laralia who I knew also wanted a piece of me, and I took her hand and helped her to her feet. I pulled her in a hug too and held onto her a bit longer.

“So, take care of your women now,” I told her, breaking the hug to push some of her hair behind her ears. “And don’t feel guilty for what you did.”

“I’ll try,” she admitted. “Have a safe journey.”

“I’ll also try,” I said and winked. I turned around to Jasmina who was fully dressed and already had my weapons ready. She hung the quiver filled with arrows over my back and handed me the bow and spear.

“Something tells me you’ll need all means available to defend yourself,” she said mysteriously.

I looked at my weapons and questioned if it wasn’t a bit overkill. I then remembered how the rest of the abilities involved some fierce fighting. I focused on Grizzly Strength and Jaguar Feet at the same time and picked her up in my arms. She shrieked and wrapped her arms around my back. “Look ahead and tell me the direction,” I told her.

She giggled. “Just don’t drop me.”

“I won’t.”

“Straight back to the field,” she said.

I ran and sped past the trees, making dust rise behind my feet as I thundered through the forest.

We continued far ahead, taking a couple of breaks by the several streams we came across. Sitting by the bank and drinking, I heard the water splash when it cascaded over the larger rocks. The continuous murmur was pleasant to listen to after running for so long. My eyes followed the stream as it snaked deeper into the vast world. It truly was no end to this world filled with so much untouched nature. “Where is everybody?” I asked and couldn’t see a single hint of a living being.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” Jasmina said and cocked her head. “Space, fresh air and green plants are just as vital for us living beings as lives themselves.”

I nodded and didn’t want to bring up the fact that I sometimes compared this world to Earth where space, fresh air and nature were as rare as a comet sighting.

We moved farther away from the stream and over several hills. Jasmina guided me as I ran on and the sun slipped down the sky. I killed a little boar which would keep us fed for tonight, and we set up a temporary camp under a couple of trees and over soft grass.

We roasted the boar over the flames as the night wore on. Watching the fire flicker and dance before our eyes, we sat hip to hip and kept our body heat as the night grew cooler. The meat hissed and sizzled, but I had a greater hunger to hold onto her. “Sorry for clawing your chest red.”

While I had carried her, she’d clawed my chest and drenched my loincloth with her juices. I didn’t really mind. “I forgive you,” I said and ran my fingers over the tiny scars. I moved the meat aside to let it cool. It released a mouthwatering aroma that mingled with the woody scent. I handed her the first stick, but she waited to take a bite till I sat next to her. We ate at the same time, and the taste was rich and gamey. We ended up devouring more of it than I’d believed we would as we kept tossing bones onto the flames.

After we’d eaten, she leaned her head on my shoulder. It was just the two of us, and it made it feel more special as my heart was beating just for her at that moment. I touched her tree tattoo which led farther down to her womanhood. I found the metaphor beautiful and unique. “Did you miss your prior tribe?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “There’s nothing to miss among people who try to poison you. They couldn’t trust me because my powers were too great for them. I only want my powers and skills to benefit someone who deserves it. And that’s you.” She fixed her magical, purple eyes on me, and I saw only genuine care and interest for me.

“You’re right,” I said and nodded for myself. I took her hand as we talked about various topics. I shared a couple of stories of my own, and I tried to keep the details at a minimum since I thought it would confuse her.

“You don’t have to speak in riddles with me,” she said and a grin spread on her face. “I know Venus’ daughters can grow up to become perverted.”

“I didn’t want to give you nightmares,” I tried to excuse myself.

She squeezed my hand. “No such thing when lying next to you.” I felt the bond between us and my heart kept beating for her in the same rhythm as my cock throbbed. I hadn’t even noticed but I was once again fully erect as something in the back of my mind had put the puzzle pieces together—She would not let such an opportunity go to waste.

“Let me pee first and then we have a mating session.” I let go of her as she walked a couple of feet away from me. There were barely any flames left, but what was left of the flickering flames was enough to cast an orange light on her, making it look as if she were in the spotlight.

I watched her from the corner of my eye, trying to be discreet but my manhood was already at full mast as she sat on her haunches. She revealed her beautiful thighs in that position as she let go of an arch of golden urine. It hit the soil and the gentle trickle navigated through the grass and rocks. She moaned upon finishing, and it dripped from between her legs when she rose. She swayed her hips on her way, and her pink hair glowed despite the campfire dwindling to embers. She looked sexier than ever, and I felt an urge to ravish her.

She straddled my legs and pushed me onto my back with the tips of her wet fingers. We were out in the wild. There were no beds behind us and wherever there was grass was a spot for mating and sleeping. We didn’t care about washing ourselves either. My erection was caught between my waist and hers and throbbed harder than ever before. She licked her lips and pressed them to my neck, delivering several kisses from my neck and down till she reached my cock. She sent a shiver down my spine for every kiss, and it made me question if her kisses were laced with magic. She watched the cock towering over her face, sweeping her eyes from the root all the way to the crown. She opened up wide and her mouth engulfed my cock in one smooth motion all the way to the bottom.

I leaned back as she glided her mouth up and down. Her sucking sounds rose steadily in sync with my moans. I could dimly see her in this darkness but I felt every touch of her warm mouth and soft tongue. Licking her lips, she said, “Let me show you something.” She closed her eyes and wiggled her fingers. Opening her mouth, her tongue was glowing like a pink candle, and the light spread to her face.

“Wow,” I said and chuckled, but the laughter quickly turned to another moan. She took my erection back into her mouth and started sucking me while her face was glowing pink. She came off and delivered a final kiss before she climbed on top of me and rubbed the head of my cock back and forth on her wet lips. My erection finally slipped inside her, and she buried it to her depths and started riding me till her boobs bounced like balloons. The way she rode me and the way her pussy squeezed around me made the orgasm build rapidly. It was such a sweet sensation as I watched my girth stretching her sopping lips.

I grabbed her legs as my hips bucked in the search of that sweet friction. I grunted as I reached the peak, my cock firing out rope after rope of cum, but she just kept eagerly riding me, biting her lips as she was about to reach the peak too. Even if I’d drenched her pink entrance with my glistening cum, she refused to give up till she arched her back and let out a whimper of pleasure. Her body turned rigid and she held onto me as if afraid I would vanish.

“Oh,” she moaned and fell right on top of my chest. My hands settled on her ass, caressing her warm flesh. I didn’t push her away from me but let her sleep on top while I was buried inside her depths.




We woke up the following morning. My morning wood twitched and I was still inside her. I was harder than ever, and it wouldn’t require much to make me blow another load. “Are you awake?” she whispered as if she’d anticipated my awakening.

“I am,” I told her and cupped her ass. Giggling, she sat back up and swung her leg over mine. She pushed the peak of my manhood to her wet lips and sank till she touched down. “Oh, I love you,” I muttered under my breath as she covered me like a warm, perfectly-fitting glove. She increased the pace while hugging my manhood tightly with her pink till I emptied myself inside her again. I cupped her breasts, and she kept milking me till nothing was left. I released a groan and threw my head back in relief and pleasure. “Did you wait for me all night just for that?”

She chuckled. “No … I slept too, but having you inside me, I connected with you and could tell when you would wake up.”

I looked at her questionably and didn’t understand a word of what she was saying. “What do you mean?”

“It’s a shaman trick,” she said. She covered her mouth and giggled. “You can wake up simultaneously while being inside another person. It’s not so difficult after all.”

“Alright,” I said and thought to myself it didn’t matter. It all felt good and that was the most important part. “How do we proceed from here?”

“I already know the way, but I had some visions too.” She looked lost in her thoughts for a second and looked worried that were in stark contrast to the horny look she usually wore. “The same I saw earlier but intensifying. It gives me the belief that someone has been there recently.”

“Who?” I questioned.

“I don’t know that yet, but it seems to be someone who’s up to no good and at the same time wouldn’t want us to reach our destination.”

“You think someone is tailing us?”

“I’m not sure yet,” she said and swiveled her hips, smiling at me and probably questioning if I was up for round two. She could be fickle sometimes.

“Are you sure you can concentrate while you have me inside you?”

She giggled. “Of course, I can. I know how to restrain myself … somewhat.”

“Prove it,” I told her. She swung her legs off me and slipped my cock out of her sweet hole. My cock landed with a smack on my waist. I was about to tell her that she’d won, but she then picked my erection up and shoved it in her mouth, deep-throating me and sucking me nice and hard again.

She came off on the next upward stroke and said with a giggle, “Or maybe not.”

We rose and put on our clothes. According to her, we weren’t that far from our destination. She jumped into my arms again, and I ran all the way there while she guided me. We reached a terrain with several streams branching out in multiple directions. I looked at them questionably as I jumped over them and ran along the sides. There was scarcely any water running, and I could clearly see the streambed. “Is it just me or were these stronger before?”

“You’re right,” she said with a puzzled expression. “We’ll get more answers soon since we’re almost there.”

We followed the streams, and they led up to what looked like a great hill. I questioned what we were approaching as it had a beige color and smelled incredibly feminine. The source of the streams came from a pink cave that radiated sweetness and femininity. And I then realized the supposed hill looked like a giant woman lying down with her legs half spread. “There she is,” Jasmina said and nodded to herself. “Ellora—The shaman I was talking about.”

As we approached her closer, I watched in awe as she threw a shadow over us. I questioned if she was alive or not, but I heard she was breathing heavily and saw her chest rise and sink too. “What in the world …?” I questioned.

“She’s strong,” she confirmed. “A woman unlike any other.”

“Is she breathing?” I questioned.

“She is,” she said and nodded. “She’s sick at the moment though.”

“She looks like a giant hill.”

“No, she’s a shaman but grew into a giant. She is usually lying down, but she can raise her back too but rarely does that.” 

“Can you speak with her?”

“I’ll try.” Jasmina took a step back and raised her voice. She didn’t have the strongest voice, to begin with, but strong enough to reach her ears. The giant shaman responded, and I felt her warm breath against us. It was like a strong gust of wind that was about to make me tumble over. Even if I didn’t understand their tongue, I could hear that Ellora was in pain. My eyes flitted back and forth between Jasmina and Ellora, and in the end Jasmina nodded and Ellora stopped talking. “She’ll spread her legs and grant us a way inside … But she warned us of dangers ahead. She’s been infected by something vicious.”

“Alright,” I said. “Let’s go.”

Jasmina raised her voice. Ellora moved her giant legs, making the ground shake like a minor earthquake. I stared right into her pink cave and slowly approached it. I smelled the honeyed scent coming from the center. I could definitely bathe in it, and I also noticed that the wetness and texture of it were identical to the lubricants of a horny woman. “Is this … her pussy juice?”

“Indeed,” Jasmina said. “But this stream should’ve been stronger. She’s in a state of stress and pain which suppresses her lubrication.”

The pink stream gurgled over smooth stones and pebbles. The sounds of trickling and babbling were soothing and gentle, but I knew perils waited for us inside. I reached behind my back and brought out an arrow from my quiver. I motioned her to step behind me as we moved inside her pink cave. The floor was slightly squishy and moist and a pink glowing light lit up the interior. We watched around us in awe as the cave was shaped into a perfect ring. I caught sight of cave art spread along the walls and depicting intimate scenes.

“Wow,” I said in awe as we bathed in the sweet fragrance of a woman while enjoying the artwork. “Look at those cave arts.”

Jasmina swept her eyes over them. There were several tribes consisting of multiple women surrounding a man. They were all taking turns pleasing him, sitting on their knees to worship his manhood. The erection towered over their young, feminine faces as they all waited patiently for their turn to get close to it. In the middle of the cave, which was the cervix, was also Venus. She was the curviest and most beautiful woman. She looked like the same goddess who’d welcomed me to this world, and I felt an urge to worship her as well.

The walls shook a little as more lubricants dripped from the ringed walls. The cave art came alive like a sudden light flashing. I jumped and my hand flew to my chest. I exchanged glances with Jasmina and she told me, “It’s alright, for now, but keep an eye out.”

Having my bow and arrow ready, I watched the cave art as it came alive. The women of each tribe stood in a line and waited for their turn to see their man. They took turns deep-throating the man once before going back in line. It went on for a couple of moments till they started spreading their legs and plunging his cock into their wet slits. They fucked him once before going back in line. I heard their voices echo, “Privilege.” “An honor.” “A gift from Venus.” They were all grateful to get a chance to suck an erection. As the scene went on, I watched a weird woman in the background, standing on the sideline just watching. She suddenly went to the man and whispered something in his ear. In the following seconds, his cock turned limp, softening to a banana till it flopped against his thigh. He then developed spots all over his body and then tumbled back. The women were on their knees, panic-stricken and tried shaking him back to life, but he didn’t respond. He couldn’t respond. He was dying. The women wept as he inhaled his last breath, and as I looked around to the other tribes around the cave, the vicious woman kept whispering stuff in the men’s ears till they met the same fate.

“What’s going on?” I asked Jasmina, questioning if this was supposed to happen.

“She’s spreading a disease … She’s a shaman,” she said quietly and went behind my back. Suddenly, the women were by themselves and had none to guide them and none to pleasure them. They looked at each other lost, helpless and vulnerable. What was once hard and tough was now dead and soft and rotting on the floor. The women ran around clueless and eventually faded into nothingness as none could impregnate them. The woman, who’d poisoned them, was left and stared at me. I stared back and understood something wasn’t right.

“Get your bow ready,” Jasmina said as her eyes widened in fear.

I quickly nocked the arrow to my bowstring and aimed it at the mysterious woman. Her purple hand jutted out from the wall in an attempt to seize Jasmina. I fired as hard as I could, and the arrow pierced right through it and I heard a shriek coming from the wall. She pulled her hand back and started frantically running around the walls. “What the fuck was that?” I questioned as my heart was about to leap out of my chest.

“She’s the virus,” she said while her heart thumped visibly beneath her chest. “You must defeat her.”

“Why did she try to grab you?”

“She knows I’m a shaman,” she said and narrowed her eyes on the walls.

I focused on my abilities, so I was well prepared. I was caught off guard by the sudden hand trying to stretch out and seize her, questioning what kinds of tricks she had up her sleeves. She wasn’t going to get away from creating havoc in Ellora’s pink cave.

I nocked another arrow on the bowstring and looked around as it kept running around the walls. “I won’t wound Ellora by firing at the walls?”

“No,” Jasmina responded. “A male weapon will never hurt a woman’s interior, only pleasuring her.”

Suddenly, she came to a halt, and I drew the arrow so hard I thought the bow would snap. I let go, and she jumped aside and dodged it. I loaded my bow again but to my baffling surprise, I saw ten of them. “Only one of them is real,” Jasmina said. “She just created nine illusionary copies of herself.”

“What happens if I hit the copy?”

“Nothing, you can tell who the real one is when she tries throwing purple flames at you.”

I kept an eye out and looked around as the illusionary copies ran around the walls. They were making me dizzy as I kept the arrow nocked on the string. They suddenly came to a halt, and I quickly flitted my eyes from one illusion to another till I saw the one charging up a ball of fire in her hands. Drawing the arrow, I shot her as quickly as possible and struck her right in the chest. She shrieked, and I realized an arrow wouldn’t be enough. On her knees, she shook her head as the rest of the copies evaporated but then the following second, they appeared again, and she disappeared among the copies, running around the walls.

“How many times do I need to hit her?” I questioned while keeping my eyes open.

“I’m not sure,” she said and took cover behind my back. “But she’ll get weaker and weaker eventually.”

Suddenly, a flame ball was thrown at us. I flung myself over Jasmina and rolled with her over the squishy surface. She shrieked and clung to me. Rising to my feet, I heard the cruel laughter coming from the wicked shaman. “Sorry for shrieking,” Jasmina apologized. The flame ball hit the floor and evaporated.

“No time for apologies,” I said and darted my eyes from one illusion to another. They suddenly stopped running, and I swept my eyes over them. I felt a sudden wave of heat coming from my back.

“Watch out!” Jasmina shouted. The ball struck my back and the force sent me flying to the wall. I crash-landed with my face first and then fell with my back onto the floor. I heard the most wicked laughter I’d ever heard coming from the walls. I rolled around at the wettest part of the cave and managed to put the flames out. Gritting my teeth, I rose and Jasmina checked on my marks. “Your skin is burned. I’ll have to heal you.”

“Let me just get that virus first,” I said as my anger rose. I swore to myself that she wouldn’t get me again. My back still burned, and my anger boiled that she wanted to plunge this world into misery by killing off the men. It might get those weaklings but it wouldn’t get me.

“Behind you!” Jasmina warned me again. I whirled around, grabbed Jasmina and jumped to the side as another ball of fire was thrown at us. If it hadn’t been for Jaguar Feet, I knew I’d been burnt.

We darted our eyes around at the illusions. Finally, they stood still and gave me a chance to spot the dancer. “Behind you, I see her!” she warned me. I reached for my spear, whirled around and threw it as hard as a projectile. Her fun and games were over, as I struck her right in the heart. She shrieked for a moment before falling to her knees. The cave walls became wetter and spat her out with the spear buried deep in her heart.

We approached her carefully. I couldn’t see any faces. Just a body that squirmed and was being reduced to a purple liquid. I took my spear before there was nothing left of the body, and stepped aside till the cave juices washed her out. “Was that it?” I questioned.

“For now,” Jasmina said with a sigh. “You just defeated a virus … But the shaman infecting Ellora with it still lives. Look, the cave art is returning.” We looked back at the cave and the women were returning from their hideouts. They all aimed their gazes at me and were no longer primitive stick figures in simple colors—They were depicted vividly and colorfully. I’d never seen such realistic and beautiful cave art, and while they aimed their attention at me, they dropped to their knees and bowed down. The men had died and there were just thousands of women left on their knees for me. I looked around the cave and saw the same artwork wherever I looked. There were women of all kinds of races, sizes and ages. I just felt glad they weren’t living in pain any longer. I then turned to the middle and saw Venus regarding me and gave a nod of approval. Her hand made her way to her pussy, and she fingered herself a little. I felt how the walls started lubricating more and more till it was rapidly flowing over our ankles.

“We should get out,” I said.

“Good idea,” she said. We ran out before the gush of juice was about to drown us. We shielded our eyes from the bright sunlight and jumped aside. The ground shuddered as she spread her legs, moving them aside. They were so wide and big that the ground shook like an earthquake.

“Wow,” I said as the streams were filled up with healthy liquids and continued to branch out for the world to sip on. Ellora breathed rapidly and I exchanged glances with Jasmina. “What’s she doing now?”

“She’s making an offering to Venus … Unless we want to get washed away by her fountain orgasm, we have to move.”

I took her hand and ran with her behind a couple of trees. Catching our breaths, we peeked out from the trunk. I watched in awe as she moved her hand to her womanhood and moved it in a circular motion. She lifted her massive pelvis and flashed her great body, making my jaw drop. Her breathing deepened and her warm breath swept down upon us and made the trees sway and lean like palm trees. “Geez,” I said as her breath fluttered through my hair. I had to squint as the scene unfolded in front of my eyes. She drove in one finger after another, and her pussy was so wet her fingers just slid in. Her boobs swelled and her nipples stiffened like two symmetrical peaks.

“She’s orgasming soon,” Jasmina said. “Take cover.”

She released a mighty, feminine moan as two fingers disappeared inside her. The first drops sprayed out from her followed by a pink jet which shot right up at the sky. “Holy moly,” I whispered as I watched it travel up to the clouds. My jaw dropped and my eyes were glued onto the sky till it came raining back down on us, splashing on my face and soaking us to the bone. An arch of pink liquid then gushed out from her pussy and landed with a great splash on the streams. Wiping her water from my face, I watched as the arch weakened till it had been reduced to a constant stream flowing out from her. “Wow,” I said with a hand over my heart. “That was intense.”

“She has her needs too,” Jasmina said. Ellora slowly sat up, covering the sun with her giant face. She looked around, and I could see her beautiful golden hair in its full glory, so bright it dazzled my eyes. “She wants to see us.”

“Alright,” I said as goosebumps prickled my skin. “Let’s greet her.”

As soon as I stepped out of the trees, I saw the largest boobs I’d seen in my life. They sat firm and high on her chest like two hot air balloons ready to take off to the sky. Her hair cascaded down in the thickest and lustrous curls I’d ever seen. “She’s gorgeous,” I said and watched her closer.

“You took the words out of my mouth,” Jasmina said. Ellora got her eyes on us and fixed them on me. She sighed a breath of relief with a hand over her chest, bowing her head for me, and the apples on her cheeks pinked. “She rarely sits up like that. She honors you more than you think.”

She lowered her hand to us, and Jasmina beckoned me to come as I was unsure what kind of gesture that was. We clambered up her hand and stood up in her palm. She lifted us to her knees, and we jumped off. Shading my eyes, I had a better view of her massive chest and saw the fresh droplets spilled all over her waist and tummy and could hear the stream rush out from her pink entrance and course over rocks and other obstacles with greater force. She bowed her head and a smile played on her face. She opened her mouth and spoke with the sweetest voice a woman could have. It carried a natural tone and radiated warmth and comfort. Jasmina turned to me, and I was dying to know which words she’d spoken. “She says she’s grateful for your endeavor and doesn’t know if her gift will be enough. She also wants to introduce herself. Her name is Ellora and she’s a shaman.”

“Tell her, my name is Kyle and I’m glad to meet her.”

They spoke some more, and Jasmina turned to me. “She wants to kiss you, so she can speak to you face to face. She asks permission to raise you to her lips and kiss you intimately.”

I watched her questionably and obviously wondered how I was supposed to kiss her red, massive lips. “Will that even be possible?” I questioned.

“Of course,” she said and tittered. “If it wouldn’t have been possible, she wouldn’t have brought it up.”

“Tell her to bring me to her lips,” I said and prepared to kiss the greatest woman of my life. She lowered her hand down after exchanging some words with Jasmina. I clambered on top of it, and she raised me to her gorgeous face. Her lips were the same size as mine, and I watched the pure, red skin, glistening like a cherry. Inhaling her sweet fragrance, I stepped closer to her, pushed my lips to hers and kissed it as well as I could. It was a long time ago since I’d kissed a pair of lips in order to be taught a language, but it struck me so deeply and enveloped me in warmth. She raised me a bit higher, opened her mouth and her tongue jutted out. It was dripping wet and the same size as myself. I pressed my lips to her tongue and touched it with my own. My body jolted upon the contact, and my body shook till I lost consciousness. I fell back and landed on her soft hand. I was on the verge of passing out but her warm breath awakened me. She moved her hand away from her mouth, so I could look into her eyes instead of lips.

“Kyle … can you hear me?”

I nodded and understood her as if it were my mother tongue. “I do,” I answered in the shaman’s tongue.

“I owe you many thanks, many bows and many hours of continuous pleasure. Thank you—from the bottom of my heart,” she said with a bow and a hand over her chest.

I dusted off my shoulders while looking into her eyes which looked like massive, blue orbs. “You’re welcome.’”

“A wicked shaman on the loose infected me with a vicious virus. My womanhood was about to dry up, but you healed me,” she said.

“Who’s this wicked shaman?”

She looked wistfully out across the world. “Someone who doesn’t like our way of living and someone so powerful enough she can destroy the life we know of. She’s still on the loose, hunting down powerful women and men, wanting to cover this world in eternal darkness.”

“She won’t succeed,” I swore. “I’ll get her. I promise I will.”

“I know you’re strong enough for that,” she said. “But there will be wounds and casualties. I must remind you to be careful on your journey. Something tells me you’ll become the greatest man this world has ever known. It might be selfish of me to ask this, but I hope one day you’ll receive the ability to grow as big as I, and we can have a night for ourselves. Till then, I’ll be thinking of you every day and dream about you every night since the gift I’ll give you won’t be enough to show you how grateful I am.”

I was about to argue it was, but I couldn’t decline the option to mate with such a great woman like her. “I appreciate every gift.”

“I know you do,” she said and a smile blossomed on her face. “Listen … Teleportation is my gift and it’s important that you listen to how it works.”

“I’m all ears.”

“It involves an ethereal pink paint which you summon to your finger. In order to paint, you must picture a unique vagina in your mind and paint it onto a hard surface. A soft, wet vagina and a hard surface go hand in hand. Once you’ve painted it, you have to paint a copy of it somewhere else only then will teleportation work, and you can then use the vagina portal to go from that place to the other. But every time you use the portal, you must rub the clit to stimulate it, so it becomes wet and moist enough for you to pass through it.”

I nodded and absorbed her wisdom. “I understand,” I said. I questioned how all the things that could make you teleport it had to be that way. “Is there a reason teleportation involves a woman’s sex?” I questioned.

“A woman’s sex is where we all come from. It teleports life into our world. That’s why it’s used for teleportation.”

“I see,” I said and couldn’t help but think how poetic this world was. You kissed to learn a language and you drew a female sex on a hard surface to teleport. “I understand.”

“I know you do … You’re unique and the cave art inside me is a vision of our future. The world depends upon you for survival, Kyle. We need the strongest seed in order to thrive, and you carry it without doubt.”

“Your words honor me.”

“They are meant to.”

“Thank you,” I said and couldn’t argue with her.

“One last thing before we part. When I’ll give you the ability, you’ll pass out, and I’ll go back to sleep. Thank you again, from the bottom of my heart.”

I bowed my head to that great woman. “You’re welcome.”

She reached down to her wet slit and drove her finger deep inside. She closed her eyes and let out a mighty moan and raised her wet hand to her lips. She kissed her hand and blew the kiss to me. I saw several pink ethereal pussies flow in my direction and then flash in my mind. It became so intense; my entire body shook and everything faded away.




Opening my eyes, I heard the stream coursing over rocks a stone’s throw away from where I lay. Jasmina craned her neck over me and her eyes lit up. “Morning,” she said playfully and dabbed a wet cloth to my face.

“Morning,” I said and sat up and looked around. We were right by Ellora’s feet, and I remembered what had happened before I passed out.

“It’s not really morning,” Jasmina said and pointed up to the sun which was at the peak of its day.

“How long have I been sleeping?” I questioned and felt my head.

“Not for long,” she said. “It wasn’t long ago she gifted you the ability to teleport.”

“Is she asleep?” I asked.

“Not quite, but she’s resting. She needs that after everything she’s been through.”

I nodded and didn’t want to disturb her either. “What was that she mentioned … of me becoming a giant and having my way with her?”

“Of all the things you got to ask for first,” she said and stifled a chuckle. “Yes, that’s an ability but a rare one. She just mentioned if it’ll happen, she wants you inside her.”

“I’ll give it to her,” I said.

She tugged at my arm. “Do you see the ability?”

I went into my mind and spotted the symbol of a woman’s sex. “I do, indeed.”

“Nice,” she said and lifted Venus to her lips and gave it a kiss. “Now we can teleport.”

“You can too?”

“Of course,” she said. “All your lovers can use it as well. But only you can decide where we teleport.”

“Neat,” I said and sighed in relief and felt my head for a little. I dreamed of that kiss and lost myself for a moment. “Those lips”

“And what about her tits?” she asked and bit her bottom lip.

I laughed and watched Ellora as she lay and rested. “Those too. It’s just a shame I can’t see them from this angle.”

“Something tells me we’ll be seeing her again. She’s more skilled than I am. But she’s lived a long life.”

“How long?” I questioned. Despite her greatness she might as well be a teen judging by her smooth face and skin.

“She’s ancient and has probably been around as long as this world. She can be mysterious sometimes and talks very little.”

I watched her pink cave we’d recently been in and cleansed, and then my eyes followed the stream which rushed farther down the hills. I patted Jasmina’s thigh. “Should we head back?”

She nodded and still bit her bottom lip. We rose, and once we stood up, she jumped into my arms. “A private night with you today too … What a luxury,” she said with a giggle.

“Sure,” I said and caressed her back as she mashed her boobs against my chest. I started running and wanted to find a temporary camp, so I could have my way with her as quickly as possible.
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With a mighty bison slung over my back, we made our way into the meadow. After having spoken with Chabia through telepathy, she’d told me they’d needed more meat. I hunted it in the nearby forest, and it was twice as big as a full-grown bull. I’d also found some boulders suitable for teleportation, but first, I had to get some rest and talk with my ladies.

Coming to our camp, I noticed they’d built shelters and laid the foundation for the fence. They’d lined up wooden poles close to the river. The only thing missing was a rope to keep them from running away. As one of the green-haired girls got her eyes on me, the rest of them dropped their equipment and turned to me.

“Kyle!” Nalia exclaimed and rushed over; her brown hair fluttered like a flag behind her. She ran as if she hadn’t seen me in ages. I’d been only away for a couple of days, and for them, it felt like an eternity. I let the animal roll off my back and fall with a great thump onto the soil. I opened up my arms just in time when she jumped into them. I swung her around. She weighed like a leaf because of my enhanced strength, and it made her grin when I used my ability.

“How’s it going?” I asked her while she almost strangled me.

“Blah without you,” she said and broke the hug to look into my eyes although she refused to unlock her arms from my neck. “Did you find the ability?”

“I did indeed,” I said and caressed her smooth patch of skin above her loincloth and under her chestwrap. Taking a deep breath, I picked up the clean, earthy scent and detected the pleasant aroma of leaves, flowers and grasses. It was a pleasant and refreshing scent, and I noticed her skin was as clean as a newborn babe. “Have you bathed?”

“Uh-huh,” she said and eagerly pumped her head up and down. “Chabia told me you’d come soon, so I decided to take a dip.”

“I love being in your embrace but you have a couple of women behind you who also want to see me.”

She glanced over her shoulder and her cheeks reddened like tulips. “A couple,” she said with an internal eye roll and lowered her eyes, embarrassed. She let go of me and left me space to greet the rest of my women. I gave a nod of approval to Laralia and Aida who’d come a long way with the shelters and fence.

“That’s some impressive work ethic you have,” I flattered them. There were three shelters ready, and they looked big enough for eight of us, perhaps twelve if we slept tightly. They were built with mammoth horns and bones and fortified with animal skin and wood.

A blush spread on Laralia’s cheeks. “Thank you,” she said with a humble bow and wore a content expression after my compliment. “We worked quite hard, so I’m grateful you’ve noticed.”

I turned to Aida who twirled her strawberry blonde hair on her finger. “You also have an impressive work ethic … The only thing we need is rope.”

She dipped her head, and it looked as if she were melting inside. “You’re too kind.”

“But will we also sleep under the sky?” Nalia interjected with hints of concern in her voice.

“Of course,” I told her. “The shelters are mainly there for when it rains.”

“The fence was a great idea,” Chabia said and I turned to her when I heard her sweet voice. She was also itching for a hug as she approached and closed off the gap between us with her body. “I understand the idea behind capturing and keeping animals instead of hunting.” She hugged me comfortably and didn’t strangle me like Nalia, but both their embraces meant the same to me.

“We’ll be more productive,” I said and picked up a similar scent as I did with Nalia and noticed she’d also cleaned her smooth skin.

“Will it be difficult to lure animals into the fence?” Chabia asked.

“Not really,” I said. “We just need to chase them here. I can do that by myself with Jaguar Feet.” I looked over Chabia’s shoulder and saw some hungry but optimistic faces. “Let’s get you something to eat before I show you how teleportation works.”

She nodded and we surrounded the bison. Nalia prepared the knife and butchering equipment for us. The summer sun was at its peak and cast a strong, intense light upon us. It made the sky look crystal clear all the while an occasional puffy cloud sailed by. It was hot but not boiling, and it truly was a beautiful land that we’d occupied, and I could easily imagine expanding the borders.

I threw a glance at the trees which Laralia and Aida had chopped down. There must have been at least thirty of them, but we also had an abundance of trees since we were surrounded by forest.

I tore off the skin and dumped it aside. Sofya cradled Liam in her arms and aimed her smile at me. I gave her the subtlest attention, and she looked honored. He reached for me again, aching to be in my arms. I felt an urge to hold him too as his round, shiny eyes widened. “Nalia and I can take over,” Chabia said while a smile danced on her lips. “Spend time with your boy in the meanwhile.”

Wiping my hands on a cloth, I sat down for a little while with Sofya. He immediately crawled into my arms, and I cradled him and felt an inner peace. It seemed like the outside world faded away as I was fully present in the love of the moment. “How was your trip?” Sofya asked and inched her hips closer to mine.

“Unusual,” I said. I found it hard to concentrate on anything else than my son. Jasmina was in the background and talked about the giant shaman in great detail as if she were telling a story to her children.

Sofya listened and nudged me with her elbow. “Is it true?” she questioned. “I’ve heard of giant shamans before, but they’re stuff out of legends.”

“It’s true,” I said and rocked my son. “But Liam will be greater.”

She smiled and leaned her head on my shoulder. Jasmina told them about the virus part and how we had to cleanse her, and also that the same woman causing the virus was on the loose.

“How horrible,” Sofya said with a hand over her heart. My son and I didn’t see the same horror as she did. He just looked at me fiercely and kept balling his hands into fists like usual. He looked like a little eagle himself and reached for the eagle pendant that Jasmina, Chabia and Nalia had given to me. He gripped it hard in his hand. And I knew I had to give one to him when the time would come.

“It was a gift,” I told him. “I can’t give it to you.”

He gave me a look, probably not understanding what a gift was or my words for that matter. I felt the same joy as I always felt when he was in my arms, seeing him grow each and every day and swearing to protect him at all costs. I couldn’t wait till he could start walking. My other daughters were in my girls’ arms too and Felicia sat close to them. Her tummy just swelled bigger and bigger to the point she needed help walking sometimes. It was soon her time to give birth, and then I would have my way with her again.

I left Liam in Sofya’s arms when he started staring and reaching for her massive breasts. “I’ll find a boulder while you breastfeed.”

“Okay,” she said and looked at me funny. They obviously questioned what I was supposed to use that for. Running with Jaguar Feet, I thundered through the forest and reached the destination shortly after. Halting in my tracks, I swept my eyes from the feet of the boulder to the very top. It cast a shadow over me and was a bit thinner than usual but twice my height. Squatting, I picked it up with a grunt as it weighed no more than a little stone and ran all the way back to the camp.

Three campfires flickered under boiling pots, licking the sides and making steam billow to the sky. They’d decided to go for a stew today, and I could already pick up the scents of all the ingredients spreading across our camp. Not far from the campfires, I set the boulder down, making sure it was as steady as possible, so it wouldn’t fall upon anyone. I dusted off my hands and joined my tribe around one of the fires. “What does it have to do with teleportation?” Nalia asked. “You sure you didn’t carry it here just to impress us?”

I looked at her flirty smile and it infected me. “I know better ways to impress you.”

“Tell me then,” she said and tugged my arm.

“I’ll paint on it and then we can teleport through it.”

“Cool,” she said, her eyes widening. “I can’t wait to try.”

“But we have to use it responsibly,” Chabia reminded her. “We can’t just move around as if it were a toy.”

“Kyle sure can move it around like a toy,” she joked. “What do you have to paint, by the way?”

I waited a couple of seconds since I was about to break out in a grin. “A female sex.”

“A pussy?” she asked explicitly and was about to laugh.

“Pretty much.”

“That’s funny.”

“I found it funny too,” I said.

When the stew was finished, we passed the bowls around to each other and started shoveling the spoons into our mouths. The fresh meat melted in our mouths like usual, and the tubers, sliced into cubes, were so soft I could mash them with my tongue. Chabia sure knew how to cook a divine meal for all of us.

Once there was nothing left, we took a moment to enjoy the scenery. I noticed whenever I’d been gone for a couple of days, they showed a greater desire to be close to me. They huddled up to me and inched their hips to mine, so warmth radiated from body to body. We discussed random topics till the sun was a red disk hanging just above the landscape. The few clouds in the sky caught and scattered the red light, bringing us peace and serenity. “For the teleportation to work,” I explained. “I have to paint two identical vaginas. One on the boulder I’ve just gathered and the other at our trading post.”

“But you just got here,” Nalia said and wasn’t smiling so brightly any longer, realizing I would go again. “It took us several days just to get here.”

“That was because I was walking,” I said. “It won’t take more than a day to get there. Not many of you have seen her, so I’m looking forward to the unity.”

“Okay then,” Nalia said. Her hands were slightly worn after having practiced with archery while I was gone. I saw the targets she’d put up in the distance already dotted with marks from the sharp arrowheads. She sure had a thing for impressing me, but I didn’t mind. I was just glad she continued to develop her skills. We would become so powerful no one would ever dare to mess with us.

I rose to my feet after Chabia had taken the dishes. I approached the boulder and felt all eyes on me. I focused internally on the vagina symbol and then my finger suddenly glowed pink. I went deep into my mind and focused on Valaria’s pussy. I thought it would make sense since I would connect the trading post. I pushed my finger to the boulder and saw the pink ethereal paint flash before my eyes. I painted in the shape of Valaria’s vagina and saw the glowing painting coming to fruition. I closed my eyes and lost myself in the artwork as I continued to delicately paint, memorizing every bit of her intimate part and making it come alive in a glowing pink light.

I opened my eyes and watched the massive copy of Valaria’s sex right before my eyes. It was a beauty unlike any other and it glowed on top of the hard surface. Turning around, I noticed most of them were watching me with eyes wide open. “We can’t use it now since I have to connect it,” I told them. “Tomorrow morning, I’ll be gone and probably be back late in the evening.”

“It’s like a work of art,” Nalia said and came next to me and studied it in awe. “It looks so delicate … Can I touch it?”

“Sure,” I said.

She rubbed the lips and traced her finger on the hot center. She squinted since it was so bright. “Whose?” she whispered.

“Valaria’s,” I told her. “Easy to remember since we’ll be connecting the trading post with it.”

“Smart,” she said with a giggle.

I sat back down again and looked around me. The green-haired women sat on the wood logs, and Laralia sure deserved a reward after building all those shelters. She didn’t look guilty any longer that she’d taken the opportunity to have her way with me, but her girls sure needed to be fed too. I beckoned her with my finger, and when she noticed I summoned her, she eagerly jumped up to her feet, half-ran to me and sat down. She didn’t look weary or fatigued as when I’d first seen her. Her youthful glow had returned to her face, and I saw a mixture of health and optimism.

“You did an impressive job,” I told her and laid my hand on her thigh.

“Thank you,” she said. She was without a chestwrap and flashed her round, creamy boobs topped with strawberry-pink nipples. “But truth be told, it was mostly my younger girls who did most of the work. They wanted to show their gratitude too.”

I looked at the green-haired ladies with their light green complexion. I hadn’t spoken to any of them since they looked a bit too shy. There was something so exotic with their green complexion, triggering a lust unlike any other. I could clearly see that they wanted it as well. They couldn’t conceal how they kept throwing sideways glances at me. I was just waiting for the right opportunity and something told me it was now. We had to expand after all. “Which one of them would like to be pregnant?”

“All of them who are over eighteen,” she said and broke out in a precious smile. Emotions flooded her mind as tears welled in her eyes.

“Are you alright?” I asked her.

She nodded and dried her eyes with her fingers. “I’m just happy and proud at the same time. Happy that we have a place here and proud that you find my young girls attractive.”

“I see,” I said and took her hand, interlacing my fingers into hers. “I can wait if you want.”

She shook her head. “No … they’ve waited for so long,” she answered and sniveled. “Many of them are over eighteen. But I believe only six of them want to become pregnant. Maybe you could take three of them this evening and three tomorrow.” Drying her eyes some more, she fixed her eyes on them. They were so young, demure and pure, reminding me of ripe apples just falling into my hands. My lust grew as I gawked at their flesh and wanted their innocence badly.

“Not needed,” I said as my erection started throbbing against my loincloth. “I’ll take all six of them in one evening.”

Her grin widened and my cock hardened even further as another pleasurable challenge awaited me. I knew they weren’t experienced, so I had to guide them through it carefully, licking them slowly and carefully spreading their legs. I didn’t mind. It was an experience in itself to have my way with inexperienced girls. “Tell them to meet me by the river. I’ll go to bed early today, so I can wake up early tomorrow.”

“What an honor to see my girls being impregnated. They have talked about it for years and even feared it would never happen.” It sounded like she was on the verge of bursting out in tears, but she took both my hands and held them intimately. “Can I give you a kiss as a token of my gratitude?”

I leaned forward, and our breaths synced as our lips drew nearer. They finally touched and our mouths and tongues moved together till she finally broke it. “I could have kissed you till sunrise, but I want my girls to know how it’s to be with a man. Thank you, Kyle, thank you for everything.”

“You’re welcome,” I told her, and I admired her for breaking the kiss just to make room for the youngsters. She stood up and made her way to them, swaying her hips on her way. She gathered the girls over eighteen who wanted to be impregnated. She said six first, but I saw eight of them, making me question what was going on.

She came back to me with a wider grin and placed a hand on her wide hip. “It appears a couple of more wanted a baby too.”

“That’s alright,” I said with a grin and knew I could accept the challenge. “Tell them to meet me by the river.”

“I will tell them now.”

I rose and went closer to the running water. The sun had already set, and we only had the stars, moon and their pink to light up our act. After I would have my way with them, I would go straight to sleep. I splashed some water on my face, and memories of when I was by myself flashed through my mind. I didn’t know why I was thinking back to when I only had myself. I hadn’t had a moment for myself in a while but had been surrounded by beauties instead. I didn’t know whether I felt genuine nostalgia or wanted to relive those days to see how it felt. Deep inside me, I knew there wasn’t much positive about that time.

I heard the muffled sounds of their shy footsteps. I looked over my shoulder, and they shrank under my gaze as they looked at me in disbelief and as if this were a dream. To be fair, I sometimes questioned the same thing.
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I sped right up the narrow passage of the mountain. I was on my way to my trading post, and yesterday, I successfully impregnated six girls. Jasmina had also confirmed it by keeping her hand over their bellies and nodding to herself. “There’s life in there,” she said and moved from one belly to another. “We’re growing as a tribe.”

It had been an event. They’d all looked at me in disbelief as my erection had taken them to Heaven. As I slowly let them all lick and suck it, they all became hooked. I’d never seen such wet pussies before as they let out all their horny dreams in that one moment. When we were finished, and I’d given them an equal amount of my privileged seed, they’d gasped in pleasure and their eyes had rolled momentarily to the back of their skulls. When I’d pulled out, they wanted me to remain inside them for the rest of their lives.

I ran up the slope till I reached the trading post, and the guards made room for me as usual. Valaria stood in the middle with her arms crossed, not dealing with anyone else since she’d waited for me. Her eyes lit up and a smile danced on her red lips. She was again dressed so differently, and her clothes didn’t look much different from a leather bra and a skirt. They were slightly primitive looking and hugged her skin tighter than any other clothing I’d seen in this world. She opened her arms and pulled me in an intimate hug.

While lingering in her arms, I picked up the scent of roses. She always smelled like a flower. “Welcome back, Kyle,” she said and delivered worshiping kisses along my neck, and I could feel the wet patch of red lipstick she left behind.

“Thank you,” I said and broke the hug, looking into her eyes. I noticed she’d applied more makeup than last time. Her cheeks were rosy, her lips red and her eyelashes dark. She radiated hyper-sexuality like no other woman out there. “Gosh, you’re gorgeous.”

“I had to be as pretty as possible since I was afraid you’d be away for a while.”

“Not any longer. I have been gifted the ability to teleport. Our camps will be linked.”

“You told me,” she said and covered her mouth while she giggled, flashing her golden bracelets. “How was the giant shaman?”

“A beauty and so was her womanhood we had to cleanse.”

“Mine needs to be cleansed too,” she said and kept her arms locked around my neck. I surrendered. If she wanted sex, I had to give it to her.

“I’ll take care of that with pleasure,” I told her. “But first, why don’t you show me the rope and bones?”

She wasn’t joking when she told me she would get all the equipment I needed. Taking my hand, she took me to the rope which was piled up almost as tall as the mountain wall. I looked in awe as my jaw slowly dropped. “Who the hell made that?” I questioned.

“I know a thing or two about trade,” she said with a hand on her hip. “I heard from one of my spies that one of the tribess was crazy for mammoth fur, so I decided to trade it for the longest rope ever made. That’s a long story short. We went back and forth for a while till the sun was setting, but I couldn’t get you out of my head. I had to succeed since I wanted to make you proud.”

“I see,” I said. Even if it must have been more than several thousand feet long, I wasn’t sure if it would be enough. We had to build as we grew.

She then jerked her head at the massive pile of mammoth bones. “And there are the bones.”

“It will do for now, but we definitely need more in the future.”

“I’ll get it for you,” she said and started drawing a circle on top of my chiseled chest and moved down my abs till she reached the borders of my manhood. “Do you mind just touching me for a little bit? I just want your strong hand there.”

I thought she deserved it and went behind her back. I also couldn’t resist her. I stood with my crotch against her bottom which looked so round and seductive because of the skin-tight skirt she was wearing. I caressed the mound of her ass till I reached between her legs and cupped her pussy with my right hand. There was only a thin garment separating my hand from her flesh, but I could still feel her heat building. “Like this?”

She nodded eagerly. “That’s it … Please, slide your hand a bit back and forth.”

I did as she wished while her women just stared at her as I slowly massaged her womanhood. She started moaning on top of it, making me increase the speed and intimacy “What do you think of my clothes?” she asked and spread her legs a little.

They clung to her curves perfectly and probably were one of the sexiest clothes I’d seen before. “They’re incredibly sexy,” I told her in my husky voice.

“I like them too,” she said, her breathing deepening. “Do you think any of our other tribe members would want some … I didn’t want you to stop.”

My hand strayed to her ass cheeks, but I went back and cupped her intimately. I started popping wood, which poked between her ass cheeks. I found it difficult to concentrate on this conversation. “They aren’t that fond of luxury. Maybe Jasmina would like a pair. She got tattoos and certain bracelets too.”

“I see,” she said. I kept sliding my right hand back and forth over her heat. I felt her lubricants flow out from her. “Now move your hand right on top, not over the clothing. I want skin to skin.”

I was about to object, perhaps telling her we had stuff to do, but that woman knew how to bargain and get her way. I slipped my hand under her leather garment and pressed my palm flat against her warm, drenched pussy. She was wetter than I’d imagined and most of it had soaked through her leather clothes. I touched her wet folds and kept my right hand there till I felt the spark between us. My temperature rose, and I started sliding my hand back and forth as my erection painfully poked against her ass. I couldn’t think of anything else other than being inside her. I held onto this gem in my right hand, knowing I could take her however I wanted. “Gosh, you’re dripping.”

“I become that way when I’m aroused. I want to do anything for you. When you told me to get you a rope, I did so immediately …. But do you think you can do me a favor too?”

“Without doubt,” I said and kept massaging her slit intimately, spreading the scent of her sex up to my nose as I buried my nose in her neck and lustrous hair. My left hand started exploring her boobs, squeezing them. I lost myself in her beauty and trance and felt hypnotized for a moment.

“I want a private moment with you today too,” she said and backed her crotch farther against my erection. “Before we teleport.”

“I want one with you too.”

A victorious grin spread on her lips. “Can I touch you for a little bit?”

I let go of her fruit, let her turn around and exposed myself to her. She slipped her hand inside my loincloth and curled her fingers around my erection. Looking into my eyes, she just held me and didn’t stroke me, just gripping me like a handle. “You’re so hard and strong,” she whispered.

“How about I stick it in you?”

“We’ll come to that,” she said with a teasing grin.

I thought we were going straight to her bed but wasn’t sure any longer. She kept me there. My cock kept hardening and strengthening in her grip while my hand, which had just cupped her pussy, was left dripping wet. “Maybe you’re feeling a bit thirsty,” she said while biting her lip. “Maybe you want to drink something before we move on to bed.”

“So you were just teasing me, huh?”

“Yup,” she said and giggled. “It will make the orgasm so much stronger.”

“Right,” I said and still felt her soft hand wrapped around my cock, warming my shaft. “Sure, I can take something to drink.”

“You sure you won’t hate me for this?”

“Not in a million years.”

She removed her hand from my cock and took my hand. We moved to the table. And I looked at all the women on the sideline and noticed that some of them were fingering themselves.

“You don’t have much to do today?” I questioned.

She slowly shook her head. “Not quite. We’ll probably have some tribesses coming later. Yesterday was a busy day so not so many will show up.”

“I see,” I said and already missed touching her private part and having her sweet ass backed against my crotch.

She snapped her fingers till one of her servants came over with a wet patch in the middle of her loincloth. “Some sweetened water for our man.”

She nodded and returned shortly after with two cups and a jar. She filled it up for both of us. “I just wanted to talk briefly about something,” she said and cupped her hands around the cup and slid her hands up and down. “You remember what we talked about last time?”

I nodded as I took a sip. I sure needed to cool down after her seductive foreplay. “I do.”

“Well, there are rumors that the disease has worsened and spread quite far. They speak of this wretched valley of dead men.”

My face darkened upon hearing that, and I emptied my cup and reached for the jar, but she stopped me. “Let me,” she said and reached for the jar and filled the cup for me.

“Thanks,” I said. “Well, I’ve also heard of it. A couple of our newcomers mentioned it too.”

She showed hints of concern as she lowered her eyes. “Maybe we should be a bit careful and plan ahead.”

I shook my head. “We’ll have to prepare for an influx of women. That’s all. I’m not going to hide in a cave for the rest of my life.”

“That’s what I meant,” she said and watched me closely. “To prepare ourselves. Not to hide like a turtle.”

I nodded with her and drank some more. Her feet touched mine, and I looked up at her twinkling eyes. “Sorry,” she said. “We will touch each other later anyway. Just wanted to let go of that bad news so we could enjoy a moment in peace.”

“I won’t only prepare our camp for more women in dire need, but I’ll also find that woman. She can’t continue inflicting harm upon us. We should continue to live in peace. We can’t if she wreaks havoc among our tribes.”

“Something tells me there aren’t many tribes left in our world,” she said and looked at me long and hard. “A reason why I’ve been extra wet for you lately.”

“This world is big. She can’t get rid of every man out there,” I pointed out.

“My mother used to tell me never underestimate shamans. They are a bit different from us, especially if they carry malicious intentions.”

“It must be one hell of a disease she’s spreading. I wonder if there’s an antidote.”

“Only strength,” she said. “But there weren’t many strong men that existed before … However, they were slain by you. From Beastblood to Bazaar.”

I wrinkled my nose when she mentioned Bazaar. “Do you think that was a part of her plot?”

“Who knows,” she said with a shrug. “Could very well be, but we are getting into conspiracy theories. I’m not a fan of those,” she said and touched me again with her legs. “I want certainty. The certainty of a hard man.”

She suddenly spilled some sweetened water over her chest and the rivulets disappeared into her cleavage. She wiped it off with her hand and grinned. “Come, I can’t sit here for much longer. Please, take me in the cave,” she begged with lust in her voice.

“It was about time.” I rose and moved behind her. I cupped her ass as her leather loincloth turned me on. “I just can’t get enough of these clothes.”

She giggled. “They did the trick, didn’t they?”

“Yeah,” I said and caressed her fine ass cheeks. She turned around and faced me, so I could get a wider reach of her buttocks.

While I explored her bottom, she slipped her hand under my loincloth and reached my erection. “I can’t get enough of this either,” she said. “Not even a dark topic made it go limp. We have some fun ahead of us despite the dire situation.”

We moved to the cave. I pulled off my loincloth and kicked it as far away from me as possible, freeing my throbbing manhood. She took off her leather chestwrap, so it fell to my waist, and I tossed it behind her. I gawked at her flawless round orbs and unconsciously reached for both of them and grabbed a handful. While I played with her boobs, she pulled down her loincloth till she freed her womanhood and exposed it to me. She straddled my legs, and I was mesmerized by her symmetric, pink slit. It was the one I’d recently painted, but it looked a thousand times better in real life.

She lay her nude body on top of mine, spreading the heat from her core to mine. She started by locking her lips on mine, and finally, I could cup her ass, skin to skin with no leather separating her flesh from mine. We maintained the kiss of longing and passion for a while. We grew warmer in our embrace and the intoxicating perfume of our shared desire grew stronger. I loved this woman among many others.

Breaking the kiss, she clawed my chest while aiming her eyes at me. A light sheen of sweat covered her forehead as the heat kept building. She sat on top of me and rubbed her pussy along my abs, smearing her hot juices while leaving my erect cock behind and twitching all by itself. “I want to enter you so badly,” I said in a husky voice.

“Take me then,” she said flirtingly.

I grabbed her waist and lifted her till she shrieked. I laid her on my side and lifted her leg while yanking her body to mine, using my strength so more lubricants flowed out from her pussy. I took my hard cock and rubbed it along her pussy lips, covering it till it was drenched. I thrust my hips and pushed myself into her depths. I let out a great moan as it disappeared inside her heat. While fully inside her, she hugged my cock intimately as if she didn’t want me to ever pull out. Sliding out till the head remained, I lifted her leg, so I could have a better reach. I thrust inside her again and started fucking her till our flesh slapped together. I didn’t bother how loud we were and knew the sounds spread far away from this trading post. The foreplay earlier had made me want to ravish her, and I took out every thrust on this woman as the world faded away, leaving the two of us lost in the depths of our love and desire.

I let out a savage cry and buried my cock all the way to the hilt and gushed out my sticky cum inside her. While pumping out my seed, she let out a cry of pleasure that I was sure the entire world could hear. She threw her head back, and her pussy clamped down on my cock harder than ever as I felt her juice flood my manhood. I tried to move but it proved impossible.

I slumped back in the comfortable bed with her, holding onto her skin.

She twisted her neck to look me in the eyes. “If you pull out … Can I lay on top of you with your cock still inside me?”

“Sure,” I said.

I pulled out and dragged a brook of cum with me. She rolled on top and plunged my erection back inside. “So much better … Now I can see you.” I cupped her ass while she lay on top of me, her breath against my face.

“What made you so horny all of a sudden?”

“I told you. I’m worried for our future,” she admitted with a sigh. “It’s not pleasant to listen to a disease ravaging our lands. You’re a man too, after all.”

I combed my fingers through her beautiful, purple hair without getting entangled in it. “Don’t lose sleep over it,” I told her. “You know I won’t succumb to such an illness.”

“I know, but it made my hormones a bit more unruly,” she said with a sly grin.

“Is that why you’ve made all those erotic clothes?”

A faint blush crept up on her cheeks, and she answered quietly, “Maybe.”

“You don’t have to,” I told her. “I’ll fight and you know that.”

“That’s right, but they don’t hurt … except for your cock.”

I chuckled. “They don’t,” I admitted and hugged her closer, resting there for who knows how long.

Eventually, we rose and helped each other get dressed. “Have you heard about teleportation?” I asked her.

“I know a few things. You need to paint some sort of female sex, right?”

“You’ve heard enough,” I told her and went to the nearest wall. I focused on the vagina in my mind till my finger glowed pink. I started painting, focusing on Valaria’s slit as I’d recently been into it and seen it, making an exact copy. When I was finished, I stepped back and let her see it with her own eyes. “Familiar?”

A grin widened on her lips as she moved her hand closer to her heat. “I’m honored,” she said and drove in a finger to touch herself.

I grinned. “We probably need some help to bring the rope and bones.”

She nodded and snapped her fingers, calling for her women to help her. While they prepared all our products to be teleported through the vagina, I went up to it and pressed my finger on the pearl at the top. I flicked it back and forth till the pink started glowing brighter to the point I had to squint my eyes. Lubricants flowed out from the center of the slit, preparing itself for a visitor.

Valaria and her women were right behind me, talking about the pussy we would teleport through. “We’ll bring the smaller products first,” Valaria said as they all kept some clothes and other weapons in their hands. “Then we’ll try the rope.”

I gave her a brief nod and noticed a tribess coming up the slope. They looked at me in disbelief, and I saw the same grief that I’d seen among the rest of the women. “Isn’t it late to trade now?” I asked Valaria.

Valaria came closer to deliver a whisper, “They’ve been here every day since they saw you the last time. Sometimes they don’t even come here for trade just looking for you.”

I felt bad for them immediately. “Do you still have some women left to help them?” I questioned.

“Of course,” she said and showed me five of them standing by all the products and greeting the traders.

I turned to the pussy and felt a natural attraction to it. It was an artwork after all. “Alright … Here goes.” I pushed myself into the heat. The wet, squishy walls hugged me and enveloped me till I was completely closed in. My heart rate rose as I wasn’t sure what to expect. I just felt the walls getting wetter and the pink light growing brighter. But I then relaxed as it felt as natural as a birth. I was slowly pushed outside, and I gasped for air as I rolled back onto the meadow. Everything was so bright, so I had to squint. Chabia, who sat with Jasmina, rose to her feet. “Kyle,” she said softly and made her way to me. She was about to give me a hug but then sniffed me. “You smell like a …”

“A pussy?” I questioned.

“Yeah, dah, I guess,” she said playfully and chuckled. “Where are Valaria and the rest of her women?”

“She’ll be here any second,” I said and glanced at the boulder, expecting them to come soon. I was slightly wet, and Jasmina already had a cloth in her hand. I wiped the juice from my face. “Ellora forgot to mention that the portal wouldn’t only resemble a vagina but feel like one too.”

“She probably considered it obvious,” Jasmina said with a wink.

“I suppose,” I said and turned to the boulder as it slowly started shaking. Valaria came sliding out, almost as wet as I. She held her balance a bit better but had to squint her eyes.

“I can’t believe that worked,” she said with a giggle. She was followed by the rest of her women, coming out one after another. It felt like another great accomplishment, having linked the trading post with our main camp. I saw the satisfaction in Valaria’s face too, no longer having to wait ages for me to come and take care of her.

I called for the rest of my women. Nalia was with Liana practicing archery, and Laralia and Aida continued to build shelters and work on the fence. They dropped their equipment when hearing the sound of my voice and rushed over, gathering around us in a great assembly and waiting for me to open my mouth. “For those of you who haven’t met Valaria, she’s the woman who has run our trading post. A woman who knows how to bargain and trade, and a loyal one who stood up for me during dire times.”

Laralia and Aida greeted her a bit shy and stiffly. “And Valaria and the rest of your women. These are my newcomers you haven’t met before,” I introduced Valaria to all of them who hadn’t seen her before. Laralia and Aida looked at her funny. With her type of clothing, she stuck out like a sore thumb, and not many seemed interested in them except for Jasmina who tugged at her leather clothing.

“Where have you gotten these from?” Jasmina asked.

“Made by us,” Valaria said and her eyes sparkled like stars. She was clearly excited that at least one of them found the exotic clothes appealing. “Do you want some?” She leaned forward to whisper the next part. “Kyle loves them.”

“That makes me love them even more,” Jasmina said and caressed Valaria’s round cheeks and touched her breasts lewdly in what could have led to a lesbian moment, but they stopped there as Valaria brought out a leather skirt and also a top to Jasmina. She didn’t waste a second as she took off the little clothing she wore, and jumped right into the leather ones. Valaria had picked a size too tight for her, but it just hugged Jasmina’s curves even better. Valaria wasn’t joking earlier about making sexy clothes for my sake. I was about to pop wood when I saw Jasmina in skin-tight leather clothes.

She gave me a look and then her eyes strayed to my boner. “I’ll wear these from now on,” she said, which wasn’t a difficult decision after seeing my hard-on. She turned to Valaria and gave her a kiss right on her lips. “Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” Valaria said and then raised her voice. “We’ll go back and get the rope and bones for you. Which one of you needs it?”

Aida raised her hand. “We need it for the fence. We can also help you get it back.”

“We need the bones for the shelters, so we can also help,” Laralia said.

Valaria didn’t hesitate. “That sure would be needed. It’s quite long. Come, let’s go.” Valaria motioned for Aida, Laralia and their women and they slid through the slit and teleported back to the trading post.

Nalia came over and halted next to me, gaping at how they disappeared into the boulder. “Wow … how does that even work?”

“I don’t have a clue,” I said and scratched my neck. “The giant shaman talked about giving birth as a means of teleportation.”

“Makes sense when I think about it.” She turned to me and sniffed. “You definitely smell like one and are wet like one too.” She just giggled.

“You aren’t the first one pointing that one out,” I said. After having been busy for the entire day running to our trading post, I looked up at the sinking sun and felt my stomach rumble. “Have you eaten anything today?”

Chabia shook her head. “We waited for you and thought it would be a perfect opportunity to eat together as a tribe.”

“Indeed,” I said and agreed wholeheartedly with her. “Start preparing the meat and let’s eat when they return.”

They got the fire going, butchered the meat and chopped up the vegetables. Valaria and Aida came out shortly after with the end of the rope in their hands and the rest of their women behind them. They hauled the long rope out of the boulder, and it went on and on and on. The women, who stood on the sideline, gaped at it and obviously questioned how long it was. Laralia then came out with the rest of her women on her heels with several large bones in their hands. They dumped them in a pile close to the other shelters. Aida led her women to the fence, and once they’d reached it, they continued to pull out even more rope. “Venus … how long is it?” Nalia questioned.

“It’s long,” I said. “They’d piled it up almost as tall as a mountain.”

“I see,” she said and punched my shoulder. “Aren’t you excited that we will eat together?”

After having run for so long, I ached for some rest, but I also felt a bit overwhelmed having to deal with so many women. I didn’t know why but a nagging thought in the back of my mind kept flashing images and scenes from the days I was lonely. “I am,” I said. It was a perfect opportunity to unify us after all.

“Any plans later on?” she questioned and jumped straight to the next question.

“I might take the opportunity to impregnate Aida’s women since I did Laralia’s yesterday.”

“I see,” she said with a little sad face. “Watch out tomorrow morning … I might take the opportunity then.”

“Thanks for the heads-up.” I chuckled at her. I also thought of taming and gathering the animals tomorrow, but something told me to go by myself instead. I needed some fresh air.

I helped Chabia with the meat, cutting it into smaller pieces. Valaria and Aida had finally moved the rope into place and dumped it near the fence. Sighing, they looked exhausted. They sat down with us, and Valaria and her women looked around at the meadow, drinking in its beauty. Valaria and Jasmina clicked well, and Jasmina sure was into the beauty products Valaria had.

“This is lipstick,” Valaria said and applied some on Jasmina’s lips, making them glow even brighter. I believed I heard her whisper about me enjoying having them wrapped around my cock. I did indeed but I did that regardless of whether there was lipstick or not. Valaria also applied some rosy powder on Jasmina’s face, noticing her tree tattoo. “What a beautiful symbol,” she said. “Depicting the soil and what grows there.”

“I know,” Jasmina said and ran her hand over the tattoo. “It’s my favorite. Do you want one too?”

“Do I?” she asked eagerly and gladly couldn’t resist her offer.

The water had reached a boiling point as the pot’s massive sides became damp. Bubbles rose from the depths and raced to the surface, spreading the delicious scent as we prepared to eat our first meal in unity.

The sun was setting behind us, a glowing red disk that hung over the landscape and was about to disappear. The light spread over the clouds and sky, lighting it on fire which spread rapidly. As the air got cooler, we huddled closer to the flames to maintain the warmth of our tribe. There were so many that I found it hard to direct my attention to all of them, but the warmth and unity made us feel like one.

Chabia filled our bowls and passed them onto us. The steam rising from the bowl was warm, and I dipped the spoon into the thick, savory stew. Before jabbing it into my mouth, I blew till it had cooled and then took my time as I shoved it in my mouth. It warmed my interior. The bison meat tasted as delicious as any other as the juices of the stew pooled in my mouth.

Once I was finished, I laid the bowl aside to look at the red sky and the sun dropping behind the trees. “It’s so peaceful here,” Valaria said after wiping her lips. She pushed her empty bowl aside and took a moment to appreciate the beauty of our lands.

“How’s it like on our trading post?” Nalia questioned.

“It’s quite nice and comfy, but our hearts were aching, knowing Kyle was far away from us.”

“I see,” she said.

“Don’t you miss your former camp?” Valaria questioned.

All of us shook our heads. Looking at this beautiful meadow, I knew there was nothing to miss. It had been spotted in my dream after all and had everything we wanted and needed. There was nothing to replace it with. “We had to move anyway since it was becoming too cramped up. We can still teleport there if we want to, but we need to raise our animals. We can’t continue to hunt if we’ll grow to a tribe with more than thousands of women.”

“You’re right,” Valaria said and leaned back. She truly looked like a gem with all the fancy jewelry and clothes she was wearing. “Have you thought of setting up more invitations for more tribesses … perhaps we could become completely self-sufficient.”

“You’re right,” I said. “That’s where we are going if more and more women become abandoned.”

Valaria dropped her gaze, and I had a feeling she feared becoming obsolete. “I haven’t thought about it before, but if it continues, we have no choice but to abandon trading. There won’t be any more women to trade with.”

“You’re right, but there will be plenty of women that can trade within the camp. We need someone to take care of that.”

“And also get all the women here,” Liana said and put the bowl aside. “We need someone to tell them there’s still a strong man alive.”

“That’s also true,” I said as I knew it would accelerate the flow of women to our meadow. I couldn’t deny them this either. I couldn’t stand and watch so many suffer.

“We’ll discuss more of this,” I said. “But it could be good, Valaria, if you are there in the meantime, invite as many women as possible to come to us. Liana, I’ll also want you to go out on an expedition to find more women.”

“I’ve been dying to do something for you,” Liana said. She sighed in relief and looked content to be able to serve me again.

After everything was said and done, Valaria and her women rose and took a moment to say goodbye for now. It was time for them to return to the trading post. There were still women to trade with, and they had a task to let them know they could come here. They embraced each other, skin to skin and boobs against boobs. Valaria lingered slightly longer in Jasmina’s arms and let Jasmina’s hands fall to her curves, touching her leather clothing.

“I love them,” Jasmina said and squeezed her leather bra that pushed up her breasts. “Make sure to bring some more the next time you come over.”

“Without a doubt,” Valaria said with a grin while she cupped Jasmina’s ass. Letting go of Jasmina, she turned to me and twirled her purple hair on her finger. She made herself look innocent, but I knew what she wanted. I opened up my arms to her and welcomed her in a warm hug. She fell into my arms, making sure to mash her fine breasts onto my chest. I inhaled her rosy perfume and explored her body even if I had my way with her earlier. She pressed her body so hard against mine that I felt the beat of her heart. “When will we see each other again?” she whispered intimately.

Her voice sent a shiver down my spine. “Soon,” I said. “Once I have gathered the animals, I’ll find more places to make portals. As I said earlier, we will be connecting many places and finding as many women as possible. Tomorrow, make sure to let the women know that our doors are open for them. If there really aren’t many men around, they should come to us as quickly as possible and help build our camp.”

“And you’ll help repopulate us, right?” she asked. She broke the hug and her face broke out in a grin. She must be feeling my hardening bulge which kept poking against her thigh.

“Without doubt,” I said and my cock throbbed, confirming my answer again as it bonked against her flesh. “That’s exactly what we will be doing.”

“I can’t wait to see you again,” she said, letting go of me.

I turned to the rest of her women, said goodbye and made sure to hug them equally. While standing at the boulder, they shyly waved at us. Valaria fingered the clit and lubricants flowed out. Taking a deep breath, they slid right through the wet vagina and teleported back to our trading post.

“I miss them already,” Jasmina said and watched her clothes which did something to my primeval brain. They hugged her curves in all the right places and radiated eroticism.

“So do I,” I said and couldn’t wait till we were gathered and could live peacefully and united instead of always being on the guard.

We sat down with the rest of the ladies, and I swept my eyes over them. I definitely owed Aida’s women pregnancies after everything they’d done for us, especially after impregnating Laralia’s women. They sat around another campfire a bit away from us, but whenever I spoke, they clearly eavesdropped. They all did, and I didn’t judge them for it as I was the only man around. “Tomorrow,” I told Chabia and the rest of my women, “I’ll take some time for myself to tame some animals.”

“Can I come?” Nalia blurted as if she hadn’t heard what I told her.

“What do you mean?” I asked and looked at her, questioning whether she’d listened or not.

“I want to come with you,” she said clearly. Of course, I heard what she’d said, but she clearly hadn’t heard what I’d told her.

“I’d like to be for myself a little. You can stay here and play with the newcomers.”

“You haven’t gone out like that by yourself before,” she said and looked at me funny. “You always bring someone with you on your journeys.” They knew me so well by now after spending so much time with them. Private time was becoming a distant memory, and I wasn’t sure whether it was a good thing or not.

“Just for this time,” I said.

Chabia also fixed her eyes on me, finding something odd in what I told them. “But why?” she questioned and didn’t want to let it slide either. “What Nalia pointed out is true and strange at the same time.”

“Well,” I said and tried to come up with an excuse. They were both putting me on the spot. “It will just be for a couple of days.” Unfortunately, I didn’t come up with any excuses.

“But during times like these we should remain as close as possible,” Chabia persisted.

“I know and I agree, but it’s just for a day.”

“How many animals do you plan to bring?” Chabia asked.

I looked at the fence and calculated how many animals could graze there. “At least for now.”

“That’s going to take more than a day,” Chabia said and gave me a look. “We can keep you company … warm your bed too.”

They really weren’t letting it go. “It’s just a few days.”

Nalia also gave me a look. “You don’t sound like yourself … I hope it hasn’t something to do with the disease.”

I patted her thigh reassuringly and made sure to look into her golden eyes. “It’s not,” I said and reassured her. “Don’t lose sleep over it.”

They just nodded, but I could tell my answer hadn’t satisfied them. “Alright,” I said. “I owe Aida’s girls a moment in privacy. After I’ve had my way with them, I’ll go to bed.”

“We’ll make the bed ready for you,” Chabia said sweetly. “Have fun with them.”

“Thank you,” I said and appreciated her kindness. I saw flashbacks of when I was on Earth. It was during those days, girls intimidated me even if I gawked at them. I craved them but rarely made a move, but here it was enough that I just looked at them and they were honored. I could have them any way I wanted just by crooking my finger or motioning them to me. They were ready to spread their legs whenever my cock hardened. It was a different ball game, but one I enjoyed nevertheless.

I rose to my feet and made my way to the girls. All of them looked at me before I even reached there, and they descended into silence as a blush spread on their cheeks. Aida rose and approached me midway, taking the opportunity to speak with me first. “Hi,” she said and her eyes brightened and a smile danced on her lips. Something told me she’d eavesdropped on our conversation and knew what I wanted from her girls.

“Good evening,” I told her as her strawberry blonde hair reflected the silvery moonlight. “I wanted to ask whether you had some girls over eighteen who wish to be impregnated?”

Her grin widened and then her eyes softened. Tears welled up in her eyes, and I could tell she felt honored. “You find them attractive?”

I looked over her shoulder at all the shy and demure girls, questioning whether she was mad or not. “They are gorgeous.”

She placed her hands over her heart and her cheeks pinked like strawberries. “I’m so honored. We worked extra hard on the fence, hoping you’d notice us, but I didn’t think you would want to have your way with them so quickly.”

“The time has come,” I said and looked at them, feeling my lust rising in my blood as they all sat there so innocently.

“Oh,” she said. “Since yesterday, they spent time with Laralia’s girls, questioning how it felt to be taken and impregnated. They were slightly envious, praying to Venus the day would come. They will be so happy you’ve no idea.”

“I have an idea,” I said.

“Well, there are ten of them that I’m pretty certain have expressed a desire to have babies. There might be more since some of them will see it as an opportunity to be with you.”

“I don’t have a cap,” I told her.

“You must be so strong,” she said and her eyes swept over me and studied my muscles. “You aren’t overwhelmed by ten girls?”

“Not at all,” I said and shook my head. “Just bring them over … And I’ll take care of them.”

“I will,” she said and bowed her head.

I went to the same spot yesterday, hearing her scutter to her girls and then the excitement that followed. There was a moment of silence as I made my way to the river and listened to the gurgling sounds as it flowed and crashed over rocks. Everything was so sweet at the moment, and there were so many social interactions as well. I sure needed this rest that I was talking about.

I opened my eyes and heard them approach me. In the end, I felt their presence behind my back. I turned around and saw only young faces along with lust and awe in their eyes. Some of them were waiting a bit behind since they looked slightly nervous. I didn’t judge anyone. If I were in a similar position, I probably wouldn’t react any differently.

“Are you ready?” I questioned as they all stood there fully nude. My eyes flitted from body to body, drinking in their individual breasts’ sizes, the hair on their mounds and the shapes of their hips. I couldn’t get enough of their nudity. I wanted to ravish their flesh and plunge my erection into all of them. There hadn’t been anyone else inside them after all, so there were no fresher girls than those in front of me.

They nodded demurely and some whispered, questioning whether it was real life or not. I guided them through this, undressing and starting the process of impregnating them.
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I didn’t dream of my meadow or being surrounded by horny women, which I usually did, but I dreamed of when I went camping by myself in Arizona. I’d just been abandoned by my family, and I felt a sense of emptiness that I decided to fill up with an adventure.

I took my own way and roamed through the Grand Canyon. Even if I practically was a lone wolf, it was a bit of an experience. Everything was so quiet, and I felt a sense of peace. My girlfriend wasn’t alive any longer, and I wasn’t sure if there were any other girls out there, but I definitely would have felt better to have a friend next to me and someone I could share these memories with. But I tried to think of something else since those thoughts made me uncomfortable.

I told myself that this would be way better. There was a sense of peace being by yourself, and it was a peace I’d missed since. I didn’t wake up being surrounded by several women who vied for my attention. I could go wherever I wanted without catching judgment, and I continued my adventure by myself, across the Grand Canyon.




I woke up and Nalia’s and Chabia’s arms were draped over my chest and their legs wrapped around mine. I was sandwiched between my women, and it was the complete opposite of my dream. I questioned why I suddenly dreamed about being by myself. Most of my dreams, since coming here, were so sexual and erotic, especially after a sexual activity. Aida’s women weren’t as shy as Laralia’s. It might be because there were more of them, but they were just as inexperienced. After having emptied myself in all of their holes, I felt a need to relax, and the need followed till I lay squeezed between Chabia and Nalia. They asked another time if they could follow me, and my answer disappointed them. Even Jasmina looked at me dubiously. Something obviously wasn’t right, and she questioned my decision but respected it as well.

Nalia’s arm was locked over my chest and her leg curled around mine. It was like she refused to let go of me. Chabia wasn’t in a much different position. I had to untangle myself slowly from them, and I was sort of glad I’d managed to wake up earlier than usual, otherwise, they would have been all over me. The sun rose over the trees, and I hadn’t woken up so early since I was by myself. They usually competed to have alone time with my morning wood.

I managed to untangle myself from them, slowly but surely. Standing on my feet, I gathered my weapons. I looked around at my meadow. There were so many women sleeping on the soft grass, and I knew there would be many more. The sun hadn’t even climbed over the trees yet. It was so quiet and I couldn’t hear a single sound except for the hum of the river and the gentle breeze rustling the leaves and grass.

I hoisted the quiver up on my shoulders and looked for the perfect location with Eagle Eye. I tried to find the animals that I would tame and bring over here. I ran as fast as I could, jumping and speeding over roots clutching the soil and the winding stream. I was heading for the vast field, and it was the first time in a while I finally had some time for myself. It felt uplifting at first not having someone behind me, and being on my own terms. I felt light as a butterfly and passed by a couple of them big ones that were the same size as myself, and I almost ran into them. Fluttering away from me at the last second, they were gorgeous.

I ran out of the forest and reached the plain. I set my weapons aside and looked at a flock of bison. They were just making their way across the land and minding their own business and grazing as usual. I fixed my eyes on them and started with the biggest one. I approached it, and it looked at me, its horns curving upward. I wasn’t coming with any weapons, not trying to intimidate it.

It looked at me from the corner of its eye, and its children and the rest of its flock regarded me too. “Come on,” I said and crooked my finger at it. “I’m waiting for you.”

It grunted and then snorted, turning to me. It was three times the size of a full-grown bull. It was a true megafauna and could definitely feed our entire tribe for days to come, but we would grow and I needed more animals. I would breed them fatty, and we would have enough meat to feed us.

It grunted again and then decided to charge right at me. I raised my hands at it, letting it come toward me at full speed, and its thunderous hooves beat a primal rhythm. It tried scaring me, but it didn’t work. I caught its horns perfectly in my hands and wrestled with it to the side. It grunted and I felt its heated breath against my face. It tried to ram its horns right into my guts, but it didn’t even come close. I held it harder than ever, and with a guttural roar, I threw it aside. It rolled and quickly jumped back to its feet. The bull wasn’t going anywhere. It was going to become my master along with its children who, with hints of concern, watched their father. The bison’s honor was wounded after I had managed to throw it aside. It looked at me again and prepared for redemption.

It pawed the ground and snorted, aiming its furious eyes at me as the anger rose. I steadied myself and kept my hands ready. It suddenly charged toward me, thundering across the ground and making the ground bounce. It wouldn’t stand a chance against me. It came crashing into my hands with its horns first. And I wrestled with it, pushing it away from me. With Grizzly Strength, I could easily fight it. I held it till it grunted in disbelief, and its breath wasn’t so heated any longer. It stopped trying to push me and retreated to its family, watching me in disbelief. I was prepared for another attempt, but it didn’t seem like it when the rest of them were equally as flabbergasted as the male.

With the rest of its animals on its heels, it came over to me once again. I was prepared to take on all of them if that was the task, but it wasn’t. Instead, it lay down followed by the rest of them. It didn’t want to fight any longer and yielded to my authority. I came over and stroked its mane. I could only do so when it lay down but even then, it was enormous and must be weighing several thousand pounds at least. I looked over to the rest of its family but knew we needed more, way more.

I brought them with me farther away till we reached some more bison. There were at least ten of them, and I knew it would be wise to tame them too. I motioned for the bison to wait, and then I made my way toward the other ones and restarted the taming process.

They didn’t put up a fight either. The greatest bison put up a fight and charged at me several times, but it faced fierce resistance from my end, and in the end, it had to give up. I dusted my hands and stroked its mane. It looked up at me in awe and respect, and I knew it wouldn’t harm me. I decided to have a little break.

To my surprise, the sun was about to lower in the sky. Time had flown while I wrestled with the bison. I found a rock and sat down, contemplating the beautiful world we were living in.

I hadn’t gotten a moment for myself in a long time, just sitting here and enjoying the peaceful scenery. I didn’t think of the disease, just enjoying the serenity and letting my mind wander freely. Shortly after, I felt a cool breeze blow upon me. It was a breeze I probably wouldn’t have felt if I had somebody with me. Goosebumps prickled my skin and I felt a chill unlike any other. It wasn’t so great after all. When I was by myself, all I ever thought about was having someone on my side, and now that I was flooded with women, I couldn’t stop thinking of being by myself, but those thoughts had come so suddenly. I didn’t know why exactly. I questioned whether someone was tinkering with my brain, but I thought it was ludicrous. I had after all wanted this. I could easily understand why none of my women wanted me to leave. They did everything to get a piece of me.

I decided to wait to kill one of the bison. I looked around and saw a little boar that would make more sense to kill. Needing to think of something else than this uncomfortable loneliness, I reached for my arrow and nocked it on the string. I fired and the shaft pierced right through its flesh till it squealed and slumped down. I half ran toward it and picked it up in my bare hands.

When I walked back, I caught sight of shiny blonde hair and honey-toned skin. Chabia was making her way toward me. I blinked and should’ve guessed she didn’t have the heart to leave me alone. She waved at me shyly, perhaps unsure of my reaction since I’d told them I wanted some time alone.

I dumped the boar on the grass and looked into her eyes. “I told you I wanted some time for myself,” I said softly and not in a confronting voice. Honestly, I wasn’t sure if I wanted this alone time any longer, and it didn’t take me long to change my mind either.

“I know … and I’m sorry if I caught you off guard, but I couldn’t just leave you by yourself.”

I didn’t want her to feel bad so I smiled subtly. “I forgive you.”

“Yesterday, it didn’t feel like I was speaking to you,” she said. “That’s why I was worried.”

“I heard a voice in my head and dreamed about it too,” I told her.

“Tell me about it,” she said. We both sat down on the grass as intimately as possible. The second I saw her, the chill vanished and so did my goosebumps. We truly weren’t meant to live by ourselves.

“Well,” I said and mulled it over. “Something just told me to spend some time by myself, and the temptation became stronger the past few days. While I was dreaming, I heard a strong voice calling for me.”

“Whose?”

“My own,” I said and looked into her eyes which didn’t brighten but looked equally as worried for some reason.

“I see,” she said. “That’s what I’m worried about, maybe someone is tinkering with your brain.”

I searched her face and noticed she was serious. I shook my head, even if I’d questioned the same thing. “Not a chance.”

“You never know,” she said. “I just want you to know that I can’t stand seeing others alone or in pain.”

“I know,” I told her. “You took Nalia’s side when you were with your former tribe.”

“Yes, and I want to be here for you too. I wanted to talk with Jasmina first but realized I had to hurry since you can run a lot faster than I.”

I smiled. “You reached me in time.”

“Nalia wants to speak with you,” she said and drew a circle on my thigh.

I did as she wished and focused on her in my mind. She answered immediately, and we went back and forth while she bombarded me with questions, asking me how I felt, how was my sleep, and when I would come back. She then talked about what she’d spent her day on. It sounded cute for now and that cold feeling I’d felt earlier was all gone. Right when I was about to end the conversation, she told me that Jasmina, Liana and Felicia also wanted to speak with me. “This might take a bit longer than expected,” I told Chabia.

A smile tugged at the corners of her lips. “Go on.”

I had a word with them too, and they all asked me the same questions as Felicia had asked me. After I’d spoken with them, I felt elated and healed that I had women in my life who truly cared for me.

Chabia took my hand. “It heals when you have others by your side, knowing they are there for you and can protect you.”

“You’re right,” I said. It was something I’d learned when meeting her, and she’d welcomed me with open arms.

“How did it feel to be here by yourself?”

“It felt cold and a bit dull,” I said. “It wasn’t exactly how I remembered it to be.”

“After a while you get used to the chill,” Chabia pointed out. “I’m glad you still wanted to talk to me.”

“I will never be able to ignore you,” I said and took her hand which she drew circles on my thigh with. “Thank you for being there for me.”

“You’re welcome,” she said and her cheeks pinked. She looked honored and glad, and I realized that was what made her happy: to see someone smile. She was the definition of a sweetheart, and it was my turn to thank Venus for bringing Chabia to me. “Did you tame all of them?”

“I did.”

Her eyes lit up, and despite her soft hip already touching mine, she tried pushing them closer, and her touch turned me on. “You’re strong,” she said and looked at my arms and chest which had grown more and more muscular lately. “Why don’t you let me make something for you … while you rest.”

“You sure?”

She nodded eagerly and bit her bottom lip. I found something oddly erotic about her cooking something for me. “Yeah … I want to do something for you.”

“Alright, maybe I need some help after all since I’d forgotten Jasmina wasn’t with me to make the fire.”

“Easy peasy,” she said and brought out the fire equipment from her quiver. I gathered some dry wood and dumped it in a pile. I sat down and started skinning the animal. She started rubbing two sticks into each other. Her breasts bounced and jiggled like crazy, and a drop of sweat landed right into her cleavage. I reminded myself I had that gorgeous body pressed against mine for almost every night. She wiped her brow as the charred wood dust had started piling up on the rock, but she had to take a break.

“I need to take this off,” she said and untied her chestwrap and freed her marvelous, honey-toned boobs. I still had some butchering to do but found it difficult to focus when she sat half-nude. She wrapped her fingers around the thick stick and continued to rub them together harder and harder. The sound of her boobs slapping against her chest rose, and the way she held that stick wasn’t that much different from whenever she would hold my own. The dust started piling up and eventually, the smoke rose from the wood. She leaned over and her breasts swung like two bells. She blew as hard as she could, forming her lips to the perfect tube till the first flames flickered. She packed some grass under the flames and decided to blow some more. It reminded me of whenever her lips would be wrapped around my girth, sliding my cock in and out.

“How long ago was it since you did that?”

“Probably not since we met Jasmina,” she said and dusted off her hands. “Those were the days we just wished we could have a man by our side.”

I nodded and agreed with her, understanding what she was talking about. She inched her hips closer while looking at me with lust in her eyes. A sudden wave of emotions flooded me, and it made me question whether she would make a move before we ate. “Can I take the meat?”

“What meat?” I questioned and felt hypnotized by having her so close.

She arched an eyebrow. “The sliced meat next to you.”

The erotic dream bubble burst. “Right,” I said and handed her the butchered meat.

“I wanted to do this for you after all. Sit down and relax.”

I didn’t know why I became so puzzled when she said the word meat. I relaxed for a little and noticed my libido rise after having been by myself and then having a woman by my side. I tried lying down but my eyes kept straying to that gorgeous woman. She was so captivating. Her hair varied in intensity throughout the day and leaned to a more golden color now in the evening. It had a natural luster that caught the light of the flames, giving it a healthy appearance. The healthy appearance reflected her so well and made her skin glow. I was mesmerized by her natural beauty.

As the sun was lowering, we definitely wouldn’t find time to go back. Memories flashed through my mind when she kissed me for the first time which was followed by her introducing me to the world. Those were the times when Nalia was hurt and traumatized but recovered after I’d killed Jamukha, their former tribe leader. It made me think back to Valaria’s words that I’d taken out some of the strongest men of this world, and only weak men were left. It gave the shaman a perfect opportunity to pollute our world with a disease. However, whoever spread that vicious disease wasn’t going to get away with it. It was a race to save the women. There were hardly any men I’d met here that I’d gotten along well with, so I didn’t care about those.

She waved the smoke away and twisted and turned the skewered meat. It sizzled and spat over the open flames that crackled and popped. As the sky slowly darkened and the cool air spread, I felt an urge to be close to her, feeling her body heat and sleeping with her skin to skin. My cock started to throb and rise harder than ever. I craved her more than the food but decided to wait. But I couldn’t help but question whether she was wet too. She threw some sideways glances and probably understood I was watching her instead of the sky, the trees, the food or the bison that surrounded us. I knew she took it as a compliment as I noticed her cheeks blushing.

“It’s almost done,” she said in her sweet voice and moved the skewered meat aside. I rose and did little to conceal my hardening cock. We sat as close as we could sit, and before reaching for the meat, she glanced at my bulge and a smile spread on her lips. I also made sure to glance at her boobs, which still radiated warmth from the time she was making the flames.

We started feasting on the boar, sinking our teeth into the delicious flesh and ripping off a mouthful of fat and meat. I didn’t concentrate on the meal for now. I couldn’t resist the temptation of her body and glanced over at her. She had some fat spilled on her chest. The orange glow from the fire cast a light on her gorgeous body and illuminated all her curves. She rubbed it off with her finger and shoved it back into her mouth. She even took the stick and started sucking on it till her cheeks hollowed out. I could barely focus as I dreamed of her lips sealed around my manhood. “You aren’t that hungry today?”

“I am, but a different type of hunger,” I answered.

She chuckled. I reached for some more meat, knowing eating was equally as important.

After we’d devoured the boar, we leaned back and watched the sky. As twilight deepened, the stars began to emerge like scattered, tiny diamonds. The moon was also present like a glowing orb and shooting stars streaked across the night sky. It was a magical show from nature, but it felt even better when I enjoyed it with a woman I loved. “It felt better when you arrived,” I admitted.

“I knew you would say that,” she said. She threw her hair over her shoulders and placed her hand on my thigh. “Your smile and feelings don’t lie.”

“Yeah,” I said and inched my hips closer to hers. Now that the fire was being reduced to embers and at the same time it grew cooler, we had no choice but to move closer to each other, something I’d craved since I’d seen her. Her hand crawled to my bulge, and she traced it with her finger, making her cheeks pink.

“So, you find me that attractive,” she pointed out.

“Since the day I saw you.”

“I think about you the same way.”

“Can I verify it?”

Nodding while biting her bottom lip, she spread her legs. I snaked my hand beneath her loincloth, and with my palm, I cupped her wet pussy. I melted a little while touching her there and continued to slide my hand back and forth, massaging her wet folds and making her spread her legs even more. “You see,” she said with a giggle and a little moan on the side.

“Maybe we should go to bed,” I suggested and wanted her body harder than ever.

“I have to pee first,” she said and closed her legs. I felt a stab in my balls, but she patted my thigh. “Don’t worry, I’ll be quick.” She pulled down her loincloth and flashed her glowing, pink slit which was dripping. I sat and watched as she seductively swayed her hips on her way. She chose a spot under the moonlight and sat down on her haunches, flashing her beautiful thighs and letting out a golden arch. I focused on Owl Eye and saw her nude body in its full glory. She pressed out every single drop. It was such a scene, making me as hard as concrete. I stood up and had to take off my loincloth as the head kept twitching against the garment. Sitting down, I reached my cock with my hand that was drenched in her sweets, and wrapped it around my shaft and stroked it up and down. I hadn’t done so in a while, but I’d never felt such heat and lust before. She cared for me after all. She was such a sweetheart that I wanted to give it to her harder than ever.

I watched as she continued to pee. When she was slightly bent over, she flashed her smooth ass to me, and I wanted to penetrate her so badly it hurt. She then rose to her feet and made her way to me. Her pussy looked even wetter and it continued to run down on the insides of her legs. She gently pushed me down on my back and onto the soft grass. We would sleep under the open sky, and I looked forward to it. She straddled my legs, her wet fruit just a foot away from my cock. I watched it and felt an urge to worship it. “Were you watching me with Owl Eye?” she questioned before she went to action.

“I couldn’t resist,” I excused myself. “But not any longer … I see as much as you do now.”

“Okay,” she said and grinned. She threw her hair over her shoulder, and we leaned closer, her breath warm against my cheeks. We closed our eyes and surrendered to each other. Her smooth lips locked on mine, and I tasted her sweetness and heat. All the outside noise faded and I stroked her fine ass, squeezing her flesh and melting as we lay there and merged into one.

When we pulled away, our breaths still intertwined. Despite it being dark, I could clearly see her beautiful blue eyes like tiny pieces of the sky. She then straddled me and reached for my cock which had been squeezed between our waists. She rubbed the sensitive head across the folds of her wet pussy and finally decided to push it inside her. I gasped upon the first sweet friction and moaned farther as I reached deeper into her heat. She greeted me with an intimate squeeze, and while I was stuffed inside her, she went back to my lips and slipped her tongue into my mouth while grinding me for a little.

I’d been craving this touch for so long. I remembered clearly well during my lonely days I would constantly daydream about that time a lonely and innocent woman would come. I would dream how she would fall into my hand like a ripe fruit and how she would bring her honey to me. It never happened though … only here.

She went for my neck and delivered worshiping kisses all over my sensitive skin while clawing my chest. She sent a shiver down my spine for every kiss, but I grew so painfully hard as her womanhood kept squeezing and letting go of my cock. I was deeply entrenched inside her and her pussy barely stroked my shaft. “You have to lie down on the side,” I told her and couldn’t handle the pain. I lifted her and laid her on the side. My cock was drenched, and I lifted her leg and thrust my hips, sending my cock back into her wet depths.

Moaning, I kept fucking her, and our flesh slapped as the rest of the world went to sleep. I sank my fingers into her soft skin as the orgasm was rapidly building. “Hmm, Kyle,” she kept moaning out my name. “Oh, a bit harder.”

I gave it to her and pounded her from the side and felt her body quivering and tensing. She closed her eyes, and moan after moan escaped her smooth lips. The pleasure grew so intense, so sweet and at the same time so sharp, I was desperate for a release. She started to tremble as my hard cock kept sliding in and out of her tightening pussy. My grunting emerged with her moans till I let out a primeval cry and emptied myself inside her love hole. She arched her back at the final moment too, letting out a sharp moan of pleasure as I pushed out every drop of cum into this beautiful woman.

I felt a sudden gush of her fluids flooding my cock. It was all so wet, sweet and warm, and I wished this sensation would last forever. We cuddled, catching our breaths and clawing at each other’s skins. It was so intimate and it was a true love-making session I didn’t want to end.

“Oh, Kyle,” she said and backed her ass farther against my crotch. “I loved every second of it.”

“So did I,” I said after having regained my breath. I caressed her some more, squeezing her ass for a little.

“Do you think we can sleep like this?” she questioned. “I want your cock inside me for the rest of the night.”

I had no plans to pull it out,” I told her and let my hand stroke the curve of her sexy hip.

“Can we … in the morning too?” she asked. She was smart to take the opportunity whenever she found them. When we were back at the camp, we didn’t know when we would find time for ourselves again.

I kissed her smooth neck. “Of course, we can.”

“Good night,” she said with a satisfied smile.

“Good night,” I told her and quickly fell asleep with my cock deeply entrenched in her pussy.
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I glanced over my back and made sure the bulls were right behind me. We continued back to our camp. It had taken some time to walk back compared to when I ran with Jaguar Feet. I glanced at Chabia’s leg, and she had some dried cum on the insides of her thighs. The first thing she asked me when she woke up was to be taken. I fucked her as passionately as I did last night and emptied myself in her. I’d also spoken with Nalia and my other women through telepathy, and they were eagerly waiting for me.

“I already miss our night together,” Chabia said, moving closer to me. She was dressed, but her nude body was ingrained in my mind.

“We’ll have many similar nights in the future too,” I told her.

“You were extra horny, weren’t you?”

“I’m always like that whenever I have you around.”

“Or maybe it was because you were a bit lonely and then I showed up.”

“You’re right,” I said. She knew me better than I suspected. “I craved a woman and then you showed up.”

She grinned. “I told you we weren’t meant to live alone.”

I just smiled as we continued.

The sun was steadily lowering in the sky. It was at the peak of the summer, and even if it was evening, sweat prickled my back and ran down the sides of my head. The sunlight beamed through the canopy, and once we reached our meadow, I felt it bake my skin.

“It’s so hot,” Chabia said and tugged at her chestwrap. “Can’t wait to get it off.”

Honestly, I couldn’t wait to see her take it off too. “I feel you.”

We stepped out of the forest and onto the sea of grass and patches of flowers. I looked at our camp and noticed how Nalia was the first who spotted me. Tossing her bow aside, she ran to me as fast as she could. She was playing that she was equipped with Jaguar Feet. It made her look like a playful child as her glittery hair streamed behind her. She jumped into my arms, and I had to swing her around as she almost strangled me.

“What a torture,” she said and mashed her nude breasts against my chest. They rarely wore chestwraps when I was there. It was after all a tradition to only cover up when there were other tribes or men, but that didn’t seem to exist now, so they were all free to walk without upper clothing.

“You look happier than ever,” I said and felt the beat of her heart against mine. I let my hand fall to her ass. I greedily squeezed, making her break the hug to intimately look into my eyes.

She gave me a playful look and attacked my lips with a kiss. But the kiss didn’t last as she wanted to speak. “You were gone by yourself, and I had no one to rub my pussy on. Of course, I’m happy to see you.”

“You’ll have me tonight,” I promised her and rubbed her back, mesmerized by her golden eyes that looked like a rare sunset.

“You promise?” she asked and her nipples stiffened.

“I do,” I said, which made her tighten the hug for a moment.

“I can’t wait.” She let go of me and watched over my shoulders as she saw the animals on my heels. “Wow … There are more than fifteen of them. I can’t believe you tamed them all.”

“Everyone is following Kyle,” Chabia joked. “There is no stronger man out there.”

“I know,” Nalia said. “But it must have been challenging, right?”

“Sort of,” I said with a shrug. “You just push them aside and assert your dominance. Then they are literally on their knees for you.”

“Sounds like us sometimes,” she said and eagerly took my hands. “Do you think we can shoot some arrows together?”

“If we’ll find time,” I told her and patted her back. “I must explain the process of domesticating animals and farming to my women. And then I have to speak with Liana about our expedition to find more women.”

“Okay,” she said in an understanding voice and not an accusative.

“We can take care of the food for now,” Chabia suggested. “Let’s make a stew.”

“One Kyle will like,” Nalia said and was already eager to start cooking with Chabia. I continued further to my camp and headed for the fence. I waved at Laralia and Aida and motioned them to come. They came over, and their pregnant girls stayed behind while some of the women followed Laralia and Aida. But they all fixed their eyes on me nevertheless, watching me in awe.

“Hello,” I greeted them and then directed my attention to Aida. “Great job with the fence.” It was already finished, and they’d also secured it with the rope. I would also let the animals know that I was their master and that they had to obey me.

“Thank you,” Aida said with a shy nod. She blushed a little which spread across her cheeks but deepened right on the apples. “I must thank you again for fulfilling my girls’ wishes.”

“You’re welcome,” I told her and then aimed my eyes at Laralia who stood there with her emerald hair spilled all over her and her light green complexion slightly veiling her pink cheeks. “Good job with the shelters.” She’d already built five of them, and they could house all of us at the moment. I’d looked forward to trying to sleep in one of them.

“I’m glad we’ve been useful to you,” she said with a shy bow. “My girls are still talking about that night you had your way with them, and they constantly dream about the upcoming time as well.”

“That time will come,” I reassured her. “After they’ve given birth, and they’re fertile again, it will be their time to shine.”

“I’ll let them know, and they’ll be so honored,” she said with hints of emotion in her voice.

After I’d flattered both of them, I motioned the animals to me. Valaria’s and Aida’s eyes widened at the massive size. “Where did you even learn such a skill? I would imagine it to be incredibly rare,” Laralia said.

“It was taught to me by Jasmina.”

“She knows her stuff,” Aida said.

“Indeed … I’ll let you know a thing or two about growing animals.” I motioned the animals to come closer, and they all obeyed me without hesitation. I released them into the fence, and I faced the biggest bison, and told it, “This will be your home now … Don’t try to flee.”

It regarded me and dipped its head. They knew what would happen if they defied their master, and they would never stop thinking of me as my strength was way superior to theirs. They were released and went to the river first to have a sip. Turning to my two women, I talked about a couple of important things about raising animals, letting them be born and raising them before sacrificing them and breeding them as fatty as possible.

“But don’t we need more?” Aida questioned. “We will eat at least one of them per week, and we are sixty now. I can’t imagine how many we will become in the future.”

“You’re correct, and that’s why I’ve told Valaria to gather more rope and materials. More of the meadow will be used for our animals. We should also grow more vegetables. But we have to get rid of some of the forest and possibly connect it with the plain where even more animals live.”

“I see,” Laralia said and her eyes brightened as my wisdom dawned on her. “You’re so smart … I’ve heard of growing animals and keeping them like pets, but never heard of this.”

“We have no choice if more than thousands of women will move to our camp.”

“Not a question of if but when.”

I turned around and saw Jasmina. She flashed her nude, creamy boobs—narrow at the top and round and full at the bottom. Her grin widened as my cock twitched, and she opened her arms and pulled me in a warm hug. I embraced her just before seeing fresh honey drip between her legs. She’d either peed or been making an offering to Venus. While hugging her, I knew it was the latter. “I just had to see you for a moment,” Jasmina said and buried her face in my neck. “I didn’t mind interrupting. But yeah, you’re irresistible and I can’t restrain myself with you around.”

“It’s okay,” I told her and felt how her nipples stiffened to daggers. “I’m already done explaining the process of raising animals.”

“Okay … I was slightly worried, and I’m glad to see you in one piece. I’ve had some visions which have warned me about the current situation worsening.”

“Thanks for warning me,” I said. “We are being proactive and will continue to be so.”

“I know,” she said and mashed her breasts against my chest. She was as intimate as she could possibly be and gladly shared the heat of her body with me. She broke the hug, and I turned to Laralia and Aida who were both blushing. “There’s room for a four-way hug,” Jasmina suggested and welcomed them into our arms. They giggled as their four breasts squeezed together, and they all fixed their eyes on me. The heat coursed from body to body and reached mine. They warmed my core as we lost ourselves for a couple of minutes.

Breaking the hug, we retreated back to the heart of our camp. Several pots sat over the campfires which were spread about. The flames licked the pots’ bottom, and they murmured as its contents simmered. I picked up the scent of mushrooms, foraged herbs and fresh meat which blended perfectly together. I felt unity and strength when seeing so many pots boiling and knowing we would eat together. Some of Aida’s and Laralia’s women helped out too, and they gave each other tips about ingredients and how long it should cook so it reached perfection.

I sat down while smoke was rising and the campfires crackled and sent sparks into the air. My mouth started watering, but I suddenly saw Valaria’s face glow in my mind. Felicia looked at me as she inched her hips closer. She was knitting some clothes for the babies, and I hated to wait to speak with her especially when she wanted to, but I had no choice. “Can you wait a second … Valaria is trying to reach me.”

“It’s okay,” she said with a friendly smile, twitching her cat-like ears.

I’m here, I told Valaria.

Hi. I just wanted to hear your voice and deliver some not-so-pleasant news.

Bring it.

Well, more tribesses have come over and talked about the dangerous situation. The disease has spread really far and one of their shamans suspects it can spread from women to men. I’m unsure whether it’s a wise decision to bring women to you … Even myself for that matter. And it pains me to admit that.

I knew I could trust that woman. She never thought of herself even if she loved to dress flashy. If that’s the case, then I’ve already been exposed to it. I’m not afraid of this disease.

Are you sure?

I am. Tell them to come in the following days since we need to prepare more shelters and animals. In the coming days, pick a day when they can gather at the trading post and then guide them through the portal.

Will do … I’ve gathered rope, more than last.

You can bring them over. Let’s eat together today too.

With pleasure. And I heard how her voice became more joyful at the end.

What she told me was dire but not dire enough to make me worried or break a sweat. I patted Felicia’s thigh, and she looked up at me with hints of concern. She didn’t concentrate on the knitting any longer. “What did she tell you?”

“The usual … The situation is worsening, and she suspects that the disease can spread from women to men.”

“But shouldn’t you be careful of inviting them over?”

I shook my head. “If that’s the case I’ve already been exposed to it, and my immune system fought it. It won’t do me any harm.” I refused to succumb to my fears. I had to lead during these dark times. I had to show them that I was strong enough to maintain an erection and bed as many of them as possible as they all sought a man.

“Kyle is right,” Jasmina said and agreed with my words. “If that’s the case, he’s already proven that it won’t do him any harm. Living in isolation is also a path to insanity and illness.”

Felicia just smiled briefly and then tried to continue knitting the clothes. “I hope you’re right … I’ve just seen so many I loved vanish … And—” I cut her off with a kiss, making her drop her thread and needle. I cupped her neck and tasted her clean tongue and mouth. I hadn’t kissed her so passionately since I planted my seed in her soil.

“I’ll survive … we will survive. Your vicious former tribe is buried under the ground and I live. I won’t be going anywhere.”

Her eyes softened, and a smile broke out on her face. “Okay,” she said and shrank under my eyes and understood I meant every word of what I’d just said.

I rose and made my way to Chabia who stirred the pot with a wooden ladle, her eyes fixed on the changing texture and colors within the pot. The bubbles rose from the bottom and popped at the top, spreading the delicious scent all over our camp. The flames licked the sides of the pot, and it boiled like never before. “Valaria will also join us. She had more rope, so better bring it here now that we’re all gathered.”

“Sure,” she said and just smiled while waving the steam from her face. “Always nice to eat with more women around.”

I agreed with her. When it was about to be finished, they prepared the bowls. The vagina on the boulder started lubricating and glowing. It was still a novelty for us to be around that thing, and we then watched as Valaria was squeezed out of it. She was soaked and smelled like a horny woman. She hauled the long rope after her which was followed by several other women, but she took the opportunity to look at me, kiss her hand and blow it to me. I just smiled as I imagined the kiss landing on my cheek.

“Hello,” she greeted us. I rose and kissed her lips instead. “I didn’t mind the kiss you just threw at me, but let me help you.” I helped her pull the massive rope out of the pussy and then helped her pile it up near the fence.

“Venus,” I said. “It’s longer than the other.”

“I know,” Valaria said. She wore a new pair of flashy leather clothes, hugging her curves at all the right places. She also had a new necklace glimmering around her throat, making her glow brighter. “I traded it just for you. I had to bargain, but in the end, they agreed on the condition they could join us.”

I saw a golden opportunity. “So, they know how to make rope?”

“Indeed,” she said and nodded in confirmation.

“Well, they would have joined us anyway, but next time they stop by, tell them that they’re more than welcome to join us.”

“I will … Anything for you Kyle,” she looked over my shoulder and seized my bulge. She caught me off guard, and I saw a strong lust in her eyes as she traced her finger on my manhood as if she were possessed by me. “I’m aching for you … every single part of my body. I can’t stop thinking of you. It’s been that way since I met you.”

“I know,” I said and relinquished a little as her soft hand kept running up and down my length and hardening me to steel. It was tempting to rip her clothes off and take her right there, but we had a meal to enjoy. I wondered if this was a little sample of the future—How all the women would be so desperate they would throw themselves at me. I hoped there was something that could make me breed quicker and faster, perhaps an ability so I could empty myself several times inside them a day. “But there are other tribe members too,” I pointed out and jerked my head at Chabia waving at us. “And I think they’re waiting for us.”

She sighed. “Alright … But I want you inside me more than anything. It’s a privilege I can’t get enough of.”

“You’ll get more,” I promised her.

We made our way back to the campfire, and all of them had seen her move as their eyes were constantly glued to me. We sat down as Chabia and Nalia started passing the bowls around. They were hot and steam billowed up to my face and carried the scent of all the fresh ingredients. I stirred the bowl with the wooden spoon and saw all the vegetables floating around fatty chunks of meat. It looked divine, and I inhaled deeply before blowing on the spoon.

I tasted the wilderness in every spoonful. All the ingredients came from the soil with no processing or other added chemicals. I’d forgotten all about those perverted foods I used to eat before losing myself in the world of nature and primitiveness. For every spoonful I swallowed, I saw scenes of nature flash through my mind. When I’d emptied my bowl, I passed it to Chabia, and she gladly filled it up for me and accidentally touched my hardening bulge.

We exchanged grins, and I didn’t mind. If Valaria could touch me, then anyone could. We leaned back and continued to eat as darkness descended upon our camp. The scent of burnt wood and damp earth spread among us. My women talked with each other, delving into conversations. There was no fighting or jealousy brewing. There had been a little skirmish during the winter, but as we descended deeper into the times of uncertainty, they all made sure to huddle closer to me.

When we’d emptied our bowls, we turned to the flames. Valaria cleared her throat. “Thank you Chabia and the rest of you. It was divine.”

Chabia bowed with a hand over her chest. “You are welcome. Anything for every one of us but most importantly Kyle.”

I objected to her words. “We are worth equally.”

Chabia shook her head. “We aren’t … There are plenty of beautiful women around, but barely any strong men. You must be protected and revered at all costs.”

I yielded but didn’t feel about her words. Maybe it was something I had to get used to. I turned to Valaria. “Why don’t you tell them what you told me earlier.”

She looked at the rest of my women. The horny look in her eyes faded and was replaced with concern and worry. She drew in a deep breath. “Well, I’ve had many more desperate tribesses coming over and the situation seems to be getting more dire. There are more and more women without a tribe and a man as men keep dying like flies.”

The remaining light of the dwindling flames cast a somber, orange look at us, but it illuminated our faces and all the wrinkles of worry. “It’s what it is,” I said. “But tomorrow we have to move. I’ll bring Liana with me and try to find as many women as possible, and we have to build more shelters and more fences.”

As soon as I finished, the rain started pattering on us. It was a drizzle for now, but I hadn’t really noticed the clouds carpeting the sky like a thick wooly blanket. The raindrops were small and sparse, barely soaking the ground, but our camp descended into murkiness. “I think we should return,” Valaria said and rose, letting the light rain slowly soak her clothes. “Hopefully it won’t be long till we can move in with you.”

“It won’t be,” I said and showed my respect by rising too. “But first we need to tell as many women as possible to come here to safety.”

“I can’t wait to see you nevertheless,” Valaria said. She hugged my women goodbye for now and thanked them again for the delicious stew. She lingered a bit longer in Jasmina’s arms, talking a little about clothes and tattoos. She then turned to me and opened her arms and wrapped them tightly around me. I held onto her dearly as the drizzle turned a bit stronger and slowly soaked us. The raindrops gradually became larger and more frequent. As a cool breeze blew from the forest, we still kept the warmth as we held onto each other. We still felt each other’s blood and feelings coursing through our bodies while intimately standing so close. The only thing that was missing was me being inside her—The final puzzle piece.

“I’ll miss you,” she said and didn’t bother with the rain.

“You’ll move in here in no time,” I said and caressed her fine back. “We’ll catch up with each other like usual.”

“I know,” she said and broke the hug to take a moment to look into my eyes. “Take care.”

“You too,” I told her and reluctantly let go of her. They went back to the portal, fingering the clit and waiting for it to lubricate. It became so wet that it poured out from the slit, and one by one they pushed themselves into the pussy and teleported back to the camp.

I turned to the quenched campfires as the rain drummed down on the camp. I cast a glance skyward, focusing on Owl Eye and Eagle Eye at the same time. I noticed that the clouds darkened and thickened farther ahead, and they were on their way toward our meadow. “We better pack up and go inside the shelters,” I told them. “A storm is brewing.”

They all nodded as the rain continued to drum. We were lucky they’d managed to finish the shelters so quickly. We snuck inside, and the interior was warm as fur as not a single drop leaked through the roof.

We undressed, and the only thing which was missing was light, so I could see their nude bodies a bit better. We lay down on the soft mattress made out of wool, and Nalia lay down next to me, and her eyes were aimed at my erection. “I’m starting to feel a bit sick,” she said as she cuddled up to me.

I searched her golden eyes. “Sick of what?” I asked her and felt a bit worried when she mentioned that. There were too many diseases on the loose, and we couldn’t risk anyone getting ill.

“Kyle-sickness,” she said and a grin spread on her face.

I rolled my eyes but then couldn’t resist smiling. “That’s cute of you.”

“But I mean it,” she said and wrapped her leg around mine, rubbing it a bit intimately on my knee as her honeyed scent spread in the shelter. “We haven’t spent as much time together as we should have.”

“We had some unexpected things to take care of.”

“I know,” she said and made a little sad face. “I can’t wait till all this is over.”

“Me neither, but we have to survive,” I told her and tried comforting her by caressing her shoulder. “It’s the most important thing.”

She nodded and leaned in closer. Licking her lips, she kissed my neck, draped her arm over my chest and loved me like the rest of my women. A sharp, crackling clap reverberated outside. I found the clapping sounds of thunder soothing and calming, especially in the combination of rainfall. Jasmina slept next to me for tonight. She cuddled up to me, and when copying Nalia’s position, I noticed she was even wetter. We listened to the rain drumming on the roof while the thunder rumbled. “They did a good job with this shelter,” Chabia says and huddled up to Jasmina, lying as intimately as possible. The rainy weather pulled us closer together.

“They are skilled,” I agreed with her. “But we need many more.”

“I know,” she said.

“Will any of you bother if I have my way with Kyle tonight?” Nalia asked cutely. It was impossible to ignore her desperate plea. I hadn’t been inside her in a while after all those impregnations.

“We’ve both had a time with him the past few days,” Jasmina said. “Be honored and pleasure him guilt-free.”

Nalia’s lips spread into a wide grin as she crawled between my legs. I glanced down and watched her tongue swirl around the head of my cock in a clockwise motion. She then wrapped her thick, red lips around the head. She sucked so hard I thought she would suck the cum right out of me on the first stroke. I released a light moan, and turned to Jasmina who kept caressing my chest. When Nalia started sucking me, I noticed how Jasmina became wetter.

“I was thinking,” I said and took on the challenge to have a conversation while Nalia buried my erection in her wet mouth. “Is there any ability that can enhance your manhood and make you recover quicker … I’m thinking of the time when more than thousands of women will come to our camp. There certainly will be days when I can’t do anything else besides mating with them.”

“Indeed, there are,” she said and confirmed it with a nod. She kept rubbing her pussy on my leg. I was used to being pleasured in many places at the same time by now.

“Really?”

She nodded. “Uh-huh … It’s called Breeding Rabbit, and it involved slaying a rare rabbit breed.”

“Makes sense,” I said. “Any ideas where it is?” My hips bucked as Nalia started deep-throating me and sealing her lips tightly around the girth. She then went on to bob her head a bit quicker all the while the rain kept drumming outside.

“I’m not sure for now,” she said after having closed her eyes and searched through her mind. “But something tells me we have to wait. There’s no point in breeding before peace has been established.”

I agreed with her and raked my fingers through Nalia’s hair. “I see.” I started finding it difficult to concentrate while she kept blowing me and my eyes strayed to Jasmina’s wet slit. I missed the honeyed taste between her legs.

“You can sit on my face if you want,” I told her and played a little with her pink hair.

“With pleasure,” Jasmina said with a giggle as if she’d been waiting for that moment. At the same time, Nalia came off with a pop, leaving my cock drenched. She rose and straddled my legs, seizing my cock with both hands and pointing the head right at the entrance of her pink. She pushed it inside with a great moan, and her young tight slit clamped down upon me on the first contact.

“So nice and thick,” she said in her young, cute voice as her pussy sank down around me.

Jasmina then lowered her great ass on my face, pushing her slit to my mouth. Several drops of her juices spilled over me before I even had a chance to lick her, but I pressed my tongue flat against her womanhood and licked all the way to her glimmering clit. I flicked my tongue side to side and over her wet folds. I spread her enormous butt cheeks, giving me a greater reach to her pussy.

Nalia rode me, our flesh slapping. She rapidly stroked my cock with her pussy as her little fingers dug into my waist. She moaned for every slap, not being afraid to let out her young sounds of pleasure as she was finally privileged with my manhood.

Jasmina swiveled her hips in a circular motion, and I drove my tongue farther inside her sweet hole, exploring her cave and making sure a constant rivulet of her fine honey kept spilling over my face. As Nalia continued to fuck me, my hips bucked, and I kept searching for the sweet friction as I was a couple of strokes away from reaching the peak.

I grabbed Nalia’s legs and grunted as I spilled my cum all inside her sweet, squishy cave. Even if Jasmina’s ass muffled any noise, I let out a powerful groan as Nalia lightly milked me.

Jasmina swung her legs off my face and brushed my slightly moist hair aside. She delivered several worshiping kisses all over my face, exactly where her sweet pussy had been.

I glanced down and saw that Nalia still straddled my legs with her eyes aimed at me. “I wished it would never end,” she said as she didn’t want to come off.

“I can sleep with my manhood inside you,” I told her.

“Great solution,” she said with a giggle. As soon as she came off me, several trickles spurted out from her pussy as I must have filled her up to the brim. It looked like an avalanche as it coursed over her pussy and down to her butthole. “You fill me up every time, not only your big cock but your seed too.”

Jasmina raised her finger and a light flashed from it. She lit up the interior of the shelter and watched as the rivulet of cum kept flowing out from Nalia’s pussy. “Let me lick it.”

Chabia drew a circle on Jasmina’s chest. “Dump something in my mouth … I haven’t tasted his seed in a while.”

“Sharing is caring,” Jasmina said as Nalia spread her legs. Jasmina leaned in and pressed her tongue against Nalia’s pussy, catching every drop. The pink light coming from her finger made it so erotic, and it was the only light in this shelter except for their honeypots. She then leaned over to Chabia and dumped the entire load into her mouth. Chabia swallowed with her eyes closed as if it were a privileged delicacy. Jasmina went back between Nalia’s legs and caught the remainder of my seed till her mouth was full. She swallowed it all and looked back at her pussy, and to our baffling surprise, it kept trickling out.

“I think there’s more,” Nalia said with a giggle, parting her pussy lips with her two fingers. She wasn’t kidding—more buttermilk kept flowing out from her.

Licking her lips, Jasmina then leaned back in and pressed her tongue flat against Nalia’s pussy, catching another mouthful of cum. She then leaned over Nalia’s mouth who happily opened up wide and let my cum fall down her gullet. I sighed in relief and thanked Venus for bringing me to this world.

Nalia licked her mouth. “I’m honored,” she said and came cuddling up to me and backing her ass against my crotch. “Once again, you’re hard,” she said with a laugh.

“Your cum show hardened me,” I said.

“I didn’t know it turned you on … Just push it inside,” she said eagerly. “The sooner the better.” I pushed it inside her clean, drenched pussy all the way to the hilt and pulled her body as close to me as possible. “Can I follow you and Liana?”

I stroked her shoulder as my cock twitched inside her depths. “Of course, you can.”

“But you didn’t invite me.”

“I have too many things to think about,” I told her and kissed her neck. “If you want to come, you’ll come.”

“I’m looking forward to those days when we can just spend some time together, perhaps play some games or just swim in the stream together.”

“That time will come … Sweet dreams,” I said and felt her pussy squeeze my cock in return.

“One more thing before we fall asleep,” Jasmina said and smacked her lips after having swallowed my load. “Don’t act on impulses.”

I opened my eyes as lightning flashed outside. “I won’t,” I said and questioned what she was talking about.
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After my heavenly moment with Nalia, I descended into a deep dream. I was standing on a green field, surrounded by gorgeous women and patches of flowers. Eventually, dark clouds covered the sun, and bitter winds blew against our faces. As the rain started pattering all around us, we huddled inside the shelters, but I remained outside, surveilling our camp and making sure everything was alright. But it wasn’t, and it was clearly so when I kept hearing a girl crying out in pain.

She sounded so young and innocent that I couldn’t just ignore her. I wanted to be there for her as I heard the desperate plea reverberating through the sky. I ran and ran, but she kept moving away from me like a rainbow, I just ran quicker, making my heart beat rapidly like a drum.




I woke up with a jolt, and my hand flew to my beating heart. Thunder rumbled which was followed up by loud claps and forks of lightning flashing through the sky. It was a miracle that it didn’t wake them up. I looked at Nalia, whose ass was still backed against my crotch. She slept so soundly while I was buried inside her heat.

I questioned my dream and believed it to be just a minor nightmare. I tried to calm myself down, holding onto her young, warm flesh, but as soon as I closed my eyes, I heard the voice again. It was so distinct and clear amid the rainy weather; it couldn’t be me hallucinating or imagining things. Not like I’d done that earlier for that matter.

“Help!” she cried out. “Help me!” The plea sounded so desperate and yet delicate. I couldn’t ignore it. My eyes popped wide open again as I realized it was urgent, and I had to get moving.

I tried my hardest to untangle myself from my women. Jasmina held onto me tighter than usual, her warm breath against my neck, and it was a challenge to pull out my erection from Nalia’s sweet hole. It came out drenched and equally as hard as yesterday.

Standing up, I took on my loincloth and gathered my weapons, slinging the quiver over my shoulder and grabbing my spear and bow. I hurried outside and wiped the rainwater from my face. It wasn’t drumming like yesterday, but the ground was muddy nevertheless and the visibility was horrible. I focused on Eagle Eye, Owl Eye and Jaguar Feet, waiting for the clap of thunder to abate till I heard her voice. “Please don’t!” she pleaded. It wasn’t coming from here, but from deep into the wilderness.

I started running lightly as the pleading voice kept reverberating through our camp. The voice led me through the forest as it became more distinct. I started running, not being afraid to crash as my abilities helped me in my journey.

Running out of the forest, I reached the neighboring field and ran as quickly as I could, mud splattering up to my feet. I searched around and saw a wild tree in the middle of the field. It stuck out like a sore thumb, and a young woman was tied up to it. It looked so strange since I’d been here before and could’ve sworn there were no trees there.

I ran as fast as I could and caught up with her, but when she was a stone’s throw away from me, I halted, seeing a shadow materialize right in front of me. He looked like an exact copy of myself. “Don’t, stay away!” she pleaded. “Stay away!”

I ignored her voice for now. Something wasn’t right with that odd-looking figure who tried to intimidate me, and by the look of him, I knew he was hostile. He held the same spear as I did and had the same quiver slung over his back. He was as tall as I, but just as I’d seen in Ellora’s womanhood, he didn’t have a face. I put the puzzle pieces together that it must have been the vicious shaman on the loose. I wrinkled my nose as I tried to make my way to the girl, but the shadow copied my exact movements. I withdrew my spear and pointed it at him, but he pointed his spear at me too, the tip glinting in this murky weather.

“Go away!” the girl cried.

I ignored her plea for now and wasn’t going anywhere till I’d rescued her. I spat to the side. “Fuck off or die,” I told the shadow and narrowed my eyes on him. He just regarded me coldly and refused to move. I charged at him, and he did the same. I threw the spear as hard as I could, sending it right at his shoulder. It struck him so he fell back, but his spear struck my shoulder too. Grunting, I staggered back and fell with a splash on the mud. Groaning in pain, I pulled it off me, feeling blood running down my shoulder. I jumped up to my feet and couldn’t see how bad it was because rain diluted it, but I gritted my teeth and wouldn’t let such a scratch deter me. I snatched my spear and tightened my grip on it. After seeing how quickly he’d moved, I realized he was also enhanced with Jaguar Feet. I didn’t act on impulses as I understood I was dealing with something unprecedented.

We circled each other while pointing our spears at each other. I kept it aimed at his heart and tried lunging at him. Our spears clashed as a fork of lightning flashed across the sky. I gritted my teeth and backed off. I quickly sheathed my spear and reached for an arrow at lightning speed. I nocked it on the string and drew it as hard as I could. I let it go, and he dodged it by jumping aside. Right before I even knew it, he fired an arrow at me too. I jumped aside and it skimmed my shoulder. I rolled on the mud and jumped up to my feet. Rising quicker than he, I loaded my bow again and fired another one at him. He ducked and it swept over his head. I believed I heard a wicked laughter, sounding similar to what we’d dealt with at Ellora’s cave.

We kept firing at each other till my quiver was almost empty. Pausing, I was at a loss as to how to fight him since it seemed like he mimicked every single one of my moves and had the exact same skills and abilities. The girl’s cry became stronger, and I found it difficult to listen to her pain.

I moved closer to the shadow and tried thrusting my spear into his flesh. I successfully wounded his thigh, but he thrust his spear back. I felt the sharp end of the spear penetrating through my thigh, making me leap back. Warm blood leaked down my thigh. I felt slightly weaker, and I knew it was a slippery slope as I couldn’t afford to get hit again.

I watched the wretched shadow as black-looking blood flowed from his wounds. I tried to think, needing a good idea in order to defeat him since he obviously responded equally to my charges and attacks. “Try the other hand!” the young woman cried out desperately.

My eyes lit up, and I threw the spear to my left hand and started making my way to him. He suddenly became unresponsive and bewildered, and I saw how vulnerable he became. He tried to defend himself as well as possible, but he was no match and my anger boiled over.

Despite fighting with my left hand, I sent my spear right into his chest. He grunted, and this time he didn’t wound me. I kicked the spear out of his hand, pulled out and once again, stabbed him deep into his chest till he leaned over and gasped. He clutched the spear, trying to remove it from his guts, but I twisted it till he groaned out in pain. He slumped back and gave up, falling to the ground and fading into a black nasty liquid that got diluted by the rain.

I drew in a deep breath as my wounds burned with a dizzying pain. I tried my best to ignore it for now and ran over to the girl. I halted in front of her. She had black hair and porcelain skin, but she looked deathly pale. Shivering, she aimed her weary and desperate eyes at me. I brought out my knife and cut off the rope, making her fall into my arms as she could barely walk. “Can you walk?” I asked her.

“Ah … Ah,” she breathed heavily and shook like a leaf. I lifted her chin, so I could look her into the eyes. “Help.”

“I’m here,” I said and shook her shoulder. I searched her eyes through the rainy weather and noticed they were round as saucers. It reminded me of when we’d rescued Jasmina, and I came to the conclusion that she must have been poisoned. I focused on Jasmina.

Kyle.

Wake up and prepare to heal a young woman.

Sure. She sounded tired but alert at the same time.

I shoved all my weapons into my quiver and lifted her, running all the way back to my camp.

I reached there in no time and saw Jasmina and her glowing pink finger. With a somber expression, she waited in the rain and looked at me as I came with the young woman in my arms. “Where did you find her?” she asked.

“At the field,” I said. “I found her tied up to a tree. I believe she’s been poisoned.”

“Your wounds,” she said and her eyes widened. It had been a pain trying to run all the way back here, but I wasn’t crying, and I knew the young woman found herself in greater pain.

“Don’t worry about me,” I told her firmly. “Heal her before it’s too late.”

“We should be outside as close to nature. Just put her down.” I gently laid her down and then looked at her. “A second,” she said. “I need some herbs.” She quickly disappeared into our shelter and grabbed what she needed. She dumped some wood onto the pit and pointed her finger at it, shooting out a burst of fire. She brought out a little pot and gently put it over the flames. “Keep her company in the meantime, hold her hand and touch her intimately.” I held onto her as intimately as possible. I had learned from my own recent experiences that physical touches healed. “It might take some time to reach a boiling point while it rains, but I’ll do my best.”

“What kind of poison is it?” I asked and studied her ashen face. She looked completely bewildered as her eyes kept searching around.

“I don’t know for now, but I don’t think it’s too grave since we’ve found her in good time. All I know is that it must be very painful for her at the moment.”

I waited and held onto her, and I could tell she was also concerned for my wounds, but I didn’t mind, just letting the water run through them and holding onto her as well as possible.

The pot reached a boiling point, and Jasmina poured the mixture into the cup. She brought the cup to the girl who kept squirming in pain. “Lift her,” she said, and I lifted her back. Jasmina set the cup close to her lips and carefully tilted it. The young woman swallowed it all and gasped for air at the end. “Okay, put her down, and I’ll do a circular motion on her private part to help her wake up a bit quicker.” We laid her down and rolled up her loincloth. Jasmina pressed her finger onto her womanhood and started gently drawing circles on it. It worked as she regained her breath and the color in her eyes returned. She didn’t look as bewildered as she had done before, and she let out a gentle moan. “That’s it,” Jasmina said and kept moving her hand in a circle. “Wake up, sweety.”

“Hmm,” she moaned as Jasmina kept giving her a healing hand.

“Take your time,” Jasmina said as she rubbed her eyes.

“It’s okay,” the young woman said with a smile. Jasmina pulled her hand away from her pussy and looked content to see her eyes fully open and glowing.

“Are you alright?” I finally asked her and she looked at me wide-eyed.

“You shouldn’t have come,” she said. Breathing deeply, she looked at my wounds. Her voice was sweet and captivating, making us listen intently to every word she spoke. Looking at her closely, I felt like I’d seen her before. I didn’t know why, but I felt a déjà vu unlike any other. She radiated beauty like no other girl I’d seen in this world, and she looked overwhelmingly young, perhaps no older than Nalia or the pregnant girls. Her dark hair had a silken, glossy texture and reflected light in a mesmerizing way. Her porcelain skin was clear and flawless and a symbol of otherworldly beauty, and her obsidian eyes shined like precious gemstones. Her face was a piece of art: she had high cheekbones and the apples on her cheeks carried a shy, red color. Her lips were shaped into the perfect heart with a cupid’s bow in the center, but they curved into a captivating smile when she saw that drank in her beauty. She was addictive to look at.

“Why?” I questioned and tried not to gawk at her too much. “Was I supposed to let you die?”

“It was a trick,” she said and aimed her eyes at me. “It was a ruse to lure you in.”

“And that lousy ruse obviously didn’t work.”

“You are terribly wounded,” she said and her eyes flitted from my shoulder to my thigh. The downpour had abated and the clouds were about to disperse as I watched skyward.

“She’s right,” Jasmina said and studied my body. “Let me heal you while we talk.”

I yielded. Jasmina disappeared back inside and left us two alone for a moment. I could tell she felt bad for me. She watched my wounds with guilt “It’s okay,” I told her. “I can handle the pain.”

“But this world cannot handle being without you,” she said and raised her gaze to me. I saw no tears welling up in her eyes. She just genuinely looked worried, her eyes clouded with unease.

“But I still live,” I told her firmly and didn’t want to show any signs of fear or paranoia. “By the way, have I seen you before?”

“Not that I can think of,” she said and looked a bit honored. 

Jasmina returned with yarrows, thread, needle and cloth in her hands. “You’ve seen her through one of my stories,” Jasmina said and started cleaning the wound with a cloth, dabbing it carefully around while lighting up her fingers. She tended to me and it felt erotic to have another woman take care of me. She did more than just dab a cloth on my wound. It was the thought that counted.

“Which one?” I questioned.

“The one with the shaman twins. One of them was beautiful and the other not so, wanting to take revenge because she was never chosen and afraid of being abandoned.”

I felt a chill down my spine as I regarded her face and it dawned on me that Jasmina was right. “You’re a shaman.”

She nodded shyly and dropped her gaze. “Not the most skilled one by any means, but yes, I’m a shaman.”

“And you have a sister.”

Her face darkened and guilt weighed her down. “I do.”

Jasmina took care of me and sewed the wound. It was the crack of dawn, and we started seeing the first rays of sunlight appear on the other side. “Uhm, do you mind if I also can take care of your other wound?” she asked sweetly. “I also know how to tend to someone.”

“Of course,” I told her.

Jasmina inched her hips aside. “Go ahead.”

“Thank you … It will make me feel a bit better,” she said. She threaded the needle as if it were second nature and cleaned the wound and the dirt around it.

“What’s your name?” I asked her.

“Amania,” she said and went to work, sewing my wound shut together with Jasmina. I was glad she didn’t look as guilty any longer now that she was taking care of me.

“I’m Kyle,” I told her.

“I know,” she said and aimed her eyes at me for a brief moment. “You’re famous in our world.”

“I’m Jasmina,” she said. “I’m not so famous, so you probably haven’t heard of me.”

“I haven’t but I already know you’re a skilled shaman,” she said.

Once the wounds were cleansed and sewn shut, we sat in a triangle, facing each other and continuing our discussion.

“So, Amania,” I said and watched her closely. “Why don’t you tell me more about this ruse that I should’ve been wary of.”

“Maybe I should start from the beginning so it makes sense,” she said and looked at me for approval.

“It’s your call.”

“Alright,” she said and sighed deeply, finding it emotional to tell this part. “Well, as you know, I have a twin sister who wasn’t born with the most seductive looks, to keep it brief. Her name is Seelania, and being born with not the greatest looks was unusual since we had strong men taking care of our tribe who were very selective about the women who joined us. This ensured that almost every girl and newborn of our tribe were gorgeous. As you can imagine how it would be to be the only one without physical attraction, resentment grew in her, and the darkest envy I’ve ever seen in my life. I can’t blame her for it. She received little to no attention at all, and I and many others in our tribe got noticed and honorably gawked at by our men. I tried to spend time with her. I tried to make her feel better since I found it hard to see my own sister in pain, but she shrugged me off, and always said, ‘You aren’t a man.’ This led her to excessively study the arts of shamanism, becoming more skilled than any of us. It was a way to cope with the pain of loneliness, or that’s what I thought. When we turned eighteen, she hadn’t been bedded yet and it was my turn to finally feel a manhood. The man who was supposed to take me suddenly died of a mysterious illness, leaving the rest of us in horror and shock. I later came to realize that it was her who’d poisoned him, but she told me that it was a sign that I should wait to be bedded for many years to come, and I foolishly listened to her. Her powers eventually grew stronger and stronger, and she started fiddling with diseases and other weather manipulations. She became very skilled and eventually, she succeeded with the unthinkable—spreading the deadly virus that only targets men.” She drew in a deep breath and looked in another direction. She was strong telling me this without shedding a tear. “So, our men went under and suddenly we were a tribess. Most of our women were of extraordinary beauty and they weren’t the strongest of the bunch. Many died of panic since all men suddenly dying is unheard of in our world despite the uneven ratio. We were reduced to a tribess of ten women. We didn’t know at the time she was the one spreading it, but her lack of concern was suspicious. We traveled everywhere to find a new tribe, but they met the same fate as they came in contact with my twin sister. The genie was out of the bottle, and the disease kept spreading like a vicious wildfire. There was nothing I could do to stop her. We confronted her, and she lashed back and turned her back on us. She didn’t need us, but she vowed to get rid of every single man in this world as her hatred boiled over. She was filled with envy and hate from her upbringing. If a man didn’t want to take her, then no man would exist, and no woman would feel the pleasure and honor of having an erection inside them.”

I nodded slowly and recognized her behavior in any envious man out there. I assumed that was how evil was born. “I’m sorry,” I said and it dawned on me what she’d gone through. “You have my condolences and I know it must be tough when it comes from your own kin.”

She nodded but didn’t cry. “It is,” she said quietly. “It’s been tough.”

“Where are your other women?” I asked.

She sighed and found it equally as difficult to tell this part. “I hope they’re alive, but we’ve been separated due to paranoia. I tried to make them calm but they slowly started losing hope. I thought the only way to recover was to talk with my sister, but she’d become even more twisted than earlier. I couldn’t recognize her any longer. She’d literally poisoned anything in her way. She knows about you. She knows that you defeated Beastblood and slew one of the most powerful tribes out there. After you’d been in contact with the virus, she raged that you didn’t get infected and swore that the fight wasn’t over. She also poisoned the giant shaman. I tried to talk to her, but she kidnapped me. She knew all about you after having saved Felicia, so she wanted to lure you to her and let a vicious illusion of you kill you. It’s unprecedented to kill one, and that’s why I told you to stay away.”

“Yet you gave me the vital tip to change hands.”

“It occurred to me out of the blue … Like a voice from Venus.”

“I see,” I said and tried to digest everything she was saying. “So, she was the one who tied you up to the tree and poisoned you.”

“Pretty much,” she said. “She wanted me to be in so much pain that you would feel bad for me and come and rescue me. She fiddled with my voice, so it could reach the dreams of any man nearby. It’s a shaman trick that is very difficult to master.”

“Not so,” Jasmina said and smiled briefly. “I used it when being rescued myself. I was also poisoned by my former tribe and was picked up by Kyle’s.”

“You see, you’re a good man,” Amania said. “And we can’t live without you.”

“How many men have been poisoned so far?”

Amania’s face darkened. “To tell the truth … I would be surprised if there are any men left. Maybe at the very corners of the world far, far away. Here in our lands, there are hardly any left. My sister is dedicated. She might be filled with resentment and hate, but she is skilled and a hard worker, but not for the better.”

I exchanged glances with Jasmina who didn’t look that surprised. “You’d heard of this before.”

“I have,” she said. “I saw it in a vision but didn’t know how to react or whether there was any truth to it … but time isn’t on our side for the moment. We truly have to save as many women as possible.”

“You’re right,” I said as I saw how the sun was starting to climb over the trees and heard the women waking up. We couldn’t go to sleep. I had to take Liana and her women with me and spread the word as quickly as possible, and then we had to deal with that wretched woman spreading this disease once and for all. “I’m glad we met,” I told Amania. “I see the same strength and dedication in you.”

“I’m strong,” she said with confidence in her voice. “But my sister is stronger. I was blessed with beauty after all. I didn’t have to work my way up. You can get an idea how strong and malicious she’s become.”

“I’ve no doubt about that.”

“Diseases are an art not many are capable of either,” Jasmina said. “She must have done something unprecedented.”

“Spending days and days in the shade and experimenting with chants and spells made her a master like no other.”

“Do you think it’s too late to save her?” I asked her the difficult question, hoping I didn’t make her uncomfortable.

“It’s too late. Don’t even try to attempt it. It will be fatal.” She seemed to accept the fact that she was a lost cause.

A silence descended upon us, and my mind went spinning. Just getting some rest seemed far-fetched to me. Leaning back and impregnating my women and rebuilding my tribe or this world for that matter had to wait for now. We had some serious issues to deal with. “Jasmina, introduce Amania to my tribe when they wake up. I’ll have to gather more boulders for teleportation. Amania, do you want something to eat?”

She nodded and patted her stomach. She was a bit slim but not deathly thin. “I haven’t eaten in a while and during my lone-wolf days I didn’t have many options.”

“Jasmina, also make sure she’ll get something.”

“I will,” she said and nodded.

“We have plenty of ruminant animals, as you can see behind you.”

She twisted her neck, and her eyes widened. Her admiration for me just grew stronger. “I see,” she said quietly.

I rose to my feet, ran into the forest and went in the same direction where I’d found the other boulder. Arriving there in no time, I found one that was similar, picked it up and ran all the way back.

Amania watched me as I came running back, and she was right in the moment of being introduced to Nalia and Chabia. She looked impressed by my strength, but had obviously seen me fight earlier and knew I was capable of something unprecedented.

“Good morning,” Nalia said and waved at me. Jasmina was already in the process of telling them, and I wasn’t sure how far she’d gotten. They curiously looked at Amania, making me think they hadn’t gotten to the disturbing part yet.

“Good morning,” I told her and Chabia. “I’ll be back. I just need to gather some more boulders.”

“It’s okay,” Chabia said but couldn’t smile when she saw my stitches and started to understand that something grave had taken place.

I ran back and forth with the boulders in my hands. I continued to stack them in a circle, reminding me of Stonehenge. I questioned if it had a similar meaning and purpose once upon a time.

When I came back with the last boulder, I noticed the etched lines in Chabia’s and Nalia’s foreheads. Unfortunately, their gloomy looks weren’t unique. The rest of my women had woken up and looked no different as fear hung in the air. The sun might be shining but all of them knew we had some dire times ahead of us. Hopefully, we would clear out the evil before the end of summer, so we could celebrate and enjoy the last days of sunshine and flowers.

While they cooked for Amania, I focused on the vagina. My finger glowed pink, and I started painting vaginas over the boulders. The pink ethereal light flashed, and I started with Chabia’s and then Nalia’s and then continued in the order I’d met my women. When I was finished, I took a moment to admire their sex. They were pieces of art that couldn’t be replaced with anything. We had ten portals now, but I knew I had to connect them with other parts of the world too, but it was something I would spend my time on soon.

Amania sat and ate, surrounded by all of my women. She and the rest of them had glanced over at me while I was in the process of painting the boulders. Nalia inched her hips away from her and left room for me. I sat next to her to keep her company. She ate greedily and it wasn’t difficult to tell she hadn’t eaten something so delicious in a while. After all, it wasn’t fun starving.

“How does it taste?” I asked.

“It’s divine … made with love and care,” she said and couldn’t help but smile despite being through a lot lately. Her speech sounded a bit like Jasmina’s for a moment. I looked at the rest of my tribe as we were gathered around the little fire. The young, pregnant women were also eating, especially Felicia who was soon about to give birth.

“You have all met Amania, right?”

They nodded, but it wasn’t the usual greeting with fun and games. They knew it was a dark side of the story, but they vowed to show her hospitality and welcome her after what she’d been through. “Aida and Laralia, you must continue to build the shelters and expand the fence. We’ll have a lot more women coming up, and Valaria should have the necessary equipment ready.” They nodded without objection. “You’ll also have the honor to greet the upcoming newcomers. If they want to be useful, show them around what they can do from building to helping you. Liana, you will come with us and meet Valaria first by the trading post. You’ll then cooperate with her to find women nearby.”

She nodded and held onto her weapons. “Will do,” she said. “We have to save these women from the horror they’re facing.”

“Indeed,” I said. I couldn’t think of anything else other than when all of this was finished, and the channel of women would be welcomed to our tribe. We could then finally start the search for Seelania. It was fortunate we met Amania, and it was something that the vicious woman probably hadn’t thought over. She would definitely know everything there was to know about her.

We descended into silence, but Chabia watched my stitches. “I hope it wasn’t anything too bad.”

I shook my head. “Just a little scratch.”

“That’s bigger than a scratch,” she insisted and gave me a look.

“I’m fine,” I told her and always enjoyed it when she showed her concern for me. “The shadow wasn’t even close to defeating me.”

“You are confident,” Jasmina said and her eyes brightened. “Exactly what we need during times like these.”

“I know,” I said and that vicious woman wasn’t going to get away with anything.

Nalia nudged me with her elbow. “I want to come with you,” she insisted. “I’ve been by myself for so long. I don’t want you to leave for a longer period.”

“I have to run far to spread the portals and find more women,” I told her.

“You can carry me while you run,” she said and held onto my arm, refusing to let go. I thought it would only be fair since I’d taken a similar trip with Jasmina, and I’d craved spending some time with her too.

“Two on a journey is always safer than one,” Jasmina added, spreading her wisdom.

“You even told me yourself you were glad I showed up the other day,” Chabia chimed in.

Nalia’s face was adorned with dimples, and they grew rosy and innocent. Her radiant smile could even melt the coldest of hearts, and her lips curved gently, revealing white teeth that sparkled. She was so cute; I couldn’t resist her. “Alright,” I told her, looking into her golden eyes. “You’ll come with me.”

She beamed and wrapped her arms around me. “Thank you.”

We didn’t waste any time, packing our quivers as we probably wouldn’t return for a while. I hoped Jasmina and Amania would get along. They were both shamans after all and could exchange valuable tips. “I hope you will feel welcome,” I told Amania.

She nodded eagerly as she’d fully recovered. Her obsidian eyes twinkled, and I couldn’t see a hint of hunger or her pale face. Throwing her glossy dark hair over her shoulders, she spread her legs a little and revealed a growing wet patch in the middle. I wondered if she kept the same horny characteristics as Jasmina, and believed she must be since she was also one of them. “I already am. And I am optimistic after meeting a legendary man like you. You truly are strong enough to not show any fear when all the men are dying like flies all around us.”

“I’m not showing any fear because there’s none,” I admitted. She opened up her arms and silently pleaded for a hug. I couldn’t resist her. She was a flawless beauty with unique traits, and I held onto her as I squeezed her tightly in my arms, feeling her nipples stiffen to pebbles. I let go of her and hugged Chabia too. “We’ll be away for a little.”

“Do what’s needed for the tribe,” she said and squeezed me tightly. “We have telepathy and can easily reach each other after all.”

“You’re right,” I said and broke the hug to look into her blue gems.

“I’ll use my time to welcome the newcomers,” she said with a sweet smile. “Giving back some of that warmth and love that was given to me from you.”

I thought it was cute and sympathetic of her. I also said goodbye to the younger women and my son, kissing his shiny forehead as he balled his little hands into a fist again. I motioned the women to come with me as I reached the portal to the trading post and started rubbing the clit. It became lubricated and the juices flowed out with all the heavenly scents of a female sex. I slowly pushed myself into the lips and was sucked into the pink light which pushed me out on the other end.

Staggering forward, I quickly regained my balance. I wasn’t as dizzy now as the first time, but I was equally as wet. I came to two shocking surprises. They’d stacked a rope even taller and greater than the first one. There was also a pile of mammoth bones enough for at least twenty shelters. Valaria talked to one of her servants, and I saw several man-famished tribesses behind her back. They all turned to me, and their eyes lit up.

Valaria immediately came over, running and then jumping into my arms. She didn’t mind that I was practically drenched in juices. She held onto me tightly while the rest of my women came out from the portal.

“Finally,” she said as if it had been an eternity.

I looked into her eyes in case she would try some horny tricks. “We are short on time … no teasing now.”

“I understand,” she said, biting her lip. She restrained herself well even if it looked like she wanted to ravish me like no other woman. But she eventually succeeded in dragging her eyes off me and pointing at all the supplies she’d gotten. “What do you think?”

“That you’re the greatest negotiator in this world.”

She planted a wet sloppy kiss on my cheek and I patted her back. “I can’t argue with that.”

“Liana and her women are also here. I’ve told them to help you find more women nearby.” They were standing behind me, soaked to the bone.

“I see,” she said and waved at them. “We definitely would need that help … The trading is drying up and the desperation keeps rising. We already have more than fifty behind us, all wet and desperate and waiting for you.”

She moved aside and showed them to me. They watched me in disbelief, and I recognized some of them. “Are they the rope makers?” I questioned.

“Indeed, they are,” Valaria said.

“They’ll come to great use. Have you gotten in touch with anyone else?”

“Not for now, but many know already I’m a part of a tribe, some find it hard to believe and some others are rushing here as quickly as possible.”

“I see. Nalia and I will travel farther, opening up more portals and letting more women come and join us. They need it desperately at this moment, and I don’t want to waste any time.”

“I understand,” she said and her eyes weren’t twinkling any longer.

I let Liana and Valaria talk and split up the tasks. They first needed help to move the rope and the mammoth bones back to our camp, but that was what the newcomers would take care of. I greeted them all, and they almost melted, stuttering and finding it difficult to speak to me as blush after blush spread on their cheeks. I didn’t blame them when they’d seen men die like flies, and I stood with my back straight without showing any fear.

After I’d greeted them, they eagerly helped to move the equipment back to our camp. Nalia turned to me and poked my shoulder. “Should we start our little adventure?” 

I focused on Grizzly Strength and she jumped into my arms. “Alright,” I told her. “Let’s go.”
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I ran across the sparsely forested area with Nalia in my arms. There were a couple of days ago since we’d parted from the trading post, and we’d set up numerous portals and found numerous desperate women and tribesses. The sight had been ugly so far, and Nalia had complained about nightmares even if I had my way with her according to her wishes every night.

“Are you alright?” I asked her as she cuddled up to my chest.

She nodded cutely, looking safe and sound in my arms. “Uh-huh.”

While jumping over a stream, I planted a kiss on her forehead, making her giggle. “Careful there,” she said with a hand over her chest. Her heart thumped rapidly and we continued farther into the forest. The trees were spread out with ample spacing between them. Sunlight easily filtered through and reached the forest floor and our faces. It was easier to navigate through this forest, and the sparsity evoked a sense of tranquility and openness despite the dangers. We’d also passed our former mountainous camp on the first day, and I guessed we couldn’t be far from our first camp.

“I think I see someone,” I said. She didn’t ask any longer whether it was a tribe or a tribess. We hadn’t seen a single man on our journey so far, and all the tribesses spoke of a vicious disease. When they saw me, they burst out in tears and couldn’t hold in their joy. There was hope, and I promised their young women would carry my seed one day. I’d painted numerous portals and whisked them back to our camp while keeping in touch with Chabia who warmly greeted them. We were more than a hundred at the moment, and the number kept growing each day.

“How many are they?”

“I think up to thirty,” I said. “They are surrounding a woman … They are red-heads and some with auburn.”

They turned to me as my steps thundered louder, and they stiffened and their hands flew to their mouths. It was the same reaction as elsewhere, and I had gotten used to it by now. I halted, and their jaws dropped. They were fully clothed although some tribes we’d met had turned to complete nudity as a sign of desperation to attract a man.

I gently set Nalia down. I swept my eyes over them, and as usual, they were too shy and flabbergasted to speak. “Who’s the tribess leader?”

They made room for a woman lying in pain. She kept clutching her heart as her breathing deepened. I then noticed her broken leg, and it was difficult to stomach the sight. I looked at the nearest woman who watched me in awe and wonder. “What happened?”

She stared at me, letting my sonorous voice sink in, so she understood it was real life, and I was not some shadow or illusion. “She showed signs of paranoia and mental illness and suddenly climbed a tree. She pretended to speak with birds, but we believe she attempted suicide since she refused to speak to any of us. Believe it or not, she was the strongest of our tribess.” Her voice broke and her eyes welled in tears.

I placed my hand on her shoulder immediately. “Do not despair,” I told her warmly. “We are here to help you.”

A young woman stepped up to me with tear tracks on her cheeks. She had glossy red hair which looked too perfect, and freckles peppered her cheeks. “Are you a man?” she asked and fidgeted with her hands.

“I am,” I told her and the rest of them. “My name is Kyle and this is one of my many women, Nalia.”

They all gasped upon hearing my name and didn’t bother so much about Nalia’s. The first woman I’d spoken with turned to me. “We have heard about you … You slew one of the most powerful tribes. I saw you when we were trading at Pinelake … I flirted with you.”

My eyes widened as I remembered her. “You sold me the arrowheads, didn’t you?”

She gasped and a smile spread from ear to ear. “He remembers me.”

I tried to make them calm down by making a hand gesture. “You have a woman in pain.”

“Is she a shaman?” she asked.

“No,” Nalia said but didn’t sound offended. “But we have two skilled shamans at our camp.”

“How far away is your camp? She’s bleeding and I’m not sure how much longer she can handle the pain.”

“Don’t worry,” I said and looked around, spotting a couple of boulders a stone’s throw away. “Nalia, keep them company.” She nodded and immediately went down on her knees to check on the woman in pain.

I ran over to the boulder and focused on the vagina in my mind. As usual, I painted the pussy and felt their eyes on my back. When it was finished, I quickly focused on Jasmina in my mind.

What’s up?

I have found another tribess … their leader has a broken leg from a suicide attempt. Can you come?

Silly question. Which one is it?

Felicia’s.

I have to see hers first. Give me a second while she flashes her womanhood for me. I’ll then bring my equipment.

I’m waiting for you.

I came running back to them as they gaped at the pussy I’d painted, but I sat down on my haunches together with Nalia, holding onto her legs. She whimpered in pain and kept her eyes closed. “Can she open her eyes?” I questioned.

“Sort of,” she said. “She can but doesn’t want to. The embarrassment of a failed suicide weighs her down.”

“Have you forgiven her?”

“Of course,” she said. “We want everyone to be well but I don’t judge her after these turbulent days … Is that a portal?”

I nodded. “To my camp … After my shaman has come, you’ll then be invited to join us.”

They looked at each other as if they couldn’t believe it, but my word was iron. “Do you know if there are any other tribesses around here?” I questioned.

“There are,” she said. “Some in a similar or worse position like us. We’ve tried to stick together but paranoia has pulled us apart.”

“I’ll have to ask you a favor later.”

The woman dropped to her knees and kneeled for me. “Anything for you.”

I let go of the woman with a broken leg and lifted the other onto her feet. “It isn’t necessary to kneel. We need to be standing during times like these.”

“You are as honorable as they say you are,” she said and kissed my hand, her lips as soft as petals.

Jasmina pushed herself out from the pussy and hurried to us with her equipment in her hands, her pink hair fluttering behind her. “Hello, ladies,” she said and greeted them with a curt nod as they made room for her. She first delivered a kiss on my lips and then dumped her equipment on the ground. “I see,” she said. She dropped to her knees and started feeling her bones. “Broken from a fall … I can heal this, but you have to give me some time.”

“We aren’t going anywhere,” I told her.

Closing her eyes, she started first tracing her finger on the broken leg. Some of the ladies whispered to each other, but Jasmina opened her eyes. “Please, I need silence.” They shut their mouths with a snap and regarded her as she started the process of healing. She chanted while continuously touching and fondling her leg. She moved her hand in a circle around the broken part and drew a circle in the air with her right hand. “Humm,” she chanted some more. “Aiaa … Aiaa … Aiaa.”

She then leaned forward and started putting pressure on the leg. I heard something snap in place and the tribess leader whimpered as her eyes slowly opened but then closed again. Jasmina leaned over and delivered several kisses right on the thigh and even moved to her intimate area. While touching her private part, she kept pulling the bones in place with her free hand. Jasmina said, “It’s to make the pain bearable.”

“We know that touching around our pink spot is the greatest painkiller.”

She made another circle with her hand and let go of her pussy. “Your bone is no longer broken. Can you open your eyes?”

She sniveled and grief weighed her voice down. “I can’t.”

“Is there a curse?”

“Only shame,” she said as tears leaked out from her eyes.

“Jasmina,” the woman we’d talked to earlier said. “We can talk with her for a moment.”

“Her leg is healed, so it’s up to you.”

We went a bit away from them, letting them have some time for themselves. “How many women have arrived?” I questioned.

“You are in for a surprise … We are more than five hundred at the moment.”

“Venus,” Nalia said and took the words right out of my mouth. “Really?”

Jasmina nodded. That’s the gravity of the situation. Liana has worked hard, utilizing the portals you’ve set up and found as many as possible. It’s been a trip and a hard journey, but we’re finally getting somewhere.”

“I grieve for these desperate women,” I said and felt my heart ache for them. They had nowhere to go and just wanted some security. I knew we would provide it for them, and I knew we would continue to find them and thwart Seelania’s plans. “Have you spent time with Amania lately?”

“I have indeed. I’ve learned as much as I could about her sister. It’ll be valuable information. If she has a hatred for us. Her hatred will only increase when she finds out we are rescuing the surviving women, and most important, that you still live.”

“She can hate us all she wants. She won’t get away with this.”

“I also wanted to talk to you about something,” Nalia said and dropped her gaze. “I’ve had nightmares the past few days. It started when we ran into a skeleton.” It was a couple of days ago when we ran past a male skeleton. She’d shied away in fear and clung to me for the rest of the day. I’d comforted her and said that I was there for her, and I’d prevented upcoming tears but not her bad dreams.

“Nightmares … from fears, correct?”

Nalia nodded.

“The best antidote for that is oral sex before bedtime. If Kyle goes down on you, it will hamper the bad dreams greatly.”

“Really?” Nalia questioned with hints of happiness.

“Indeed.”

“That won’t be a problem,” I said. I had licked her the previous nights, and wouldn’t mind eating her till she orgasmed.

“We should have done that instead of constantly fucking,” she said. She already looked way happier, knowing I would go down on her later.

“A bit difficult to know,” I pointed out. “Besides, you always wanted me inside you.”

“Yeah,” she admitted and her cheeks pinked. “It’s not like I could resist your hard-on.”

“But it’s important that you orgasm,” she told Nalia as if lecturing her. “Nightmares aren’t pleasant and can be disruptive.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’ll take care of her for tonight.”

I threw a glance at the tribess leader talking with her women. Grief and shame still weighed her down as she tried to look her tribess’ members in the eyes. She had attempted suicide after all and hadn’t been far from abandoning them. I knew it would be difficult to rise after such a fall, but I found it important that they forgave her, which they did. They’d found themselves in a desperate situation with very few options available.

After they’d talked, we made our way to them. I faced the woman who’d attempted suicide and she looked up to me in awe. She had tear tracks on her freckled cheeks and thick, ginger hair. She was almost as tall as me but slightly thin with a modest bust. “I heard your voice … Forgive me for not speaking with you earlier, but pain and shame weighed me down.”

I placed my hand on her shoulder. “We find ourselves in desperate times. I don’t judge you. Rest with your women now. You’re a part of our tribe.”

She dropped to her knees and knelt for me. I wasn’t sure why they kept doing it, but I didn’t feel it was necessary. I took her hand, which shook like a leaf, gave it a squeeze and lifted her to her feet. “It isn’t necessary,” I told her and made her stand. “We need to stand and be strong.”

Tears welled in her eyes. “Something I failed at,” she said and was about to burst out in tears. Her tribe members came and hugged her.

“Nia, we forgive you,” they said. I’d seen many similar scenes when they let go of their emotions. They’d probably thought it was the end but now there was hope.

“I know,” she said and was about to cry again. “I’m just sorry for what I did.”

“You don’t have to be,” she said. They took a moment to dry her eyes and wrap their arms around her. They patted her back and whispered words of comfort, and her tears eventually dried up.

“You must be hungry,” I said as she eventually looked at me with her tear-stained eyes. “Jasmina can lead you back to our camp. We have food ready for you.”

“I hope there’s something we can do. Just anything … anything for you.”

“There definitely is something to do over there. Just speak with my women and they’ll guide you.”

“Thank you,” she said. She turned to Jasmina, took her hand and raised it to her lips, kissing it. “Thank you for healing my broken leg. It’s a skill I know that not many shamans are capable of doing. I don’t take anything for granted.”

“You’re welcome,” she said with a humble bow. “It was the least I could do … Now do you have everything with you?”

They exchanged glances and nodded. Except for ragged clothes, they didn’t have many belongings. They had some weapons of poor quality and some bracelets, but no arrowheads as I’d once bought from them when I first arrived here. Jasmina motioned them to follow her, and they went into the vagina portal and teleported back to our camp, one by one.

“Must be hard to look your kin in the eyes after having attempted suicide,” Nalia said and looked wistfully in that direction.

“Yeah,” I said. I understood clearly well why she found it so difficult to speak. “But she’s alright now, and that’s what matters.”

“I agree,” she said and smiled at me. “Should we continue?” Nalia fidgeted her fingers. She’d been very eager to continue our journey. This was after all a golden opportunity to spend some quality time with me, and I didn’t object to it either.

“Sure,” I said. “I reckon we aren’t far away from our first camp.”

“Maybe we can go there,” she suggested.

I looked into her eyes which were a warm shade of gold. They had a natural warmth that was addictive to look at. She took a step closer to me. Since I was a bit taller, I had an open view right to her cleavage, and I believed she came so close on purpose. She was so sexy and cute, and her breasts were so well-developed and creamy and white, making me hard whenever I saw them.

“Alright, let’s see if we can find our old camp.” With a laugh, she jumped into my arms again, and I felt her soft breasts press against my chest along with the rest of her silky skin. I drew in a deep breath as I had to concentrate even if it proved to be difficult at times, especially when she was in my arms and teased me.




We ran for a long time in the sparse forest till we reached the hilly terrain. I recognized the stream immediately and so did she. We followed the winding stream till it led us to the hill and the waterfall. It was here I’d been summoned and here I’d met Chabia and Nalia. I dropped Nalia to her feet. “Wow,” she said, her eyes widening. “I can’t believe we are here again.”

We hadn’t been here for more than a year. The trees and grass had grown after the attempt to trap us in a ring of flames. The waterfall still cascaded down and the leaves and thorn bushes covered the path up to the cave. I looked up at the sinking sun and wondered if the beds were still there. “Should we sleep here?” I asked her.

“Of course,” she said, elated. “What better way to relive those memories?”

“I’ll just have a word with Chabia,” I said and focused on Chabia.

Are you alright? I asked her.

Yes … quite a lot of women have shown up.

Jasmina told us. By the way, we have reached our first camp.

Wow … How is it? I could hear the nostalgia in her voice.

Untouched and practically dead.

Kind of like when we were there.

Yeah … I don’t know how many more days we’ll continue to search for. It feels like we’ve been everywhere.

It’s okay. The portals are set up so if more women want to come, they’ll find us.

You’re right … And nothing has happened yet.

Nope, we are just trying to welcome as many women as possible for now.

Alright, I just wanted to check.

Say hi to Nalia.

I will. Bye for now.

Kiss.

Nalia took off her chestwrap and tossed it aside, freeing her massive breasts. I watched them jiggle in their full glory. “Why are you looking at me like that?” she asked playfully.

Her boobs distracted me and made me forget what I wanted to tell her. “Right … Chabia wanted to say hi.”

“That’s sweet of her.” She took my hands and eagerly shook them. “Can we jump into the stream?”

“Why not,” I told her and hadn’t splashed water on her nude bosom in a while.

“Undress then,” she said quickly and tugged at my loincloth.

I pulled down my loincloth and kicked it aside. My semi-hard shaft was on the rise, but I took her left hand as we glanced at each other. “Are you ready?”

She nodded eagerly. “Let’s get wet!”

We ran into the water and jumped at the same time. The air rushed past me, and then with a thrilled splash, we broke the surface and the water enveloped us. We descended beneath the surface and the sounds of the world became temporarily muted. The sunlight filtered down in shimmering rays, lighting up Nalia’s bottom and nude breasts. I swam to her and fondled them, and she retaliated, reaching for my cock and stroking it hard. I could touch her forever, but I felt the need to breathe and swim up with her.

We resurfaced, and the cool droplets clung to her skin as she whipped her hair back. I felt a sense of freedom when bathing nude. It was liberating and joyful, and sure was needed during these dire times.

She locked her arms around my neck, pushing her chest up to mine, and droplets adorned her cleavage and glistened. “We had so much fun here,” she said as a grin spread on her face.

“It was a special time … When it was just the three of us.”

“Do you remember when I didn’t speak to you in the beginning?”

“I do,” I said. “Chabia was the one who welcomed me first.”

“I found you so good-looking you’ve no idea,” she said and became emotional. “I loved you at first sight but I was too shy, and I wasn’t sure whether my hormones were playing tricks or not. I’d just been treated badly by another man.”

“Nalia, I know all about that,” I said and dried her eyes as they leaked down her cheeks.

“It’s just now that I think about it. I don’t want you to think I didn’t want you or anything.”

“Not at all,” I said. I let my hands slide down her back to her hip. I cupped her ass as my cock grew hard between us, twitching.

“How was Chabia?” she asked.

“She’s fine … Nothing special has happened yet, so we can take this moment to relax and enjoy ourselves.”

“I want that. I really do,” she said and her eyes brightened.

We held onto each other and lightly swam around. The setting sun painted the sky orange and pink, throwing a warm, rosy glow upon the surface of the stream. The dangers, the to-do list and the thoughts faded away. It was just the two of us, suspended in each other’s embrace and the water running. She leaned her forehead on mine, and we kissed each other occasionally.

When it got cooler, I just pulled her closer to me, closing off the gap between us. “Should we go up for a little?” I asked her and caressed her smooth back. “Perhaps get something to eat.”

She bit her wet, bottom lip. “Only if I can cook for you.”

“Of course,” I said. We clambered up the bank and reached for our stuff. We went up the hill and heard the rushing sounds of the waterfall. The water hitting the rocks made it splash and spray, and a gentle mist rose as I could hear the delicate sound of tiny droplets landing on leaves and the ground. We reached our cave and stood by the entrance to look around. Goosebumps pricked my skin as memories flashed through my mind. It felt so nostalgic to be here again. It was practically untouched since we left. The mattress, where we’d slept tightly together for many nights, still lay there. Some of our pots and cooking utensils lay piled up in the corner. I slung my quiver and items on the ground. We still had some flesh from a little grizzly we’d killed a couple of days ago.

I sat down and regarded the cave art. I fixed my eyes on Venus and more memories resurfaced of when I met her for the first time. I held onto my eagle pendant necklace and reminisced over when they’d given it to me. I hadn’t been given a gift in so many years, and I valued it greatly. She looked up at me and smiled as she started rubbing the sticks into each other.

“Do you need help?” I asked her. I always asked her but she insisted on doing it herself. She could be stubborn sometimes.

“Uh-uh.” She shook her head. “You deserve to relax after running for so long.”

She still didn’t wear her chestwrap, and her breasts swung back and forth when she kept grinding the sticks into each other. Her skin glowed and the heat made her dry quicker than I. She then bent over and blew at the flames. The first threads of smoke started rising from the wood, and again she blew as hard as she could. She formed her mouth into the perfect tube, which sparked my sexual fantasies. She was truly gorgeous, and I wanted more of her creamy skin, her heat, love and heart.

“Maybe we can make a stew since we have a pot,” she suggested and looked at me for approval. As it darkened outside, the light of the fire illuminated her shapes and curves.

“I don’t mind,” I said.

She went to the corner and searched around for the pot. While being bent at the waist, she flashed her camel toe, rosebud and her round ass. My cock just twitched as I dreamed of penetrating her. She whirled around and caught me looking, and for some reason I averted. “Do you remember when you watched Chabia nude for the first time and then looked away?” she asked with a nostalgic grin.

“I do indeed,” I said and chuckled at the precious memory.

“Do I have to repeat that we are honored whenever you look at us?”

“Nah,” I said and gawked at her flesh. She tossed her brown, glittery hair over her shoulders and strode to the waterfall, and I watched her hips sway on the way. I had to get my mind on something else and started cutting the meat.

She returned, and I dumped the cubes of meat and fat into the pot. She plopped down and inched herself closer to me till her hip touched mine. She looked around and something bothered her for some reason. “What’s the matter?” I asked her and draped my arm over her shoulder.

“I don’t know … It just feels different without Chabia.”

“We can make a portal and invite her over,” I said and took her hand.

Her eyes lit up in approval of my idea. “A threesome?” she asked in an intimate and lowered voice. “Maybe we can make an offering on top of it. A nice cumswap at the end.”

My lips slid into a grin. “You’re making it difficult for me to wait.”

“Sorry,” she said playfully with hints of irony. “It just feels empty without her … A bit selfish.”

“Don’t call yourself that,” I told her. “I spend time alone with her too.”

“But I’ve had a monopoly on you the past few days though. You can’t compare that with an hour or two here and there.”

“If you want her to come. I’ll tell her to come.”

“Of course, I do.”

I rose and made my way to the wall, focusing on the vagina in my mind till my finger glowed. It was the same old, and I started painting in the ethereal, pink paint. Every time I painted a vagina, I felt a sense of worship. It was the part we’d all come from and the one that needed to be protected and enjoyed at the same time. It couldn’t dry up but had to remain wet and alive, and it needed special care and special touches.

I finished painting Chabia’s pussy. I had after all met her first, and she was the woman who’d invited me with the warmest guest hospitality.

I focused on her in my mind till she answered. Have you eaten yet?

No … What’s up?

Nalia didn’t feel so well since we are here without you. Please, go to your vagina and come. Also, bring some vegetables and spices.

She giggled and sounded thrilled either for the invite or the fact that she had to teleport through her own slit. Give me a sec to finish up the conversation with some of these women. Okay?

Alright. We’ll be waiting.

“She’ll come soon. She’s just busy welcoming the newcomers.”

A smile spread on her lips. “I’m glad … it will be like reliving our memories.”

“Totally,” I said. We waited till the portal started lubricating. Slowly, she emerged from her pussy and came out all sticky and wet.

“Gosh, I did not expect this,” she said and looked at herself. Nalia jumped up to her feet. They hadn’t seen each other for days after all.

“I’m wet,” Chabia said and carefully wrapped her arms around Nalia.

“So am I,” Nalia said with a giggle.

I stood in line and waited for them to break the hug. When they did, I fell into Chabia’s arms, holding onto her sweet flesh before sitting down again.

“How does it feel to be back here again?” Chabia asked us while dropping some of the ingredients into the stew. She was only clothed in a loincloth and wore her hair freely. She reached for the ladle and stirred it around as bubbles rose from the pot’s depth and raced to the surface. The extra ingredients spread a mouth-watering aroma in the cave, making my belly rumble.

“I missed you as soon as we came here,” Nalia admitted. “It just didn’t feel right.”

“I felt the same,” I admitted. “But other than that, it’s nostalgic.” We had so many memories from here it made my mind spin. When I first discovered the primitive women and the magic that was embedded into this world.

“I feel nostalgic too,” Chabia said. “I like to move on, but sometimes glancing back can be good and relieving. It makes you realize how far we’ve gotten and what we have accomplished.”

“How’s our camp going, flooded by women yet?”

“Oh,” she said and looked overwhelmed. “We are many, and they just keep coming through the portal. It’s like an endless river … Do you remember what Jasmina said? ‘It’s like the pink streams have never flown stronger, but there’s only one man to drink from them’.”

I flashed her a smile. “I do indeed,” I said and knew it was true. “Hopefully we’ll find as many as possible before it’s too late. The last tribess we ran into had a leader attempting suicide.”

“I heard,” she said, and her face darkened. “I don’t blame them. That’s how it usually is when you’re despairing.” She stirred the pot some more, letting the steam rise out of the cave. It was eventually finished, and she moved it aside and prepared the bowls and spoons. She filled them up for us, and I stirred the bowl with the wooden spoon and watched the ingredients float on top. We hadn’t eaten vegetables in a while. We shoveled spoonful after spoonful into our mouths.

“Hmm,” Chabia said with her eyes closed. “You killed a grizzly.”

I licked the fat from the spoon before dipping it into the bowl again. “So you’ve also missed that meat.”

She pumped her head up and down. “You better tame some for us.”

We devoured bowl after bowl till there was barely anything left. We leaned back and relaxed after having eaten that savory stew, glancing outside occasionally and admiring the stars smeared out in the sky.

“Maybe we need to take a shower first,” she said and bared her fatty hands. We hadn’t done that in a while since the meadow only had a stream. Nalia nodded eagerly and jumped to her feet, her boobs bouncing. We made our way to the waterfall and went under the water. The water hit my head and then ran down my body.

We stood close, our bodies pressed together. Our hands explored and caressed each other in a three-way exploration, fingers tracing our curves. I brushed Chabia’s blonde pubic hair aside, unveiling her femininity. With the tips of my fingers, I touched her folds and looked into her eyes which softened upon the touch. I touched her deeper, entering her and fingering her walls. I slid out and lifted my gaze to her orbs, and my eyes bounced from Nalia’s to Chabia’s. I was mesmerized by the soft feminine shapes, and at the same time, I couldn’t decide which ones I wanted to squeeze more. Drops already clung to their warm skin like glistening diamonds, and Chabia tossed her wet hair over her shoulders and pushed her melons to my face. I cupped them both and my temperature spiked. Nalia then rubbed hers against my back, her stiffening nipples drawing love scars on my skin.

“Chabia,” Nalia said as she stood there soaked to the bone, her body cleansed. “We thought of making an offering later.”

“A cum swap?” Chabia asked, her eyes twinkling with excitement.

“Uh-huh.” Nalia nodded eagerly and gravitated toward my shaft. “Will you then go down on me even after you’ve come?”

“Of course,” I told her.

Chabia looked at us and wasn’t sure what we were talking about. Nalia lowered her eyes. “I dealt with nightmares the past days, so Jasmina told Kyle to give me oral sex after bedtime.”

“I see,” Chabia said. “I’ve never heard of that before but come to think of it, when we were by ourselves, the times I went down on you before bedtime, you slept better.”

Curling their fingers around my shaft, they massaged my boner, running their hands up and down my length. I leaned back and let them continue, hardening me to concrete as I had their wet nude bodies in front of me like eye candy. Letting go of their breasts, I cupped both their pussies, and despite being under the water, I could easily feel their heat and sticky honey trailing down their slits. I caressed their asses and motioned them to the cave. “Should we call it a day?” I asked, my cock twitching. They nodded eagerly and reluctantly let go of my concrete-hard erection.

“Come,” I said. “Let’s finish up this day.” We had after all worked very hard and deserved to get some pleasure and rest. We made our way to the bed, and I just lay down. We didn’t talk about who did what since my erection was already towering over them. Chabia passed on my erection to Nalia to give her the honor of the first suck, but she refused and passed it on to her.

“I have had it in my mouth every day since we left. You should get the honor.”

Chabia smiled proudly at Nalia, pushed her hair behind her ears and opened up wide. She engulfed my cock in her warm mouth, soaking my cock as her lips slid up and down my manhood. She looked up at me through her eyelashes. She took me deep down her throat, and I felt the muscles contract around my sensitive head and the rest of my shaft. She gagged a little and flicked her eyes up to mine again, slowly coming off and leaving my cock warm and drenched. She passed it onto Nalia, who happily took it into her youthful mouth, sealed her lips tight around the head and slid my cock in and out, leaving a sopping trail of saliva behind.

“Ah gosh,” I said as I twitched in their mouths. It was especially sexy seeing Nalia taking me deep down. Her boobs reached my legs, and they were all creamy and nice to fondle with as I leaned forward and tried grabbing a chunk.

They kept taking turns sucking me, passing my erection from one mouth to another. Both of them were generous with eye contact, looking at me like I was the only man in this world and making sure to suck me as hard as possible, so I wouldn’t falter. “Hmm.”

Chabia came off with a wet pop. “How do you want it?” she asked me.

“Come here and kiss me for a little while Nalia enjoys my manhood.”

Chabia crawled up to me and leaned in for a kiss. As soon as our lips hit, Nalia’s lips touched my cock, and it felt like all three of us were in sync as we had a common goal to pleasure each other. Our lips and tongues twined together, and Chabia’s soft, velvety lips tasted sweeter than a cherry, and at the same time, Nalia kept gagging as she pushed my cock all the way to the hilt. I caressed every part of Chabia’s goddess-like body, and I pulled her flesh closer to mine and searched the crack of her ass and slid my hand back and forth. She bit her bottom lip as Nalia kept eagerly sucking me. And I trailed my fingers down to Chabia’s pussy and felt a wetness unlike any other.

Nalia came off with a pop and jerked my cock as if it were a bar of soap. “Lay down,” I told Chabia as I knew I had to enter a pussy before it was too late. She lay down and spread her legs. I didn’t have to tell Nalia what to do as she lowered her lovely bottom onto Chabia’s face; at the same moment, I thrust my cock into her depths. I slowly pushed all the way to the hilt and leaned forward to Nalia. I cupped her neck and slipped my tongue into her mouth, kissing her passionately and holding onto her for dear life as I tried to keep up the fucking rhythm, sliding in and out while fondling Nalia’s breasts. She giggled as we were all stimulated in every way possible. Our tongues and private parts were all covered and in sync.

My cock glided in and out effortlessly. We didn’t break the kiss, holding it for as long as we could. But it started becoming difficult as I whimpered in pleasure. The sensation became too strong, and I was about to reach the peak. Chabia tightened and released her vaginal muscles on me, pleasuring me some more.

Moan after moan escaped Nalia’s lips, and we broke the kiss while a string of saliva stretched from lip to lip. We looked into each other’s eyes as we both reached the peak at the same time. I drove my cock into Chabia’s depths and spilled out some precum. I pulled out and pushed all the way back and exploded, sending blast after blast into her heat. I closed my eyes and purred for a moment as it felt like I’d arrived in heaven. Her pussy contracted, hugging my cock like a warm glow as she desperately tried to milk out every drop.

Opening my eyes, I watched how Nalia kept her eyes glued on mine. She leaned forward and sought my lips, and I kissed her, slipping in my tongue and fondling a little with her breasts as I was still entrenched in Chabia’s depths.

Chabia patted Nalia’s ass and Nalia swung her legs off Chabia’s face. Chabia glistened with Nalia’s wetness; sticky honey trailed down all over her face as she licked her lips. Nalia sat on her knees next to me and pushed her hair behind her ears. “Should we have a taste?” she asked Chabia. Chabia’s eyes softened, and a flush of warmth graced her cheeks, coloring them rosy. There was no tension or worry on her face and her features were peaceful and serene. It was as if my cock had brought her to heaven.

She found herself in a state of pleasure and sighed in contentment. “Yeah.”

Nalia turned to me and waited for me to pull out, which I did and Chabia’s walls hugged till the very end. I dragged out a river of cum with me that ran over Chabia’s pink, wet folds. Nalia’s eyes widened, and she leaned into Chabia’s womanhood and pressed her tongue close to her pink entrance, drinking in the cum as if drinking from a faucet. She filled her mouth and swallowed, filled it again and quickly went close to Chabia, who opened. Nalia dumped my stringy seed into her mouth which landed on her tongue and some spilled on her lips.

“There’s more,” Nalia said and hurried back, filling her mouth again with my buttermilk till her cheeks were bloated. They rose to their feet with cum spilled over their chests and lips. They swallowed half of it and went to the soil close to the stream and dumped the rest for the offering. They whispered an important prayer, thanking Venus for strength and longevity before making their way back up to the hill. I was exhausted, but I watched Nalia’s pussy that was drenched, and I knew I had to lick her too before bedtime. I didn’t want her to have any nightmares, and I would do this solely for her.

Chabia slumped down next to me, and the flush was still on her cheeks and her relaxed features. “Oh, what it feels so relieving to have a three-way and make an offering on top of it.

“I feel it too,” I told her and watched her. Her lips curved into a radiant, joyful smile, which was infectious and impossible to resist. “We definitely needed that.” It also made me reminisce over our time spent here, and I knew there would be more similar moments. I looked over at Nalia’s flesh and patted her legs which were covered in honey and saliva spills. “Spread them for me.”

“Okay,” she said eagerly. “I’m glad this night isn’t over yet.”

I crawled between her legs and spread them a bit farther. Chabia sure had done a good job licking her since she was still drenched and the insides of her legs glistened. Her womanhood looked like a pink delicious fruit and had a sweet aroma. I leaned into her and pressed my tongue flat on her wet center. She was incredibly warm, and I felt Chabia’s breath on her as I licked her all the way up to the clit and delivered worshiping kisses all over her womanhood.

Flicking my tongue back and forth while gently brushing my fingers over her clit, she started lifting her pelvis and pushed her pussy to my face. She reached my head with her hands and buried me inside her. I drove my tongue deeper and deeper, and more and more lubricants flowed out like an eternal, pink stream. I licked up every drop and made sure to lick the clit, locking my lips on it.

I released her pearl and licked her pussy in deep, slow strokes before plunging my tongue through her drenched pink flesh and digging deep inside her honey hole. I sucked her lips into my mouth and covered her pussy, drinking in her eternal stream as her moans of pleasure reverberated through the cave and world.

She thrust her hips and moaned louder. Goosebumps flared across her body, and she whispered breathlessly, “I’m right there.”

I knew it was urgent and refused to let go of her pink flesh before she’d reached the peak. She arched her back and her body went rigid. “One more lick,” she said as her boobs swelled like balloons. I finished it off with the last tongue stroke. She gasped and squirted a pink arch all over my face. I wiped it off my eyes and watched her slump down. Her hand landed right on her chest, and she breathed deeply.

Chabia handed me a cloth. “That was quicker than I expected,” I said.

“It’s because I warmed her up for it,” she said with a wink. I wiped my face and squeezed myself between them. “You’re alright Nalia?” I asked her and caressed the curve of her ass.

“Yeah, I feel so much better … I really do.”

We spooned, and I pulled her bottom closer to my crotch and nestled my hardening shaft into the crack of her ass. Chabia lay right behind me, locking her arms over my chest. “Good night,” I wished them.

“Good night,” they wished me back.
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I sat on top of the hill and stared out at my tribe. Women teemed like ants in nests, and hundreds of shelters were dotted around the meadow. We’d felled so many trees; we weren’t that far from reaching the field. Several of the young women bathed nude in the river, and on top of it, I had impregnated many of them, but there were more than thousands left.

They were just flowing into our camp, and we tried to welcome as many of them as possible, and we’d succeeded so far by giving them something productive to do. I knew we weren’t finished though, far from it. We also had to catch this wretched shaman and kill her for good. Amania had told us to wait till the right moment. Jasmina also stressed the importance of visions and not to act on impulses.

As I gazed over my tribe, I saw Jasmina’s face glow in my mind. I answered. Hello.

Hi … Amania and I would like to talk. We had a vision after making an offering to Venus.

It’s okay. I’ll meet you at the fire. I saw her sitting by the main campfire. There were currently more than dozens of campfires all surrounding the main one. I made my way down the hill, passing by women dressed either in rags or no clothes at all. They stiffened when I passed by, eyes widening and legs spreading, perhaps wishing I would take them. I could smell that they were horny. Their sweet scents hung in the air, and their lubricated pink entrances just waited for me to slide into them. Some I’d already been to, and some hoped they could persuade me for a quicky. A mother, with a massive bust, smooth skin and thick lips, pushed her beautiful daughter to me.

“Kyle,” she said desperately and seized my attention. She looked like an attractive milf with her curves and bust. “My daughter is over eighteen. It’s her biggest dream to be impregnated by a strong man like you. She’s been lusting for you since she heard of how you slew Jamukha.”

“Mom,” she said in a hushed voice and gave her a look. A faint blush spread on her tanned cheeks.

This had been the norm for the past few days. Moms pushing their daughters or siblings pushing their sisters to my face. They were extraordinarily beautiful, so it was sometimes hard to resist, but we had work to do after all. “I hear you, and the day will come,” I told her and watched the innocent brunette watching me shyly. “She’s attractive, but we need peace first.”

“So, you want to impregnate my darling?” she asked as if she couldn’t believe it. Her daughter’s jaw slowly dropped.

“I do and I will,” I said and walked up to her, taking her hand which trembled like a leaf. I pressed my lips to it, and she stopped shaking. Instead, a blush spread from her cheeks, her neck and the upper part of her young breasts. “Give me a couple of days.”

“Oh, thank Venus,” the mother said with a hand over her heart. It looked as if her daughter was about to melt, and I tried to hurry before more of them would vie for my attention in creative ways.

I reached the fire, and they were all seated. Liana, Chabia, Nalia and Jasmina and Amania. The fire flickered brighter than usual, and I took a seat next to them and looked at each and every one of them. “So, anything new yet?”

“We should go soon,” Jasmina said. “The timing is right, but first Amania would like to say something.”

She wore her dark, glossy hair loose, and she aimed her obsidian, tear-stained eyes at me. I hadn’t seen her like that since she was tied up to that tree. “It hasn’t been fun losing my sister,” she started and painfully lowered her gaze. “It pains me to tell you this, but I have to.” She fixed her eyes on mine. They were intense and focused, revealing a determination. “You must kill her. You have to kill her at all costs. There’s nothing left of what resembled that joyful girl I grew up with. She is corrupt to the core and nothing can be saved.” Leaning over, we all listened intently. I knew she wasn’t finished yet, but she paused to breathe in deeply, trying to calm herself and the emotions that resurfaced. “She knows you, and she knows you’re a good person. She’ll try to seduce you. The same way she seduced me and tied me up to a tree. She’s very cunning and acted like she’d seen the light and regretted anything, but it was all a lie to use me as bait.”

Tears welled up in her eyes, and she couldn’t hold it in any longer. Chabia reached for a cloth and dried Amania’s eyes. I could clearly understand why it was so difficult for her. No one would like to tell someone else to kill their own family member. I let her take the time she needed to recover since her sister’s behavior was still vague, and I had many questions. “Why isn’t she coming to us?”

She sniveled. “She tried that but failed … You defeated the shadow, and she’ll try something else. She wants to lure us, but most importantly, you to her, and she granted us access to her visions. I know where she’s waiting for us.”

I arched an eyebrow. “If she wants us to come, why should we go then?” It made me scratch my neck since it didn’t make much sense.

“Unfortunately, we don’t have much of a choice,” she explained. “She’s continuously working on destroying this world. If she manages to make a disease that has already wiped out the weak men, she could do the same with us women. She’s letting us save them on purpose and without resistance for a reason, and that was what Jasmina and I saw together.”

“Killing off you would be the same as killing all of us,” Jasmina chimed in. “But if you try to avoid her, she would try to kill the women anyway. It’s the best solution to confront her.”

My face darkened as I realized we were dealing with someone very sophisticated. It felt like she had us by the balls. “We don’t have another choice but to face her,” I said and contemplated. “How far is she?”

“A couple of days on foot from here, hiding in a valley,” Jasmina said.

“She must be preparing something. Does she have anyone fighting for her?”

“She does,” Amania said. “She has her powers, being able to manipulate the weather. She’s also resurrecting beasts unlike any other. They’re being taught to get you. If that fails, and you’ll get close to her, seducing you will be the final option. You must plunge your spear deep into her heart. There’s no alternative.”

I knew it was serious when she couldn’t stop stressing the importance of it. I watched my ladies. “We need to bring the most skilled fighters, but I don’t want anyone to get hurt.”

“So, you will be hurt instead?” Nalia blurted and gave me a look. “I want to fight alongside you.”

She truly could be stubborn sometimes. “I wasn’t about to reject you, but we have to find suitable options for all of us. Jasmina, can you manipulate the weather in return?”

“I can,” she said. “She won’t have an edge over us in that field, although the power of the beasts makes me a bit uneasy.”

“We’ll have someone to defend you while you can chant in peace. Are there any other skilled fighters in our camp?”

Jasmina nodded again. “We’ve found many women willing to fight for us. They’re a bit older, but they are willing to sacrifice themselves for our future. Valaria brought with her piles of weapons when she moved here, so there won’t be a shortage of those either.”

I saw some dark days ahead of me before the sun would rise again. “Alright … We’ll leave tomorrow. We can’t afford to waste more time.” I knew I had to act when thinking of a disease killing my innocent women.

Jasmina took my hand. “We should make an offering tomorrow … The strongest one before leaving. We need it.”

“We will,” I told her firmly. I didn’t have the greatest appetite as I talked with Liana, Chabia and Nalia. They were all equally as prepared to come with me. We would also bring some women who could take care of the wounded. We had to be as prepared as possible, and what Amania told us was urgent. She could not spread an illness that would wipe out the women, and if she’d done so for the men, she could easily do so for the ladies.

After I’d discussed it with them, the sun was already sinking. Valaria stood at the center of our camp, next to piles of weapons and other supplies. She was no longer at the trading post but spent most of the time organizing and making sure things were built and made. She was equally as talented at organizing as she was at trading. Her eyes brightened upon seeing me, and she opened up her arms without hesitation. “If only my eyes were as bright as yours,” I said and envied her positivity.

“Dark times ahead, eh?”

“We need plenty of weapons,” I told her, breaking the hug.

“Jasmina already told me,” she said and showed me what she’d gathered for us. I whistled softly for myself and saw hundreds of arrows, several bows and spears. “I’ve gathered women who knew how to make weapons and they started making them without hesitation. They are building more at the moment.”

“You don’t miss the trading post, do you?”

She shrugged. “It was a nice place but painful being away from you.”

“I see,” I said and nodded to myself. “Soon we can have peace and more time for ourselves, but for now, gather the weapons that my women need.”

“Anything for you,” she said loyally and bowed her head. A smile danced on her lips. “A kiss before we part?” I leaned in for a deep, passionate kiss. It felt like an electric shock as they touched, and we deepened the kiss by cupping our necks and swirling our tongues together. Breaking the kiss, she seemed somewhat satisfied. “I’m not going to wish you good luck since I know you won’t need it.”

I smiled. “I like your mentality. Goodbye for now.”

I went to the young girls and saw Sofya helping Felicia walk. She’d just been peeing and sat down on the wood logs. I sat down next to them and their eyes lit up upon seeing me. “How’s it going?” I asked them. Liam was rolling around on the grass and his eyes widened to saucers upon seeing me.

“We could have felt better,” they said as they cradled my children in their arms. Sofya reached for our son and hugged him, but Liam couldn’t stop looking at me with his round shiny eyes.

“I’m a bit worried after everything I’ve heard,” Felicia said with hints of concern.

I understood where they were coming from. “We’ll soon be back,” I promised. “And we’ll soon live in peace.”

“I’ll soon give birth too,” she said gladly, and it was something which lit up her smile for the moment. She caressed the swell of her tummy, and she motioned for me to do the same. I cupped her belly, feeling our baby kick, making me question if it was a boy or a strong girl.

“Do you know how many days are left?” I questioned.

“Jasmina guessed in ten days,” she said eagerly. “I can’t wait.”

“Neither can I.” There was always a joy when seeing a newborn face when they were squeezed out of my women’s pink openings. It was I who’d impregnated them and I would continue to do so. Sofya passed Liam on to me, and I felt an urge to protect him and do anything for him. I felt the same for the rest of my women. If I didn’t, everything would vanish, and my blood and life would not flow on. I would die and so would the rest of us. I wanted to live. I wanted to be surrounded by these women and hold onto them till my last breath.

My son held onto my ear and pinched my cheek till it slightly hurt. He seemed victorious after having pinched me as if he were stronger. I kissed his shiny forehead as his hair was about to grow on top of his head.

“Let’s eat together,” I said and cast a glance at Chabia and Jasmina preparing a meal for us as more women were lighting up their campfires. “Then tomorrow, we’ll be gone for a few days.”

Felicia’s eyes welled up, but she then smiled as only a single tear made its way down her cheek. She managed to suppress the rest. “Sorry, I just got a bit emotional.”

“What did you want to say?” I questioned.

“Nothing … I know you protected us before and I know you’ll do so again.”

“You’re right.” I lifted her up to her feet and embraced her. Despite her pregnant tummy pushing us apart, and not making the hug as intimate as possible, it was the thought that counted.

“I’ll breed and protect all of you till the day I die,” I promised her.

“I know,” she whispered. “Your actions speak for themselves … Can you help me to the campfire?”

I nodded and motioned the other pregnant girls with me. I looked across my camp and there was definitely a somber mood hanging thick in the air. Rumors spread like wildfire among my women and all of them knew I had to go out on a dangerous journey. Seeing all these beautiful women just vying for my attention and wanting to love me, I knew what was at stake. I knew I couldn’t die, and I knew I would do anything to keep us alive, so we could continue to thrive.








  
  
  Chapter 13

  
  







I buried my cock all the way to the hilt with a loud groan. I sent out numerous shots of cum into Jasmina’s ass. I pulled out and pushed all the way into Amania’s tight rosebud and emptied myself. I held onto her porcelain ass a bit longer before pulling out and gasping in relief.

I watched my pearly cum trickle out from both of their brown stars, and my women were prepared. Nalia and Chabia were up first, pressing their tongues close up to their backdoors and catching my pearly cum that thickly flowed out. Chabia filled her mouth and went over to Jasmina, dumping half of her load in her mouth. Nalia was already leaning over Amania’s mouth and dumped my cum. Liana and the rest of her women were up next, pushing their mouths close to their asses and catching the cum which came trickling out. When their mouths were filled, they took a moment to swap it back and forth, from mouth to mouth, and they then swallowed and dumped some of it onto the soil.

They whispered a prayer to Venus shortly after while I remained as hard as I could be. We’d just woken up when the sun was rising over the trees. There weren’t many who’d woken up yet. Some women in the distance peed here and there, but we were the early risers since we had to leave. They’d all taken turns to spit at the rim of Jasmina’s and Amania’s buttholes, preparing for my erect shaft. I’d woken up with a painful erection, and it was luxurious that they lined up their asses just for my sake.

“Get the animals ready and let’s get going,” I told them while I pulled on my loincloth. They mounted some rhinos I’d tamed earlier. They were a bit younger and could run a bit faster compared to the mega rhinos. I checked so we all had our weapons and gear ready. It wasn’t only weapons we needed but also remedies, thread and needles in case one of us got wounded. We also had attached wooden shields to the rhinos, preparing ourselves for everything. All of us wore leather clothing and covered more skin than usual. At the end of the journey, hopefully, such battle clothes would never be needed again.

“Alright,” I said as they gave a nod of approval. “Let’s go.”




I halted and glanced at Jasmina and Amania. They rode on the same rhino, and Amania had her arms wrapped around Jasmina’s waist. Jasmina looked at the direction we were heading in and closed her eyes for a couple of seconds. “Straight ahead,” Jasmina said and opened her eyes. “We aren’t far from there.”

I believed it was at the peak of the day. There was a thick sheet of clouds overhead, not leaving any room for sunlight to filter through. In addition to the clouds, it felt significantly darker. My women were right behind me. They’d vowed not to let me cum till we’d fought and defeated Seelania. There had been some painful nights as they’d all snuggled up to me. Some of them had masturbated and made offerings to Venus only to rub their wet slits onto my legs as we went to sleep. I hadn’t succumbed to my own needs, even if it was tempting to do so.

The ground shook as the rhinos trampled down anything that was in their way. My women’s boobs bounced as they rode on top. I led the way by running in front of them. We were far away from green scenery, flowing streams and wildlife. We’d entered a barren terrain, and a valley stretched out before us. The valley’s walls were far away, but I saw them, weathered and weary. The floor was like a sea of cracked earth and coarse sand. There was a gloomy silence that hung in the air, broken only by the rhinos grunting and the wind blowing. The landscape looked unique but not so pleasant. I preferred the fertile land with rainbows, butterflies, lush soil, honey and wetness.

I picked up a stench of rotting flesh and saw skeletons lying here and there. I wrinkled my nose as the bones crunched under the rhino’s feet. “This must be the valley that Laralia mentioned when we first met her,” I said.

“Indeed, it is,” Jasmina confirmed, her face darkening. “She collected the dead men and dumped them here.”

“Why would she do such a horrible thing?” Nalia said and shuddered. She’d ridden steadier than ever with the quiver slung over her shoulder and her gaze aimed forward. She was prepared for the worst as she tightened the grip on the reins.

“To intimidate us,” Amania said and narrowed her eyes. “It’s one of her signature ploys, trying to scare us into submission. She’s always done that to various degrees, but this one stands out. Just ride on and ignore it.”

We rode, and it didn’t take us far till I spotted her with Eagle Eye. I held up my hand and motioned them to halt. I glanced over at Jasmina and she confirmed it as well. “It’s her,” she said with a nod. “This is the place I saw in my dream.”

“She’s waiting for us ahead,” I said. She matched the description we’d received from Amania earlier. She didn’t look well and stood next to a giant raven surrounded by beasts. She had the same dark hair as Amania but hers was shriveled, unkept and thinning. Her skin was covered in zits and lacked the flawless glow of Amania, but it had a purple complexion, and she was fully covered up in baggy, purple-leathered clothing.

Jasmina, Amania, some fighters and the medics dismounted. “I’ll remain in the background and turn the weather on our side,” Jasmina said.

“I’ll bring any wounded over as quickly as possible,” I said.

Amania remained with Jasmina, but she looked at me at the last second. “Remember what I told you,” she said gravely.

I let her words sink in, but I didn’t understand why she kept stressing the importance of it. I already knew, and there was no reason to continuously emphasize it. I motioned the rest of the women with me as we rode on.

A dark shadow covered the end of the valley. Seelania’s thin hair fluttered in the wind as she raked her fingers through the hair on the raven’s neck. She wore an emotionless and cold expression, sending a shiver down my spine. She was in stark contrast to her beautiful sister, and I questioned how it went so astray. She jerked her head at us, and the beasts turned around. They were half wolves or bears and half women hybrids. They looked nowhere near as civilized as the beastmen we’d fought earlier or nowhere near as attractive as Felicia.  

She made a signal with her hand, and they all made space for her. She aimed her obsidian eyes at me, the only resemblance left to her sister. “Kyle,” she said with a raspy voice as if she’d been a chain smoker for years. “It’s an honor to meet such a strong man like you.”

“Was it an honor to slay so many too?”

Her lips slid into a grin. “I was just being selective … You know when men try to pick a woman, and they won’t go for me because I wasn’t appealing enough. I wanted to see which one would stand up even after having dangers thrown at him from every angle.”

“You don’t have to kill something to challenge it.”

“But they wanted to kill me,” she said coldly.

“I would have welcomed you with open arms if you hadn’t chosen this path,” I said and started questioning if this was an attempt for me to pity her.

“Come then,” she said with a wicked grin.

I spat and nocked my arrow on the bowstring, aiming it at her heart and fired as hard as I could. She regarded it patiently, and just when it was about to strike her, a lightning flashed down from the sky. The shaft went up in smoke, and a grin spread on her lips as another lightning forked down from the sky, aimed at us. I felt a sudden pressure coming from the barren ground, and the lightning stopped, cracked and sparkled before going up in smoke. An image of Jasmina flashed by, and I had to thank her later.

Seelania gnashed her teeth and threw her right hand at us. “Get them!” she shouted in her nasty voice. The beasts leaped and charged toward us. My women kicked their feet into their rhinos, and we repelled their attacks. The rhinos ran into them with their sharp horns aimed at their flesh. The clash echoed through the land.

I ran at the first beast I got my eyes on. With the tip of my spear aimed at its chest, I buried it deep till it protruded out on the other side. It bared its fangs at me at the last second but was too late. I pulled the spear out and kicked it right in its face.

Darker clouds clashed with lighter, and the clap of thunder rolled over us. I felt rain for one second and not the other. And I understood Jasmina was busy manipulating the weather at the same time as Seelania.

While my women were warding off the beasts, I ran after Seelania. She swung her legs over the bird and yanked the reins. The giant raven flapped its wings, and she flew higher into the air and aimed her finger at me. The lightning came flashing down from the sky but met the same fate as the last one. It was thwarted by Jasmina’s magic, and her face flashed through my mind once again. I tried to fire another arrow, but Seelania was on guard and sent a gust of wind that blew the arrow away. I cursed myself and questions whirled around my mind on how to hit her. I wanted to prevent as much blood from being spilled among my tribe members as they fought. But the inevitable happened as I saw a beast jumping onto the back of a woman and digging its claws into her back. She shrieked, and I ran, my feet thundering across the valley. I jumped and threw it aside with my bare hands. I buried my spear into its guts before it could take another breath. My eyes darted to the woman who was about to fall off her rhino because of her wounds, and I ran, stretched out my hands and caught her at the last second.

“Are you alright?” I asked and tried shaking her. She groaned in pain as her blood leaked over my hands.

“We’ll take over,” Chabia exclaimed. “Take her to the medics.”

She wasn’t that old, but I found her incredibly brave that she wanted to help us in these dire times. It was a shame I didn’t know her name yet. I ran all the way back, making dust rise behind me. A couple of seconds later, I reached them. They were already prepared with remedies, thread and needles. I laid her down and caught a glance at Jasmina and Amania who kept chanting with their eyes closed. Jasmina opened an eye and winked at me. It was encouraging, and I ran back as quickly as I could. 

I caught sight of a beast that was about to come charging at Nalia. She was busy trying to ward off some other beasts coming from behind, emptying her quiver as blood spilled. The beast trotted toward her, licking its lips and baring its fangs. It launched itself toward her and extended its bloody claws to her flesh.

I jumped on top of a boulder and launched myself at the beast and took my spear in midair. I buried it into its back, so it came rolling down on the ground. It squirmed and whimpered in pain, but I yanked my spear out, pulling a stream of blood with me. I stabbed it again in its heart.

Nalia was caught in shock as she’d completely missed the incoming beast. “Thanks,” she said.

“You are welcome,” I said. I darted my eyes everywhere as that coward of a shaman kept flying in the sky while we were decimating her beasts. The ground constantly shook as the rhinos rode everywhere and arrows rained from the sky followed by the loud thud of arrowhead against flesh. I fixed my eyes on her and wanted to get her anyway.

Jasmina, is there any way you can thwart her lightning attack, so I can reach her? I asked urgently.

I don’t think so, she answered and sounded exhausted. I’m doing everything I can to keep the rain to a minimum and keep the lightning from striking any of you. She’s really powerful.

Indeed, she was. She stopped in midair, her great raven flapping its wings. She fixed her vicious eyes on the ground and pointed her hand at the soil. With a sudden jolt, the earth trembled. Rocks and stones tumbled from the sides of the valley’s walls, and I tried to find balance as the tremor continued. Cracks snaked across the pavement, and the ground seemed to split open. A rhino fell between the cracks, and I hurried to them and saw the lady and her animal stuck. I helped the rhino out by lifting it from the bottom and checking on the women. “Are you wounded?” I asked her hurriedly.

She nodded and gritted her teeth in pain. “I think so.”

“Come,” I said and picked her up in my arms. I felt only pain when seeing them hurt and wanted to end it quicker. On my way to Jasmina, the earth trembled to the point I almost lost my balance. The shaking felt like great turbulence as dust rose from all the rocks falling from the valley’s walls. I laid the lady down and noticed the other one I had brought here earlier sat with a bandage wrapped around her wound.

I ran back and noticed more and more beasts on the ground. She fumed, but I wasn’t sure if this mattered if Seelania would continue to run away all the time. I needed a potent aim at her. We needed to come closer to her. She could just flee and seduce more beasts, giving her time to come up with another disease for another day.

I sighed and tried coming up with something. Chabia rode next to my side as we had our eyes glued to her. The wooden shield on the sides of her rhino was dotted with spear marks and cuts.

“Any ideas?” she asked with a sheen of sweat on her forehead.

I watched Seelania closely and got the impression she would try to flee as the tables were turned. I fixed my eyes on a couple of ravens in a nest on top of the valley’s wall, and an idea struck me. “Cover me while I try to tame a raven.”

“I got your back,” she said and beckoned Nalia to come. She pulled the reins and turned the rhino to us. It grunted and trotted, and Nalia rode it with ease. She was slightly dirty, her feet caked with mud but luckily there was no blood. Her massive breasts hadn’t been a burden for her as she fought on and slew many beasts. They’d mistaken her for easy prey only to receive a shaft through their throats shortly after. “Let’s cover Kyle while he tries to tame a raven.”

“We’re watching your back,” Nalia said and nodded her head at me.

I nocked an arrow on the bowstring and drew. I fired at the nest and struck one of them. One of them croaked that I suspected to be the father. It flapped its great wings and aimed its eyes at me. I spat to the side as it plunged, aiming its eyes at me. I caught it in my hands and ran back, holding onto it. It tried to stab me with its robust, black beak. I pushed it away and made an attempt to wrestle with it, but it squirmed itself free from my grip. It croaked at the top of its lungs as it flew away and then made a turn.

I quickly looked at Seelania, and I saw fear in her eyes that her beasts were slowly getting decimated, one by one as they fell to their deaths. The raven aimed its sharp beak at me, made a turn and then descended right down upon me. It croaked and fixed its black eyes on me. I didn’t back off but welcomed it with open arms as it was headed straight for me. Nalia and Chabia covered me and shot any incoming beasts. I caught the raven’s wings in my hands, not letting it fly away. I leaned over it and kept it pinned to the ground. It tried to flap its wings, but they just twitched. It quickly realized it wouldn’t fly anywhere. I made its eyes face me, and I stared it down till it blinked, showing it who was superior.

“That’s it,” I whispered as its eyes softened. It shrank under my gaze and slowly yielded to my authority. I let go of its wings while it regarded me.

Seelania raged as she noticed what was going on, raising her voice at the top of her lungs. “Get him!” she cried out to the beasts, and all of a sudden the ground rumbled like an earthquake in my direction.

“I tamed it. You can go,” I urgently told Chabia and Nalia as I swung my feet over the great raven’s back. They rode away to the rest of their women, dust rising over the thundering feet. I’d never ridden a bird but trusted my instincts. I had after all tamed the raven and it was on my side. It flapped its wings, taking off. I felt the rush of wind against my face as we continued to rise. I effortlessly flew through the sky, its wings beating strongly. I aimed my eyes at my target without glancing down.

Seelania raged and drummed her fists on her raven. She turned to me and panic seized her. She sent out numerous flashes of lightning but Jasmina protected me as they sparkled right above me. She raged, letting out a guttural roar. She pointed to the soil and made the ground shudder. “Unite and take one!” Seelania shouted. I wasn’t sure what that meant, but she did everything she could to avoid me as I glided through the sky and tailed her. The beasts ganged up on Lania and surrounded her, baring their fangs and roaring. She had nowhere to go and tried fighting herself out, but it exposed the beasts to the rest of them. My women rushed over to quickly help her, but it was too late as I saw a spear striking her thigh. But she still sat on top of the rhino and used her shield to ward them off, and the rest of my women slew the beasts as they tried to focus on Lania, but her spilled blood worried me and made my heart ache.

I tried contacting her with telepathy but she didn’t respond, so I contacted Chabia instead. Are you there?

Yes, she answered with hints of worry.

How is she?

It’s not looking good, but she wants to tell you to focus and fight on. This was Seelania’s plan to redirect your attention to us. We believe she’s planning to flee.

I also suspected that, but it pained me to let Liana lay there and squirm in pain. I directed my attention at Seelania and flew as fast as I could. I tried keeping the balance and loaded my bow at the same time, sending out numerous arrows at her. She dipped and flew to the side, and the arrows whistled past her. She sent out lightning which fried the arrows she didn’t dodge. Despite her setbacks, she laughed, and it sounded awful. I reached into my quiver and noticed I only had the spear left. I tossed away the bow and quiver and held onto the spear for dear life. It was a personal gift from Venus and my only chance to get Seelania.

The raven flapped its wings and we gained altitude. We then plunged right down and crashed into hers. Her raven croaked, and she beat her fists onto it. It looked like she’d attempted to send another lightning at me, but it didn’t work. I tried again, but a sudden wind pushed us apart, and my hair fluttered wildly. Another gust hit me and was on the point of blowing me off. I curled my arm around the raven’s neck and pressed my legs into its flanks. Neither I nor the raven gave up, and it continued to fly strongly despite the powerful winds. Jasmina, some help with the winds.

Go for it, she replied.

I rose on the eagle’s back, and Jasmina timed it well, thwarting the winds as I suddenly heard how they stopped whistling and dropped. I hurled the spear right at her since she was busy trying to blow me off with the winds and couldn’t hit me with lightning. I hit her raven right in the ribs. It croaked as blood spilled and rained. I sat down, and we charged right at Seelania’s bird. It stabbed its beak right into the raven’s cut, widening the wound till the raven took its last breath and plummeted to the ground. Seelania panicked as she was about to fall to the end of the valley, right where we’d seen her first.

She came crashing down and the loud thump and shriek that followed was deafening. Peering, I was unsure whether she still lived because of the rising dust. “Come on,” I said and jerked my head at her. “Let’s land.”

The raven flew down and landed a couple of feet away from her. I swung my feet off its back and went over to the Seelania who was a couple of feet away from her dead bird. I waved the dust away, and she was groaning in pain and definitely alive. I took the spear out of the raven’s back and approached her. She was breathing heavily and seemed to be on the verge of dying. I didn’t want to exchange a word with her, but she turned around and suddenly the purple complexion was gone, and unlike what I’d seen earlier, I saw emotions on her face. She made herself look innocent, and tears dribbled down her cheeks, reminding me of a crying girl I’d seen before.

She sniveled. “I’ve been miserable all my life,” she said and let the tears run freely. Her legs were broken and scars from the fall lined her face and arms. “It hasn’t been fun.”

“It hasn’t been fun for a lot of the women either,” I told her and kept her gaze.

“I’m sorry,” she said and her voice cracked. She raised her wounded hand to her chest. “I apologize for everything.”

“You’re sorry you got caught.”

“Please,” she said and made herself shrink. “I’ll change for the better. You must understand where I am coming from. I’ve never been loved in my life. I haven’t even been kissed.”

“I … ” I stopped and thought for a minute. It was difficult to ignore her desperate plea. There was once upon a time when I wasn’t loved either, and I knew just a kiss could change a lot, and it didn’t cost much either.

“Please,” she begged, her lower lip quivering as tears streaked her cheeks. “I just want a kiss.”

“Kyle!” Amania shouted in the background. I turned around and saw her running toward me. She was winded and her hair fluttered behind her. “Don’t do it!”

I turned back to Seelania who made herself look more innocent. “Why … Why do you want to hurt someone like me … After everything I’ve gone through?”

“You had your chance.”

“I never did,” she whispered and shook her head.

I questioned whether it would hurt to try. Amania had warned me repeatedly, but it was difficult, especially when she made herself look so vulnerable. I couldn’t stop to think of my own life, and I knew what it felt like to be unappealing. I’d also been there. Maybe a kiss would help …

I went closer to Seelania. I watched her cracked lips, which looked even worse after her fall, and I couldn’t help but feel bad for her. She looked relieved when I leaned in, and I wanted to prove to her that she wasn’t as ugly as she thought she was. “I’ve done so many wrong things, and I regret it. I truly do,” she whispered again. I couldn’t hear Amania’s voice any longer and neither saw my women in my mind. It felt like there was some sort of magic that isolated us. I leaned forward and closed in any gaps between us, and a grin spread on her face so suddenly as I realized I was about to swallow her poison. My hand darted to the spear, and I plunged it right into her heart. In the last second, her hand formed into a spear, and she stabbed it right into my guts. I grunted in pain, but I kept mine inside her heart longer, twisting it till the fear of death widened in her eyes. Drawing her last breath, she slumped back. I dropped the spear as the adrenaline faded, and I took a couple of steps back as blood gushed over my body. I staggered as the world faded. The last I heard and felt was someone crying and catching me when I fell.
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I slowly opened my eyes to the sight of my erection buried in Jasmina’s mouth. She sucked me deep and wet, and I felt an intense pleasure unlike any other. On the next downward stroke, I exploded inside her mouth and fired right down her throat as it splashed and spilled all inside her mouth. I gasped in relief as she kept swallowing load after load. She milked me for a little and came off with a wet pop, and I watched her as she was fully nude and surrounded by the rest of my women.

“Is he awake?” Nalia exclaimed.

“Let him relax,” Chabia said and tried to restrain her. “He needs time.”

“I want to hug him,” she blurted.

“We all do,” Chabia confirmed.

I sat up and looked at the sky, and it was no longer cloudy but sunny. I picked up the scent of death but couldn’t see since my women surrounded me. I touched my abdomen where I remembered she stabbed me, but I felt only smooth and healed skin.

“What happened?” I asked.

Smiling, Amania sat close to Jasmina. I felt the barren terrain and suspected we were still in the valley. “She almost seduced you,” Amania said gravely. “But you killed her at the last second, but she also inflicted a fatal wound upon you. We healed you though, so here we are.”

“Where is she?” I asked. They moved aside and showed me the corpse of her lying there on the barren ground. I nodded to myself and scenes of the battle flashed through my mind. I remembered it all, and especially the ending where she’d attempted to flee, but I tamed the raven and caught her at the last second. She tried to seduce me and almost succeeded. I lowered my head in shame, especially after her sister had repeatedly warned me. Amania patted my shoulder, and I raised my gaze to her.

She leaned in to kiss my lips. “It just proves that you’re a good person … It’s nothing to lose sleep over,” she said.

I looked into her obsidian eyes, and she had more in common with Jasmina than I thought. But I let her words sink in, and they healed me. They healed me just as well as my tribe had taken care of me. “Thank you,” I said and rose to my feet. I turned to Jasmina and embraced her first for having healed me and the heavenly blow job she’d given me upon waking up. “Thank you too … for healing my wound. That could have been fatal.”

“Not with my powers,” she insisted as a smile played on her lips. “I knew we would make it all along.” She was right and had been the most confident among us since the start. I broke the hug and planted a well-deserved kiss on her cheeks, but the rest of my women stood in line and deserved hugs and kisses as well.

I started with Nalia who eagerly threw her arms around my neck. She mashed her impressive bosom against my chest, and I cupped her precious ass. “Did you see me fight?” she asked eagerly.

“I saw everything … And you keep impressing me each and every time.”

She broke the hug to look into me with her golden eyes. Her gaze softened, and I saw hints of fatigue. “I don’t want to fight any longer. I hope we can just rest for a little, and take a day at a time.” She reached for my bulge and stroked it intimately, reminding me of what awaited me for the coming days.

“We will,” I said as she kept stroking me intimately. “I promise we will.”

I turned to Chabia, but she lowered her eyes demurely and took a step aside. “Check on the wounded first,” she said. I couldn’t stop admiring her. She was such a sweetheart who always had to think of someone else before she thought of herself, and her actions warmed my heart equally as much as a hug.

I checked on Liana since I remembered how she was about to be ganged. But she looked fully healed and cleansed, standing tall on both her feet. Her hair was slightly tousled after the battle, but her flesh was mostly undamaged. “I was about to come to you,” I said with hints of guilt.

A smile broke out on her face and freckled cheeks. “But you wouldn’t have gotten that vicious shaman otherwise.”

“I just wanted you to know.”

“I appreciate everything you’ve done for us. You’re a hero, Kyle.”

Her words warmed me, and I checked on the rest of them. Luckily, there weren’t many injured. It just proved that we’d become so strong that we could ward off any attacks and face any challenges. Most if not all men had died, yet I stood tall. We hadn’t succumbed to paranoia either. We were proactive and fought on while the threats lurked in the back of our heads.  

I turned to Chabia and also made sure there wasn’t a scratch on her honey-toned skin. I found none, and she glowed brighter than ever as my eyes finally landed on her blue eyes like two sapphire jewels. “One last hug for you, and then we leave.” She softly locked her arms around my neck. It was like a magnetic pull, and the world around us faded into insignificance. My focus narrowed on her, and my fingers interlocked behind her back. I felt the rise and fall of her boobs and the thud of her heartbeat. We pressed our bodies together, as I felt a need to protect and love this woman at all costs. She was there for me from the beginning, and there was just something special every time I had a moment with her for myself. I broke the hug and leaned in for a tender kiss, locking my lips on hers. I wanted to tell her that I loved her, but a smile broke out on her face as she leaned her forehead on mine.

“I know what you’re feeling,” she said sweetly, her warm breath against my face.

Time stood still whenever I had an intimate moment with her. “I’m glad.” We released each other and I turned to where we’d come from. “Let’s head back.”

They had to be two on each rhino since many had been slain. I wrinkled my nose as we passed through the barren valley filled with beast corpses and men. It was a reminder that it could’ve been us if we didn’t fight. But we’d fought and we still lived. We were strong and would continue to be so.




Riding through the forest, the meadow opened up before our eyes. I’d already spoken to Valaria earlier, so she would have some food ready. The sun started its slow descent toward the horizon, and the first stars timidly emerged and blinked into existence. Right before my eyes, I saw how the camp had expanded. It was teeming with women standing by their shelters or camps. There was just enough space for the patches of flowers and grass. The air carried the pleasant fragrance of roses but also the strong, sweet scent of wet, horny women. They mingled perfectly together. But I didn’t get to study this camp for long until something caught my eye. They’d erected a giant wooden statue of me in the center. We came to a halt and regarded it in awe. As the statue gazed across the world, it wasn’t clothed. My cock was fully erect and thickly towered up to my pecs and pointed skyward. Women surrounded the statue and kneeled in front of it, worshiping me as if I’d become a deity.

“Venus …” I mumbled and my eyes swept over it.

“How in the world did they build that?” Nalia questioned, and her jaw dropped.

“I ask myself the same,” Chabia said.

Once I entered our camp, the word spread like wildfire. We approached the statue and my scantily clad women stepped aside to make room for us. They whispered how handsome I was, and how I would protect them in all eternity. I wasn’t overwhelmed and knew one day I would bed every single one of them.

I summoned Valaria through telepathy, since I assumed the statue was the gift she referred to earlier. “We’ll take the rhinos back to the fence,” Liana said.

“Sure,” I said. I walked up to Valaria as she was discussing something with a couple of the builders. Her eyes lit up and she had to pause the conversation. Whirling to me, she jumped into my arms before anyone else did. I picked up her honeyed scent, and she still wore her sexy leather clothing which had become a trend among my women. They all competed for my attention, so they all wanted to appear as sexy as possible.

“Hi,” she said and strangled me in her hug as if she’d been man-famished.

“Not so tight,” I told her and patted her back.

She broke the embrace to look into my eyes, taking a moment to drink me in before moving aside and showing me the statue. “What do you think?”

I took her hand and walked up to it, seeing my facial expression, my thick hair, my large manhood and my bulging muscles. It was an exact copy of myself, and I felt goosebumps slowly spreading across my arms. “I’m honored.”

“You saved us all, and since there aren’t any men around, we decided to build it to worship you.”

“Thank you,” I said. I felt empowered and a responsibility to protect and pleasure them for all the upcoming years. We would continue to thrive and repopulate this world. “How many more have come?”

“Many as you can see,” she said. “When we were chopping down trees, we reached the field … The camp is expanding, and shelters are already being built on the other side. Now they are just waiting for you to breed up this world. They want your seed more than anything, and that’s why we have started distributing dildos of your manhood.” She reached behind her back and brought out a dildo shaped exactly like my cock, and I watched around me as I saw several wet ones in the hands of the women.

“I see,” I said and patted her back. I started growing hungry and had been so for a while. “Let’s eat for now.”

Valaria and a couple of her women had already prepared the campfire. I breathed out in relief and sat next to Chabia and Nalia. While the pot boiled, Nalia leaned her head on my shoulder. I took her hand which was velvety and smooth, free from roughness or blemishes. “What do we do now?” she asked and aimed her golden, curious eyes up to mine.

I let her question sink in, but I didn’t have to think for long. “Relax,” I told her and rubbed my thumb over her hand. “We’ll take a day at a time.”

“You sure have a lot of work ahead of you though,” she said and waggled her eyebrows.

“What?” I questioned. I searched her eyes but wasn’t following her.

She gave me a look as if it should’ve been obvious. “You have thousands of women wanting to be bedded by you,” she said with a giggle. I looked around at numerous campfires and the women that surrounded them. She was right. I got the impression they were grateful they’d been saved, but they also had their biological needs that had to be met.

“I don’t view it as work,” I told her and chuckled.

“Can’t we swim nude in the stream tomorrow?” she suggested.

“Don’t you want to relax?” I asked her. She had after all fought well, and I questioned why she wasn’t weary and tired like the rest of us.

“I view that as relaxing,” she said and her cute laughter infected us.

I threw a glance at the breastfeeding girls. My son cradled in Sofya’s arms, seeking shelter in the soft curves of her body. He was nestled against her chest, and his mouth latched onto her boob. She in return gazed down at her child, her eyes filled with love. I felt that love too and the need to protect him and raise him. I flicked my eyes to Felicia who caressed her swollen tummy. I could see our baby kick against her belly. She would soon give birth and then the rest of them, one after another as we had to repopulate this world.

It reminded me of when I had cleansed the virus from Ellora. The women on her vaginal walls all bowed down, revering and worshiping me. It was the same scene now as I was the sole survivor and had proved myself capable of taking care of them.

Chabia took off her chestwrap and so did the rest of my women. “No point in ever wearing these again … I hardly think we’ll see a man again.”

“You’re most likely right about the man part,” Jasmina confirmed. “But clothes will still play a role in teasing and eroticism.”

“She got a point,” I said and a smile played on my face.

“I know you guys are tired,” Chabia said. “But do you want to do something special tonight?”

I swept my eyes over the women surrounding me, and they mulled it over. “Any ideas?” I asked.

“I got one,” Jasmina said, her eyes lighting up. “Let’s have a giant offering … a massive orgy where you take turns fucking each and every one of us, alternating between anal and vaginal sex, and we perform a cum swap at the end, thanking Venus and you, Kyle, for everything you’ve done for us.”

A grin after grin spread on my women’s lips. “Alright,” I said and my erection throbbed against my loincloth as I fantasized about my upcoming time spent in this world—Surrounded by health, love and an unlimited amount of pleasure.
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My eyes snapped open. Chabia’s sun-kissed hair veiled parts of her bell-shaped breasts as they jiggled and bounced. My morning wood was stuffed into her depths as she continued to ride me to the peak. The wind rustled through her hair. We slept outside and the sun was climbing over the trees and casting its golden light over my meadow.

“Morning,” she said in a husky voice as her pussy greeted my girth with a warm hug. It felt so good that I found it difficult to speak. Instead, I grabbed her legs and held onto her as she sank down around my girth. She kept stroking my cock with her soaked sex, our flesh slapping lightly.

“A bit quicker,” I moaned. Locking her arms around my neck, she fulfilled my wish. I cupped her ass and when she bottomed out, I exploded, shooting load after load right into her womb. She closed her eyes for a brief moment and arched her back, burying my face into her cleavage. She let out a mighty moan as her honey gushed around my cock.

I patted her back while I was still stuffed inside her, enjoying the sensation of being hugged intimately by both her and her womanhood. “Oh, Chabia, that was great,” I told her and kissed her neck. She hadn’t done that in a while, but they had their way with me every morning whenever they saw my morning glory.

“I became so horny yesterday,” she said and lowered her voice to a whisper. “After seeing you have your way with so many women. You took at least twenty of them.”

Everything changed when I got the Breeding Rabbit ability. A couple of days back, I’d taken Jasmina and Amania with me on a trip which resulted in several erotic encounters to help them enhance their visions. She’d then told me that some of those moments were meant to spice things up a bit, but I couldn’t complain. We’d found the rabbit and I’d slain its heart. The ability helped me recover and have more than dozens of orgasms a day. My seed recovered just as quickly and was even more powerful than earlier. We were reaching the end of the summer, and I didn’t do much else other than breed and have fun.

“Yeah … they were honored.”

“Privileged,” she whispered and spoke close to my neck. “I’m honored to be the first one who slept with you.”

“I can say the same about you,” I said and caressed the swell of her ass. Turning to the left, I saw the young woman I’d decided to sleep with yesterday. She belonged to some tribe far away, so I had to kiss her to understand her tongue. I’d never seen such rosy and innocent cheeks in my life, spreading to her breasts and neck. She was a light blonde girl with similar honey-toned skin as Chabia. Seeing her standing so innocent and demure did something to my brain, and her mother broke down in proud tears when I asked her to sleep with me. To be impregnated was already a major honor but to spend the night with me was even a greater one.

Chabia kept me stuffed inside her, hugged my length and refused to let go of me. Nalia lay to my right with her arm draped over my chest. Her warm breath winnowed across my neck.

“Do you want to rise?” she asked and swiveled her hips. She didn’t only want to sleep with me but also spend time with me.

“Why not,” I said and wiped the sweat from my forehead.

It was sad to see her sit right up and slip my cock out from her wonderful slit. My cock landed with a wet smack against my waist, and rivulets of cum trickled out from her pink glory in thick streams. We both rose to our feet, put on our loincloths and watched skyward. The sun was steadily rising, casting a golden glow upon my meadow. We looked around at all the shelters extending almost as far as the eye could see. We heard the murmur of the stream and how my women tossed and turned here and there. It was still early in the morning and not everyone had woken up yet. I didn’t know how many days it was since we’d beaten Seelania, but it was a while back since it was slightly cooler.

We spotted Felicia sitting on the wood logs. She sat on the logs and with my son nestled against her chest. Her fingertips traced his delicate cheeks as his mouth was locked onto her tit. She smiled upon seeing me. “How long have you been awake?” I asked her as Chabia and I sat next to her.

“Not so long,” she said. “He woke me up when he started crying, so I rocked him a little in my arms till he started looking at my breasts.” There were still tears of happiness in her eyes. It had been an event when he was born, and we’d celebrated till the sunset. He didn’t ball his hands into his fists as Liam did, but I loved him nevertheless and especially as he came off Felicia’s boob and crawled into my hands. I took him and kissed his shiny forehead. Chabia couldn’t resist feeling his smooth cheeks either, seeing him laugh as we both rubbed his little tummy. He had a little tail and similar cat-like ears like Felicia, but his hair and eyes were inherited from me.

“He laughs a lot,” I said and it infected all of us.

“And I cry a lot,” Felicia said and dried her eyes.

“It’s healthy, just let the joy out,” Chabia said.

“I know,” she said and leaned her head on my shoulders, and I felt her tail swishing back and forth on my back. “I just can’t forget that day when he was born and we celebrated till the sunset.”

“I know,” I said. It just made them hornier as they all wanted to have their way with me.

“Do you want some berries and sweetened water?” Chabia asked us. And we both nodded. It was typical of her to always want to provide us with something. She came over with the bowl of berries and placed it on my lap. I handed my son back to Felicia, and we grabbed handfuls and popped them into our mouths. Chabia also prepared mugs for us. It started feeling luxurious and less primitive as we moved on. It seemed like we were about to build a little village. I reached for the mug and took a sip, and it tasted like freshly pressed strawberries mixed with water.

“What will you do today?” Felicia asked me and reached for a couple of berries.

“The usual, impregnating some young women and then relaxing … Do you two have any suggestions?”

“Maybe we can give you a massage later on,” Chabia suggested and patted Felicia’s belly. “Her stomach is not so swollen any longer.”

“I would like to,” she said. “Doing something for you always makes me happy.”

“Sure,” I said and always loved it whenever they would rub their bodies over mine. “I’ll just find some lucky girls to impregnate first.”

Chabia pressed her lips to my cheek. “Alright, enjoy yourself and we’ll see you later.”

Felicia also pressed her lips to my cheeks. “When you want … maybe you can make me pregnant again.”

They both left damp patches of their skin behind. “Of course,” I said. I ruffled my son’s hair and leaned in to kiss his forehead. “Take care now.” He just laughed at me in return, and it was the sweetest laughter I’d heard.

I walked through my camp and meandered through women who slept outdoors. Most of us only slept in the shelters when it was raining. As I walked by my nude, sleeping women, a sweet smell hung in the air that smelled similar to a honeycomb. Almost all of them had my dildos stuffed inside them, and it was covered in their sticky juices which were then spilled over their thighs. According to Jasmina, it would ensure that they would dream sexual and happy dreams about me. It would also make them patient for their turns.

I watched at my fence and the animals that grazed or slept. There were so many of them, but some of us still hunted now and then. Valaria had organized a market at the center where we were all free to donate and take what we needed. It had worked well so far, and she hadn’t become irrelevant. Most of them wore her leather clothing, and jewelry and makeup were as popular as my dildos, but weapons weren’t that popular. But I remember how Nalia had giggled and said, “They don’t understand that wielding weapons can be an excuse to spend time with you.” And she was right since I mostly spent time with her and Chabia.

I turned to the massive statue of me, and already saw some nude women kneeling and praying in front of me. They laid down some roses and flowers at my feet and gazed up at my enormous erection that they revered. I felt goosebumps covering my arms every time I gazed up at it, and a shiver ran down my spine. I reminisced over everything I’d gone through since being summoned, but how it all led up to this, it was all worth it.

I continued my walk, searching for the next young woman to impregnate. I passed by a mother in leather clothing who picked berries from a bush. Her hands suddenly froze when seeing me, and she waved, hoping I would catch her attention.

“Good morning,” I wished her.

“Good morning, Kyle,” she said eagerly and licked her juice-stained fingers. “Luna!” she called for someone inside the shelter, who I assumed to be her daughter.

“What mom?” she asked, a bit annoyed and tired. I heard how she rose from the bed, pushing the sheets away from her.

“Come quick!” she said and then turned back to me with eyes twinkling with excitement. “I have a daughter I think you would be interested in. She just turned nineteen and has been dreaming about you ever since we fled here.”

“I see,” I said. I had heard that line many times before, but she wasn’t kidding about being beautiful as she stepped out into the morning sunlight. Dressed in a skin-tight red skirt and chestwrap, she crossed her arms across her chest. She was purple-haired, had an incredibly cute face with the most perfect cheekbones and had hypnotizing purple eyes that were inherited from her mother. I noticed a wetness trickling down the insides of her legs, and it made me believe she’d been masturbating while her mother was outside.

She sighed upon seeing her mom, and it was probably her youthful hormones running amok in her body. “I just woke up, what is it?”

“Look who’s here,” she said and pushed her to me. The daughter named Luna uncrossed her arms and her eyes widened upon seeing me, opening her mouth an inch. She couldn’t find words, staring at me as if I were a god.

“She can be a bit nervous,” her mom said with a giggle. “But I know she wants you anyway since she talks about you every day and uses the dildo rather abusively.”

Her face flushed red like the berries that her mom had just picked, and she went back into the shelter before I had a chance to tell her something.

“Luna, come back!” her mother said. “Give me a minute. She’s a bit shy, believe it or not.”

I had gotten used to it, and it happened almost every day: mothers eagerly trying to push their young, fertile daughters to me, even if they were shy and demure. They always talked about how big of an honor it would be if I mated with their daughters.

I decided to wait for a little while since that young woman had caught my attention. “He doesn’t bite, sweetheart,” I heard her mother as she talked her into coming out again.

“Don’t embarrass me,” she said in a hushed voice as she panicked over making the best impression on me.

“I haven’t and I won’t.” Her mom dragged her out, and Luna’s eyes met mine, her cheeks reddened immediately and the red color spread around her throat and neck.

“She hasn’t embarrassed you,” I said and tried to comfort her. She didn’t respond and probably was a bit too shy.

“Like I told you,” she said and made a second attempt to present her daughter to me. “She’s highly fertile, judging by her hormones.” Because of that comment, she was about to jump into the shelter again. “But it will be an honor for me, and a dream come true for her if you can spend some time with her, if you know what I mean. Both of us want some children.”

I took Luna’s hand before she ran away. It shook like a leaf at first but then she settled down. “I find you very attractive. If you want to come with me, then I’ll happily spend some time with you.”

She looked at me as if it were a dream come true, but still, she found it difficult to speak. Her mother moved her hands to her chest when I accepted her offer. “I’m so honored,” she said. “Thank you, Kyle. Thank you for everything.”

“You’re welcome,” I said. I drew in a deep breath, and Luna must have hurriedly sprayed some perfume on her since she smelled as fresh as a rose. And I couldn’t pick up her honeyed scent any longer.

We walked a bit away from the shelter and took the path that led to the hill. There were already some women that were walking the animals, some pregnant and some not. They were all waving at me either way, and I waved back. “Not many awake during this hour.”

“No,” she said nervously.

I interlaced my fingers with hers. “Are you nervous?” I asked her and noticed how she kept throwing sideways glances at me.

“A little,” she admitted. “You’re Kyle after all.”

“I’m a person as well.”

“Humble thing to say,” she said, which just seemed to raise her desire for me, and I started picking up that honeyed scent behind her perfume.

“It’s just who I am. I wasn’t born with all of this after all.”

“I know,” she said and it loosened her up, making her speak more.

“Are you starting a new life here, finding friends and so on?”

“Sort of … but I want a child and …” Her voice trailed off.

“And what?” I asked.

“To be intimate with you.”

“I will fulfill your wish, don’t worry.”

“Now?” she asked, her eyes widening as if panicking.

“If you want.”

“Uhm … I haven’t shaved and I could perhaps put some makeup on.”

I cut her off, “First of all, your skin and face are perfect. Secondly, I don’t mind some hair.” It wasn’t just skin-tight leather clothes that had become a trend, but shaving as well.

“Oh, my friend told me that you prefer shaved women.”

I didn’t have a clue where that rumor came from, but I knew there were plenty of them. “I can’t say I care.”

“Okay,” she said and wasn’t so nervous any longer as she started opening up her legs and twirling her gorgeous purple hair on her finger. “I want to.”

“Come,” I said and led her to our private destination behind the hill.

I sat down on the grass and patted the spot next to her. She wasn’t so sure what to do and I guided her through it, taking off her clothes till we were both nude. She had some pubic hair on her young mound, but there wasn’t much, almost as if she kept shaving herself every week as if waiting to prepare herself for this moment.

“So, can I use the Fertility ability?”

“Of course,” I said. They always asked since it was considered shameful to use the ability without asking the permission of the man.

She closed her eyes and her pussy glowed pink for a brief second. I took off my loincloth in the meanwhile, and when she opened her eyes, she gawked at my erection, towering over her face like a menacing weapon. Dying to feel it, she asked for permission, “Can I touch it?”

“You can do whatever you want me,” I said and propped myself up with my elbows as she pointed my menacing cock at her mouth. She pulled down the tight foreskin with both of her hands, and she was drooling when she unveiled the mushroom tip.

“It’s so warm,” she said with a giggle. I helped to push her hair behind her ears as she kept playing with it. “Should I put it in my mouth?”

“It’s not necessary,” I said. “But if you want, it doesn’t hurt either.”

“Okay,” she said. Leaning down to my erection, she guided it to her mouth and clumsily wrapped her lips around the tip. She kept it there, sucking the head till her cheeks hollowed out instead of stroking it with her lips. She came off with a string of saliva stretching from her lips to my cock.

“Uhm, am I pleasing you?” she asked.

“Don’t be so insecure,” I told her and raked my fingers through her hair. “For every touch you provide me is a pleasure in itself.”

“You’re so nice,” she said and opened her mouth and tried sucking my tip again, spilling saliva all over it as she made the hottest unintentional slurping sounds. Wiping some spit from her lips, she started giggling. “I wonder if I am dreaming.” She looked so grateful to get my cock into her mouth, perhaps one of her biggest dreams.

“I sometimes ask myself the same.”

While I let her play around with my erection, I admired her youthful looks and the green landscape in the background. The towering trees and bright, green grass were pieces of art to look at, and I enjoyed every single bit of the scenery. I noticed her hand started trailing to her slit, and that was the sign I was waiting for. I watched her wiry purple-colored hair above her fresh, pink pussy. A hole no other than her fingers and dildo had been in. She was so pure and delicate, and in fact, all the young women in my village were, and it was a treat to make them pregnant and have my way with them.

“Spread your legs, and I will lick you for a little,” I said patiently, although my cock started getting painfully hard. She let go of my erection covered in her young saliva, lay down on the grass and gladly parted her legs for me.

“Uhm, I’m very wet,” she said, her cheeks reddening.

“It’s okay,” I told her. “It’s normal.”

“Okay,” she said.

I buried my face between them and then lay my tongue flat on her youthful pussy, sliding it up and even sliding it inside her, exploring and tasting her young walls. Licking her again, I came to the conclusion it was the sweetest-tasting fruit I’d ever tasted in my life. In the end, I couldn’t keep up with the trickles dribbling along the insides of her legs and branching out on her smooth skin. She was hornier than I’d imagined.

I flicked my eyes up to her. “Are you ready?” I asked her as I was about to mount her.

Biting her lip, she nodded eagerly as I rubbed my erection over her wet folds. I slowly pushed it inside and was met with fierce resistance. If it hadn’t been for her wetness, it would have been impossible to stick it inside her since she was strangling tight. I had to slowly work my way in, pushing in my shaft inch after inch and seeing her mouth widen at the same pace as her pussy. With time, patience and skill, I finally bottomed out in her honey hole and was one step closer to taking her innocence.

She wrapped her arms around my back and breathed deeply. “I feel so stretched,” she said in disbelief. “You’re so warm and hard.”

“You’re so soft and wet,” I said and knew it was a perfect match. I knew to go slowly on virgins, but it was equally as pleasurable as having my way with an experienced, young woman. I slowly fucked her, and her eyes bounced from my cock to my eyes and to my muscles, touching me wherever she could as she’d been starved of masculine flesh.

“I can’t believe it,” she said in a husky voice as I kept fucking her faster, increasing the thrusts as our flesh slapped into each other. There wasn’t much to hold onto, the orgasm was building so quickly as her pussy quivered and clamped down on my erection.

With one final thrust deep inside her, I grunted and gushed out my hot seed inside her womb, taking her innocence and virginity and burying them under my cum.

She held onto my back, afraid I would vanish and that this moment would go up in smoke. Her chest heaved as she refused to release me, even her pussy kept me in a strangling grip as she wanted me there inside her for the rest of her life. “It feels … I’ve never felt anything like it,” she said and a thin sheen of sweat covered her forehead.

I drew in a breath of relief, as I slowly managed to pull my cock out from her tight hole, seeing the seeping tip and my cum dribbling down the corner of her pussy lips. I slumped down next to her, but she couldn’t get her eyes off my cock. I already had an inkling what she would ask me. “You don’t have to ask for permission,” I said after a deep breath and slowly recovering from that orgasm.

“Okay,” she said with a giggle and leaned down to stuff my cock into her mouth, sucking the cum from the tip. Smacking her lips, she even scooped some off her drenched pussy and shoved it into her mouth.

“Do you like it?” I asked her and found it funny how they were all crazy for my seed. To be fair, I was equally as crazy for their juices.

“It’s nice and creamy … tastes manly.” She giggled. She sucked me some more, trying to stroke my cock with her lips instead of just sucking, discovering a novel skill.

“Come on,” I said and patted the patch of grass next to me. “I want to cuddle.”

And as usual, whenever I had bedded those virgins, they always opened up for conversations. She gladly couldn’t object to it and crawled next to me, aiming her beautiful purple eyes at me. I wiped some cum from her lips, and while it was on my finger, she said, “You can let me suck it.”

I shoved my finger into her mouth. Another innocent virgin who was no longer so innocent. “I love these acts,” I said and settled down. “They always put you in a state of relaxation.”

“I feel it too,” she said, draping her arm over my chest and using my arm as a pillow. She wrapped her leg over mine. She wanted some more pleasure by rubbing her fruit against my leg.

“I love that.”

“I’ve heard some rumors,” she said and covered her mouth while giggling. “I’ve heard a lot of rumors, but it will be nice to get to know you a little.” She was prepared that I had many other young women who wanted to be impregnated, and it didn’t hurt her. I was happy about that since I wasn’t the biggest fan of drama. We had all accepted the situation that I had to spend my time with every single one of them to repopulate this world.

“Which one of them has been true so far?”

“Your generosity, strength, humility, courage … and every single positive thing said about you.”

“Right,” I said as she continued to cuddle with me and claw lightly at my chest. I turned to her and maintained eye contact, slowly falling for her. “Actually, I would like to invite you for a sleepover as well.”

She gasped in surprise. “Really?”

I nodded. “You’ve caught my eye, to tell the truth.”

“I know another woman who you’ve bedded. She said you rarely ever invite someone to sleep with you.”

“True, there are so many of you who need to be taken care of, but I want you for this night. Jasmina can teach you some sucking skills if you’re interested, and maybe some other women can join us.”

“Oh,” she said and her eyes widened. “You mean like an orgy?”

“Exactly.”

“My mom will be so proud of me you have no idea,” she said and her eyes welled up with tears of happiness.

“Are you crying?” I asked and tried to dry her tears.

“Yeah,” she said. “I’ve always been kind of shy, and I wasn’t sure if anyone would find me attractive. When I let my mom know that I will spend a night with you she will be so honored.”

I caressed her back and continued till I reached the swell of her ass. I dried some of her tears and kept her close to me. “You deserve to be honored, every single one of you for providing me this pleasure.”

She squeezed me tight in an elated hug, honored and blessed I had chosen her today.

I didn’t know what to say about this life. It was a dream unlike any other. My role was mostly to watch over my ever-expanding tribe but it was self-sufficient and not much work was needed. Most of my time was spent impregnating and to pleasure the thousands of women, and days like these had been the norm for the past few days and would continue to be so for the upcoming years.

I sighed in relief and would continue to impregnate a woman at a time … and sometimes several at once. 
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