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NICK LAY IN THE SNOW thanking the gods for cushioning his fall. A number of bones must have been broken. So many that the initial pain disappeared as his eyes closed but not before seeing a large figure approaching him. In the fleeting moment before he passed out, Nick tried to move his arm for his sword but could not life a finger.

‘If this is it, then this is it. I have no regrets,’ Nick thought as his eyes shut and he passed out.

When Nick awoke an unknown period of time later, he was lying in a huge bed easily twice the size of his body. He lay on the softest animal pelt he could ever sense with a second animal pelt on top of him.

A quick movement of his body told Nick that he was injured with both his arm and legs in some sort of sling. As his sense of touch rushed back, Nick could feel bandages all over his body.

Nick opened his eyes to see the interior of a small cottage surrounding him. The bed appeared to be cut into the wall with a roaring fireplace in front of him to the right with a large table off to his direct right. In front of the fire, lay multiple animal pelts strewn around the front and sides of the crackling fireplace, whose heat easily filled the small room. 

Nick could barely move his body due to the makeshift slings on his left arm and right leg. The warmth of the crackling fire soothed Nick’s nerves. Before he could properly assess the situation, he drifted off to sleep.

When Nick woke up the next time there was a large individual cutting something at the table. 

‘Bout time you woke up. Thought you were dead a few times. Gonna stay awake for a bit,’ the blurry figure said, getting up to throw a couple of logs on the fire which was almost worn out. The logs were at least three feet long and six inches in diameter as Nick’s vision began to clear before his head crashed onto the pelt before falling asleep.

‘I counted to thirty. Progress.’

When Nick woke up the next time the fire was going strong filling the room with warmth as the burly figure lay on its side under a pile of pelts off to the side of the fire near what appeared to be the door just past the table. On top of the table sat a hand carved wooden bowl.

Nick’s stomach grumbled and the figure lying under the pelts stirred for a moment before speaking.

‘I counted to fifty and heard your stomach. You must be hungry. If you don’t eat something soon, you might as well roll over and die,’ the figure said, reaching a hand out to toss a nearby log onto the fire.

‘T-t-thank you.’

The individual got up from its place in front of the warm fire grabbing the hand carved bowl and spoon. The individual turned to face Nick shocking him. She wore no other clothing than a fur pelt around her shoulders. Between her legs swung a massive cock at least twenty inches in length with more girth than his bicep which could curl one hundred and fifty pounds.

This woman who saved his life, bandaged him up, and now wanted to feed him was a Futanari, the sworn enemy of his people. For hundreds of years, Nick’s society waged war against these monstrosities whose massive cocks could tame even the strongest of warriors. Now Nick lay with his arm and leg in splints mended by his enemy while his greatest of enemies now loomed tall over him with her cock dangling between her legs like a third leg.

‘Begone, you foul beast. I will have none of your trickery! You seek to corrupt me and turn me from my virtuous ways,’ Nick screamed at the Futanari barely lifting his arm to try and stop her.

‘Oh for the forest goddess's sake. I am not one of those fools fighting a constant war between our species.’

‘Then what trickery have you done to me? Why is my body in splints unable to move?’

‘Because you fell off a cliff idiot or don’t you remember that part?’

‘I remember the heat of war against your unholy kind. The Futanari who have succulent breasts and asses with faces whose beauty can trap the most honest man turning him into a sex crazed beast enslaved to the evil Futanari with whom he had sex. That massive and disgusting cock, which they use to corrupt honest warriors like myself.’

‘You probably hit your head on the way down,’ the Futanari said in an exasperated voice, tossing the bowl and spoon onto the table. She grabbed a chair and turned it to face Nick plopping her fat ass down in front of him letting her massive cock hang down in front of Nick’s face.

‘You know you are lucky to be alive right now. If I was not out hunting for a moose to ensure my meat supply would last me through the season of Great Cold, you would be dead. The war reached the ridge line a good distance away from my cabin, which I built to get away from both foolish warlike races. I saw someone or something fall from the mountain. I hoped it was an animal who I could skin and use for meat and belts. Unfortunately, it was a misogynistic idiot warrior. 

From your injuries it looks like you hit a tree branch on the way down breaking your arm. You were lucky to land in a massive snow pile, only breaking your leg. You hip sustained some major bruising, but nothing broken from what I could tell.

I still need to find some more meat to ensure I make it through the Great Cold. Especially if I have to feed an additional mouth.’

Nick noticed that her cock was now flopping around as the Futanari spoke to him in an angry voice.

‘I see you staring at my cock. Yes, I am getting hard. It happens when I am angry and blood rushes throughout my body. I expected the man I saved to show at least a little gratitude for me saving his life.’

‘Then what is your foul plan for me? You walk around in front of me naked save for a pelt waving that abomination between your legs in order to tempt me.’

‘Oh. Sorry. It is a warm cabin when the fire is roaring. In the middle of Great Cold I keep it blowing full blast. Especially the past few days, where we had an additional two feet of snow and the temperatures plummeted. I don’t have much in the way of interior clothing since it is just me out here. I can fashion a pelt into something to cover my cock if that will make you more comfortable. Maybe a bra to cover my nipples, but no guarantees. It gets hot in here. You will have to turn your head when I bathe. In the summer, I go down to the warm Meltings to relax, but in the Great Cold I bathe inside. Quite often, to mask my scent from hungry bears.’

‘What made you move out to this area and leave your harlot comrades behind? Why do you not fight the war against the soldiers of virtue?’

‘Because it is an idiotic war, you dope,’ the Futanari said with her head turning beet red and her cock now stiffening to more than two feet in length.

‘You call our war idiotic?’

‘Yes, do you even know why the war was started?’

‘You wish to corrupt the minds of honest and virtuous men like myself into becoming sex toys to feed your needs.’

‘Seriously. Do you know who swung the first sword or shot the first arrow? All you are ever taught in schools is that my kind are freaks of nature. That we use this cock to corrupt ‘virtuous’ men like yourself?’

‘I know we must fight this war for the survival of our race, lest you heathens take over and corrupt our bodies and minds.’

‘This is a waste of my time. Do you want to be helped or not? I could just toss you over my shoulder and throw you out into the forest. Soon enough a hungry beast will come and you can die some sort of virtuous death for no reason whatsoever. You are in no condition to fight and you have not eaten or drank water for weeks. I am surprised you can be angry right now.’

An uncomfortable silence descended on the interior of the cabin as moisture in the wood popped in the open flames crackling while the room got warmer. The Futanari grabbed a pelt lazily throwing it on her hard cock in front of Nate who turned away in shame. Nate was only six inches hard, at best, and this cock made him feel even less masculine which he believed to be one of the tricks of the Futanari.

‘I covered it. Happy?’

‘Thank you. You never answered my question on why you are out here alone and not with your deploy team. Why did you abandon your squad to live in shame?’

‘There is no shame in why I left. I became disillusioned with the constant warfare. I saw the battlefields stained red with the bodies of friends and enemies. The friends I had grown up with as children and played games after first learning to walk. Every friend of mine died in battle. One day while trudging through pools of blood on my way back to our outpost after a particularly bloody battle, I passed the bodies of my two best friends from childhood. I looked around wondering why we continue to fight this needless war. The war has lasted for more than two hundred and fifty years and no one knows why it started. When I went to my commanding officer for counsel she took back the medal she was about to give me for my heretic words. If I was not such a commandeered warrior I would have been arrested and tried for heresy. The next few nights I lay awake wondering about the purpose of this constant warfare. Did our wars solve anything? Have the battlefronts moved at all in the last fifty years? The borders have not changed with neither side willing to press the other for a full invasion. The only ones who profit from the war are corporations who make armor, shields, swords, and arrows. On both sides. 

The politicians use us for support casting the other as demons and devils willing to do anything to destroy our way of life.

One night I ran away, leaving my squad now that all of my friends were dead. I had no reason to fight anymore, so I moved out, far out, into the wilderness in the dense forests where I could build myself a cabin and live a peaceful existence away from the idiocy of society. Out here I hunt my own food. Grow my own vegetables. Live a meager, but happy existence depending on nobody but myself. Look around you at this small but efficient cabin. I built this by myself with my own two hands. The walls, bed, fireplace, table, bowls and cooking area. All with my own two hands and a lot of work. I had to make the tools to cut down the trees and haul everything to here. It was painstaking work but worth it in the end. Finally, I am free of society's evils and I can live a happy and peaceful existence. Before you and your bad attitude came along. Now, do you want some food and water?’
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