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Chapter 1



Amy trudged after the young man with pursed lips. For some time he had been leading her along a narrow path parallel to the road and she wondered if he thought she hadn't noticed how close they were to the paved road. Did he think she was so naive or did he actually think that this would be an adventure for her?
In her fancy sandals she followed him and at the same time was glad that they were on a narrow beaten path and not trudged through the middle of the jungle. Perhaps she had to admit that this was really an adventure for her already. She didn't even have to ask around in the small town because the young man had come up to her and offered her a tour of the old ruins.
Amy had gladly accepted the offer, meant to wait for her driver and set off with the young local. She liked the detour into the wilderness so far, so she still had something exciting to show for her. She was especially looking forward to the photos she wanted to take. Hopefully this old ruin kept what the young man had promised it. She hoped for lonely, crumbling stones in the middle of a clearing in the jungle, which she would skillfully stage. However, so far it looked as if the ruins were right on the tarred road and Amy was upset.
She had partied in Rio de Janeiro and hung out in fancy clubs long enough, but it hadn’t distracted her. Once again she had dropped out of the course within the first semester, and this time too she had not accepted the course. So the impromptu trip to Brazil had been a welcome distraction. However, it did not serve the desired purpose, as it was also exposed in Rio de Janeiro to the reproaches and expressions of sympathy from her family and friends. Telephone, internet, and social media led to constant exchanges and she just seemed unable to escape the shame.
Fortunately, she had found a way out. She had decided to take a detour to a remote village, which, according to internet research, should have these ruins. Also great opportunities to see nature in a nearby national park, in case the ruins weren't enough photo opportunities. The best thing, however, was that she could do this little adventure in comfort in an air-conditioned jeep with its own driver and did not have to forego any comfort.
She was trudging down this narrow path right now, but that would be a small price to pay for breathtaking photos that would give the impression that she was indeed far from civilization. Wasn't that really her? After all, there was no longer constant cell phone reception and so she had not received any text messages or voice messages for the whole day.
Finally no one could reproach her about her abandoned studies! Amy inhaled the fresh air and enjoyed nature. Now and then she saw the paved road through the thicket, but she hadn't heard a single car. The area was really remote. Yet she felt no fear. Their driver and jeep were waiting for their return in the small village and their young guide had announced that the ruins were less than half an hour away on foot.
She hoped so too, because she wasn't really dressed appropriately for a hike through the jungle. The many insects were already annoying her, even though Amy had sprayed herself thoroughly and smelled intensely of citronella oil. However, she had chosen the wide-brimmed hat well for protection from the sun, and it also went perfectly with her designer sunglasses. She adjusted her short shorts and continued following the young man.
The path opened and Amy could get a glimpse of a couple of rocks they were walking around. Now they were so far from the road that she no longer had to worry that the ruins were right on the tarred road. Amy took a deep breath and straightened her crop top. She wanted to look good in her photos after all.
After another bend, she saw the ruin. Amy whistled through her teeth in appreciation. Her young guide hadn't promised too much. Hopefully he was able to take good photos of her.
The two approached the ruin and Amy felt anticipation. She would get great shots of herself in front of the weathered stones. She was already playing a few poses in her head. Triumphant with one leg on a stone and the hand on the forehead, looking far, like a proud explorer ... Leaned casually against the carved wall like a daring archaeologist ...
As she approached the old ruin with curiosity, she had to admit that this was also one of the reasons for this excursion. Amy was tired of having to keep listening to stupid sayings because of her surname. Although there was no relationship to the famous Henry Skinner, she always had the feeling that she still had to prove something. It probably didn't help that she'd dropped out of both history and archeology. Maybe they both started because of the stupid identity of names.
Amy did not know what she wanted to do with her life and the last drop out of her studies had proven this again impressively. Maybe she could take photos of herself on her travels and share them on social media? In the meantime you could earn money like that, got recognition and also got a lot of great products for free.
Maybe that would finally be the way out and she would no longer have to listen to allegations. Amy decided to get to work. She indicated to the young man that he should take pictures of her and gave him her cell phone. He acted more skillfully than expected and soon they had a number of photo series of her in various poses.
Amy went through the pictures with a satisfied nod. She in a lascivious pose on the old stone wall, lolling and pulling down the brim of her sun hat. She was seated in front of the large stone arch, behind which there was a small room with ornate walls. She standing on the weathered wall and look searchingly into the distance.
In the series of pictures for the last motif, the vast jungle came into its own particularly well. It really looked like she was completely far from civilization. The fact that the ruin was only a few minutes away from the road and her air-conditioned jeep was waiting for her only half an hour away, she would of course deliberately conceal.
Amy's mood improved with every picture the young man took of her. She was still far from satisfied with the series of pictures and wanted more motifs. He even seemed to enjoy it, but she had paid him lavishly for this tour.
When she thought she had enough photos of herself in front of this exotic backdrop, her curiosity once again got the upper hand. The years of allusions to Henry Skinner had left their mark and so she went on an extensive foray around and into the ruins with her cell phone in hand. Amy enjoyed strolling through the dilapidated rooms, whose partially collapsed ceilings let the sun through. She was busy taking photos of the wild vegetation that invaded the ruins.
She felt a little like an explorer who was exploring these mysterious stones for the first time and took a particularly large number of photos of the carvings on the walls. Again and again she took selfies in front of particularly beautifully crafted carvings and in one of the few intact rooms she even found a large bowl. It was weathered and looked very old, which made it the perfect photo opportunity. Could she lift the bowl? She reached for it testing, but it was very heavy. So she contented herself with taking photos of how she touched the bowl and staged it that way.
The hunting fever had awakened in her. Could she find any more objects? Probably not, otherwise they would probably have been looted long ago. The big bowl was probably only there because it was so heavy and also very simply designed. Amy scanned every room with hawk eyes, but found nothing that would be suitable as a souvenir. Wouldn't that also be forbidden and could it cause serious problems at customs?
She wasn't that adventurous after all. But she made up her mind that when she got back to Rio de Janeiro she would check out some antiques. Then she could simply tell her friends that she stole it from here. Her gaze fell on the bowl again. It was no use, it was too big and too heavy. Besides, not impressive enough. Also, she wasn't sure how her young guide would react.
Where was he anyway? Was he still standing outside and waiting? Amy hoped so, after all she had paid him well. Even without him she would find her way back to the village to her driver, but she still didn't like the thought that he had simply let her down. She went to one of the crumbling walls and looked outside. He couldn't be seen.
Amy tried to calm down. There was certainly a very logical explanation for it. He was standing on the other side of the ruin, sitting in the shade or something like that. Still, her heart was beating faster. She really felt like she was following in the footsteps of Henry Skinner, she was the lonely discoverer who discovered these ruins.
Again she roamed through the dilapidated rooms and her gaze slid back to the bowl. What did she serve? Offerings to the gods? Fruits and other gifts were definitely placed there. Or is it human sacrifice? A heart cut out?
She laughed at her own absurdity. Those were just scary stories about the Inca or the Maya, there really wasn't anything like that. Or was it the Aztecs? If only she had been more careful in the one semester of archeology ...
Nevertheless, her curiosity was aroused and her imagination grew wilder and wilder. Should she take a few more photos with the bowl? Maybe put flowers in it and take a picture? Yourself in prayer in front of it?
While she was still thinking, she suddenly heard a noise and turned around. She saw a tall man standing under the crumbling archway, but to her surprise it was not her young guide. She opened her eyes in shock and tried to process what she saw. In front of her stood a muscular, very dark-skinned man who looked at her grimly. All he wore was a loincloth and an imposing, intimidating necklace. Feathers and snail shells dangled from the chain, and were they small bones?
She froze and tried to process the sight. In front of her was a strong, angry native with a necklace full of bones!




Chapter 2



Amy instinctively stepped back into the room as the man approached her. At first she was hoping for a joke that the young leader had allowed himself a joke and that this was just a friend of his in disguise. But the closer the man got to her, the more she became aware that there was indeed a native standing in front of her.
How could that be? She had read that there were still a few indigenous people here and researchers tried to fathom them, but how could one of them stand in front of her? According to their knowledge, these original villages were miles away from any civilization and very difficult to access.
However, there was actually a native, snorting with rage, looking at her with narrowed eyes and bared teeth. Amy was so perplexed that she didn't feel any fear. The surprise was too big and she couldn't help but look closely at the stranger.
He was very tall, quite dark-skinned, and muscular. She liked his physique and wondered what he was doing here. Was he a hunter? He wasn't carrying a gun, but maybe he'd just put it down. Her eyes darted to the archway he had been standing under and she spotted a suspicious shape. Was that a hunting bow?
Was it a good sign he'd put it there? After all, this meant that he didn't want to harm her, even though he looked at her so angrily. What did this warrior want from her and why did he stand before her, baring his teeth?
Amy got a hunch. He was angry because she was here. Certainly these ruins had religious significance, wasn't that the case with all old buildings? The carvings on the stone walls, the bowl for offerings, all of these were clues. Her thoughts slipped again to the human sacrifices of the Maya and Aztecs, or was it the Inca? Amy tried to shake off this irrational fear. That was silly.
She would get out of this situation, but first she had to de-escalate. The native looked incredibly angry and eyed her intently. However, this cold expression made him even more attractive and Amy watched the tension he was under. His muscles were tense to the limit and literally trembled. It looked incredibly attractive and she would have loved to take a picture.
She knew, however, that this was not a good idea. So she left her cell phone in the pocket of her short shorts and tried to breathe easier. She couldn't provoke him. He was now standing quite close in front of her and snorted angrily.
Amy made no noise and tried to breathe slowly and calmly. It was difficult for her because she was upset. On the one hand, she felt the danger that emanated from him, but also the attraction. He exuded a wild passion that made her think completely different.
On closer inspection, she noticed that he seemed to feel the same way. He also eyed her piercingly and his eyes kept on her cropped, black top. It emphasized her breasts by the cleverly cut straps and she saw how much it fascinated him. He looked like he had never seen anything like it.
Suddenly he gasped and gestured wildly. He made quick movements with his hands in front of his face. Amy frowned, then the sense of these gestures became clear to her. She should take off her hat and sunglasses. Her hands slowly went to her face.
"Take it easy," she muttered softly. She didn't know whether she was talking to him or to herself. “Take it easy. Nothing happened."
She carefully took off her sunglasses and hat, which the native snatched from her hand. "Unclean," he shouted.
Had she misheard? Unclean? Did he speak their language? Or had she just imagined it and in reality he had said something completely different?
"Unclean," he called again, pointing at her body, focusing particularly on her sandals.
Amy followed his gaze and looked at her feet. Should she take off her shoes?
"Nawetuku, unclean!" She looked at him questioningly and he repeated his words slowly but more menacingly. "Nawetuku, unclean!"
So she had just imagined that he was calling her unclean. Nawetuku wasn't a real word after all, so he didn't speak their language. But what did his words mean? Perhaps the word for move out was unclean? And Nawetuku's name was?
Inwardly, she got the feeling of being an explorer again. She was researching the foreign language of the natives and discovering an unknown civilization. Before she could surrender to the thought, the native snapped at her again.
“Nawetuku, unclean! Spirit of the ancestors now unclean, Nawetuku!"
She froze in shock. He spoke their language very well. Only fragmentarily and with a strange pronunciation, but that couldn't be a coincidence.
"Do you speak my language?" She asked him, looking into his eyes.
When their eyes met, she noticed that he didn't seem quite so angry anymore. The grim expression had given way to a rather curious look that kept wandering to her breasts. It was clear that the stranger was clearly interested in her. Amy felt flattered and admired his trained muscles extensively, which he did not miss.
His eyes softened and he nodded. "Nawetuku, yes."
He pointed to her and touched her top between her breasts, which made her twitch back slightly.
"Nawetuku!"
She pointed to herself. "Me Nawetuku?"
"Yes, Nawetuku." Satisfied, he nodded, then looked back at his sunglasses and hat in his hand. "Unclean." He waved her clothes and pointed to her sandals. "Unclean!"
Amy began to indicate with one foot that she was slipping off the sandal. Immediately the native nodded vigorously. She took off her sandals and he grabbed them. Amy frowned at him. Where would that end? Would he soon be holding all of her clothes in one hand?
She pointed to herself. "Me Nawetuku." Then she looked at him invitingly and pointed at him.
He nodded and showed his white teeth disarmingly, which contrasted sharply with his dark skin. With his free hand he touched his chest, muscles tensing and he smiled.
"I Pitaki."
He seemed glad that he could communicate with her and his anger was slowly fading away. Amy didn't feel so frozen in shock anymore, she was relieved that she could talk to him, at least a little.
She glanced around and still did not see her young guide. He had probably made off and she couldn't even blame him. She had been quite shocked when that grim native had suddenly stood at the archway.
Pitaki had taken a step back and Amy was no longer completely pushed into the corner of the room. It seemed like he was trying to get her to step out of the room and into the open. She took an unsteady step barefoot and he nodded encouragingly. His gaze rested the whole time on her breasts, which wobbled with every further movement.
Her gaze inevitably fell on his loincloth and she wondered if this large bulge had been there the whole time. Or was it only when he began to examine her breasts so intensely? Did he like what he could guess through the tight black top?
In any case, she liked what she saw. His loincloth bulged and Amy inevitably wondered what it looked like underneath. His overall very muscular, but still sinewy body promised a lot. She bit her lower lip and couldn't take her eyes off his crotch as she continued to walk cautiously across the room.
His eyes followed her and she saw his lust grow. It was clear that he was interested in her. Was it because she seemed exotic to him? She had already noticed how admiringly he had studied her fair skin. At least it looked very exotic to her, which only increased her lust. With the huge lump in his loincloth, no other thoughts were possible either.
When she was about to walk past him, he held her tight. His grip was hard but not uncomfortable. He looked strangely determined and Amy winced. His fingers felt good. Long and slim and her mind was starting to wander again, causing a tingling sensation in her abdomen. Involuntarily she winced.
Pitaki must have noticed because he released his grip on her slightly and she saw astonishment in his eyes. His eyes had widened and he gave a careful smile for the first time. This disappeared immediately, however, and he pointed with the other hand at the large bowl.
"Nawetuku unclean, spirit of the Yamembe cannot flow."
Since he was carrying her sunglasses, hat and sandals in his gesticulating hand, it was difficult for Amy to follow his gestures. She frowned and furrowed her brows. Presumably he didn't mean to offend her with these words, but rather to make it clear to her that they had entered a sacred place. Unclean probably meant that she had upset the spirits with her presence.
These Yamembe were believed to be the spirits or gods of the natives. And her mind that can no longer flow? Amy didn't understand. Maybe it just meant that she had disturbed the quiet of the ghosts? Was this ruin a kind of cemetery and she just burst in here and took wild photos?
The thought made her uncomfortable and she bowed her head. "I apologize for disturbing the spirits."
Pitaki looked at her blankly. Apparently he didn't speak her language that well and Amy thought about how she could make herself understandable to him. She folded her hands and bowed her head, dropped to her knees and pointed to the bowl.
But he didn't seem to understand her apologetic gesture. "Unclean!" He called again, waving her clothes in his hand.
"I'm sorry. I didn't know this was a sacred place. "
She saw a flicker in his eyes. As if he had remembered a word again.
"Holy! Holy ritual! ”He exclaimed excitedly.
Amy looked at him questioningly. She wasn't sure what he was going to say to her.
"Unclean," he waved her clothes around and pointed his chin at her top and shorts.
Amy grabbed the straps of the top and looked at him. "Unclean," she repeated.
He nodded eagerly.
She made as if to pull the left shoulder strap down with her hand and looked at him. "No longer unclean?"
Pitaki nodded and Amy was now certain. She had already suspected it when he had asked her to take off her wide-brimmed hat and sunglasses, but now she knew for sure. Her clothes were the problem, not her.
A little courage sprouted in her and she pointed to his loincloth with the huge bulge. "Unclean?" She asked shyly but also curiously.
Pitaki pointed to the bowl and then to his loincloth. "Unclean," he said in the affirmative.
Then he pointed to his loincloth and then pointed generally to the floor. "Not unclean."
Amy's brows furrowed. There seemed to be more to this bowl than she suspected. But she didn't quite understand it. What did the loincloth have to do with the shell?
Pitaki pointed to her sandals and then to the floor. "Unclean."
Then he pointed to his bare feet and the ground. "Not unclean."
He wanted to tell her something, but what? She understood that it was not okay to walk around in shoes on the floor of this holy place. But what did the bowl have to do with the loincloth? It didn't touch it and how could the bowl? Also, she hadn't touched the bowl with her clothes, only with her bare fingers. Which he couldn't have seen at all, unless he had been watching her for a while and had really good eyesight. But wasn't he probably a hunter?
Her gaze slid back to the bowl. It had to have something to do with the function of the bowl, there was no other way to explain it. It was big and heavy. So big that a person could squat on top of it. Was she meant to sit? Should you sit on it naked? Then why was it shaped like a bowl and not like a chair with a smooth seat? Amy couldn't figure it out.
"Holy place unclean." Pitaki gave her a piercing look, then pointed alternately at herself and at her. "Nawetuku and Pitaki purify sacred place."
Amy swallowed. She had apparently unwittingly desecrated this sacred aboriginal place and now she was being asked to cleanse it again. She wondered what was in store for her. Pitaki didn't look like he was going to let go of his plan. Her gaze fell again on the huge bulge in his loincloth and Amy wondered what would happen.
At least she should take off her unclean clothes, she understood that much. He'd also called his loincloth unclean himself with a gesture to the bowl, which probably meant that he, too, would get undressed. Then they would be two naked and obviously aroused people in these dilapidated, ancient walls. That sounded pretty exciting.
Should she start undressing yet? He couldn't see her growing excitement yet, although she saw his clearly. But once she was naked he would notice her hard nipples and her wet pussy. The material of her panties was already pressing against her swollen labia and she could feel the leakage of moisture. Her nipples pressed against the tight top and Amy would love to see his reaction if she undressed in front of him.
It was obvious that he wanted her. The flickering in his eyes, the lustful looks at her bosom and the huge bulge in his loincloth were unmistakable signs. Amy wondered if he would take off this strange necklace too. It was exciting with all the pearls and feathers and little snail shells and bones. But she was also intimidating, especially the little bones. She was pretty sure, however, that they were the bones of small animals, which reassured her.
Amy indicated that she wanted to undress and waited for his reaction. He nodded, then pointed outside to the archway where his arch was propped.
"Unclean, not holy place."
He bravely pulled her arm outside and Amy thought she understood. His bow was also considered unclean, which is why he had left it in front of the holy place. She should probably do the same with her clothes.
She let him lead her outside without hesitation and looked around again. Her guide was never to be seen again, and she was all alone with this handsome native at the ruins. That could still be exciting!




Chapter 3



Pitaki led the Nawetuku to the archway. His fingers dug into the skin of her arm and he was amazed at how soft her skin was. That beautifully fair skin that gleamed so gracefully under his fingertips. It was oily, but not from sweat. Besides, she smelled good, he couldn't really assign the scent. Had she bathed in flower essences? Then she had to be very wealthy.
This thought excited him even more. Not only had the Nawetuku invaded and established the ancient holy places, but she was still rich. Probably at least. He eyed the strange objects in his other hand. They felt strangely smooth and cool.
Would these be suitable as hunting trophies? Perhaps this black structure that she had worn over her eyes? It had darkened her eyes, which had irritated him. He had seen something similar before with the white researchers in the village, but now he had this strange device in his hand. Should he dare to put it on?
He dismissed the idea and led the Nawetuku to the archway. Her breasts excited him under this strangely tight black fabric. They must have looked very different from the tribe women, but would they feel any different? Pitaki couldn't wait to see their buds. What would they look like? Were they bright?
His cock pressed harder against the loincloth and he had to control himself. He gritted his teeth and found it difficult to obey the rites. His youth and impulsiveness were probably to blame, or at least that's what Keyano would have put it.
He couldn't help smiling at the thought of Master of Ceremonies Keyano. Thanks to him, he knew a little about the world of whites. Keyano spoke their language and had thereby brought about a rapid rise within the tribe of the Yamembe. He had his own servant who lived with him at times and served him. She was originally a Nawetuku, but had earned her tribe membership.
Pitaki began to dream. Would he be able to get that far? Could he also make such a climb in the strict hierarchy?
So far, his chances had been bad. He wasn't a good hunter. Unfortunately, he had to admit that. Otherwise he wouldn't be here at all. Pitaki had to realize that he had lost his way and was way too far south or southwest of their area. He wasn't even on their tribal territory and should find his way back quickly. But the prospect of great prey had been too tempting. For days he had followed the tracks in the undergrowth, hoping for an opportunity to surprise the prey asleep.
However, it had not been granted to him. He would have loved to march back to the village with a mighty slain animal over his shoulders. What that would have meant for his status and reputation!
To free himself from these reveries, he shook his head briefly and looked again at the swaying breasts of the Nawetuku. He had set a very different prey here. And he would find his way back to his tribe. The ancient ruins showed him that he wasn't too far away. The way back would be long, but it would not be impossible since the ruins could tell the direction.
Still, he had to be careful. Maybe there were more strangers around and Pitaki didn't want to be seen. The ancestors forbade it. The Yamembe spirit did not want foreign influences. The tribe had to stay strong and every single member had to contribute to it.
So far, his own contributions have been rather pathetic. He wasn't a good hunter, he lacked the talent. Young and too boisterous, that was how Keyano had put it. Pitaki really wanted to learn from him, because the former best hunter of the tribe could certainly teach him a lot, but it just didn't work out. He didn't even realize what exactly he was doing wrong.
Perhaps the tide turned now and the ancestors smiled down at him. It would be possible, for the way his cock pushed, it could only be a sign. He wanted Nawetuku to unite his spirit with hers to honor his ancestors and to strengthen the tribe. The seed had to flow.
Pitaki not only wanted it, he had to. The ancient ruins had been desecrated by the Nawetuku. Ignorant, that was clear to him. He had watched the researchers in the village and noted the mistakes they had committed out of ignorance. Keyano had explained it to the rest of the tribe as well. The strangers tried their best, but did not understand the Yamembe culture. However, they were not malicious and also brought good things to the village.
He himself also liked to wear her practical inventions such as flip-flops and short pants with many pockets. Their fabrics were much more durable than those of the Yamembe. Would Nawetuku have been so shocked if she had met him in Western clothing?
Probably not, which is why it benefited him that he was currently dressed traditionally. He had been on a ritual hunt to clarify the status of the individual hunters among themselves. The young men gained fame and honor because of their hunting success and this determined the hierarchy among the hunters, which affected the status of the warriors.
Should he tell her this? Pitaki noticed at the very thought that he wouldn't be able to do this at all. He didn't speak her language that well. He had only picked up a few words from Keyano and remembered them well. The rise of the master of ceremonies and his personal Yawethuku, who was a Nawetuku, deeply impressed him.
It was hard enough to tell the Nawetuku that their alien influences disturbed the spirits and worried the ancestors. She had unwittingly disrupted the course of nature and upset the spirits of the tribe.
Now it was up to him to restore the balance. It was up to her too, of course, but the way she stared at his loincloth, she knew it. Pitaki wondered if it was something similar in her culture. Perhaps this explained why the communication had worked out to some extent. She probably suspected the rituals that would come her way. The researchers also had a hierarchy, after all.
They had reached the archway and Pitaki let go of them. He looked her up and down again. The Nawetuku was incredibly beautiful. So tender and seductive. He carefully placed the things he had taken from her on the grass next to his hunting bow.
She eyed this curiously, but also a little fearfully. Was she afraid of him? Did she think he could hurt her? Pitaki wasn't sure and watched her breathing. She was breathing much too fast. Was she excited? Or was she preparing for the ritual?
He already sensed the presence of the ancestors. His cock was incredibly hard and ready. He would get his seed flowing and work with her to restore the ruin to its sanctity. Could she feel it too? Did the ancestors tell these strangers too, as they had done with the Nawetuku of Keyano before she was promoted to Yawethuku?
As indecisive as she stood and stared at his hunting bow, he believed that the ancestors weren't talking to her. Maybe not yet. After all, she had desecrated the old ritual site and thereby weakened the spirit of the Yamembe. Still he could feel the benevolence of the ancestors. They communicated something to him, revealed a truth to him that he was not yet able to interpret. But that would change as soon as they performed the ritual.
"Unclean," he said in a firm voice, pointing to her clothes.
At the same time he started to take off his loincloth. Her eyes followed his every move and he was pleased to see that she was enjoying watching him. This only made his cock harder and he couldn't wait to finally unite his spirit with hers.
After undressing, he saw her eyes widen as she studied his full-size cock. Pitaki felt that it was difficult for him to control himself. Drops of pleasure were already emerging from his cockhead and he couldn't stop it. He was only allowed to get his semen flowing in her.
He took a deep breath and stood up even more erect. He towered over her clearly, which pleased him. She looked up at him from her eyes, wide with excitement, curiosity and fear, before glancing back to his cock.
"Unclean," he replied again, giving her a piercing look.
Finally the Nawetuku stirred. She raised her delicate hand to her shoulder and began to peel off the black fabric straps. Pitaki held her breath. It wasn't long before she finally exposed her breasts.
His cock pulsed harder and twitched. She had wonderful breasts. So light and soft, with those delicate pink buds sticking out towards him. Her excitement was evident and Pitaki couldn't wait to finally perform the ritual with her. He would honor the ancestors with all his might.
The Nawetuku had completely loosened the black straps and slid the piece of cloth next to his hunting bow. Now she opened her shorts and pulled them down. For a moment he saw that there was more black material hidden underneath, because she immediately pulled down with her pants. Her looks told him enough to tell that she was enjoying his attention.
She clearly liked the fact that he examined her so closely and that he wanted her so much. He could see that and he was looking forward to their union. How did she feel? He would find out in a moment. At first, however, he wanted to see her completely naked.
When she took off her shorts and stood naked in front of him, he noticed that she was pressing her legs together. Did she want to hide her lap from him? Did she feel uncomfortable that she was already so aroused? Just as it was uncomfortable for him that drops of pleasure were already emerging from his cockhead. He should take away her uncertainty.
"Good," he said therefore.
"Good?" Her voice sounded incredulous.
"Good. Very good. The ancestors are good. The spirit of the Yamembe is good. "
You could tell that she didn't understand him. Pitaki grabbed her hand and she shrank back briefly, but then let him lead her. He pointed back to the inside of the old ruin, to the room in which he had discovered it.
"Ritual. Ritual good. Ghosts good. "
It was currently impossible for him to remember more complex sentences. He had often heard Keyano speak in the language of strangers. But he just couldn't do it. His cock was about to take control, which Pitaki already suspected. He had to lead the Nawetuku to the ritual site as quickly as possible. He pulled firmly on her hand and she followed him.
He went purposefully towards the old ruin and when they were back in the shady room, he heard them breathe a sigh of relief. It must have been the sun that had made her breathing so fast. The stranger was not used to it and he had already observed how much the researchers in his village had suffered from the weather. Pitaki eyed her worriedly, but she didn't look like her short stay in the blazing midday sun had harmed her.
His eyes wandered back over her breasts. They were so nice and bright and welcoming. He really wanted to touch her. How did they feel? He wanted to caress and taste her buds, caress and pinch them. But first he would begin the ritual.
Pitaki pointed to the bowl and then to it. As he did so, he stuck his chin out and pointed again at the bowl.
"Should I go to the bowl?"
He didn't understand her words, but nodded as she hesitantly started to move. When Nawetuku stood in front of the bowl and looked at him, he indicated that she should turn around. To do this, he made circular movements with his hand and pointed to her. It took a moment before she understood.
But he couldn't make her with his hand movements that she should sit on the bowl. He didn't blame her. The shape of the bowl wasn't so clear that it was immediately recognizable, at least not to strangers.
Pitaki proceeded to simulate the movement she was supposed to make while pointing at her. The Nawetuku's eyes widened when she finally understood and slowly sat down over the bowl. Very carefully she crouched down and sat on it, then leaned against the higher curved edge and looked up at him.
He nodded and took a step towards her. Instinctively, she seemed to understand how to sit down. The bowl was shaped so that she could lean on her back and at the same time had to spread her legs wide so that she didn't sink into the bowl.
It was well constructed, and he realized that the bowl had been designed and used in previous rituals for that very purpose. That was a long time ago, however, because the Yamembe no longer lived in this part of the jungle.
Again he felt the ancestors. They wanted him to perform the old rituals and honor them. He would rededicate the sacred ground of the site and the Nawetuku would help him with that. It was the best hunting trophy he could ask for and it would take his semen.
Pitaki took a step closer and saw the stranger spread her legs even wider. Did the ancestors speak to her too? Did they prepare the stranger for the ritual? He couldn't believe it. Did she know what was going to happen?
A quick look down confirmed that it wasn't difficult to guess. They couldn't really talk to each other, but this situation was clear. His cock was so hard and ready, the drops of pleasure ran down his shaft and he only had eyes for her beautiful white body.
She licked her lips and looked at him invitingly. He liked her curious look, but liked her hectic breathing even more. She couldn't wait to finally pick up his semen and unite with him.
A slight twitch went through her body as he bent down to her. Pitaki brought his hand to his cock and held it tight. His eyes fixed on her swollen labia. They were so bright and pink, which aroused him incredibly. This light color and the glittering moisture made him wild.
The deeper he bent down, the more he could inhale her scent. She smelled pleasantly of flower essences and he inhaled her scent deeply. He had never smelled this exotic scent and was not aware of any plant that smelled like that. The whites had to cultivate their very own plants. Pitaki shuddered and could feel the presence of the ancestors again.
They encouraged him, asked him to rededicate the ritual site and to reunite with it. He should conquer it and take possession of it for the strength and health of the tribe. An involuntary gasp escaped his throat and he noticed that she was looking at him carefully.
Should he say something? Are you trying to explain the ritual? That would only go wrong and destroy this sacred moment. Should he say a prayer or sing a chant in honor of the ancestors? Pitaki let this thought go, for he would honor the ancestors enough through the union and the following ritual. Also, his cock urged him to hurry.
He leaned closer over her and felt the warmth of her skin. He put his cock very carefully between her labia and felt how they parted for him. The Nawetuku gasped and licked her lips again. She wanted to feel him, wanted to take in his semen and give herself to him. Could she also become a Yawethuku?
Before he could pursue this possibility, he pushed his cock lower and was overwhelmed by the incredible feeling that surrounded him. He had seen her lap glisten from all its moisture, but now he felt it. It was as wet as the Yamembe spirit deserved. The Nawetuku was tight and damp, she pressed her pelvis against him and he just had to push.
With a loud roar, he thrust deep into her and sank his cock into her until it stopped. He opened it and felt how it wanted to withdraw from its full length at first, but then surrendered. It felt so good that Pitaki silently thanked the ancestors.
He began to push her, looking into her pretty face and seeing how beads of sweat were already forming on her forehead and running into her brown hair. The Nawetuku clearly liked him as much as he liked her. She gasped softly and clutched the edges of the bowl with her hands. Her breasts swung with the rhythm in which he pushed them and he just had to touch them.
He grabbed her buds with both hands and took them between his fingertips. He turned slightly, pinched something and heard her scream out loud with pleasure. She pressed her pelvis against him harder, tried to wriggle out of his firm grip and surrendered to him at the same time. She clearly enjoyed his hard touch and the powerful pushes.
Her breathing became faster and she got red spots on her face. It looked interesting in contrast to her fair skin, and Pitaki grew wilder. He pushed her harder, pulled back from her, and then pushed back. He already had to be careful not to release his semen yet.
It was difficult for him because Nawetuku's strange exoticism appealed to him so much. It felt so soft, its skin was shiny, and it smelled so good. Pitaki pinched her buds harder and hoped for the longed-for reaction. The stranger closed her eyes, she moaned and opened her eyes again to look at him with that demanding look. He really had to be careful not to let his semen flow right away.
She had to unite her spirit with his, for only then could the sanctity of the site be restored. Pitaki thrust more hectically, he felt the pearls of his necklace hit against each other due to the severity of his thrusts and heard it too. The Nawetuku held onto the edge of the bowl tighter and tighter as it made her whole body vibrate.
His hands became more and more restless and ran faster over her firm breasts, he pulled on her buds and gasped louder and louder. Wild and animal sounds escaped his throat that he had never heard before. The Nawetuku irritated him so much that he almost forgot himself.
His cock slid deeper into her, stretching it and he felt it relax and soften around him. She had found her own rhythm by pulling it deeper into her damp lap. He thrust more slowly, letting her convulsively around his cock, then stepping up his thrusts again.
Meanwhile his seed urged him to flow and he felt that the ancestors looked benevolently down on him. His cock twitched and pulsed inside her, he was more than ready to join her now. Pitaki was just waiting for her sign, which is why he pinched her buds harder.
The Nawetuku contracted violently, he grabbed it again and she pulled him deeper into her damp lap. His cock twitched, reared up and he felt her releasing rhythm. She rolled her eyes, gasped, and looked at him with her mouth wide open. She let out a sharp scream, shuddered and caused the bowl to vibrate alarmingly.
Then he felt it. His semen flowed into her lap and he felt the benevolence of the ancestors as he savored this feeling and united with her. He had conquered the Nawetuku and atoned for her iniquity. The spirit of the Yamembe was able to flow freely again.
Pitaki sighed comfortably and stayed inside her. He felt his semen flow on, in smaller bursts and with decreasing force. Completely satisfied, he looked into her big eyes and saw that she too had felt the uniqueness of the moment. Her forehead glistened with sweat, her face was reddened and she smiled contentedly.
Had the ancestors revealed themselves to her? Was this the moment to give her the pearl from his necklace that he had chosen for her?




Chapter 4



The moment seemed almost magical to her. Their little adventure had headed in a completely different direction. Not only did she have all the great photos of herself in an explorer pose in front of the old ruin, now she even had an incredible experience in the ruin itself. It's a shame that she couldn't share this on social media.
Amy was exhausted and heard her heavy breathing. It was exhausting in the heat of the jungle, although it was already in the comparatively cool and shady ruins. She felt the cool edge of the bowl on her back, which was sweaty and made her slide a little deeper into the bowl.
Pitaki had withdrawn from her and she felt his sperm run out of her and drip into the bowl. Mixed with her moisture and sweat, the bowl must have already caught a lot and she wondered how often this bowl had been used for this. She was attracted to the fact that she could take part in this ancient custom.
In her hand she felt the smooth pearl that Pitaki had given her. He had said something about it in his language, which of course she had not understood, but it had sounded very unctuous. Maybe it was a prayer? A praise to his ancestors or these spirits of his tribe?
She felt the smooth surface of the pearl. Fortunately, it hadn't been one of those made from small animal bones. It had been carved out of a stone and on one half it felt geometrical patterns, while the other side was perfectly smooth. She had understood the pearl as a gift, perhaps a memento of that moment?
At least that was how she would use the pearl. Amy would wear it around her neck once she was back in civilization and bought a suitable necklace. It would forever be a memory of that wild moment in the ancient ruins. After all, she had done it with a native who had given her hard and violent problems.
Her gaze slid over his sinewy, muscular body. Pitaki was really a feast for the eyes. Big and muscular, with a huge cock and so wild. She was turned on by the way he pulled her nipples, squeezed them and brought Amy to orgasm. She liked it hard and his enormous cock had filled her perfectly. How horny he had twitched inside her, she couldn't get enough of it!
She looked up at him with satisfaction. Amy made no move to get out of the bowl because she was exhausted. She also suspected that she should remain lying down. Should she wait until everything had flowed out of her into the bowl?
Pitaki stood in front of her and she saw him studying her body. His eyes lingered again and again on her breasts, which had visibly done it to him. He had mistreated her so hot that she felt like seeing his strong hands again. She smiled at him and he looked at her steadfastly. She saw the look of satisfaction on his face.
"What happens now?" She asked him.
"Ghosts satisfied," he replied, and she wasn't sure if he had even understood her question.
"Ritual?" She asked carefully into the silence.
He nodded briskly. “Ritual, yes. Ritual good, spirits satisfied. "
She noticed that his speech was more choppy than before. He was probably just as overwhelmed by the hot sex as she was. It had been damn exciting the way he had taken it over the bowl. So passionate and wild.
Amy winced and shook herself slightly. She still couldn't quite understand what had happened in the first place. Her eyes rested on his beautiful, dark body and she looked at his muscles, which were glistening with sweat.
Suddenly she heard a loud whistle and saw Pitaki turn around, startled. Someone was standing at the archway, but Amy could only make out a faint silhouette as Pitaki blocked most of her view.
Loud shouts came in a language she didn't speak and she realized that it had to be his language. Pitaki looked at her and then back to the gate. There was panic on his face and Amy wondered what was going on. However, she was still too confused and satisfied to react in any way.
So she followed the scene in front of her with interest. Pitaki had taken a few steps away from her, turned to the other person, and gestured. He blocked the entrance to the room Amy was in, so the second person probably couldn't see her. So she didn't even think about changing her position or closing her wide spread legs.
She heard the two men talking to each other and tried to find out what it was about by means of the pitch. Pitaki seemed verbose to explain something. Only now did she realize that he was standing completely naked. His loincloth lay next to his hunting bow at the gate. Just like their clothes.
Was he explaining to the other tribe member why he was naked and what the strange clothes were all about? After all, the other was at the archway and must inevitably have noticed her clothes.
Since the other was too far away, she could barely hear anything from his pitch. It wasn’t clear to her what he was saying or how he was reacting. From her current position she could only admire Pitaki's tight ass and wonder what would happen next.
The two men continued and she heard the other's voice grow louder. Then another man's voice cut in. Amy opened her eyes. Was there another native? Where did she get into? Was she surrounded by a whole horde?
A slight fear, curiosity and growing excitement mixed in her. If it was already so cool with one native, how about several? She was shocked even at the thought. Is that what she really wanted? To be taken by a whole bunch of strangers?
The thought made her abdomen tingle and Amy swallowed. She shouldn't get cocky. This little adventure had been fucking awesome, but she shouldn't overdo it. Her body signaled otherwise, however, and she felt her nipples harden again. Her labia swelled again and she felt herself getting wetter again. She would have loved to feel Pitaki's hard cock between her thighs again, the other natives could even have watched it.
Before she could pursue this fantasy any further, she heard the new voice come closer and closer. It was obvious that a man was approaching. Pitaki made room for him in awe and Amy opened her eyes in surprise.
Suddenly a tall and very muscular native was standing in the archway that led into the room. The first thing she noticed was his golden arm bands, which accentuated his muscles extremely. They looked very valuable and Amy couldn't help but wonder if the chief of the tribe was standing in front of her.
He radiated power and authority, as she not only felt herself, but could also see in the behavior of Pitaki. He had stepped aside resignedly and made way for the other native. This was clearly in rank above him, as Amy could see from the lavishly decorated necklace. In addition to the impressive upper arm bracelets, he wore a necklace with many more pearls than Pitaki.
Amy saw it glitter and sparkle, which is why she immediately wondered whether he was wearing pearls made of precious stones around his neck. Pitaki definitely didn't have them, otherwise she would have noticed them. Pitaki literally pale in comparison to the newcomer, the chief was so impressively dressed.
Behind him, two other natives slowly approached, but stopped at a suitable distance outside the room. All three wore loincloths very similar to the one Pitaki had worn. However, Amy was so surprised by the sight of the chief that she was barely able to control herself not to risk a closer look at the loincloth and its alleged contents.
"I am Keyano of the Yamembe tribe," the newcomer began unexpectedly. His voice sounded more cultivated than Pitaki's, and from his pronunciation, she noticed that he spoke her language much better.
"Are you the chief of the tribe?"
Keyano showed her his white teeth while grinning. It looked friendly and she relaxed a little.
"No, the tribal council is far away and directs the fortunes of our village."
Amy looked at him perplexed. What should she say Should she cover her lap with her hands? Ordinarily this would have been her first reaction, but she felt no shame. It seemed to her as if the natives had a completely different relationship to naked bodies and sex than she was used to.
Keyano continued to look at her briskly, looking into her eyes and only occasionally glancing at her naked body.
“The Yamembe tribe live far north. The ancestors ensure a safe living space and the strength of the tribe. "
He made a sweeping gesture that was supposed to refer to the ruins in their entirety.
“This was a sacred place for our ancestors. The Yamembe haven't been here for a long time, but the spirit of the Yamembe can still be felt. The holy place suffers from desecration and needs to be cleansed. "
Amy swallowed hard.
Immediately he went on, as if trying to appease her. “Do not be afraid, the ancestors are benevolent. They know you meant no harm, Nawetuku. "
That word again. Nawetuku. It was obviously the name for a stranger. Should she tell him her name?
"I'm Amy," she said, looking at him.
He just nodded. “Good, Nawetuku. The ancestors are benevolent to you. The purification of the holy place must take place without outside influences. Without outside influences like your clothes. "
Amy nodded. That explained why he was able to enter the room in his traditional clothing. Pitaki did not generally label clothing as unclean, only Western clothing. He had probably undressed with her beforehand so that he could get straight to the point.
"Are you ready for the cleansing ceremony?"
She didn't know what to say in return. What should she say to that? It would be best if she first asked what this cleaning was all about.
"What happens when cleaning?"
“The purification of the holy place restores the balance of nature. The tribe is gathering new strength and the ancestors are benevolent. The spirit of the Yamembe can flow freely again. "
Her head was spinning. Always this spirit and the ancestors. Something always had to flow. Pitaki's sperm and moisture continued to flow out of her and drip into the bowl below her. Keyano could see it, and the two young natives behind him could surely have guessed it.
“The ancestors will prepare and arm themselves for the task. They call for the new to be fused with the spirit of the tribe. The mind must flow freely. "
He looked at her curiously.
“The ancestors speak to me. They sense your readiness, Nawetuku. No resistance and a receptive mind, that's very good. "
He took a step closer and his gaze became brighter. She saw the flash of excitement in his eyes and heard the pleasure in his voice.
"Are you ready for the ritual?"
Was he just asking her if he could take her through? Amy wasn't entirely sure, but her body was already signaling her violent approval. She felt the blush shoot her cheeks and felt her nipples get harder. She wanted him. Her labia continued to swell and she was getting wetter and wetter.
Her gaze slid to Pitaki, who was looking at her with undisguised desire. He also wanted to take her over again. Would both natives take it? What about the two men outside? Would you get it for her too? This idea sounded so wicked, but also incredibly awesome.
Amy caressed the pearl in her hand and clutched it tighter. Is that what she wanted? Did she want to take part in this mysterious aboriginal ritual?
It would be a once in a lifetime opportunity that she would never see again. Although she had made extensive inquiries about this place and the remote indigenous villages on the Internet, she had come across nothing of the kind. She was attending an extremely rare ceremony that a stranger may never have attended.
Again she felt a budding pride, as if she were about to make an invaluable discovery. She was on Skinner's footsteps and explored a foreign culture. Those thoughts and her throbbing pussy had already made the decision for her. Amy would take part in the ritual.
But before that she had so many questions. What exactly would happen? How would it go? What would the natives do to her?
More and more questions came to mind. Why did this Keyano speak her language so well? Why were these men here at all when the tribe lived very far away. What was very far in your definition anyway? Why were the natives at this abandoned ruin? Why weren't they here more often when this place was so sacred? She wasn't the first tourist here. After all, she had had a guide from the nearby village. Why hadn't he told her anything about the natives?
She thought she knew the answer to the last question. He just didn't know about them. Just as little as she, since her internet research hadn't found anything in that direction. In addition, according to Keyano, the natives lived far to the north. Their hunting utensils indicated that they were on the hunt. Had they been chasing prey this far? Did you get lost? Was Pitaki lost and the other men looking for him?
That would explain why he had initially had a battle of words with Keyano. Had he got lost and, fortunately, in order to alleviate this shame, had he discovered it and boasted about it?
Amy would have loved to ask Keyano all these questions, but she saw that his gaze was fixed on her body. Apparently he had already reached the ritual because she saw how he moved his hands rhythmically and began to hum. Involuntarily her gaze fell on his loincloth and she noticed a distinct bulge. She would be able to ask her questions later, because she didn't feel like talking anymore either, her pussy was already throbbing too hard for that.




Chapter 5



Keyano's humming turned into a melodic chant as he slowly lowered his hands and led them to his loincloth. Amy held her breath and dared not breathe. She was curious to see what was hidden under the bulging fabric. A tremor went through her body and she shifted back to give the master of ceremonies more space. The clay bowl was stuck to her back, which was now very sweaty. The prospect of even more hot sex only made her sweat even more and Amy gasped with exertion and anticipation.
With gentle movements, Keyano reached under his loincloth and detached it from his body. Immediately a huge cock jumped towards her, which had only been waiting for this release. Amy's eyes widened and she involuntarily groaned.
A quick look in Keyano's eyes confirmed that he had noticed her moan. The joy was evident in him and she had the impression that he was getting even harder. His stand bobbed up and down in front of her, but was quickly tamed by its owner.
Keyano sang a soft melody that Amy found both mysterious and familiar. It felt like something really significant was about to happen. At least the indigenous people were firmly convinced of it.
Pitaki had released himself from his rigidity and stepped closer to the clay bowl in which Amy was. She had the feeling that he was unsure how to find the scene. On the one hand she felt something like jealousy, but on the other hand he was proud that he had found her.
The other two young warriors had now stepped into the room and positioned themselves to the right and left of Keyano. Her eyes were fixed on Amy, which made her sweat even more. Four men only had eyes for her and one was already standing in front of her with his stand ready for use.
There was another twitch, almost like an electric shock. Apparently she was into viewers who could tell that they would like to take part themselves. It was clear from the way the three hunters eyed her. Pitaki's look was the most wistful, after all, it had already been in her and was horny.
At the thought of it her pussy contracted involuntarily and Amy gave a slight moan. Immediately she saw the flicker of desire in the eyes of the young warriors and she had to smile. Keyano was not so easily upset, however. He concentrated on his ritual chants and his stiff cock, which he held in his hands in control.
Penetrating and determined, he looked at her swollen labia and his cock twitched. He got down on his knees, leaned down and touched her mound with his cockhead. She gasped and felt how his drops of pleasure wet her skin. Amy bit her lip and moaned longingly.
The three hunters immediately had a visible effect. Pitaki became hard again and she also observed visible movements in the loincloths of the other two. Amy was satisfied. With a loud moan, she had raised three tails.
Keyano's cockhead pushed down her pussy mound. The trace of drops of pleasure wet her mound and Amy winced. She could hardly stand the tension. His cockhead slid deeper and touched her clit, which elicited a loud gasp.
This caused Pitaki to reflexively grab his cock and begin massaging it, while the other two natives also became restless and began to tug at their loincloths. Amy lolled in the clay bowl and got ready.
Keyano had stopped singing and seemed to be in a kind of trance. His eyes were staring straight ahead, as if he were looking through her. Did he speak to the ancestors in spirit? Was he connected to them on a spiritual level? Amy put these thoughts out of her head, because she just wanted to feel him at last. All this religious stuff was exciting and kind of impressive too, but all she wanted was rough sex.
A moan came from Keyano's throat as he leaned even lower and she felt his cockhead slowly slide back towards the entrance of her vagina. Amy was trembling and could hardly wait. She tensed her abdominal muscles, pressed her pelvis against him and felt how wet she had become from waiting.
Finally she felt the penetration of his cockhead. He drilled it open, pushed his entire length into it and filled it out. Amy groaned and reflexively clutched him. Keyano gasped and paused for a moment. It seemed like he had to get used to this awesome feeling before he could continue.
His absent gaze suddenly got something wild and she heard him shout a command that made the other three natives look at him. Then everything happened very quickly. Pitaki played faster on his cock and the other two natives took out their boners too. Amy suddenly saw herself surrounded by three boners, while one of them was gleefully boring her from the inside.
Keyano began to push her hard and she let herself sink further into the clay bowl. He picked up where Pitaki left off. His thrusts were also hard and firm, extremely deep and heartfelt. It turned her on incredibly, how passionately it happened and she could already feel the rise of his boner.
Amy felt several hands begin to touch her. The two young hunters had dared to get to her breasts and were exploring them. Just like Pitaki had done before. He watched with a mixture of envy and pride as he rubbed his boner.
Again her nipples were gently maltreated, curiously elongated and briskly pinched. Amy cheered with excitement and relaxed increasingly. It was too awesome the way the natives explored them. This time they were the explorers and conquerors, which only aroused them even more. She had never felt so many hands on her body at the same time. The two hunters were playing on their breasts, Keyano was in her and Pitaki seemed to be still undecided about whether he should intervene in the action.
In her growing excitement, Amy had dropped the pearl that Pitaki had given her, which Pitaki had noticed. He bent down, carefully pushed it very close to the clay bowl and nodded to Amy. He probably wanted her to understand that it wasn't bad. When he straightened up, there was a new determination in his eyes. He stepped closer to her, stood close to her face and she could literally smell his newly awakened excitement.
Then he held out his cock to her and Amy couldn't help but lick it. She carefully licked his penis with her tongue and tasted his drops of pleasure. She also tasted the remnants of her hot sex and her own taste. It turned her on because it felt so wicked.
Keyano pushed her faster now and hummed softly, which made her more and more horny. He stretched her out and felt so good inside her. His huge cock twitched inside her and she felt his excitement, which could explode at any moment. Amy was looking forward to it and could hardly wait to be filled and sprayed full by him too. This idea turned her on so that her pussy contracted harder and pulled him deeper and deeper.
Keyano groaned and had to briefly stop humming before he had enough composure to continue his ceremonial chants and murmurs. Meanwhile, he continued to thrust hard and hard, as if his cock had developed a life of its own. Amy was getting more and more excited and she moaned louder. She noticed that she had naturally adjusted to his rhythmic hum and moaned with him in time.
The curious hands of the two young hunters became more and more brisk and worked on her breasts more urgently, which elicited sharp screams from Amy. These became a choppy moaning and shouting, interrupted by their smacking and swallowing, as she continued to lick Pitaki's cockhead and soaked up his drops of pleasure.
He didn't put his cock in her mouth, which surprised her, but on the other hand, she could see from his expression that he was enjoying her noises and probably didn't want to stifle them. The other men were also carried away by their sounds and Amy felt how all attention was on her. She felt so incredibly desired and was in the center of the action, which turned her on even more.
All eyes were on her and she was sure that the natives would do anything for her orgasm. Just as Pitaki had tried earlier, now all four of them tried together. It was a great feeling to be desired by four men. They were hard and at the same time gentle to her at the same time.
The hard cock in her, which repeatedly reamed her hard and violent, slid into her in its entire length and hardness and filled her completely, almost drove her insane. While Pitaki offered her his cock so devotedly, she licked it gently, tickled the drops of pleasure out of it and enjoyed its salty taste. Meanwhile, her breasts continued to be battered severely. The two hunters tugged on her stiff nipples, pinched the soft skin of her bosom, and then kneaded her entire breast again. Everyone was fixated on one chest and it felt so incredibly awesome how the two played on it. At their own pace, similar but different.
Keyano groaned louder, his humming softened and she felt the throbbing of his cock. He twitched and reared up inside her, which made her gasp louder. Amy bit her lip and felt the increasing contractions in her abdomen. Her pussy throbbed and pulled his cock lower and lower. She saw the first beads of sweat on Keyano's forehead and observed the tension in his muscles. The golden arm bracelets literally danced in front of her through the constant tensing of his muscles.
He called out a few words in a language she couldn't understand and she heard his tension. It was obvious that he was about to come. As hard and hard as he pushed her, twitching and trembling. Amy's pussy throbbed harder, pulled him deeper and clasped him in a ring. Her contractions became faster and she felt the approach of the climax.
A sharp scream escaped her throat, she opened her mouth, stared at Pitaki's cock, which twitched more and more violently in front of her and felt the firm pinch in the right nipple. She was about to come. She was about to get together with that huge cock inside her.
Briefly she closed her eyes, concentrated on her slightly aching breasts, which were worked so hard and smelled the aroma of the body fluids that slowly filled the room. She tasted Pitaki's salty drops of pleasure on her tongue, tasted her own moisture, which she had also licked off his boner, and listened to the noises of the men. Keyano groaned wildly and loudly, the other men gasped more softly, but no less excited.
Her contractions intensified and she got ready for the climax. Amy clung to the edge of the clay bowl, she tensed her abdominal muscles and let go again, let herself into the increasingly violent waves that twitched through her lower body and got ready. Keyano's cock in her pulsed stronger and stronger, he reared up and thrust faster and deeper. His face twisted with pleasure, he let out a loud scream and then he withdrew from her in a flash.
Amy's eyes widened with astonishment and shock. She could only watch helplessly as he withdrew from her, his cock glistening with moisture, and then it poured onto her mound. With her eyes wide open, she saw the sperm spurt out of him and listened to his scream of relief.
Before she could understand what had happened, Keyano slowly straightened up and splashed the last few thrusts on her stomach and pussy mound. He gasped with satisfaction. Amy only now noticed that the two young warriors had each grabbed one of their arms and thus fixed their bodies in their current position. They pressed Amy tighter into the clay bowl, even though she wanted to jump out of position.
She was so close to climax and he'd just pulled out of her and squirted all over her. It was incomprehensible to her, because until just now it seemed to her as if the natives wanted to bring Amy to orgasm. Amy looked at Keyano with wide eyes and he returned her gaze. She couldn't read his expression, save for the undisguised display of satisfaction at his orgasm.
Pitaki had stood behind her and held her head fixed with both hands, which was not uncomfortable, but still strange. His cock bobbed up and down over her head and Amy was confused. The three hunters held her in place while Keyano eyed Amy.
All of her pent-up excitement wanted out, she wanted to come at last, but the men stopped her. They held her arms and her head, Amy couldn't do anything. Her legs felt very shaky from the hard bumps and her lower body was also very soft. Her stomach muscles tightened further, her tension wanted to discharge and Amy wanted to come.
She looked at Keyano in shock, opened her mouth and was about to say something when he leaned back down to her. This time he really got on his knees in front of the clay bowl and just bent over it with his upper body. Amy instinctively sensed that the ritual was not over yet.
Keyano reached forward with his hands, ran both index fingers over her mound, and wiped his sperm aside. He parted the flowing cum like a curtain and Amy shivered under his touch. She was so horny and finally wanted to come. He wiped her mound again and she realized that he wanted to make sure that his sperm would flow down the sides of her labia and not in the middle of it. It also immediately became clear to her why he was doing this. His attentive gaze was fixed on her clit and her vaginal entrance.
He had stretched it so much that the moisture ran out of it and he wanted to see it up close. With his thumbs he stretched her vaginal entrance and nodded contentedly. He said a few very festive words and Amy hoped that he would finally devote himself to her satisfaction again.
Keyano groaned in satisfaction and his thumbs slid deep into her. He stretched them out, pulling his thumbs in opposite directions and Amy groaned. Immediately her pussy throbbed harder again and she felt even more moisture run out of her. The muscle contractions started again and she spasmed from his thumbs. Keyano looked very pleased and stretched it even further.
The pressure became more and more intense and Amy groaned loud and drawn out. The two hunters continued to hold their arms and she watched them play harder and harder with their tails. They gazed at their bodies, uninhibited and lustful. Her eyes wandered from her breasts to her pussy, which they could see better now that Keyano was kneeling in front of her and no longer standing over her. Pitaki's hands held her head and his cock twitched over her. It was strange to know him so much and to watch him out of the corner of his eye now and then.
They stretched Keyano's thumbs one more time, Amy groaned and contracted violently. He nodded and pulled his thumbs out of her. He wandered forward with one hand and pressed the other against her vaginal entrance. The front hand found her clit and touched it gently, while the back hand pressed against the entrance of her vagina and pushed it further back.
Amy was overwhelmed by these sudden touches and gasped harder. Her clit longed for touch, which Keyano immediately filled her. His fingers caressed her clit, massaged it and exerted gentle pressure. Her moans got louder and she relaxed again. She was going to have her orgasm.
The other hand moved further back and she felt that his palm was pointing upwards, his hand closed slightly, catching its moisture. Before she could grasp the meaning of it, she felt his fingers on her asshole. They hugged it, rubbed some of the previously absorbed moisture on it and a finger slipped into it.
Keyano explored her bottom with one finger and Amy enjoyed the pleasant feeling of fullness. He kept his palm under her, catching her moisture. His sperm ran down the side of her labia and he devoted himself to her clit with the other hand. It seemed like a carefully planned choreography, a carefully executed ritual, and she knew it was about her moisture and sperm. The seed, or the association of spirits, or whatever he called it.
Now was not the time to think about it. Amy finally wanted to come and the way the young hunters looked, so did they. Would you come on her too? Or in her? Or were they not allowed to? Amy shivered under all these possibilities. The uncertainty only turned her on.
The only thing that she knew was that she was about to come. Keyano wanted it to be the way he worked her clit. With a lot of pressure he caressed her most sensitive area, played with her and became faster and more intense in his movements. The finger in her bottom moved faster too, thrusting and stretching them.
Her moisture continued to run into his palm and Amy concentrated more and more on her clit. Keyano was doing well, his pace picking up and the pressure increasing. Hard and violent he circumnavigated her clit in circular motions and elicited increasingly shrill cries of pleasure from her.
Amy suddenly noticed that her arms were no longer being held and she felt the warriors' hands on her breasts again. They kneaded and squeezed, tugged on her nipples, and appeared to be assisting Keyano in his mission to bring her to climax.
This additional help was not necessary, because Amy felt the approaching climax again. The brief interruption had only increased her excitement and so she was now racing towards her relieving orgasm at breathtaking speed. If she had been horny before, now she was in complete ecstasy.
The finger in her bottom, the pressure on her clit and the hands on her breasts almost drove her mad. Out of the corner of her eye she noticed that Pitaki's cock had approached her, perhaps Pitaki had dropped slightly to her knees? She saw shiny drops of pleasure and could smell them. Would they fall right on top of her face?
This idea turned her on and Amy contracted harder. Her clit glowed and she felt the hot waves spreading from her lower abdomen through her whole body. Her legs twitched and trembled, her breathing quickened, and she screamed with all her strength.
Keyano increased the pressure on her clit and the two hunters played harder with their breasts. Her entire body twitched and trembled, she felt the sperm flowing down faster through her twitches and heard it dripping from her labia into the bowl. The men gasped and groaned, Keyano hummed again and worked her clit faster and faster.
Amy reared up, the two warriors let go of their breasts and grabbed their arms again and then she felt it. A hot wave flashed through her and she let herself sink deep into the clay bowl, ignoring the rough grips around her arms, but enjoying the orgasm.
She pressed her pelvis against Keyano, her legs tingled and she was shaken violently. Moaning loudly, she sagged and felt Keyano let go of her throbbing clit. He looked at her pussy for a long time, watched her pelvis rise and fall slightly and grinned mysteriously.
His chants were swollen again and he pulled his finger out of her bum. However, he kept his cupped hand under her and Amy felt himself absorbing all the moisture that was dripping from her vaginal opening. She came horny and so incredibly wet. Amy didn't think she'd ever been this wet. In addition, she was sweating so much that the sperm trace on her pussy mound could not dry. Most of it had drained off by now, but the sticky residue just didn't dry on her sweaty skin.
When she had calmed down and her breathing normalized, Keyano also seemed pleased with the result. He started a growing chant and slowly raised the cupped hand in which he had caught its moisture. He turned his hand slightly and said what sounded like a prayer.
All of a sudden he turned his hand around and pressed it to her stomach. Amy looked down in surprise, while she felt at the same time how his own moisture spread over her stomach. When he had smeared everything, he drew a few geometric lines with his index fingers and pulled them up to her mound and down to her labia.
It felt strange, but it was exciting. Amy felt wicked and dirty at the same time. She had come before the eyes of the four natives and now he smeared everything on her while the other three visibly excited natives watched.
Amy wondered what would happen now because she was still held in position. While she stared spellbound at the pattern of lines on her lower body, it did not escape her that the two hunters were busily tinkering with their tails.
Keyano had finished his prayer and stood up. She was pleased to see that he was getting hard again and couldn't help smiling. It was damn awesome what these natives were doing to theirs. He was full-sized in front of her and looked down at her imperiously. Amy felt the hairs on the back of her neck stand up under his determining gaze.
He raised his hands soothingly and spoke to the two hunters who had come closer to him. They rubbed their tails harder and harder and gasped. It seemed to her that he was cheering her on or inciting her to do something. The two men looked dogged and concentrated, their eyes kept wandering over Amy's body and they almost pierced her with their gaze.
She got even hotter and the goosebumps got more intense. The hairs on the back of her neck had raised even further and the unfamiliar situation aroused her again. Although she had only just come, she was ready for more atrocities. It turned her on the way the two stared at her.
There was also Pitaki, who stood behind her and held her head. He had to feel her goosebumps and the slight discomfort that made her twitch. Still, he held her tightly and his cock bobbed unimpressed over her head. She saw him out of the corner of her eye, but Amy concentrated more on the two hunters who played their tails so determinedly in front of her and had them pointed at her.
Keyano's chant grew louder and he made large, sweeping hand movements. The hunters focused on her pussy, which was so wet and ready in front of them. It had to look incredibly inviting because she saw the greed in the men's eyes. But apparently they had to follow a set ritual that Amy did not understand.
She looked down at herself and admired the fine lines Keyano had drawn across her stomach and pussy mound. On the one hand it was strange and a little repulsive that he decorated her with her own moisture, but on the other hand it was also so arousing and wicked. Amy didn't know exactly what to feel because the whole situation was too much for her. She was still exhausted from her violent climax and waited to see what came next.
It was pretty clear what was about to happen, however. The two would also decorate their bodies with their sperm and she could watch closely. It turned her on and she found it exciting because the indigenous peoples didn't seem shy. For them this was apparently a normal process in their natural religion and Amy found it fascinating. To be so uninhibitedly full of such huge cocks was a new experience, at least for her. A pretty cool one, though, which she would enjoy extensively.
She could hardly wait and lolled more invitingly in the clay bowl. With every movement she felt the sticky lines on her stomach. Amy bit her lip and gasped. This made the two hunters rub vigorously one last time and then they both pointed their tails at them almost in sync and she watched them splash on her stomach. Not quite at the same time, but the thrusts gradually poured onto her. It was exciting to watch them blur and splatter the patterns Keyano had drawn.
Her moaning made Amy pretty horny and she wanted to feel a cock inside her again. She was ready for more sex and made this very clear by moaning and lolling.
Keyano responded to her movements with a nod directed at Pitaki. She had completely forgotten this for a short while while she had concentrated on the two hunters. He took his hands off her head, shifted his position over her and she could only vaguely see that his hands were in motion.
His cock twitched over her, she hardly noticed it because it happened so quickly. Then it splashed in a high arc over her into the clay bowl between her legs. She was impressed by how well he aimed. She heard the sperm splash between her legs in the bowl and heard him groan. More thrusts followed, which no longer hit that far, but instead decorated her body. In further short bursts it splashed over her on her pussy, it even hit her navel and then her breasts. The last few drops came closer and closer to her face and a few finally hit her chin.
Amy didn't move because she found it so exciting. All four of them had splashed all over her and were looking at her with wide eyes. For her it was evidently a solemn and ritual moment, for Amy it was simply unbelievably awesome, although she too could guess the magic and importance of the ritual. She was so wet again and wanted to continue to be taken hard. These cum games also turned her on incredibly because they were so mysterious but also humiliating.




Chapter 6



Pitaki didn't like that Keyano had ordered him to look for water and bring it to the old ruin. He didn't like the instruction that he had to leave the Nawetuku behind to do this, and he would have liked to have stayed with her the whole time. But he had no choice, if Keyano told him to, then he had to obey the master of ceremonies.
He had found a small stream not far from the old ruins and put water into the animal skin hose that belonged to his hunting equipment and which he had placed on the archway next to his arch. With the filled container he returned to the old ruin and was pleased to see that the other two hunters had not yet returned. Keyano asked them to collect certain herbs and flowers for the ritual. It was clear that this would take longer and she would be gone for some time.
Pitaki felt proud that he had been given the better job. Was this a first little acknowledgment that he had found the Nawetuku? That he had confronted them during the desecration and appeased the ancestors again by atoning for their iniquity? Or was it the opposite, and Keyano didn't even trust him to find the nondescript herbs since he was such a bad hunter?
He fervently hoped that his discovery and immediate intervention would obscure his failure in the hunt. He was more than embarrassed that he was such a bad hunter and that Keyano had set out with two other tribal warriors to bring him back. But this Nawetuku was possibly his chance to rise and fame. After all, Keyano had done something similar with his own Nawetuku, the pretty researcher who had meanwhile risen to become Yawethuku.
With the full drinking tube in hand, he entered the old ruin and saw the Nawetuku still resting in the clay bowl. She was visibly exhausted. What had they been up to while he and the others were gone?
There was no way Pitaki could ask because then he would question Keyano's authority. A slight jealousy gnawed at him and he tried to discreetly assess whether the spirits of the two had reunited one more time. Had Keyano made his semen flow in her like Pitaki had done before the others showed up?
He had no way of knowing. The white woman lay exhausted in the clay bowl with a satisfied smile on her face. She looked so full and satisfied, as if she had felt the presence of the ancestors. He had felt her when he joined her. She was so soft and comfortable, her skin so light and she smelled so good. He would have loved to attack her again and fill her up.
But Keyano was in charge now, for he was the master of ceremonies and custodian of the rituals of the tribe. However, he had done Pitaki the honor of being allowed to cover the Nawetuku with his semen last, and his traces could be seen from her lap to her face. At least he imagined he could still make out the traces. Fine, whitish lines were still clearly visible, but they were difficult to see on her fair skin. This would probably make the ritual more difficult.
Pitaki handed Keyano the drinking tube, which Keyano gratefully accepted. He spoke softly to Nawetuku, who nodded silently. She looked a little intimidated, but also understanding. Keyano had probably been able to explain to her better than him what she had done and why this ritual had to be performed.
He made up his mind that he absolutely had to learn the strangers' language better. Maybe he could ask Keyano to practice with him? Perhaps Keyano would even appoint him the keeper of this ancient ruin, because he had provided the Nawetuku here, after all. Just because the ruins had been abandoned and had long since ceased to be part of the tribal area, they were no less sacred.
But probably Pitaki was asking too much and it was just a pipe dream. He would never dare to ask Keyano about it directly, because he had nothing outstanding to show. He was not a good hunter and had otherwise not distinguished himself or shown fame and honor. Until now, at least. He had discovered the foreign and restored the sanctity of the place in a first ritual act.
Satisfied, he looked at the pearl he had given her. She lay next to the clay bowl and waited for her new owner. Did she understand the meaning of the pearl? He didn't think Keyano had explained it to her and he couldn't.
His gaze wandered to Keyano's imposing necklace. He looked at the small pearl that had been carved out of a snail shell and was decorated with a brightly colored feather. Keyano would give this to her after the ritual was over, Pitaki was sure of that. In contrast, his pearl looked small and puny and he hoped that the Nawetuku would still remember him. At least he would never forget her, as soft as she had felt.
The other two warriors had meanwhile brought flowers and herbs so that the ritual could continue. Keyano prepared the flower stock and the Nawetuku watched him curiously. He poured the fragrant water over her body and she seemed to be enjoying it very much.
With her eyes closed she lay in the bowl and her body glittered under the fine drops of water that slowly pearled down from her beautiful breasts. Pitaki was getting tough again and he saw that the other warriors felt the same way. Only Keyano was so absorbed in the rituals that he had no eye for it.
It was also much easier for him, after all, he had a stranger of his own who was at his service. The researcher who was now a Yawethuku and often lived with him. Pitaki had to admit that he was rather jealous of Keyano's privileges. However, this she had worked hard and defended against a lot of resistance. Pitaki would do the same, or so he hoped. Perhaps he would really be appointed guardian of this ruin, the ancestors would take care of it. At least he hoped so and prayed in silence.
Keyano washed the Nawetuku and Pitaki could only watch helplessly as he touched and caressed her body. It ran over her breasts and lower over her flat stomach. The master of ceremonies washed her lap extensively and played with her, as he heard from her panting. The Nawetuku had clearly taken a liking to him and offered herself to him willingly, just as willingly as she had previously offered herself to Pitaki.
His cock pushed and pushed, trying to get into the Nawetuku and join it, but he could only watch. Sidelong glances showed him that the other two warriors fared as well as him. After all, he did not suffer alone.
The ritual ablution was drawing to a close, as he could hear from Keyano's chants. As the master of ceremonies straightened up, Pitaki was shocked to see that he was hard again and that his huge cock was enraptured by the Nawetuku. However, she kept glancing at him and the other men. Did the ancestors speak to her? Did she understand the importance of allowing the mind to flow freely?
Keyano motioned for the two warriors to help her up from the clay bowl, which the two immediately did. He just nodded to him and Pitaki understood that he should also take care of the Nawetuku. He stood behind her and held her with both arms. The two warriors, whom he didn't like very much, which was based on mutuality, gave way to him without a word and just held them loosely by the upper arms.
That gave him the opportunity to slide behind her so that she had to feel his hard cock on her bottom. She gasped softly as he rubbed against her and she seemed to like it. It turned him on and he already felt his semen want to flow. But Pitaki held back, clutching the Nawetuku tightly from behind, and watched over her shoulder as Keyano anointed and cleansed the floor of the old ruin with the sacred liquid from the clay bowl.




Chapter 7



Amy narrowed her eyes and blinked against the glaring light of the sun. She dipped the brush in the emerald green paint and ran it over the canvas. With her head cocked, she looked at the curved line that had just been added. Was it even close to reality?
A quick glance over the canvas of her easel made her judge that she had not yet captured the magic of the place. On her canvas there was a perspective correct representation of the ruins with the jungle in the background, but the painting simply did not capture the actual beauty of the place. She put her hands on her hips and took a step back. Even from this distance, the image did not radiate what she had hoped for.
This was the third attempt to paint the ruin and so far she was not satisfied. She just couldn't capture the magic of the place. The sanctity of the ruin she had for the natives and the exciting experiences she had in this place with the four men. Amy had been so happy and since then has tried to regain that feeling again and again.
She had negotiated a deal with the driver of the jeep that he would drive her to the ruin every morning and pick her up again shortly after sunset in the evening. It had been going on for a week and Amy was painting the ruins from different angles and from different distances. She carried a whole arsenal of canvases, paints and brushes every day, and yet she has not yet succeeded in painting even a satisfactory picture.
The ritual in the old ruin had felt so meaningful to her and she had been so happy. She had watched with great satisfaction as the place was cleaned with the liquid from the clay bowl and listened to the festive chants of the natives. Pitaki had snuggled up against her from behind and she could feel his hard cock. At the thought she was horny again and got slight goose bumps.
The natives had really taken care of her, she masturbated several times and it had aroused her incredibly. Although it was humiliating, she found it profoundly satisfying, just as the Aborigines had used it. After all, Amy had got her money's worth several times and was pretty horny.
She has since tried to restore that sense of importance, but failed. Even though she was at the scene, the feeling didn't want to return. She looked down at herself and found that she was wet again. In the meantime she had started painting the ruins naked, because maybe that would help her. But so far it hasn't.
An idea came to her. She slipped a finger between her labia and caught some of her moisture. Then she wiped the canvas. She would fix the picture with clear varnish anyway after it was finished, so it didn't matter if she spread her body fluids on it. But even this did not have the desired effect.
Maybe she should please herself and then try again? But what exactly did she mean by that? Start a new work or smear your juices on the canvas? Should she try to remember the geometric lines that Keyano drew on her stomach and mound and transferred them onto canvas? Or should she stir her moisture into one of the colors? Maybe in the soft ocher with which she had painted the ruins?
Amy was undecided. Her hands on her hips stared at the canvas. Her broad-brimmed hat protected her from the sun and otherwise she only wore her sandals and the necklace. Her fingers slid to the chain and played with it.
It was cheap costume jewelry that she bought in a souvenir shop. A gold chain with a very kitschy pendant. A bull's skull made of gold, the horns of which were inlaid with black stones. The eyes were also inlaid with small transparent stones. It was really very tasteless, but Amy was only interested in the chain. Nor could she explain why she hadn't removed the cheesy pendant and instead tore the two pearls on. One to the left and one to the right of the bull skull.
Her fingers circled the carved snail shell and tugged lightly on the pen. She sighed audibly and looked around. Amy was all alone, like every day at the ruin. She hadn't seen the tourist guide from the village again, not even during her visits to the village. He probably avoided her because he was ashamed of his escape.
She listened briefly, but couldn't hear anything except the noises of the nearby jungle. Amy was all alone. Otherwise she would hardly stand here naked and paint the ruins. Should she masturbate with a view of the ruin?
She hadn’t and wouldn’t go back to the ruins since the ritual. Though, of course, she could do it fully undressed, as the natives understood. But she still didn't. Besides, she wasn't sure about her chain either. Did she count or not? It was western costume jewelry, but with the pearls of the indigenous people. She preferred not to do so because she respected the customs of the Yamembe.
Amy couldn't quite explain it to herself, but something had happened to her during the ritual too. Was it these mythical ancestors or spirits? She didn't really believe in such a thing, but the men had and it had impressed her. Perhaps there was a higher purpose in life after all? A higher force?
Because Amy couldn't deny that something had happened during the humiliating ritual. She had calmed down inside as she had listened to the chants and watched as Keyano had spilled the contents of the clay bowl in the ruin. The scent of the flowers and the aroma of wild sex rose up her nose just at the thought of it and she became even more aroused.
Since that experience, she suddenly had an insight into what she wanted to do with her life. All the abandoned courses and the senseless journeys they had made had brought them to this place. To the Yamembe with their natural religion and their perverse customs. Amy wanted to be part of it, wanted to belong and find herself.
She firmly believed that the paintings would help her. She had always had an artistic streak, otherwise she wouldn't have liked to be featured on social media. After all, all the many photos and poses, the angles in which the photos were taken, were also art. But her new medium was the canvas. No longer the fleeting impressions on social media, but solid canvases. Something solid.
She gently stroked the canvas and felt the tension of the stretched frame. She felt the bump of the oil paint under her fingers and followed her brushwork. Instinctively, her fingers slid over the place where she had wiped her moisture. Maybe masturbation was a good idea to improve your artistic skills after all?




Chapter 8



Amy was leaning against a tree in the grass with her eyes closed when suddenly a shadow fell on her. Startled, she pulled her finger out of her pussy and let go of her clit with the other hand. She reflexively opened her eyes and stared up at a familiar face.
Pitaki stood over her and looked down at her. His figure contrasted so strongly with the blazing sun that she could not see the expression on his face. Amy gasped in surprise and jumped to her feet.
"Pitaki!"
"Nawetuku," his voice sounded calm and she thought she could see joy in it.
"What are you doing here? I thought your tribe lived far north? Why are you here?"
She bombarded him with questions and only then did she realize that he probably wouldn't understand her. After all, she had already got to know his rudimentary language skills. But he surprised her.
“I am the keeper of the ruins. Pay attention to the holy place and spirit of the ancestors."
Was that what she imagined, or had he actually improved his language skills in the short time? His pronunciation sounded more secure and he hardly hesitated anymore. She remembered how well the other native, Keyano, had spoken her language. Maybe he had taught him?
"I am glad to see you. Look!"
She led him to her canvas and presented it to him.
Pitaki nodded approvingly, but said nothing.
“I want to honor your holy place with my pictures. I didn't go into the ruins either,” she added hastily. "The ruin is pure and holy."
He nodded in awe and looked at the canvas with interest. Amy wondered what was going on in his head. He looked carefully at the ruin on the canvas and nodded again.
“I paint in honor of your culture. My pictures should express the joy I felt. I would like to honor the Yamembe and present the Yamembe tribe with my pictures. "
Amy wondered if she hadn't applied too thick. It was a bit of an exaggeration what she had just told him. After all, she wasn't an ambassador for Yamembe culture or anything, at most in her imagination. Perhaps he didn't understand her either, which wasn't so wrong with her right now.
As he continued to admire her painting, her gaze fell on his muscular body. She was already horny anyway, after all he had disturbed her masturbating. Amy licked her lips and eyed his loincloth. Her desire for its content grew and she thought full of longing of the horny feeling of fullness that his cock had given her.
Suddenly an idea occurred to her. She went to the screen and stood right next to him. Then she raised her hand and looked at him. He followed her hand with his gaze.
"Ritual," she said, clutching her wet labia. Then she smeared the moisture over the area where Amy had rubbed it earlier.
Pitaki raised her eyebrows and looked at her in amazement.
“I want to make my pictures more expressive. The viewer should feel what I felt. "
He looked at her inquiringly. That was probably too incomprehensibly expressed.
"The pictures should flow, the feelings should flow when looking at the pictures."
She saw something like understanding on his face. He nodded and looked at her thoughtfully.
"Nawetuku," his voice gave her goose bumps. “The ruin is sacred and pure. The picture can also become pure."
Amy smiled because he seemed to understand her.
"How is the ritual performed?" He asked her.
Involuntarily she paused and stopped. Unimagined opportunities just opened up for her. She could tell him something. For a moment she wondered what she wanted and how to tell him. In a split second, she knew what she wanted.
With a quick movement she pointed between her legs and looked at him. "The seed needs to flow." Then she pointed at the canvas and wiped.
Pitaki nodded and she saw the pleasure flare up in him. “The ancestors are benevolent and sense your intention. You agree and are benevolent."
He had improved his language skills, because she found his choice of words very swollen, but they could not really communicate. She had already noticed the awkward choice of words with Keyano. But she didn't mind, on the contrary, she even liked the fact that it made everything seem so meaningful and special. She would know how to use that.
"Take me," she whispered to him, smiling.
Amy took a step towards him and touched his muscular chest. He gasped and she hugged him tighter. She felt his boner through his loincloth.
“We perform your ritual. The ancestors allow it. You want to get involved."
Amy frowned and didn't understand.
"Here," Pitaki dragged her toward the ruin.
He motioned for her to put her hands on the outer wall and pushed her towards the shady wall. Amy stood in front of the wall and looked over her shoulder. The cool stone felt comfortable under her hands. Pitaki positioned her hands so that they touch two geometric shapes on the carved outer wall.
Amy got goosebumps. Was this really becoming a real ritual? She could hardly believe it, but the pleasant tingling sensation between her legs returned. Pitaki's hands explored her body, descending from her upper body to her abdomen and he already parted her labia with his hands. His fingers pulled on her labia and he gasped softly.
His quick breath reached her ear and he stretched it out with his fingers. Amy groaned and arched her back. She wanted to be taken by him immediately, wanted to feel his cock inside and give herself to him.
"Take me," she said again. “Fill me with your seed. Unite with me."
Pitaki stopped stretching it with his fingers and tore off his loincloth. His cock pressed against her bottom and he neatly guided it between her legs. She groaned and spread her legs so that he could penetrate her better. His hard cock found its way immediately and it sank its entire length into her. Amy was so wet that she could easily take his huge boner.
She groaned and enjoyed the intense feeling of fullness. Pitaki gasped in her ear and pressed against her from behind. It felt like they were picking up where they'd last left off. She closed her eyes and thought back to it. It was almost as if she felt the grips of the two young warriors around her upper arms and heard the chants of the natives.
His hands clasped tightly around her hips and he began to push her from behind. With hard, firm thrusts he penetrated her again and again, filled her completely and gasped in her ear. Amy arched her back further and enjoyed the intense feeling of fullness. His hard knocks and his firm grip made her become very soft and she had to brace herself with all her strength on the ruin. She felt the carved patterns under her fingers and enjoyed the feeling of satisfaction.
It was like the ritual in the ruins, the sex was not only awesome, but also meaningful, which turned her on incredibly. She finally felt a purpose, and she wanted more of it. Amy didn't just want his semen, she wanted an orgasm she had never experienced before. During the ritual she had come more intensely than ever before. Would she be able to do this again now?
Her sweaty hands slid around on the geometric carvings and Amy groaned. She couldn't help but wonder if these lines had been carved into the rock for that very purpose. That was absurd, but somehow it wasn't. The culture of the Yamembe was enigmatic and fascinated them more and more. She felt a burgeoning inspiration, which she hopefully could use artistically to finally give her pictures that certain something.
But she felt Pitaki's hard knocks and his panting breath in her ear even more. His cock twitched inside her, reared up, and his hands clenched harder around her waist. A hand went lower and reached around her body. He touched her clit with his index finger and rubbed it gently, which made her shiver immediately.
Spurred on by this reaction, his movements became faster and more intense. Pitaki caressed her clit, rubbing it with increasing pressure and thrusting further into her. It aroused him at least as much as she did, because she felt his cock rearing up inside her. He twitched and trembled and Amy longed for the redeeming climax.
She tilted her pelvis, arched her back harder and felt it even more intensely. He groaned in surprise and his boner pulsed inside her. He was about to come and if he kept working her clit so intensely, she would come with him.
Gasping and panting with excitement, she turned under his hard thrusts and felt the orgasm coming. She screamed the pleasure out of her body loudly and felt the heat spreading through her body. It was too cool how he took her hard from behind. His cock reamed her, twitched and pulsed inside her and told her how close he was already to climax.
Mutually they spurred each other on with their moans and gasps, they gave themselves up to each other and Amy really felt as if she would not just unite with him physically. The strange satisfaction was clearly noticeable again, just like with the ritual in the ruin. It all felt so right to her and she could relax even better.
His fingers worked harder on her clit and she pressed closer to the ruin. Amy pressed her upper body against it, feeling the carvings not only on her hands, but also on her breasts. The cool stone was comfortable, and the patterns and lines felt strange but familiar at the same time. She was happy and incredibly horny at the same time.
He penetrated her faster and deeper, caressing her clit more urgently and Amy felt the increasing contractions of her vaginal muscles. She would come soon, which she loudly announced to him. She contracted, twitched, and felt his rise within her. He understood her and his thrusts became more abrupt and faster.
With a loud gasp she sank against the wall of the ruin, her body trembled and twitched and she came violently. Pitaki did the same and she felt his tremendous orgasm. He squirted her full, his cock twitched and pulsed, which he accompanied with loud moans. She contracted and pulled him even lower, feeling each thrust more intensely and enjoying her climax.
They stood there for a long time, he leaned against her and she against the ruin. The moment seemed almost magical to Amy and she inevitably wondered if she had just created a new ritual. Or had this always been a Yamembe ritual and she had just discovered it anew?
She remembered what she had actually been up to and she slowly peeled away from the wall. Pitaki let her go, but still held her tightly. He continued to gasp in her ear and his satisfaction could be heard clearly.
"Come on," she said, and headed for her easel.




Chapter 9



It was a strange sight that presented itself to Amy. She stood naked in front of her easel, moving the brush rhythmically across the canvas and following the curved lines. She painted almost in high spirits and the ruin, which was painted so carefully in perspective, took on almost surreal features.
Pitaki stood next to her and held out his cupped hand. He had caught the liquids of their union in his hand and waited resignedly for her to dip the brush again. The Yamembe had no reservations whatsoever, which impressed Amy quite a bit. She too hardly had any inhibitions, otherwise she would hardly spread his sperm and their moisture on the canvas with the brush.
What did he call it? The spirit of the ancestors? Of the tribe? The seed of the Yamembe? She had forgotten it at the moment and didn't want to ask and risk interrupting her artistic inspiration. At the moment, painting was so easy for her that she had to savor the moment. Amy was satisfied and above all satisfied, maybe that was the key to success?
She noticed that Pitaki was constantly studying her necklace. He focused the whole time on the kitschy bull skull pendant and Amy didn't really know how to classify it. She was busy with the screen again when suddenly his voice broke her concentration.
"Ritual pearl?"
Amy looked at him with wide eyes. He pointed to the trailer.
"Is this pearl for the ritual?"
Which ritual? She furrowed her brows. Then she remembered that he thought their hot sex was a ritual and she nodded quickly.
Too late she realized what it had triggered. He started to touch the trailer and Amy backed away. She put down the brush and touched the pendant. Did he want him?
Then she remembered her nod in agreement. Since Amy feared that his language skills were not good enough to understand that there was a misunderstanding, she took off the chain and peeled off the pendant. She handed him the kitschy bull's skull with the inlaid stones and he admired it reverently.
He held it in one hand, because the other was still filled with her body fluids and looked at Amy invitingly. She immediately understood that she should attach the pendant to his necklace.
"Where?" She asked, and he showed her the clasp.
After trying a little, she had attached the pendant to his necklace. It looked very strange how this cheap costume jewelry dangled next to all the pearls made of shells, feathers and animal bones.
"What does this pearl mean?"
Amy looked at him questioningly. What did he want to hear from her? However, his question brought her to another thought and she looked at her own necklace. She had received two pearls from the natives, each after she had sex with them. Now Pitaki had asked the trailer of her after sex. There had to be a connection.
"What do these pearls mean?" She asked instead, looking at him curiously.
"This," he pointed to the one he had given her, "can be exchanged for a small favor."
Amy opened her eyes. She was not only surprised by his newly acquired language skills, with which he had surprised her, but also by the content of what was being said. Could you exchange the pearl?
"I can exchange the pearls?"
"Yes," replied Pitaki simply and completely matter-of-factly.
"With whom?"
He looked at her confused. "By the tribe, Nawetuku."
This answer didn't help her any further and she tried differently.
"What can I exchange them for?"
Pitaki was silent for a moment and seemed to be thinking. Perhaps his language skills weren't enough to answer the questions, or so Amy feared, but then he surprised her again.
"I'll show you. I'll pick you up here in seven days and take you to our village. There I'll show you with Keyano's help."
Amy opened her eyes even wider. Would he show her his village? Would you see how the Yamembe lived and would you be able to barter with them? Her curiosity grew immeasurably and again she felt the urge to research awaken in her. Should she get involved?
Her pussy was throbbing and Amy knew the answer. "Yes, I'll come with you."
Pitaki nodded. “I'll pick you up here and we'll enter my village. I'll bring you back after the festivities. "
"The festivities?"
"Celebrations for Pearl," he said, indicating her necklace.
Amy could hardly believe his words. Would you have a feast in her honor if she returned the pearls? Her mind raced immediately. That could only mean more awesome sex if these pearls were involved. Her pussy throbbed harder and Amy swallowed.
Her gaze fell on her canvas. The Yamembe had already inspired them so much, how would it be in their village? Would she then have enough inspiration for a real artistic work that spoke of her passion? Or the spirit of the Yamembe, she added in her mind.
"I would like to see your village," she said, feeling honored.
"Good." Pitaki nodded in satisfaction. "I'll pick you up here in seven days."
Amy could hardly believe her luck. Suddenly she was electrified and sparkling with energy. What would she experience with the natives? Would she discover her culture and be able to present it artistically? Would she really become a great artist? Did she find meaning in her life? Something that filled her with passion and was good for her? Hadn't she been a discoverer all along, who just hadn't yet found her discovery and had therefore stumbled senselessly from one subject to the next? She had finally found a goal in the artistic processing of her experiences and was able to work towards something meaningful.
She would make the preparations for this calmly. At least she had a week. She didn't have to worry about that now, instead she should be happy about this invitation. Amy was not only happy, she slowly felt her excitement return. In this old ruin she had already found a lot more than she had hoped for and now she saw her future in the rosiest colors.
To be continued…
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