
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One: The Wilderness Calls

The year was 1712, and I’d been clawing my way through this untamed hell for seven months—seven months of sweat-soaked days, frost-bitten nights, and a loneliness that sank into my bones like damp rot. My name’s Caleb Harrow, thirty-one now, though I’d lost track of the exact day somewhere between the Atlantic crossing and the first time I swung an axe into this cursed Virginia soil. I was a big man, broad across the shoulders, arms thick from years of hauling timber and wrestling plowshares back in England, with hands so calloused they could strike flint without flinching. My face was weathered—dark hair too long and tangled, a beard I hadn’t bothered to trim since spring, and hazel eyes that’d seen more hardship than promise. I wasn’t pretty, wasn’t soft, just a stubborn bastard who’d traded a cramped Bristol tenement for a shot at something bigger—land, freedom, a life I could call mine. What I got instead was a leaky cabin, a patch of dirt that hated me as much as I hated it, and a sky that never stopped watching.

The colony was a ragged thing, a handful of us settlers—twenty-odd souls—huddled against the edge of a forest that stretched west into oblivion. We’d landed late the previous year, a motley crew of farmers, ex-soldiers, and dreamers too dumb to know better, shipped out by a company that promised riches and delivered mud. Our stockade was half-built, the palisade logs uneven and gap-toothed, and the cabins inside were little more than hovels—mine a single room with a dirt floor, a rickety cot, and a fireplace that smoked more than it warmed. The land was wild, untamed, a tangle of oak and pine so dense it swallowed the sun by noon, roots clawing up through the soil like they meant to drag you under. We’d cleared enough for a few pitiful fields—corn that grew stunted, beans that withered before they ripened—but every inch was a fight. Stumps mocked me, their roots deep as sin, and the axe dulled faster than my hope. The horse I’d bought with my last shillings had gone lame, its ribs showing through a moth-eaten hide, and the musket I carried was more rust than steel, a relic I’d barely fired since the day I bartered for it.

The others stuck close to the stockade, huddled around their smoky fires, swapping tales of savages and beasts that roamed the woods. They were a nervous lot—John Miller, a wiry cooper with a stutter, swore he’d seen shadows moving at dusk; Mary Tate, the widow who cooked for us, whispered prayers every time the wind howled; and Thomas Pike, a grizzled ex-soldier, kept his flintlock primed, muttering about scalps and ambushes. I didn’t buy it—not the fear, not the stories. I’d seen no sign of natives, no tracks, no smoke beyond our own. The forest was alive, sure—deer crashing through the brush, wolves howling at the moon—but it didn’t feel hostile, just indifferent. Still, I kept my distance from the others. I wasn’t here to cower with them. I’d come to carve out something of my own, even if it killed me.

The river was my refuge. I’d found it in the first month, stumbling west from my claim with that useless musket, chasing a buck I’d never catch. It was a mile off, maybe more, hidden by a thick screen of pines and tangled vines, but when I broke through, it hit me like a revelation—a wide, slow ribbon of water cutting through the land, its surface smooth as glass, fringed by willows that dipped their branches low. The current was steady, deep in the center, shallow near the banks where flat rocks jutted out like stepping stones. It was cold, even in the heat of summer, fed by some spring I couldn’t see, and the sound of it—the soft rush, the gurgle over stones—drowned out the endless drone of cicadas that plagued the woods. I’d gone back the next day, and the next, making it my ritual—every few days, when the sweat and filth of labor grew too thick, I’d haul a bucket, a bar of lye soap, and a clean shirt down the overgrown path I’d beaten through the underbrush. It was my one indulgence, my one claim to sanity in a world that didn’t give a damn.

That day was no different—or so I thought. The sun was sinking, bleeding orange across the sky, turning the treetops into a jagged silhouette. The air hung heavy, humid and still, sticking my shirt to my back as I trudged through the forest, the musket slung over my shoulder, its weight a familiar ache. My boots crunched on pine needles and snapped twigs, the bucket banging against my thigh with every step, the soap and shirt tucked inside. I’d spent the morning wrestling a stump from the field, my hands raw, my shoulders knotted, and the promise of the river pulled me forward like a rope. The others would’ve called me mad—wandering off alone, unarmed but for a gun I couldn’t trust—but I didn’t care. I needed this, needed the cold, the quiet, the chance to feel human again.

The trees parted, and there it was—the river, glinting in the dusk, its waters catching the last light like molten gold. I dropped the bucket by my usual spot—a broad, flat rock near the bank, worn smooth by years of flow—and kicked off my boots, the leather stiff with mud. My shirt came next, peeled off and tossed aside, the damp linen clinging to my skin before it hit the ground. I unbuckled my breeches, the coarse fabric scraping my thighs as I shoved them down, folding them rough and setting them on the rock with the musket. Naked, I stood there for a moment, letting the air hit me—cool, sharp, raising gooseflesh on my arms. My body was a patchwork of scars and muscle—old burns from a smithy fire back in Bristol, a jagged line across my ribs from a brawl I’d barely won, and new welts from the thorns and branches of this damned place. My cock hung soft, nestled in dark hair, unremarkable until it wasn’t, and I stepped into the water, the cold biting into my calves, then my thighs, as I waded out.

The river took me, wrapping around my waist, tugging at my legs with a gentle insistence. I dunked my head, water streaming through my hair, dripping down my beard as I shook it out, and grabbed the soap from the bucket, scrubbing my chest, my arms, the lye stinging where my skin was raw. The grime sloughed off, swirling away in the current, and I exhaled, long and slow, the tension bleeding out of me. For a moment, it was just me—the river’s murmur, the rustle of leaves overhead, the faint splash as I moved. I closed my eyes, tilting my head back, letting the water lap at my neck, and felt the world shrink to this one perfect slice of peace.

Then it broke. A snap—sharp, deliberate—cracked through the stillness, echoing from the trees across the bank. My eyes snapped open, water streaming down my face, and I froze, hands clutching the soap, my breath catching in my chest. The forest stared back, dark and silent, the willows swaying faintly in the breeze, but I knew I wasn’t alone. My pulse kicked up, thudding in my ears, and I scanned the shadows, squinting against the dusk. The musket was too far, useless on the rock, and I cursed myself—seven months in this wilderness, and I’d let my guard drop like a green boy. “Who’s there?” I called, voice rough, carrying over the water, steady despite the jolt of adrenaline spiking through me. No answer—just the wind, the cicadas, and that damn quiet that wasn’t quiet anymore.

I waited, water lapping at my hips, soap slipping from my fingers to plunk into the river, sinking out of sight. My hands flexed, empty now, itching for something to hold, to fight with, but I stood my ground, refusing to bolt. Then she appeared—stepping out from the trees like a shadow given form, tall and lean, her silhouette cutting through the fading light. She was native, no mistaking it—bronze skin that glowed in the dusk, a deerskin dress clinging to her frame, short and fringed, ending high on her thighs. Her legs were long, muscled, built for running, hunting, surviving, and her hair—black as pitch—hung in a thick braid down her back, swinging as she stopped at the water’s edge. A bow rested in her hand, unstrung, a quiver slung over her shoulder, but it wasn’t the weapons that stopped me cold—it was her eyes, dark and piercing, locking on mine with a weight that pinned me where I stood.

I stared, dumbstruck, the cold forgotten, my cock stirring under the water despite myself. She didn’t move—just watched me, head tilted slightly, like I was some strange beast she’d found rooting in her woods. “You’re one of them,” she said, her voice low, accented but clear, slicing through the air like a blade. “The pale ones who tear the earth.”

My throat went dry, the words sticking as I tried to find my tongue. “Caleb,” I said, stupidly, like my name was a shield, a claim. “I’m just bathing. Not tearing anything today.” My voice was gruff, edged with defiance, and I shifted, water sloshing around me, suddenly aware of my nakedness but too stubborn to cover up, too caught to care.

Her lips twitched—a flicker, maybe amusement, maybe something else—and she stepped closer, bare feet silent on the bank, her braid swaying. “Caleb,” she echoed, rolling it over her tongue, tasting it, then crouched, setting her bow down without breaking eye contact. Her dress pulled tight across her chest, the deerskin outlining her breasts, full and firm, and I damn near forgot how to breathe. “I am Niska,” she said, rising again, her hands resting on her hips. “This is my river.”

“Your river?” I raised a brow, my hands still in the water, fighting the urge to step back—or forward. “Didn’t see your mark on it.”

She crossed her arms, the motion lifting her chest, and my eyes flicked down, unbidden, before snapping back to her face. “The land doesn’t need marks,” she said, stepping into the water, the hem of her dress darkening as it soaked. “It knows me. You, it doesn’t.” Her voice was steady, a challenge wrapped in calm, and she waded toward me, the current parting around her like she owned it, her eyes never leaving mine.

I stood my ground, water lapping at my waist, my cock thickening despite the cold, the heat of her gaze burning through me. She stopped a yard away, close enough that I could smell her—woodsmoke, leather, a wildness that hit me like a fist—and her eyes dropped, shameless, taking me in, lingering where the water hid me. “You’re bold,” she said, her voice dropping lower, rougher. “Or foolish.”

“Bit of both,” I admitted, meeting her stare, my own eyes tracing her—the curve of her neck, the swell of her hips under that dress, the strength in her stance. “You gonna chase me off?”

She laughed—short, sharp, a sound that cut through me—and shook her head. “No,” she said, stepping closer, the water rising to her thighs, soaking her dress higher. “I’ll see what you’re worth first.” Then she reached down, grabbed the hem, and yanked it off, tossing it to the bank in one smooth motion. Naked, she stood there, water beading on her skin, her body a testament to this land—muscle and curve, breasts high and full, nipples dark and tight, a patch of black hair between her legs glistening wet.

My mouth went dry, my cock fully hard now, straining under the water, and she stepped closer, the distance shrinking to nothing. “Wash me,” she said, not asking—ordering—her eyes glinting with a hunger that matched mine.

And that’s where the world shifted—me, a settler lost in the wild, and Niska, a woman who owned it, standing in the river that would bind us.

Chapter Two: The River’s Claim

The river swirled around us, cold and relentless, its current tugging at my legs as Niska stood there, naked and commanding, water beading on her bronze skin like a thousand tiny jewels in the dying light. Her words—“Wash me”—hung in the air, a sharp-edged order that sank into me, stirring my blood, my cock already hard and aching beneath the surface. She was close now, a foot away, her scent cutting through the damp chill—woodsmoke, leather, a wild musk that hit me low and hard, tightening my balls, making my pulse thud in my ears. Her dark eyes locked on mine, unyielding, daring me to move, and I did—stepping forward, the water sloshing around my hips, my hands reaching for her, trembling not from the cold but from the raw, animal want clawing up my spine.

I didn’t bother with the soap—not yet—just let my hands find her, palms brushing her waist, rough against her smooth, warm skin. She didn’t flinch, didn’t pull back, just stood there, her breath steady, her nipples tightening into dark, hard points as the river lapped at her thighs. My fingers spread, sliding up her sides, tracing the taut muscle beneath her curves, feeling the strength of a body forged by this land—lean, powerful, alive. Her ribs flexed under my touch, her skin fever-hot despite the water’s bite, and I moved higher, cupping her breasts, the weight of them filling my hands, firm and heavy, her nipples pressing into my palms. I grazed them with my thumbs, slow at first, then harder, rolling them between my fingers, and she exhaled—a sharp, low sound that vibrated through me, her head tilting back just enough to bare her throat, a vein pulsing there, quick and alive.

“Caleb,” she said, my name a rough growl on her tongue, and it snapped something in me. I stepped closer, pressing my body to hers, my cock brushing her stomach under the water, the contact sending a jolt up my shaft, precum leaking into the current. Her hands came up, gripping my shoulders, nails digging into my skin, leaving shallow, stinging marks that made me hiss. I kneaded her breasts, squeezing, feeling them yield under my grip, and she pushed into me, her hips rocking forward, her thighs parting slightly, inviting me lower. But I held off—wanted to feel her first, to map every inch with my hands, to drag this out until the tension broke us both.

I dropped one hand, sliding it down her stomach—flat, muscled, quivering faintly under my touch—and found the soap where it’d sunk, scooping it up, the lye slick and biting against my knuckles. I lathered it between my palms, the suds foaming white, and started at her shoulders, working it into her skin, my fingers digging into the knots of muscle there, sliding along her collarbone, down her arms. She lifted them, letting me, her braid swinging heavy and wet as she shifted, and I moved back to her chest, soaping her breasts again, the slickness making them slip under my hands, her nipples catching between my fingers. I pinched them, firm and deliberate, watching her lips part, a soft grunt escaping her, her nails sinking deeper into my shoulders, drawing pinpricks of blood that mingled with the water.

“Lower,” she said, voice rougher now, a command laced with need, and I obeyed, dropping the soap again—it didn’t matter, my hands were enough—sliding them down her hips, wide and strong, gripping them hard, pulling her flush against me. My cock pressed harder against her stomach, throbbing, the head nudging her navel, and she shifted, letting it slide lower, brushing the coarse hair between her legs. I groaned, low and raw, and moved my hands between her thighs, parting them, finding her slit—hot, wet, slick with more than just the river, her arousal coating my fingers as I traced her outer lips, thick and swollen, pulsing under my touch.

She growled, a sound that rumbled from her chest, and I pushed two fingers inside her, deep and sudden, her inner walls tight, clamping around me, hot and slick as they sucked me in. I pumped them, slow at first, feeling her stretch, her muscles flexing, then faster, curling them to find that spot—rough, swollen, deep inside—that made her gasp, her hips bucking into me, her nails raking down my arms, leaving red trails that burned in the cold. “More,” she snarled, and I added a third finger, stretching her wider, my thumb finding her clit—hard, protruding, slick under the water—rubbing it in tight, relentless circles until she shuddered, her breath hitching, her walls spasming around me as she came, a flood of heat soaking my hand, mixing with the river.

I didn’t stop—just slowed, drawing it out, feeling her pulse around my fingers, her body trembling against mine. She grabbed my wrist, yanking my hand free, and before I could react, she turned, wading to the bank, her ass swaying, water streaming off her skin as she braced her hands on that flat rock, bending forward, legs spread wide. Her slit glistened, dripping, framed by wet hair, and she looked back at me, eyes wild, commanding. “Now,” she said, voice a whip-crack, and I moved, splashing through the water, my cock bobbing, aching, ready.

I stepped behind her, hands gripping her hips, my fingers sinking into her flesh, and lined up, the head of my cock nudging her entrance, slick and open. I thrust in—hard, deep, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal motion, her heat swallowing me, tight and pulsing, her walls gripping me like a vice. She gasped, a sharp, guttural sound, and I started moving, slamming into her, the wet slap of flesh against flesh echoing over the river, louder than the current, louder than the cicadas. Her ass bounced with every thrust, firm and round under my hands, and I dug my nails in, pulling her back to meet me, driving deeper, feeling her cervix nudge the tip of my cock with every plunge.

“Harder,” she growled, her hands clawing at the rock, leaving shallow gouges, and I gave it to her—fucking her with everything I had, my hips snapping, my balls slapping against her thighs, the water splashing around us as I pounded her. I reached around, finding her clit again, swollen and sensitive, pinching it between my fingers, rolling it, and she roared, her body tensing, her walls clamping down so tight I nearly lost it. She came again, harder this time, her release flooding around me, hot and thick, dripping down my legs, and I kept going, riding her through it, my own pressure building, coiling tight in my gut.

I shifted, angling up, hitting that spot inside her again, and she bucked, her moans turning to cries, sharp and wild, shaking the air. My hand slid up, gripping her braid, yanking her head back, exposing her throat, and I leaned over her, biting the soft skin there, tasting salt and sweat as I fucked her relentless, unyielding. My balls tightened, my cock throbbing, and I came—thick, endless spurts, filling her, spilling out around me as I thrust through it, my vision blurring, my groans mixing with hers. She shuddered, her third release crashing through her, her walls milking me dry, and I slowed, panting, my chest heaving as I slumped against her back, my cock still buried deep, twitching with aftershocks.

She straightened, slow and deliberate, turning to face me, her eyes dark and fierce, satisfied but not sated. Water streamed off her, her breasts heaving, nipples still hard, and she grabbed my shoulders, pushing me back into the river, deeper, until the water hit my chest. “Again,” she said, climbing me, legs wrapping around my waist, her slit brushing my cock, still hard, still ready. She sank down, taking me in, her walls stretching around me again, and started riding me, her thighs flexing, her breasts bouncing just above the surface, grazing my chest with every move.

I gripped her ass, guiding her, thrusting up to meet her, the water slowing us, turning it into a deep, grinding rhythm that hit every nerve. Her clit rubbed against my base, and she growled, head tipping back, and I bit her throat again, sucking hard, marking her as she fucked me. Her nails raked my back, deep and stinging, and I felt her tighten, her walls spasming, her release soaking me as she shuddered, her cries echoing over the water. I kept going, my balls aching, and came again, thick pulses filling her, spilling into the river as I shook, clinging to her, the current rocking us together.

She slid off, dropping into the water, and grabbed my hand, pulling me to the bank, shoving me onto my back in the shallow reeds, water lapping at my legs. She straddled me—not my hips, my face—her slit hovering over my mouth, dripping with our fluids, hot and swollen. “Taste,” she ordered, lowering herself, and I did—tongue plunging into her, lapping at her folds, the salty-bitter mix of us flooding my mouth. She rocked, grinding against me, her clit hard under my lips as I sucked it, flicking it, driving her wild until she roared, her thighs clamping around my head, her release soaking my face, dripping down my chin.

My cock throbbed, hard again, and she saw it, sliding down, impaling herself once more, riding me into the mud, her hips slamming down, her breasts bouncing, her nails clawing my chest. I bucked up, meeting her, my hands gripping her thighs, and we fucked—hard, fast, endless—her cries, my groans, the wet slap of flesh filling the night. She came again, her walls pulsing, and I followed, cum erupting from me, sealing us in the river’s embrace, our bodies locked, trembling, spent but alive.

She collapsed beside me, water lapping at us, her breath ragged, her eyes glinting in the dark. “You’re worth something,” she said, voice low, a faint smile tugging at her lips. I grinned, chest heaving, knowing this was just the start.

Chapter Three: The Fire in the Reeds

The night had swallowed the river whole, the last traces of dusk snuffed out, leaving only the faint silver of a rising moon to gleam off the water’s surface. I lay there in the shallow reeds, chest heaving, my body slick with mud, sweat, and the remnants of Niska’s relentless hunger. The cold lapped at my legs, a stark contrast to the heat still burning through me, my cock half-hard and twitching against my thigh, leaking the last of my release into the damp earth. Niska sprawled beside me, her bronze skin glistening, her braid a dark, wet coil across her chest, her breasts rising and falling with ragged breaths. Her eyes—those sharp, dark pools—met mine, glinting with a satisfaction that wasn’t sated, a fire that hadn’t burned out. “You’re worth something,” she’d said, her voice low and rough, a faint smile curling her lips, and I grinned back, my own breath unsteady, knowing damn well we weren’t done.

The air was thick now, humid and heavy, the cicadas’ drone a relentless hum that pulsed through the dark, mingling with the soft rush of the river. Mud sucked at my back, cool and slick, grounding me as I pushed myself up on my elbows, my muscles aching, my skin stinging where her nails had clawed me raw. Niska shifted, rolling onto her side, her body a study in power and grace—long legs stretched out, thighs muscled and firm, her slit still swollen and glistening between them, dripping with our mixed fluids. She propped herself on one arm, her breasts swaying slightly, nipples dark and peaked, and reached out, trailing a finger down my chest, tracing the red welts she’d left, her touch light but deliberate, reigniting the heat in my gut.

“More?” I asked, voice hoarse, half a challenge, half a plea, and she laughed—that sharp, wild sound that cut through me like a blade. She didn’t answer with words—just moved, swift and sure, rising to her knees in the reeds, the mud squelching beneath her as she straddled my hips again. Her weight settled over me, heavy and warm, her thighs clamping around my waist, and I felt her heat—scorching, insistent—hovering just above my cock, teasing me with the promise of it. My hands shot to her hips, fingers sinking into her flesh, feeling the muscle flex beneath her skin, and I pulled her down, needing her, my cock hardening fully, straining up to meet her.

She didn’t sink onto me—not yet. Instead, she leaned forward, her breasts brushing my chest, her nipples grazing my skin as she braced her hands on either side of my head, caging me in the reeds. Her braid fell over her shoulder, the wet tip brushing my throat, and she lowered her face, her breath hot against my lips, her eyes locked on mine. “You take,” she said, voice a low growl, “and I give.” Then she kissed me—hard, fierce, her tongue plunging past my lips, claiming my mouth with a hunger that matched the fire in her touch. She tasted of river water, salt, and something primal, her teeth catching my lower lip, tugging until I tasted copper, a sharp sting that made my cock pulse beneath her.

I groaned into her mouth, my hands sliding up her back, mapping the curve of her spine, the ripple of muscle as she moved. She rocked her hips, grinding her slit against my shaft—not taking me in, just sliding along it, her wetness coating me, slick and hot, her swollen lips parting around me, teasing the head with every pass. The friction was maddening, slow and deliberate, her clit rubbing against my length, and I bucked up, desperate to bury myself in her, but she held firm, controlling the pace, her thighs tightening to keep me pinned. “Patience,” she murmured against my lips, breaking the kiss, her voice rough with need, and I growled, my hands gripping her ass, squeezing the firm flesh, trying to pull her down.

She resisted, smirking now, and shifted—lifting her hips just enough to let my cock spring free, then sliding back, positioning herself higher, her slit hovering over my stomach. She rocked again, smearing her arousal across my skin, marking me with her heat, and I felt it—her wetness, her scent, sinking into me, driving me wild. My hands moved, one sliding between her legs, finding her clit—hard, protruding, slick with her release—and I pinched it, rolling it between my fingers, watching her gasp, her head tipping back, her braid swinging as she shuddered. “Now,” I said, voice a raw command, and she nodded, her eyes flashing, agreeing at last.

She rose, shifting back, and gripped my cock with one hand—rough, sure, her fingers wrapping around the base, stroking once, twice, until I hissed, precum beading at the tip. She lined me up, the head nudging her entrance, and sank down—slow at first, deliberate, her walls stretching around me, tight and pulsing, then faster, taking me in one smooth, deep plunge until her ass rested against my thighs, my balls pressed tight against her. I groaned, loud and guttural, the heat of her swallowing me whole, her muscles clamping around me, rippling as she adjusted, her breath hitching as she settled.

“Fuck, Niska,” I rasped, my hands gripping her hips, fingers digging into her skin, and she started moving—riding me, hard and fast, her thighs flexing, her ass bouncing with every thrust. The mud sucked at my back, the reeds bending beneath us, and I thrust up, meeting her, slamming into her with a rhythm that shook the earth—wet, loud, the slap of flesh against flesh drowning out the river’s murmur. Her breasts bounced above me, full and heavy, nipples grazing my chest when she leaned down, and I caught one in my mouth, sucking hard, my tongue flicking the peak, tasting salt and sweat as she growled, her nails raking my shoulders, leaving fresh welts that burned in the humid air.

She shifted, angling her hips, and I hit deeper—her cervix nudging my tip, a tight, swollen ridge inside her that made her moan, sharp and wild, her walls spasming around me. I reached between us, finding her clit again, rubbing it in tight circles, feeling it pulse under my thumb as she rode me, her pace faltering, her breath ragged. “Caleb—” she gasped, my name breaking on her lips, and she came—hard, sudden, her release flooding around me, hot and thick, soaking my groin, dripping into the mud as her body shook, her thighs trembling against me.

I didn’t stop—couldn’t—fucking her through it, my hips snapping up, driving into her as she shuddered, her moans turning to cries that echoed through the night. My balls tightened, pressure coiling, and I gripped her harder, my hands sliding to her ass, spreading her cheeks, my fingers brushing the tight ring of muscle there—slick with her arousal, tempting me. I pressed one finger in, slow and careful, feeling her tense, then relax, her walls clenching around my cock as I worked it deeper, curling it, stretching her. She roared, a sound that shook the reeds, and pushed back, taking it, her body rocking between my cock and my finger, a dual rhythm that drove her wild.

“More,” she snarled, her voice raw, and I added a second finger, stretching her ass wider, pumping them in time with my thrusts, feeling her tighten, her heat overwhelming, her clit throbbing under my thumb. She came again, harder, her walls clamping so tight I saw stars, her release gushing out, soaking me, the mud, the reeds, and I lost it—cum erupting from me in thick, endless spurts, filling her, spilling out around my cock as I thrust through it, my groans mixing with her cries, my vision blurring as the pleasure ripped through me.

She slowed, panting, her body trembling, but didn’t pull off—just rocked gently, drawing it out, her walls milking me dry. Then she rose, slow and deliberate, my cock slipping free with a wet sound, our fluids dripping onto my stomach, pooling in the mud. She grabbed my hand, pulling me up, and I staggered to my feet, legs shaking, the river lapping at my calves as she led me deeper, the water rising to my thighs, then my waist. “Stand,” she said, turning me, pushing me back against a submerged rock—smooth, cold, grounding me as the current tugged at my legs.

She climbed me again, legs wrapping around my waist, her arms looping around my neck, and sank down, taking me in once more, her walls still tight, still pulsing, slick with our releases. I groaned, my hands gripping her ass, guiding her as she started riding me, the water slowing her, turning it into a deep, grinding rhythm that hit every nerve. Her breasts pressed against my chest, nipples hard and slick, and I bit her shoulder, tasting her skin, marking her as she fucked me, her clit rubbing against my base, her moans sharp and desperate.

The river rocked us, the cold a stark contrast to her heat, and I thrust up, meeting her, my balls aching, my cock throbbing inside her. She tightened, her walls spasming, and came again—her fifth, a flood of heat soaking me, dripping into the water as she shuddered, her nails clawing my back, deep and stinging. I kept going, relentless, my hands spreading her ass again, fingers slipping inside, stretching her, driving her higher. She roared, her head tipping back, her braid floating in the current, and I came—thick pulses filling her, spilling out, mixing with the river as I shook, clinging to her, the rock steady beneath me.

She slid off, dropping into the water, and turned, bending forward, bracing her hands on the rock, her ass lifting, water streaming off her skin as she spread her legs. “Again,” she said, voice a low promise, and I stepped behind her, my cock still hard, slick with us, and thrust in—deep, hard, fucking her against the rock, the water splashing around us, her cries filling the night. We went on—endless, unyielding—her body mine, mine hers, the river bearing witness to every shudder, every release, until the dark claimed us both.

Chapter Four: The Hollow of the Willow

The river’s cold grip lingered on my skin as Niska pulled me from the water, her hand firm around my wrist, her nails digging into me with a possessive edge that kept my blood roaring. The night was deep now, the moon a thin crescent clawing through the canopy, casting jagged slivers of light across the muddy bank where we’d left our mark—reeds bent and broken, earth churned into a slick mess of our fluids and the river’s silt. My chest heaved, my body a wreck of trembling muscle and stinging welts, my cock still half-hard, glistening with her, with me, with the wildness we’d unleashed. Niska stood there, naked and unbowed, water streaming off her bronze skin, her braid a heavy, dripping coil down her back, her dark eyes glinting with a hunger that hadn’t dimmed—not after the river, not after the reeds, not after every shuddering release we’d torn from each other.

She didn’t speak—just tugged me forward, away from the bank, her bare feet silent on the pine needles as she led me into the trees. The air shifted, cooler here, thick with the scent of sap and moss, the cicadas’ hum fading into a low, pulsing drone that matched the thud of my pulse. My legs shook, unsteady from the hours of fucking, but I followed, drawn by her, by the heat still radiating from her body, by the promise in her stride. My cock twitched, hardening again, unbidden, the ache in my balls a constant reminder of her—her taste still on my tongue, her scent burned into my lungs, her marks carved into my flesh. I didn’t know where she was taking me, didn’t care—just kept moving, the musket and my clothes forgotten on that rock, the river a distant murmur behind us.

She stopped beneath a massive willow, its branches drooping low, forming a curtain of pale green that brushed the ground, swaying faintly in the night breeze. The trunk was thick, gnarled, its bark split and rough, and a hollow gaped at its base—wide enough for a man to crawl inside, dark and sheltered, the earth within packed smooth by time or use. Niska released my wrist, turning to face me, her silhouette framed by the willow’s veil, her breasts rising with each breath, nipples tight and dark, her slit still swollen, glistening in the moonlight, dripping down her thighs. “Here,” she said, voice low and rough, a command wrapped in intent, and stepped into the hollow, ducking low, her ass swaying as she disappeared inside.

I followed, bending to crawl through, the bark scraping my shoulders, the cool earth pressing against my knees. The hollow opened up inside—not vast, but enough, a cramped dome of root and wood, the air warm and humid, thick with the smell of loam and her musk. Moonlight filtered through gaps in the willow’s branches, dappling the ground, casting shadows that danced across her skin as she knelt there, waiting, her eyes locked on mine, fierce and unyielding. My cock throbbed, fully hard now, bobbing as I moved toward her, the dirt soft under my hands, my breath ragged in the tight space.

She didn’t wait—just lunged, her hands gripping my shoulders, shoving me back against the hollow’s wall, the roots digging into my spine, rough and unyielding. Her body pressed against mine, hot and slick, her breasts flattening against my chest, her nipples scraping my skin as she straddled my thighs. “You’re mine tonight,” she growled, her breath hot against my neck, her teeth grazing my jaw, sharp and deliberate, drawing a thin line of blood that she licked away, her tongue rough and wet, sending a jolt down my spine. My hands flew to her hips, fingers sinking into her flesh, feeling the muscle flex beneath, and I pulled her closer, my cock brushing her stomach, leaking precum that smeared across her skin.

She shifted, rising on her knees, and gripped my shaft—her hand rough, calloused, wrapping around me tight, stroking once, twice, until I groaned, my hips bucking into her touch. She lined me up, the head nudging her slit—hot, wet, pulsing with need—and sank down, slow and deliberate, taking me inch by inch, her walls stretching around me, tight and slick, clamping down as she settled, my balls pressed against her ass. I hissed, the heat of her overwhelming, her muscles rippling around me, and she started moving—riding me, hard and steady, her thighs flexing, her ass grinding against me with every thrust. The hollow shook, dirt trickling from the roots above, dusting my shoulders as I thrust up, meeting her, slamming into her with a rhythm that filled the space—wet, loud, the slap of flesh against flesh echoing off the wood.

Her breasts bounced above me, full and heavy, and I caught one with my hand, squeezing, my thumb rolling her nipple, hard and sensitive, while my mouth found the other, sucking deep, my tongue flicking the peak, tasting her—salt, sweat, the faint tang of river water still clinging to her skin. She growled, low and guttural, her nails raking my chest, reopening the welts there, blood welling up under her fingers as she rode me harder, faster, her hips snapping down, driving me deep. I felt her cervix nudge my tip, a tight, swollen barrier that made her gasp, her walls spasming, and I angled up, hitting it again, relentless, watching her head tip back, her braid swinging, her moans sharp and wild, shaking the air.

I slid a hand between us, finding her clit—swollen, protruding, slick with her arousal—and pinched it, rubbing it in tight circles, feeling it pulse under my fingers as she bucked, her pace faltering, her breath hitching. “Caleb—” she rasped, my name breaking on her lips, and she came—sudden, fierce, her release flooding around me, hot and thick, soaking my groin, dripping onto the earth as her body trembled, her thighs clamping around me. I didn’t stop—fucked her through it, my hips driving up, my cock throbbing inside her, my balls tightening as the pressure built, coiling sharp and fast.

She shifted, leaning back, bracing her hands on my knees, changing the angle—deeper now, her walls gripping me tighter, her clit exposed, glistening in the dim light. I rubbed it harder, relentless, my other hand gripping her ass, spreading her cheeks, my fingers brushing that tight ring again—slick, warm, tempting me. I pressed one in, slow and steady, feeling her tense, then relax, her moan turning to a growl as I worked it deeper, curling it, stretching her. “More,” she snarled, her voice raw, and I added a second, pumping them in time with my thrusts, feeling her ass clench around me, her slit pulsing around my cock, a dual rhythm that drove her wild.

She came again, harder, her walls clamping so tight I saw stars, her release gushing out, soaking me, the dirt, the roots, and I kept going, relentless, my fingers fucking her ass, my cock slamming into her, her cries filling the hollow—sharp, desperate, shaking the wood around us. My balls ached, my cock swelling, and I yanked my fingers free, gripping her hips with both hands, pulling her down hard as I thrust up, once, twice, and came—thick, endless spurts, filling her, spilling out around me as I roared, my vision blurring, my body shaking with the force of it. She shuddered, her third release crashing through her, her walls milking me dry, and we slowed, panting, trembling, locked together in the tight space.

She didn’t pull off—just rocked gently, drawing it out, her breath hot against my chest as she leaned forward, her forehead resting against mine. Then she moved, sliding off me, my cock slipping free with a wet sound, our fluids dripping onto the earth, pooling beneath us. She grabbed my shoulders, pulling me up, and turned, crawling to the hollow’s edge, her ass swaying, her slit glistening in the moonlight as she bent forward, bracing her hands on the roots, legs spread wide. “Take me,” she said, voice a low command, and I moved, scrambling after her, my knees sinking into the dirt, my cock still hard, slick with us, ready.

I gripped her hips, my fingers digging into her flesh, and thrust in—deep, hard, burying myself to the hilt, her heat swallowing me, tight and pulsing. She gasped, her walls clamping around me, and I started fucking her, relentless, my hips snapping, the wet slap of flesh against flesh filling the hollow, louder than the night outside. Her ass bounced with every thrust, firm and round, and I spread her cheeks, watching my cock slide in and out, glistening with her, with me, the sight driving me harder. I reached around, finding her clit again, rubbing it, feeling it pulse, and she growled, pushing back, meeting me, her moans turning to cries that shook the roots above.

I shifted, angling down, hitting that ridge inside her again, and she bucked, her body tensing, her release building fast. My other hand slid up, gripping her braid, yanking her head back, exposing her throat, and I leaned over her, biting the soft skin there, sucking hard, marking her as I fucked her—deep, brutal, unyielding. She came—her fourth, a flood of heat soaking me, dripping down my legs, and I kept going, my balls tightening, my cock throbbing, chasing my own edge. “Niska—” I groaned, voice ragged, and she tightened, deliberate, her walls squeezing me, and I came—thick pulses filling her, spilling out, mixing with the dirt as I thrust through it, my body shaking, my groans echoing in the hollow.

She collapsed forward, panting, her hands slipping from the roots, and I followed, slumping over her, my chest pressed to her back, my cock still inside her, twitching with aftershocks. The hollow hummed around us, warm and alive, the willow’s branches swaying outside, and she turned her head, her eyes meeting mine, fierce and satisfied. “You’re strong,” she said, voice soft now, a rare warmth in it, and I grinned, my breath unsteady, knowing this night had forged something between us—wild, unbreakable, ours.

Chapter Five: The Tribal Fire

The willow’s hollow still hummed with the heat of our last release, the air thick with the scent of loam, sweat, and the mingled fluids that slicked the earth beneath us. I lay slumped over Niska, my chest pressed to her back, my cock softening inside her, twitching with the last echoes of my climax, our breaths ragged and synced in the tight space. Her bronze skin glistened in the moonlight filtering through the branches, her braid a damp coil against her shoulder, her body trembling faintly beneath me—spent, but not sated, not fully. She shifted, turning her head, her dark eyes meeting mine, fierce and glinting with a new intent that made my pulse kick up, my cock stirring despite the exhaustion clawing at my bones.

“Enough here,” she said, voice low and rough, a command wrapped in promise. She pushed up, sliding out from under me, my cock slipping free with a wet sound, our fluids dripping onto the dirt as she crawled to the hollow’s edge. Her ass swayed, her slit still swollen and glistening, and she glanced back, her lips curling into a smirk. “Come. My people will see you.” Before I could respond, she ducked out, disappearing through the willow’s curtain, leaving me panting, sprawled in the muck, my body a map of welts, bruises, and her marks.

I scrambled after her, the bark scraping my shoulders as I crawled through, emerging into the cool night air, the forest dark and alive around us. Niska stood waiting, naked and unashamed, her bow and quiver retrieved from the riverbank, slung over her shoulder as she beckoned me with a flick of her hand. My legs shook, unsteady from hours of fucking, but I rose, my cock half-hard, swaying as I moved, the mud and her scent clinging to me like a second skin. “Your people?” I rasped, voice hoarse, stepping toward her. “What the hell for?”

She didn’t answer—just turned and started walking, her stride sure and swift, her braid swinging down her back, her ass flexing with every step. I followed, barefoot, the pine needles sharp under my soles, the river’s murmur fading behind us as we plunged deeper into the woods. The moon hung higher now, casting silver through the canopy, dappling her skin, guiding us through a maze of oak and fern I’d never dared explore. My breath steadied, my muscles aching but alive, my cock hardening fully as I watched her move, the promise of more—of something wilder—pulling me forward like a rope around my gut.

The trees thinned after what felt like miles, opening into a clearing ringed by low, hide-covered tents, their shapes hunched and dark against the glow of a central fire. Smoke curled upward, thick with the scent of burning cedar, and figures moved around it—women, a dozen or more, their voices a low murmur, their bodies clad in deerskin or bare, bronze skin catching the firelight. They turned as we approached, eyes sharp and assessing, and Niska strode in like she owned the place—which she damn well might’ve—her head high, her nakedness a badge of power. I stopped at the edge, suddenly aware of my own state—naked, mud-streaked, my cock rigid and bobbing, a settler lost in a world I didn’t belong to.

“She brings a pale one,” a voice called, low and rich, and a woman stepped forward—taller than Niska, her hair loose and wild, spilling over her shoulders, her breasts bare above a fringed skirt, her thighs thick and muscled. Her eyes raked over me, lingering on my cock, a grin tugging at her lips. “Strong, if he’s still standing.”

“He is,” Niska said, dropping her bow by the fire, her tone sharp with pride. “Caleb. He takes well. Gives better.” She grabbed my arm, pulling me into the circle, the heat of the flames licking my skin, the women closing in, their gazes heavy, curious, hungry. Another stepped up—shorter, leaner, her skin marked with faint scars, her breasts small and high, nipples dark and tight, a strip of hide barely covering her hips. She circled me, her fingers brushing my chest, tracing the welts Niska had left, and I felt my cock pulse, precum beading at the tip.

“Prove it,” the tall one said, her voice a challenge, and the others murmured agreement, their hands reaching, touching—my arms, my back, my thighs—testing me, claiming me. Niska shoved me forward, into the center, and I stumbled, catching myself by the fire, the heat searing my shins as the women surrounded me, a ring of bronze and muscle, their scents—smoke, leather, wildness—flooding my senses.

The tall one—her name was Tala, I’d learn later—moved first, dropping her skirt, revealing a slit framed by coarse hair, already glistening, her thighs parting as she stepped closer. She grabbed my shoulders, pushing me down, and I sank to my knees, the dirt warm from the fire, her heat hovering over my face. “Taste,” she ordered, and I did—tongue plunging into her, lapping at her swollen folds, her arousal sharp and tangy, different from Niska’s, flooding my mouth as she rocked against me. Her hands tangled in my hair, yanking hard, guiding me, and I sucked her clit—hard, protruding, pulsing under my lips—flicking it, driving her wild until she groaned, her thighs clamping around my head, her release soaking my face, dripping down my chin.

Niska stepped in, pulling Tala back, and straddled my hips, sinking onto my cock without preamble—hard, deep, her walls clamping around me, slick and hot from before. She rode me, relentless, her ass bouncing, her breasts swaying as I thrust up, meeting her, the wet slap of flesh against flesh mixing with the fire’s crackle. The scarred one—Kaya—knelt behind me, her hands spreading my ass, her fingers—slick with something, spit or oil—pressing into me, one, then two, stretching me, pumping in time with Niska’s thrusts. I groaned, the dual sensation overwhelming, my cock throbbing inside Niska, my balls tightening as Kaya curled her fingers, hitting that spot inside me that made my vision blur.

Tala moved again, straddling my face as Niska fucked me, her slit dripping over my mouth, and I licked her, sucking her clit, her moans sharp and wild above me. Another woman—smaller, curvier, her breasts heavy and swaying—joined in, her name lost in the chaos, gripping my hand, guiding it to her slit, hot and wet, my fingers plunging into her, pumping as she rocked against me. The fire roared beside us, the heat searing my skin, and the women moved—relentless, coordinated, a storm of flesh and need.

Niska came first—her walls spasming, her release flooding around me, soaking my groin as she roared, her nails clawing my chest. I kept thrusting, Kaya’s fingers driving me higher, and Tala followed, her second release gushing over my face, her thighs trembling as she bucked against my tongue. The curvy one gasped, her walls clamping around my fingers, her release dripping down my arm, and I lost it—cum erupting from me, thick spurts filling Niska, spilling out as I thrust through it, my groans muffled against Tala’s slit, Kaya’s fingers relentless inside me.

They didn’t stop—just shifted. Niska slid off, Tala took her place, sinking onto my cock—tighter, deeper, her walls gripping me as she rode me, her breasts bouncing, her hands pinning my wrists to the dirt. Kaya pulled her fingers free, moving to my face, straddling me, her slit—smaller, slicker—hovering over my mouth, and I licked her, tasting her, her arousal sharp and sweet as she ground against me. Another woman—lithe, her hair braided like Niska’s—knelt beside me, her fingers finding my ass again, stretching me, three now, pumping hard, driving me wild as Tala fucked me, her pace brutal, her clit rubbing my base.

The circle tightened, hands everywhere—gripping my thighs, my arms, my balls—stroking, squeezing, claiming me. Tala came, her walls clamping, her release soaking me, and Kaya followed, her cries sharp as she flooded my mouth. I thrust up, relentless, my balls aching, and came again—thick pulses filling Tala, spilling into the dirt as the braided one’s fingers hit that spot, dragging it out, my body shaking, my groans lost in Kaya’s heat.

They kept going—woman after woman, their names blurring—Niska back again, then another, then two at once—straddling my cock, my face, my hands working slits, asses, clits—until the fire burned low, the night a haze of flesh, heat, and release. I fucked them all, relentless, their cries, my roars, the wet slap of bodies filling the clearing, cum and arousal soaking me, the earth, the air, until I collapsed, spent, surrounded by them, Niska’s eyes on me, fierce and proud.

“You’re ours now,” she said, voice soft, final, and I grinned, chest heaving, knowing I’d never leave this wild, endless night.

Chapter Six: The Dawn of the Bound

The fire had dwindled to embers, a faint red glow pulsing in the clearing as the first gray light of dawn crept through the trees, turning the night’s chaos into a hazy dream I could still feel in my bones. I lay sprawled in the dirt, my body a wreck—muscles trembling, skin slick with sweat, mud, and the mingled fluids of a dozen women, my chest heaving as I sucked in ragged breaths. My cock hung heavy, half-hard and glistening, leaking the last of my release onto my thigh, my balls aching from hours of relentless fucking. Around me, the women of Niska’s tribe sprawled in a loose circle, their bronze bodies glistening in the dim light, breasts rising and falling, thighs parted, slits still swollen and dripping—some asleep, some watching me with eyes that glinted like predators sated but not tamed. Niska knelt beside me, her braid a damp coil across her shoulder, her dark gaze steady, fierce, a faint smile tugging at her lips as she traced a finger down my chest, reigniting the welts she’d carved into me.

“You’re ours now,” she’d said, her voice soft but final, and it sank into me, a truth I couldn’t deny—not after the river, the reeds, the willow, the fire, and every shuddering release we’d torn from each other. The air was thick, humid, heavy with the scent of smoke, sex, and earth, the cicadas silent now, replaced by the distant trill of waking birds. My legs shook as I pushed myself up, dirt clinging to my back, my hands flexing, still feeling the heat of their flesh under my palms. I grinned at her, chest tight, knowing this wasn’t over—not yet, not with her, not with them.

Niska rose, her movements fluid despite the night’s toll, and grabbed my wrist, pulling me to my feet with a strength that still surprised me. My cock twitched, hardening again, unbidden, the ache in my gut a constant pull toward her, toward this wildness I’d stumbled into. “One more,” she said, voice low and rough, a promise that made my pulse thud. She turned, beckoning the others with a sharp gesture, and they stirred—slowly at first, then with purpose, their bodies unfolding from the dirt, eyes glinting as they closed in. Tala, the tall one, her hair wild and loose; Kaya, the scarred one, lean and fierce; the curvy one whose name I’d never caught, her breasts swaying; and more—lithe, muscled, scarred, smooth—all of them moving toward a low platform at the clearing’s edge, a slab of wood draped with hides, raised on stones, its surface worn smooth by time or ritual.

They shoved me onto it, hands rough and sure, my back hitting the hides, warm and soft against my skin, the platform creaking under my weight. Niska climbed up, straddling my hips, her slit—hot, slick, still dripping—hovering over my cock, her eyes locked on mine, fierce and commanding. “All of us,” she said, and the others joined her, surrounding me, a ring of flesh and heat—some kneeling, some standing, their hands reaching, touching, claiming me one last time. My cock throbbed, fully hard now, straining up as Niska gripped it, her fingers wrapping around the base, stroking once, twice, until I groaned, precum beading at the tip, glistening in the dawn light.

She sank down, taking me in—slow, deliberate, her walls stretching around me, tight and pulsing, clamping down as she settled, my balls pressed against her ass. I hissed, the heat of her overwhelming, her muscles rippling around me, and she started riding me—hard, steady, her thighs flexing, her ass grinding against me with every thrust. Tala moved next, straddling my face, her slit—wider, wetter than Niska’s—hovering over my mouth, dripping with her arousal as she lowered herself. I licked her, tongue plunging into her, lapping at her swollen folds, her taste sharp and tangy, flooding my mouth as she rocked against me, her hands tangling in my hair, yanking hard.

Kaya knelt beside me, her fingers—slick with oil from a pouch at her waist—spreading my ass, pressing into me, two at first, then three, stretching me wide, pumping in time with Niska’s thrusts. I groaned into Tala’s slit, the dual sensation tearing through me, my cock throbbing inside Niska, my balls tightening as Kaya curled her fingers, hitting that spot inside me that made my vision blur. The curvy one grabbed my hand, guiding it to her slit—hot, slick, pulsing—my fingers plunging into her, pumping as she rocked against me, her breasts bouncing, her moans sharp and desperate. Another woman—lithe, her hair braided like Niska’s—knelt at my side, her hand wrapping around my balls, squeezing, rolling them gently, then harder, until I hissed, the pressure building, coiling tight in my gut.

Niska rode me harder, her hips snapping, her breasts swaying, her nails clawing my chest, reopening the welts, blood welling up under her fingers as she growled, low and guttural. I thrust up, meeting her, slamming into her, the wet slap of flesh against flesh filling the clearing, louder than the dawn birds, louder than my own ragged breaths. Tala ground against my face, her clit—hard, protruding—under my lips as I sucked it, flicking it, driving her wild until she moaned, her thighs clamping around my head, her release soaking my face, dripping down my chin. Kaya’s fingers pumped faster, stretching me, hitting that spot again and again, and the curvy one gasped, her walls clamping around my fingers, her release flooding my hand, dripping down my arm.

Another woman—taller, her skin marked with swirling tattoos—straddled my stomach, her slit rubbing against me, smearing her arousal across my skin, her hands gripping my shoulders as she rocked, her breasts bouncing, nipples grazing my chest. The braided one squeezed my balls harder, her other hand stroking the base of my cock where it met Niska’s slit, and I felt it—every touch, every thrust, every pulse—overwhelming, a storm of sensation I couldn’t fight. Niska shifted, angling her hips, and I hit deeper—her cervix nudging my tip, a tight, swollen ridge that made her gasp, her walls spasming, and I angled up, hitting it again, relentless, watching her head tip back, her braid swinging, her moans sharp and wild.

Tala came again—harder, her release gushing over my face, her thighs trembling as she bucked against my tongue, and I kept licking, sucking, driving her higher. The curvy one followed, her third, her walls pulsing around my fingers, and Kaya’s thrusts deepened, her fingers curling, stretching me until I groaned, loud and raw, my cock swelling inside Niska. The tattooed one rocked faster, her clit grinding against my stomach, and she came—hot, thick, soaking me as she shuddered, her nails digging into my shoulders. The braided one’s hand tightened, her fingers stroking, squeezing, and Niska roared—her release crashing through her, her walls clamping so tight I saw stars, her fluids flooding around me, dripping onto the hides as her body shook.

I kept going—fucking Niska through it, my hips driving up, my cock throbbing, Kaya’s fingers relentless, Tala’s slit pulsing against my mouth. The curvy one pulled my hand free, straddling it, guiding my fingers back inside, riding them as she moaned, her breasts swaying. Another woman—small, fierce, her hair cropped short—knelt between my legs, her tongue lapping at my balls, sucking them into her mouth, rolling them as the braided one stroked me, and I lost it—cum erupting from me, thick, endless spurts filling Niska, spilling out around my cock as I thrust through it, my roars muffled against Tala’s slit, my body shaking, my vision blurring.

They didn’t stop—just shifted. Niska slid off, Tala took her place, sinking onto my cock—tighter, deeper, her walls gripping me as she rode me, her pace brutal, her clit rubbing my base. Kaya pulled her fingers free, straddling my face, her slit—smaller, slicker—hovering over my mouth, and I licked her, tasting her, her arousal sharp and sweet as she ground against me. The curvy one kept riding my hand, her walls clamping, her release dripping down my arm, and the tattooed one moved lower, straddling my stomach again, her slit soaking me as she rocked. The short-haired one sucked harder, her tongue flicking my balls, and the braided one’s hand worked my base, stroking, squeezing, driving me higher.

Tala came—her walls spasming, her release soaking me, and Kaya followed, her cries sharp as she flooded my mouth. The curvy one gasped, her fourth, her fluids gushing over my hand, and I thrust up, relentless, my balls aching, my cock swelling, chasing my edge. Niska knelt beside me, her hand joining the braided one’s, stroking me, her nails grazing my shaft, and I came again—thick pulses filling Tala, spilling into the hides as the short-haired one sucked, Kaya’s slit pulsed, and the tattooed one’s release soaked me, my body shaking, my groans lost in the chaos.

They kept going—woman after woman, swapping places, straddling my cock, my face, my hands—Niska back again, then Tala, then Kaya, then all of them, a relentless cycle of flesh and heat, their cries, my roars, the wet slap of bodies filling the dawn. Cum and arousal soaked me, the platform, the air, until the sun broke the horizon, bathing us in gold, and I collapsed, spent, surrounded by them, their hands still on me, their eyes fierce and satisfied.

Niska leaned down, her lips brushing mine, her voice soft, final. “Bound to us,” she said, and I nodded, chest heaving, my cock twitching one last time, knowing this was my place now—wild, endless, theirs.
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