
Alt-Ending: Going Caving (Caveman & Woman Bodyswap TG Preg)

By FoxFaceStories
A mysterious cave crystal has the power to swap the minds of people interacting with it across time. When cavediver John keeps swapping places with Ulka the beautiful cave woman in the deep past, he tries to find a solution with his girlfriend Molly. But what happens when the cave chieftain interrupts things? What if everyone switches places and times?

Alt-Ending: Going Caving
[bookmark: _nkxukbbilqhm]Part One: A Failed Betrayal
John was frantic as he entered the cave. The 6’2 blonde-haired man normally looked incredibly handsome and self-assured, even more so when he was pursuing his love of thrillseeking and danger. But now, instead, he appeared wild, his eyes deranged as he moved through the cave that had changed his life.
	“This has to end! It has to!” he muttered in a frenzied voice. “I won’t be her again! I won’t be tempted, not again!”
	“John, slow down!” his girlfriend Molly called. “Please, keep up! What are you talking about?”
	“This damn cave!” he yelled, his voice echoing through it as he arrived closer to their destination. “I won’t let it take me, Molly! I won’t be her again, no matter . . . no matter how tempting it can be at times. Fuck! We’re nearly there!”
	And yet the accumulated weight of the many months before this made his frantic scramble towards the central chamber of the cave a time consuming one. His short girlfriend still struggled to keep up. She had never been a big caver, only doing it with John because he was so into it, but in truth with her bob of brown hair and glasses, not to mention her 5’2 stature, she looked more like a librarian than anything else. 
	“John, slow down! You nearly took a wrong turn back there!”
	He looked back at her, fear in his eyes. Desperation too. “Can you blame me for not being in my right mind?”
	Molly couldn’t, especially since a lot of the time he wasn’t even in the right body. Months and months ago, John had gone exploring in this very cave, only to come across a strange crystal. For a moment, he had seen a flicker of an incredibly beautiful Amazon woman with gorgeous mocha skin, full breasts, and incredible muscles. She’d been a cavewoman from prehistoric times, long-dead and yet alive in his dreams. 
	Only those dreams became something more. The crystal, a portion of which John had taken home, had somehow attuned itself to the deep past, where Ulka the cavewoman had visited and fought a sabretooth tiger. Their essences had touched each other across time, and she had seen him. The ‘Ghost God’, as she referred to him with her tribe. If only things had stayed that way, it might have just been a wild story no one would have believed. Instead, John found himself starting to swap places with Ulka.
	It was just a few confusing minutes at first. Flashes of time where he was in a deep prehistoric past, living in a lush jungle, now possessing large breasts and a nubile body, with a chieftain named Selkath leering at him, wanting to make him his mate. But over time, the possessions went on longer; first hours, then entire days. Soon John was stuck spending as much time as Ulka as he was in his own body, and in that prehistoric past he discovered the ultimate dangerous thrill of hunting dinosaurs and tigers and prehistoric fauna. Unfortunately, he also discovered that his body had a powerful libido. John tried to resist it at first, instead focusing on the thrill of danger, but whenever Ulka regained her body, she told the tribe of the ‘Ghost God’ she was swapping places with, and they came to believe her. When John returned, the omen reader of the tribe, a woman named Mother Grilka, proclaimed him to be the ‘Ghost God’ in Ulka’s body. Ulka’s best friend Hagra, who had become John’s aid in this time, likewise noticed the difference.
	Which only made Chieftain Selkath pursue John all the more, desiring to be the one to mate the Ghost God. And John, to his great shame, had succumbed to those temptations recently. He had begun to lie with Selkath after a great hunt, giving in to the desires of Ulka’s curvaceous and fertile body. It was maddening and wrong, but he had done it anyway.
	That would have been enough for John to want to pull the plug, but things had gotten even worse than that. When they swapped, Ulka ended up in his body in the modern world. At first, she had been shocked by it all, and by being in a man’s form, but the adaptable cave woman had started to learn English quickly, and soon was actually enjoying her male form. She delighted in living as John, and to the real man’s despair, had turned out to be a better match for Molly, who delighted in how sensitive Ulka was, how passionate in the bedroom, and her intense curiosity for the world, not to mention her love of Molly’s baking. 
	It was a war on two fronts, one that John was losing, and it had to end. Now, he was descending into the cave where it had all started. He had a plan in his mind. He had taken a crystal from the cave, and so had Ulka. If they could put them both back, it would end the effect, and then he could smash the entire thing, leaving her stranded back in her time and him in his. No more sharing bodies. No more having his own girlfriend sleeping with a cavewoman in his body. 
	No, it would all be fixed.

***

Ulka waited in the bright illumination of the cave, reminiscing on all that had happened. She was back in her body after five glorious days as John, and those had been among the best days of her life. She had taken the shaman’s chalk - she had a right to it, given that she was the chosen vessel of a supposed ghost god - and painted an image of Molly for the tribe, scratching another into the wall in the hopes that it would survive the ages. 
	“I see her. I go to her,” she explained to her best friend Hagra. “She my mate.”
	Hagra had teared up, hugged her. “You succeed? Stay for good?”
	“I hope.”
	And then she wandered back through the cave where it had all begun. The beautiful and amazonian cave woman had her protective trinkets, her various totems to give her good luck from the spirits. With each step, her breasts bounced heavily in her fur chest wrap, while her hips swayed sensuously. 
	“Last time I feel that,” she said, determined. She was ready to see Molly again. To be her lover’s mate. To devote herself to that beautiful future woman, to protect her and be her everything. John was a poor mate for her, and had mistreated her. He clearly was fit for Ulka’s life. He had lain with Selkath many times, after all! The spirits knew that she was perhaps already with child thanks to him.
	She moved into the cave and readied herself, the crystal in hand. It was almost time.

***

John reached the cave and readied himself, the crystal in hand. It was almost time. He could practically feel Ulka’s presence.
	“It’s gonna work,” he muttered, his voice echoing through the cave, which was beautifully illuminated by the glowing crystals in the walls and the large central one in the chamber.  “It has to work.”
	Molly reached the chamber and drew closer to him. Her movements were anxious, but she had to get this off of her chest.
“John . . . did you ever think about staying like this? Maybe swapping with Ulka more often? Would that work as a compromise?”
He was silent for a moment as he shifted ahead. “Why even suggest that?”
“John, it’s so obvious that you enjoy being Ulka, or at least parts of it. C’mon, you fucked that cave man, more than once!”
“I - that was a mistake!”
“A mistake that happened several times! And you went hunting, and God knows that would have set off your big ole danger thrill. And we’re done - admit it, we’re through, John.”
“This is just a temporary-”
	“No, it’s not. John, I meant what I said. I love Ulka. But I also love you, even if not in that romantic way anymore. But why don’t we just go back. You can keep letting the two of you shift, maybe find a good balance.”
“Babe - uh, Molly - each time we shift it’s for longer, and my time as her grows. I - yes, I enjoyed parts of it. More than I like to admit. But what if I get stuck there permanently? I don’t deserve that.”
Molly had no answer, and he knew it. She wanted a compromise, but there wasn’t one. Not unless the cave provided an answer. The opalescent sheen of the crystal glowed, and then John was able to feel Ulka. He closed his eyes, attuning himself to the gemstone, and then opened them again. There she was, viewed from the outside again for the first time in months, and looking glorious. She had more scars thanks to his time as her, but they enhanced her amazonian beauty. Her breasts were full - they even looked a little larger - and her curves were on display, as were her muscles, particularly her abs.
	“I see you,” she said.
	“And I hear you,” he replied.
	“Molly is with you.”
	“And you’re alone.”
	She grit her teeth, a little wounded. “Selkath is your mate, John.”
	“Well, he can become yours. I want all three of us to have this conversation, and to work this out. You brought the crystal, right?”
	She lifted it from the furskin wrap of her chest, revealing its purple gleam. It still shone brilliantly. “Why here?” she asked.
	“Because maybe, just maybe, we can finish this.”
	“I want to talk to Molly.”
	“Maybe we can do that too. Fuck, I hope so. I want this done.”
	“What do you want me to do?”
	John suppressed a smirk. It was a crazy idea, and it was based mostly on guesswork, but perhaps there was a way to end it all. The broken crystal in the centre of the chamber seemed to thrum with a little power.
	“First, I want us to talk,” John said. “I want Molly to see you. See what I’ve had to put up with.”
	“How do I do this?”
	“Hold up the crystal. Let it light up the cavern.”
	Ulka nodded. She had an understanding of this too. She couldn’t tell if simply maintaining her shard aided her, but she had the distinct sense that this could work. Slowly, she raised the crystal, and focused. She allowed her own essence to flow through it, into it, and then into the wider power of the chamber. She didn’t understand future technology fully, but were the crystals not like little radios, sucking up the signal and power of the crystals and reflecting it out? She focused further, and let her essence pour through that still-shining receptacle.
	And it worked.
	Molly gasped as the entire cave chamber lit up. All across its walls, Ulka’s image was reflected, like some sort of great hologram that shifted and altered slightly against the walls, before finally converging on the centre. 
Suddenly Ulka stood among them, as if she had always been there. She was framed by light, appearing almost angelic, and her beauty was staggering. Molly had never considered herself attracted to women, but standing before this Amazonian beauty with her massive chest, her wide hips, her brute strength and impressive scars. She was from another world, literally, but she could have been a goddess. Molly’s breath fell away. She could see why John had enjoyed such a body. Hell, she could imagine revelling in it herself, except for how the other cavemen would look at her.
“Holy shit,” she stammered. “She’s beautiful.”
“And you as well,” Ulka answered. “This is all very beautiful.”
 She was amazed to find herself standing in two timelines. The same could be said of John, whose ethereal self was also in the cave before her, and Molly two. All three were at some kind of convergence point, but already it seemed somewhat fractured. Flickering, just a little. As if by lacking both crystals, it was running out of power, and could not sustain their balance. 
As if soon it would reach a crisis point.
“Well, here we all are,” he said to them. “Now at least we know I’m sane.”
“I didn’t doubt that, at least not after the first time,” Molly said. She drew closer to Ulka. “Is this really you? I can’t believe it. John wasn’t lying about your appearance. My God, I’ve never seen anyone like you.”
“You prefer me like this?” Ulka said, blushing a little. She knew she was desirable to men, but to women as well?
Molly nodded, equally nervous. She reached out to touch Ulka, but there was just the slightest shiver of sensual touch before her fingers phased through the flickering image of the cave woman. “I prefer you, in whatever shape. John believes there might be some sort of way to bring you to us. Just you. He says it’s something he senses about the crystals.”
Hope leapt in her heart. She looked to John. “This is true? I can come to your time, and stay? We will be two separate people?”
“You’ll keep your own body,” he said coolly, “but yes, you’ll be with us. You and Molly can go off and be lesbians or whatever, and I can keep my life without losing it. Maybe, who knows, I’ll even find a way to visit your time, when I want, as a ‘ghost god’ for my own amusement.”
Ulka nodded. It was not a perfect solution, but despite her earlier manipulations, she knew it would not be right to steal another man’s body, or his life. She was Ulka, and should remain so. But someone who had seen the future she had seen did not deserve to be stuck in her own brutal, primitive time.
“What must we do? I wish . . . whatever it takes, to be with Molly. To be with my love.”
The two women exchanged a glance. One that was entirely romantic. It only made John more resolute in his action to come. He kept his anger in check. This had to go perfectly.
“I think . . . and this is only what I feel . . . I think you must place the crystal where it first came from. And while we are all together like this, you must smash it.”
Ulka paused, cocked her head. “Are you certain? The crystal keeps us bound, you could not smash it while me because it could strand you. If I smash it now-”
“But we are all connected now,” John explained calmly. “If you do so, you’ll be on our side. But you have to be quick, Ulka!”
Again, the lights of the chamber flickered, unstable. The hearts of all three present raced, and Molly was caught in the middle, looking from her former boyfriend to her current lover, terrified that it could all go wrong. The air was thick with energy, and this time she could see it.
“Quickly, Ulka!” she urged. “John must be telling the truth!”
He wasn’t, but then, he realised that he’d always led her on a little. Dragging Molly from one place to the next. He really did love her, but he had to be honest with himself: he would do anything to keep his life and keep Ulka out of it. And so he watched with hidden satisfaction as Ulka took the crystal from her necklace, still glowing brightly, and placed it on the great rock that had been the powerful centre of the room.
“I just . . . smash it?” Ulka asked, still uncertain. It seemed to phase between both realities, mingling in both timelines.
John smiled. He readied a rock in his hand. The timing of this had to be precise. If Ulka crossed the threshold of time over to his side, then there was always a chance he might go over too. Besides, he refused to let Ulka win. He refused to let her and Molly end up together. Molly was his. He’d fixed up things with her. All he had to do was leave Ulka stranded for good on her side of time, and then-
“ULKA!”
John hesitated as a new figure suddenly emerged into the chamber from Ulka’s side of the river of time. In the glittering reflection of the cave crystals came Selkath, his body both here and not here, his muscles pronounced, his form on fine display as he bounded forth. “ULKA!” he shouted, followed by words in his caveman tongue. Molly couldn’t understand them, but John could. “Ulka! I wish to see! Wish to see arrival of Ghost God!”
Molly gasped. “That’s the chieftain you had sex with, right?”
The man was approaching, and his arrival threatened to destroy everything. Ulka had a spear at the ready in her hand, and determination was on her face. Determination to get away from Selkath and claim her new life. 
“Then see!” she proclaimed. “But no Ghost God for you!”
John panicked as he realised that she had gotten the jump on him. He launched forward, but in the act accidentally pushed Molly forward into the inner glowing light of the crystal. 
“NO!” he cried. “You'll never come back!”
“John, what are you doing!?” Molly screamed.
But it was too late. He was already smashing the rock down into the crystal, but at the same time Ulka was performing the same action with her spear. Far from separating the connection between them, suddenly a flood of energy rushed out, and to his horror John felt a wave of it connect not just the pair of them, but extend out to reach Molly and Selkath as well. Molly shrieked, feeling her consciousness pulled towards the crystal, her spirit dragged across time. Selkath, on the other hand, roared with glorious catharsis, his arms outstretched as the crystal’s energy connected him to this other world. 
	“SEE IT!” he proclaimed in his language. “SEE THE GHOST WORLD! SELKATH AM WORTHY! GO WITH ULKA! WE MATES TOGETHER!”
	The corona of pinkish-purple light expanded, encompassing the entire cave. Ulka felt a spike of fear run down her spine as she realised what was about to happen. She ran to Molly in this moment where time connected and all was one. For just a fleeting moment, she embraced her mate and kissed her, sharing their true lips for just a moment.
	“I’m sorry,” she said.
	Molly’s, her eyes wide and fearful, realised too in that moment what was transpiring.
	“Oh God, Ulka. I love you! I’ll always love you!”
	The corona expanded further until it was impossible to see, the crystals energy about to explode. Selkath roared in triumph again, his arrival having caused disaster. But John simply stared, open-mouthed, feeling his soul drag towards Ulka’s body in the past one final time.
	“Oh fuck,” he said.
	And then the crystal exploded.

[bookmark: _aivu9q2dwzmm]Part Two: Swapping Places
Molly’s mind raced. A kaleidoscope of colour whirred past her, and it took some time to, quite ironically, realise that it was time. Years and years were passing her by, entire civilisations being undone before her eyes, the world turning backwards. Was this a dream? A strange vision quest? What was happening to her?
	She tried to look around, but it gave her a headache to look to either side. It was like passing through a tunnel, a tunnel of time itself; trying to lock her gaze onto a single point in history was all but impossible. She closed her eyes as she fell - or flew? - through time, desperately trying to get ahold of herself. Molly had lost Ulka. She had lost her. And now she was descending back thousands of years of time with . . . John?
	She saw him ahead. He was distant, perhaps a few hundred feet away, or was that a few hundred years away in this strange time-based geography? She couldn’t make sense of it, only him. He was changing. His echoes rang back to her, but they were clearly delayed. Flashing afterimages reached her as they descended through this well of ages together. He groaned and moaned, his flesh turning to a gorgeous dark olive, his clothes falling from his form even as his hips spread wider and a pair of bountiful breasts erupted from his chest.
	“N-no! I don’t deserve this!”
	“Oh God, they’re even bigger than I remember!”
	“Molly, save me! You’ve got to save me!”
	“M-my dick! I’m not losing my dick! You can’t - OHHHH!!”
	It was bizarre and fascinating to watch. John had never described anything like this during his previous jaunts as Ulka. Was this a sign that it was a final change? If only she could reach out to him.
	“John!” she cried, but her voice travelled backwards, not forwards. It echoed up time, as only made sense. “John, I can see you! I’m sorry, I didn’t mean for - ughh!”
	Suddenly, a jolt of energy within her. The time crystal’s energy. It radiated within her, sparking through her system. Molly clenched her eyes shut, and suddenly she was elsewhere again. She was tall and proud, looking down on Ulka and captivated by her beauty, only to march ahead with a spear in hand. A sabretooth tiger was approaching, larger and more vicious, and she ran forward to match it.
	“Oh God!” she exclaimed, as the vision ended, and she continued to fall through time. “Was that . . . was I Selkath!? John! JOHN!”
	But John was still changing, his hair extending out, thick and dark and luscious. Before Molly could think further, the crystal’s power surged and another vision came over her. This time she was tousling with what looked like a large velociraptor, its claws slashing out and drawing blood from her muscular chest. She was most definitely male - she could feel the power of her muscles, the strength in her form, the absence of breasts and curves. A sense of exhilaration hit her and she darted forward, finding an opening. Her spear found the creature’s belly and drove straight through.
	The vision ended, but this time her own change began to become closer to the vision she had just experienced. Molly groaned, clutching her body as her clothes flew through, until she was entirely naked. Her muscles were surging, her lithe body beginning to grow in size. She gasped as the ligaments in her spine began to extend, and again as her very bones seemed to stretch. Even as they did so, her muscles rippled and ached, as if years of workout and exercise were being played out upon them all at once. Even as she flew past the days of Ancient Rome and well beyond, her biceps started to swell. Her hips pulled in, just a little, but her waist filled out. A strange pleasure hit her, a sense of relief as her abdominal muscles - previously quite weak - rose with a blissful series of aches. She rubbed them in astonishment as they grew in, until finally she saw that she had a strong eight-pack that looked incredible. A pressure grew between her thighs, and this was the most drastic one yet.
	“I - oh no! No! Please, send me back! If you’re alive, crystal, please send me baaack!”
	But instead she was thrown into another vision as Selkath. This time she was not hunting, but instead atop Ulka’s incredible form, which was naked. Molly felt Selkath’s hard penis, how it was inside Ulka’s wet pussy, and she was thrusting into the incredibly buxom cavewoman with such dominating power that it caused Ulka’s head-sized breasts to bounce up and down on her chest, almost hitting her in her own chin. The sensations were incredible, the pressure rising, and soon it was impossible to fight the orgasm that was coming. Molly roared in time with Selkath’s roar, a great male orgasm hitting her with the force of an exploding volcano.
	The vision ended, but her own roar continued. It descended in tone, becoming more manly by the moment as her new member grew in. Her vagina closed over after a set of large testicles descended, the protuberance in front of them large and girthy and thick - more so even than John’s had been. 
	“I’ve got a - I’ve got a cock!?”
	But even her voice was lower now, more guttural as it matched her expanding musculature. Her chest bloomed with a thick mat of body hair, and her limbs likewise became hairy. A heat proceeded to simmer over her skin moments later. An itch. A burn. A shiver. It caused her pigmentation to change so that it shifted to that same beautiful dark olive colouration that Ulka possessed - that John now possessed. He was ahead of her by several centuries down the path, but he wasn’t a he any longer. His exclamations carried up to her in the voice of Ulka, his form beautiful and amazonian, breasts full and other curves almost as impressive.
	“There’s got to be a way to escape!”
	“Molly, where are you!”
	“Oh fuck, my ass! I’ve got a p-pussy and tits and ass! I don’t want to be some cavewoman mate, FUCK!”
	Molly, on the other hand, was so awestruck by the changes hitting her that she ceased to say anything for now. Her height extended yet further, to the point where she certainly had to be taller than six feet, perhaps even more impressive than John’s previous 6’2 stature. Her calves bulged, and her feet gained hardened calluses upon them, as did her hands, which felt immense in size. The previously small woman felt like she had the power of a great primal animal now, though her intelligence remained sharp. Another vision hit her, and this one connected her to Selkath’s intelligence. Visions of his leadership. Of binding the culture of his tribe together. Of taking counsel from Mother Grilka but knowing when pragmatism had to give way. Of making the call when to move to a new cave system, to make the journeys overland, and how to track the beasts necessary for his clan’s survival. It was a different kind of intelligence than what Molly was used to. Selkath was still superstitious, and science had no place in his mind, nor could it. He was also a man ruled by instinct at times, his lust intense for Ulka. The sight of her full bosom, her fertile hips, her round buttocks and beautiful face. Those captivating eyes, so determined and fierce. 
	Molly grunted in the voice of a caveman, her member going rigid almost immediately as these flashes ended. They were in deep time now, before writing, before modern language, before any recorded form of history, oral or otherwise. A world of caves and mysterious fire, of ancient creatures and scaled beasts. She looked ahead to John, who was now moaning and wailing in frustration, even as his incredible new cavewoman form was adorned in a fur skirt and fur wrap that helped support her heavy breasts. Trinkets and talismans appeared around his neck and on his left hip, and several scars manifested on his other hip, upon his left leg, and upper right arm.
Molly, for her own part, wasn’t far behind her ex-boyfriend. She desperately wanted to get back to Ulka, who was no doubt now in John’s body, but instead she was becoming Selkath more and more with each moment. The last of any girlish shape to her figure dissipated, replaced with strong muscles that dominated her form. A warrior’s furs appeared on her body, covering her enormous new member and cupping the underside of it to keep it contained. It was effectively just a loincloth, though she also gained a fur wrap that went over one shoulder. Scars notched and scratched themselves into her form, and soon she was even clutching a spear.
The last thing to change for Molly was her face. Assaulted by visions of looking at her manly visage reflected in pools of water, or in the dying light of her enemy’s eyes, her face was guided towards its final end. Hairs sprouted around her chin until she had a beard, and her jawline reasserted into a squared, masculine shape. Her brunette hair darkened, becoming thicker and a little curlier. Even her nose grew, and in doing so the woman grunted, which also belied further changes to her voice.
“I’m Selkath!” she exclaimed, cursing what had happened to her. “I sound like him too! I’m so sorry, Ulka!” 
Her voice had become a booming baritone, identical to Selkath’s, from what little she had heard of him. It pained her to know that she was male, and yet she couldn’t deny the power she felt in her masculinised form. It was only the smallest consolation, because the end of the road of time was approaching. The whir of history slowed, and she entered a land of grand jungles, prehistoric life, and cavepeople. Below her, John cursed in anger. She decided to join him just as a bright light flashed.
Suddenly, they were in the cave together, the crystal smashed on their side as well, though the cave still glowed thanks to the smaller gems all around the walls. Molly grunted, clenching and unclenching her eyes and doing the same for her muscles. Everything felt familiar and yet so deeply alien. Her muscles were too large, her entire body was too large! She could feel her testicles and penis, and the appreciable size of both. Her body was hairy, and as she rose to her feet, the female-turned-male looked down at herself, no longer seeing any breasts or soft white skin but instead a dark olive-skinned chest with manly body hair upon it. 
“Oh God,” she uttered, though her voice was deep and accented. She felt her face, and repeated the exclamation. “I’m really him. And we’re really in the deep past. John! John, are you awake?”
John stirred. He groaned as he hefted his body up, a body he was far too uncomfortably used to. His large boobs were sore, partly from being pressed to the ground, and partly because they seemed nearly a cup size larger than they had been since he was last Ulka. Slowly, he got to his feet, his bosom swaying, his form on display as he looked over to Selkath, who certainly did not have the usual kind of expression on his face.
“S-Selkath? What happen?”
“I don’t know what you’re saying!” the caveman replied in English. “Wait, are you still Selkath? But I saw John-”
“It is me,” the man-turned-cavewoman exclaimed, before bouncing on the spot in agitation, setting off waves of jiggling. “Jesus Christ Molly, now you’re here too? Oh shit, oh fuck! The crystal is smashed. My plan failed! And now we’re stuck like this in the distant past!”
“Plan?” Molly asked.
But John was in no mood to reveal his duplicity. Instead, he cupped his very large breasts and whined in frustration. “It’s not far! I don’t deserve this! I don’t want to be stuck as Ulka! I deserve better!”
But the action made Molly feel strange. Despite her horror, anger, and despair at this new situation, her male body was reacting in a very different way. Just looking at how her ex was cupping his huge soft tits and showing off so much of his nubile form started to make the former woman feel aroused. Slowly but surely, her huge girthy cock began to rise until it strained at the article of clothing. To Molly’s embarrassment, John looked her way and saw the same huge tent rising up in her loincloth.
“Molly? Please tell me that did it on its own!”


***

Selketh grunted as he woke. Something was wrong. He had seen such fantastical things, scenes that defied understanding and explanation. Great birds flying through the sky, but containing many men. Large stones heaped up on top of one another, until they formed cavetowers so tall that they scraped the sky. And scenes of passion with a pale Ghost God man, the true location of the soul of ‘John’, while Selkath himself played the role of the female, a girl named Molly.
	His eyes snapped open fully as he took in the cave surroundings he was in. They were the same, and yet quite different. Older, somehow. The skeleton of the sharp-toothed cat was clean and overgrown with a cave formation. But even stranger was him. His body was tiny! He was wearing strange clothing, too! And below, upon his chest, he had two small but very obvious breasts. No, it couldn’t be. It simply couldn’t be. He was meant to transcend, not end up as a Ghost God woman. He looked around in a panic, trying to make sense of what foul spirit had played this trick on him, but there was only a pale-bodied male rising up and clutching his head.
	“Molly?” the man said, a word unclear to Selkath. But then a realisation seemed to dawn upon the Ghost God man as he took in Selkath’s body posture, his hunter’s gait, his confusion at his own body.
	“Chieftain Selkath!?”


[bookmark: _ow4rewhhg1gd]Part Three: Leaving the Cave
“What fucking plan, John!? Explain what’s going on!?”
	But John was too busy trying to put the pieces of the crystal together again. He was hunched over, a terrible nausea rising up in his stomach as he tracked down shard after shard of the strange time-empowered gem. But it was a fruitless cause, and Molly knew it: it had broken into thousands of pieces, many of them reduced to mere splinters and sand-like fragments. All the former male could do was hunch over, gibbering like a madwoman instead of a cavewoman as he failed to come to terms with what had happened.
	“John, can you hear me!?” Molly bellowed. She took a step back, shocked by the bellow of her own new male voice. She softened it, though it was still low and guttural, just like her form was huge and muscular. “John, what plan? Were you . . . were you trying to trick Ulka?”
	John ignored her. He was frantic. He slapped his own huge brown tits, trying to force them out of the way; they kept swaying and jiggling and dragging against the ground as he lowered himself to try and find shards that had scattered under various recesses in the ground. “Have to find them. Have to rebuild it. There has to be a way . . .”
	Molly pinched the bridge of her now wide-set nose. She was slowly filling with anger to match her distraught feelings at losing her Ulka, who was now seemingly in the far future. To complicate things, her new caveman body was taking in the sight of John in Ulka’s form, hunched over, her impressive derriere thrust into the air as if inviting her to take John from behind. It was stirring up some very primitive feelings in this overwhelming male body, and so his massive member remained frustratingly erect. Finally, he had enough. He marched forward and literally grabbed Ulka, pulling the cavewoman up and turning her about to face Molly. 
	“John, explain what the fuck is happening right now!?” he shouted.
	John-in-Ulka’s body snapped out of it. His eyes went wide, and Molly was struck once more by how devastatingly attractive this woman was, and how angry she was that her failure of a boyfriend had ended up in it.
	“I - Molly, I may have . . . oh God!”
	John pulled away from Molly and only got three steps away before falling to his knees. Molly went to grab him again, but then John made a deeply nauseating sound.
	“I think I’m gonna b-be-”
	He began to throw up. And not just once, he vomited several times upon the ground, coughing up what appeared to be all of that morning’s breakfast and then some. Molly grimaced. This was a shock, yes, and perhaps the worst possible outcome, but clearly John was taking it far, far worse. She leaned down and rubbed John’s back.
	“There, there,” she said. “I’m sure we can find a way back.”
	The new cave man looked around the glowing chamber, taking in the fragments of the now destroyed time crystal. “I’m - I’m sure . . .”

***

They had to leave the cave. John was insistent that they store the fragments in a safe place, but the truth was that he desperately needed water after chucking so much of his guts up, and they would both need food soon enough. More than that, Molly was still feeling quite in denial. She knew she had been catapulted back in time, but she needed to see it to truly believe. And see it she did, once the pair exited the cave. Outside, the wilds were nothing like what was outside the cave from her time. There were no visible roads, no distant radio tower upon the mountain ridge upon the horizon. Hell, there was no ‘distance’ to really appreciate, since their surroundings were thick jungle, the air far more humid, with numerous vines hanging from lush trees. The sounds of strange, long-extinct creatures echoed from the wilderness beyond, and in the air above . . .
	“Holy shit,” Molly declared. “Are those . . . pterodactyls!? Wait, I thought humans weren’t around at this time.”
	“We also thought time travel didn’t exist,” John replied, hugging his own luscious female body in a sheepish manner. “And that you couldn’t magically end up stuck as a cave woman! We’ve got to repair that crystal, Molly! There has to be a way! We just - we just need to do a little hunting and then get back to it.”
	But Molly held up her hands and examined them; the calluses, the dark olive skin, the hairy upon her palms. Her gaze then swept down over her incredibly muscular body. She had numerous scars, some from a creature that could have been a deinonychus or perhaps a sabretooth tiger. She wore no shirt, just a furry loincloth that barely managed to contain her huge caveman dick. She still hadn’t come to terms with that yet. Her mind was still on Ulka’s final words.
	“She said she would always love me . . . I’m sorry, Ulka. I failed you.”

***

Ulka wept bitter tears in the cave. She had achieved all she wanted in finally stepping permanently into the farflung future, but at the cost of all that ever mattered. She once more possessed John’s body, this time permanently. But the crystal was shattered, never to be reconstructed, and her dear sweet Molly was lost into her own prehistoric past forever. 
	“I am sorry, Molly, my mate,” she whispered in her male voice, falling to her knees and lowering herself to the earthen ground. “I failed you.”
	She wished to be alone to lie in her despair until her very bones became part of the ornamentation of this place, mixing and mingling with the bones of the sharp-toothed cat that she had slain in what had felt like many lifetimes ago. She couldn’t, however, because the greatest cruelty of all stood just a short distance from her in the cavern; Selkath in Molly’s body, grunting in an animalistic manner just as she had when she’d first shifted into John’s form.
	Ulka had no idea where to even begin. Selkath was her chieftain, a giant of a man, and one whom she had fought off his obvious affections again and again, not wishing to become just another swollen mother to crying babies. But while she could deny him, she could not deny his powerful presence, nor his warrior’s heart, and so it was utterly alien to see him so diminished, trapped in the body of a female with mousy brown hair, glasses, a cute face and modest-sized breasts. He was so short now, and while Ulka was used to seeing Molly in such a way and feeling so protective towards her, knowing this was Selkath made things deeply troublesome. He kept removing his glasses and placing them back on again, gasping like an animal at something so rudimentary. Had she been like this? It astonished her to think that she had once been so brutish. It was only after several moments of grunting and expressing frustration - even ripping open his shirt to expose his bra and lovely little breasts - that the man finally howled in his new and rather feminine voice.
	“Where am me? Why am ghost girl? Am not meant for ghost girl! Have breasts! Have pale skin! Manhood gone! Ghost God man, please explain!”
Ulka had no idea where to even begin. Selkath was squeezing his little fists and growling, putting on a warrior’s display to get her to submit, and yet displaying enough fear in his eyes that it made Ulka feel instantly sympathetic to him. Those were Molly’s eyes, and if she couldn’t return to her mate, then perhaps she owed it to her love to at least make sure her body was preserved well, just in case. Molly was the smartest person she knew, after all.
	“Chieftain Selkath,” she said. “It me; Ulka. You no believe what I say, but you must. We in Ghost God world now, many many season ahead. You are woman they call Molly, me am still in John’s body. But . . . there is much you need know.”
	Selkath’s jaw slowly fell as she told him. Her former titan of a chieftain was only just starting to realise that he may be stuck in this female form, and that there could well be no going back . . .

***

“This sucks!” 
	“Quit your complaining, John. You got us stuck here. I’m stuck hundreds of thousands, if not millions, of years in the past, and all because you stuffed up everything.”
	“How do you know I stuffed it up? I was trying to separate the crystal at the right time! So we could all cross where we wanted!”
	Molly was angry enough that she punched a branch clean off of a tree. It barely hurt, and she briefly marvelled not only at her own strength, but the way in which she’d felt such a bestial instinct to lash out. Damn testosterone, clearly. 
	“Well, it didn’t work, did it? I met the love of my life, a romantic story that literally defied time and space, that broke the laws of reality as we know it, and our attempt to reach each other failed, John. No matter whose fault it was, now I’m trapped as a caveman, and you’re trapped as a cavewoman, and after all your own efforts to stop Ulka from seeing me.”
	“You were cheating on me with her!”
	“We were practically separated already. And you were cheating too. You were having sex in that very curvaceous cavewoman bod with Selkath. I know it, you know it.”
	John’s gorgeous mocha-coloured cheeks turned just a little red. He hugged his body, humiliated by not only being stuck with these curves once more, seemingly for good, but also having Molly actually see him in them. Before, he could only describe them, now his former girlfriend was witness to his massive F or even G-cup breasts, not to mention his fertile hips and swaying rear, all curvaceous features which only complemented his impressively athletic and muscular form.
	“You don’t know what it’s like, living here like this,” he said in his husky female voice. “This body has such . . . wants.”
	“Ulka managed to defy them. She never slept with Selkath. With this body. She was a fierce woman. The love of my life.”
	“Well, she was also a fucking horny girl, I can tell you that! Jesus, I feel nauseous. I’m sick to my stomach here, Molly. We have to stop again before I - oh God!”
	He ran to the bushes and fell to all fours, his bosom positively straining at the fur wrap he wore around it. Once again he vomited, though there was little left to bring up.
	“What is going on with you?” Molly asked. In truth, she didn’t care much, except from a desire to preserve Ulka’s true body in case they somehow sorted out this insane time-swap. “Is this some prehistoric disease or something?”
	“Fuck if I know,” John said, spitting out some bile. “But I’ve got vomit on my own tits, shit! Look, there’s a clean river ahead. It’s warm too; everything is pretty humid here in the prehistoric past. I need some water, and to clean myself up. Let’s just not talk and blame each other and just - just think, okay?”
	“Fine by me,” Molly declared, before touching her throat. She still wasn’t used to her voice, and it was clear that John wasn’t either, or at least, not used to that voice coming from someone he knew to actually be Molly.
	The pair moved through the jungle, John leading the way. As he did so, Molly became further frustrated by her body’s clear arousal. It was like there was a disconnect between her mental self and her physical self. The former was still freshly mourning the fact that she might never see Ulka again. That she would most likely never see her again; the woman she had come to adore and who treated her so well and so attentively while in John’s body. But the latter part of herself - the physical part - couldn’t stop looking at the way of Ulka’s ass as the woman moved through the jungle. It didn’t matter that John’s mind was in Ulka’s body, because Molly’s male form didn’t seem to care. All that mattered was how much of the female’s skin was shown off, the rugged scars and gorgeous dark olive tone, the wild black hair and the way her fur skirt exposed so much of her powerful thighs while pulling tight against her extraordinary ass.
	“Goddamn stupid male body,” she hissed to herself, though it was more of a caveman-like grunt, one that carried louder than she’d intended.
	“What was that?” John said, looking back, his features wild and fierce and beautiful beyond belief.
	“Nothing, Ulka.”
	“John.”
	“Yes, that’s what I meant. Nothing, John. Just take us to the river. I’m getting parched as well, and I’ve got questions that need answering. Go on, show the way.”
	John nodded, then continued forward. A strange shiver ran through his body, one that made his nipples throb and his now-familiar pussy tingle with arousal. He’d almost forgotten how good it felt to be dominated by Selkath. It was humiliating, but it was occurring regardless. He could not let Molly know just how deeply that particular current of desire ran for him.

***

“Me no understand. Me am many seasons forward?”
	Ulka pinched the bridge of her nose as she’d seen Molly do many times. It was so difficult to speak to Selkath, not just because she had never liked her chieftain - he’d wanted to make her his primary mate many times, and had spoken lovingly about getting her swollen with his children - but also because he was wearing her body. It was an affront. The smart, sweet, endlessly curious and knowledgeable Molly now had her mind inhabited by an alpha male caveman who had never shown curiosity a day in his life.
	“Yes, Selkath,” she said in their caveperson tongue. “We are many moons forward, many seasons, many generation of baby to big to old to dead. Many, many, many, many. So many that fire no challenge. Jungle no challenge. No scale-beast, no sharp-toothed cat, no big fear of beast at all.”
	Selkath frowned at this, went to remove his glasses yet again, then thought better of it. Finally, he barked out a ridiculous laugh from such a small figure. “You speak nonsense! Ghost Gods simply make mistake. We come here short time like you did sometime, and then we return! Me laugh and drink and eat later when we tell tribe story round fire. They laugh too. Then, we mate. We both chosen. We both wear skin god. We both mate and make blessed baby, eh?”
	Ulka strode forward, then began to crawl out of the passage that led to the wider cave opening. She didn’t even bother providing Selkath with an answer to his ridiculous proposal. She would have had babies with Molly, her mate of soul, as the small woman had told her once was the term. She would have done the traditional hunt for her, gained the right trinkets, and claimed her. Molly wanted children one day, and Ulka had no desire to bear them, but would do anything to have them with Molly after falling for her. Now, such a chance was gone.
	“You follow,” she muttered eventually. “You see.”
	“Me weak. Female and weak. Not right.”
	At this, Ulka barked a bitter laugh. “Would you like swollen belly? Would you like to mate now, Selkath?”
	“No funny!”
	Ulka smirked, but that quickly faded. She rose out of the passage and pulled Selkath out as well. “You right. No funny. No funny at all. Come see.”
	It took time, it took effort, but the pair rose up out of the cave, until finally they arrived into the light. Selkath gasped, shielding his spectacled eyes as he took in the surroundings which were most definitely not the jungles of prehistory that he knew so well. Instead, the land was temperate, scaled back in its wilderness. A strange beacon of the gods blinked red upon the horizon, tall and made of some kind of sculpted and reflective rock. Something buzzed overhead, a strange bird and-”
	Selkath fell to the ground and covered his head. “Ulka! Get down! Mighty God bird in sky! It eat us!”
	Ulka sighed. She was used to a rather large pair of fleshy weights rising and falling when she did that. Finally, she was free of those breasts which were far too hypnotic to her male brethren. The cost had been too great.
	“That’s no bird, Selkath,” she said in the language of Molly. “That is a plane. The first of many marvels to come.”

***

John drank deeply from the cool waters of the river, and so did Molly. She couldn’t believe how fresh it tasted, how clean and untouched by any pollution. She gulped it up greedily, then splashed it over her arms and chest, ridding herself of the dirt and minor scratches she’d accrued. John, meanwhile, splashed away the vomit and stains from his fur wrap and his incredible bosom.
	“Thank God!” he declared. “I was seriously smelling like shit, and it felt gross, too. This is River Rockteeth. It’s named so because further up there’s a crazy torrent because of a bottleneck. It’s used as a sort of rite of passage to try and boat through. I’ve done it; pretty wild.”
	Molly could have rolled her eyes. She folded her arms instead. “Still the daredevil, I see.”
	John finally grinned, placing his hands on his incredibly luscious hips. “I killed a motherfuckin’ velociraptor, Molly. Took down a sabretooth, too. Selkath and I even went hunting after pterodactyls. Wildest daredevil acts I’ve ever performed. Not that I planned on actually getting stuck here to repeat them, but they were pretty crazy.”
	“Did it feel crazy getting fucked by Selkath too?”
	John’s expression soured instantly. “We’re not talking about that. We’re just cleaning up, Molly. Listen, you need me to survive out here, so stop treating me like shit.”
	“It was your fault that we got stuck like this!” she declared.
	“Hey, it’s not my fault I got stuck turning into a cavewoman! If we hadn’t gone back and tried to bring Ulka over then . . . then . . .”
	“Then what!?” Molly declared, voice echoing in a low boom. “Go on, say something!”
	But instead, John’s eyes filled with fear, and then the nubile cave beauty tackled both of them into the warm waters. Molly’s body reacted instinctively, clutching the female and holding her against him, even as his back took the scrapes upon the rocky bottom of the river. He pulled the pair of them up, but John was quick to pull the pair of them back under the reeds on the other side of the river.
	“What are you-”
	“Shh!” John declared. She’d pushed her body up against Molly’s, facing her, her powerful thighs literally straddling Molly’s strong caveman body, and her large breasts pushed right up into the man’s chest. Molly couldn’t believe what he was seeing, nor what he was feeling. This gorgeous woman was so close, and his body was reacting in such a male way, his huge member getting hard; a sensation he was certainly not used to. He was about to push John away, when suddenly he saw movement in the bushes, followed by the appearance of scaled creatures. Dinosaurs. Actual fucking dinosaurs. He stopped struggling, and held John by the hips, pulling the cavewoman closer against him so neither could be seen. The predatory creatures halted, looked around for what felt like an achingly long minute, and then they bounded off again, completely silent. At this, John breathed a sigh of relief, her tits almost right up in Molly’s face.
	“That was fucking close. We stand no chance without spears. I can’t believe I left mine back in the cave, stupid. It’s a good thing at least one of us knows this place, right? Molly?”
	She turned her head back in order to face Molly, only to take in the features of her girlfriend in Selkath’s body, the caveman’s eyes laser-focused on her heaving bosom, his hands still wrapped around her form. John swallowed, not realising what a compromising position she’d put herself in. It made her body tingle, and she couldn’t help but bite her lip, once more feeling her large brown nipples throb in their fur bra.
	Molly, for his own part, was captivated by John’s appearance, not to mention the sensation of her curves upon him, his thighs clinging to him. It made him hard as steel, and suddenly his penis was rubbing up under John’s skirt and-
	“Whoa!” they both cried, and broke apart, splashing the water around them. It broke the strange spell that had come across them in that private moment, and what’s more, it made Molly realise that she’d been thinking of herself as a he for the duration of it. John had a similar realisation; he’d been thinking of himself as female, as a she, and it repulsed him.
	“D-did you just get a fucking boner against me?”
	“It’s not my fault!” Molly boomed. “You were right up on me and this stupid body has such an alpha male feel to it. God, let’s just keep moving. Lead the way already.”
	“No thanks for saving our lives?”
	“You helped trap us here, John. I’d say ‘it’s a start’ is the best way I can put it. Now hurry up, and I’ll try to, er, get this massive thing down.”
	John hastily got out of the river, but he couldn’t help but look back to take in the sight of Molly’s massive erection against her loincloth. God, she looked so impressive. He’d fucked Selkath so many times, and his body yearned for that again. 
	“Goddamn it,” he mumbled to himself, before walking up onto the bank and guiding Molly back to the cave of their new people. “This whole situation is fucked. I need to lay down. And why are my boobs feeling so damn sore?
	Molly didn’t even hear him, despite the incredible importance of what he was unknowingly revealing. Instead, she focused on her massive dick, hoping it would go soft again. She could barely believe her reaction. What was wrong with John?
	Hell, what had gone wrong with her?

[bookmark: _kdyx8k1e86y8]Part Four: Major Adjustments
Ulka wanted to scream. No, she wanted to roar. It had been three weeks sharing an apartment with Selketh in Molly’s body, and things were coming to a head. The place was a mess, and various gizmos and gadgets, not all of which she understood fully yet, were strewn across the floor, along with the strange soft-yet-crinkly container bags that modern humans used to store things called ‘chips’ and ‘crisps’, and which also formed a revolting crunchy layer upon the floor. Numerous items had been broken and contorted together to form some kind of tribal display, and worst of all, he was still in front of the damn television!
	“Selketh!” she shouted in English. “What are you doing?”
	Selketh-in-Molly’s-body turned his head, finally realising that Ulka had come home after a day of work at the local tribal warrior training location, known to these modern people as a ‘gymnasium.’ “Ulka!” he declared, jumping to his bare feet, which were caked in dirt from his barefoot explorations through the local park and had therefore been tracked all across the floor. “I have gotten wonder magic box work! Me am learning much! Me speak new language now!”
	Ulka gritted her teeth. He really hadn’t. Even now, after three weeks of trying to train her former chieftain to learn even the most basic words of the Ghost God language, he still struggled. Now, he was letting the television do the work for him.
	“Is that all you have done this day? Watch the wonder box? You have not cleaned! You have not prepared food for us! You have broken Molly’s things, and that I will not stand for!”
	He put up his hands, brow furrowed. “Wait, no understand. Talk in our speak, Ulka.”
	She smacked her forehead, incredibly irritated, but she did indeed switch to her native language, a language she was coming to despise as more and more of the world opened up to her.
	“Me work the funny rock that turns on the wonder box,” he said excitedly, his small female body practically chirping. “Now it sings! Show great mountains and fantastic sights!”
	At this, she looked up and noticed what he was actually watching. It was something that Molly had once called a ‘Screensaver.’ Just a display of incredible images that nevertheless were not even a fraction of what the television could offer. The woman-turned-man groaned, then snatched the controller from Selkath and put it up on the case of books out of reach. Immediately, the chieftain jumped to his feet, anger on his very cute female features, but Ulka just scoffed.
	“Give back! It mine!”
	“No! You waste time! You must clean. You can no bake, which was Molly amazing job before! Now you are poor replacement! You clean now, and help make dinner now, and you keep learn. Will kick you out and leave you if you do not learn your place!”
	“I am a chieftain!” he declared, balling his little fists. “I am your chieftain and destined mate, Ulka! We have mated in proper bodies!”
	At this, she could only bark out a terrible laugh, then prod him in his left breast. “No, you mated John. I am no John. I am Ulka, but must be John. You are Selketh, but must be Molly. Cannot survive otherwise. I am chief now. You get to work. Clean. Cook like good woman.”
	“Would you say this to Molly?” Selkath sneered.
	At this, Ulka felt her rage flee her, and only sadness remained. “You are not Molly,” she said sadly, and then she left the room, uncaring about Selkath’s aid. This stirred something in the caveman-turned-woman, who realised he had crossed a boundary.
	“Wait! Wait! I help you, Ulka. I am your tribe. You are my tribe. I should help. I . . . am sorry. Will do part.”
	At this, Ulka turned in amazement, wiping the tears from her eyes. “That was . . . very good Ghost God speak, Selkath.”

***

John was struggling. Something was wrong with her. The sickness wasn’t going away, and even the most deliciously tender meat from the aurochs that the tribe hunted wasn’t enough to help her keep the food down. Bouts of tiredness continually hit her, and her damn breasts felt like they’d gone up a whole cup size, not that any caveperson outside of Molly knew what a ‘cup size’ even was. But they were definitely tender, and she was doing her best to hide that fact after how Molly had gone hard while observing her breasts that one time in the river. No, not just that one time in the river; many times, in fact.
	It was a fact of supreme awkwardness between them, this mutual attraction that John had indulged in when Selkath’s body had also been Selkath in mind, and that Molly now clearly felt towards Ulka’s body. Neither wanted to admit it, but the furtive glances were more than enough to make it obvious: regardless of how they actually felt about each other, their bodies were very, very attracted to one another.
	Well, not as much in the last week, because John had been tired as hell, putting up with Hagra’s insistence that things seemed ‘different’ between him and Selkath, and that Selkath himself seemed much wiser and able to connect to the tribe’s needs.
	“Only because Selkath also Ghost God now,” John muttered as he lay on his side on the lush grass, eating some of the fruit that his friend had brought him. It was at least soothing his ill stomach. 
	“Yes, much excitement! Mother Grilka talk much to him! So much talk! She believe he be great leader for tribe now! No just hunt; now also know how grow food fast. Stay more in one place. Less move.”
	“Much good,” John muttered under his breath. “Much good news, so good! Now just wait for Mother Grilka finally notice me and sickness!”
	Hagra took her hand. “You feel better with rest. Selkath is Ghost God now, like you. He take care of you.”
	John had no real retort to this. Three weeks, and they certainly hadn’t solved the issue in the cave. Hell, he hadn’t even gone back more than twice thanks to his sickness, especially when it struck in the morning. It was making him so freakin’ hungry as well, or perhaps he was stress eating. With each passing day he was starting to realise that he truly was stuck here, and as much as he admired and enjoyed Ulka’s muscular, amazonian, and deeply curvaceous form, he didn’t want to live in prehistory for good! It wasn’t like he was even enjoying sex lately. Fuck, his entire libido had disappeared quite often, resurfacing only occasionally, usually when Molly was around, looking all imposing and manly.
	Which was exactly what Molly was doing at that second as she stood over the men of the tribe: Draz, Urg, Pakha, and the others. Mother Grilka, the witch woman and shaman of the tribe, sat to her left, listening intently to Molly’s words.
	“Listen,” she said, focusing on the cavespeak she had been working very, very hard to learn these last few weeks. “You plant in ground. Seed sprout. Can grow many more fruit. But not enough. Must still move, but less move. Give more time to hunt. Spear also much better now. No just rock, can use fire to heat and bend metal of the earth!”
	That word ‘metal’ was new to them, so she’d used her word for it. A lot of her ‘Ghost God’ words were being introduced into the tribe, in fact. It was a road she wasn’t entirely sure how to navigate. Most days, in fact, she wasn’t even sure what she was doing. But she had always been a woman of intelligence, or plenty of reading, and a strong drive to learn more. She wasn’t a daredevil like John was - or at least had been before he got all tired and sick - she was a baker. A planner. An organiser. A pragmatic individual. And now, left without many choices and still deeply nervous about actually hunting and doing dangerous things, she was forcing herself to become an instructor as well.
	The weird part was that it was actually working. Molly wasn’t sure if it was simply the necessity of the situation, or the enormous amounts of testosterone clearly flooding through her body, but she was feeling more dominant and capable lately. Despite the horror of her situation, she had managed to convince the tribe along with John that she was a reborn Ghost God in Selkath’s body, and that she needed time in this realm before a ‘true hunt,’ instead teaching them new ways to appease the Gods. Mother Grilka was a great aid in this, but there was also a new fire within her. She still ached for the real Ulka. At night, she couldn’t stop thinking about the woman she had loved in John’s body. But she also knew that Ulka would want her to be strong, to adapt and survive. And that’s exactly what she was doing. 
	“You understand?” she asked again, hammering her fist into her hand. “We make mighty weapon. No fear sharp-toothed cat again.”
	Draz put up his hand. He was a large man, not as muscular as Selkath, but the next best thing. 
	“When you prove yourself on hunt, Ghost God? Show us powers!”
	Molly grit her teeth. Damn, she’d fallen right into that trap by talking about weapons. She was about to deflect, perhaps defer to Mother Grilka on some issue, but then something instinctive passed over her, a desire to prove her manly worth. She smiled.
	“I show you how make fire, and how bend metal from cave. Then we hunt.”
	The resulting hoots and cheers actually made her tremble with excitement. What was happening to her? Was this how John felt when he talked of his past hunts with Selkath?
	Molly couldn’t help but feel curious to find out. 

***

Ulka rolled her shoulders and then turned her neck from side to side. The frustrations of the modern world were piling upon her shoulders, and it was getting hard to breathe. Selkath had finally decided to be useful, though he was still far behind her in terms of learning how to function in this world. The real problem was that she also had a long way to go, despite how far ahead of him she was. Every night she wished that Molly was still here, though increasingly she also cursed the woman, angry at her destined mate for abandoning her into the deep past. If they’d even just had a few more weeks together, they could have experienced more of their love, their connection, and how to pay a fucking bill!
	Yes, modern swearing had become one of Ulka’s favoured colloquialisms in this world, though she often gave it more description: why say ‘fuck!’ when one could say “a pile of fucking sabretooth shit!”, or “fuck me in ass with a rock-tipped spear!” It certainly made her some unexpected friends at the gymnasium where she had managed to find employment. Her job, thankfully, had nothing to do with the computers that were still so strange to her. Instead, she worked as one of the on-call fitness trainers, and her colourful language and fierce determination to build ‘true warriors’ and ‘master hunters’ made her a bit of a local god herself, a tribal legend of sorts.  
	But it didn’t help her with bills. It didn’t help her understand how to traverse a subway. It didn’t make her angry shouting with a man providing public food any more understandable when he insisted on payment, when he had offered her up a free thing called a ‘sample’ first. She’d tried to explain to the ones called ‘the police’ - strange ritual men who had the matched clothing of warriors - why she had threatened to spear the man alive for attempting to deceive her. Instead, she was told to be lucky not to be in a cage.
	“I am in a cage,” she told herself as she moved about the gymnasium, observing the numerous individuals training on the complicated machines and improving themselves. “I must break free.”
	This was the place where she could relax more, free of Selkath’s slow adaptation to being a female, and the strange, endlessly maze-like life of the modern person. Molly would have helped guide her. She would have come to have loved it with her lover’s aid. Now, instead, she was overwhelmed by it. Ironically, it was only by returning to a very caveman-like practice - the preparation and training of a warrior spirit - that Ulka could find some measure of control in her new life. She observed the clock on the wall, and squinted as she tried to figure out the numbers. Yes, it was time for her break. She was getting faster at reading it. 
	“I will let you continue,” she told Maria, one of her clients, a beautiful woman with an impressively fit figure, but far too little in the way of back muscles. “I must take my break for half of the hour.”
	“Uh, sure thing, John! Thanks again. Will you be back to help me after this? Maybe we can talk after your shift, if you want?”
	Ulka raised an eyebrow. Was this . . . flirting? A mating ritual? For cave people, there were less signs and more open displays of desire. Still, there was a look in her eye that was making her member tingle. And while she was growing accustomed to having it there, and had even stroked it until she spent her seed in private more than a few times, the thought of lying with an interested woman would provide some escape from her daily despair and confusion.
	“I am free right now,” she declared. “And I know a place where we can take on our passions, if you wish it. I desire you, Maria. You are fit and strong, and devastatingly beautiful.”
	The woman’s eyebrows arched, and for a second she said nothing. But then she grinned, her features slighting up in a way that made Ulka’s excitement grow.
	“John, I’ve never met anyone who talks like you, but goddamn if that wasn’t hot. Lead the way, handsome man.”
	For the first time in six weeks, ever since she had been stuck in this far flung future without Molly, Ulka felt a true sense of excitement course through her. It was no substitute for her Molly, of course, but it would be something.	
	She had been missing passion. And she would not deny it now.

***

John’s jaw was wide open. She was lying back in the Cave of Mothers, resting up against a bed of furs while he was examined by Mother Grilka, this being her domain. The light came from the cracks in the cave ceiling above, as well as a continually burning fire in the centre of the room that provided much-needed warmth. No men were allowed here; it was a sacred space of femininity, attested to by the numerous handprints by women across generations, and the crude drawings of female figures, some swollen with child. Just as John was now destined to be.
	“N-no, you wrong!” he exclaimed in the cavepeople language. “I no pregnant! Can’t be! No child, check again!”
	Mother Grilka simply smiled in her knowing way, her wrinkled face squeezing together like an old sponge. She stroked John’s middle, which had only the slightest hint of a taut surface about it.
	“All signs there, John-Ulka. You mate with Selkath?”
	John gulped. “I - yes. M-many times.”
	“Then become with child. You know this. You no girl fool, unless Ghost God not know? Then you will learn.”
	John squeezed his eyes shut. He was so damn emotional lately, and now he knew why. He felt like such an idiot; all the signs were there! And just to add insult to injury, Mother Grilka pointed them out to him, even moving her hands up to squeeze his ultra-sensitive and quite tender boobs.
	“Ahh!” he exclaimed, his female voice rising up in octave.
	“Breast sore. Body tired. You hungry like great auroch upon grass. You make sick, most time in morning. Yes, you make child with Selkath. Mighty, mighty child. Child of Ghost Gods in person form. We very blessed, John-Ulka. You be blessed, and tribe be blessed.”
	He didn’t feel blessed. Quite the opposite. John had always lived on the edge, always pursuing big risks and doing whatever he could to fulfil his daredevil ambitions. But being pregnant!? Growing a child in his belly and then having to spread his legs and push it out his cavegirl cooch into the world, all without any pain medication or medical intervention whatsoever? That was far too crazy, even for him.
	“No! Must be rid of! Is there way to be rid of?”
	Mother Grilka looked at her with a mix of confusion and sympathy. “No. Must bear. All women must bear. You too, John-Ulka. You grow strong with child. Is good sign.”
	Her words lingered in John’s mind as he slowly walked out of the Cave of Mothers. With each step, he was reminded of his intensely female body: the way his heavy breasts bounced with each step, no matter how tight his fur bra was. How his hips rocked from side to side, emphasising his fertility. His wild hair swayed upon his bare shoulders, and his skin was soft and beautiful, broken only by minor scars and injuries from past hunts. He lowered a hand to his belly, and the moment he exited the cave, Hagra was there, waiting to hear the news. Instantly, she gaped in excitement.
	“Wonderful!” she declared. “Much good! Was worried but hopeful!”
	“You - you knew!?” John declared, shielding his eyes from the sun now that he was back in the light once more. 
	“No know, but think may be child. You much lucky, Ulka. Finally, you be mother. It good. Trust me! I will help you!”
	John could only take a deep breath, causing his now even-larger tits to swell upon his ripe chest. It was all too much. Hagra had done this before, but not him! Never him! All those matings with Selkath, all those passionate sessions of fucking . . . he’d thought the risk would fall on Ulka, not him!
	“I - I have to see Molly,” he said, and this time he spoke in the language of the so-called ‘Ghost Gods.’ Hagra still embraced him, the smaller woman pressing her face into his chest thanks to their height difference.
	“He is lucky Ghost God. Glad he is changed. Much better for Ulka.”
	John didn’t think so. He made his way to where Molly and the men were. It was good (or bad) timing; they’d just returned from a hunt, and were in a circle around a fire, sizzling the meat and skinning the carcasses of that which they had caught. To John’s shock, Molly was in the centre of a circle of men, even Draz praising her with great hoots and hollers. Just two weeks ago, that man had tried to initiate a mating ceremony with John, and he was just thankful that his body had no sex drive, because pushing him away had been easy. Now, however, the former male found his libido reignited, but not by Draz. No, it was Molly. She stood in the centre, naked but for the fur skirt she wore, and this left her incredible muscles on display. She was holding up a spear tipped by metal, one she had been working on for some time. The tip was covered in blood, however, and a dinosaur creature the cavemen called a ‘toughback’ was impaled upon it. It had armour all over it, making it a near impossible kill. But now, this superior weapon had gone right through.
	“Fuck, why is that so fucking goddamn hot to see?” he whimpered to himself.
	“Look! Ulka!” cried Pakha, a teenager who looked at Molly like she was some kind of supernatural and glorious being. “Ghost God Molly-Selkath has pierced hide of toughback!”
	“I see,” she said, gulping a little. “Need talk with Molly! Need talk now.”
	Molly was still coming down from the fact that she’d actually gone hunting. Never once in her life had she desired to hunt, or hurt an animal in any way whatsoever. But she had not been able to put off the tribal necessities of a chieftain any longer, especially once she’d made her extremely crude metallic spearhead, which impressed the cavepeople greatly despite its almost hilarious level of wonkiness. She’d only barely managed to heat the metal they’d uncovered to bend it, and even then its shape was less than aerodynamic. In the leadup to the hunt, as she traversed the jungle, relying on the advice of Urg, the master tracker of the tribe, she had been filled with a nervous intensity.
	And then it had all changed when the true hunt began. Scaled beasts that looked to be some kind of surviving species post-meteor dinosaur had launched from the bushes, and something in her blood had turned to fire. Molly could scarcely believe how loud she had roared as she launched into the fight, uncaring as one sliced a new scar up her arm. It didn’t matter; her blood was up, and her powerful warrior instincts were in full effect. She cut down beast after beast, and only when a number had fallen did she realise she had been victorious.
	“Molly-Selkath! Ghost God victory!” Pakha cried out, and the other cavemen had echoed that sentiment. It was enough to make her run to one other creature nearby, with its armoured back, its vicious club-like tail swinging in a readiness to defend itself.
	“No, Ghost God! No can pierce! Too tough for-”
	And then she had amazed them all by plunging her spear between its armoured plates, the metallic tip prying them apart more easily than chipped stone. They had fallen to their knees and began to worship her, and for once she had not stopped them. In fact, her enormous testosterone levels or some other hormonal difference made her revel in their attention to her. She had never felt so powerful, and she continued to feel powerful even as UIka finally got her attention. No, it was John. She had to remind herself that this was John.
	“It’s an emergency, damn it!” her former boyfriend exclaimed in English - the Ghost God language, as the cavepeople called it. “Please! Just put the fucking beast down and come talk to me!”
	Molly frowned, annoyed at being interrupted, but she could tell that Ulka - John, that is - was in a panic. She was fidgeting, and touching her stomach, and her gorgeous form looked a little different, like her breasts were a little more swollen and . . .
	The caveman realised. Molly instantly departed from the group of hunters and took Ulka’s hand, pulling her to the treeline where they could talk privately. The woman appeared to be in near tears, a particularly humiliating situation for John.
	“You’re pregnant, aren’t you?” Molly asked.
	John burst into tears. “It’s not fair! I shouldn’t have to go through this!”
	“Is it - not mine, I guess, but is it Selkath’s?”
	John nodded. “It has to be. We - we mated so often. It was too good, Molly. I couldn’t resist. I could resist you - I mean, I couldn’t resist Selkath. Shit. And now I’m pregnant. That’s why I’ve been throwing up. I’m fucking pregnant. I’m going to have your - Selkath’s - baby. I’m a cavewoman and I’m going to be having a baby, Molly! What the hell am I gonna do?”
	Immediately, both followed their instincts. John pressed his female form against Molly, seeking comfort, and she in turn embraced him offering it. She encircled her former boyfriend with her large and muscular arms, feeling the softness of the woman’s curves, and it was impossible not to feel like she was the father in that moment. It brought forth another instinct, one just as manly. She wanted to protect John, to keep him safe and provide for him, to protect this beautiful and buxom amazonian beauty who now carried his child. Her child. Selkath’s child.
	It was a lot to take in, but just as Molly had embraced the hunt, so too did he embrace this moment. He placed his hand beneath John’s chin and slowly lifted it, and then, to the surprise of John, but with no resistance from him whatsoever, Molly kissed him. John moaned for a moment, and then returned the kiss. It was not a passionate and sexual kiss, but one that was deeply intimate, perhaps more intimate and loving than the two had ever been in their original forms and time.
	“I’ll keep you safe, John,” Molly said, holding the woman tightly. “I’ll be the best chieftain you can ask for, and I’ll do everything to keep you safe and be your warrior.”
	“B-but I’m meant to be the warrior. I kept coming here so I could f-fucking hunt and experience danger and-”
	“Shhh, it’s okay. You’ll get it again. It’s a dangerous world we live in, now. You’ll still have it. But I’ll be there with you, John. Everything will work out, I promise you.”
	And strangely, for the first time, John breathed a sigh of relief. She felt like maybe things would work out.


[bookmark: _hiqb3dw78y3c]Part Five: Growing Into New Roles
Ulkon grunted as she ran through the jungle, hand upon her stomach and a grimace on her features. 
	“This is not working out, Molly!”
	“I told you!” Molly exclaimed. “Call me Molkath!”
	“I’m not calling you Molkath! It’s a terrible name! And so is Ulkon!”
	“You chose that name when you were renamed by the tribe!”
	“And I still don’t like it! I want another one. Look, can you please slow down; this stupid belly is making it hard to run like I used to in this body!”
	Molly slowed down and smirked at John. Indeed, her belly was starting to protrude now, though not too much, it was clearly starting to make her powerful abdominal muscles melt away. Better yet, her skin was starting to glow, her hair possessing a fresh glint, her dark hair all the more lovely. Her breasts had, at least for now, stopped growing, and were thankfully not so tender for the former male, but they were large, bouncy orbs that even the toughest furs could barely contain. It was obvious she was with child; one just had to trace one’s hand down the arc of her stomach to feel that it had taken on a convex curve.
	“You’re getting bigger,” Molly marvelled, moving back to place one hand on John’s back, and the other upon her stomach. 
	“Yes, because I’m fucking pregnant,” John whined, clutching her spear more tightly. “Let’s just get moving. The auroch will get away if we stop moving.”
“We’re endurance hunters, John. We can pace ourselves a bit more. Besides, you need the break. You’re clearly puffed. It’s not good for the baby to-”
“If you say ‘exert yourself’ I’m going to ram this spear up your chiselled ass.”
Molly chuckled in the deep-voiced way that came naturally to him now. “I’m sorry, John, but the way you say it just makes it sound like flirting.”
John bit her lip. She had just begun to cross into her second trimester. For a time, she could almost ignore her pregnancy, especially when her morning sickness finally died down and her breasts stopped being so damn tender. Her hunger remained, and was only getting more powerful, but her tiredness had started to wane, finally allowing her to go on the hunt again. The tribe disapproved, Hagra and Mother Grilka most especially, but she was a Ghost Goddess, and so she was able to overrule them . . . so long as Molly accompanied her as her personal protector. Such an arrangement had continued between them for weeks. Molly grew more into her role as the chieftain of the tribe, acclimating to her more male nature and following her testosterone-driven instincts, and John had been able to find some relief and release in hunting out in the wilds beyond the caves, laughing as she made a good kill or explored some awe-inspiring place. 
But the honeymoon period could not last. Now, John was presented with two problems, as was Molly. The first was obvious: his belly was starting to grow with Selkath’s child, a child that might as well have been Molly’s thanks to a combination of genuine biology and how the tribe and Molly himself clearly made the connection between the two of them. And with each passing day, John found herself touching her belly and realising that she was now actively thinking of herself as a she. Soon, she knew, it would be too hard to ignore. Her days exploring and hunting and experiencing all sorts of wonderful daredevil risk would be gone, and therefore so would the last pleasures of this life she never wanted to experience permanently. The other problem was less obvious, but becoming more so each day. As her stomach domed slightly more and more, she couldn’t help but notice how Molly was looking at her. There was a growing fierceness in her former girlfriend’s gaze, one that was increasingly possessive. Likewise, she too could not keep her eyes off of Molly’s powerful frame, her incredible muscles and height, not to mention her lovely shoulders. Just as she had mated with Selkath many times thanks to the desires of Ulka’s own horny body, so too was she now feeling a need to do the same with Molly. It was the same form she was aroused by, after all, and now that she was in her second trimester, her libido was coming back with a vengeance.
“Let’s get back on the trail,” she declared, trying to push these thoughts out of her mind, and pulling herself away from Molly’s surprisingly gentle touch. “The auroch will get away.”
“We have more than enough food for now,” Molly declared. “And I have taught the tribe how to salt the meat using salt from deep inside the caves. We can take a break, Ulka.”
“I don’t want . . .”
But she did. God, she needed a break. Her core muscles just weren’t up to a prolonged pursuit, and she was already dreading the miles-long return back to the tribe’s home caves. Ulka sagged, her heavy breasts heaving. She chucked her spear upon the ground.
“Fine! Fine. God, this sucks. The one good thing I had going in the past was being able to enjoy the thrill of discovery, of hidden places, dangerous creatures! Now this goddamn baby is making me unable to even do that.”
Molly placed a firm hand on John’s shoulder, an action that made him shiver a little. “I wouldn’t say that. You know . . . I’ve discovered something recently that you might enjoy.”
“Oh, a cliff face I can’t climb? A valley of primates I can’t go near?”
“Trust me,” Molly said. “It’s nearby. You follow me. Those lovely legs of yours still work?”
“Ugh, you know they do. But I swear I don’t have stomach muscles.”
“Then you need to relax. Come.”
Curious, John followed Molly. The walk only took about twenty minutes, and slowly the pregnant woman’s curiosity grew. Molly smiled to himself. He still greatly missed Ulka, but lately, she had been going longer without thinking of her all the time. He would have loved to have shared this destination with her love, and selfishly she hadn’t wanted to share it with John when he’d discovered it a month ago. Now, something had changed. Perhaps it was just seeing his former boyfriend clearly pregnant, however early along.
“Here,” he said, pulling aside some thick foliage that led into a lush grove. “You’ll like it.”
John’s eyes widened and he gasped in a supremely feminine manner, one hand even falling to his stomach as he beheld the slightly bubbling water within the centre of the clearing “Is that . . . a hot spring?”
Molly grinned. “Care to try it out?”
John blushed. “But . . . I’d have to take my clothes off.”
“So would I. We’ll both do it. We’ve seen each other naked before.”
“But . . . not like this. Not with me as a woman . . .”
“John, it’s okay,” he said. “Just follow your instincts.”
The cavewoman gulped, and then removed her furs. Her breasts sagged a little, no longer held up by the fur bra, but still magnificent in shape, nearly head-sized teardrops that were full and glorious, topped by large brown nipples with wide areolas. Her bush was dark and curled, her womanly slit beneath fully displayed. Molly, for his part, removed his warrior’s skirt, revealing a very impressive penis beneath the loincloth which he had also removed. It hung there, semi-hard, and John could barely look at it because it was stirring up strong feelings. She rubbed her stomach.
“Let’s get in the water already!”
She slid in, and John jumped in, immediately getting her face and hair wet.
“Hey, asshole! My hair takes forever to dry!”
“It was worth seeing the shock on your face. Feels lovely, doesn’t it?”
It did. The water was so warm, and it lifted her body easily up, allowing her to relax what was left of her core muscles. “God, it does. This is so fucking nice. Molly, you’re the best.”
“You should have recognised that when we were dating, before all of this started.”
She nodded, feeling that guilt. “You’re right. I should have. I was a shit boyfriend. Heh, I guess the tribe thinks of me as your mate these days, huh? What a piece of karma, I suppose.”
Molly regarded her. He couldn’t stop looking at her massive tits, which were pushed up by the bubbling water, or the way her lips were full and kissable, yet her face fierce despite its beauty. It was making him hard, and he didn’t fight the attraction. Slowly, he floated over to her, the spring water not too deep.
“You know, John . . . you’re already pregnant.”
“Trust me, I’m deeply aware.”
“But that also means you don’t have to worry. You know, if you decide to have fun as Ulka again.”
He moved right up to her, and began stroking her thigh beneath the water. John gasped a little, her loins tingling, nipples aching to be touched and sucked. “What - Molly, what are you doing?”
“I’m not saying I forgive you, John. I’m just saying I want you, right now. Physically. And I think you want me too. It’s driving me mad, John. This crazy caveman body has needs, and right now it needs to fuck you. You’re so gorgeous . . . and I can pretend you’re Ulka. You can pretend I’m Selkath. We can both just have a bit of fun, right? If you don’t want it, you can-”
John kissed him. She couldn’t fight it anymore, and her body was so fucking libidinous that it was driving her crazy. Immediately, Molly felt that surge of alpha-male instinct again. He gripped the gorgeous and incredibly curvy amazon and pulled him against her. Her legs spread, and he rubbed his hard cock upon her entrance, causing her to moan in ecstasy. This was love-making at its most desperate, at its most primal. His penis parted her, and it was like welcoming an old friend home.
“Ohhhhh, yesss! I m-missed this! Fuck me, I missed this!”
“This is - ahh - incredible!” Molly exclaimed. “Holy moly, this feels so different.”
“D-don’t s-stop though! Mhmm!”
“I won’t. Oh my God, I’m actually inside you. I - I want to dominate you, John. I want to be your caveman.”
John moaned, helpless to these feelings once more. Molly pressed her against the wall of the hot spring, lifting her up so that her massive tits were right in his face. 
“I’ve been wanting to suck on these for too long,” he boasted, squeezing them together and causing John to make all sorts of sweet sounds. “They’re so big and juicy and ripe. I’m starting to see what guys like so much about them.”
“S-suck on them! You’ll like them more!”
“Make me.”
John giggled. This was what it was like to be with Selkath all over again; the wrestle for power, the contest of strength between two champions. But for all her amazonian strength, Molly easily overpowered her, and she was pregnant besides, meaning she put up less of a resistance. He thrust into her, pushing his immense girth all the way in, even as he sucked and licked her huge brown nipples. John missed this ecstasy dearly, but Molly was only experiencing it for the first time.
“Me love!” he roared, reverting back to caveman speak for the sheer thrill of it. “Me mate with you, Ulka! Me mate until you take my seed! Moan now for Molly!”
And something about those grunted words just did something to John, who did exactly as he demanded; she moaned and cried out, gripping his shoulders and bouncing on his cock, sending water splashing everywhere. Her breasts bounced heavily on her chest, but she didn’t care. All that mattered was that Molly was cupping and squeezing and caressing and sucking on her breasts, sending ripples of bliss through her body.
“I’m g-going to cum! I’m going to f-fucking cum, Molly!”
“Good! Take my seed! Take all seed! Me roar with joy!”
“Yes! Roar! Roar and fill Ulka! FILL MEEEEEE!!!”
The two indeed roared together, their voices becoming such a primal shout that entire flocks of birds and ancient creatures took to the air above. They came together, both forms shuddering, and for the first time Molly experienced the male orgasm in all its power and ferocity. His huge balls tightened, his cock throbbed, and then he shot forth stream after stream of her seed into her mate, to the latter’s utter delight.
It was the most animalistic thing he had ever felt. 
It was wonderful.

***

Ulka felt wonderful. The world outside was complex, confusing, and utterly unmanageable. He’d barely been able to pay overdue rent, and that was only after discovering what rent even was, only for the process to repeat itself all over again when it came to the electric bill and the water bill and so many other bills, bills, bills, and bills. Currency still amazed him; the world ran on it, and yet it was just made from the bark of trees, though those perhaps were a lot rarer now, he supposed. Molly was meant to guide him through it, but instead he was stuck as a half-wit in a world that demanded understanding from the day one was born. It was infuriating, and each day left him angrier and angrier.
	But this. 
	But this was wonderful.
	“I’m c-close!” Bianca moaned. “S-so fucking c-close! Oh my God! Ohhhhh, God! Yes, yes, yes, YESSSS!!!”
The gorgeous dark-skinned woman writhed beneath him, her curly hair shaking on top of her head as he fucked her from behind. Ulka finally allowed himself the pleasure of release; he came hard inside of her, his mighty penis throbbing as it discharged its contents within her. It left Bianca moaning, turning her head back to look at him, but he thrusted into her from behind again, causing yet another earthquake of sensation to rattle through his powerful male form.
“That was good, wasn’t it?” he finally said. “You enjoyed the primal passion.”
Bianca raised a hand, as if to say ‘give me a minute,’ which Ulka now understood rarely coincided with an actual sixty seconds, unless his understanding of the passage of modern time was still shaky. 
“That was - that was the best sex I’ve ever fucking had, John.”
Ulka smiled. John. John. For so long, John had felt like the enemy, the one barring him from being with Molly and forming the destined mating pair that the world of the Ghost Gods and the crystal of the cavern had made possible. John had been the one who deserved to be in Ulka’s old body, especially given that he had used it to mate with Selkath numerous times. Now, however, the name ‘John’ felt manly. Powerful. Women cried out his name when he mated them, and it felt as victorious as a mighty hunt against a large sharp-toothed cat. 
Slowly, John extricated himself from her, which left Bianca gasping. “I will go clean myself now,” he said. “You take your time. Enjoy the warmth of the shower which descends like a mighty waterfall from the heavens.”
Bianca nodded, murmuring something unintelligible. Ulka cared not what she said. He didn’t care what she said at all outside of their lovemaking. He was just with her to indulge his animalistic passions, which were the greatest relief against the endless noise and confusion of this world. He went to the bathroom and cleaned himself off, just as Molly had taught him regarding hygiene, and then he exited. Bianca looked to be sleeping. He scoffed at her. Not the best lover he’d had. Once he fully figured out the magical phone device, he would be able to properly call in his old lovers, the ones who had been superior. Still, he admired her dark skin, much darker than his own had been when he was Ulka. Perhaps he would give her one more chance to please him . . . perhaps with her mouth, as Natalie had done.
“You keep mating!” Selkath exclaimed when Ulka entered the living room space. “Why do you keep doing this? You should be finding way to turn back! You are chief now!”
Ulka regarded the woman on the couch who was holding a book rather comically upside down. No doubt some of Molly’s friends were very confused as to why she was suddenly getting piercings over her left eyebrow and multiple rings in her ears, not to mention the nose stud, the bellybutton stud, and several tattoos of wild prehistoric beasts and animal skulls upon her shoulder. Ulka even spotted a fresh one that was still quite red; the twin teeth of a sharp-toothed cat, descending in a curve upon a representation of a Stone Age spear. This was not the Molly that Ulka knew. He had loved her, had been so attracted to her, a true gentleman as he had come to understand the word. But this ‘Molly’ was nothing like her; she was literally using one hand to pick out the contents between her toes.
“If I am the chief, Selkath, then what does that make you? Another conquest for me to mate?”
Selkath frowned in a rather cute manner. “Never! I will become shaman.”
“You are barely able to hold your current job. All you do is dress up as a pizza and dance on the corners of streets!”
Selkath jumped to her feet, teeth gritted, arms out in a display of failed intimidation. “I am taking on great and powerful aspect of Domino’s, the God of Sustenance! My dance invokes his power, and draws more followers to his domain, Ulka! You would be wise to no tempt him great power, or you drown in the lava of his cheese!”
Ulka could only chuckle. Selkath had never been the brightest, but this world was truly tripping her up. “So you are priestess?”
“Until return, when I am chieftain again.”
“Priestess must remain pure.”
“Of course!”
Ulka smiled. “Then why do I hear loud moans of great joy coming from your room at night? Is pleasuring your womanhood part of the great priestess role?”
At this, Selkath’s pale cheeks blushed heavily. “That is . . . part of ritual.”
“You need to find mate of your own, Selkath. I’m not mating you, even though you look at me with crazy eyes.”
Selkath reached for his ‘spear’, which was really a firepoker that he had found disused upon the street. But Ulka leapt forwards and grabbed his hand, squeezing it until Selkath sobbed like a woman and let it fall onto the carpet with a dull thud.
“Do not ever do that, Selkath!” she exclaimed. “Never, do you hear? I am your chieftain! I am stuck here because you interrupted the ceremony, and then John shattered the great time crystal. I have to figure out everything for us, and you only live in this ‘cave’ as you call it, because I do not hate you, and you are all I have from my old life. But do not strike me. I have the strength of man in me now, and you have the weakness of woman. You are no Molly, just as I am no Ulka you can push around no more. I am John, and you will call me this, just as I shall call you Molly, even though you are not worthy of that name. Do you understand this clearness with me?”
To even Ulka’s surprise, Selkath actually sobbed a little. Tears ran from the corners of her eyes, and she pulled away, terror in her expression. Instantly, Ulka felt a wave of guilt come over him, because in that moment he saw not Selkath, but Molly looking at him with horror. 
“Molly, I - I will not harm you, Molly. I promise.”
“I am a mighty warrior, Ulk - John. Do not take my honour just because I am Ghost Goddess now!”
At that, Ulka actually nodded. “This I promise also. I will not take your honour. But . . . you have needs, Molly. You must see to them.”
Selkath, surprisingly, bit her lip in a cute fashion and stepped forward. She wasn’t wearing a bra yet again, and that made Ulka feel a stirring in her loins.
“If I must, then it should be with you, Ulka. We are destined.”
“No. Not that. Never that. You are . . . not her. But you must find someone. Indulge your lusts. Embrace your body, Selkath. Molly. Find who you are meant to be in this far tomorrow world, because it will not wait for you. Now, if you will provide me with excuse, I must train.”
The new Molly actually looked rather disappointed, still giving Ulka furtive glances as he lowered himself for his regular fifty push-ups.
“More tribal warrior training?”
	He nodded as he began. “Always. It gives me meaning. We must find meaning, and I have found mine. I will be as you were in this world. A powerful tribal leader. That alone gives me pleasure in a world without her.”
	He began his pushups, and Selkath could only shrink back and watch, captivated. Ulka already looked so muscular, but he was getting bigger each passing week, as if determined to outdo Selkath’s old body. It was a hypnotic thing to witness, and it made her loins become ever-so-slightly moist.
	A new role. Yes, that was indeed what she greatly needed. The life of a shaman woman was not enough, even if she served the mighty Domino’s, God of Sustenance. She needed something more, something powerful. If she could not be a man again, then she would be with the man. She would prove herself worthy of Ulka, and become the new Molly to his new John. The Ghost God and Ghost Goddess together, ruling mightily. Yes, that would sate her desires, and soothe her humiliation at becoming so small and weak and womanly. 
	“A new role,” she whispered to herself, clenching her fists and turning away from the magnetic sight of Ulka-John training. “I will seize it. And then I seize you, Ulka. It destiny.”
	But first, she needed to go to the bedroom, fast. Her womanhood was aching for her touch, and she knew exactly who she would be thinking about.


[bookmark: _2a7hzcjl7exg]Part Six: Mates and Mating
For weeks, Ulka and Selkath fucked. They fucked up against the smooth section of the cave wall, her moaning in ecstasy as he held her up against him. They fucked upon the lush grass upon the eastern hills, her legs spread wide below him. They even fucked by the flowing river they drew water from, her pressed against a rock as he took her from behind, clutching her impressively wide hips as he penetrated all the way into her tunnel. Neither could resist the other now that they had given in to their lusts, just as neither could resist the names that now suited them so well. Molly had cast aside his old name, taking on the mantle of the new Selkath, just as John had found release in allowing herself to be called Ulka. She possessed her body, after all, had even gotten it pregnant, and she was subject to the woman’s lusts. Of course, the fact that the new Selkath continued to call her Ulka as they made passionate love only made her more willing to go along with it. 
	Of course, the fact that her belly was getting larger and larger practically forced Ulka to take on her new identity. There was no fighting it. Each passing week she found that the tautness of her belly was now starting to not only look pregnant, but feel pregnant as well. Without even meaning to, she began to rub it in a supremely feminine manner, caressing it at every opportunity, which came up a lot, given that her midriff was always bare. Hagra celebrated the beauty of it, which was not exactly how Ulka saw her own situation. 
	“Ulka become much beauty! Swollen with Ghost God child! Me such joy at friend! Wish more babies for me and Ulka!”
	At this, the former man could only wince and try to smile, especially as Hagra touched her belly, which had recently reached twenty two weeks along, at least as far as she had managed to count. She would never know for certain, but Molly-Selkath was knowledgeable on such things, and together they had managed to trace approximately back to Ulka’s last period with help from Grilka. Now, her stomach stuck out, and there was no hiding it. She wasn’t waddling yet, but a baby was clearly developing there, and she could only bear witness and watch - and feel - it all unfold.
	“I know how women feel when they talk about becoming a whale,” Ulka declared after yet another lovemaking session with Selkath. She was lying against him, the pair spooning comfortable in the lush grass. Selkath had brought her back a fresh conquest with his increasingly refined spear, and it had aroused her so much that she didn’t actually had sex before eating, then more sex afterwards. Selkath, meanwhile, cupped her massive breasts and fondled them idly, a smile on his face. He lowered his hand down to stroke her fertile roundness.
	“You’re not a whale yet, lover girl,” he teased. “But I won’t lie, my caveman body is so fucking turned on by you being pregnant with my baby.”
	“It’s Selkath’s baby.”
	“Me Selkath,” he said in caveman speech. “You know that. Just as you’re my Ulka.”
	“I’m not her, Sel.”
	“I know. You could never be her. But . . . this is nice, isn’t it? Feels closer to how we were at the beginning, before we started to drift apart.”
	UIka couldn’t disagree. As humiliating as it was to be a woman, and such a lusty preggo one at that, she couldn’t deny the comfort of her naked body against Selkath’s, nor the way her former girlfriend stroked her belly. It made her stomach do little somersaults, funny little feelings that-”
	Her eyes, half-lidded, suddenly shot open. “Wait. Oh God, stop moving your hand, Sel. Wait. Just . . . wait.”
	Selkath was not sure what his mate was doing. Ulka suddenly jolted, then actually giggled. “Oh, Jesus! That’s fucking weird!”
	“What is it?”
	“Feel! Right here!”
	She moved Selkath’s large, callused hand against the rounded surface of her belly until he held the lower left-hand side of it. He waited, and then Ulka jolted again.
	“Oh my God! What the fuck, right?”
	“Am I supposed to be feeling something?”
	“It’s the baby, Sel! I can feel it! It’s shifting around in me, man! Holy crap, this is the weirdest thing I’ve ever felt. It’s like one of my organs just started moving like a tentacle inside of me, except it’s an actual frickin’ baby.”
	Selkath smiled and held his lover more tightly. “Hopefully soon I will feel it.”
	“You can’t? Jesus, I can definitely feel it. Oh God, I’m really preggers, aren’t I? Holy shit. Hoooooo-lee shit.”
	“You with child,” Selkath said in cave-speak, caressing Ulka’s mound. “You beautiful.”
	Ulka shivered against him. She could scarcely believe what she was feeling. Her actual baby was shifting around inside of her. Well, it wasn’t even that. It was just little flutters, slight little pushes that nevertheless made her heartrate quicken and her breath hitch. 
	“This is the craziest shit in the world. And women go through this every day?”
	She had to hold back tears from her eyes, and eventually wiped them. “Damn it, now I’m getting all emotional like a total woman. Me with child. Me bigger. Child move.”
	“Child move,” Selkath said, his voice paternal and protective. He encircled his mate further, and once more felt that connection between him and his old boyfriend deepen. “Our child.”
	They remained there, lying upon the lush grass, naked and together, for a long time. Selkath kept his hand upon his lover’s belly, and Ulka’s own hand was beneath his. Even as her mate started to slumber, she held her belly, eyes still wide in astonishment.
	“Me with child,” she said in prehistoric tongue. “This is crazy . . .”
	And yet, she couldn’t help but give in to a little smile.

***

Molly smiled, feeling ready to fully adopt to her role. She had assumed her new name. She had become more acquainted with the hygiene of the female, and the behaviours expected of herself. She had even gained a friend - another female named Riley who worked at the altar of Domino’s and provided his sustenance to those who could pay. She thought Molly was “a strange one,” but they were both “outsiders,” according to Riley, who wore black and had her hair dyed the same. Molly liked her; she had a warrior’s spirit, resolute and true. She had also introduced Molly to a drink called ‘beer’, and this was a mighty drink, one that delighted Molly and allowed her to feel less humiliated by her fragile female nature and short stature. 
	It was with the power of this powerful shamanic tonic that she had regained her natural warrior’s bravery. Her days as a powerful hunter and chieftain were behind her, but to take the next step required a great will. The effects of this ‘liquor’ gave her the nudge needed to become what she was supposed to be as a Ghost Goddess of this higher realm. Molly had gone shopping with Riley, and the black-clad woman had aided the former caveman in purchasing some cheap, but very pretty clothing that would be enticing to the gaze of John. She put them on now; a dark blue dress that emphasised her curves and pushed up her breasts. They would never be as proud as Ulka’s had been, but she could not deny that they looked good in the magnificence of the so-called ‘mirror device.’ Then, it was time for her warpaint. She had practised, and Riley had aided her in this practice. Now, she adorned her lips in the blood red that that women in the Ghost God future realm clearly liked. This was clearly to indicate the power of her bite and the blood that could be drawn from it after a fresh kill. She darkened the area around her eyes, and placed a blush upon her cheeks. Her excitement grew as she fixed up her hair, giving it a slightly wilder, more seductive look. She had pleasured her body many times since being changed, but now that John was becoming ever stronger and more muscular, her inclinations could not be ignored, nor her destiny. They were to be mated. She knew this to be true.
	“You are ready, Molly,” she told her mirror reflection. “You will be his mate, and together you will be mighty.”
	She grinned, and it was a sweeter look than she’d intended, but then she narrowed her eyes. Yes, there was the look of a fierce temptress, ready to select her mate.
	The door to their shared home cave opened, and suddenly her heart skipped a beat. She knew those heavy footsteps. John was coming.
	Indeed, it was John. He had been listening to something during his workout at the gymnasium. Maria, one of his lovers, had introduced it to him. It was a podcast, though he cared not for the history of societies long dead, not when his own was so much deader. Instead, he searched, having achieved greater mastery of the digital world that Molly had introduced to him so many weeks ago. He’d found one in particular that had spoken to him as he worked out after his shift. It was called The Alpha Bye: A Real Man’s Podcast. It had been . . . illuminating. He couldn’t claim to understand all of the odd references or discussions from films, but so many sentences had remained lodged in his mind.
	“Men need to accept that they have to leave women behind. They’re the ones dragging us down.”
“Cut out the ‘female power’ types and embrace being an alpha of your tribe, and women will come to you.”
“Monogamy is a lie spread by women to force us to give in to their needs. A real man understands that he has the right to dominate many women. They instinctively want a powerful tribal leader, and this goes all the way back to prehistoric times, when we lived in caves.”
The meaning of those words swirled around inside John’s mind. Without Molly, the world had become a chaotic jungle, one he didn’t know how to navigate without endless headaches and feelings of inferiority. But these wise chieftains of the podcast promised a system. An explanation. A way of forging his new path forward. If he was to be male, then he should aspire to be an alpha-male, a leader of his own tribe. Selkath had once been such, and when John had been Ulka, he had viewed him simply as an entitled and brutish warrior. Perhaps he had been harsh. Perhaps it was time to man up, as one of the podcast chieftains had put it. 
“John? I am . . . ready for you.”
The former cavewoman-turned-alpha male looked to his left, only to be greeted by an astonishing sight. Selkath - now Molly - was standing in the doorway of the bathroom, but not as he had ever seen her. Instead of her usual sloppy presentation, she was wearing attractive makeup and wearing a beautiful dress that emphasised her womanly form. She did not have the curves of Bianca or Maria or Natalie or any of the other women he had mated, but the way she presented herself was devastatingly attractive, right down to her messy hair which reminded him so much of his own when he had been a cavewoman in the distant past.
“Selkath?”
“Call me Molly,” she said, stepping forward and allowing her hips to sway. “I have adorned myself in proper attire. I am ready to claim you, and you to claim me.”
John swallowed. His penis was starting to stiffen. She looked so much like Molly, and yet so much not; a primal creature who wore an expression of lust. 
“What is this, Molly? What are you trying to do?”
“I am doing what you said many moons ago. I am taking on my new role. I cannot be chieftain. I accept this after so much long. But I can be your priestess and Ghost Goddess. I can be your mate. You were right; our body have the powerful desires, and I desire you. I will be your mate, John. I lay claim to you, and now you can be the hunter, and take me as trophy.”
John took a heavy breath. This was wrong, and yet his desire swelled. She was not the real Molly, and yet he desired to take her, and be her alpha. For just a moment he hesitated, but his memories cast back to Molly, remembering how she made him feel. He needed her, even in the form of a pale imitation.
“I claim you,” he said. John strode towards her, and then placed a hand under the curve of her chin, lifting her head up to view him. He’d never felt so powerful compared to his former chieftain, who now looked to him as if he were the leader. He was the leader.
“Take off your clothes,” he said. “All of them.”
Molly nodded, nervousness still in her being. She was taking a big step, but the loosening tonic was helping. She slowly disrobed, trying to make her movements as sensual as possible. For a long time, John regarded her, then he raised a hand and began to cup her left breast, followed by her right. She moaned and gasped, overcome by the sensations, her body needing this man. 
“My mate . . .”
“Shhh,” he cautioned, then lowered his hands further to grip her hips. “You are most beautiful, Molly. Not like my others, but beautiful. You will please me.”
“I - yes, it is my role! Take me, bless me, my mate. We will be a mighty great couple! Powerful warriors, together!”
John chuckled. He didn’t think of Selkath as anything like a mighty warrior now, just a beautiful little thing to conquer. He pushed her back slowly, and she was confused until she thudded against the bare wall beside the bathroom entrance.
“I will take you here,” John said. “And you will make good music.”
He removed his belt and pulled down his pants, then literally ripped his shirt apart to reveal his incredible muscles. Molly took a sharp intake of breath, and then he lifted her, forcing her legs wide around him and pushing her against the wall again. 
“Moan for me,” he said, squeezing her breasts together. She did exactly that, and it was involuntary besides. “Louder,” he ordered.
“Ohhhhh! M-mount me! Mate me, chieftain! Let us be the Ghost God together!”
He smiled. Whatever illusion she desired. He pressed his rigid cock against her entrance, and after a momentary resistance he slid in. Molly gasped, eyes wide, her thighs tightening around her mate’s muscular waist. This was so much more powerful than she had expected, and far more stimulating than simply rubbing her entrance until she came. She was being penetrated and taken, and she leaned further into her instincts as a woman to embrace it. 
“Yesssss! Ahhhh! M-mount me! Do not stop, my mate! You mount me!”
The last words were in cavespeak, and it made John all the more willing to fuck his former chieftain until she experienced her first true sexual bliss. He pulled further back, then invaded her all over again, and her vagina automatically squeezed his cock, milking it for all that it was worth. Molly thrashed against the wall, eyes half-lidded and face raised to the ceiling. It was so overwhelming, but she didn’t want it to stop, especially when John began sucking and licking her lovely nipples. Such an action sent little pulses of pleasure down into her core, making her wetter between her thighs and allowing him to ram further and faster into her. She was being taken, and yet it was one of the greatest delights of her life. Her humiliation melted away. This was truth. This was destiny.
“I be your m-mate!” she cried. Just seconds later, both of them exploded into the largest orgasms they had ever experienced. John, who’d already had sex earlier that day, found that this made the earlier act seem paltry in comparison. His balls squeezed out every ounce of his juice, sending a spray of it deep inside Molly, who wailed and thrashed. She began to sing the wild song of the womenfolk from their tribe, her words only half-formed due to the endless climaxes sweeping through her. Finally, she rested her head against his.
“We are mates,” she said, sighing happily. She had finally given up her manly pride, and had been rewarded by the Ghost Gods for it, as it was meant to be.
But John was experiencing that most male of effects: the post-coital clarity. When Molly raised her head and smiled at him, he was instantly filled with a sense of powerful revulsion, not only at her for seducing him, but at himself for falling for it. 
“We are not mates,” he said, pulling her from his shaft and then dropping her to her wobbly feet, which forced her to stumble. 
“But - I am your Molly! We have mated!”
He pressed her against the wall. “You are not Molly. You will never be Molly. And you will not live here soon. You will find your own place.”
“You cannot!” she shouted, anger in her heart. “You have mated me! You claimed me and-”
“I am a man now. I claim what I want, when I want! I am the alpha, and I will found a better tribe here in this future world. You can go find your own way, Selkath. Go be someone else’s mate. For now, do not speak to me anymore.”
	He marched past her straight to his room, rage boiling inside of him. Molly was left to crouch onto the ground and hold her knees, feeling more ashamed and reduced than ever before, even more than becoming a small female in the first place. Tears bubbled up over her eyes, and she finally gave in to her feminine nature and let herself cry.

[bookmark: _cu01w5ue5hfb]Part Seven: New Paths
Mother Grilka smiled her wrinkly smile as she covered Ulka’s bulging belly with the strange ointments and crushed leaves and clay markings. The pregnant woman was nervous: she was into her third trimester now, roughly seven months along, and she felt huge. No longer did her baby provide faint little flutters in her stomach. Now, the child kicked and punched, tossed and turned, and made its presence known all throughout the day. Selkath repeatedly teased Ulka about her hand being practically glued to her naked brown belly these days, but how could she not? It jutted out from her, finally more prominent than her own gargantuan breasts, and when she looked at her appearance in the reflection of ponds and clear rivers, she was astonished by how utterly maternal and glowing she appeared. And now she was laying in the Cave of Mothers, her stomach jutting up and her naked breasts piling against her upper arms without any support, waiting for Grilka’s verdict.
	“It is healthy?” she said in the local cavepeople tongue. 
	“Very healthy,” Mother Grilka said, her smile revealing more than a few missing teeth. “You be safe. Baby big and strong and growing. You big hips for birthing.”
	That made Ulka gulp a little. In the past few months, she had adjusted to her pregnancy, and after that wonderful first feeling of movement inside of her belly, she had even come to slowly embrace it. She didn’t like to admit it out loud - only during sex could she exclaim it - but part of her was proud to bear this child, as strange as it was to admit. She had always been a daredevil and an explorer, seeking new places and experiences. And what could be a more amazing new experience than growing and delivering life itself? She certainly couldn’t think of any. 
	But birth? That was a whole different ballgame.
	“No way to make pain leave?” she asked. “When push baby out?”
	Mother Grilka shook her head, leaving Ulka crestfallen.
	“Worry not. Pain good. Pain part of it. You cry in pain and we cry with you. Women help. Mothers help. You make good baby then come out, and feel much better once out. Gods and spirits bless you after baby out.”
	She was referring to the mix of hormones that would hit her after birth, ones which Ulka found herself praying to nobody in particular that she would get a hefty dose of. She placed her hand on her belly, stroking her fingers along the ointments and painted markings there. “God, I really hope I’m up for this,” she murmured in her so-called ‘Ghost God’ language. “Because it scares the shit out of me.”
	As if in response, her little one kicked, and this time it visibly caused her stomach to shift, an act that made Mother Grilka laugh and even Ulka giggle a little.
	“Is boy! Is warrior one day!”
	And that was the thing that made Ulka so self-aware of how maternal she was becoming, because for all that she had never wanted this life, especially not to be a mother, she found herself smiling softly and stroking her lovely rounded womb, tracing a single finger over it, and imagining what it would be like to hold her boy in her own arms.
	“My little warrior,” she said quietly, in her own language.

***

“Our little warrior, my mate,” Selkath told her later as they moved through the close-by jungle together, searching for more wood for the fire. In truth, this was just so they could get some privacy to talk in their own language, since Ulka could not go too far now that she was having to place her hands upon her back just to take some of the weight off of it.
	“Our warrior,” she repeated, still cupping her belly. “I’m just nervous about birth, Sel. I mean, I love this kid. I can’t fucking believe it, but I do. I - I want to have this kid. But no pain meds, no C-section to get it over with. I’m gonna have to spread my legs and push it out and - and it’s just so female it’s embarrassing!”
	Selkath moved behind her and wrapped his hands beneath the underside of her belly, lifting it. Ulka immediately sighed.
	“Oh God, that’s so fucking good. You have no idea how much this belly weighs after a full day. What I wouldn’t give for one of those silly pregnancy pillows or something.”
	“You look beautiful,” Selkath said. He kissed her neck tenderly. “My mate.”
	“I feel like a whale.”
	“Well, I feel like a real brute sometimes. You may not have expected to fall pregnant, Ulka, but I certainly didn’t expect to become a chieftain, dick and all.”
	Ulka felt the rush of hormones through her. She reached back and rubbed his dick beneath his loincloth, stirring it to hardness. 
	“Good dick. Much big for me. Me love.”
	Selkath grinned, his arousal growing. He loved it when his mate used the crude language of this world. Increasingly, he was preferring it to the old tongue. When in Rome, after all.
	“We mate now,” he said in that same cavespeak. “Me take you from behind. Hold belly and feel our baby.”
	Ulka shivered. Her hormones were going wild lately. She no longer cared about how emasculating it was to be pregnant, to have her former girlfriend be the one to penetrate her with his big dick. She just wanted Selkath. Her mate. This was her chance at redemption from the lousy boyfriend and man she’d been.
	“Against that tree. Make me moan, Selkath!”
	And he did so. She pressed herself against its wide trunk as he fucked her wet snatch, one hand cupping her belly and stroking it, the other fondling her heavy breasts which had just recently begun to leak, a sign that made both of them rather aroused. When he unloaded within her, Ulka let herself wail loudly and proudly. She was a member of the tribe. She was an explorer.
	But things were not right. In her own post-coital clarity, as Selkath withdrew from her womanhood with a wet sound, she knew what she had to do.
	“Me love mate,” Selkath whispered in her ear as he held her against him, the side of her bulging pregnant mound sliding against his incredible stomach muscles. “Me love . . . you, Ulka. You make me full again.”
	Once more, the emotions of pregnancy rose up within Ulka. She became teary-eyed, and sobbed as she held her lover. 
	“What is wrong?” Selkath asked, before switching back to English. “Honey? John? Ulka? Is it too much? But I do feel love for you, just as we loved one another once. I think this is a new beginning for us. I've been feeling so manly lately. I hated how brutish I was getting, but now I love the hunt. I love protecting you. I love the way your soft body feels against mine. And you seem to love your body more lately, and our baby inside of you. I don’t know how else to say it but . . . perhaps as chieftain, the custom of this time will do.”
	He removed a necklace from a pocket in his warrior’s skirt, which lay upon the ground. It had several bone trinkets, each carved from his hunts. He had weaved it himself, as men were expected to do. It even had some of his blood; another tradition, stained upon the bones.
	“Be my mate. Life mate. Forever.”
	Ulka burst into tears. “I can’t! I’m sorry! I - Selkath, you need to understand, I was jealous of what you and the real Ulka had! I wanted her to go away for good. I smashed the crystal thinking it would trap her in this time for good. It was my fault! I tried to separate you and got us both stuck here, and them in our bodies! I fucked it all up! I don’t deserve your love. I don’t - I don’t even deserve to have this baby . . .”
	Selkath did not know what to say. A hundred emotions seemed to tear through him all at once; anger, betrayal, sorrow, disbelief, confusion. The life that he could have had with Ulka - the real Ulka - flashed before his eyes. Them together, living as a modern couple, and he as Molly, happily teaching her boyfriend all the modern ways of the world and seeing the delight and curiosity and attentiveness on his face. 
	“You take it from me?” he said automatically in cavespeech before switching languages. “You did this to me? To all of us?”
	“I didn’t m-mean to, I swear! But I can’t lie to you anymore, Sel. Because I do love you. God, I fucking love you so much. I told you I loved you when I was your boyfriend, but I never truly committed and we both know it. But now I’m here and I’m a woman and I’m carrying a baby the original Selkath gave me, but it’s yours, Sel. It’s ours. I can’t lie to you anymore. I know you might not forgive me, and I’m so fucking sorry! I’ll be your mate for life, I swear. I’ll be your perfect cavewoman mate, and I’ll give you as many babies as you want. I’ll do everything I can to praise you as the chieftain, as my chieftain. Just please forgive me. I had to tell you. I’m so, so sorry. Me am many sorries, my mate. Me am-”
“No! Hand away!” Selkath roared. He pulled back, letting his hand slip from Ulka’s rounded belly. “You traitor. You no belong in tribe!”
Ulka’s jaw dropped. She reached out a hand. “Please! No out of tribe! No leave me! Me die. Baby die!” 
Selkath grit his teeth. He was a tough chieftain now, but he would never be cruel, nor callous. Still, he was disgusted. “You in tribe, but no longer my mate. No longer my baby. I no forgive you.”
He turned and grabbed his loincloth and fur wrap, then quickly dressed. Ulka whimpered, knowing she deserved all of this.
“Please, Selkath! I really mean it; I’m sorry!”
“No forgive,” the caveman repeated, and then in a roar of anger he punched the bark of a nearby tree, causing it to shatter off of the trunk and his knuckles to bleed. He wiped them on his bare chest; a sign of rage in the tribe. He was a man now, and he had to make hard choices. He stomped away, leaving his traitor ex in tears. When he arrived back at the camp, the other warriors parted away from him. Pakha bowed a little, in awe of the wise man Selkath had come in leading them to dominate the local land. Draz seemed to sense his anger.
“What happen?”
“Ulka no longer mine. Ulka single woman of tribe,” he declared. 
They accepted this, nodding along. Curiously, a number of women, many of whom were weaving and working the magic of fire to make warm meat stew, suddenly looked inquisitively in his direction. A few, such as the pretty Maka, smiled at him.
“We need more strong warriors for tribe,” Urg said, their master tracker. “You have brought blessing with Ghost God knowledge. You make more warriors with good unclaimed females?”
Selkath considered this. The tribe was more female than male thanks to men dying occasionally on hunts, at least prior to his arrival in this prehistoric time. Many women were without a regular mate. He licked his lips as he regarded them, then focused his gaze on Maka, who had thin breasts but marvellous hips for breeding. Once more, the instincts of a caveman filled him. 
	“You want Ghost God child, Maka? You wish to lay and bring me many warriors from belly?”
	She rose and bowed a little, then moved closer to him, emphasising the sway of her hips. “Mother Grilka say me make many good babies. Maka will be good mate for you.”
	“So would Jahur!” another woman shouted, causing a ripple of laughter, which Selkath joined in. He was still filled with rage against Ulka, but that now turned to interest in getting revenge and sating his appetites.
	“Come, both of you. We mate now in the wilds. Ghost God bless you both now.”
	It was the beginning of a new era for Selkath, as he shed any semblance of his former self, and embraced the primal appetites of the caveman within.

***

John had become a titan among men. True, he was not as tall as he had been, nor would his shoulders ever be so wide nor his scars as impressive, but his muscular body was finally starting to outstrip that of his original form. The gymnasium had become an obsession for him. No longer was he even working there as a member. Instead, he was a personal trainer, a chieftain of a new tribe of all-male warriors. Women had asked to join, but he had spurned all of them. It wasn’t just the podcast confirming the wisdom of his choice, but the strange ‘pages’ on the internet he visited, all of which spoke of the dangers of allowing women to have power. True, he had once been the stubborn and independent Ulka, but now he knew it was only because he was destined to be John, the male ghost god. Molly had been but a temptation, a way to bring him forward, but she would have made him weak. It was a good thing she was in the past now, for it would make her strong, but dependent. Resilient, but needing a male mate to protect her, as was the way. And now, John had his own way too.
	It had been over thirty weeks since he had been catapulted forwards in time for good. He was built like a god, like an ‘Adonis’ as one lover described him. But that wasn’t enough, nor was the frequent sex he gained by finding women who were willing to supplicate themselves before him. No, he needed to take on his role as chieftain, and form a tribe. 
	Now, his tribe was before him. His customers who had become his cult. They were all eager young men, like him, and even some who were older. And like him, they enjoyed these casted pods about the power of being a man and how superior it was over being a woman. Each day, he gathered them in the gym or in the park, and increasingly out in the wilds now that he had asserted himself in driving. It was all to train them into a perfect fighting force, one that could prove their manliness in a world that failed to reward it, and in doing so gain loving mates whenever they wanted, yet not allowing said mates to have power over them.
	“Good morning, Tribal Warriors!” John announced, looking over his tribe as they gathered in the forest grounds he had designated as their meeting place. 
	“Good morning, Chieftain!” they rattled as one.
	“No, it is not! For you are not yet men! To be a man, you must have the body of a man, and many of you do not have this! To be a man, you must stand alone against the wilds, and you must conquer it! You train the muscle, but you have not trained the mind! Do not be weak like the mind of woman! Be strong and tall like a man! This is the ultimate test! You will have victory, and be worthy of the hunt and the women, or you will fail, and be like the women.”
	A few of them snickered at this, joking about Todd, their obviously weakest member who had an asthma puffer at the ready. John narrowed his eyes and marched toward him. 
	“You!” he declared. “You are no chieftain.”
	“I can be, John!” he shouted back. “I’m not going to be weak, just you watch. I’ll outlast these bastards.”
	John barked out a laugh. “We shall see. I have a timer on my phone device; you have eight hours. Who here broke their nightly fast?” No one raised their hands. Their chieftain smiled. “Good. You will hunt your food. There are deer in these woods. I have caught one. You see next to me its bones. You will make tools to hunt it. You will find it. You will slay it. And then you will find a way to cook it! You can take only group of four at most. Be smart.”
	One hand went up. It was Harold, who often asked questions. “Er, not to question you, Chief, but are we allowed to do this? I mean, I want to be a real man and stuff, but isn’t this kind of out there?”
	John scoffed derisively. “A man who cannot hunt is no man at all, Harold. If you can’t provide, if you can’t be like a man surviving by himself in the wild, then you are just a little bitch whipped by feminist weaklings.”
	He wasn’t quite sure what feminism even was, but it was evil, he knew that. Weaker. Female. And John wanted nothing less than to be reminded of his femalehood anymore. The path forward was here, with his warriors. “Your time begins now! You have eight hours! I will blow the ceremonial horn when you are done, and every few minutes after. If you cannot find your way back - too bad! NOW GO!”
The group scattered, various would-be alpha males eager to prove themselves to their chieftain. John smiled, feeling satisfied . . . or at least mostly. Partly, perhaps. Something still gnawed at the edges of him, clawing back in. Surely this was the way forward? 
He turned to look upon the city in all of its confusion and movement and loudness. A group of motorcycle riders were speeding down the distant highway, making a great deal of noise. Something about the sight rankled him.
He wondered where Molly was.

***

Molly sped down the highway upon the might of the Motor of Cycles, squealing and hooting and hollering with delight as she clung to the driver. She was joyful again, feeling like a true warrior, hunting at high-speed as her new tribe disobeyed the traffic laws and weaved and dodged through traffic. Her helmet was tough, but it obscured her vision too much, and so she lifted the visor, taking in the wonders of a world that was speeding by.
	“MIGHTY HUNT!” she cried. “A WARRIOR’S MOUNT!”
	Far greater than the aurochs she had attempted to ride to prove her manliness, and not nearly so uncomfortable too. One could feel powerful again on the back of such a metal and rubber beast, whirring down the roads and proving one’s speed and ferocity against the greater foes in their cars.
	“What language was that?” Riley exclaimed with a laugh through her own helmet. “More of your ‘faraway speak?’
	“Yes!” Molly exclaimed. “Words do this no truth! You are a Road Warrior, Riley!”
	“Well, call me Mad Max, then!”
	“I shall, great Mad Max! Take us faster!”
	“I think we’re going fast enough! But maybe just a few more revs!”
	It had been wonderful, becoming closer to Riley. Ever since leaving John weeks ago, the former caveman had been distraught. Never before had she been so powerless and rejected. She was planning to sleep in the park, but it was Riley, her friend who was teaching her how to run the actual orders at Dominos’ (which was, apparently, not a holy place at all), who came through and offered her a place to stay. In doing so, she had secured Molly’s undying loyalty, which she made as a sacred vow, an act which made Riley more than a little confused. But what a good choice it had been to trust Riley, for now the sting of humiliation was ebbing away from Molly. She had discovered that her friend was a rider of the Motor of Cycles, and one who liked to prove herself upon the road against competitors. She even had her own tribe, one that Molly was now becoming part of. They called themselves The Red Leatherbacks, and it was because they wore the carcasses of their victories upon their backs; cured leather from defeated aurochs, no doubt, dyed red to match the blood spent in such hunts.
	They took the ramp off of the great Highway, as it was known, and then tore through the areas of the city with its enormous constructions of the Gods that still marvelled Molly with their grandeur. Finally, they slowed, the pack of four Motor of Cycles pulling into a garage area and turning off their bikes. The former caveman was a little disappointed; she could have done that for hours.
	“That was most incredible!” she shouted after leaping off the bike and removing her helmet. “Riley, you are a warrior of the road true!”
	Riley chuckled. “Well, I wouldn’t go that far, but I’m a bit of a rulesbreaker, yeah. Plus, I got my posse.”
	“Your pussy?”
	Riley chuckled as the others removed their helmets. “No, my posse! My biker gang for when I’m not working a deadbeat job.” She gestured to the others who had joined her for the ride: Hunter, Tucker, and Blade, the latter of whom was quite handsome in Molly’s estimates, with numerous tribal markings to demonstrate his worth. They were wearing those same red leather jackets, and were sporting the alternative styles that Molly considered to be the symbols of a true tribe.
	“Looks like someone’s caught motorcycle fever,” Blade said with a laugh.
	“I’ll say,” Tucker added, a wiry man with white-blonde hair but olive skin. “We need to get this girl a bike, stat.”
	Molly beamed. After the pain and hurt of leaving John, and the confusion of this strange world, she felt like she’d finally found her people. She considered each of them, especially her friend Riley, and the handsome, heavily-muscled blade with his impressively dark skin.
“I would like to join your tribe,” she said.


[bookmark: _nss4rsjjzpsv]Part Eight: Redemption
It wasn’t working. John couldn’t say why, but it wasn’t working. For nearly nine months, he had been living permanently in this future world. He had been learning, adapting, and adjusting his worldview. He had made himself a fortress against its endless insanity, a massively-muscled titan who was threatened by nothing and no one. He had shed his weakness, which was his need for dear, sweet Molly, and instead embraced his alpha-male nature. He no longer needed to toil under a boss at the gymnasium. Now he was the boss, a chieftain of over forty three tribal warriors, all of whom paid him well to teach them how to become true men. He’d never possessed such power before, or commanded such respect, and each passing day he was aware that people were clinging to his every word, and even advocating that he take it further. He didn’t fully understand the nature of the internet, but he was catching on, adapting away from his prehistoric mindset. He would need to, if he was going to launch a website and podcast that covered what it was to be a ‘real man.’ That way, he could inspire a tribe that would number in the thousands.
	And yet . . . it wasn’t working.
	Not even the copious amounts of sex could fill the void that seemed to be growing in John. Maria didn’t want anything to do with him anymore, and Natalia had stopped responding to his messages. She’d called him a ‘misogynistic pig,’ and her words filled him with rage at their temerity against such a powerful chieftain of a man. He would return to his apartment - a much nicer one than he used to have - and lie in his bed, finding it so very big and so very empty. He dreamed of Molly, thinking about her smile and the wonderful food she made at the bakery she worked at, and how she brought some of those treats back to him after her shift. He thought about her boundless curiosity, and how it matched his own after he had first come to the future, and the ways they had understood one another, both sharing female minds but in compatible male and female bodies.
	John was, in fact, lying in bed at that exact moment, thinking on all of this. It didn’t make sense. Why wasn’t he happy? Why didn’t he feel glorious as Selkath once did? He hadn’t heard from the new Molly in quite a while, but then again, he hadn’t bothered to reach out to her. His adopted male pride wouldn’t let him. It was up to her to come crawling back.
	“Fuck the Gods!” he shouted, and then he grabbed his phone and threw it across the room, where it smashed the television screen he’d only recently had installed. It didn’t make him feel any better. He had become all that he once hated; a brute just like Selkath had originally been. Tears threatened to fill his eyes, but he blinked them away, avoiding any personal humiliation.
	“You are a man. You are not a weak woman anymore, Ulka.”
	The word Ulka took him by surprise. He hadn’t meant to say that. He was John now, and acted like he always had been. And yet . . . was there still some weakness in him? Some part of Ulka that was stealing away his satisfaction? Yes, that had to be it. He had to bury his former self for good. Do away with any memory of possessing his former fertile curves, his large breasts, his curious mind, his secret sensitivity despite his amazonian warrioress build. He had thought himself a huntress, but he’d just been a woman in denial over his true nature. Now, that nature had been shed, and only his male strength remained.
	It was time to visit the cave again. 
	It was time to bury the past for good.

***

Molly had saved and saved and saved. She had worked not one but two jobs, doing all she could to prove herself in this future world of the Gods. She still didn’t quite understand what her bank balance meant, and numbers were very difficult for her, as was writing in general, but she was progressing. Riley was good that way.
	“What can I say?” the woman, styled like a ‘goth’ apparently, whatever that was,’ had said. “I like my stray cats. You clearly had a pretty repressed childhood, huh?”
	Molly could only provide a grim expression. “It is ancient history,” she answered quite honestly.
	And so Riley had helped her. The pair continued biking, and since Molly had no birthday at all, they decided to invent one for her. Riley said she was shit at baking, so she got Molly something that was far, far better: a red leather jacket to match their tribe.
	“Welcome to the Red Leatherbacks,” she proclaimed.
	Molly had embraced Riley joyfully, then held up the jacket triumphantly. “But I have completed no rite of passage! No hunt!”
	“Jeez, you are such a cavewoman sometimes, I swear. Okay, how about this? You drive me through town and don’t get us splattered, and that’ll be your rite of passage or whatever. Sound good?”
	Molly beamed.
	And Molly succeeded. It had been a hard trial, and one that left Riley actually shaking a little from the sheer speed and risky manoeuvres that Molly had pulled off on the day, but pulled them off she had. The extensive preparation and training she’d undertaken, including paying for lessons from the Great Masters of the Motor of Cycles, had paid off. 
	Now, she was ready to undertake the greatest step of all. Just a few months more to go, but she still liked to visit the motorcycle shop just to view the gorgeous vehicles, many of which had apparently come from far away lands beyond the great seas and distant horizons. Riley liked to come with her. She was still her black-haired, goth-styled self, but now she wore a number of trinkets and intricate carvings on a necklace that Molly had made for her. They had taken weeks to make, and Riley had told her they were the best and most thoughtful presents she’d ever received.
	“So what are you thinking? Kawasaki? Yamaha?”
	Molly looked at the selection. “Something red. Something powerful, like the roar of a great lizard-back.”
	“O-kay. Well, I can help you with recommendations when the day comes. You know,  you don’t have to have a motorbike to be part of us, Molly. Blade already likes having you ride passenger with him. In fact, he’s a hard guy to read, but I’m pretty sure he likes you.”
	Molly blushed. She rather liked Blade in turn. His muscles were wonderful, reminding her of what she once had, and he was stoic without being cold. He had a dry humour about him, and he found her unusual manner of speech endearing. Best of all, he clearly appreciated her own developed style: Molly now wore leather jackets, midriff-baring shirts, and tight jeans, all of which emphasised her short, yet lovely body. Her breasts were not nearly so large as Ulka’s had been, but she emphasised them a lot with the right bras, an art she was grateful for after seeing the way he looked at her.
	“I like Blade as well,” she said as they exited the store and walked towards the city centre. “But I cannot claim him as a mate until I have my Motor of Cycle. Only then will he be mine, and I will be his. We shall make love beneath the moon, and most passionately too.”
	Riley blinked. “Wow. You could be, like, some kind of fantasy writer with dialogue like that. Or a romance poet.”
	Molly grinned, but then her expression changed. She stopped and approached a poster that had been planted on the wall outside a gymnasium, one much like what Ulka/John had obsessively gone to, back when she was living with him. It displayed his face, confident and smug, and his upper body as well, which was contained within a tight tank top that displayed his enormous muscles. The words took a while for her to translate; she still wasn’t good at them.
	‘Be an Alther. What’s an alther?”
	Riley looked and scoffed. “Oh, it says, ‘Be an Alpha.’ It’s a whole manosphere bullshit thing.”
	“Explain this to me, Riley.”
	The goth biker girl shrugged. “Well, the additional wording is all about advertising to dudes who need a male role model to be a ‘real man.’ You know, ‘hunt the mammoth’ bullshit. Jesus, it even says ‘purge away the poison of femininity.’ These guys are gross. They think they’re rebels but it’s just patriarchal loser stuff. We’re the real rebels, Molly.”
	But Molly regarded the poster, observing its ironies with a mixture of astonishment and sadness. This was what she used to be, in a way. A deluded, pompous tribal chieftain. One who ruled and did not accept help. Who loved nothing more than to mate and hunt and had little patience for those who she did not understand, like Ulka herself back then. Now, things had changed. She was not the leader of a tribe, but neither was she submissive to it. She was an equal, and with a friend like Riley, she couldn’t imagine viewing herself as superior. Nor could she imagine ever calling this woman ‘not a warrior.’
	“How sad,” she finally said. 

***

Selkath leapt onto the tail of the great lizard-back, howling as he did so. He struck it again and again, until finally he found purchase with his spear and was able to drive it down through the fleshy mass and then into the ground.
	“Another!” he roared, and Draz was quick to throw him another. The beast turned, screeching in pain and moving to snap its jaws down upon his flesh and snap the bones beneath. With one hand, Selkath held the beast’s maw at bay, then pushed it back and thrust down another spear, trapping it again. The creature tripped, a testament to the power of the metal he had been working with.
	“NOW! SLAY LIZARD-BACK!”
	His fellow warriors leapt forwards, bursting from the treeline to intercept the mighty beast. It roared again, righting itself a little. One claw swipe nearly opened Pakha’s throat, but Urg pulled him back in time. The creature was surrounded, however, and Selkath had it quite literally pinned. They stabbed it again and again until the creature, the warriors, and the ground itself were coated in its thick red blood. When its huge, hungry maw fell to the ground with a loud thud, the tribal hunters shrieked and leapt, holding up their spears in a sign of victory.
	“SELKATH! SELKATH! SELKATH!”
	The warrior grinned, grateful for the respect he was given. It was a far cry from his former feminine state, beset with physical weakness. And yet . . . he couldn’t deny missing the feel of it against him. It had been too many weeks since he had lain with Ulka, and while he had mated with other women, there was always a sensation that she was his first, his primary mate of sorts. 
	“Selkath. You not happy?”
	It was Pakha, the young hunter who looked up to him. 
	“Me . . . satisfied,” Selkath said. “Come. We carve now. Take meat and sacred bones to tribe as gift to elders.”
	It was another hour of work, one that made his mind wander back to Ulka. In truth, he had missed her. Often he saw her around the tribe, looking ever more swollen with his child. She was getting huge, and more than once her friend Hagra had come to him, pleading for Selkath to take her back fully, as she was due to give birth to the child any day now. Wild to think that John, the man who had always lived on the edge and pursued danger, would soon be spreading her legs and pushing a child into the world. A little boy or girl that would be Selkath’s as well. It was strange, really. When he had been Molly, he hadn’t been sure if he even wanted children. Now, however, he found even the sight of Ulka’s glowing pregnant form, so swollen and full, so curvaceous in the rump and ample bosom, utterly intoxicating. He dreamed of her, and sometimes not even the other single women in the tribe could satisfy his cravings. He wanted to touch her breasts and squeeze them. He had seen her embarrassed as they leaked into her fur bra more than once, and it had taken a mighty deal of male willpower to restrain himself from sucking down deep upon her wells and helping relieve her engorged state. 
	He had to focus his thoughts elsewhere, lest his loins stir for no reason while they delivered the mighty carcass of the creature in pieces. Mother Grilka and the other elder women sang praises.
	“Thanks be Selkath and hunters! We no have to move when cold comes! We stay more seasons here and grow more seeds! Take meat and salt right now! Tonight is great festival!”
	The tribe cheered. Others from faraway tribes had joined them in the last few months; some outcasts, others looking for more capable clans. Now their number was easily over a hundred and twenty, and all knew that Selkath was the greatest of them; the mightiest hunter, fiercest warrior, and pinnacle of masculinity. They cheered extra loud for him now, but instead of taking in this praise, Selkath found his eye wandering. There, at the edge of the crowd, near the river where they bathed, was Ulka. She was so full with child she looked like she might well burst, and yet pregnancy suited her devastatingly well. Her bellybutton had popped, leaving her front a smooth and rounded orb, one she was caressing slowly with her hands. Her bust was immense, each breast practically the size of her own head, and beads of milk were clearly filling her bra once more. Her hair was longer, a wild black mane, and her hips looked like they had swelled outwards a little in preparation for the birth to come. Her eyes met his, and Selkath froze. He had never seen such a beautiful and captivating, let alone arousing, sight in the entire world. 
	“My Ulka,” he said.
	She still wore the trinkets he had given her. Despite the many, many advances from other cavemen eager to take her on as their mate once she had the child, she had rebuffed them all. Her gaze remained sorrowful, yet hopeful, and it was then that Selkath realised that when she was John, she had never been so patient, or displayed a true acknowledgement of guilt.
	“My Ulka,” he repeated, and he advanced towards her, but then the crowd overwhelmed him and lifted him up, ready to receive the great blessings and bone carvings from the Elders of the tribe. When he managed to look into the crowd where Ulka had been, she was gone.

***

Any day now, and birth would come. There could possibly be a breaking of her waters, and then there would be the agony of contractions preparing her body for birth, an experience that would occur with no medication or pain relief whatsoever. And then she would have to push, push, push her child out of her vaginal passage and then into the world. It was bewildering to think, and yet, for all that it frightened her, Ulka found that she was excited for it, to meet her child and nurse it from her full breasts which were already growing yet larger with their vast stores of milk.
	“My little warrior,” she mused, giggling as her child - a son, she presumed - kicked within her belly and made it distend in odd ways. “You calm. Time soon. Me ready.”
	She truly was. Hagra had been at her side for weeks now, and Mother Grilka had helped prepare her for what to expect, having delivered many babies in her long life. And as completely alien as the notion of giving birth to a baby from her own womb would have been nine months ago, Ulka wanted to go through with it more than anything. 
	There was just one thing - person - missing.
	The festival of the night had begun: the celebration of Selkath as the High Chieftain. Because the tribe knew him to be inspired and influenced by the Ghost God Molly, a new role had been created, one that would celebrate him as part-deity. The same might have been done for Ulka, were it not common knowledge that he had gone off her. Still, she pined for him, wanting to make it up to Selkath for the horrible mistake she had made in trapping them here. And so, as cave people beat the drums formed from stretched skin upon carved wood, and as the great fires were lit and people danced beneath the night sky, Ulka prepared herself for Selkath. For her final attempt to prove her atonement. 
	Hagra had aided her, as had a couple of other sympathetic women, all of them mothers with faithful mates. Ulka did not begrudge Selkath for having other mates. She would have done the same once, without a good excuse and with a far more faithful partner that she would have betrayed. But Ulka had set them on this path; now it was her time to prove to her mate that she could redeem herself.
The oils had been placed upon her skin. The markings carefully placed upon her swollen belly and down her arms, legs, and back using the vivid purple of the sweetfruit. The trinkets of faithfulness and adoration had been weaved into her hair and placed upon her wrists and ankles. But most important of all was what she wore over her shoulders as a loose cloak. It had taken an enormous effort to take down a mighty horn-maw while eight months pregnant. She had suffered a scar across the back of her thigh, and she knew how dangerous it had been for her and her baby. Foolish. Irresponsible, even. But she had to prove to herself that she was worthy of this life, and to Selkath as well.
Now was the moment.
Selkath had been adorned in oils himself, and he too was being heaped with gifts and supernatural trinkets by members of the tribe. They cried out his new title as they danced around him.
“High Chieftain! He slays the lizard-back! He bring knowledge from Ghost Gods! He show us new way!”
“Choose new mate, Selkath!”
“Selkath pick me for mate! Bring many strong babies!”
Ulka gulped. She still felt a little odd. She had never done something like this before, at least not with Molly-Selkath. Still, she cleared her throat.
“HE HAS MATE!” she roared, her voice like that of a lioness. The crowd parted a little as she advanced. “ULKA IS HIS MATE! ULKA HAS HIS SON! ULKA LOVE SELKATH MORE THAN ALL!”
Selkath stood from his position upon a stone seat in front of the fire. His jaw dropped at the sight of her; her body slick with the soothing oils that the fire left shining upon her skin, giving her an erotic appearance. Her markings were drawn so as to emphasise her pregnant state, and her fur skirt and fur bra were smaller than usual, so as to further show off her deeply fertile curves.
“Ulka,” he said in English, moving around the fire to approach her. “What are you doing here?”
The cavewoman stroked her belly and bit her lip. She removed her scaled cloak and  presented it to him, going down on one knee very, very slowly to be mindful of her pregnant belly. “I love you, Ulka. I want to be yours. I know I betrayed you, and ruined everything. But I’m begging you for another chance to be yours.”
She moved closer to him, to the point where her immensely rounded stomach pressed against his glistening abs. His eyes fell upon her deep canyon of cleavage, then further down to the belly that swelled with life. As if cementing the moment, their child kicked, its foot pressing against his body. Selkath couldn’t help but chuckle.
“You look very beautiful, Ulka. You are stars in eyes of mine.”
Ulka blushed. “Me want please you. Me want you forgive me. I know I can’t take back what I did. I can’t give you a life with that other Ulka, like I should have let happen. And I will be sorry everyday for the rest of my life, Sel. But . . . if you can find it in your heart to forgive me, then know that I will do everything to be worthy of being your mate. I have given you the skin of a great hunt. I will give you sons and daughters. Me will be yours. Me yours forever.”
Selkath caressed her stomach, and with his other hand he held her cheek. He swallowed back the emotions churning through him so he could express them in a manly fashion.
“You make many babies?”
Ulka smiled, licking her lips a little. “Body strong. I make you many, many babies.”
“And we mate often?”
“We mate every day, all days. Me have needs, and please High Chieftain with body . . . and with mouth. I want to do this thing. You did many times to me when I demand. Now you demand my mouth on you when you want.”
Selkath had to take a deep breath. His arousal was growing so large it was almost impossible to ignore. 
“And we hunt together? Be mighty mates together? But me as man, you as woman?”
She raised herself up on her toes, even with the weight of her pregnancy trying to pull her down. Ulka placed her arms over his powerful shoulders, shivering a little from finally being able to feel the sheer strength of her lover again.
“I be your woman,” she said, her voice projecting louder as the tribe listened. “You be my man. Ghost Goddess and Ghost God. And many strong babies for tribe.”
Selkath could hold himself in no longer. He returned to English, just for a moment. “I forgive you, Ulka. I’m sorry I left you alone for so long.”
“I deserved it.”
“And now we both deserve a new start. I love you, Ulka. I loved the first Ulka too, but I love you now. I love Ulka. Ulka is my mate!”
With that last statement, the tribe roared with approval, though Pakha was perhaps a little jealous, given the younger man clearly hoped to seduce Ulka after her baby. Instead, the power couple wrapped their arms around one another and kissed passionately, the pair openly moaning and caressing one another as expected. There were no social mores about this, and soon Selkath had removed her fur top and was cupping her glorious breasts.
“Ohhhhh, feel good! Feel so good! Miss this!”
“Me know. Me make up for gone time.”
With that, he swept her into his arms, holding her so that her full belly was against his chest, and she looked up into his masculine features.
“I want you now,” she whispered softly, her nipples already hardening, so large and brown and perfect upon her olive mountains.
“Me take you now,” he answered. “Make way, tribe! High Chieftain claims greatest trophy!”
Members laughed, but they parted to make room for him to carry her away from the fires, and over to the lush grass illuminated by its glow. The music and dance began again, and couples started to pair off, but the most passionate and vigorous pair were Selkath and Ulka. She cried out as she rode him, his hands upon her wide hips, fingers gripping the soft flesh of her ass. She lowered herself just enough so that he could suck the milk from her breasts, and it was the greatest sensation she could have imagined, both a cathartic relief and a deeply delirious bliss at once. Selkath thrust up into his mate, his eyes trained on her beauty, nothing but desire in his spirit for this woman. The past was gone - or the future more accurately - and from now on he simply wished to exist in this wonderful present. 
“I come! I COME!” he roared, and she roared with him, her voice husky yet sweet. He exploded within her, and her heavy body shuddered, breasts bouncing hypnotically as the act was completed. Ulka cried out, gripping his shoulders and letting her boobs wobble, her body captivated by this moment.
And then suddenly she felt a tension in her womb, and she pulled herself up just a little. Liquid splashed out of her tunnel and all over Selkath’s midsection. For a moment, both froze, and then a sudden pain seized over Ulka’s belly.
“My mate, you in pain?”
“Ohhhhh!” she moaned, clutching her stomach as she rose. “You c-could say that! It’s - ahhhh - me ready for child now! Birth start now!”
Selkath’s eyes widened, and then he grinned. So did she, despite the cramp still running through her.
A new start, and a new child on the way.
The first strapping warrior. More would come. In fact, even as she worked to control her breathing through the pain, the soon-to-be mother was already excited to one day bear more.

[bookmark: _p7c4d7bkir0h]Part Nine: Present Past and Present Futures
Ulka happily nursed little Narik. He was the most beautiful thing she had ever seen, and it still astonished her even after all these many months that she had given birth to him from her own womb. The cavewoman giggled a little as he reached across to grab her other nipple.
	“No be greedy! One be enough!”
	She was naked but for her fur skirt, resting up against a tree as pterodactyls flew overheard. The only thing missing was Selkath, but he would be back from his hunt soon, and with a mighty prize to give her as always. Funny to think that once he had been Molly, so mild-mannered and wanting to avoid great risks. A shy, short woman. Now as Selkath, he was a leader of men, a brilliant warrior, able to fend off mighty beasts as well as neighbouring tribes. More were flocking to their super tribe thanks to him, and Ulka couldn’t be prouder to be a mother to his children.
	“Yes, children,” she said, lowering her spare hand from Narik down to her womb, which was already round as she grew with a pair of babes. Mother Grilka was certain of it; not just a single child, but twins. A true blessing for the tribe, and a symbol of her Ghost God-given fertility, to hear the other women speak of it. Naturally, Hagra was jealous.
	“Me want two baby at once! Breasts always full! Solve problem!”
	Ulka had just laughed in total understanding. With how milk-laden her immense mammaries were, she was looking forward to having two children be able to drain her. As hungry as Narik was, he often wasn’t hungry enough. Thankfully, her caveman mate was always there to ‘help’ her out, often in moments of strong passion. It was how she’d ended up so full with child already, and so soon after her first!
	“Me so fertile,” she mused, preferring to speak in prehistoric tongue these days. “Me make him many babies. Ulka finally find peace by being great mother.”
	“Yes, you have. And me proud and loving for it!”
	Ulka immediately looked up and beamed as her muscled mate emerged from between the trees, a great dinosaur carcass slung over his shoulder. He looked impressive as ever, and she got the distinct sense that he was posing for her. Which he certainly was, but only because Selkath felt he had a duty to demonstrate his alpha mate status to his mate whenever possible. The sight of her feeding their son while already rounding out with a pair of twins made him truly proud, and besides, once Narik was asleep, he placed to take his wife from behind while cupping her fertile belly, though not before drinking the excess milk from her goddess-like breasts.
	“My mate!” Ulka exclaimed. “We wait for you. Narik wishes for father.”
	Indeed, her child was pulling away and smiling at Selkath, an expression that made him the proudest and most protective father in the world.
	“Son Narik,” he proclaimed, taking him from his mother’s arms. “You are world. All of world. You and my Ulka and children no born yet, and more who come.”
	Ulka rubbed her belly proudly. “Many more who come. Many more, long as we mate together.”
	Since giving birth, Ulka had embraced her status as a fertile and curvaceous amazonian cavemother to a degree that surprised even herself. She still hunted when she could, and had never lost her drive to uncover fascinating places, but she had moderated these instincts in her desire to take care of Narik and her future children. She had gone from being a loner on the edge to an individual at the heart of an increasingly vibrant community, and that change had been for the best.
	“We cook, we eat, then we go?” Selkath said.
	She nodded, and kissed her husband, pressing her body lovingly against his while he held Narik with one arm. His spare hand caressed her belly, her twins kicking in response, causing them both to chuckle.
	“I will be ready,” she said.

***

Even when alone, Selkath and Ulka rarely talked in their ‘Ghost God’ language anymore. Sometimes when they reminisced, it returned, or when they wanted to express complex ideas, but in truth the language of the caves suited their life better, and where it failed them, Selkath was hard at work translating more elaborate concepts down to his tribe by introducing the new words to them, rather than gatekeeping them. It meant that the pair had truly embraced their lives as prehistoric people, as evidenced from the fact that Ulka now revelled in her barely-clothed and curvaceous form, a spear in one hand and the other resting on her gravid orb. They were cavemen, so why not speak like such?
	Today was different, however. It demanded a certain homage to the past as they made their way into the cave.
	“Are you sure I’ll even be able to fit now?” Ulka asked, gesturing to her very large belly, olive-skinned and perfect.
	Selkath smirked, lowered himself, and kissed her stomach. “You will, don’t worry. I’ve been working hard to grow the tunnel for us. It’s to be a temple to the Ghost Gods, of sorts. And besides, it’s important we both be here for this.”
	Ulka was still not exactly sure what to expect. This has been her mate’s personal project for some months now. The impressive trek to the cave required some stops and starts so the pregnant woman could catch her breath, and then again so that she could relieve her painfully engorged breasts. Since Narik was with Hagra back at the tribe, this required Selkath’s intervention, a prospect she did not at all mind. Once, she would have balked at the idea of her former girlfriend sucking milk from her head-sized breasts. Now, she moaned happily until this small passion became something far more developed, and the two made love upon the ground. Not even a roaming sharp-claw could disturb them; Selkath made quick work of it, which only aroused her further and led to yet another round of sex. Her pregnancy hormones were certainly eager to jump his bones, and she embraced every bit of it.
	But finally, they reached the cave. Selkath helped her enter, moving ahead and holding his mate’s hand so that she did not trip nor scrape her swollen form upon the rocks. The passage had indeed been widened thanks to rock and metal tools, but even so it was a little tight.
	“I don’t think I can make it in here in a month’s time!” she declared.
	“Then it’s a good thing it’s almost ready. Here we are, my darling.”
	Ulka gasped as she reached the glowing centre of the cavern, where numerous crystals upon the wall glowed. The purple and blue and green hues were just as she remembered them, but far more astonishing was the time crystal. It was not entirely as it had been - pieces were missing and some splinters were misaligned - but through painstaking work it had been recreated by Selkath.
	“You - you did it.”
	Selkath shook his head. “No, my love, it won’t work like it did. It can’t take you back to the future and-”
	“I wouldn’t go anyway,” she declared, cupping the heavy underside of her belly as if somehow trying to keep her unborn twins even closer than they already were to her. “My place is here. As your mate, and the mother to all your current and future children. You know that, Sel.”
	He nodded with a smile. “I know. But look at the walls, my love.”
	Ulka looked up, and then she gasped. She hadn’t noticed it before, but there were extensive and quite elaborate cave paintings all across them. They displayed the story of their tribe, and it was easy to see where Ulka and Selkath featured prominently - their story emerging from a representation of the crystal, followed by the pair in confusion, then splitting up, then making up, then in passion, and finally with her expectant, her crudely drawn face joyful. She looked to the other wall, and it contained the tribe’s story; the felling of the great dinosaur, the celebration of the High Chieftain position, the growth of new members, and even her subsequent pregnancies. She raised an eyebrow at this.
	“Is that me pregnant a whole lot more times?”
	Selkath grinned sheepishly, then moved to his mate and kissed her passionately, one hand massaging her breast and making her moan in his mouth. “Future proofing,” he declared. “I am your alpha husband, after all. Your dominant mate.”
	“Fuck, that’s so hot. Yeah, I want that future. Goddamn.”
	Finally, Selkath gestured to a message above the crystal. It was written in English, surprisingly, and it had a simple declaration.
‘We are happy. We found love again. We hope you find it too
- the new Selkath and Ulka.’
	“It might throw archaeologists for a loop if they ever find it,” Selkath said, “but we know who it’s for.”
	“But won’t time erase it?”
	Selkath moved to the crystal and touched it. “I found out something when I was playing with the crystal. It was after I walked away from you, and I thought I could just send you away to the future, or leave you here. Those were my darkest days, before I realised how much I needed you as my mate, and you me. But look . . .”
	He touched the crystal, and Ulka gasped again. It showed the cave hundreds of thousands of years into the future, the stalagmites and stalactites further grown, the sabretooth tiger a fossilised skeleton, and even camp equipment on the ground.
	“Are we . . ?”
	“No, it’s just a window. But the paint I used for the walls was mixed with splinters of the crystal. Look at the walls.”
	Ulka marvelled. In this future state, the walls glowed with the patterns and drawings that Selkath had made.”	
	“How come we didn’t see this, then, if it was always there?”
	“I think you can see it after the crystal has shattered - in both timelines. So if it took me well over a year to put it here in the prehistoric past . . .”
	“Then it will take just as long for it to appear in the cave,” Ulka noted. “But they might never see it, then! They might never revisit!”
	At this, Selkath moved around behind his loving mate and wrapped his arms around her, clutching her immensely gravid stomach and delighting at the sensation of his children within. He raised a hand and once more cupped his wife’s breast, then kissed her lovingly on the neck.
	“Ghost Gods see. Ghost Gods find again. Me know it.”
	It was a return to his caveman side, and Ulka delighted in it. So much more simple, their dynamics so much more clear. Him the dominant alpha male, and her his amazonian beauty, pregnant with his children, but always ready to defend their family.
	“Me know too, then,” she replied. “They see. They know we happy.”
	“They know you fertility goddess.”
	She giggled, then whimpered a little as he started to touch her in more sensuous ways. “Mhmmm . . . make me feel it,” she replied.
	The caveman certainly did.

***

John marched into the cave. He wasn’t sure what he expected to find. Some kind of meaning? Some kind of purpose? Perhaps simply a space to scream. What would be more appropriate than the chamber where he lost everything; his world, his time, and the only person he had ever truly loved? The man managed to squeeze through tight chambers which had grown over the years, thankful at least that he didn’t have large breasts that painfully pressed against such surfaces. Still, his massively muscled body wasn’t helping either. It took him longer than expected to arrive into the cavern, at which point he saw something astonishing.
	The crystal was restored.
	For a brief moment, he was joyous, and then that joy evaporated into sorrow. The crystal was not restored. It lacked significant shards, and its glow was all wrong. He let out an animalistic howl that echoed throughout the chamber.
	“Damn it! Fuck! FUCK!”
	Rage filled him, as it often did these days. Rage at the world. Rage at the emptiness inside of him. He was so strong and virile and manly, and yet what was it all for? Not even his tribe felt like a tribe. Just a poorly disguised religion whose members were all fools. None of them were true warriors, just sycophants.
	“You are the reason for all of this,” he declared, marching towards the crystal. “You took everything from me. She died in the ancient past because of you, all alone and scared! She tried to repair you, and it was impossible! I’ll smash you all over again!”
	He touched the crystal, and then suddenly purple light shone brightly, causing him to startle and jump back. All across the cave walls, images began to appear; ancient cave paintings that travelled impossibly through time, all of them glowing like the shards around the cave. John’s jaw fell, and for a moment he was utterly frozen; here was the story of Molly and John in the past. They had not simply suffered and perished. They had survived, they had struggled to find their places, and then they had found them.
	“She became a High Chieftain . . . a true warrior. A true leader. And he . . . he became the mother of his children. They grew the tribe. They grew the tribe!”
	John started to smile as he circled the chamber, absorbing all of it. Tears threatened to fill his eyes, but they finally spilled over when he took in the central message. 
‘We are happy. We found love again. We hope you find it too
- the new Selkath and Ulka.’
	He couldn’t contain the emotions. He let the tears flow down his cheeks as he placed his hand upon the message, and the image of the stalwart god that someone had painted above it later, and his fertility goddess bride. They had found happiness. They had found love again. The woman he loved had been even more resourceful than he’d imagined, and she had found a way to move on and wish him well. Which also meant that it was time for him to do the same.
	“I will find it,” he promised Molly, and he let his words carry backwards in time.

***

Molly delighted in the taste of a good cigarette as she exhaled smoke in a perfect ring into the air. She was laying naked in a grassy field beneath the starlit sky, and Blade was beside her, his warm skin pressing against hers.
	“That was fucking incredible,” he said. “You were like some kind of rabid cavewoman. I’ve never had a girl like that.”
	“You never will,” she said, grinning and taking another puff. “Just me. I told you that riding out here would show you my way of doing things.”	
	“Well, if fucking like animals beneath the stars out in the middle of nowhere is your way of doing things, I’m all here for it.”
	She smirked. “You talk too much after mating.”
	“Yeah, bad habit. We can just look at the stars if you want?”
	“Mhm. Stars show great signs. Used to look at them all the time.”
	“Is that why you hate the GPS?”
	She shrugged, then stubbed her cigarette out on some dry dirt and rolled against her biker lover, her hair framing her face in her wild way. “I like to ride by the stars, and by instinct,” she said. “That is the way of a true warrior.”
	“Is that why you hunt with a spear instead of a rifle?”
	She nodded, then lowered herself down onto him, loving the feel of his muscles. “A warrior should earn her kills . . . and the love of her mate.”
	Blade kissed her. He tasted of smoke and sweat, and she adored it. It was already making her feel moist and ready for another round. Blade had advised her to use the strange little food that prevented the formation of children, and perhaps one day she would. But life was risk, and a mate should provide her man with strapping future warriors, so tonight she cared not.
	They made love, her riding him aggressively, and when her orgasm came she raised her head to the sky and howled with delight, uncaring what creatures of the wild heard her, for she was the wildest one of all. She had achieved her peace, her perfect union of her old tribal self and her new modern female life, and the fact that her red leather jacket was slumped upon the ground beside them was proof of that. The former caveman grunted a little as she pulled herself off of his still half-hard penis, letting him relax upon the warm summer night grass. Her phone buzzed, and the sound of it irritated her. Riley said she couldn’t keep smashing them, so she held off and decided to check it out as Riley fetched a beer from the nearby bag they’d brought.
	Molly had to do a double-take when she saw who it was from. It was John. Her John. He’d somehow gotten her number, and had sent her a message. Quickly, keeping an eye on Blade as he moved to the bag, she read it.
	‘Molly. Sorry for everything. Tried to be a tribal warrior, but failed. It took me a while to find this number, so I’m sorry if this comes too late. I was not the chieftain you deserved, so I hope you have found one, or become one. I spent a long time forming a tribe, but it was a broken tribe. I’ve started again. I work helping build stronger bodies, but this time my tribe has men and women in it. We will be a community, and I know we will flourish this time because I will get it right. We will be strong and capable, but we will be tribe together. 
	If you ever wish to find me, I’ve attached my address below. Or you can message me. I’m sorry how things ended. I’m in a better place, and I know how to be a true chieftain now. I hope you have found your own tribe too. Knowing you, you have.
	By the way, if you ever have the time, go visit the cave. There is something you will want to see, I promise you.’
	The message ended, and Molly did not know what to make of it. In truth, she had no real desire to see John again. She’d found her tribe, just as he’d hoped. She was a Red Leatherback, and she rode her motorcycle with Riley and Blade and the others as often as she could. But she couldn’t help but feel a little happy that the man had been humbled and found a way to lead. A good chieftain needed that. 
	“Anything important?”
	Molly looked up at Blade, who was passing her a beer. She turned off her phone - damn annoying invention - and threw it aside so she could take a drink.
	“Just someone I used to know.”
	“A friend?”
	“Perhaps,” she said, and then the former chieftain mulled over her thoughts for a moment. “Blade . . . there is something I would like to show you and Riley about myself. How do you feel about going caving?”

The End



