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The storm had passed, leaving the jungle dripping and alive with new life. Uma Wild, seventy-five years old and built like a woman forged by the earth itself, stood at the cave mouth with her obsidian spear held steady. Her body was a map of survival—broad shoulders, heavy breasts that had once nursed her lost tribe, wide hips, and thick thighs marked by scars from saber-tooth slashes and brontosaur steps. Her gray-streaked hair hung loose now, tangled by the rain, framing a face that still held the sharp cheekbones and deep-set eyes of a matriarch who had buried everyone she loved.

Jaxon Kane, twenty-three years old and carved like a god who had never known defeat, stepped beside her. Tall, dark-haired, with sun-bronzed skin stretched over powerful muscles and storm-blue eyes that saw the world like no one else, he was the last boy who had somehow become a man. They had found each other in the rain two days ago, both lost, both broken. Now they were everything each other had left.

The ground trembled.

A massive saber-tooth tiger, black stripes gleaming wet under the morning light, burst from the ferns twenty paces away. Its roar shook the trees. The beast had lost its pack in the storm and smelled fresh blood—both of them.

“Jaxon—run!” Uma shouted, shoving the boy behind her.

But Jaxon didn’t run. He stepped forward, spear raised, face twisted in pure focus. “Not today, you fucking cat.”

The tiger lunged.

Uma screamed as jaws snapped inches from her throat. Jaxon met it head-on. He drove the spear straight through the tiger’s shoulder with a roar that echoed off the rocks. Blood exploded across his chest and face. The beast thrashed, claws raking his arm, but he held the spear like iron, twisting it, pulling it free, driving it again into the tiger’s throat. The animal gurgled, eyes wide with shock, and collapsed in a heap of twitching muscle and blood.

Uma stood frozen, heart hammering, staring at the dead giant cat at her feet. Jaxon was bleeding from his arm, but he looked at her like she was the only thing left in the world.

“You saved me,” she whispered, voice cracking.

“You’re mine to save,” he said quietly, the words carrying the weight of everything they had lost. “Now let’s get inside before more come.”

They dragged the carcass farther into the jungle and built a massive bonfire right outside the cave mouth. The flames roared high, lighting their faces, warming the night. Jaxon skinned the tiger quickly with a flint knife, butchered it, and roasted the thick steaks over the fire. The meat sizzled, fat popping, the smell of blood and smoke filling the air. They ate like animals—raw and hungry—tearing into the warm meat with their hands, grease dripping down their chins, juices running down Uma’s heavy breasts.

They sat shoulder to shoulder, fire crackling between them. The boy looked at her like he was starving for something far more dangerous than meat. Uma’s nipples tightened in the cool night air, pressing against the fur wrap. She felt his cock twitch beneath his loincloth, thick and hard already.

Their eyes locked. Neither spoke. The air between them crackled hotter than the fire.

Jaxon moved first. He dropped the bone from her hand, grabbed her wrist, and pulled her to her feet. “Come here.”

Uma didn’t resist. She followed him into the cave, heart pounding, pussy already soaking. The firelight painted them both in orange and gold as they stumbled over the threshold.

**Chapter 2: The Cave and the First Fuck**

The second the cave mouth closed behind them, Jaxon spun Uma against the cool stone wall. His hands were rough with hunger as they tore at the fur wrap. The heavy fabric fell away, and her seventy-five-year-old body was revealed—full, heavy breasts with dark, wrinkled nipples that had once fed a tribe, wide hips, and thick thighs that still carried the strength of a survivor. Her gray hair fell loose over her shoulders, silver in the firelight.

Jaxon stared, breath catching. “Uma... you’re so beautiful. These tits... they’re perfect, heavy, real.”

She reached down, fingers wrapping around the thick bulge in his loincloth. “And this... you’re so fucking hard for me. A boy who’s seen the end of the world and still wants this old woman.”

He growled low in his throat and dropped to his knees. Uma guided his mouth to her breast, arching as his lips closed around the stiff nipple. He sucked gently at first, tongue swirling, then harder, teeth grazing just enough to make her moan. The sound she made was low and guttural, almost animal—like a deep rumble from deep in her chest. She threaded her fingers through his dark hair, holding him there as he switched to the other breast, sucking and licking until both nipples were wet and shining.

When he moved lower, kissing down her belly, she guided his head between her thighs. His tongue found her already slick folds and he licked slowly, savoring her taste. Uma’s hips rolled, and another deep, animal moan escaped her—raw, needy, vibrating through her body as he circled her clit with the flat of his tongue.

“God... Jaxon... your tongue feels so good on my old cunt.”

He ate her with slow, deliberate strokes, two fingers sliding inside her tight, wet heat while his tongue flicked her clit. Uma’s moans grew louder, more desperate, echoing off the stone walls. She came with a shuddering cry, thighs clamping around his head, pussy clenching around his fingers.

He rose, cock throbbing, and kissed her deeply, sharing the taste of her own release. Uma pulled him to the floor, straddling him reverse, facing away. She reached back, spread her wrinkled pussy lips with two fingers, and guided his thick, leaking cock to her entrance.

The head pushed inside her slowly, stretching her wide. She sank down inch by inch, gasping, until he was buried to the hilt, balls pressed against her ass.

“Fuck... you feel so big,” Uma moaned, voice animalistic. “Stretching my old pussy so good.”

Jaxon’s hands gripped her wide hips and he started moving—slow, deep rolls of his hips. Uma rode him reverse, grinding her clit against his pelvis, heavy breasts hanging and swaying. She reached back and spread her ass cheeks, exposing her tight little hole.

“Look at this slutty hole,” Uma growled, voice low and throaty. “You want it? Gonna stretch my old asshole around this thick cock?”

He slapped her ass hard—once, twice—each slap making her moan louder. The sound was raw, animal, filling the cave. Jaxon

**Chapter 3: The Warm Fire and the Art on the Wall**

Jaxon didn’t stop. He kept slapping Uma’s ass—hard, steady smacks that made her moan and push back onto his cock. The wet sound of her pussy taking him filled the cave, obscene and perfect. He gripped her hips tighter, fucking her deep and fast, balls slapping loudly against her ass with every thrust.

“Fuck... your ass is so round,” he groaned. “Taking my cock so well.”

Uma’s moans turned into a low, animal growl that echoed off the walls. “Yes... fuck my old pussy harder... breed this granny cunt.”

He reached around and grabbed one heavy breast, squeezing it roughly while he pounded into her
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