Sian groaned as she sat up. The cabin didn’t have any air conditioning, just a fan per room that did next to nothing, so of course she was all sticky. It was her own fault for sleeping with her covers on. Stupid Summer, she thought and stood up, stretching and popping her joints.

While not the best way to wake up, she couldn’t deny that she’d slept wonderfully. Come to think, she hadn’t slept that good since she got with Clare a while ago. That girl really knew how to wear someone out in the best way possible. Sian sighed in disappointment of herself for not joining in last night. Clare was there after all, she could ignore a little exhaustion for that.

Oh well. Today would be different. She was sure her friend would gladly split her time between everyone’s beds… and legs. What was with her libido this morning? Sian figured she had an average sex drive, maybe a little higher than others as was common among their group, but nothing major. Certainly not the type that got horny five minutes after waking up.

She decided to ignore it and get a proper start to the day. That meant a much needed shower. 

As hot water poured through her hair and over her body, Sian’s hands wandered of their own accord. She sucked in a sharp breath when they brushed over her nipples. Was it that time of the month already? Please no, she didn’t think she could handle abstaining for five days when her friends were fucking each other all the time. Even her belly felt a little bloated. Her abs were still there, obviously, however there was something else to them. Kind of… lumpy?

Whatever time she had to investigate was cut dramatically short. One second, she was luxuriating in near boiling water, and the next she was freezing. Did Clare and Delilah use all the hot water again? Ooh, when she got her hands on them…

“Okay, who used all the water?!” Sian demanded, stepping out into the lounge area in nothing but a towel.

“See, told you she wasn’t dead,” Pat said, taking a bill from Penny, who pouted at losing the apparent bet, “I’m sure she was just exhausted from hauling us halfway across the state.”

“Explain,” Sian said, looking to Delilah and Clare. Oh wow, Clare looked incredible. That shirt was tight, really enunciating her already pronounced bust, and cropped just right to maximise on her cute waist. And those hips.

“It’s like 1PM, babe,” Delilah said.

That was enough to break Sian from her fixation, “Oh shit, really? Fuck, I must’ve been way more tired than I thought. Why didn’t any of you wake me up?”

“Well, it’s like Pat said, you did drive for over six hours straight yesterday. Then there was the hike. And we all had finals before that. It just seemed right to let you sleep in,” Clare said.

Sian sucked her teeth, but really she wasn’t mad. She doubted she could ever really be angry at Clare just for being a nice person. Geez, it wasn’t fair that she had the perfect package for a partner. Kind, hot, and insatiable. How did that Carmen chick ever think it was a good idea to dump her?

“Thanks, I guess. Since we didn’t have much time yesterday, wanna continue the hike?” Sian asked, shifting her weight to one foot so her hips stood out that extra notch. She even puffed out her chest, though it was a hopeless action. Everyone had her completely beaten in that regard.

“I’m down for that. Maybe we’ll find Clare’s mystery flower?” Delilah said.

“We don’t have to if you’re still tired,” Pat said, always the worrisome type.

“Nah, I’m fine. And come on, we need to find at least one good spot for a picnic right? Otherwise, it’d be a total waste coming out here.”

“What about you?” Pat asked Penny. The smallest girl didn’t seem exactly thrilled, but Pat whispered something to her that easily turned that around.

“Sure!”

“Cool, give me five minutes.”

Sian was even more disappointed in herself. All her clothes prioritised function over form. Sure, plenty of them hugged her figure, but nothing showed it off. The best she had were a set of black leggings and a beige tank-top. Logically, she should pull another layer over it for protection, but then she’d be covering up even more. And Clare wasn’t one to care much about the promise of something.
Much as she didn’t want to cover up more, she couldn’t exactly leave her backpack behind. Still, it did give her some Lara Croft vibes she supposed.

After a quick lunch/breakfast for Sian, they were back on the trail from yesterday. In only a few minutes, she detected the same sweet aroma. She glanced around at the others, but they didn’t seem to notice it. Her gaze naturally lingered on Clare, savouring the way her shirt creases disappeared with every breath. They continued on, taking the same route and even paused at the same part.

Now the others were aware of the smell. They remembered it too, with Clare in particular seeming intrigued by it. She had a look like she recognised the area better than the others too.

“Did you live around here, Clare?” Sian asked, sitting down beside her blue-haired friend. They all sat along a fallen tree, moss having grown over it long ago. Well, everyone but Penny, who pouted until Patricia offered her lap.

“No. We were in the next city over, but, I dunno,” she shrugged, craning her neck to look around, “Something about it gives me deja vu, I guess?”

“Maybe you watched a documentary that looks like it?” Delilah offered.

“Yeah, maybe. Most forests are pretty similar unless you know what to look for, so it’s probably that.”

The deja vu aside, Clare did look right at home in nature. The small smile on her face as she watched the trees sway overhead, shadows dancing across them all, was almost tranquil. Not that it was hard to understand. Sian was less about being around nature and more interested in getting away from the constant din of a city, but the gentle sounds and clean air were soothing. In fact, she could just close her eyes and drift off right there.

Unfortunately, the others were less eager to sit around. Penny especially wanted to find a spot for a potential picnic and go home soon as possible. Sian didn’t argue. They’d rested long enough, and it was her idea to go for a hike, not a nap in the woods. So they continued on, progressing deeper. As they did, the vegetation became thicker.

It didn’t really resemble any forest or park Sian knew of in the area. She’d been hiking for ages with her dad, and it was never quite this lush. It looked more like a rainforest in the Amazon, with thick vines draped over branches and tall bushes. Penny squealed more than a few times when she thought a snake brushed against her head.

More interestingly was how the odour changed. It was still sweet like fresh-baked cookies, but it was undercut by something musky, familiar, yet none of them could exactly place it. Until Delilah blurted it out.

“Anyone think it kind of smells like sex out here?” She asked, stopping the group and urging them to all take a long sniff. Incredulous as it seemed, she was right.

“Huh, you’d think people wouldn’t come all the way out here just to fuck in the woods,” Penny said, earning a snicker from the group. They all strained their ears, expecting to either hear people in the thick of it, or in the process of clearing up in a hurry.

“Don’t hear anything,” Clare said.

“Reckon it’s your mystery flower?” Delilah asked, a teasing grin on her face, “What if it puts out a smell like sex to attract unsuspecting people to it?”

“Yeah, maybe we’re about to stumble upon something right of Little Shop of Horrors? The question is, who’d get eaten first?” Patricia looked around, but her eyes, and everyone else’s, inevitably fell on Penny. The trans-girl paled, which just made the larger girl chuckle and pull her close, “Don’t worry. I’ll cut it open if it does that.”

“You mean it?” Penny asked, sounding like she genuinely believed they’d find a carnivorous plant out there.

“Not me, I’m definitely gonna be the final girl,” Delilah said.

“What makes you say that? Your fat ass will get you eaten within the first hour,” Clare snickered, sneaking a firm spank. The cheeks wobbled heavily in her sweatpants. The blonde grinned and arched her back out slightly, arching a brow invitingly, to which she received another smack.

Sian bit her lip as she watched them all. It was clear they were turned on, not unlike yesterday. Everyone’s faces were flushed to varying degrees, clothes were damp with sweat despite the day being fairly mild and breezy, and they weren’t exactly bothered by the usual inhibitions. Penny, for one, had nestled herself right up against Pat and - perhaps unconsciously - was rubbing against her butt.

For her part, Sian ignored the wet pulsing between her legs. If she joined in, they’d probably degrade into a full-on orgy. While outdoor sex sounded exotic and thrilling, it just wasn’t worth the potential infection and mess. So she let Clare get in one more slap, after which she palmed Delilah’s lush cheek with obvious hunger, then Sian called their attention back to the trek. They continued on, eventually finding another place to sit and rest for a bit.

At the perfect time too.

“Sorry guys, be right back. Gotta pee,” Clare said.

“Oh, me too, actually. Watch my stuff.” Sian didn’t really need to go, she was notorious for her bladder and she’d gone at the last rest stop anyway. Something just told her she really should go with Clare. Maybe the idea of a deadly man-eating plant had affected more than she thought.

Seeing as how they were technically in the wild, Sian stood guard while Clare did her thing. The lingering smell was just as prevalent, if not more so now. The sweetness was less intense too, the muskiness taking centre stage. It was definitely sex, but as Sian took it in, she wondered if it was specifically lesbian sex. It definitely smelled more strongly of pussy than anything else.

Or maybe that was Clare? She peered around the tree, seeing her friend using some toilet paper they’d brought along. Sian licked her lips, feet bringing her out in the open and toward her. Clare looked up, not thinking anything of it at first, then her eyes widened as Sian crouched down to meet her gaze.

“Sian?”

“Sorry, I know it’s weird. But,” Sian took in a deep breath, filled with her friend’s scent, “I really want you right now.”

“Weird timing, but sure,” Clare said, smiling as she welcomed her friend into a kiss.

They’d done it before. It wasn’t even that long ago - admittedly, they shouldn’t have, given Clare was with Carmen - yet Sian was still surprised by how soft her lips were. She’d kissed a couple guys while figuring out her sexuality, and they just did nothing for her. Clare was the perfect example of why. 

The taste of her lipstick, subtle as it was, urged Sian to push her tongue out and was met in kind. Clare pushed back, standing up and moving over to a nearby tree. Back against it, Sian was at her mercy, gladly so as her pants were invaded by a pair of eager fingers. They stroked along her panties, testing the waters so to speak. Sian returned the favour by kneading Clare’s supple behind.

While Delilah was the curviest of them all, for seemingly no reason other than luck, Clare was the most well-rounded. Just the right amount of give in her cheeks, added with a tasty bounce when Sian suddenly let go. They jiggled into her grip once more. Their lips separated with a soft, wet smack. 

“Gotta make this quick, yeah? Don’t want the others coming over,” Clare said and shimmied Sian’s pants down.

“No. But don’t worry about me. I want to taste you so much more right now,” the blonde said, tugging Clare’s down.

“Whoa, easy girl. You almost ripped them.”

“Sorry, you just smell so good,” Sian said without a hint of exaggeration. As if the weird smell wasn’t enough, she was suddenly keenly aware of Clare’s scent. The lingering notes of floral body-wash and a citrus shampoo, however those were easily overwritten by her natural musk. Sian spun them around, pinning Clare, then sank to her haunches. With thighs like hers, she was all but built for this position.

“Well, then…” Clare parted her legs as best she could with her pants around her ankles, then spread her pussy lips. Its pink folds glistened invitingly. More so than any meal Sian had been treated to in her entire life, “Dig in. If you’re quick, I can get you too.”

Sian moaned deep in her throat and dove in. Time was limited, but she had standards. First she kissed and licked her way up Clare’s thighs, humming at the salty sweat on her tongue, then teased her way around the real treasure. It wasn’t until she felt Clare’s hands on her head that she went for it.

It tasted just as she thought it would. Or, not exactly. She knew what Clare tasted like, a bit sweeter than most, but still nice and tart. This was amplified several-fold. Sian lapped up the juices as she dug her tongue in, nose rubbing into Clare’s clit. Every drop sizzled on her tongue, burning on its way down her throat. She swore she felt it settle in her belly, warming her up.

Wrapping her arms under Clare’s thighs, she dug her fingers into the delicious booty. She smothered herself in the folds, not wanting to breathe in anything that wasn’t Clare’s pussy. It was just so fucking good. She swirled her tongue around, matching sure to get every drop she could. What she didn’t get, she smeared across her face. Clare’s fingers dug in, urging her to take another approach. Sian pressed her tongue flat, then lapped across the folds, ending with a flick on Clare’s nub.

That did the trick, making the blue-haired beauty quiver and buck. Without much time on their side, it was a good thing Sian knew all the buttons to push. Like sucking herself flush against Clare’s clit, then circling it with her tongue, gnashing it with her teeth and slurping loudly. Clare’s thighs squeezed around her face, gasping lewdly.

“Ooh, right there, right there, yeah. You’re so fucking good, Sian. Gonna cum so fucking hard on your face. Ahh! You like that? Dirty girl! Keep going then and I’ll squirt all over you.”

Sian was something of a messy lover. She liked it when her partners used a lot of spit, and especially when they were prolific downstairs. Clare fit the bill nicely, fem-cum pouring with every lick. The fact they were surrounded by plant-life made it even more thrilling. It was easy to imagine Patricia’s man-eating flower, only it had a need to pollinate.

The blonde worked harder, pussy dripping at her imagination. Dozens of vines, big and small, coiling around her limbs, fucking her pussy and face, then her ass. Even finding ways to penetrate her nipples of all things. Strangely, it didn’t feel much like a fantasy. Almost a memory with how vivid she could picture it.

“Oh fuck, gonna cum!” Clare announced, signalling Sian to shove her tongue in deep, while using one hand to toy with the girl’s clit. With all the spit and juices around, she moved rapidly around it, spiking Clare with more pleasure. Walls quivered and slurped on Sian’s muscle, then a deluge rushed forth.

Sian almost choked on it, but quickly controlled herself. She had to keep the flow going. To that end, she snuck a pair of fingers in with her tongue, curling them along Clare’s g-spot.

“Shit, fucking… fuck! Sian! Thought we were gonna be qu-ICK!” Clare’s voice hitched as she reached a second climax, hot on the heels of the first. Fem-cum splattered over Sian’s face, gushing down her chin. That wasn’t enough. She wanted more.

Her belly grumbled. It felt tight, uncomfortably so, but she ignored it, working Clare to another orgasm already. The shaking girl mashed her pussy into Sian, hips rolling and lapping her face in pussy. It was too much, even for someone as horny as Clare, cumming thrice in as many minutes. Her legs shook and she sank to the grass, putting them face to face.

With just a look, their lips reunited, this time with the added tart-sweetness of Clare’s juices. Their chests squished together, nipples hard and catching on each other.

“Come on, your turn,” Clare said.

“Okay,” Sian climbed to her feet, causing her friend to gasp.

“Um, Sian, what happened to you?”

“What do you mean?” Sian asked, cradling her belly. It was bloated sure, but that was just her period coming on. Granted, it was more than normal, quite a bit more in fact, even for her. She normally had some bad bloating, though usually not a good few inches, “Yeah, I guess it is bad this month. We probably shouldn’t risk it.”

“Sian? That’s not your period. You look… I dunno, pregnant?”

“What? Pfft, that’s stupid. I’m gay, or did my tongue not prove that?”

“I’m serious. We should… should…” Clare’s eyes glazed over, mouth hanging open on the final word. 

“Oh wow,” Sian sighed, head suddenly filled with the most incredible aroma. Turning around, guided by the scent, she spotted an incredible bud in the distance, bright pink and set in the middle of a clearing. Part of her found it strange, since it looked as if nothing else had grown there. It was just dirt and the flower.

Still, she was eager to follow this smell to its source. 

Dirt crunched underneath her. It was dead soil, barren. Like all the life had been sucked out. Well, it was for the best. This way the bud stood out even more brilliantly.

Sian didn’t have Clare’s fascination with fauna or the such, but even she could appreciate an obviously rare, exotic flower. It was a neon pink colour, practically glowing under the sun, that was unusual enough already, but its petals looked thick. Meaty almost. She stood over it, leaning down to get a closer look. Then she took a breath.

“Oh fuck, that’s… holy shit,” Sian sighed. It reminded her of smoking a really good joint, the way she instantly felt a bit high. Mixed with her arousal, she was quick to go in for another whiff, so focused that she didn’t even hear the dirt shifting.

Her hands went between her thighs, making sticky, lewd sounds as she tended to her lust. Since when did she get this wet? Sian pulled a hand back, finding it coated in cum, thick strings of it linking back to her pussy. When she looked up from it, she found the bud had blossomed into something incredible. At the centre of its petals, which were covered in thick, pulsating lines and a sticky layer of something slimy, stood another flower.

It was even stranger, bulbous and puckered at the top. As she stared, it pulsed, bulging slightly before letting out a puff of air. Sian gladly breathed it in, nipples throbbing against her shirt. It bulged and released more of what was probably pollen. Good thing she wasn’t allergic. Maybe she could find a way to bottle this up and share it with everyone? With what it was doing to her, they’d be high and horny as fuck in no time.

As Sian inhaled and played with herself, she moved over the flower, all but straddling it. Her knees squelched on the petals, which were surprisingly hot against her skin, and put her pussy right over the bud. She almost came just from it puffing air against her lips. Sinking lower, she brushed over the flower, finding it firm. Firm enough to penetrate her?

No sooner had the thought occurred than Sian bore down on it. She didn’t get anywhere at first, though it felt divine against her pussy, but that didn’t deter her. Rolling her hips, the petals caught on her folds, she smeared it in her natural lube. A few more tries didn’t fare better, then she found the perfect angle. Or rather, the bulb swelled up and into her.

“Oh god!” Sian rasped, breath knocked out by the massive presence filling her. She arched her back, feeling her pussy constrict and her skin stretch around it. A powerful pulse ran through the flower, both the one inside and outside her, then she was cumming. Squirt rained from her, dousing the ground as she clenched and moaned.

When it relaxed, her head lolled forward. She smirked drunkenly at her belly, now bulging in two distinct parts, one where her womb was, and the other lower down. Clare might be right and she was pregnant. With what though? Several sounds encouraged her to lift her head up.

Oh right, the things from last night. Sian giggled at herself and wriggled on the bud, feeling it stir up her insides. All around her, vines stood up from the ground, all of varying girths, yet all of them intimately familiar as they spun around her limbs. She was pregnant, just not with some gross guy’s kid or something. She was carrying seeds, fermenting them inside her womb of all places.

She gasped as they spiralled up her tits, squeezing hard in long milking motions. Others slid up over her chin and around her cheeks, holding her jaw open for more to slide in. She didn’t fight them, she was way too horny for that. If the bulb was able to make her cum that fast… Sian almost came again just thinking of it.

Thick, sinewy vines gripped her thighs and massaged her there. Slender tips ran laps along her stretched pussy, unable to squeeze inside. Sian pouted and tried lifting up. The bulb filled her wonderfully, however it only throbbed every so often. She wanted something to move, to fuck her. Yet, as she raised her hips, it remained lodged inside her. If anything, her attempt made it swell even larger. Well, fine, she was stuck there until it finished or something.

In that case, she had other ideas. Sian leaned forward, resting her hands on the slimy petals, and arched her hips as best she could. Vines wrapped around her pelvis, then slid around her cheeks, grinding over her tight knot of muscle. Anal wasn’t her favourite thing, it took a special kind of girl to make her enjoy it, but at that moment, she just wanted something moving inside her lower body. To her great satisfaction, they were eager to fulfil her need.

All the vines secreted a warm lube, which they worked into her skin. Her ass especially. When they decided she was ready, they held nothing back and lunged up her rear-end. It burned so fucking good. Once she got past the initial penetration, she was quickly on her way to cumming again, feeling not just the bulb pulsating against her walls, but the vines sliding against it from the other hole. No wonder girls liked double penetration.

Sian moaned and rocked her hips in time with the thrusts. Each one slid deeper into her, the one in her mouth taking the same cue. She didn’t gag, though she made sure to drool plenty, making the thrusts extra wet. Tiny tendrils choked her nipples, the nubs rigid with desire. But she still wanted more. Surely they remembered what they did to her last night?

Her teats were released, only to have two equally thick vines rub at them, just like how a girl’s fingers teased her pussy before diving in. Sian held her breath in anticipation, body thrumming with want as she was stuffed more and more. A deep ache built within her body as she was filled far more than she ever thought possible. Before it could get uncomfortable, the vines pushed against her nipples.

Unlike the first time, they didn’t stop and try again. The pressure continued, their tips digging in just the tiniest bit, however it was enough of an opening for them to keep going. Veins bulged along Sian’s neck as she cried out in a mix of ecstasy and anguish as her nipples finally gave in. Being penetrated at all was crazy, but these vines were the same girth, forcing her tits to double in size just to accommodate.

The bud pulsed and the vines pushed deeper from front and back, Sian squirted once again. Other limbs whipped around her body, rubbing their slimy lengths all over her. Many paid close attention to her belly, like they didn’t fully understand it. The flower twitched as her belly bulged obscenely. She could just make out the subtle, winding shape moving through her.

As it twitched and pulsed, the petals she knelt on followed suit. She almost didn’t notice them closing, pushing her legs in tight, which just made her holes squeeze even harder. Sian groaned low in her chest, which bounced with the erratic thrusting into her nipples. She felt so fucking full.

The petals lifted higher, forcing her into an upright position. Sian didn’t think anything of it, too preoccupied with the crazy sensation of something moving around inside her, crawling deeper and higher, until… until… her eyes rolled back, sputtering around the vine in her mouth, one hand resting on her upper abdomen. At the base, she bulged with the rapidly throbbing bud. Her middle was big and lumpy with seeds. While just below her breasts writhed with the grotesque forms of the vines.

As the petals closed overhead - was it always that big? - Sian gurgled in yet another release. The sun vanished from view and she heard the faint sound of dirt shifting, but it was overwhelmed by the sloshing thrusts into her. The bud swelled, reaching deeper until it kissed her cervix. Several tiny fingers appeared from nowhere, teasing the entrance to her womb.

Sian gurgled as her belly shifted, the lumps growing and shifting as they prepared to exit.

-Clare-

“Sian!” Clare gasped, suddenly able to move and think again. She was still propped up against a tree, pants down at her ankles and pussy damp between her legs. While she couldn’t move, she was still somewhat conscious, at least enough to remember Sian walking off in a daze. The smell was gone, its absence terrifyingly abrupt.

Rather than head after her friend, Clare pulled her pants up and rushed for the others. If something dangerous was out there, she’d just get herself killed going solo.

“Oh hey, about time you two…” Delilah trailed off when she met Clare’s gaze.

“I saw her go this way,” Clare said, pointing in the distance. It was still bright out, but she didn’t want to think they had plenty of time to look. Night would creep up on them before they knew it. They marched along, calling Sian’s name periodically, only stopping when they came across a clearing of destitute soil.

“This is weird,” Penny said, clutching onto Pat.

“Yeah, it looks like nothing could even grow here,” Clare frowned, crouching down to feel the soil. It crumbled under the slightest pressure, “It’s completely dead.”

“Then what about everything else?” Delilah asked. Indeed, in a near perfect circle, lush vegetation surrounded the dry dirt. It almost looked as though someone had designed it that way. Why though?

“I don’t know, but that’s not important. Sian definitely went this way. I… think.” They were a fair bit away from where she and Sian ‘got distracted’, so maybe she missed a turn or something.

“There aren’t any footprints,” Pat noted, pointed out their own prints, “She probably went around. Come on.” Patricia took the lead with Penny close behind.

“We’ll find her,” Delilah said, patting Clare’s back.

“Yeah. She can’t have gotten far, right?”

The blonde nodded, “And it’s Sian! She’s all about hiking and stuff. I’d bet if we don’t find her, it’s because she’s back at the cabin wondering what the hell took us so long.”

Clare smiled, grateful for the confidence of her friend. She looked back at the strangely dead clearing. It, like most of this forest, felt weirdly familiar to her.

- The Vines -

It watched the others go. The nice girl was so close! But it couldn’t risk meeting her just yet, especially not with those other women around. No, for now, it needed to gather its strength and prepare for their reunion. These other girls were so much more developed than the last ones, it needed more time with them. It couldn’t wait to help her again, she’d grown up so beautifully, this would make her even more incredible.

The good news is that it would get strong really fast with this new nutrition. That girl from last night came to it all on her own, and now it could use her all it liked. It was even more efficient too, fucking her to orgasm after orgasm and she obviously wanted more. Her belly was nice and big too, filled with its seeds.

But they weren’t for procreating, not like the other fauna. Once they were big enough, it would remove them. After that… it didn’t know what. Perhaps they’d aid in growing, then she could speed up the process with the others. But it doubted that. They were for something else. It just didn’t know what.

But as it siphoned more of this female’s juices, it would eventually find out. It didn’t just grow in size and strength, its mind developed too. Perhaps, by the time it was finished with her, it would know what to call itself. Surely it had an identity? Humans were male and female, from what it understood at least - one of the girls above seemed different to the others. So what of it?

A frustrating question. It would have to think long and hard on that as it helped the female grow its seeds to completion. She was doing so good, her belly already bigger than her head. Just a little more and she’d be ready.
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Then it could fill her with more. 
