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Winona awakened and tried to blink the sleep out of her eyes. The sun had risen some hours ago, and 
the rainforest was already alive with the chirrs of insects, the screeches of distant monkeys, and the calls 
of birds among the dense canopy. She sat up and looked around. Among the sea of deep green leaves, 
brilliant pink, orange, purple, white, and red flowers in all different shapes and sizes popped out at her. 
For a moment, she wondered whether she wasn’t still asleep; the beauty of her surroundings certainly 
seemed like something out of a dream! But as beautiful as the place was, that wasn’t what she was 
looking for. 

The oldest of her group at 17, she instinctively felt protective of her younger friends and immediately 
started looking for them. Next to her were three sleeping girls. Jasmine—Jazz, for short—a year younger 
and one of her best friends, lay on her stomach, her ample, smooth, black skin expanding and contracting 
gently as she slept. A little further off from her, 15-year-old Kalea snored on her back, one golden-brown 
arm draped carelessly over her face, her mouth slightly open as her naked, E-cup breasts rose and fell 
with each breath. And fair-skinned Penny, the youngest and smallest of the group at 11, lay effortlessly 
curled into fetal position, her chest-length, wispy blonde hair creating a halo around her and giving her the 
appearance of a tiny angel. 

But there should have been four girls next to her, and Winona immediately panicked; her sister, Taylor, 
was missing, and who knew where the 14-year-old had gotten herself off to? Winny was on her feet in a 
flash. Anyone around to see it would have gotten an eyeful of her statuesque body, DD-sized breasts, 
and exotic features from her mixed Indian, Chinese, and Hispanic heritage, but she and her companions 
were alone. 

Just then, she heard something come crashing through the forest behind her. She whirled on heel and 
put up her arms defensively just as a dark brown child came running of the forest with a mischievous look 
on her face. A spitting image of Winny, only a few years younger, the girl shared her exotic look but had 
much less-developed breast buds and a generally skinnier, less muscled frame. Winona sighed in a 
mixture of exasperation and relief. 

“Taylor,” she said, a bit annoyed, “Where have you been? Where are your clothes?” 

Her sister grinned up at her and held up her hands, which were filled with berries and other fruits. “I found 
breakfast!” she said excitedly. 

“That’s…good,” Winny said slowly, “But do you really think it’s a good idea to be wandering the rainforest 
without any clothes on? Who knows what you might run into?” 

“I have shoes on,” Taylor protested, lifting one of her legs to show Winny her well-worn sole. “And that’s 
exactly why I was naked: I was hoping that the tribe would find me!” 

Winny rolled her eyes. “Oh, geez, Taylor…are you still going on about that? We’ve been on this wild-
goose chase of yours for three days now, and there’s been no sign that they exist.” 

Taylor deflated. “I know,” she said, crestfallen. “Everything I read or listened to said they should be here, 
though!” 

“Nevertheless, we’ve been away from the group for too long; they must all be worried sick about us. We 
need to head back today.” Winny’s voice was firm. 

“Yeah…” Taylor sighed and shook her head. “What a waste.” She brightened suddenly. “But at least I got 
to spend three days without any clothes on!” 

Winny chuckled. “Always a silver lining, huh?”  

She ruffled her sister’s hair and then grimaced. “Before we head back, I think you need a bath. You’ve got 
all kinds of stuff in your hair!” 

Taylor’s face lit up. “Ooh, yeah!” she said excitedly. “If we all go skinny-dipping, I’m sure the tribe will find 
us!” 

“Uh, huh…” Winny replied, rolling her eyes again and smiling at her sister’s unbounded optimism. “And 
what are you gonna do if they do find you?” she asked. “The tribe isn’t exactly known for being kind to 
outsiders.” 
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“Yeah! Maybe they’ll all grab us and pass us around like peace-pipes,” Taylor grinned. 

“Peace pipes?” 

The girls turned to see Jazz standing next to them. The chunky girl’s moon-shaped face looked as though 
curiosity had just won an epic fight over sleepiness. 

“You two talking about the tribe again?” Jazz asked hopefully. 

“Welcome to the world of the living, Jazz” Winny said wryly. “And of course; what else would we be talking 
about, given this one’s obsession?” 

Jazz bit her lip instinctively, a grin spreading across her face as she squirmed in her hiking shorts. “I bet 
they’d root us good, yeah?” she asked. “Get a bunch of bogans out here, taking turns rooting us into the 
ground.” She shuddered. “Ripper, mate!” 

“See? Jazz gets it!” Taylor said, high-fiving her sister’s friend. 

“And then they send us all to the bog, yeah? Take us all out in the bush, rip off our grundies, and—” 

“Yes, yes, we get it,” Winny said, shaking her head and rolling her eyes for what felt like the hundredth 
time already. “But like an awful lot of your other fantasies, I think this one is gonna remain just that: a 
fantasy.” 

“If some dumb tribesman wants to have sex with me, he’s gonna have to earn it!” Kalea said as she 
walked up. 

“Oh, they’ll earn it, all right,” Taylor grinned. “They’ll sneak up on you, grab you from behind, and herd you 
like an animal into their village.” As she talked, she stepped up next to the other naked girl, transferring 
one hand’s worth of fruit to the other. “And when they get there, they’ll grab you by the pussy”—she 
reached forward, put her hand on the girl’s sex—“and fuck you raw!” She slid two fingers into Kalea’s 
mound, and the older girl squirmed and shuddered with excitement. 

“You and your wild imagination—” Winny interjected. 

“And then, they take their spears and jab them at you. You look at them, afraid, and they keep jabbing at 
you, even poking you a bit to get you to move—” 

“Mmm, poking,” Jazz breathed. 

“—You recoil in shocked disbelief,” Taylor continued, giving a shocked expression and jerking backwards, 
“And they keep coming at you. They drive you back, and you feel the ground getting soft beneath you. 
You start to look behind you, but the spears are right there—there’s no time to turn around! You have to 
just keep backing and backing as the mud starts sucking and slurping around your feet. You start to fall, 
and the ground catches you.”  

Her voice lowered in mock-menace.  

“But it’s not doing it to be nice to you; oh, no—it’s greedy mud, and as soon as your butt hits it, it sucks 
your hands and legs in. Now the tribe’s all looking at you; they gather around to watch as you sink. You 
try to struggle, but your legs feel like they’ve got a hundred pounds on them. It’s so exhausting to fight it 
that you might as well just go with it. You relax and let the earth have its way with you. It may be greedy, 
but it’s a good lover anyway. You feel the muck squidge up between your legs and slide up into your 
pussy. It rubs against your clit and makes you moan out loud. The tribesmen are all standing there, 
jacking themselves off as they watch the mud ravishing you. Meanwhile, the mud fills you deeper and 
deeper, much fuller than any guy could ever do, stuffing you full of hot, wet, sloppy earth seed. It gets to 
be too much, and you scream in orgasm, right there in front of all of the tribesmen.” 

As she spoke, the others began to squirm, Winny with unease, Jazz with arousal, and Kalea with both.  

“But now the earth has given you something, and it wants something in return,” Taylor continued, her 
voice husky. “It demands a sacrifice!” 

“What sacrifice?” 



The Rainforest Tribe  
© 2019 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 3 of 24 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

Taylor stopped mid-fantasy and looked at the newcomer. 

“Penny, you’re awake, too?” Winny asked. “Well, I guess this means we can head back to the group?” 

“Wait—wait, you can’t just leave me hanging like this!” Jazz protested, squeezing her legs together. 

“And we haven’t eaten breakfast, yet!” Kalea protested. 

“Ooh, I brought breakfast,” Taylor said, holding up her hands.  

But in her passionate story-telling, she’d squished the berries and now held only a sticky paste. She 
cringed.  

“Oops, heh-heh.” 

Winny chuckled in spite of herself. “Well, it looks like we’ll be looking for breakfast instead, then,” she 
said, exasperated. “Come on, girls, grab your packs, and let’s go.” 

“But what sacrifice?” Penny asked again plaintively. 

Taylor grinned. “You!” she said. “And bowled over with bliss from the earth’s love-making to you, you’ll go 
gently into that good night, letting it slowly tug you down inch by inch as it finds new parts of your body to 
caress.” Grinning, she dropped her handful of sticky, mushed berries, turned to the young girl, and began 
running her fingers slowly up her body, starting with her hips. “The sucking, slurping earth presses in all 
around you, slowly climbing up your body. It comes to your breasts”—she placed her hands over Penny’s 
prepubescent breast buds—“and begins crawling up them, gently tugging them under.” 

Penny shivered and bit her lip nervously, and Taylor’s hands moved up to her neck. 

“You feel it reaching higher and higher up. Then it’s around your neck. You only have a few more minutes 
to live. It’s thick, and you can’t really move at all now. You can only sink. The mud comes up to your 
mouth. It smells strangely pleasant, like an herbal tea, and you curiously open your mouth to taste it. The 
mud doesn’t ask for a second invitation; it slides over your tongue and runs down your throat. You think 
you’re gonna choke, but the feeling of it running down your throat even as it continues to slide past your 
clit only turns you on even more. By the time you’re sunk nose-deep in the quagmire, your body is 
shivering and shuddering in your final orgasm. You let out a final cry, but all that comes out are bubbles 
that break on the surface of the quicksand just as the last strand of your hair goes under.” 

Taylor finished, and the group was silent, each girl thinking about the vivid picture she’d painted. 

“Strewth, Taylor, you’re gonna make me soak my tracky dacks!” Jazz gushed. “Shame it’s all furphy, 
though.” She sighed. 

Taylor stared at her. “Is that even English?” she teased. “I swear, Jazz, sometimes I have no idea what 
you’re saying!” 

“She means that you’ve gotten her all hot and bothered with your bullshit stories,” Winny said pointedly. 

“Aww, don’t make it like that!” Jazz protested. “I’m just taking the piss outta her, that’s all!” 

When she realized the other girls were all staring at her in shock, she laughed. “Now I’m taking the piss 
outta all of you—it means I’m just teasing ya!” 

The girls breathed a sigh of relief and exchanged rueful grins. 

“Damn Aussies,” Winny chuckled, shaking her head. 

“Ya love us, mate,” Jazz replied, winking. 

“I guess,” Winny said, rolling her eyes. 

“You two should just kiss already,” Taylor suggested. 

“Taylor!” Winny exclaimed. “It’s not like that; besides, what would Aaron say?” 

“Aaron’s not here, and what happens in the jungle stays in the jungle,” Taylor retorted, a mischievous 
gleam in her eye. 
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Winny shook her head. “No, what Aaron and I have is special; I’m not gonna betray that for anyone.” 

“You will if the tribesmen get you,” Kalea piped up. “They’ll wrestle you down until you give in!” 

“That’s a little different,” Winona said, “And also enough of that kind of talk. We’ve spent the last three 
days looking for them, but such a tribe does not exist!” 

“Does, too!” Taylor jumped in. “We just haven’t found them, yet!” 

Winona rolled her eyes. “Regardless,” she said firmly, “We need to get back to camp. The scouts will be 
leaving for the airport later today, and we don’t want to get left behind.” 

“Speak for yourself,” Kalea retorted, sticking her tongue out teasingly. 

“All right, I don’t want to get left behind,” Winona conceded, sighing. “This has been a lot of fun, but I’m 
ready to get back to civilization, to paved streets, to a proper gym—” 

“To Aaron,” Taylor grinned. 

Winona nodded. “Yeah.” 

The girls stood silently for a moment, and then one-by-one, they shouldered their packs and followed 
Winny out of the clearing. 

“We should grab a bite first,” Jazz said as they set off. 

Winona nodded. “Where did you find those berries?” she asked her sister. 

“This way,” Taylor said, veering off to the right and disappearing into the thick, green underbrush. 

The other girls exchanged glances, and Winona started to protest, but then they all followed suit, putting 
their hands out in front of them to protect their faces from the myriad fronds, leaves, branches, stems, and 
flowers. 

“Taylor, wait up!” Kalea called. “I can’t see more than a few inches in front of me!” 

“Just follow my voice,” Taylor called back. “How about the feeling of those leaves on your skin, huh?” 

Kalea grinned as a fern frond brushed right between her legs, grazing over her soft, hairless mound. 

“W–wait for me!” Penny stammered. “Please don’t leave me!” 

Hearing the little girl’s voice over her shoulder, Kalea stopped and turned around to face towards its 
source.  

“Penny?” she called. “Penny, where are you?” 

“I–I don’t know,” Penny replied, coming to a stop. “It’s all just leaves!” 

Kalea sighed impatiently. “Well, just keep talking, and I’ll come find you,” she said. 

Penny swallowed nervously and reached into her pack to pull out Uni, her stuffed unicorn. Biting her lip 
and clutching Uni to her chest, Penny looked around but could hear nothing but insects and could see 
nothing but green. 

“Penny?” 

Penny gasped as Kalea appeared to her left. 

“Come on,” the older girl urged, “Take my hand, and let’s catch up to the others.” 

Penny blushed a little bit in embarrassment and took her friend’s hand. Kalea could be impatient at times, 
but she meant the world to Penny. Seeing Kalea standing there naked, her hair cascading down her 
breasts and sides to frame her pussy, Penny blushed again and swallowed. She looks just like Eve 
standing in the Garden of Eden, she thought. If only she wasn’t with Taylor. She sighed wistfully. 

“Let’s go!” Kalea said excitedly, grabbing Penny’s hand and practically dragging her through the 
vegetation. “Guys? Where are you?” she called. 
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“Over this way, Kalea,” Winona’s voice called from ahead of them and off to the left. 

Charging onward, Kalea led the two of them towards the sound of Winona’s voice, and Penny’s shorter 
legs practically flew to keep up with her. 

“Doesn’t it hurt to have all that brush in your face?” she asked breathlessly as she squeezed Uni for all 
she was worth to prevent the plants from taking him away. 

Kalea shrugged. “Eh, they’re just leaves,” she said. 

They both gasped as the vegetation abruptly gave way to a large clearing. They both skidded to a stop 
and gasped in awe: a huge lake stood before them, its surface crystal-clear and nearly perfectly smooth, 
save for the occasional drop of water from a leaf on a distant shore. The girls all stood, spellbound for a 
moment as they marveled at the trees that towered above the lake. High above them, monkeys peered 
down suspiciously, and the girls gasped and pointed as they saw them. 

“Forget breakfast; I’m going for a swim!” Taylor grinned, breaking the girls’ silence as she trotted up to the 
edge of the water and kicked off her shoes. “Oh, wow. Come on in, girls, the water’s great!” she said as 
she waded in, feeling the lukewarm water tickling its way up her legs. 

“I’m in!” Kalea said, letting go of Penny’s hand and sprinting forward, kicking her shoes off as she went 
and splashing into the lake. 

“Girls!” Winona protested, “We need to get breakfast so we can get back to camp!” She turned to her 
friend. “Back me up on this, Jazz!” she said. 

A mischievous grin spread over Jazz’s face. “Sorry, mate,” she said, her eyes glinting, “But lighten up, ya 
wowser! My oldies were like that, so I left—liberated myself, you could say. And that there is a corker of a 
lake!” 

With that, she kicked off her shoes, wrested her pants down her ample legs, stripped off her panties, and 
clomped eagerly into the water. Winona rolled her eyes and shook her head, then glanced over at Penny, 
who stood looking wistfully at the others. 

“Do you want to go in, too?” Winny asked. 

Penny gasped, startled, and looked at her, then returned her gaze to the water. She nodded silently. 

“All right,” Winny replied, conceding. “A bath before we return to civilization wouldn’t hurt us anyway.” 

Penny grinned, pulled off her pack, and carefully nestled Uni down in among her supplies. Then she 
pulled off her shoes and let them fall next to her pack. She hesitated, looking shyly at the others. They all 
seemed to be doing their own thing, but still, she wasn’t used to being naked in front of others. 

“It’s okay, Penny,” Winny said, stepping up next to her. “It’s nothing we haven’t all seen before.” 

“Mmm…maybe I’ll just go in my clothes,” Penny said. 

“I don’t think that’s a very good idea,” Winny replied, putting a comforting hand on her shoulder. “If you do 
that, then you’ll be wearing wet clothes the rest of the way. As humid as it is, they’d never dry out!” 

Penny lowered her voice. “But…everyone will see me…you know…naked.” 

Winona chuckled. “That’s okay,” she said. “We’re all friends here.” She pursed her lips thoughtfully. 
“Would it help if I got naked, too? We can do it together.” 

Penny looked up at Winona, a faint, shy smile appearing on her lips. She nodded almost imperceptibly. 

“Okay,” Winona said, “Let’s start with our shirts, then?” she suggested as she stepped out of her shoes. 

Penny nodded, and Winona led the way, hooking her fingers under the hem of her tank top and slowly 
lifting it up, revealing her slender, muscular torso. Penny dutifully did the same, lifting up on her unicorn-
print t-shirt, exposing her innie navel centered on her lily-white belly. Winona nodded encouragingly and 
pulled her shirt over her head, dragging oversized breasts up with it and showing off their undersides. 
Penny followed suit, turning her shirt inside-out as she bared her midriff and showed off her tiny breast 
buds. She gasped as the fabric rolled over them—she still wasn’t used to how sensitive they felt. 
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With an audible slap, Winona’s breasts flopped down onto her chest and stood out proudly, two melons 
perched atop the female equivalent of Adonis’s body. 

“There!” she said. “All better. Isn’t it nice not having a shirt on?” she asked. 

Penny smiled up at her. Now bare-chested herself, her frame was much smaller and more delicate than 
Winona’s, and every square inch of her body spoke of her youthful innocence. 

“Okay, let’s do our shorts and panties next, all right?” Winona said, dramatically putting her fingers on her 
waistband. “We’ll do it together, all at once, okay? Count of three!” 

Penny swallowed and took a deep breath, then nodded and unbuttoned the fly of her jean-shorts. 

“One…” 

“Two…” 

“Three!” 

In a quick move, both girls crouched and slid their shorts down their legs, the fabric quickly tracing 
forward and backward over the girls’ contours. 

“Now we stand up and step out of our shorts, okay?” Winny said. “Take my hands.” 

The girls clasped both hands, their fingers interlacing. 

“Okay, here we go. Are you ready?” Winona asked. 

Penny nodded uncertainly. 

“Okay, all at once. Ready? Go!” 

Winona stood. Though the younger girl resisted, Winona was plenty strong enough to pull her up, too, 
and though Penny’s legs quickly crossed to cover herself, she was upright. 

“Good job!” Winona praised, lifting Penny up and out of her pile of clothes. “Go get in the water,” she said, 
gesturing with her head. 

Penny wasted no time. The sooner she was in the water, she reasoned, the sooner she’d be hidden 
beneath the surface. She ran into the water, not even hesitating to test the temperature. 

“Hey, look who made it!” Kalea teased, swimming up to her. “Look at you, coming out of your shell!” 

Penny smiled and blushed, averting her eyes just in time for Winona to swim up next to them. 

“Good on ya, mate,” Jazz said, winking. “Glad you decided to join us.” 

“It’s not every day that you see a lake this pretty,” Winona replied. “It would be a shame to waste the 
chance.” 

“I’ll tell you what’s a shame!” Taylor said, popping up in the middle of the girls and wiping the water out of 
her eyes, “The fact that we still haven’t found that tribe!” 

“Ugh, will you stop with that silly wives’ tale already?” Winona sighed, rolling her eyes in exasperation. 

“What? I think it would be fun!” Taylor retorted. “Them grabbing us and hauling us off over their shoulders, 
us kicking our legs and screaming in fright—” 

“Psh—you, kicking your legs in fright?” Jazz scoffed. “You’d be egging ‘em on the whole way, you little 
root-rat!” 

Taylor cocked her head. “Root-rat?” 

Kalea giggled, made a fake coughing noise, said, “slut,” and made another fake coughing noise. 

Jazz nodded and grinned. “This one’s got it.” Seeing Taylor about to protest, she added, “But I think it’d 
be fun anyway—get those hot, tribal cocks pounding all my holes—mmm! Oohee, I just hope they’re not 
wombats; I need a little more than someone who eats, roots, and leaves!” 
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Winona rolled her eyes again, sighing hopelessly at her friends’ antics. 

“Aww, come on, Winny,” Jazz said, grinning. “You can’t tell me you haven’t thought about it!” 

“I don’t believe it’s true,” Winona said firmly.  “And even if it were, it’s criminal: a tribe raping unwilling 
victims and then throwing them into a pit of quicksand? Please!” 

“I believe it,” Kalea said nervously. 

Winona stopped and looked at her curiously. 

“I’ve heard the stories,” Kalea continued. She shook her head emphatically. “I–I can’t help thinking it 
sound kinda hot, but I don’t want to die, you know? I mean, it’s fun to talk about and all, but if it came 
down to it really happening…” 

“I don’t wanna die, either!” Penny piped up, eliciting a gasp from her friends. She blushed and then said 
quietly, “I–I don’t…I have so many things I’d miss! I mean, who would take care of Uni? Who will visit my 
friends? I’d miss the trips to Disneyland and the summerhouse.” She shook her head. “No, I–I really don’t 
want to die!” 

“Well, nothing to worry about,” Winona said, swimming over and wrapping a reassuring arm around her. 
“The tribe doesn’t exist, and we’re gonna get back to the group as soon as we get done here.” 

Penny breathed a sigh of relief, then cried out as a wave of water splashed over her. 

“Bah-ha-ha!” Taylor laughed mischievously. “That’s how they’ll get you—they’ll sneak up right behind you 
when you least expect it and get you from behind!” 

Penny turned slowly and gave an indignant pout. 

“Come on, Taylor; that’s not very nice!” Kalea said, jumping to the younger girl’s defense. 

“Aww, lighten up, you three,” Jazz said, chuckling. “She’s just teasing ya!” 

The girls exchanged glances and then chuckled ruefully. 

“Sorry, Taylor. We just…got a little nervous about being nabbed, is all,” Kalea said. 

Taylor grinned. “You don’t know what you’re missing!” she replied. “Big, thick cocks pounding into all your 
holes, burly warriors using you like the sacrifices you are—for their pleasure! Man, I wish there were 
some tribesmen right here right now! I would just…” 

She trailed off seeing the others’ faces. “What?” she asked. 

“Wh–what was it you said, T–Taylor?” Penny asked, pointing behind her. 

“That they’d sneak up behind you when you least expected it?” Kalea continued, her face pale. 

Taylor frowned, then grinned and rolled her eyes. “Ha, ha, very funny, guys!” she said, “But you’re not 
gonna trick me that easily.” 

“Taylor,” Winona said, her chest heaving with the exertion of keeping her voice steady, “Move straight 
towards us very slowly, and do not turn around.” 

Taylor scoffed. “You, too, Sister?” She started to roll her eyes. 

“Taylor!” Winona said, her teeth gritted. “Do as I say—right now!” 

Taylor froze and started to look over her shoulder. 

“Don’t look. Taylor, please, just, for once, do as I say!” Winona said, her voice pinched. 

But curiosity had gotten the best of her sister, and Taylor couldn’t help but turn and look. There, all along 
the edge of the lake, were at least three dozen warriors, their golden-brown bodies forming an 
impenetrable wall against the green backdrop. 

A grin spread over Taylor’s face. 

************* 
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“Blimey, they didn’t even let me grab my daks!” Jazz protested as the five of them were marched, naked 
and single-file, their hands bound behind them, surrounded on all sides by nearly-naked warriors. 

“Oh, my gosh, you guys, we found them!” Taylor grinned, her voice quivering with anticipation and delight. 
“Can you smell their sweat?” 

“How can you be so excited?!” Kalea snapped. “Taylor, it was one thing to talk about it, but damn it, 
you’ve gotten us in trouble—again!” 

A yell from one of the tribesmen and the jabbing of spears quickly silenced the girls. Winona’s beautiful 
face was strained with tension as she tried to think of a way to get out of this. At a minimum, she needed 
to keep track of everything she saw so that maybe—just maybe—she could lead her friends back to get 
their things once they escaped. 

If they escaped… 

Penny was hyperventilating, doing everything she could to avoid bursting into tears. In the warriors’ haste, 
they hadn’t let the girls grab anything—not a shred of clothing, much less Uni—and Penny’s mind was 
racing with fear for his safety as well as her own. 

“It’s okay, Penny,” Kalea whispered from behind her. “It’s all gonna be okay. Winny will think of 
something!” 

But Penny was unmoved. A whimper escaped her lips, and a sniffle marred her beautiful face. 

The men shouted again, and Kalea quickly pressed up against her to give her as much reassuring body 
contact as possible. “Shh—Penny, you gotta be quiet okay? Don’t wanna make them mad! Just think 
happy thoughts, okay? It’ll all be okay—you just have to stay positive!” 

“She’s right,” Winona called back over her shoulder. “Right now, you have to be very brave, okay? Do it 
for Uni.” 

Penny sniffled a few more times and then went quiet. The group marched onward a few more minutes, 
and then the vegetation abruptly parted in front of them. The girls gasped. 

Huts made of bamboo sat dotted around the perimeter of an acres-wide clearing, and high in the trees, 
other bamboo shelters acted as watchtowers. A shout from one of the tribesmen got the attention of the 
village, and suddenly a stream of brown-skinned villagers began making its way toward them. 

Winona instinctively moved herself in front of the others, shielding them behind her as best she could as 
Taylor deliberately stepped around her sister to see what was going on. 

An aged tribesman, his dark brown hair streaked with gray and white, approached the group. His voice 
was soft and old, and he conversed with the tribesmen for some time while the girls listened to the 
strange words in frightened anticipation. 

“P–please,” Winona said, stepping forward, unable to stand it any longer. “Please, let us go!” 

A shout from the men and more spear-jabbing quickly silenced her and drove her back into place in front 
of her friends. 

Abruptly the men in front of her parted, and the aged tribesman—apparently the chieftain—stood in front 
of them, a golden-brown potbelly protruding from beneath his chest and ending above a tattered loincloth. 
His eyes pierced the girls from his wizened face, and all of the girls—even Taylor—froze and held their 
breath as his gaze fell on them. He gave a nod to one of the tribesmen, and each girl abruptly felt herself 
being manhandled, a man grabbing each of her arms and dragging her out from behind Winona to stand 
in a line side-by-side. The girls gasped as a warrior stood in front of each of them, each of them holding a 
spear mere inches from the girls’ necks. The chieftain walked down the row of girls, giving each of them a 
piercing glare and saying something they didn’t understand. The tone of his voice, though, was 
unmistakable: it was a warning. 

With some unseen signal, the warriors rotated around them, the spears never leaving their necks, until 
the warriors stood directly behind them. At the same time, they felt their bonds cut, and they instinctively 
brought their arms around to cover themselves. Each girl felt a prick in the back of her neck and flinched, 
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momentarily moving her arms to protect her neck and uncovering herself in the process. As soon as the 
prick was gone, the girls moved their hands back to their crotches, and again, the spears stabbed them in 
the neck. 

“Guys!” Taylor hissed, lowering her arms to her side, “They don’t want us to cover ourselves!” 

Sure enough, as she lowered her arms, the spear left and did not return. A light breeze blew between her 
legs, and she felt herself shiver in excitement. How often did she have an audience for her exhibitionism?! 

Jazz took the hint and moved her arms to her side, as well. A collective gasp from the tribesmen made 
her turn to look. A spear to the neck quickly corrected her and returned her gaze forward, where she 
could feel the eyes of all the men, women, and even children staring at her. She felt herself grow wet at 
the prospect. 

Winona steeled herself, knowing that fighting it at this point was futile, and did as her sister suggested. 
Making fists of her hands, she lowered her arms to her side, taking a few deep breaths to steady her 
nerves. She closed her eyes and did the best she could to block out the multitude of faces she saw 
looking back at her, almost jeering. 

Penny bit her lip, tears streaming down her face. She squeezed her legs and eyes closed and looked 
away, her lip trembling as the realization that she was being put on display—the center of attention, her 
least-favorite place to be—naked and afraid in front of all these strangers. 

“Hell with this!” Kalea snapped, reaching around to grab at the spear. 

In a flash, two more warriors grabbed her by the arms and held them out straight while another kicked her 
legs apart and two more held them in place, spread eagling her in standing position. She snarled as she 
felt the spear poke her a few times in the neck, just to prove its point. 

The chieftain stepped up to her, a look of amusement in his eyes. He turned to the crowd and said 
something that elicited a laugh. He turned back to her, looked her right in the eye, and shoved his hand 
down between her legs. Kalea gasped, her eyes going wide as the chieftain’s gaze continued to bore into 
her. Her chest quivered as his fingers slipped inside her pussy, deliberately parting her lips and 
demonstrating to her that he was going to take possession of her body whether she liked it or not. 

“Ooh, Kaela,” Taylor breathed, her legs trembling with excitement. “You lucky dog! Hey, Mister! Me next, 
please? Me–me next?” 

But the chieftain’s gaze didn’t falter. With a smirk, he pulled his fingers out of Kaela. She started to sigh in 
relief, but too soon. The chieftain shoved his middle finger roughly up her ass. She cried out in surprise, 
her eyes bulging in shock. The tribe sucked in an excited breath at hearing her cries, and the chieftain 
pulled out. Turning to the crowd, he said something else, eliciting some amused, horny murmurs. He 
raised his voice and began speaking, as if giving a speech, occasionally gesturing to the girls. The girls 
watched in nervous anticipation, completely unsure of what was being said but mesmerized by his deep, 
almost melodious voice. 

He gave an abrupt shout, which the crowd echoed, startling the girls out of their trance. He began a 
percussive chant, which the crowd took up. As the villagers continued the droning, irregular incantation, 
the leader fell silent and turned slowly and deliberately to Kaela. The look he gave her made her stomach 
flutter. In the back of her mind, she knew she was about to be raped by this man. But far from the anger 
or fear she had felt before, something about the crowd’s chanting made her want to be used and defiled 
by him. Her legs quivered, and her slit grew slick with arousal. 

The men holding her abruptly swept her feet out from under her and carried her to a large stone. She 
gasped, suddenly afraid that she was going to be slit open like a sacrificial goat. She struggled, much to 
the amusement of the chieftain, but all in vain; the warriors pinned her to the stone, spread-eagled on her 
back, each of their hands like a steel vise far too strong for her to break free. 

The chieftain deftly stripped off his loincloth, letting it fall beside him and revealing a thick, uncut, eight-
inch erection that throbbed, making his purple head arc four inches in the air with each beat of his heart. 
The chanting increased in intensity. The girls’ ears pounded with the rhythmic, foreign words as the 
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chieftain stepped up between Kaela’s legs. She shivered visibly, nearly hyperventilating as the chieftain 
dramatically closed his eyes and took a deep breath. 

His eyes suddenly snapped open. 

Before Kaela could react, the chieftain shoved his cock into her sex, mercilessly driving himself all the 
way into her until his balls slapped against her ass. Kaela saw stars and tried to cry out, but her voice 
caught. The chieftain’s cock felt even bigger than it looked, and Kaela felt stuffed to the brim by his length 
and stretched almost painfully by his girth. The friction and suddenness of his entry made her clamp down 
instinctively on him, and now as she finally took a breath, her pussy relaxed momentarily, only to clamp 
down again, stretching itself around the chieftain’s member. Kaela instantly felt hazy with a strange sort of 
uncomfortable arousal. 

But the chieftain was only getting started. He backed his hips out, nearly pulling himself out of her before 
plunging in again. He stood upright, not leaning against the stone that supported Kaela, and his hips 
pistoned into and out of her with all the force of a jackhammer. The feeling was far more intense than 
anything Kaela had ever experienced, even when Taylor ate her out, and she heard herself cry out from 
the overstimulation. Her cries seemed to encourage the chieftain, who pounded into her with greater 
speed and force than before, his thick, veiny prick scraping and rubbing against her walls and driving the 
pitch of her cries higher and higher. 

The chants of the villagers climaxed, and with a few furious thrusts, the chieftain drove himself once again 
balls-deep into Kaela. Her eyes bulged as she felt his seed erupt into her, a hot, burning liquid that 
immediately gushed out around his cock, driven by the force of his ejaculation, and slathered between her 
smooth skin and his. A strange smell wafted into Kaela’s nostrils, the pungent, bleachy smell of jizz 
delivered in great volume. Right on the verge of climax herself but completely exhausted from the 
chieftain’s brutal pounding, Kaela let her head fall back on the stone in tired frustration. 

The chieftain turned to the crowd, pulling out roughly and leaving Kaela gaping as he turned to show the 
crowd his spent member and his juices plastered and glistening on his skin. He gave a triumphant hoot, 
and the crowd cheered as the other girls were all man-handled and forced into different positions. Kaela 
was flipped on her stomach, her legs spread wide. Taylor was hauled up legs-first and made to balance 
on her forearms. Jazz was put down on all fours, her legs spread lewdly wide to show off her pink cooch, 
standing out brightly against the darkness of her skin between her voluptuous legs. Winona was laid on 
her back on the ground, her legs spread wide to show off her smooth, golden-brown pussy-lips. And 
Penny, her eyes still wet with tears but her mind now uncertain, was grabbed by one of the men, who 
turned her to face him, his touch and expression almost gentle. 

With the girls all in position, the air held a palpable sensation of anticipation. The girls all looked around 
breathlessly, unsure of what was about to happen but having a pretty good idea. The chieftain barked out 
some kind of order, and a rugged-looking warrior with chiseled biceps, pecs, and abs stepped forward. 
He said nothing, but the gravity of his demeanor as he made a fist and brought it to his chest spoke 
volumes of the solemnity of the occasion. He looked up at the chieftain, who nodded in satisfaction and 
gestured to Jazz. 

A new chant started up, this one soft and deep. The warrior turned and gestured to his second– and third-
in-command, and the three walked towards Jazz. 

“Oh, blimey, this is right dodgy, innit?” Jazz said, looking nervously from one chiseled body to the next. 
“All right, Taylor, ya little larrakin. Best you quit mucking around and call this off, eh? These here are 
ripper blokes and all, but this going a bit far, mate. Where did you even find so many blokes and get them 
to take their daks off?” She continued on, babbling mostly to herself as the men took their places around 
her: the leader stood at her head, and the other two stood behind her.  

In unison, they all let their loincloths fall. The scent of musky, horny male suddenly drove itself into Jazz’s 
nostrils, making her babbling intensify. Her eyes widened as she looked up and saw the heavy, 
pendulous prick above her, uncut and so heavy that even erect, it jutted out from the warrior’s body, 
drooping below parallel to the ground. Her mouth went slack. 

“Oy, look at the donger on that bogan, eh?” she breathed in awe. “Crikey, that bloke’s doodle’s enough to 
wear out a root rat!” 
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With another unseen signal, the men got into position. The leader dropped to his knees, his musky cock 
now mere inches from Jazz’s lips. A drop of precum glistened in the morning light, and Jazz 
subconsciously licked her lips. The other two stood with the taller one closer to her, the shorter one 
behind him. She could feel the heat of their groins close to her backside. The air was silent—even the 
insects seemed to have quieted down to witness the occasion. The girls all waited breathlessly. 
Everything was still, save for the cum trickling out of Kaela’s pussy. 

Wordlessly, all the men thrust forward. The leader’s prick slid into Jazz’s mouth, eliciting a muffled 
murmur of half-hearted protest that was almost immediately interrupted by a squeak of surprise as the 
taller warrior poked her anus and the shorter one parted her lips. But before Jazz could gasp in 
excitement, the leader thrust his cock balls-deep into her. His groin pressed against her nose, and his 
thick prick determinedly stretched her throat open to accommodate it. She would have gagged if it weren’t 
for the intense pain she felt in her ass as the taller warrior drove himself into her ass without any lube or 
anything. Yet hidden beneath that pain was a hint of pleasure and arousal. She had fantasized many 
times of being taken anally but had never found someone to do it, and toys just weren’t the same. And 
what she never could have fantasized was how the taller man’s dick in her ass intensified the feeling of 
the prick that slid into her cunny. The shorter warrior must have been very well-endowed, for she could 
feel his girth stretching her even past her g-spot despite having to go between the taller one’s legs. 
Squeezed against the thickness of the taller warrior’s meat, every minute movement the shorter warrior’s 
dong made felt amplified and sent shivers of pleasure rushing down Jazz’s spine. 

But for as still as everything seemed the moment before, now everything seemed chaotic for the 
voluptuous girl. No sooner did the warriors bottom out than they all began pulling out and thrusting back 
in, synchronized in rhythm. Her eyes bulged as the leader pulled his cock nearly completely out of her 
mouth, and her lungs desperately sucked in air through her nose. The sudden burst of oxygen into her 
body made her head swim and seemed to heighten all of her senses. As the warrior thrust back in, she 
could feel his foreskin unroll and his slick head push in, and as he pulled out, she could feel his foreskin 
press against her tongue and roll and slide back over his glans. Though he was clearly only out to 
pleasure himself, the sensation was shockingly erotic, and she felt her pussy getting wetter and wetter 
around the shorter warrior, whose jabbing phallus kept driving its glans roughly against her g-spot to bring 
him pleasure. All the while, the tall warrior’s cock alternately inflated and deflated her ass, shoving in 
roughly and then pulling out and leaving her feeling woefully empty. 

The leader climaxed first, and Jazz tried to gasp around his cock as he put his hands on her head and 
drove himself in as deep as he could, his abs flexing against her face as his cock shot a thick, musky, 
slimy wad of cum down her throat. The second he was spent, he pulled out roughly, leaving Jazz to drool, 
her mind in a haze. 

Next came the taller warrior. Gripped by Jazz’s tight ass, which clamped down on him in surprise as the 
leader began unloading into her, his foreskin unrolled only twice more after the leader, and then the 
warrior spurted his juices into her, as well. Digging in his fingers around her waist, he pressed himself 
tightly against her ass. She could feel his pulsing cock alternately spreading her ass and relaxing as each 
forceful jet of spunk splattered against her insides. 

The shorter warrior finished last. Perhaps it was the throbbing pressure of his tribesman spurting above 
his cock, or maybe it was how Jazz got wetter and hotter with each thrust, or perhaps it was the way her 
walls grew rougher and rougher the more turned-on she got, but he lasted only three strokes more. 
Driving his malehood deep into her womanhood, he unleashed a volley of spurts, his member alternately 
slapping against the floor and ceiling of her pussy as he painted her insides white with bleachy semen. 

As soon as the shorter warrior finished, he took a step back, and the taller warrior, now freed, did the 
same. Their cocks had lost little vigor as a result, and they stood out proudly, glistening with their own 
fluids and those from Jazz. 

A cheer erupted from the crowd, and the stillness that had beset the scene suddenly erupted into 
commotion. The synchronized movements and almost ceremonial treatment given to Jazz completely 
vanished. The rest of the warriors suddenly descended on the girls, grabbing the nearest one and 
manhandling her into whatever position the warriors wanted. Lines queued up for each girl, one for each 
orifice. 



The Rainforest Tribe  
© 2019 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 12 of 24 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

Someone grabbed Winona and hauled her up by the legs, spreading them so he could pile-drive into her 
pussy. Winona cried out in shock, supporting herself with her hands to prevent her face from being driven 
into the jungle floor. Another enterprising warrior got a gleam in his eye and slid up between her arms, 
guiding his cock into her mouth as his fellow warrior drove himself down, impaling Winona’s lips around 
the newcomer’s meat. Tears streamed from her eyes as she thought about how hard she had worked to 
preserve herself for Aaron back home. But any thoughts of regret were quickly forced from her mind as 
another tribesman straddled her back and shoved his cock roughly against her ass a few times before 
shoving in, completely out of sync with the piledriver or the impaler. There was no rhythm to synchronize 
to, no steady in-out to use to pace her breaths. It was a cacophony of stimulation, some bad, most good, 
that made her feel light-headed and giddy. Guilt turned to lust, regret to desire as she felt her orgasm 
growing around the piledriver’s relentless meat. Her body tensed, and she felt herself about to orgasm. 
But without warning, the piledriver grunted, snarled, and came inside her, then dropped her 
unceremoniously as he turned to go find someone else to fuck. Winona cried out in surprise, near-orgasm 
turning to fear as she felt her lower torso begin to fall to the ground. The ass-defiler caught her, much to 
her relief, but now she was filled with a sense of emptiness with the piledriver’s girth gone. Only seconds 
later, a new warrior joined the fray and began where the other had left off, sliding his dick into her sloppy 
pussy and quickly stoking her fires back to near-orgasm. Her breath caught, and she cried out around the 
impaler’s cock as a violent orgasm wracked her body and squeezed all her orifices around their invaders. 

Meanwhile, a stocky warrior stepped up to Penny, towering over her. She bit her lip and instinctively 
hooked a lock of her hair in her finger, twirling nervously as her eyes trailed up his hairless, lightly rippling 
torso, past his glistening chest, past the stubble of whiskers that surrounded his hard-lipped mouth, and 
up to his dark, piercing eyes that looked down on her with an expression she couldn’t quite identify but 
that would best be described as “hungry.” 

A squeak gurgled up from her chest, and she instinctively crossed her legs, putting her hands on her 
groin and trying to wrap her shoulders together to shield her tiny breast-buds. 

A crinkling of amusement showed at the warrior’s eyes, but his mouth remained hard. Penny gasped and 
struggled as he reached out and effortlessly hooked his hands under her armpits, lifting her off the ground 
and crooking his arm to hold her against his chest while his other hand did something below her. She 
couldn’t see what it was, but a pungent, musky, almost acrid smell suddenly hit her in the nose. 

She didn’t have much time to think about it. The warrior’s free hand returned to her armpit, and before 
she could react, she felt herself suddenly being lowered. Her legs dangled freely, lightly rubbing against 
the warrior’s thighs as she slid down, down, down his body, feeling the warmth and slight coating of 
moisture from the morning’s humidity on his skin. Over the man’s shoulder, she could see some of the 
native children pointing at her and laughing while their mothers watched with rapt, seemingly judgmental 
attention. She instinctively buried her face against the man’s neck, hating the thought that strangers were 
looking at her. 

Her breath suddenly caught, and she blinked curiously as she felt something poke against her virginal 
lips. It was warm like the warrior and hard like his lips, but also fleshy; rigid, but with a little bit of give. As 
she squinted, trying to figure out what it was, she felt herself lowered further onto it, and it pressed 
insistently on the skin between her vagina and her ass. She grimaced, not liking the pressure, but as the 
warrior continued to let her weight rest more and more on the hard, fleshy thing beneath her, she 
suddenly felt it slip. Her eyes went wide, and she felt it stab up into her slit. Her body tensed, and she 
struggled to get away, but then she felt her body give way as the warrior bluntly shoved her down around 
his prick. Her pussy-lips came to rest on the top of his ball-sack. She couldn’t even squeak out the tiniest 
gasp; the suddenness and the painful intensity of her cherry popping had frozen all sound in her throat. 

The man grunted—the experience clearly much more pleasant for him—and Penny felt the man’s thick 
cock throb inside of her. To her surprise, despite the initial painful sensation, the movement of the man’s 
malehood inside her flooded her mind with a new sensation, pleasant but foreign, one that made her want 
to squeeze her legs closed to make it stop long enough for her to understand what it was. But the man’s 
body pressed tightly against her made squeezing her legs together impossible, and she became acutely 
aware of how vulnerable she was in this position. A fleeting thought crossed her mind that made her 
blood run cold: at least here, she was hidden behind the warrior’s body, and the villagers couldn’t gawk at 
her in this vulnerable state! 
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There was a shout from the village, and the man grunted in response. He called something out in 
response that Penny didn’t understand, but to her horror, she felt the man shift. 

No, no, no! she thought, desperately clinging to him, but it was no good. The man turned, and even worse 
than that, he pulled her off himself, letting a light gust of air caress her now-moist pussy as he flipped her 
around. Her eyes went wide only a moment before she was clawing, desperately trying to make the man 
turn her back around as she felt the eyes of all the villagers boring into her. She felt her body being 
lowered. Struggling against the inevitable and trying to shut out the piercing stares and equally piercing 
shrieks of laughter from the children, she felt her lip tremble and her eyes well up. As the man’s penis 
once again drove itself into her, claiming her body, she felt the first tear fall. The women let out grunts of 
disapproval. But before Penny could get too mired in self-pity, the man began to raise and lower her onto 
his cock, alternately spreading her lips and letting them relax. His penis pressed up against a spot inside 
of her that made her head swim and her pussy gushy. Suddenly it wasn’t so hard to shut out the villagers. 
As she felt her back sliding up and down his chest, she leaned back to give his throbbing dong better 
access, to let him drive it deeper into her. She closed her eyes, letting the sensations of pleasure wash 
over her. 

She suddenly felt something warm and wet on her breast that made her eyes snap open. She was so 
enraptured that she hadn’t noticed as one of the women and her children approached. The woman’s lips 
were wrapped around her tiny nipple, and her tongue was stroking over it with deliberate, constantly 
varying strokes. Meanwhile, one of the woman’s children was standing right in front of Penny, staring with 
a mixture of childhood curiosity and mischief. 

Penny’s eyes bolted open as the child thrust his fingers up against her pussy, roughly brushing her clit as 
the warrior groaned in approval, his dick continuing to slide in and out of Penny and the youngster’s lightly 
cupping fingers. 

The woman said something, her tone sounding lightly scolding, and the child giggled and scampered 
away. She said something else, this time to the warrior, who grunted in response. Her fingers replaced 
her mouth on Penny’s nipple, and her other hand found the other prepubescent nub and began likewise 
working it over as she knelt in front of Penny and the man. Penny could feel the heat and wind of her 
breath as she loitered there. 

The man grunted, and the woman leaned forward. That skilled tongue slid up between Penny’s folds and 
caressed both her clit and the top of the man’s cock all at once. Penny gasped and shuddered, and the 
man behind her did the same. The woman said something urgently to the man, and he quickly raised 
Penny just a little bit as his cock began to spurt its salty milk. The woman pressed her lips tightly against 
the man’s cock and Penny’s lips, making a tight seal. Penny felt hot liquid shoot up into her. The strange 
sensation was all it took to push her over the edge. Her first-ever orgasm wracked her body and made 
her squeal with delight. 

But before she even came down from the high, she felt her body being lifted off. The woman, lips tightly 
closed, made an impatient noise through her lips, and the man hurried to put her down on the ground on 
her knees. 

No sooner did Penny’s skin touch the forest floor than the woman grabbed her by the shoulder with one 
hand and the back of the head with the other, grasping her hair and roughly pulling her forward. Penny 
gasped and tried to struggle, but the woman was incredibly strong as she pulled Penny’s lips to her own. 
Penny felt the woman’s tongue slide between her lips, and then with a sudden wet, slippery gush, she 
tasted a foreign liquid in her mouth. It was bitter and salty, thick and slimy, and Penny didn’t like it at all. 
She reflexively tried to recoil, but the woman held her fast, now kissing her lips passionately, 
possessively. Penny tried to protest, but the woman began to rub her throat, and before Penny knew it, 
she swallowed the blended mixture of the man’s cum and her own. Satisfied, the woman let her go and 
disappeared off somewhere.  

Penny tried to get up, but she was reeling from all that had happened. Before she could even get one foot 
under herself, another warrior appeared in front of her and pulled her face onto his exposed prick. She 
had no time to hesitate; two more warriors appeared behind her, and without a moment’s hesitation, they 
shoved their cocks into her pussy and ass—Penny gasped and cried out as her virginal pucker was pried 
open around the warrior’s cock—and impaled her mouth on the rod in front of her, stifling her cry. As the 
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three warriors began to thrust in time, Penny’s tears of pain quickly dissolved. Her eyes rolled back in her 
head as the two huge cocks bumped against each other through the thin skin separating her pussy and 
ass, sending thrills through her that made her orgasm all over again. 

Taylor watched with growing indignation as her friends were all used by the horny tribesmen. 

“Wait!” she protested. “This was my idea—my fantasy! Why won’t anyone fuck me?” 

Getting out of the position the warriors had put her in on her arrival, she got to her feet and strode boldly 
over to the nearest warrior—currently balls-deep in Winona’s snatch—and tapped him roughly on the 
shoulder while giving him the grumpiest, most unhappy frown she could muster. The warrior glanced at 
her only briefly before dismissively brushing her off with the back of his hand, knocking her to the ground 
as effortlessly as shooing a fly away. He didn’t even lose his pace as he continued to thrust in and out of 
Taylor’s sister. 

Now even more indignant, Taylor got back to her feet and was just about to start pounding her fists on the 
warrior’s muscular shoulder and forearm when she felt someone tap her on the shoulder from behind. 
She turned and saw a young boy about her age—maybe even younger—looking at her with a mixture of 
lustful hunger and naïve curiosity. 

Taylor rolled her eyes. “Really?” she asked, a bit annoyed but with a touch of amusement. “The only one 
of you man enough to fuck me is this little guy?” 

She shook her head in disbelief but then brightened, shrugged, and grinned at the boy. “Better than 
nothing!” she said, grabbing him by the arm and practically pulling him on top of her as she flopped on her 
back on the soft ground. But the moment he landed with his forearms on either side of her, all pretense of 
naivety disappeared. With a fluid motion, he brushed aside his loincloth to reveal his prick, already hard 
and throbbing. Taylor gasped: despite his diminutive size, he was even more endowed than most of the 
other tribesmen! And unlike the older tribesmen who knew the joys of starting slowly and slowly building 
up to an exquisite orgasm, the boy was filled with blinding lust that must be quenched as fast as possible. 
Without the slightest prelude, he jammed his prick balls-deep between Taylor’s folds, a look of desperate, 
impatient arousal coming over his face as he jackhammered into her like a sex-starved cur. Little gasps 
and whimpers escaped his lips as his foreskin covered and uncovered his dick over and over again, the 
friction and speed making Taylor gasp, an involuntary grin of ecstasy plastering itself over her face. But 
before she could get off, the boy slammed into her one last time, his hot, little balls quivering against her 
skin as he emptied them into her. 

“Oh, fuck, yes!” Taylor cried, wrapping her arms around him. “Fill me full of your tribal babies! I can feel 
your seed splashing into me!” 

She would have continued her dirty talking, but at that very moment, something shoved itself down her 
throat. Her eyes shot open, and she gasped around the invader as she saw another young tribesman with 
a shit-eating grin on his face practically giggling at having shut her up with his wiener. 

The joke, of course, was on him. Taylor recovered almost instantly and simultaneously swallowed and ran 
her tongue down the boy’s prick. The boy froze, and she was rewarded with a stream of precum as the 
boy’s mouth hung open in lust-induced haze. Taylor grinned wickedly to herself and began to nurse the 
boy’s prick in earnest. She was so engrossed in what she was doing that she didn’t notice as the first boy 
left and two new ones took his place...until one boldly pushed his prick up her ass. Now it was time for her 
eyes to bulge, and as the boys all thrust into her at once, she felt her head swim, her body convulse, and 
her pussy gush orgasmic juices out around the young warrior’s prick. 

“Oh, fuck! It’s just like I always dreamed!” she moaned lewdly. 

“Oh,” Jazz groaned, feeling hung over from having orgasmed so many times, “I haven’t been this 
knockered since...well...ever—augh!” She trailed off as another orgasm doubled her over, momentarily 
forcing the breath out of her lungs. “Oy, my freckle’s chockers more than an undersized esky!” Her 
abdomen relaxed, and she collapsed back onto the ground just in time to have both nipples engulfed by 
pious mouths already devotedly working on her next orgasm and dozens of enamored hands exploring 
and massaging every ripple of her voluptuous body. 
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“I–I’d–be–lying–i–if–I–s–said–I–I–was–sn’t–hav–ving–fun,” Kalea admitted as twin pistons alternated 
driving into her pussy and ass. 

“I–I just wish I’d been able to save myself for Aaron,” Winona said wistfully, blushing as a warrior pulled 
out of her pussy and she felt the telltale tickle of barely-contained fluids seeping out of her slit and trickling 
down her crack to lubricate the dick of the warrior that hadn’t quite finished in her ass, yet. 

“But you have to admit, it feels good!” Taylor challenged. 

Winona didn’t have to answer; as the warrior in her ass pulled out, her stomach contracted, showing off 
her abs as her back arched and she groaned in spite of herself. 

“Uh, huh,” Taylor said, grinning around a new prick that had just pushed between her lips. 

“Penny?” Kalea asked suddenly, looking over at the angel-haired girl. “Are you okay?” 

Penny remained silent, her arms drooping limply down towards the ground, her hair, caked with dirt, 
obscuring her face. The chieftain held her body tightly against him, his hands clutching her to his waist 
and big, smooth belly. Her upper body, arms, and hair, flopped like a rag doll with each thrust of the 
man’s strong hips and his thick, veiny cock spread her already-stretched lips even wider. 

“Penny?” Winona asked anxiously. “Penny! Are you okay?” 

“Ungh,” the girl replied. 

A particularly hard thrust from the chieftain flopped Penny’s torso up to where the others could see her 
face. Her eyes were rolled back in her head; her lips were parted, and drool mixed with bits of cum 
trickled down her lips. Her eyelids fluttered as the chieftain dumped enough seed into her to guarantee 
pregnancy in the girl hardly old enough to be his granddaughter. 

Taylor burst out laughing. “I think she’s having fun, too!” she said. “See? I told you they were real!” She 
sighed. “Now if only they’d drown us all in quicksand! Oh!” 

Just the idea of the mud sucking her under was enough to push her over the edge once more as one of 
her young penetrators finished off. 

For hours, a steady stream of warriors continued to stuff the girls’ orifices, using their bodies for pleasure 
and occasionally granting an orgasm or two in response. Each of the warriors went back many times, 
sampling each of the girls and sometimes going back for repeat visits to their favorite holes. The sun 
crept higher and higher until it reached its zenith and turned its fiery gaze straight downward. 

A gong sounded, and the chieftain roused himself from his palm leaf-shaded, leopard-hide seat. A hush 
came over the tribe as the warriors finished off their last orgasms one-by-one then took a step back, 
surrounding the exhausted, spent girls once more in a ring of spears. 

The chieftain stepped forward through the ranks of men. His voice had that same aged yet powerful 
quality it had when he first spoke. He said something to the warriors and then turned to look at each one 
of them. When the chieftain’s gaze fell upon a warrior, the warrior turned to point at one of the girls. The 
chieftain took this in in silence, barely inclining his head to acknowledge the warrior’s choice. At last, the 
silent survey was complete. The chieftain nearly imperceptibly inclined his head, and the warriors fluidly 
moved to surround Kalea.  

The exhausted girl looked up and sighed, annoyed. “Oh, now what?” she asked. 

In response, the spears behind her jabbed towards her, quickly forcing her to her feet. She wobbled, her 
body sore and her pussy and ass throbbing from so much overuse, but she managed to stand up. 

With just a few warriors left over to guard each of the remaining girls, the circle began to advance 
forward, driving Kalea at spearpoint away from the village at a walking pace. The other girls started to 
protest but were quickly shouted down. 

“Oh, fuck this!” Kalea snapped, stopping dead in her tracks and whirling to face the spearmen that drove 
her forward. 
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There was a shout from the warrior circle, and a spear was driven right into her chest. Though it barely 
pricked her skin, it moved with such speed, precision, and force that Kalea gasped and staggered 
backwards. The spears advanced on her once more, driving her backwards until she turned around to 
face her destiny. 

Some two hundred feet from the village, the circle of men in front of her broke, the men peeling off and 
splitting as a growing opening appeared in front of her. The former circle now resembled a compound 
bow, and as the warriors pressed on unrelentingly, the bow began to flatten itself into a straight line. The 
warriors came to a stop. In front of Kalea was a wide expanse of plain-looking dirt devoid of any 
vegetation at all. The sun beat down from above with no trees for shade. The trees resumed some ways 
off on the other side of the expanse. This place seemed strange somehow: the silence was deafening; 
the humidity in the air stifling, and the sense of anticipation from the warriors overwhelming. 

“If you wanted me to leave, you could have just asked!” Kalea said, turning to face the warriors in 
annoyance. 

As if on cue, the spears all surged forward, making her stumble backwards in surprise. The warriors’ 
faces all had the same look of resolute determination, and they all began to advance on her once again. 
This time, they took a deliberate, fast, jerking step forward, then stopped. Another step, then a pause. 
Another step, and a pause.  

Little did Kalea know that it was that synchronized movement that awakened a presence far stronger and 
more fearsome than all of the spears that faced her combined. Slowly, as though awakening from a 
centuries-old nap, the ground below her shifted almost imperceptibly as she took at first one and then 
another faltering step backwards. Then, as if stretching out, the ground wrapped itself around one of her 
feet. 

“Augh!” Kalea cried in surprise as she looked over her shoulder. “What the hell?” 

The men advanced another step, and Kalea struggled to pull her foot free just in time to take another step 
back away from the dangerous spearheads. 

Finally fully awake, the ground looked up and seemed to smile delightedly to itself. A fresh offering! This 
time, it eagerly reached up and ensnared both of Kalea’s feet, sucking and trapping them in the gritty, 
gloppy slime.  

Kalea gasped and tried to move. “W–wait!” she protested. “I–I’m stuck!” 

A guttural hoot erupted from the men, and they ceased their forward march. 

The slop slipped between Kalea’s toes and crawled up over the top of her foot, making her shudder 
involuntarily.  

“Ugh, it’s all slimy!” she groaned as she struggled to free her foot.  

Only with great effort was she able to pull it out, the ground sucking and slurping at it as she did. She 
pivoted her ample hips forward and managed to move a step towards the tribe. But as she put her weight 
on her freed foot, the ground gave way below her and eagerly swallowed it once more, quivering with 
delight at the challenge. 

Kalea’s eyes widened as her heart began to pound. “Wait, no!” she cried. “I don’t want to die!” 

There was a sudden commotion among the tribe, and for a moment, Kalea forgot her own plight to stare 
in shock as a gap appeared in the line of warriors and Taylor sprinted through the gap, jumped, and 
landed just past her in the muck. 

The ground regarded this newcomer with even greater delight. It could feel the new victim willingly 
offering itself. It having been what seemed an eternity since claiming its last victim, the ground heaved 
and excitedly caressed the newcomer’s legs, flowed between her toes, and massaged its way up her 
calves.  

“Taylor, are you crazy?!” Kalea protested. 
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“No! This is my dream!” Taylor replied emphatically, “And I’m tired of you getting to enjoy it first! Oh, my 
gosh, yes! Swallow me up, you warm, cozy bog, you!” 

Though the ground could neither speak nor understand speech, it felt as she eagerly spread her legs and 
pointed her toes, willing herself to sink deeper. Practically tripping over itself in its disbelief at her 
enthusiasm, the ground scrambled to do as she bade, slopping its way up her legs as fast as it could and 
hastily pulling them under so that it could caress her dripping pussy. Bubbles of satisfaction popped all 
around her. 

“Ohh, fuck…” Taylor cooed as she felt the ground’s first tentative touch at her cooch, felt it trying to 
spread her and gain entry. “Oh,” she panted, “Here you go.” 

She reached down and lightly spread her lips, scooping a little of the slop into herself as she did. 

The ground quivered with delight and tugged gently on her legs a little more, pulling her down so that it 
could push some of itself up inside her and squidge up into her ass-crack. 

“Oh, don’t stop,” Taylor whimpered as the viscous sand and mud violated her pussy and ass. She could 
feel its weight moving inside her, weighing her down, and making her feel so incredibly full. “I just hope 
you’re truly bottomless this time,” she sighed, her eyes closed in bliss. “Last time was such a let-down.” 

The ground quaked once more, driving itself up into her pussy, making her eyes snap open in surprise. 

“Oh!” she cried as her walls squeezed against the silky muck inside her, driving her over the edge. 

A flood of arousal shot out of her, flushing the soft earth out with it. The ground saw her challenge and 
responded in kind, driving itself back in until it pressed against her cervix. It seemed to sigh in satisfaction 
at feeling how much warriors’ seed it encountered. Far from sloppy seconds, it seemed this offering had 
been stuffed to the brim in preparation for her sacrifice! 

Meanwhile, Kalea had given up on her crazy friend and had resumed fighting the quicksand, thrashing 
and yelling angrily in vain. 

“Kalea, stop!” Winona cried. “You’ll only make it swallow you faster if you fight it!” 

Kalea looked over to see Winona, Penny, and Jazz. They’d been brought down when Taylor dashed off. 

“Kalea,” Penny called, tears running down her eyes, “Don’t go! I–I’ll miss you!” 

As if responding to her plaintive cry, the warriors suddenly thrust their spears into her back. She yelped 
and stumbled forward, falling onto her hands and knees before picking herself up. She could see the 
ground in front of her ripple ever-so-slightly. Her eyes widened in fear, and she quickly turned her back to 
it. Shaking her head and putting her hands up defensively, she tried to plead with the warriors, but their 
forward march was as relentless for her as it had been for Kalea. As the spears surged at her once more, 
she flinched away and fell over backwards. Her hips, hands, and feet hit the ground all at once and 
immediately started sinking. 

This newcomer really piqued the ground’s curiosity; though it relished the exuberance of the last offering, 
this one was different somehow: naïve and innocent. Though this one was fearful like the first victim, this 
one wasn’t angry, more…uncertain. The ground heaved itself up to this new offering, hastening to 
reassure her. As it slipped between her toes and began to soothingly massage her feet and calves, it also 
got its first taste of her snatch. The ground shuddered; so young! It would have to slowly savor this one; 
there was time. Right now, it just needed to focus on making her comfortable. 

“Penny!” Jazz cried, “Hang on; I’ll help you!” 

She rushed forward, and a commotion erupted among the tribesmen. Moving swiftly, they sprinted to form 
a circle around her and drive her back from the edge of the morass. 

“Wait, no!” Jazz yelled, trying to reach between the spears. “No, you’ve got to let me help her!” she 
pleaded with the tribesmen.  

But though their faces appeared remorseful and reluctant, their spears did not yield. A tear started down 
Jazz’s cheek, but before it could reach her chin, she gasped on seeing the tribesmen reforming their line; 
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Winona had disappeared. But Jazz didn’t have the opportunity to look for her. One of the warriors lowered 
his spear and gestured towards his groin. Jazz looked down and blushed in spite of herself: he wasn’t 
wearing a loincloth. He grunted and gestured to his groin again, the expression on his face determined 
but gentle, as if to say, “Please don’t make me be harsh with you.” 

Jazz cast a glance at the impenetrable wall of warriors, sighed in resignation, dropped to her knees, and 
took the warrior’s prick into her mouth. 

Seeing that Jazz couldn’t help, Winona had leapt forward to comfort Penny. She was so focused on the 
little girl that she hadn’t noticed the telltale bubbles, the slight shifting as she drew near, or the 
anticipatory undulations as her foot broke the surface of the earthy trap. Her final step brought her within 
arm’s reach of the fearful girl, and now she stroked Penny’s head, ear, and shoulder as the two began to 
sink together.  

“It’s going to be okay,” she said as reassuringly as she could. 

“But Kalea is mad!” Penny whimpered. “She says she’s going to die!” 

Winona sighed. “Yes,” she said sadly, “She is, and so are all of us”—Penny’s face clouded, and her lip 
quivered—“But we’ll all be together,” Winona continued encouragingly, using her other hand to caress 
Penny’s face and leaving a little streak of dirt. “And if we have to go now, we might as well enjoy 
ourselves, right?” 

Whether by coincidence or by design, the ground chose that time to lap at Penny’s vagina. Her eyes 
widened, and she nodded understanding.  

The ground felt the shift in the most prized offering’s body language and attributed it to the newcomer. 
This one seemed tense, not quite afraid, but reluctant, wistful. Just as it had done before, it reached up 
and began to gently caress Winona’s legs. Despite her worry and sadness at not being able to see Aaron 
again, Winona couldn’t help but relax a little at the gentle touch. 

“Oh, man…” Taylor interrupted, her voice quivering with excitement. “I still can’t feel the bottom; there’s 
nothing below my feet!” 

Whether her friends responded, she didn’t know; she was completely lost in the moment, the final 
realization of her fantasy, at long last. Her back arched as she felt herself sink a little deeper and the 
muck creep up under her breasts, little bubbles just barely caressing her areolas. Feeling titillated, she 
slowly squeezed her legs together and tried to raise her arms to stroke her nipples with a little more 
emphasis. But she couldn’t move. She felt a shiver run through her. The ground was not going to let her 
pleasure herself anymore; the last orgasms she would ever have would be only if it allowed her to.  

“I–I can’t pull my hands out,” she murmured. “I th–think this is the end for me.”  

The thought made her body twitch involuntarily with excitement, and she felt herself sink further. Her 
breasts lifted, buoyed by the density of the soil that encased her, and she felt the tug as they alone tried 
to keep her head above ground. 

A break appeared between the warriors’ bodies as Jazz finished one and the next one took his place. 
Jazz took the opportunity to peer between them. Penny’s feet, hips, and hands were submerged, leaving 
her knees and upper body exposed, the ground rippling and quaking over her groin as if to protect her 
modesty. On the other hand, Winny was sunk just past her knees, leaving her well-abused pussy on 
display. Yet despite her predicament, she made no effort to cover herself, instead maintaining an air of 
dignity, like a beautiful statue slowly being buried by the sands of time. Her hair, as-yet unmarred by the 
muck, trailed down her back and front and parted between her breasts, the partial covering only 
accentuating their perfect form. 

Kalea was her exact opposite. Determined not to go down without a fight, the girl continued to fight the 
ground, trying to lift this leg then the other. The ground responded as if disciplining a bratty child, churning 
and rippling to cancel each movement, leaving her increasingly frustrated and feeling foolish. She had 
sunk no further than when she had first stumbled into the bog and remained the least-buried of the girls, 
but her hard fight was slowly wearing her out.  
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Yet as Taylor cooed in delight, everybody turned to look at her. Even Kalea forgot her plight for the 
moment. Despite their own fear or wistfulness, they couldn’t help but watch in awe as the emotions 
played over her face: ecstasy, acceptance, excitement...it was all plain to see from the way her lips parted 
and her eyes sat closed so gently. 

A shadow crossed her face, and she suddenly opened her eyes. 

“It’s a shame,” she murmured as her breasts finally lost the fight against her body and began to sink, “I 
would have liked to have borne the babies of all those savages…” 

Suddenly realizing that everyone was staring at her, she grinned. “Oh, come on,” she said good-
naturedly. “This is what we came out here for, right?” she asked. “And we finally got it!” 

The ground quaked with anticipation; it was about to claim its first offering all to itself, and it began 
shooting little jets of earth in arcs to splatter on Taylor’s upper chest and shoulders, weighing her down 
and sealing her fate. 

“Taylor—” Winona started as Taylor sank to her chin in mud. 

“See you at the bottom, Winny,” Taylor said reassuringly. “Take a deep breath, and enjoy the journey!” 

With that, she took a deep breath, puffed her cheeks out and curled her lip up as if pinching her nose, and 
sank. Her nose disappeared below the surface, then her eyes, then her eyebrows. Her forehead crept 
under, and then there was nothing but a web of her hair that slowly drifted inward and then abruptly 
disappeared as the first of Taylor’s last orgasms crumpled her into fetal position beneath the surface. Her 
friends couldn’t see it, but her mouth filled with the muck, and it slid its way silkily down her throat. The 
last thing she felt was a final, tiny orgasm. 

A few bubbles broke the surface, and then the ground went still. Taylor was gone. 

Winona sighed and shook her head, smiling ruefully in spite of herself. “She always said she was gonna 
go out that way,” she said. Realizing that fighting was futile, she brightened. “Well, might as well enjoy it. 
I’m coming, Sis!” she called, putting her arms above her head to make herself more streamlined. 

As if in response, the ground heaved up between her legs and gave her a taste of the pleasure it had 
given her sister. She gasped, feeling light-headed as her pussy throbbed around its mucky invader and 
her legs plunged into the void the earth had created for her, instantly wrapping her in its warm, deathly 
embrace. 

“Ohh,” she murmured. “That’s why she likes this! She looked over at Penny and smiled. “It’s going to be 
okay,” she said again. “I’m all in—with both feet! I can…feel the mud pulling me in. I never thought I’d 
actually enjoy drowning in quicksand, but—” 

She gasped again as the ground found her areolas and hugged against them, the gooey mire teasing 
them just enough to keep her on her toes but not enough to quite push her over the edge. 

“Whoo…” she murmured. “Any more of that, and I’d be cumming in quicksand!” 

That can be arranged, the ground seemed to say. It tugged her breasts down under the surface, and the 
rough texture rubbed coarsely against her. She sucked in a breath reflexively. 

“Ohh!” she cried. “I–I am! I’m cumming in—” 

Her head went under, the last of her sentence nothing but bubbles of thick mud. The last bubble popped, 
and the ground went still. 

A strange sensation tickled Penny’s pussy, and she let out an involuntary coo of pleasure, interrupting the 
moment. Kalea looked at her in disbelief, and Penny reddened in embarrassment. 

Kalea clenched her teeth and closed her eyes in helpless frustration. It was stupid, but she was certain 
the quicksand had something to do with making Penny break the silence that Winny’s final moment 
deserved. It made her mad, and she yelled in frustration and once again tried to kick her leg free. But try 
as she did, she couldn’t make any headway. She’d tried fighting and had gotten nowhere; she’d tried 
yelling and had gotten nowhere, and now she seemed to be just stuck: she wasn’t sinking, but she 
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couldn’t get out, either. She couldn’t figure out why she was the first one into this infernal pit but Taylor 
and Winny had already sunk. She didn’t like being naked in this quicksand, surrounded by savages, and 
unable to save herself. She had always been able to save herself! A growing sense of helplessness put 
her into a funk. 

Penny bit her lip. Only Kalea was left—she couldn’t see Jazz for the line of warriors—and seeing Winona 
go down so easily had given her confidence. 

“Kalea,” she said, softly at first, and then again, much stronger. “Kalea?” 

“Hmm?” Kalea asked, snapping out of her funk and turning her head to look at the little girl who seemed 
to almost float in the muck, just the slightest bit of mud on her feet, hips, and hands.  

“Kalea,” Penny said, “I–I love you. I didn’t want to say it because you were with Taylor, but…if I have to 
die”—her voice cracked a little at the thought—“then I want to at least know that I said it.” She swallowed 
nervously. “Do—do you think we can be together—you know, after we…after we go down?” 

Kalea blinked. “Well, I–I love you, too,” she said. “I’m sorry Taylor got us into all this—” 

“No, I really love you,” Penny said, her voice insistent.  

To Kalea’s amazement, the tiny girl moved over closer to her—Kalea had no idea how she navigated the 
muck so easily—until she was eye-to-eye with her.  

Penny bit her lip again nervously and then leaned forward, pecked Kalea on the lips, and leaned back, 
blushing fiercely. “That kind of like,” she said hesitantly as a bubble of the quagmire’s amusement popped 
between them. 

A light bulb went on in Kalea’s mind, and she momentarily forgot she was stuck in a bog. “Oh,” she said, 
smiling. 

She glanced at the spot where Taylor had taken her one-way trip and sighed. She didn’t want to be 
unfaithful—after all, she’d always wanted Taylor to be more than just good fuck-buddies—but 
now…well…it didn’t seem to matter. Penny had opened up to her, and now reassuring her was more 
important than some fantasy that would never come true. 

She turned back to Penny. “Well,” she said, smiling. “Let’s have a kiss for luck then, huh?” she asked, 
putting on a brave face. 

Penny beamed and leaned forward for another kiss. Kalea’s lips met hers, and they both sucked in a 
breath as passion overtook them. The ground seemed to like this and burbled beneath them. They 
reached forward and clung to each other, Kalea’s ample breasts pressing against Penny. 

The ground saw its chance. With the young girl distracted, it crept up her thighs, savoring the soft 
suppleness of skin that would never feel a razor’s kiss and the prepubescent lack of muscle tone. Her 
body was so light that as the quicksand worked its way up her, she began to float. Seemingly trained by 
the warriors to do her part, Penny surrendered to the ground as it gently pried her from Kalea’s grasp and 
lips. The muck cradled her naked hips and began moving up her back, supporting her as it lapped at her 
groin and kissed her tiny labia, stretched to the limit by the warriors before she ever even attained 
womanhood. And as its little, undulating waves lapped their way up her smooth, slender frame, the 
ground savored her undeveloped arms, knowing that it would end her life before she was ever able to 
develop Winona’s muscle tone or the other girls’ cleavage. 

She lightly spread her legs, and the ground softened to begin pulling her under, sliding up her fragile 
calves and embracing her undeveloped hips as it gently probed her entrance. She sighed submissively as 
her lips parted, and the swamp crept inside of her, appreciating the warriors’ tributes deep inside her 
womb. Yes, had the earth decided to allow it, she would have given birth to some strapping tribal children 
even before her first period. 

But that was not to be. No, the ground wanted this beautiful girl to itself, to caress and hold her 
perpetually in this innocent state, unmarred by the trials of puberty. With a gentle, soothing-yet-erotic 
motion, the ground began to lightly suck and fondle at her pussy, drawing her deeper one tiny bit at a time 
while flooding her body with good feelings that she would never grow to understand. As it gently tugged 
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her deeper, it slowly crept up her lanky frame, marveling at her immature lack of form. Even as it wrapped 
around her tiny breast-buds, there were no curves to pause its slow, steady consumption of her body.  

The ground’s calm, gentle pace had relaxed Penny to the point of near sleep. Her knees sank below the 
surface, and the muck at her hips and her breasts merged and filled in her belly button, eliciting an 
involuntary gasp that parted her lips and a shudder that made the soft ground around her ripple ever-so-
slightly. 

The girl seemed so peaceful as the mud crept up her neck and caressed the lobes of her ears. It was 
time. The earth slowly heaved itself up over her shoulders, flowing smoothly over her as gently as her 
mother tucking her in for a long night’s sleep. She smiled faintly at the thought, then thought wistfully of 
Uni and her family. Her breath caught: she had forgotten to tell them goodbye before she left. Goodbye, 
Uni, she thought. Goodbye Mom and Dad. I’ll miss you. 

But that was a far-off thought, and as she rolled onto her side and submerged, her thoughts were 
peaceful. She made a feeble attempt to grasp at the air. Her small, delicate fingers lingered above the 
surface as she turned her face skyward, catching one last breath before she drifted gently into that sweet 
good night. Her fingers disappeared beneath the surface. A few moments later, telltale bubbles rang her 
death-knell. 

Tears streamed down Kalea’s face. “You stupid mud! First Taylor, and now Penny?” she yelled, trying to 
strike at the ground. 

She let out a yelp as the ground yielded below her, swallowing her up to her chest in one, big gulp, 
buoying her breasts so that she couldn’t even see in front of her. She grunted in frustration, feeling even 
more helpless as she realized she couldn’t move her arms, couldn’t shove her breasts out of the way. 
She was trapped and now blinded by her own cleavage.  

“Why are you doing this?” she demanded. “Why are you taking everyone I love away?” 

She huffed angrily and glared at the tribesmen, glared at the dirt, looking from place to place where her 
friends had disappeared. 

“You have to accept it,” a voice called. 

Kalea started, and Jazz appeared from behind the warriors. 

“Some things…you cannot control,” Jazz murmured as she walked slowly towards the edge of the 
sandpit. 

“Jazz, wait! Don’t fall into the trap! Save yourself!” Kalea protested. 

Jazz moved right up to the edge of the mire and came to a stop, the evening sun forming a halo around 
her many rippling curves and giving her ebony skin a golden sheen. Bubbles frothed just out of reach of 
her toes. 

“Got to be one with nature,” she said. “No sense spitting the dummy over something you just can’t control. 
Strewth, Kalea, I know you’re stonkered, but getting up the ground is about as useful as an ashtray on a 
motorbike.” She shook her head. “You can fight it, but I think the ground’s pretty well creamed you. Or, 
you can let it go and have a crack at the ground’s doodle the way your girlfriend did. If you gotta go, mate, 
might as well make it a good go.” 

Kalea sighed. “You think dying will feel good?” she asked. 

“Only one way to find out, innit?” 

Kalea shook her head. “I can’t believe this is the way I’m going,” she complained. 

“Make the most of it,” Jazz replied. “Have a ripper time!” 

Kalea took a few deep breaths and swallowed. “Fine,” she said reluctantly. “Just…make it quick.” 

The ground granted her request. All at once, her buoyed breasts sank, and the rest of her went, too. She 
felt a preternatural calm come over her. She held her breath. As the dirt scratched its way over her 
breasts and filled her holes, she could feel the oxygen in her lungs being used up. Her body swayed to 
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and fro as the undulating movements of the earth sucked her down. Her head went under. This was it: 
her fate was sealed. Now that she was below the surface, she could feel herself sinking down, down, 
down, deeper and deeper. Her lungs burned. Her pussy throbbed; it was full to the brim. Her ass was 
packed full of dirt. The dirt brushed against her nose and tickled her lips, seeking entry. 

What the hell, she thought. Her lips parted, and as if on cue, she felt her hand moved by gurgling 
subterranean currents to her pussy. Lust overcame her fear, and she rubbed herself furiously, devoting all 
her attention and energy to having one last orgasm as the petrichor-flavored earth flooded into her mouth 
and spread her throat wide. 

Bright flashes appeared behind her closed eyelids, and as her terminal orgasm jolted through her, she 
tried to cry out, inhaling nothing but earth as she did. The lack of oxygen drove her orgasm to a whole 
new level—the strongest orgasm she’d ever felt. She blacked out. Her last hazy thought was, that wasn’t 
so bad. She expired, releasing the last bit of air in her lungs. The bubbles floated to the surface, lingered 
a moment, and popped. 

Jazz sighed. “She let go,” she murmured, shaking her head in disbelief. “She finally surrendered.” 

As one warrior after another presented his penis for her to empty, she had caught glimpses of her friends 
in their various stages of demise: Taylor’s triumphant descent, Winona’s wistful acceptance, Penny’s 
innocent forever slumber, and Kalea’s tumultuous fight with destiny. Now she knew that it was her turn. 
The many men she had drained looked somber—they seemed sad to see her go, but somehow 
everybody knew that this was what was right. She started forward but collapsed to her hands and 
knees—the attention her pussy and ass had received was far more intense than the others had. Jazz 
didn’t know why, but the warriors seemed to regard her with special reverence. Maybe it was because 
she “got it”. Or maybe it was because she reminded them of their Earth Mother or some such deity. 
Regardless, she knew that they treated her differently, and it came as no surprise when the warriors 
rushed to help her back to her feet. She nodded thanks to them and stepped forward once more, willing 
herself to keep her balance this time. She reached the edge and hesitated. Should she stop and say 
something to the tribesmen? Should she say something on behalf of her friends? She shook her head. 
No, the tribesmen couldn’t understand her, and her friends were dead. No need to stand on ceremony. 

Her stomach turned as she took her final step. Though she had told herself she would be brave, she felt 
the words beginning to bubble out of her like they always did when she was nervous.  

“I guess you blokes will be throwing a corroboree after this is all over, eh, mates?” she asked as she 
turned to face the warriors. 

They exchanged glances and gripped their spears, hoping they wouldn’t have to drive her the rest of the 
way in. She stepped backward and felt the ground shift beneath her. It was warm and soothing as it 
welcomed her into its bosom. 

“Whoo, corker temp, mates; couldn’t ‘a asked for a nicer one. Like bath-water, this is.” 

The ground seemed to gasp under Jazz’s weight; it knew that she was the last of the sacrifices—the tribe 
always saved the best for last—but it hadn’t counted on her being so exquisitely voluptuous. It found itself 
stretching itself, exerting extra effort to make it around her thick calves. It tugged laboriously, clawing and 
churning its way up her legs.  

“Oy, mate!” Jazz gasped as the ground sucked her knees under, filling the crevices behind them with 
warm, gritty goo. “Didn’t know that could feel good!”  

She shuddered in delight, and the ground practically boiled as it stretched and spread around her thick, 
wide hips. Tingles of warmth and sensitivity shot through Jazz’s flesh as the ground crept its way up the 
crack of her ass and lapped at her snatch, relishing how much surface area there was to caress. Yet even 
as greedily as it wanted to consume her, even it was made to wait patiently for the grand finale. 

“Ooh…blimey,” Jazz murmured, shivering as she felt the mire press itself up into her. “Taylor, you little 
root-rat, you were holding out on this bit! I feel fuller than when that chieftain’s old fella was filling me! 
Oof!” 
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She shifted her weight, and feeling the muck fill her fuller, she climaxed, the sudden movement sinking 
her several inches. The soil crept up around her rolls of skin, tickling and tantalizing as it went. It found 
her navel and pressed inside. 

“Bloody hell,” Jazz gasped, feeling light-headed.  

The ground slowly crept up around another curve of her flesh, found an indentation, and tugged 
downward. Its slow, teasing pace made Jazz tremble. Her toes spread and her body tensed with arousal 
below the surface. 

“Oh, fuck, you tease!” she cried, unable to bear the anticipation. “Come on, eh? Let’s go for broke, yeah?” 

As the slime made it up to her breasts, she reached down and almost reverently pulled it up over her 
nipples and onto her chest. 

“There ya go, eh, big fella?” Jazz half-chuckled, half-panted. “How’s about that?” 

The ground burbled all around her in response, as if it itself had orgasmed. It crept up over her shoulders, 
over another of her rolls, and up to her neck. The tickling as the warm muck bubbled up around her ears 
seemed to whisper something to her. As if her body was on autopilot, she felt her hands drift towards her 
pussy. 

“Yeah?” Jazz asked. “Is that—?” 

The earth bubbled all around her, drowning out her words and imploring her to do its bidding. 

Her fingers reached her pussy and slipped inside. She could feel the slimy grit where it had entered her, 
and now it ground between her clit and her finger. 

“Ohh…” Jazz murmured, shivering as a burst of bubbles frothed between her tits. 

Her other hand followed the bubbles and began playing with her nipple, rubbing it and feeling the coarse 
earth stroking her, too. She felt herself drop another inch, the walls of her earthy cocoon closing in around 
her, squeezing her, stroking her all over at once. Her body shuddered involuntarily as she rubbed her 
pussy and breast harder. 

“Augh!” Jazz cried. “Ohh!” 

Not to be fooled twice, the ground pressed hard against her pussy, driving itself even deeper into her as 
her juices tried to force it out. The building pressure inside of her made Jazz cry out in ecstasy, her whole 
voluptuous frame going rigid as another orgasm hit her before her first one even finished. At last she 
couldn’t take it anymore, and her pussy shot a stream of juices out of her, overpowering even the earth. 
The ground shook as if the quagmire couldn’t believe it had been beaten by a mere mortal. Yet the 
bubbles noisily popping on the surface conveyed not anger but delight. 

But the two powerful, overlapping orgasms had taken their toll on Jazz. She let out a huge sigh, making 
the earth around her quiver with anticipation.  

“Goodbye, mates,” she said, giving a gentle wave of her head to the warriors standing at the mire’s edge. 

The sand covered her mouth, then her nose. She closed her eyes and sank below the surface.  

With that, the quagmire was still. 

Moments passed, and then a single bubble appeared on the surface, lingered, and popped. 

A feeling of peace and satisfaction fell over the warriors. One-by-one, they turned to leave as the sun 
began to set behind the trees and the ground returned to its slumber. No more bubbles stirred the 
surface; the earth was sated. 

As the village began to settle in for the night, a scout suddenly ran up to the chieftain. He spoke a strange 
language, but in his native tongue, he said, “Chieftain! There are more coming; they will be within range 
by tomorrow.” 

The chieftain pursed his lips thoughtfully and then shook his head. “Ground Father has supped well 
today,” he said. “Let us not gorge him.” 
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The scout hesitated. “But Sir,” he protested, “They have among them a very beautiful girl; her hips are 
wide, her bosoms swell, and her labia are still fattened by youth—she can’t be older than eight.” 

The chieftain pursed his lips, his eyebrows raising slightly. He said nothing for many minutes as he mulled 
it over. The scout waited breathlessly. 

“It was foretold that our people would one day rise up from the forest,” the chieftain said at last. “This 
young girl must surely be the key. Very well; bring them here at first light. We must make sure every 
warrior, squaw, and child pays tribute to her—and through her to Ground Father—that we might earn his 
favor in the coming months.” 

The scout nodded. “Yes, sir,” he said, and then he and a detachment of warriors disappeared into the 
growing darkness. 


