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 Chapter One: The Flight of the Red Tails
 Alamogordo Army Air Field, Alamogordo New Mexico, 1944
The jeep swerved to avoid a pothole in the dirt road, the
driver taking another opportunity to glance down at his passenger’s legs. Her
uniform skirt was short and slit up the side. The slit tantalized him with
glimpses of the tops of her stockings and a garter strap. Looking down, her nylon-covered
hose was covering a pair of gams that put Betty Grable’s million-dollar legs to
shame. He swerved to avoid another pothole. 
The jeep bumped as they left the dirt road and began riding
over the paved runway toward the waiting plane. He leaned over, turning his
head. “They call it the widow-maker, ma’am.” His eyes flickered down to her
chest with cleavage even more impressive than her legs.
“I’m aware of that, Captain,” she replied, her red lipstick-covered
lips turning up into a dazzling smile. Her eyes were hidden behind dark-framed
Wilsonite sunglasses. 
Another jeep was waiting beside the plane. The driver stood
at ease beside the passenger door. Watching the approaching jeep were an
officer and a woman. The woman was dressed as a civilian in a blue dress,
belted at the waist. She held a hand on her head holding down a wide-brimmed
hat to keep it from blowing off. Long blonde hair was waving behind her in the
strong breeze.
The jeep pulled up next to the plane. “I’ll get the door for
you, ma’am,” said the driver, rushing to get out.
“No need, Captain,” said his passenger, scooting her legs up
underneath her and deftly jumping over the side of the jeep. She shook out her
raven black tresses which showed no signs of being windswept as she placed her
cap on her head. The General watched her approaching, standing at attention and
saluting him. “General Harris, sir.”
“Nice of you to join us, Miss Stalwart,” he replied, looking
at her with a strange combination of lust and disapproval.
“Major, sir.”
“Excuse me?”
“It’s Major Stalwart.”
The General raised an eyebrow and shook his head. “Negroes
and women,” he muttered, giving a “Harrumph,” that would have made any of his
British counterparts proud. 
“Excuse me, sir?”
“What kind of special operation utilizes negroes and women,
Miss… Major Stalwart.”
“One of vital importance to the war effort, sir.” She gave
the aircraft a look over. It was a B26-A “Marauder” bomber, named the Blackbird
with a crow’s head painted near the nose. One of the black crewmen was perched
on the tail painting it red. The pilot and co-pilot were in the cockpit doing
some flight checks. “So, these are your famous black airmen?”
“I wouldn’t call them famous, Major, but the negroes
training at the Tuskegee Army Air Field in Alabama are performing… adequately.”
“May I ask why he’s painting the tail red?”
“In protest maybe? Or perhaps to honor the other coloreds
fighting in Italy? They’ve taken to painting the tails of their P47
Thunderbolts red. This crew wasn’t too pleased when they found out they were
flying to Texas and not Europe.” The General turned to examine the plane. “Are
you sure, you don’t mind a negro crew for this mission? In a few weeks, some of
my trainees should be ready.”
“I’m afraid we may not have a few weeks, General,” replied
Jane.
“No one asked my opinion,” said the blonde, speaking for the
first time.
Jane turned her attention to the woman. She had a thin build
and a perfect hourglass shape. Her eyes were turned on the black men with
distaste. She turned towards Jane, her eyes were as bright and blue as Jane’s
own.  She would have been lovely if her
face wasn’t twisted up with distaste for the black crewmen. “And you are?”
“Forgive me,” said the General. “Lady Jane Stalwart, this is
Doctor Lisa Smith, the geologist you requested.”
“She’s not the one I requested, sir. Where’s Professor
Powell?”
Dr. Smith’s expression drooped. “I’m afraid Professor Powell
recently passed. I was his associate professor and… his fiancé.” She reached
into a small purse and took out a handkerchief to dab at her eyes.
Jane reached out and touched the woman’s shoulder. “My
condolences. The Professor was an associate of mine and a good man, Miss
Smith.”
“Thank you, and it’s Doctor Smith.” She straightened up and
tucked the handkerchief back into her purse. “I can assure you, Lady Jane, that
I’m as up-to-date on our subject matter as the Professor was. I also brought
the lead containers that you requested.” 
“And what exactly is this subject matter?” interrupted the
General.
“I’m afraid that’s on a need-to-know basis, General,” said
Jane, watching the heavy-set man’s cheeks flush with anger. He harrumphed
again.
Lisa smiled, taking pleasure in the General’s indignation.
Jane had been correct, her smile brought out her beauty. She looked
mid-twenties, more than half Professor Powell’s age, but then he’d had a
reputation for dating his students. “I’m afraid I don’t have much field experience
and I’m not sure I’ll be much help, especially if what you said in your letter
was true, but I wanted to do this for Jim and my country, of course.”
Jane nodded. “If all goes according to plan; the airmen get
us there and back and you never have to leave the plane. I’ll do all the leg
work. I didn’t exactly come down with the last rain shower. I’m quite
experienced in jungle survival and also experienced enough to know that nothing
ever goes according to plan. Be prepared for any contingencies, Doctor.”
Lisa nodded. I’ll see to my equipment.” She turned and
walked away. Jane’s eyes flickered down her back, over her posterior, and down
her legs. She wasn’t wearing hose but had painted a line down the back of her
legs. 
“CROWE!” The General bellowed, motioning for the pilot to
come down and join them.
The pilot gave him a thumbs-up and disappeared from the
cockpit. He came climbing out of the nose wheel entrance a moment later. The
black man looked quite dashing in his flight jacket, though he was hot and
sweating. He was a fine specimen of a man, big, strong, and handsome, with a
Clark Gable mustache. He didn’t attempt to hide his glance at her bosom which
was bold for a negro. Like many pilots, he was arrogant and full of swagger. He
also made her pussy quiver.
“Captain Crowe, this is Major Jane Stalwart on loan to us
from the British Special Operations Executive,” said Harris.
“James Crowe, ma’am,” he said, saluting her.
“Captain,” she answered saluting back.
“They call me the Blackbird, ma’am.” His eyes flickered down
to her breasts again before quickly moving back up to her face. “If you don’t
mind my asking, ma’am, have we met?”
“I don’t believe so, Captain.”
“Hmm, apologies, I just swear I’ve seen you somewhere
before.”
“No problem, Captain. Has my gear been loaded?”
“They’re finishing now, Major.” Captain Crowe gestured
towards the bottom of the plane where some men were lifting some boxes through
the bomb bay doors. “When would you like to leave?”
“Immediately. I’d like to get back to the war as soon as
possible.”
Jim Crowe straightened up and saluted. “Me too, Ma’am.”
“And I’d like to get this war over,” interjected General
Harris. “Then we can all go back to normal, Major. You can go back to being a
homemaker and Captain Crowe and his boys can go back to picking cotton.”
“I’ve never been a homemaker, General,” said Jane.
“And I’ve never picked cotton, sir,” said Jim.
“What is your profession, Captain?” asked Jane. 
“Mechanic, ma’am. With some boxing on the side.” Jim saluted
Jane again. “I’ll prepare us for takeoff.” He turned towards Harris and
saluted. “General.”
Harris nodded and watched Crowe walking over to his men
where he started bellowing at them to prepare for takeoff. “Sometimes, I feel
like a dinosaur watching the world pass me by as I slowly head towards
extinction.”
“There’s an ancient Chinese curse, General,” said Jane,
watching Crowe. “May you live in interesting times. These are interesting
times, sir.”
“That they are, Major.” He turned and saluted her.
“Your briefcase, ma’am,” said Jane’s driver, handing her the
case. 
“Thank you.” 
“Sorry, the B-26 doesn’t generally use a stair for
boarding,” said Harris.
“Not an issue, General.” Jane walked towards the plane.
Doctor Smith was being helped aboard through the nose wheel’s well. One of the
airmen was pulling himself up through the waist window. The crewman that had
been painting the tail red, jumped off the wing and landed in front of Jane. He
stared at her in stunned disbelief for a moment. He barely looked eighteen.
Just a kid, thought Jane. He was a dark African black, but Jane could see the
color visibly draining from his face. He was staring directly at her, not even
taking a sneak peek down at her breasts. He turned away, trying to beat her
inside the plane.
“Ladies first, Bullock,” said Crowe, grabbing the airman’s
shoulder.
“But sir,” said the young black man, nodding towards Jane
and then towards the plane.
“Stand down, airman.”
Jane walked past them and reached up for the waist window.
Her skirt rode up, all the male eyes watching her, staring down at the exposed
thigh, the glimpse of white flesh above her stocking, and the flesh-colored
garter holding it up. There was a tear running down one side of her hose.
“Shoot,” said Jane, coming back down on her feet and examining the tear.
“I hope you’re as concerned about your mission and the war
effort as you are your stockings, Miss Stalwart,” said General Harris.
Jane stepped out of her shoes and while all the men were
watching her, she pulled her skirt up and unhooked her nylons from the garter
strap. She rolled her nylons down, exposing her shapely legs, pulling them off
her feet. She bunched her hose up and tossed it at Harris, catching him under
the nose. He grabbed her stockings and stared at them. “For the war effort,”
said Jane. 
She stood on her bare toes and pulled herself up through the
waist window as skillfully as an Olympic gymnast. 
**********
Jane turned and leaned down as Crowe handed her shoes up
through the window. She turned. Bullock was scrambling up the nose wheel well
and racing for the far wall. “I’ve already seen it, airman,” she told him.
Another black man had been staring at her rear while she
leaned out the window. He looked at her frowned, then over at Bullock.
Suddenly, he threw back his head and laughed.
Bullock took his hat off and wrung it between his hands.
“I’m so sorry, ma’am. I didn’t know, you’d be our passenger. I just thought you
were so purty and all, ma’am. I traded some beer to a British flight instructor
for it and…”
“At ease Bullock. I’m not offended.”
“HA!” bellowed a laugh. “That’s where I’ve seen you before,”
said Jim Crowe coming up beside her. He stared down at the pinup taped to the
wall. “Wow Major, you’re somewhat famous.”
“Somewhat,” replied Jane. Jane’s adventures had been
featured in Life and National Geographic. She was better known back home than
here in the States, but she had her following.
The pinup was of Jane sitting sidesaddle on a bomb. She was
wearing her green uniform skirt, pulled back nearly to her knickers. The tops
of her stockings and her garter were visible. Her uniform top was off, leaving
her bare-shouldered in a white corselet that revealed a lot of her cleavage.
Remember what you’re fighting for, was written across the top. Happy Birthday,
Adolph, was written on the bomb. The bomb had been dropped on Germany in April
of 1941, a red lipstick kiss outline beside Hitler’s name.
Her pinup was nicknamed, The Brit with the Tits.
Along the aircraft’s interior were a couple of other pinups,
Rita Hayworth and Lena Horne. Some blankets and sleeping bags were lined up
along the wall. “Good, you brought sleeping gear.”
“Had to ma’am,” said Crowe. “There’s no barracks for
coloreds at Alamogordo.” He turned and in a commanding voice yelled, “Everyone
lineup for our mission briefing.” The crew gathered around Jane with Lisa
standing behind her looking with distaste at the black men. “First up Major, is
Lt Lee Archer, my co-pilot.” Archer nodded at her. He was older than Crowe,
maybe mid-forties, wore a wedding ring, and had a large pot belly though his
arms appeared quite muscular. “Lt. Chester Burton, our navigator and radio
operator.” Burton was dark black, bald, with very African features. He appeared
in his twenties. “Burton will also be the photographer you requested.”
“This is for you, Lieutenant,” she said, handing him a
folder with their flight plan.
“The Amazon?” said Burton with surprise, leafing through it.
The airmen looked at each other.
“Lt. Julius Calhoun, Ma’am,” said Calhoun, saluting Jane.
“Nose gunner and bombardier, but since you’re not going to need a nose gunner
and we only have a few bombs onboard, you could have let me go fight the
Nazis.” He was dark brown, short, and rather skinny, but he appeared to have a
lot of spunk.
“Don’t be so sure, Lt. Calhoun,” said Jane.
Jim Crowe took over again. “The enlisted men are Langston
Cain, and Leroy Burke, he’s our groups dad, and you’ve already had the pleasure
of embarrassing Mr. Bullock.”
“All shucks, I wasn’t that embarrassed,” said Jimmy Bullock.
“Do you want me to take it down, Ma’am?”
“Of course, not Mr. Bullock,” she replied. “Remind me to
sign it for you.” There were some chuckles from the crowd as Bullock’s black
cheeks turned darker.
“Burke is our engineer. He can just about tinker anything,”
said Crowe, pointing towards the oldest of the group. 
Leroy Burke was dark black, husky, and looked in his
sixties. He wasn’t wearing his crew hat and his bald pate was glistening with
sweat. White hair circled his bald spot and he sported a bushy white mustache. “I’ll
rig up a privacy curtain for you ladies,” he said.
“That won’t be necess…”
“That would be necessary,” said Lisa interrupting Jane.
“Thank you.”
“Cain is a gunner.”
Langston Cain was brown-skinned, and tall with a thin build.
He was bent over an open box he’d been snooping in. “We may not have a full
payload of bombs, but we’ve got some really big guns.” He reached in and pulled
out a huge rifle.
“Those are elephant guns,” said Jane.
“We hunting elephants?” asked Calhoun.
“There aren’t any elephants in South America,” said Bullock.
“Then why do we need elephant guns?” asked Cain, examining
the large heavy caliber rifle.”
“Why, for the dinosaurs, of course, Mr. Cain,” said Jane. 
**********
It took a while for the chattering to stop as the men looked
at each other in disbelief. Finally, a perplexed Bullock looked over at her.
“But dinosaurs are extinct, Ma’am. I done read me every book on dinosaurs I
could get my hands on.”
“Not to bust your chops, ma’am,” said Cain, “but the
birthday boy ain’t no fat-head. He’s got the book smarts.”
“My chops remain unbusted, Mr. Cain.” Jane looked around,
smiling and nodding at Jimmy Bullock. “Birthday boy?”
“Nineteen today, ma’am,” said Jimmy Bullock.
Jane smiled, stood up straight and swept the room with her
eyes. “Young Mr. Bullock is mostly correct, but there are dinosaurs that have
survived.” There were gasps and smirks of disbelief from the mostly
disbelieving men. “In 1912, one of my countrymen, Professor George Edward
Challenger was approached by the daughter of an explorer Maple White who had
been missing in the Amazon jungle for years. Only one of White’s Indian guides
returned and in his possession was the journal of Maple White. White was looking
for a means of entry onto a giant plateau deep in the jungle when he
disappeared. Included in this journal were sketches of what appear to be
pterodactyls sitting on rock ledges high on the plateau.”
“A sketch isn’t exactly this kind of proof,” said Burton,
holding up his camera.
“Challenger put together an expedition to Maple White land
accompanied by White’s daughter Paula, one Professor Summerlee, Ed Malone, a
reporter for the Daily Gazette, and Lord John Roxton. They were able to find
their way onto the plateau and encountered multiple species of dinosaurs.”
“What kind of dinosaurs?” asked Bullock. He was wide-eyed
and listening raptly.
“Iguanodons, stegosauruses, an allosaur, and even extinct
species of mammals.” Jane had the attention of all the men. “They also aided a
native Indian tribe in defeating a band of brutish ape-men before finding their
way off the plateau and returning home.”
“Did they have proof?” Burke held his camera up again.
“Some say yes and some say no. Challenger presented their
proof before the Zoological Institute in London, a baby pterodactyl. It
promptly broke free and flew out of a roof window. Many members of the
institute refused to believe they had seen anything, others claimed they were
hypnotized, and still others swear they saw a living breathing pterosaur.”
“And you believe the latter?” asked Crowe.
“Yes, because one of the latter was my father, Lord John
Stalwart. I knew Professor Challenger and though I found him a bit eccentric,
I’ve never known him to be a liar. The Challenger expedition also returned with
something else.” Jane paused for dramatic effect. “They had collected bunches
of clay balls which when cracked open, held diamonds. The men all became quite
rich.” The men who hadn’t been interested in the dinosaurs were suddenly
interested.
“So, we’re collecting diamonds for the war effort?” asked
Crowe, leaning against the side of the plane with his arms folded.
“No.” Jane took a deep breath. “What I am about to tell you
is a state secret known only to the governments of a few countries. It is for
your ears only and you are all hereby sworn to silence. If you can’t keep
quiet, leave now.” None of the men moved to leave. Jane smiled. “Challenger
didn’t tell the entire story. He noted in a secret journal that during the
evenings in Maple White Land, the northeast of this Lost World glowed green,
similar to an aurora borealis effect. Challenger hypothesized that the green
glow was coming from a large concentration of Vril.”
“Of what?” asked Cain.
“Vril.” Jane paused.
“Vril is… Doctor Smith, why don’t you take this?”
Lisa stepped
forward. “My name is Lisa Smith, Doctor Smith to all of you. My doctorates are
in geology and chemistry. Vril is an element, but also a latent source of
energy. It can be mastered by force of will and shaped by the user’s desires.
It’s a natural element forming deep underground, but most of the Vril I’m aware
of came to Earth as meteorites and were shaped into powerful artifacts by ancient
cultures. It can heal wounds, cure illnesses, or destroy cities. It exists in
all forms of matter, solid, liquid, or gas. Liquid Vril is raw and can be
shaped through force of will into items of great power. It can enhance physical
features, waken dormant powers of the mind, and possibly even power this plane
without ever needing to refuel. If it wasn’t so dangerous, it could be of great
benefit to all mankind.”
“You believe
this Major Stalwart?” asked Bullock.
Jane took a
deep breath. “I do. I’ve seen it with my own eyes. You’re seeing it with your
own eyes.”
“How so?”
asked Crowe.
“You men
probably haven’t noticed, but I have a rather large bosom.” There was silence
for a few seconds then some chuckles and nervous glances between some of the
men. “They are a result of multiple contacts that I have had with Vril. The
first was when I fell into a Vril-infused well as a teenager. I fell in a
rather scrawny fifteen-year-old and emerged with more feminine curves, larger
breasts, and an IQ in the genius range, and I never forget anything I see or
read. Bathing in a second Vril pool grew my breasts even further. That was ten
years ago and to the best of my knowledge, I haven’t aged nor have I gained
even a pound of weight except for a Vril artifact increasing my bosom and rear
end on another occasion.” Someone gave a long low whistle in the group. “I
could tell you more, but the less you know the better. The Nazis, the Japs, and
even the Soviets are aware of Vril and actively seeking deposits for their own
purposes. Our mission is to take a geological survey of the area, determine if
any or how much Vril is located in Maple White Land, and return with a minimum
of two drops of liquid Vril. Doctor Smith’s mentor had devised a lead-based
container that should hold the raw Vril without it being warped by our minds.”
“What do you
need from us, Major?” asked a voice in the crowd.
Jane grinned
wryly. “Just a ride. We’re hoping to locate a place to land the plane. I’ll
head off to locate the Vril, acquire the samples, and return. You may not even
have to leave the safety of the airplane.”
“Not even to
look for diamonds, ma’am?” asked Burke.
“Maple White
Land is dangerous, more dangerous than the African jungle. I’m trained in
jungle survival and I’ve been doing this a long time. I’m the best possible
choice for this mission. The weapons are for a scenario where things don’t go
according to plan.”
“What if we
can’t find a place to land?” said Crowe.
“Then I
parachute out. You take the plane to an airfield in Manaus. I’ll find a way off
the plateau and come down the Amazon to meet you there. It will be difficult,
but I’ll manage. Maybe even parachute off the edge.”
Crowe stood
up. “Well then, crew, prepare for takeoff.” He looked over at Archer. “Get the
engines started, Spanky.” Then he turned his attention on Burton. “You can get
us there, Chester?”
“Easy Cap,
Havana and Caracas anyway. The flight plan doesn’t even have the exact location
of Maple White Land, just possible locations.”
“If we fly
high enough, we should be able to spot it,” said Crowe just as the two engines
spun to life.
“Major, if you
don’t have objections, we should arrive in Havana a little after dark. I’d like
everyone to get a good night’s sleep. We can leave early, land in Caracas, and do
a quick refuel before taking off again to look for your supposed dinosaur
plateau.”
“No
objections, Captain,” said Jane, smiling at his skepticism.
**********
Burke went to
work rigging up a curtain for the two women to have some privacy as soon as
they were in the air. “Stuffy in here,” said Lisa. “Not a lot of room either.”
Burke took a
deep whiff through his nose. “Smells like new car and hot metal.” He grinned
and exhaled. “There’d be even less room if we were carrying a full complement
of bombs.” There were only three bombs on the rack. “Sorry ladies, but this is
the best I can do. I know it’s not the Ritz, but we call it home.”
“It will do
just nicely, Burke. Thank you,” said Jane.
“Ma’am,” he
said to Dr. Smith, touching a finger to his forehead in salute. “Major.” He
nodded at Jane, before slipping through the curtain.
Jane rolled
out a sleeping bag while an embarrassed Doctor Smith urinated in an urn before
slipping through the curtain to dump it out a window. There were no windows
inside the curtain and Smith turned on an electric lamp. “Might I ask a favor,
Major?”
“Certainly,
doc.”
Lisa Smith
bristled a little at the informal title. “I’d like to examine your breasts.” 
“You should at
least buy me dinner first,” said Jane, raising an eyebrow. 
Smith gave an
exasperated sigh. “I’ve never examined a Vril-enhanced subject before.”
“Certainly,
doc.” Jane undid the front of her uniform, pulling it off. She bent down and
pushed her uniform skirt down her legs. Jane stood back up, wearing a bullet
bra, cotton knit panties, and her garter belt wrapped around just under her
navel. The straps were still dangling. Jane went ahead and stretched the garter
belt around her hips and slipped it down her legs. “Those were my last pair of
hose,” she complained. She stood back up and slipped her bra straps off her
shoulders. “I got my bras custom fitted in Paris before the war.” Jane’s
breasts cleared the bra, springing up. 
Lisa gasped,
staring at them. Her eyes were focused on Jane’s semi-erect nipples. Despite
the size of her breasts, they were firm and stood up proudly with no ponderous
sag. Her nipples were thick, perfectly centered, pointing straight out with
large areolae. “May I?” Lisa paused, her hands reaching out. Jane nodded. Lisa
cupped her hands under Jane’s breasts, hefting them. “Heavy,” she muttered. “Do
you have any back pain?”
“Not at all.
My body seems to have adapted to the extra weight. My derriere’s increased size
seems to help balance me out. They feel perfectly normal to me.”
Doctor Smith,
leaned back, glancing at Jane’s rear end. Her buttocks were firm and well-rounded.
Lisa turned her attention back to Jane’s front, stepping back. Luckily, Jane
was tall, otherwise, her torso would be mostly bosom, but with her height, she
still had a long torso with a fit stomach. Her taut stomach, arms, and legs
were feminine, but with the slight musculature of an active woman. “And this
happened after you fell in a well?”
“The first
time. The Well of Urdr.”
“The Well of
Fate. Your father reported a cave-in covering the well.”
“You’re well
informed.”
Lisa smirked.
“And the pool?”
“The Well of
Mimir.”
“Wisdom. Where
Odin sacrificed his eye to gain knowledge of the future. And that further
enhanced your figure?”
“Yes… and,”
Jane hesitated. “Ever since then, I have had random flashes of insight. I can
hold something and see glimpses of the past and sometimes the future.”
Lisa exhaled,
hissing through her teeth. “Just like Odin in the sagas.” Jane nodded, while
Lisa reached into her pocket. She pulled out a loupe, the ocular device
jewelers used to magnify gems. “But you didn’t bathe alone. Your lady’s maid
bathed with you. Did she develop any abilities?”
Jane was
frowning. “You’re exceptionally well-informed.”
“With the
death of my fiancé, I’m the state's foremost expert on Vril. I even have the
ear of President Roosevelt, Major.” Lisa placed the loupe in her eye and held
it while examining Jane’s left eye before moving on to the right.
“No doctor, my
maid, Patricia didn’t show any signs of Vril enhancement outside of her
physical growth.”
“I see it!”
“What?”
“You have
green flakes in your irises. Most cases of Vril-enhanced individuals tend to
have green eyes after their… infection. Your eyes remain blue, but I can make
out green particles. Fascinating.” Lisa tucked the loupe away. She stepped
back, bending down to look at Jane’s nipples. “Mimir’s well, is there still
access to it?”
“That’s a
state secret.”
“How much
would it take to reveal that secret?” asked Lisa, still bent over, her eyes
rolling up to look at Jane.
“Are you a
spy, Doctor Smith?”
“No, just a
patriot.”
“As am I, doc.
I’m also very rich.”
“Well, I had
to try.” Lisa pointed at Jane’s nipples. “May I?”
“Be my guest.”
Lisa ran her
fingers around the outside of Jane’s plump nipples. They began to swell. “Did
these grow also?”
“Yes,” said
Jane, her pulse quickening. “Their sensitivity increased as well.”
“You’re aware
of the third well, Major?”
Jane’s arousal
was growing as Doctor Smith’s fingers tugged at her nipples. “Hvergelmir,” she
gasped.
“And of the
prophecy that anyone drinking from all three wells would gain godlike powers?”
“I’ve read the
sagas.”
“Have you
looked for the Well of Hvergelmir?”
“I wouldn’t
know where to start,” she lied.
**********
The nude
redhead slid down the side of the smooth dome-shaped rock and into the pool.
Jane playfully splashed her when Patty’s head popped back up out of the water.
An underground cavern with a hot spring inside it was like an oasis in a desert
to the two young women, especially in the frigid North of Sweden. Patty floated
on her back, red hair waving in the water, erect nipples pointing up like pink
stalagmites. Jane had never seen her friend’s nipples so hard and thick, some
combination of the freezing temperatures outside and the hot water making them
grow. Her own nipples were so hard they ached. 
Jane dived
under the water, opening her eyes as she swam under Patty. The water glowed
with green light, some sort of phosphorescent algae illuminating the cavern in
an eerie light. When she surfaced, Patty was wading through the water towards
their clothes warming beside a fire. “J-Jesus w-wept,” stuttered Patty, bending
down like she was in pain, her pale rear end looked fuller to Jane. Patty stood
and turned around. “M-my breasts?” Patty’s breasts were expanding, becoming
fuller and rounder, her farthing-sized areolae spreading out with her growing
breasts becoming the diameter of a shilling, a half-penny, and finally a half
crown. “W-what’s happening to me?” asked Patty in horror. “AH OOOHHH!” Patty
shuddered, gasping for breath.
“Patty!” Jane
swam through the water until she could stand, her own chest aching as it
expanded. Jane waded out of the water, hefting her heavy breasts. Her nipples
felt like they were about to burst. They were tingling with sensitivity, the
throbbing sending waves of arousal straight to her quim. “OHGOD!” The large
orgasm took her by surprise.
Later, sitting
on the porphyry floor of the cavern, the two women huddled by the fire. “God
save Ireland,” muttered Patty after many minutes of silence.
“What
Patricia?”
“I don’t hate
them,” she said, standing and stretching, staring down at her breasts. Her
green eyes seemed brighter than normal. 
Jane chuckled.
“Good, because I fear they’re permanent.” Patty looked at her and Jane told her
about the time she fell in the Well of Urdr, treading water until her father
tossed a rope down to her. “I fear this might be another of the three wells
from the sagas.”
Dressed and
bundled, the two women looked out the entrance of the cave at the snow-covered
wasteland. “I fear our quest for the Cauldron of Oldrorir is a bust.”
“Bust being a
poor choice of words, Lady Jane,” grumbled Patty, her new breasts straining at
her clothing.
Jane had been
following rumors of a local legend that a community of dwarves lived in these
mountains and they were the keepers of the fabled mead of poetry. Many of the
locals still believed these stories and some swore the thunder echoing through
the mountains was caused by battling Jotuns.
Jane trudged
around the crag hiding the cavern entrance, gazing up at the giant ash mounting
the crag. Its roots had reached through the stone and drank from the green
pool. There’d been a giant ancient ash tree above the Well of Urdr too. She
climbed up the side, removing a glove and reaching out for the tree. Her hand
touched the side of the tree just as a burst of insight flashed through her
brain.
A ghostly
image of a mounted man was approaching, the horse was tired, head drooping. The
spectral image passed through Patty, who was gazing up at Jane with concern.
“HO! HO! HO! A
figure moved from the entrance of the cave, slowly standing to an immense
height. It was a giant! He stood, gazing at the approaching man through green
eyes. His beard was tinged with green. He was huge, maybe nine feet tall, and
bulging with muscles. “Greetings King Odin.”
The warrior
looked up, removing his helmet. His eyes were also green, beard black, but
graying. “Mimir of Jotunheim,” he bellowed. “I would drink from your well.”
The giant
stooped, leading the man into the cave. “To drink of the well, requires a
sacrifice,” said the giant.
“Sacrifice?”
asked Odin, leaning his spear against the cavern wall.
“If you would
gain knowledge of the past and future, you must sacrifice… an eye.”
Odin was
momentarily taken aback. He steadied himself. “Urdr’s well required no
sacrifice?”
“This is not
Urdr’s well. Remove your clothing.”
Odin stripped
off his mail. His physique was scarred, but impressive and muscular, a thick
heavy cock flopping from thigh to thigh as he waded into the water nude but for
a dagger in his hand. He reached up, hesitating only a moment before plunging
the dagger into his eye. He cried out in pain, gritting his teeth and turning
an angry lone eyed gaze on the giant.
“Drink Odin
One-Eye,” said Mimir. The giant bowed his head at the king, turned, and left
the cave.
Odin waded
into the water, stumbling and kneeling. He bent his head, drinking deep of the
green water. Odin swallowed and rose, water dripping off his now erect cock. He
waded out of the water, chest swelling, biceps growing. The scars crisscrossing
his chest and back, disappeared, leaving but one wound on his body, the vacant
eye socket. His cock grew with his body, sticking out a foot from his crotch,
looking more like it belonged on the stallion he’d rode in on than on a man.
Odin threw back his head and bellowed just as his huge cock spewed a stallion’s
worth of seed upon the cavern floor in seven mighty blasts.
“HA! HA! HA!”
The Jotun threw his head back, laughing when Odin emerged from the cavern.
“What’s so
funny, Jotun?”
“The well
required no sacrifice, Odin One-Eye. All you needed to do was drin… URK!” The
giant gurgled reaching up at the tear in his throat as Odin twisted the tip of
the spear pulling it back. Blood spurted out through the giant’s fingers as he
tried to stop his life from flowing out. Mimir collapsed on his knees before
falling forward on his face.
Odin removed
an axe from his belt and took to hacking through the giant’s thick bull neck.
He grabbed Mimir’s beard, dragging it back into the cavern. “Ha ha, now you
have wisdom, but you also have knowledge of your death, King Odin,” rasped the
giant’s head.
“Maybe so,
giant.” Odin kicked the head; it rolled down the slope into the green water.
“But now I also know that I will be a god.”
Eons passed,
the flesh rotting off the giant’s head, his skull calcifying, turning into the skull-shaped
rock whose smooth surface Patty had slid off to splash into the water. Odin
mounted his tired horse, gazing up at the ash, at Jane. The ash tree wasn’t a
tree, it was a root! The tree, Yggdrasil, strode over all of Northern Europe,
another root reached the earth at the Well of Urdr, and a third root fell
further North to the third well. Jane’s eyes followed Odin as he turned his
horse towards the third and final well, Hvelgimir.”
“Jane?” called
Patty morphing into Doctor Smith.
**********
Jane recalled
Genesis 6:4.
There were
giants in the earth in those days, and also after that when the sons of god
went to the daughters of men, and they bore children to them. They were the
heroes of old, men of renown.
“Besides doc,”
said Jane, “I have no desire to be a god.” She moaned as Smith continued
tugging on Jane’s swollen nipples until a little jet of milk shot from
Lisa pulled
her hands back, looking at the white fluid on her fingers. “You’re lactating!
Are you with child?”
“No. It’s the
“Gift of Hathor,” the result of my interaction with another artifact.”
“The COCK of
Osiris?”
“Yes,” said
Jane, gazing down at her throbbing nipples as Lisa Smith returned her fingers
to them. Professor Powell must have told Dr. Smith everything he knew about
Vril. Jane wasn’t sure she liked that, but the United States was Britain’s
closest ally in this war after all. The two countries had begun working closely
together on the subject of Vril when they became aware the Nazis had their own
Vril Society, the Vril Gesellschaft or sometimes the, Wahrheitsgesellschaft,
The Society for Truth.
Doctor Smith
appeared mesmerized by Jane’s breasts. “How often do they leak?”
Jane grinned
wryly. “Only when I become aroused.”
Lisa nodded.
“I see. They leak when you’re arous…” She suddenly jerked her hands back, also
taking a step away from Jane. “I’m no sapphist, Major.”
“Nor was I,
doc. At least until the COCK changed me. Now, I do feel attracted to certain
women.”
Smith’s eyes
widened. “And you’re attracted to me?”
“Yes. You’re
quite lovely.”
Lisa flushed,
her face twisting in a mask of confusion and anger. “Thank you, but like I
said, I’m no dyke.”
“You feel
nothing?” Jane nodded her head down to Dr. Smith’s chest.
Lisa looked down;
her nipples were hard enough they were poking through her top. She squirmed
uncomfortably, aware that she was aroused. “But I’ve never… I…”
“Another side
effect I’m afraid,” consoled Jane. “An increase in my sexual attractiveness to
both men and women as well as my sexual appetite.”
Lisa gulped.
“Could you put your top back on?” Her eyes were fixated on Jane’s nipples up until
Jane covered them. “Any other side effects?” she asked, finally able to take
her eyes off Jane’s breasts.
“Well, they
ejaculate milk when I orgasm and the milk appears to have both nutritional and healing
properties.”
“Incredible,”
said Lisa, shaking her head in disbelief. “And Hathor was the…”
“Cow-headed
goddess,” said Jane. “The goddess of love, sexuality, and maternal care.”
“I guess you
should be grateful you didn’t grow four teats,” said Lisa with such a straight
face Jane couldn’t tell if she was serious or joking. There was a chuckle from
outside their curtain.
Jane pulled
the curtain back. Langston Cain suddenly turned his head away, quickly moving
his airmen’s cap to cover his crotch. Burke was sitting on a bench with his
arms crossed, smirking at her. Bullock was holding his head down, shielding his
eyes from her. Jane furrowed her brows, the side of her mouth curling up. Lisa
had placed the light right behind the two women giving the three airmen a
rather sexy shadow play. “How much longer until we land?” she asked, directing
her question at Burke.
“Soon,” he
responded. “I can see Havana now.”
Jane stepped
out and took a seat beside Burke. She could see the Cuban capitol through the
waist gun window. The Marauder turned slightly, reducing airspeed, the front of
the plane angling down. Twenty-five minutes later, Crowe was turning it off the
runway. 
**********
Jane tried to
sleep, her eyes were closed, but she was hot and Lisa was reading some of
Challenger’s letters to Jane’s father. Jane peeked through her lids several
times, catching Lisa staring at her. Jane was laying on her blanket in just her
bullet bra and panties, her skin was shiny with sweat. Most of the men had
opted to sleep under the plane where a nice breeze was blowing in off the Gulf.
Finally, Lisa turned the lamp off and slid into her sleeping bag.
Jane was
horny. Her nipples refused to go down and they were throbbing so much they
ached. They ached even more as she pictured Lisa’s hands caressing them,
tugging on her hard nipples. Jane moaned, wishing she had taken the blonde
woman in her arms and kissed her while the three black men watched their
shadows on the curtain. That would give them something they’d never forget. 
Lisa snored
gently. Jane opened her eyes. She sat up and leaned over, peaking through the
curtain. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw the half-naked black man. He was
young and fit, nude but for army shorts and dog tags. The moonlight coming
through the top turret gun bubble made his sweaty black skin shine. It was
young Mr. Bullock. He was the lone airman sleeping in the plane. Maybe he had
gallantly offered to guard the women? 
Jane stared at
the 19-year-old, sleeping on the bench. His chest was gently rising and
falling. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, sighing with relief
when her nipples were no longer scraping against the cotton. She leaned forward
and slipped through the curtain.
Bullock jumped
when Jane placed her palm over his mouth. He opened his eyes, brows furrowing
when he saw her holding her finger over her lips, shushing him. His eyes opened
wide as she sat up on her knees and her bare breasts came into view. His pupils
flickered back and forth from her face to her breasts. She shushed him again,
whispering, “Keep quiet.” He nodded.
Jane leaned
over and kissed him, placing her hand on his stomach. Her tongue pushed into
his mouth, playing with his tongue. Her hand slid down under the hem of his
shorts, fingers brushing the tip of his hard penis, her hand slid down,
grasping his swollen organ. It wasn’t much, but then she hadn’t been expecting
much. Jimmy Bullock had a perfectly average six-inch penis. 
Bullock jumped
again, struggling. Jane pulled her lips off his, looking down at him. “Ma’am,
I’m s-saving myself for ma girl.”
Jane smiled.
She’d pulled his penis out of his shorts. She glanced down at it. “You have a
lovely prick, Jimmy.” True, it wasn’t a huge Vril-enhanced cock, but it was
nicely shaped, circumcised, and rock-hard. Jane moved down a little, leaning
over and kissing his stomach, her tongue licking into his navel while her hand
slowly wanked his prick. He sucked his stomach in and groaned. “How about a
blowsie then?” she asked. “That way you can stay faithful to your girl.” She
held his penis up with her fingers and let her tongue slide up his shaft and
twirl around his head. “What do you say?”
“I g-guess
that would be okay.” Bullock instantly moaned when her lips engulfed his bell
end. His eyes flickered over to the image of a smiling Jane Stalwart sitting on
the bomb and he wondered if he were dreaming.
Jane’s mouth
engulfed his penis. She tightened her lips around it, kissing down to his pubes
and sucking back up to the head. Bullock’s throat was making sounds somewhere
between a moan and a whimper. His hand came up and grabbed her shoulder, his
grip tightening. Jane paused, her lips kissing his urethra, holding his prick
up. His grip on her shoulder relaxed and she swallowed his penis back down her
throat. She reached up and grabbed her wrist, pulling his hand off her shoulder
and moving it down to her breast. He caressed it at first, before gently
kneading her soft flesh, his fingers finding her throbbing nipple which was
leaking profusely. She bobbed her head slowly, his prick trembling in her
mouth. Jimmy’s hips were lifting off the bench. She sucked his dick faster,
instinctively pulling up exactly so that his semen would shoot across her
tongue so that she could taste him. His first wad struck the back of her
throat, the second left a pool on her tongue. She swallowed half his penis,
sucking back up and draining the last of his seed. He’d cum an impressive
amount and she wondered when was the last time he’d wanked or even if he’d ever
jerked it off. 
She gave his
prick one last kiss on the head. “Happy birthday,” she whispered. He didn’t
answer, he seemed like he was dazed. “Do you have a pen?”
“What?” he
asked, confused. “Uh, in my pants.”
His pants were
under the bench. Jane stayed on her knees, reaching into his pocket and finding
a pen. She raised herself and leaned over him, her prodigious breasts hanging
over his face. Bullock kissed them, quickly finding a nipple. It was her turn
to moan when he sucked her long nipple in between his lips. Her arousal grew as
she signed her name at the bottom of her pinup. She signed it Lady Jane,
turning both a’s into hearts. He groaned sucking her nipple, his noises turning
more lustful and manly.
Jane pulled
back, her wet teat popping up out of his mouth. His prick was hard again.
“Maybe we could…” he started suggesting.
Jane forced
herself up. “What’s your girl’s name?”
“Dorothy,”
said Jimmy, lips curling up in a smile as he thought of his girl back home.
“She’s a lucky
girl, Mr. Bullock.” She gave a longing glance down at his young black prick
before sighing and looking away. She stared out the side port, frowning as she
saw a shadowy figure creeping away from the plane towards the nearest hanger. 
What the hell?
She thought. Jane slipped back into the curtain, grabbing her bra and military uniform.
Her work clothes were still packed away and would take too long to retrieve. 
A few minutes
later, Jane jumped through the open Bombay doors, crouching as she fell softly
to her feet. The shadow was just disappearing around a hanger. Five forms were
sleeping under the plane and with Bullock inside the aircraft, that meant one
of the airmen was missing. She could move faster on her bare feet than with her
heeled brown shoes. She kicked her shoes off, picked them up, and began
running. 
She slowed
when she reached the hanger, pausing to peak around the corner. The man was
climbing over the chain link fence surrounding the airport. He jumped down to
the other side and took off into the city. 
Jane took off
in pursuit, leaping halfway to the top of the fence, her toes curling into the
wires as she tossed her shoes to the other side. She pulled herself up,
vaulting over the fence and landing on her feet. The airman was strolling onto
a busy street, loud with music and honking cars. Jane followed, pausing to pull
her shoes back on, she walked around the building and onto the street.
“Following
me?” asked Crowe. 
Jane stopped
in her tracks. Jim Crowe was leaning against the brick wall beside a store
window, lighting up a cigarette from a pack of Lucky Strikes. “I saw you
sneaking off, Crowe.”
“I wouldn’t
call it sneaking. Didn’t want to wake the boys.” He took a drag of his
cigarette. “You think I’m a spy?”
“I think that
less than a few hours ago, I was giving you top-secret information only to
catch you sneaking off in the middle of the night. What are you up to?”
“Well, if you
want to know, Major, keep following me.”
**********
“Two Cervezas,
please,” said Jim, sitting on a bar stool.
“Dos El
Presidentes, por favor,” said Jane, taking the seat beside him. 
“Si Senorita,”
said the bartender, smiling happily as he took in Jane’s charms.
“When one is
in Cuba, Crowe, one drinks rum.”
Crowe
chortled, sliding one of his beers over to Jane while she waited for her drink.
“Call me, Jim.”
“Jane,” she
responded. “I’ve never been one for formalities, military, or social status.”
She returned the favor, sliding him one of her rum drinks.”
“It’s good, he
said, taking a long sip. “I like this place.” He looked around. Jane nodded in
agreement. It was a corner bar, some tables, and a local hangout, not one of
the big clubs like the Tropicana that the rich and famous frequented. It had a
grill and kitchen behind the bar. “You don’t see crowds like this back in the
States. I couldn’t even sit at a bar with a woman like you.”
Jane
understood. The patrons were mostly men, but what stood out to an American
negro was the mixed crowd. Cubans came in many colors and they were all
represented here. A white man and a black man were playing dominoes at one
table. A brown-skinned Cuban was sitting on a stool strumming a guitar. One of
three women in the bar other than Jane, appeared mixed race and was leaning
close to another black man, their foreheads almost touching as they laughed
together. “I’ve always preferred the local establishments wherever I travel.
Buy you dinner?”
“Uh, sure,”
said Jim, surprised. “I don’t know Cuban food.”
“I’ll order
for you.” Jane read the menu behind the bar. She turned to the bartender. “An
arroz con pollo por mi amigo y frijoles negros para mi.”
“Si senorita,”
said the bartender turning and yelling her order at the cook.
Jane turned to
Jim while he was taking a sip of her rum drink. “I’m always hungry for negros.”
Jim choked on his drink. “Y dos mas, el presidentes,” she said, ordering two
more drinks.
They sat and
sipped their drinks while listening to the Latin guitarist. The cook passed
their meals over to the bartender and soon they were digging into their
dinners. 
“Delicious,”
said Jim, sitting back. He took out another Lucky Strike. “Cigarette?”
Jane was
finishing her black beans. She shook her head, turning her attention back on
the bartender. “Puedo ver su seleccion de puros?”
“Si, si,” said
the bartender. He pulled out a cigar box and held it open for Jane. 
She selected
two. “Dos Cabanas,” she said, winking at the barkeep. 
He clipped it
for her and held out a lighter while she held it in her mouth, puffing in. “En
la casa, encantadora senorita.”
“Gracias,” she
said with a wink. She proffered the other cigar to Jim. He took it in his mouth
and she leaned in touching her lit end to his cigar. 
He inhaled,
lighting his cigar. He closed his eyes taking in the aroma and taste a moment. “Let
me guess, when one is in Cuba, one smokes cigars.”
“Now you’re
getting it, handsome,” she said with a wink. Jane sat back and blew a smoke
ring.
“And here I
took you for a stuffy Brit,” said Jim. Her eyes were closed enjoying the flavor
of the Cabana cigar. Jim took the chance to glance down at her bare legs. One
was crossed over the other, making her already short skirt run well up her
thigh. His eyes moved up her body, the buttons on her top straining to contain
her breasts. His eyes moved up to her face to find she was staring at him, one
eyebrow raised. “Sorry,” he apologized.
“Don’t be,”
she said, reaching out and taking a sip of her rum drink before chasing it with
a swig of beer. “They don’t make uniforms my size.” Jane reached down and took
his hand. She placed it on her bare knee. “Just look how short this skirt is.”
Jim gulped.
His forehead was sweating a little. Finally, his hand slid up her leg to the
hem of her skirt. “Yes, v-very short,” he said, nervously, staring at his hand.
He looked up at her, letting his hand slide up under her skirt, the tips of his
fingers brushing the bottoms of her knickers.
“What are you
thinking right now, flyboy?” she asked, the tip of her tongue peeking out to
lick her upper lip.
“What I’m
thinking would get me killed back home,” he answered, tightening his grip on
her thigh and caressing up and down. He was gaining confidence.
“Good thing
you’re not back home,” she said, leaning forward. He looked up, finding her
face close to his. She turned her head sideways and kissed him. “Wanna get out
of here?”
“God yes,” he
replied.
Jane reached
into a pocket on her top and pulled out a fold of American money. “This should
cover it,” she told the bartender, tossing some bills on the bar. “Gracias.”
“Gracias,
senorita.”
Jane grabbed
the hand on her thigh and held it while she and Jim hurried out of the corner
bar. “Where can we go?” he asked.
Jane pulled
him into the dirty alley behind the bar. He grinned leaning in for a kiss as
she rested her back against the brick wall, throwing her arms around his neck. There
was no hesitation from him this time, he kissed her hungrily, their tongues
dueling. He slid his hands down her sides not sure how far he could go with
her, but then her hands were sliding down his chest and unbuckling his belt. He
moved his hands over to her breasts, squeezing them together, and caressing on
the sides. He was going for the buttons on her top when her breasts slid down
out of his hands. Jim was disappointed, but Jane had only slid down the wall to
squat before him as she reached into his shorts to pull out his Johnson. “Nice,”
she said, looking up at him with his erect cock sticking out above her face. It
was perfectly straight, rocket-shaped. His penis was on the large side, pushing
eight inches and nicely thick. It impressed most women. Her lips pursed,
kissing the head before her tongue twirled around his knob.
“Sweet Jesus,”
groaned Jim, leaning his arms against the wall. She was looking up at him with
her lips engulfing the head of his dick. Her hands were unbuttoning the blouse
of her uniform. Jim could already feel the cum churning in his nuts it had been
a nice bit of time for him. Jane was bobbing her head sucking his shaft deeper
in her mouth, the head pushing down her throat. He wanted to thrust forward,
shoving his cock deep, but he didn’t want to choke her. Not that he would have.
Jane had her hands on his hips, pulling his cock into her mouth until she was
swallowing his whole shaft. “Oh, sweet Jesus,” he said again, feeling his cock
swelling and hardening as his orgasm started approaching.
Jane pushed
back on his hips, the head of his cock springing up out of her mouth, dark
black, wet, and shiny from the light of a street lamp out on the street. “Don’t
tell me this is your first time,” said Jane, kissing and licking around the
head of his cock.
“No ma’am,” he
groaned. He’d never seen his Johnson look so big. In its swollen state it did
look eight inches long. “Just that no one’s ever shown him that much enthusiasm
before.”
Jane pushed
herself up the wall, leaving her top and bra on the ground. “Let’s give him a
moment to calm down.”
“These aren’t
helping it calm down,” said Jim, reaching out for her bare breasts. They were
cartoonishly perfect, huge, milky white, and capped by the longest pink nipples
he’d ever seen. Her nipples appeared wet and glistened as much as his cock was.
Jane stepped
out of her underwear, pulling her skirt up around her waist. She grabbed Jim’s
hips and pulled him into her. Jim pushed Jane against the wall, kissing her.
She wrapped her arms around his neck and wrapped her legs around his waist. His
cock slid along her slit, she raised her hips and the head pushed inside her. They
both moaned. Jim braced her against the wall, kissing as he worked his cock in
and out. “Don’t worry, I’ll pull out,” he muttered.
“Don’t you dare,”
she replied. “Plant your seed deep.”
Jim growled,
fucking her faster at the thought of seeding a white woman. He stepped back
slightly, holding her ass. Jane’s back and shoulders were braced against the
wall with her body stretched out between them. Jim leaned down, sucking one of
her nipples into his mouth eliciting a loud moan from Jane. She was raising her
crotch into each thrust of his cock. “Lordy, your body’s amazing.”
“And my
amazing body’s lovin’ that black cock right now. Fuck me Jim. Give me that
black cock.”
“Sweet Jesus,”
cried Jim. “Gonna cum.”
“Me too. Keep
fucking me. Suck my tits.”
Jim was
sweating trying to hold off, wanting the moment to last, but his balls were
churning. He leaned down, mouth finding one of Jane’s long pink nipples. She
moaned as he sucked it between his lips. He buried his cock, pumping his first
burst of semen into the gorgeous Brit. Jim was worried he’d ejaculated too
soon, but his orgasm triggered Jane’s. Her pussy clamped down around his shaft,
rippling inwards and coaxing out three more spurts of semen from his cock. Just
as his cock was jerking its first jet of semen, the nipple in his mouth
twitched, shooting milk across his tongue. Jim was shocked at first almost
releasing her nipple, but then his taste buds registered how delicious it was.
His lips clamped down, sucking on her nipple which continued squirting milk
into his mouth with each jerk of his cock. Out of the corner of his eye, he
could make out little geysers of milk squirting out of her other nipple.
“Wow!” said
Jim, lifting his mouth off her nipple and licking his upper lip. He walked her
back to the wall, not quite wanting to remove his cock just yet. When her back
was against the wall, he did slowly remove his spent dick and Jane unwrapped
her legs from his waist until she was standing. 
“I needed
that,” said Jane, pulling her skirt down.
“Me too,” he
sighed, tucking his penis away. “Question?” he asked, staring at her nipples as
she adjusted her bra over her breasts.
“The milk?”
she asked, raising an eyebrow. He nodded. “Long story, I’ll tell it to you some
other time.” She patted his back.
“Sure,” he
replied with a cocksure grin. “Maybe you can tell me the next time we get
together?”
Jane laughed.
“Certainly.”
Jim gave her a
wink. Make sure the woman was satisfied and they’d always come back for more.
“Somewhere nice, with a bed and no rush,” he added.
“It’s a date,”
said Jane.
Jim offered
her an arm and she took it as they headed back towards the airport. Jim cocked
his head. “That’s strange…” Jim glanced at her. “I’m not the least bit drunk.”
Now it was
Jane’s turn to give him a wink. “Side effect of my milk. Can’t have you flying
with a hangover. You’ll sleep well tonight too.”
“Hmph! Now I
really want to hear that story.”
They
disentangled as they approached the bomber. Jim stopped long enough to take
Jane in his arms, bending her back and giving her a long passionate kiss. Jane
wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him back.
The crew was
fast asleep. Jim gave her a pat on her ass before slipping into his empty
sleeping bag under the plane. Jane climbed back inside through the bomb doors.
Bullock was sprawled out sleeping, a smile on his face. Jane slipped through
the privacy curtain and crawled into her sleeping back beside Lisa.
**********
Jane opened
her eyes just before dawn. Jim was outside clapping his hands. “Rise and shine,
boys. Let’s get this bird in the air.” Jane climbed out of her sleeping bag and
dressed. This time she wore more practical working clothes, many-pocketed khaki
pants, and a sleeveless blouse. She tightened a belt around her waist and
slipped a survival knife into its sheath. The only thing missing from her
English explorer look was a pith helmet.
One by one,
the grumbling negro crew started coming aboard. Jim winked at her as he headed
to the cockpit. “Good morning, Major,” he said. “Doctor Smith.”
“You’re quite
chipper this morning, Captain,” said Jane with a smile.
“I had a very
satisfying night’s sleep, ma’am.” Jim Crowe nodded at her and whistled as he entered
his cockpit. Archer followed him climbing into the co-pilot’s seat. Chester
Burton was already going over his maps in the navigator’s seat. His camera was
hanging off a peg above his desk.
The crew went
through their flight checks and finally, Crowe announced. “Prepare for
takeoff.” The motors revved up, propellers spinning, the plane turned and began
taxing down the runway. Soon they were in the air and heading towards
Venezuela. 
“This is
unbelievable,” said Lisa, reading Challenger’s secret journal.
Jane looked up
from her sketchbook. The image of the dashing Captain Jim Crowe filled the
page. “I presume, you’re at the part where Challenger swears his penis grew to
fourteen inches?”
Lisa just
nodded. “All their penises doubled in size and Paula White’s breasts got
bigger. How is this possible?”
Jane flipped
to the next page and started sketching the lovely blonde’s face. “You tell me.”
Lisa Smith
looked up from the journal. “Ambient Vril radiation?”
“More proof there’s
Vril in the lost world.”
“It says in
his journal that all the ape-men and Indios they encountered had oversized
breasts and genitalia and that he left it out of his official report to avoid
scandal. He heard of a tribe of ape-men that worshipped glowing rocks in the
Northeast, but never encountered them. You knew Challenger?”
Jane smiled.
“A domineering, hot-tempered giant. George had the largest head I’ve ever seen
on a man and so hairy he could have fit in with one of the ape-men he claims to
have encountered in Maple White Land. Eccentric, but he also had one of the
finest minds I’ve ever encountered. I’ve often wondered if his size and genius
were a result of his encounters with a Vril artifact, but I never got to ask
him. Knowing how dangerous Vril can be would also explain him leaving it out of
the official record.”
A few hours
later, the plane landed in Caracas for a quick refuel. Jane, Lisa, and the rest
of the crew jumped out to stretch their legs while some of the crew did some
safety checks. A short time later, they were in the air and flying over the
Venezuelan jungle. Jane squeezed in beside the navigator so she could stare out
the cockpit window.
Jim pulled
back on the steering column. “I’m going to gain some altitude to give us a
wider field of view.” Unfortunately, this took the plane into dense cloud cover
and reduced visibility.
“Head in that
direction,” said Jane, pointing Southeast. 
Jim frowned.
In the distance, he could see a dense cloud cover at a lower level than they
were flying. “Taking her down.” He dropped back down through the clouds.
“Would you
look at that?” he said, staring ahead. “It’s like a dense fog bank just over
the jungle.”
“Pull up,”
said Jane, squeezing his shoulder. “Pull up now.”
“What?” Jim
sat up straight.
“Those aren’t
clouds. Those are cliffs!”
“Hang on,”
yelled Jim, Pulling back on the steering wheel. The plane pulled up just in
time, flying vertically just feet from the basalt cliffs.
Lisa screamed.
The airmen were all belted in, but she’d been sitting on her sleeping bag still
reading the journal. She fell right through the privacy curtain, failing
towards the tail of the plane.
Burke
skillfully reached out, catching Dr. Smith in one powerful arm before she could
fall too far. “Gotcha, doc,” he grunted, stopping her descent.
“Get your
black arms off me,” complained Lisa, the moment the plane leveled back off. She
said it loud enough the entire crew heard. 
Burke relaxed
his arm. “Beggin your pardon, ma’am.”
“Let her fall
next time,” grunted Langston Cain receiving a glower from Lisa.
“Battle
stations,” said Crowe’s voice over the intercom.
The men
scrambled towards their guns. Calhoun came up behind Jane. He couldn’t squeeze
into the nose gun with the pilot seated. All he could do was stare out the
cockpit window. “What the fuck are those things? Dinosaurs?”
“Flying
lizards,” said Jane, calmly.
Bullock was
standing up in the top gun pod. His eyes were open, staring in wonder at the
flock of flying lizards. They were scattering and flying off in all directions.
“I think they’re dimorphodons,” he yelled, squatting.
“I believe you
are correct, Mr. Bullock,” yelled Jane.
“I don’t know
what the really big ones are?” yelled Bullock, back. 
“Big ones?”
asked Jim, just as giant claws snatched a dimorphodon from right in front of
the cockpit.
“That,” said
Jane, “is a big pterosaur.” More pterosaurs appeared, one flying towards the
B26, claws outstretched. The claws scraped along the top of the plane; Bullock
opened fire with the .50 cal. She couldn’t see if he shot it, but the smaller
flying lizards suddenly started swarming around the plane. “I’m not sure
painting the tail red was such a good idea,” she muttered, noticing the
dimorphodons had bright red tails. 
“Maybe not,”
agreed Jim, trying to fly the plane through the least crowded bit of airspace.
The
dimorphodons were only about three feet long, with maybe a five-foot wingspan.
The giant pterosaurs were much bigger. Many had over a 30-foot wingspan. The
body of the creature was mostly neck. The head and neck were at least 50% of
the creature’s length. 
Jane stepped
back into the plane, looking out the widows at the dimorphodons. Lisa was
strapped in now, watching the flying lizards. “They’re lining up behind us like
geese,” said Dr. Smith, fascinated.
Jane turned
back towards the cockpit. Burton was snapping a picture out the window, trying
to capture the flying dinosaurs. There was another burst of machine gun fire.
Bullets ripped through one of the giant pterosaurs just as it had grabbed one
of the dimorphodons. The creature released his catch, the dimorphodon falling
straight into the left engine. Smoke began pouring from the engine just as it
sputtered and died. The bullet-riddled pterosaur fell to, hitting the plane’s
wing right on top of the engine. As the flying lizard slid off the wing, it
took most of the propellor with it. 
“Fuck,”
grunted Jim. The B-26 began gliding, luckily there were some powerful updrafts.
“Double fuck,” said Jim. 
“What?” asked
Jane, leaning in.
“There’s no
place to land and we got a cliff coming up fast.” Jim turned back to the
intercom. “We need to lighten the load. Throw anything, we don’t need out the
bomb doors.” The men opened the bomb bay, looking for anything they could throw
out.
“We going to
make it?” asked Jane.
“I don’t know,
Major,” said Jim. “I don’t know. If we do make it over, then we have to worry
about finding a place I can put this bird down. I suggest you go to plan B.”
Jim looked up at her sadly.
“What?”
“You need to
bail out.”
“I can’t
leave…” Jane paused, realizing he was right. The mission was of utmost
importance. 
“Hurry Jane,”
he said, the cliff rapidly approaching.
“You can’t
leave me,” said Lisa anxiously as Jane calmly strolled in, grabbing a
parachute.
“Sorry Doctor
Smith,” she answered unemotionally. “You’ll be safer with the plane.”
“If he can
land it,” cried Lisa, desperately.
“Captain Crowe
has my total respect,” said Jane, grabbing a knapsack. Dr. Smith’s lead
containers were in there, along with matches, a compass, a canteen, an Enfield
no2 revolver, and other supplies. She hooked it onto her belt. “Ready Captain.”
“We’ll try to
leave sign of where we are near the central lake,” yelled Jim. He turned in his
seat and stared at her, sadly. “Good luck, Major.” Jim saluted her.
“Captain.”
Jane returned the salute. She was still saluting when she took a step back,
disappearing through the bomb bay doors.
**********
Jane stared up
at the plane, smoke still pouring from the one engine. The thermal updraft was
stronger than expected and she had hopes Jim might pull this off. The
dimorphodons flew in a V-shaped formation right behind the plane. She watched
them fly off, items still falling out the bomb bay as the crew of the marauder
desperately tried to clear the approaching mountain.
A giant shape
flew over the plane, spotting her, the pterosaur began a dive straight toward
her. Jane didn’t panic. Her hands found her revolver, pulled it out, and calmly
began shooting towards the flying lizard. It closed rapidly on her, its
foot-long beak opened hungrily as it neared her, toothless, but still razor
sharp.
Bullets
riddled the beast as the bomber’s .30 tail gun opened up on it. Jane made a
mental note to thank Lt. Burke the next time she saw him. Unfortunately, the
dead pterosaur was still coming, slamming into her and sending her spinning out
of control.
Jane whipped
around, rapidly growing dizzy. She saw the marauder aiming right for the cliff.
The next time she spun around, the B-26 had gained altitude. She spun around
again, hopeful for the crew of the Blackbird as the bomber looked like it was
going to make it. 
KABOOM!
The explosion
rattled her eardrums. She spun around again, seeing flames and smoke on top of the
mountain. The dimorphodons were gliding over the cliff top and out of sight
still in formation. A few pterosaurs were still in pursuit.
Jane’s brain
barely registered the loss of the black airmen. The pterosaur had hit her hard
and combined with the spinning, she was struggling and failing to keep from
passing out. She reached for the cord, yanking it, the parachute deploying and
jerking her back up. 
Jane opened
her eyes, taking in the breathtaking vista before her. She’d jumped out of the
plane over rocky badlands, but now she was slowly falling over a lush green
jungle. She could make out the large central lake in the distance. She was
probably East of it, but had lost all sense of direction since bailing out of the
bomber. Large animals, sauropods, were moving by the lake, feeding on
vegetation, some walking on the shore, others wading in the water so that she
could see only a hump and the giant necks. A small herd of ceratopsians
wandered along the shore, serpentine heads rising out of the water to watch
them. Smaller pterosaurs glided over the water, scooping fish up in their
beaks. 
Jane stared in
wonder as she rapidly closed on the jungle canopy. She was coming down fast,
nowhere to steer the parachute. She stared down at the treetops looking for a
place to land, eyes widening in horror as she saw the thorn-covered vines
crisscrossing the tops of the trees. The thorns were as big as her head, sharp
pointy tips glistening with dew.
The parachute
came down on the thorns, razor-sharp edges tearing into her body as she crashed
through the trees. Her parachute caught, jerking her back, her head hitting a
branch, and then there was only…
Darkness.
Next:
Chapter 2: Castaways of the Forsaken Jungle
Chapter 1 Notes:
1) This story is in the style of the old pulp serials and as
such will contain many tropes found in pulp magazines.
2) The Martin B-26A Marauder bomber was nicknamed the
"Widowmaker" as it had airspeed issues with landings and takeoffs
that caused a lot of crashes. This problem was solved with proper training. 
3) The famous Tuskegee airmen are mostly known for piloting
fighters and serving as bomber escorts. The 477th Bombardment group trained
with B-25 Mitchell bombers, but never served in combat. My use of a B-26A
suggests that B-25's and a white flight crew were too valuable to risk on a
mission General Harris believes to be a waste of time and resources.
4) Nylon
hose came on the market in May of 1940 and sold 750,000 pairs the first day.
Silk (imported from Japan), Rayon, and cotton stockings were also worn, but
less popular. The materials were in heavy demand during the war for use as
parachutes, gun bags, and more. The government commandeered the supply of silk
in 1941 and Dupont’s supply of nylon in 1942. Women were encouraged to donate
all their torn silk or nylon hose for the war effort, hence Jane’s tossing her
torn stockings at General Harris. The thought of going without stockings was
unheard of to most women and many resorted to using eyebrow pencils to paint
fake lines down the backs of their legs as Jane observes on Lisa Smith when she
walks away. 
5) The Lost World is from the Sir Arthur Conan Doyle's novel
written in 1912. There have been many movie and TV adaptions of the novel.
Challenger, Malone, Summerlee, and others are all characters from the novel.
Paula White is a character from the 1925 silent film version of the Lost World.
6) Vril is taken from the novel, The Coming Race by Edward
Bulwer-Lytton, first published anonymously in 1871. It featured an underground
race called the Vril-ya that had tapped into the power of Vril. The book was
incredibly popular and eventually some people such as Theosophist Madame
Blavatsky began to believe Vril was a real magical force. The belief that the
Nazis had a vril society was alleged in the 1960 book, The Morning of the
Magicians. The authors claimed that the Vril society was an inner circle of the
Thule society, a Nazi occult and folk group later reorganized into the Nazi
party. One interesting fact about Bulwer-Lytton is that he was responsible for
the opening line, “It was a dark and stormy night.”
7) The Wells are taken from Norse mythology. The Well of
Mimir is where Odin sacrificed his eye to gain wisdom. Jane’s precognition
develops after her dip in the well. In Jane’s vision the pool is glowing green
more brightly than it is during her bath suggesting the pool is losing some of
its power. It explains why she doesn’t recognize it as a Vril well when she and
Patty bath in it.
8) Jane was a rather scrawny teenager with a thin willowy
figure and a flat chest. Bathing in the first well at age 15 gave her a fuller womanly
figure and breasts in the CC range. The second well grew them to DD/E which is
her standard breast size. During the brief period she was affected by the COCK
of Osiris and while she is affected by the ambient Vril radiation of the Lost
World, they are more of an F-cup.
9) “This
isn’t my first rain shower,” is a British expression. I wanted to use “This
isn’t my first rodeo,” but apparently that expression came into the vernacular
with the movie “Mommie Dearest” in 1981.
10) Military
boxer brief underwear was called shorts during the time period.
11) The
giant long necked pterosaurs are Quetzalcoatlus. They were not discovered until
1971 so Jane and Bullock were unfamiliar with the species.
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Chapter Two:
Transformed By the Lost World
Darkness
turned to light.
Jane stirred,
becoming aware of a sharp pain in her foot. The pain deepened, daggers piercing
her skin. She yanked her foot back, causing her body to swing slowly back and
forth.
She opened her
eyes. Things were blurry at first, but as her vision came into focus, she
pulled her second foot back just as razor-sharp fangs were snapping down,
closing on thin air. The creature fell back to the ground, hopping from foot to
foot, looking irritated. 
Fascinating,
she thought, staring at the dinosaur, it resembled a velociraptor only
velociraptors were roughly the size of turkeys while this theropod appeared her
height. The raptor hopped back, bending down, it picked her boot up in its jaws
and shook it vigorously much like a dog shaking a stuffed toy. It spit the
tattered boot out and made another futile leap for her. As long as she kept her
legs up, she was safe.
Momentarily
safe from danger, Jane also became aware that she was staring down at the
dinosaur over bare breasts, her nipples were hard, achingly so. Several
rivulets of sweat were rolling down her chest and over the slopes of her
breasts. “Lost your top again,” echoed Patty’s voice in her head, voiced often
by her former lady’s maid and friend because of Jane’s proclivity for having
her blouse ripped off. 
Her top was
not the only thing she had lost. Jane risked lowering her legs long enough to
see that her feet and legs were bare, and she could see the dark black curly
hair covering her pubic mound. Faint scars covered one foot where the raptor’s
teeth had penetrated her flesh through her boot. She raised her legs again when
it appeared the raptor might make another leap.
Jane glanced
up. She was dangling by her parachute cord, the rope caught by branches, the
chute itself ripped to shreds by the wickedly sharp thorns lining the vines
covering the trees. The same thorns that must have ripped her clothes off her
body while miraculously leaving her unharmed. She could make out pieces of torn
clothes and parachute. There was no sign of the pack holding her supplies. She
was completely naked. No, not completely. Her belt had survived around her
waist, somewhat tattered, but intact, and more importantly, her survival knife
was still in its sheath around her belt.
Time to get
out of this mess, she thought, looking around at her surroundings. There was a
large branch close by that she could probably swing to. Luckily, the thorns
seemed confined to the emergent layer of the jungle, while the canopy was
relatively safe and filled with branches and non-thorny vines. 
Jane lowered
and raised her feet, causing her to swing on the cords toward the branch. The
raptor honked repeatedly; its call being echoed by other creatures in the
forest. Her legs reached the branch and wrapped around it, holding her still.
She almost let go when the angry dinosaur leaped on the tree. Its nasty hooked
hind claws dug into the tree bark as the creature tried to scramble to reach
her, but it slipped and fell back to the ground. It honked again, leaping
angrily while watching her.
Jane pulled
herself up on the branch and squatted, pulling out her knife and cutting
through the cord to free herself. She glanced at the beast to keep an eye on
it, stopping to stare when she saw that it had been joined by two more of its
kind. All three were watching her, eerily frozen still.
Jane rescued
some of the parachute cord, wrapping it around her shoulder. She looked down
again. A half dozen velociraptors were now staring up at her. They moved aside
as a gray leathery-skinned beast walked through the pack, turning its hateful
gaze upon her. The raptor was old, and covered in scars including one vicious
gash across an eye socket, that left the pupil a cloudy white. She stared back
at the beast repressing a shudder for the one-eyed raptor’s gaze felt
malevolent, like it wanted to kill her out of spite and not just for food.
“Looks like
it’s safer sticking to the canopy,” she muttered, looking around and seeing
another branch that looked strong enough to hold her. There was a vine hanging
between her and the branch. Jane leaped towards the trunk of her tree, kicking
herself off and twisting her body so that she could grab the dangling vine. She
found herself grinning with excitement as she landed safely on the next branch.
Not only was she an Olympic-level gymnast, but her genius-level intellect
allowed her to calculate algebraic and calculus equations in her head nearly
instantaneously. Swinging through the trees would be a breeze for her.
Old one-eye
gave a loud honk. Jane glanced down just as the raptors scattered. Within
seconds they were gone. They crashed and stomped through the jungle and just
like that everything went silent. She snorted. They had not gone far. They were
hidden, camouflaged, waiting, hoping she would come down. Well, bullocks to
that.
Her nipples
ached again. They were engorged with blood, fully swollen. It almost felt like
an invisible hand was pinching them and droplets of milk appeared on the tips.
The invisible hand was not just pinching them, it was pulling on them like it
was trying to pull her breasts along with it. Jane stared down at her breasts
in horror, silently praying her worst fears would not be realized. Her breasts
were growing again! After bathing in two mythological Norse wells, her breasts
had grown to the point they were barely contained by an American large size D
brassiere. Now they were expanding back to the giant size they had grown to
after being ejaculated on by the COCK of Osiris. She felt her breasts filling
with milk making them heavier. The extra weight threw her off a little, but the
cheeks of her rear end were filling out as well to help balance her out. Her
breasts stopped growing, but her nipples stayed swollen which left her in a
slightly distracting state of constant arousal. The good news was that this was
proof of the presence of large amounts of vril in the lost world and her
breasts should return to normal once she left the Lost World.
It was hot and
humid. Her nude body was covered by a glistening sheen of sweat. It was not too
uncomfortable in the jungle shade, but she would need water soon, and with no
canteen, she’d need to stay near a source of water. Luckily, from her
parachute, she had spied the large central lake and it appeared it was fed by
many rivers and streams meaning water should be plentiful.
She looked
down, giving her shiny body a quick once-over, and was surprised to see that
she had been wrong. Her body was covered by scars. She had not escaped the
thorns unscathed after all. She was not sore or in any pain. Even the throbbing
in her foot from the raptor bite was gone. So were the scars on her foot!
Jane’s brow furrowed and she raised her right arm, looking at one long jagged
line of dried blood down her entire forearm. She used a fingernail on her other
hand to scrape away the blood. “Fascinating,” she gasped, seeing that there was
not any sign of a wound beneath the dried blood. Rapid healing was another side
effect of Vril!
Jane Stalwart
squatted on her branch and looked around at her surroundings. The sun was high,
and she could not tell which direction was Northeast until it started setting.
She decided to just take the easiest path through the canopy and see where it
took her. Her eyes focused on the closest vine and a strong branch several
hundred feet away. Her mind did the calculations. Vine, vine, leap off the
springy branch, vine, grab the branch, swing for the vine, run along the tree
trunk, vine, vine, and finally, branch. 
Easy, she
thought. And it was.
Jane had
trained in long-distance running by a Tarahumara Indian and could run at a
steady pace for hours if needed. Swinging through the canopy was not much
harder for her though her arm muscles were not as built up as her leg muscles
were. The naked woman traveled for several miles, pausing occasionally, not so
much to rest, but to listen for signs of danger. In the beginning, she caught
movement out of the corner of her eyes, or a bush would shake or a low branch
sticking out from a tree looked suspiciously like a raptor tail. After a few
more miles, there were no more signs of the raptors still pursuing her. So,
Jane felt reasonably safe when she found her first signs of water.
A strong
stream of water poured steadily over a small rock outcropping creating a
picturesque little waterfall with a small bathing pool beneath it. Some large
boulders surrounded the waterfall. Gorgeous orchids, some common to the Amazon
rainforest and some of unknown species covered the flora around the pool. Some
grew from the ground and others used the trees as a host species. It looked
safe and inviting, but Jane still sat frozen for close to an hour staring at
the waterfall below before she decided it was safe enough to come down from the
canopy.
She landed on
a rock, crouching, eyes scanning her surroundings, ears listening to the noises
of the rainforest. Jane crept forward, stepping down onto another rock, her
eyes scanning the pool. It was not deep, and she saw no signs of danger. She
stepped into the pool, unhooked her belt, and laid it down on the rock before
wading towards the waterfall.
Jane stepped
under the waterfall, letting the water wash over her nude body. She threw her
head back and drank her fill. The bottom was sandy, so Jane crouched and
grabbed a handful of coarse sand using it to scrub her body. She had more lines
of dried blood than she had at first noticed, but underneath there were no
wounds and her foot had fully healed. She even felt great like the very land
was invigorating her. 
Jane stepped
out from under the waterfall just as a great cat landed on top of the boulder
she had first jumped down from the trees onto. It crouched, feline eyes turning
towards her.
Jane stared.
The cat was smaller than a lion but heavier with the coloration of a South
American jaguar. Its most distinguishing characteristic were the pair of
foot-long saber-like teeth stabbing down over its lower jaw. 
A Smilodon!
Jane stared at
the cat, not turning her head, but her eyes moved staring at her knife still in
its sheath lying on the lower rock under the cat. The beast was staring back at
her. Jane took a sideways step towards her knife and then another. The
Smilodon’s hind quarters rose. Jane knew what a big cat about to pounce looked
like. She took another sidestep and then ran for her belt.
The Smilodon
sprang off the rock just as her hand closed on the hilt of her knife. She
turned holding the belt up as she pulled the knife free. The saber-toothed
cat’s front claws ripped through her belt and raked her belly, digging deep
into her flesh. Her free hand grabbed the monster’s neck as her other hand
plunged the knife into the cat’s side, stabbing again and again, knife plunging
into flesh repeatedly. She was sure her blade had found the creature’s heart
yet its jaws were still trying to close down around her head. Its claws raked
her again, this time in her thighs. She buried the knife and released it, her
hand grabbing the cat on one of its saber teeth. She held the jaws open
surprised by how weak the force of the Smilodon’s jaws were. The creature
shuddered and collapsed. Jane threw it off her and onto the boulder.
She clutched
her bleeding stomach, hunching over and gasping for breath. The claws had torn
into her belly and thighs, but already the pain was fading as the wounds closed
up. When she felt better, she stood and walked over to examine the beast,
pulling her knife from its side.
The big cat
looked just like a typical South American jaguar but for the foot-long teeth
extending down from the upper jaw. “Slightly larger than a jaguar,” she
muttered, curiously. 
Jane pushed
her knife into the cat’s belly and began skinning the creature. The one side
was pretty ragged from the thrusts of her dagger, but the other side was whole.
Still, she wouldn’t have much material to work with, not even enough for a
short shift.
Jane skinned
the Smilodon and washed the skin off, leaving it on the boulder to dry. She
returned to the waterfall, this time keeping her dagger with her. She set about
washing the blood off her. She still had some scars, but even where the cat’s
claws had dug deep were closed up. Jane Stalwart had remarkable recuperative
abilities, but this was quick even for her. Lucky, they had been deep enough
she would have had to work out a way to give herself stitches if it weren’t for
the land’s healing properties
She didn’t
feel safe on the ground and figuring fashioning an outfit would take some time;
she carried the skin up into a tree branch and set to make an outfit that would
cover at least some of her nudity. 
Jane worked
hard and fast, but it still took her several hours to make something wearable.
She glanced down once to see that the corpse of the Smilodon was gone, a smear
of blood along the rock indicating the direction it had been dragged. Clever
beasts, she thought, suspecting that she hadn’t left the raptor pack behind
after all. 
Jane held her
top up and examined it. It resembled a brassiere, but smaller. She’d managed to
cut out two triangles of skin, poked three holes in the points of the
triangles, and tied strands of twirled skin through the holes. The strands were
long enough, that she could tie one behind her neck and the second behind her
back. The third connected the two triangles between her breasts. She tried it
on, tying it behind the still-wet black hair around her neck. The triangles
only covered a third of her large breasts, but they protected her nipples which
were showing no signs of softening. The top was a little tight, but it held her
breasts firm and kept them from jiggling too much.
The second
half of her outfit was two pieces. She’d fashioned a new belt from the
parachute cord tying a short piece of skin to the front to cover her crotch
down to her ass with a thin thong of skin running from her fanny through the
crack of her behind and tied to the top of the back of the belt. She had enough
skin to hang off the front of the cord to create a loincloth, but only a third
as much to hang off the rear. The back loincloth bared most of her ass and it
would flutter when she moved baring the rest of it. Oh well, she thought,
sighing. It was better than nothing. 
Jane set off
again, swinging through the jungle, her brain calculating paths so easily, she
found herself moving through the canopy as fast as she moved while jogging down
a paved road if not faster.
Jane’s stomach
growled and she realized it had been some time since she’d eaten. A short time
later, she found some Eugenia berries and plopped a few into her mouth. The
fleshy berry was good and the juice helped quench her thirst. The humidity was
keeping her skin and hair damp as well as making her thirsty. Most of the
berries were low to the ground. She froze, looking and listening, but the only
sounds she heard were far off. Jane dropped to the jungle floor and ate some
more berries, pushing her way through the bushes, her eyes widening with
surprise when she spied the fruit.
The Eugenia
she’d been eating were known as Surinam cherries, but the fruit on the next
bushes resembled temperate climate strawberries only the berries were the size
of her head. They were ripe, bright red, and plentiful, and some had been
munched on by herbivores. 
Jane walked
towards them amazed at the sight. When she arrived at the nearest bush, she
used her knife to slice off a large chunk of the giant strawberry and took a
bite of the sweet fruit. It was delicious! She took another bite, juices
running down her chin. When she looked back up, the velociraptors had formed a
semi-circle around her with old one-eye in the middle. Jane dropped the giant
strawberry and pulled her knife, knowing that it wouldn’t do much good against
so many of the beasts.
Jane spared a
glance around her, but she’d wandered too far off from the nearest vine or
branch that would take her back up into the safety of the trees. One-eye threw
his head back and barked, the others repeating the gesture as a group. Jane opted
to run.
She spun on
her heel and raced away as fast as her strong legs could carry her. The raptors
were in hot pursuit and they were faster. Beyond a cluster of giant strawberry
plants, she saw her first sign of hope. A loop of vine hung off the branch of a
tree above a gravel-filled clearing. It was high, but a strong leap should do
the trick. 
Jane burst
through the bushes, but where she expected firm ground her feet sank calf deep
into the gravel. Her momentum carried her forward, knee-deep, then thigh-deep.
Jane stumbled in the thick muck.
Quicksand!
The lead
velociraptor leaped over the bush and landed in the pudding-thick mire. It
barked, still struggling to reach her. The rest of the pack came to a rapid
halt along the edge of the pool. Jane knew it was best not to struggle in the
quicksand, but the trapped raptor didn’t. It was straining to reach her with
its forearms, sinking faster and faster into the sand. It was still staring at
her, jaws open, teeth dripping with saliva as it sank into the sand up to his
head. The beast only closed its jaws when the quicksand threatened to pour into
its mouth. It was still staring at her as it sank out of sight.
Jane sighed
with relief. Quicksand wasn’t that dangerous if you didn’t panic. The problem
was that the vine was still out of reach and straining for it might push her
deeper. She decided to risk it, trying to stand and kick back, reaching up for
the vine. Just as a clawed hand grabbed her leg and pulled her deeper. The
raptor wasn’t quite dead. Jane looked up at the receding vine. She reached in
vain for her salvation, taking a deep breath just as the raptor pulled her
under.
Jane’s arm was
still rising from the quicksand, the hand reaching out for the vine, slowly
sinking. The claw finally released her leg just as Jane’s lungs started
straining. Jane felt herself beginning to blackout.
And then a
human hand was wrapping around her wrist. She gripped it back as her rescuer
began to pull.
**********
“My Johnson’s
gone all big!”
Jim Crowe quit
examining his engines and glanced over at Archer. His co-pilot was holding his
pants open and staring down at his crotch. Lt. Bullock was on sentry duty,
armed with a rifle and keeping an eye out for trouble. He was shifting from
foot to foot while reaching down to squeeze and pull his junk to the side. Jim
turned his attention back to Burke who was examining the engines with him.
Burke’s hand was in his pants adjusting his penis. He was frowning and seemed
to be measuring himself
Jim felt it
too. His cock was straining to burst out of his shorts. His balls felt bigger
and heavier. He wanted to pull it out and see exactly how big it had grown to.
He wanted to give it a good wanking to take some pressure off his nuts. But his
first duty was to his crew. Jim sighed. “Well, Burke?”
Burke yanked
his hand out of his pants. He turned his attention back on the engine, running
his hand over his bald pate, beads of sweat flying off. “I can get the engines
working, I think, but we still got a missing propellor.”
“I can make do
with one,” said Jim.
“I could use
your help, Cap?” asked Burke. “You’re as good as I am at gettin’ engines
running.”
“Sorry,” said
Jim. “Draft any of the boys you need. I’m going to go find Major Stalwart.”
“What does a
city boy like you know about surviving in a jungle filled with monsters?”
“Detroit’s an
urban jungle filled with monsters, but I get your point. Still, Jane might need
help. Ask Spanky if you need anything.” Jim looked around. “Where’d Spanky get
off to?” Archer had been standing just ten feet away looking in his pants.
“He wandered
off that way, Cap,” said Bullock. The skinny kid was flexing one bicep and it
looked bigger to Jim’s eyes. The kid was filling out his uniform more to. 
Jim felt
bigger to, larger muscles, and a broader chest, not to mention the growing
bulge in the crotch of his pants. “Well, where’d he go?”
“Don’t know.
Looking for a place to shit, maybe?”
“Dammit, this
place is dangerous and we can’t go wandering off.” Jim turned his head as Dr.
Smith was climbing down the wheel well. She wore khaki slacks and a white
blouse. Jim looked away then back. He hadn’t realized what a nice ass the Doc
had. It had looked rather flat in her dress, but her slacks were showing off
her plump well-rounded rear end much better. Lisa’s foot touched the ground and
she turned to face him. His eyes flickered to her chest. Her tits hadn’t been
this big yesterday. Her blouse was unbuttoned at the top, showing a sheen of
sweat on her chest. The other buttons appeared to be straining not to go flying
off from the pressure of her swollen bosom. She’d tied the blouse up beneath
her breasts to reveal her taut stomach and the cutest bellybutton Jim had ever
seen. Her hair was down for the first time and fell halfway down her back.
“Doc,” he greeted, feeling his Johnson trying to swell in his pants at the
sight of the lovely woman. 
“Fortuitous we
found this flat area to land,” she said, her lovely blue eyes looking around. 
“Maybe, maybe
not,” he replied.
“How so?” she
turned her attention to him.
Sweat beaded
his brow as he fought not to look back down at her cleavage. Her tits looked
even bigger than they had a moment ago. “Our make-shift landing strip isn’t
natural, ma’am. It’s a herd trail down to the lake. You’re standing in a
footprint.”
“Oh my,” said
Lisa, looking down at the size of the print. “At least a herd this large would
have to be herbivores.”
“Extremely
large herbivores,” said Jim, stealing another glance at her boobs while she
looked down at the footprint. It was bigger than an elephant’s. “We need to
stay vigilant.” Smith pulled a device out of her pocket and stared at it as she
stepped off the trail and into the brush. “Where do you think you’re going,
Doc?”
“This is a
Geiger counter. It should detect Vril radiation. I’m just going to survey the
area and see if I can get a general direction of any vril deposits.” She
stepped through some brush.
“Doc, it’s
dangerous out there,” said Jim.
“You do your
job Captain and I’ll do mine.”
“Nobody
listens,” complained Jim. “Calhoun, grab a rifle and go keep an eye on Dr.
Smith.”
“Sure thing,
Cap,” replied Julius Calhoun, grinning. Keeping “an eye” on the blonde white
woman wasn’t something he minded doing at all.
**********
Archer found a
fallen tree to lean against. He’d stripped off his hot shirt and tossed it over
the trunk. The tree’s bark had been partially stripped by some large animal,
but he didn’t have time to be concerned about that. Right now, his Johnson
needed some air.
Lee undid his
pants and reached inside, his hand closing around his cock. It was thicker than
normal. Excited to see it, Archer freed his Johnson from his pants. He was a
strong, powerful man, but unfortunately, as he aged, ate more of his wife’s
fabulous cooking, and enjoyed beer a little too much, he’d developed a bit of a
gut. Normally, staring down at his penis sticking out from under his gut, he
could only see about half of his six-inch shaft. Now, he was staring at a good
seven inches and it was only semi-erect. Lee squeezed the swollen tip and
tugged, feeling it swell quickly. His cock had always been nicely shaped with a
flat tip and a flared crown. The shaft curved up slightly. Fully erect, he was
now staring at a good nine inches, with three more inches hidden under his gut.
His Johnson had doubled in length and thickness! 
Spanky reached
under his cock and gave his nuts a good heft. They were equally swollen and it
only took one testicle to fill his palm. They were, perhaps, five times larger
than usual and a lot heavier. They were also aching painfully.
Lee Archer
pulled his hand back and spit in his palm. He began coating the head with his
saliva, spitting again when he realized he’d need more. Archer beat his meat
almost compulsively and had once been caught by his brother, who immediately
started calling him, “Spanky” and the nickname stuck. 
Satisfied his
newly massive cock was well-lubricated, he leaned back against the tree and
began jerking off.
**********
Lisa
calibrated her instrument, aiming it around so that the radio waves could reach
everywhere on the plateau, though there were some high points and cliffs that
might block her signal.
She shifted
uncomfortably, reaching up and unbuttoning another button on her blouse. She
glanced down, shocked to see that the blouse was already unbuttoned halfway
down her bosom and the topmost fastened button was already straining around her
expanding breasts. There was a “twang” as the top button flew off.
Doctor Smith
reached down and unfastened the next button and the next, and finally just
opened her blouse. It didn’t help much as her brassiere was only sized for her
regular B-cup breasts and it was starting to painfully constrict her chest. Her
nipples were sensitive and swollen, pushing hard into the rayon satin bra. Lisa
shrugged off her blouse, quickly reaching behind her to unhook her bra before
it cut off her breathing. She sighed with relief when the constriction stopped.
Lisa threw her
blouse over her shoulder. She couldn’t return to the colored airmen topless and
thought she might be able to wrap the blouse around her breasts in some
fashion. It wasn’t just her teats that were expanding. Her flat rear end was
growing an impressive firm pair of buttocks rising out from her thighs and the
small of her back. The extra weight in her behind was helping to balance out
the weight growing on her chest. It was also causing her crotch and waist to
constrict. Lisa unbuttoned her slacks and wiggled them down her hips before
they got so tight, she had to cut them off.
Lisa pushed
her slacks down and stepped out of them. Luckily, her panty seemed to be
handling the added growth in her rear end, but barely. Normally, the
flesh-colored panty covered half her stomach and ran down her thighs. The
waistband had been pulled down under her navel, almost to her pubic mound. The
bottom had ridden up her thighs also and the material in the rear was starting
to dig into the crack in her buttocks, leaving some of her lower cheeks
exposed.
“Ridiculous,”
she muttered, glancing down at her body, though secretly she was impressed by
her new look. The pinup girls’ American airmen put on the noses of their planes
didn’t even have tits or asses this big. Her breasts had gone from a teacup to
a challenge cup to a very challenged cup.
Lisa Smith
bunched her slacks up with her blouse and carried them under one arm while
aiming her signaling device with her free hand. Lisa was walking around a large
prehistoric-looking fern when a grunt caused her to look up with alarm.
Lisa’s jaw
dropped just as the bundle of clothes in her arm fell to the ground. The
Blackbird’s copilot was leaning against a tree naked, his hand stroking an
enormous black phallus. The thing was monstrously huge. The flat crowned head
was as big and as black as a dark plum. It was so swollen it looked like it
could explode at any…
“FUUCCCKKKK!!”
grunted Archer. His cock bucked upwards; an oil can’s worth of white semen
spewing forth from the tip.
The tip of the
giant strand of semen struck her lower lip just as the bulk of it splattered on
her chest, bare breasts, and belly. Archer let go of his huge black cock, the
giant rod jerked out of control, discharging even more of the voluminous white
seed, covering her tits and stomach. Lee Archer’s eyes were wide as he stared
at the blonde white woman’s nearly nude body while his cock ejaculated all over
her.
“You filthy
ape,” she spat in disgust, still staring at his cock as it twitched. Cum still
flew out from the tip, but not with enough force to reach her. “Yech!” She took
her eyes off his cock to stare down at her breasts. Big gobs of his thick semen
were sliding down the slopes towards her nipples. Her hands slid up her belly,
scooping up his viscous seed. “Your disgusting filth is all over me.” Her hands
squished his sperm into the bottoms of her breasts, sliding up her heavy
breasts. “Mmmm,” she moaned as her hands rubbed over her tits. Her newly
elongated nipples were so sensitive now. “So much cum,” she muttered, rubbing
the sperm on top of her breasts into her fat nipples. “Mmm,” she moaned again,
sucking her lower lip into her mouth and tasting the semen that had landed on
her lips. “Disgusti…” Lisa’s tongue flickered out, licking around her lips,
lapping up the rest of his sperm. It was good!
“Sorry, doc,
you surprised me is all.” Lee was staring intently at her hands still rubbing
his jizz all over her bare tits.
Lisa’s gaze
came off her breasts and turned her attention back to his cock. She stared at
it fascinated, absentmindedly scooping up a wad of his pudding-thick seed and
bringing her fingers up to her mouth. Her tongue flickered out to lick it off.
“It’s still hard?”
“I think
that’s mostly your fault, doc,” said Archer.
“Oh!” said
Lisa, glancing down to see that both her hands had their middle and index
fingers out rubbing his sperm into her hard nipples. “OH!” She stopped,
realizing what she was doing and who she was doing it in front of. She held one
arm over her breasts to cover them while staring in fascination at Archer’s
giant black cock.
“It's so big,
Lieutenant,” she said. 
“Started
growing the second the plane landed, I think.” He reached down and grabbed the
shaft, wanting desperately to stroke it again. “Seems my Johnson isn’t the only
thing around here to have gotten bigger.” He nodded towards her breasts.
Lisa flushed,
pulling her arm tighter against her breasts yet unable to take her eyes off
Archer’s giant cock. Lisa Smith stepped closer leaning in to look at it. Archer
released the shaft again so that she could see the entire thing. “It’s got to
be a foot long,” she gasped, leaning closer.
“Thereabouts,
ma’am.”
“How big was
it before?”
“I’d guess
half as big. It’s doubled in thickness too.”
“Amazing,” she
muttered.
“My nuts is…
excuse me, my testicles have grown a lot bigger too.”
“Obviously,”
she replied, thinking of the incredible volume of semen he’d sprayed on her.
Her hand came out, fingers outstretched towards the head. “May I?” she asked,
looking up at him. He just nodded vigorously, her hand moving forward until the
tips of her fingers brushed over the hard head.
Lisa grabbed
the head and squeezed. It was as hard and unyielding as a rubber ball. She was
no virgin, she’d slept with her fiancé, the professor, before his untimely
death, and recently, an American intelligence officer she was working with
discussing project Vril. He’d put her in touch with the President. They were
technically still in a relationship.
Of course,
neither man had a prick like this. James had started developing erection
problems and his five-inch penis was often floppy. The intelligence officer had
no problems getting his penis hard and had some stamina to go along with it,
but his penis was a rather skinny six inches. The army man had a great body
compared to Professor Powell’s rather pudgy torso and she greatly enjoyed
sleeping with her muscular army man.
Archer’s giant
black cock put their penises to shame.
“It’s so big,”
she gasped. “And hard!” Her hand slid down his penis. “So black…” It was so
rigid; she could have hammered a nail in with it. Lisa lifted the shaft,
gasping again at the size of the two black balls dangling beneath it. Lisa’s
tongue licked across her lips, remembering the taste of his seed. She’d liked
it. She spit on her hand and rubbed it into the flat head of his cock. “I’d
like to see how much semen it produces a second time,” she explained. She spit
again, coating more of his cock, stroking her hand up and down the shaft.
“Uh, be my
guest, doc,” said Archer, leaning back against the tree. His hips started to
buck slightly pushing his huge black cock through her hands even as she spit
again, trying to get the big shaft better lubricated.
The negro’s
cock felt so big and powerful as her hand slid up and down the shaft. It was
hot and throbbed with his pulse. Her hand looked so small on the thick shaft,
her fingers not even meeting as she gripped it. Her stroking had milked out a
final drop of semen from the tip. It glistened under her gaze and Lisa found
herself leaning in to lap it up off his urethra. She savored it on her tongue,
no longer able to deny how good his seed tasted or that she wanted more of it.
Her mouth never left the tip of his cock as her tongue twirled around the head
before she took it in her mouth and started sucking. This was new territory for
her, something she’d never done for the professor or her handsome army man, but
something about this large negro cock made her want to suck it.
So, she did.
**********
Julius Calhoun
walked slowly through the brush, keeping an eye out for dinosaurs or any other
sign of danger. “Doctor Smith,” he called out, but not too loudly. Where had
she got to? The blonde woman wasn’t too far ahead of him.
It was God
awful hot and humid here in the jungle. Calhoun paused long enough to pull his
tee shirt off over his head, dog tags falling back down to his chest. He patted
his face down with his shirt before tucking it into his pants. He glanced down,
rather impressed with his chest. Always rather on the skinny side, his muscles
suddenly seemed to have become better defined, and at some point, he picked up
a six-pack of abdominal muscles on his stomach. “Looking good, Julius,” he
muttered.
Calhoun raised
the gun and proceeded through the brush. He quickly brought the gun up to his
shoulder when he heard a loud grunt. Julius stepped forward, pointing his rifle
as he stepped around a huge fern that looked like the top of a palm tree
planted in the ground. He slowly lowered the rifle, staring with disbelief at
what he was looking at. He’d found Dr. Smith and Lt. Archer for that matter.
The lovely blonde doctor was on all fours, bobbing her head vigorously up and
down Archer’s dick. Lee had one black hand over the back of her head helping
guide her. His head was thrown back and it was his groan Calhoun had heard.
Archer was no rapist and the white woman wasn’t being forced. She looked like
she was enjoying it.
She was
enjoying it. Or at least, it was arousing her. Calhoun’s gaze fell on her
panty. Her thighs were slightly spread and he could see her pretty white cunny
was soaked and a little slip of her underwear was wet and clinging to it. Most
of the rest of her underwear had pulled up into the crack of her moon-shaped
ass.
Julius gulped,
reaching down and undoing his pants without taking his eyes off the white woman
happily blowing his copilot. His dick was rock hard, he tugged it out, finally
gazing down at it when he realized how big it had gotten. He had squeezed it
through his pants, but this was the first time, he’d looked at it. His short
prick had doubled in size pushing past eleven inches and was as thick as a soda
pop bottle. 
He pushed his
pants down and stepped out of them, lowering his shorts under his now
coconut-sized balls. There was no way Calhoun wasn’t going to jerk off watching
this. He spit in his hand, stroking his big cock, watching Lisa bob her head
and occasionally catching glimpses of her erect pink nipples sticking out of
her milky white titties. He stroked faster, his gaze increasingly falling on
her cunny. She was so wet; he could see her slit through the soaked underwear.
Her arousal was running down her thighs. She wanted it.
Julius Calhoun
didn’t want to get court marshaled and he certainly didn’t want to get lynched,
but if the white woman was willingly sucking one black pecker, then maybe she
wouldn’t mind fucking another? He gulped when he realized what he was about to
do. If she objected, he’d play the recalcitrant negro and pray she didn’t press
charges against him.
Julius Calhoun
stepped forward. Archer raised his head and stared at him, then down at
Calhoun’s prick. Julius kneeled. Lee watched intently not ordering him to stop.
Calhoun grabbed the bunched-up panty and pulled it out of Lisa’s ass. She kept
sucking Archer’s dick even as Calhoun pulled her underwear away from her pussy.
Her white pussy was gorgeous. Her slit and lips were a lovely pink, and the
hair coming off her mound was as blonde as those on her head. He gazed in awe
at the forbidden fruit before bringing his black dick up toward her pink slit.
Its hard blackness stood out strongly against the whiteness of her skin.
Calhoun inched closer, pushing his cock down until the head was gently touching
her cunny’s slit. 
Julius gulped
again. His heart was beating so hard, he could feel it in his ears. He pushed
down on his prick, her lips parting around the big head of his giant negro
cock.
Damn, dis
white cunny gonna feel as good as honey, he thought, pushing forward and
watching her pink pussy lips swallow the head of his black cock.
There was a
muffled groan from Dr. Smith and she quit bobbing her head for a moment. But it
was only a moment before she went back to sucking Archer’s giant Johnson while
pushing her ass back into Calhoun’s cock trying to get more of it inside her.
Julius grabbed her hips and held on as he began working his cock in deeper.
Archer threw
back his head and groaned again. He looked down. Calhoun had grown a monster of
a prick, nearly as big as his own, but it looked thicker and he’d already
worked about half of it into Doctor Smith’s pussy. She’d only hesitated a
second when Calhoun started pushing his fat black Johnson in her and didn’t
even know who was fucking her pussy. He looked down at his big mitt of a hand
holding the blonde bitch’s head. His wedding ring glistened on one finger. He
felt a twinge of guilt at cheating on Delores, but she’d never sucked his cock.
The most she’d done was give the head a kiss as she was mounting him. Doctor
Smith’s mouth felt way too good for him to stop what she was doing and if he
died on this mission or during the war, this was gonna be the last thing he
remembered, a blonde bitch with tits bigger than Jane Russell’s doing things
he’d only seen women do in the Tijuana bibles he had hidden in his gear. This
was a fantasy come true. 
“GURK!”
Doctor Smith
was making choking sounds around his cock as she’d suddenly pushed forward
until her forehead was pressed into his gut. Calhoun had slammed forward
finally sinking his cock into her pushing her forward. Lisa gagged slightly
with ten inches of black meat shoved down her throat. She may have choked if
his gut hadn’t stopped her from swallowing the whole thing. Lee could feel her
exhaling through her nose on his pubes as she adapted to having her throat
stretched. 
“GUG!”
The blonde’s
lovely blue eyes rolled up in her head as she stared up at Archer. Tremors
rippled through her body.
“AGHHH!”
“Fuck, that’s
good,” groaned Calhoun. “The Doc just creamed all over my cock.” He had been
sitting up on his knees, fucking Smith pretty forcefully. Now Julius sat back
on his haunches and started pulling the doctor back into his cock and removing
several inches of Lee’s Johnson from her throat. Archer could see Calhoun’s
giant Johnson sticking out through the crack in Lisa’s ass and it was dripping
wet. “Guess there’s one thing you like about negroes, doncha Doc?”
“MMMPPHHH!”
Her eyes were
still rolled up like she was cock drunk being spit roasted by the two negroes.
Calhoun was pulling her back into his cock and pushing her forwards doing all
the work. “Fuck this is some good pussy,” grunted Calhoun. 
“AGHHH!”
“That’s it,
doc, cum all over that big black cock,” he chuckled. Julius Calhoun wasn’t
smooth with the ladies, but he spent all his extra cash on whores that hung
around the airfield back in Alabama and was plenty experienced. Archer had only
ever been with his wife for the last twenty years and he’d been happy with
that, but it still felt great having 6-8 inches of black prick shoved down the
bitch’s throat and if he got a shot at that white pussy, he wasn’t gonna turn
it down. The increased size of his nuts had increased the pleasure of his last
orgasm tenfold and if he couldn’t get any more from Dr. Smith, then old Spanky
was gonna live up to his nickname and whack off as much as possible while in this
Lost World. 
Archer’s balls
were starting to ache. Another nut was coming and it was gonna be as good as
the first. The ache grew. Smith was still staring up at him with her icy blue
eyes as his cock slid in and out of her throat. He desperately wanted to fill
her stomach with jizz, but his conscious won out and he warned her. “Gonna cum,
Doc.”
To Lee’s
astonishment, she started sucking his prick faster. Even more astonishing,
Calhoun wasn’t holding her hips anymore. She was doing all the work, pushing
back on her arms to fuck Calhoun’s cock and forwards on her knees to suck
Archer’s. “Oh, fuuuccckkk, doc,” he groaned as another powerful load of jizz
began blowing out of his balls.
“MMMPPHH!” 
“GURK!”
Doctor Smith
was willingly gulping his cum down. She pushed back hard into Calhoun’s crotch
so that the head of Archer’s dick was in her mouth. Archer watched her cheeks
balloon out and indent as she swallowed a mouthful of his seed. The expression
of ecstasy on her face sure made it appear that she enjoyed the taste of his
jizz. The blonde suddenly choked, spitting out a mouthful of seed that poured
down her chin. She was trembling through another orgasm, coughing out more of
Archer’s jizz as she tried to cry out. Calhoun chuckled behind her, proud of
his sexual prowess.
Archer’s cock
spat several more streams of sperm into the back of her throat. It stayed hard
for a bit before finally turning soft enough he could remove it. Lisa licked
the underside of the head as left her mouth, still looking up at him. She
blinked as Archer smacked his soft cock on her face several times. It was still
a foot long and fat, but had gone limp. He slid out along the tree and pulled
his pants up.
“Fuck me,” she
cried, focusing on the pounding Calhoun was giving her. Archer was impressed
that Calhoun could maintain such a pace without cumming, but then their
increased cock size seemed to have increased their stamina also. 
“Fuck you with
what, doc?” asked Calhoun.
“Your cock!
Fuck me with your big cock!”
“What kind of
cock?” Calhoun pulled back so that just the tip of his eleven-inch prick was
pressing into her pussy. He held her hips, stopping her from pushing back into
him to get more.
“Please, put
it back in,” she begged.
“What kind of
cock?” he repeated.
“Neger cock!
Fuck me with your big neger cock!”
Calhoun pulled
her back into his shaft and she sighed with pleasure at getting what she had
begged for. Archer frowned, he’d never heard it pronounced neger before, but
shrugged it off. Lee stood and watched the erotic scene before him. Lisa looked
incredible down on all fours getting fucked from behind by a dark-skinned black
man. Lisa’s new giant breasts swung like udders beneath her as Calhoun slammed
his cock in and out of her. Her new rear end stuck out, firm and upthrust, like
it was begging for a cock.
“OH FUCK!”
grunted Calhoun, pulling her ass back into the base of his cock and holding it
there.
“WAIT! NO!”
Doctor Smith’s eyes flew wide in alarm. Her look of alarm turned to ecstasy.
“YYESS!!” she cried as she began cumming again. “FUCK YES! FUCKYES! SOGOOD! SO
GOOD! So good,” she moaned, each strong spurt of neger seed prolonged her
orgasm, her vaginal contractions squeezing and milking the big black cock for
every last drop of his sperm.
Calhoun slowly
pulled out, He stood, staggering slightly. Smith’s head sank down on her arms,
her ass still raised into the air. Julius’ semen soon started pouring out of
her overstretched pussy. “Yes,” she moaned, over and over.
“You two pull
yourselves together and get back to the plane,” ordered Archer. “Doctor Smith,
we’ll keep this to ourselves. No of us are behaving normally here.” Spanky
Archer looked around. They were mostly in a clearing with only a few of the
prehistoric ferns growing in it. The ground was mostly dirt and gravel. To his
left was the jungle, strange noises coming out of it. Before him was a sea of
tall grass going down towards the central lake. Anything could be hiding in it
and there were animal trails visible in several spots. There were also plenty
of three toed dinosaur footprints in the dirt around them. “Keep that rifle on
you, Calhoun and keep the Doctor safe. We can’t risk being distracted like that
again.” Lee had been so eager to spank off that he’d wandered away from the
plane without a sidearm. He’d better get back and rectify that and make sure
everyone kept a weapon on them. He was in charge until the captain got back and
he meant to keep everyone safe. “No more splitting up after this. See you at
the plane.” Archer turned away and jogged off.
**********
“How dare
you,” hissed Doctor Smith, pushing herself to her knees.
“What’s that,
doc?” asked Calhoun, retrieving his rifle.
“You defiled
me with your deficient negro seed,” she hissed, glaring venomously at the young
black man. Her arrogant bitch face had returned.
“Deficient!
Looks like quite a lot to me,” he said, approaching her.
Lisa’s eyes
widened. Calhoun was still naked and his giant neger cock was still hard. It
stuck out from his crotch a good eleven inches and as thick as her wrist. She couldn’t
believe she had taken such a monster. “You came in me, you black ape! You might
have impregnated me with a mongrel baby,” she said, unable to take her eyes of
the massive black cock bobbing right before her eyes. “It’s so big,” she
gasped, really seeing it for the first time. Archer’s had been bigger, but
partially hidden by his large belly. 
Julius noticed
her attention and instead of starting to droop, his dick swelled and rose a
little. Doctor Smith gasped when she saw it swell. “Don’t worry, doc, I’ll do
the right thing and marry you. Then we can have lots of mongrel babies.”
“Damn you,
Calhoun,” she hissed, raising her arm and running the tips of two of her
fingers down his shaft. His cock leapt at her touch. She raised it with her
fingers and glanced at his heavy scrotum. His thighs were muscular and close
together pushing his balls forward. Each testicle was as big as her fist. She
hefted one. “So heavy,” she muttered.
“They seemed
to fill back up pretty quick, doc. I’m up for another round if you’re
interested?”
Lisa gasped at
the negro’s insolence. She looked up at him in contempt. “What makes you think
I’d want to degrade myself like that again?”
“Cause, I know
you never been fucked like that before in your life and if you don’t want to
fuck again then why are you jerking my cock off?”
“I’m not…”
Lisa looked down at her hand and was horrified to see that she was indeed
stroking him off. “Oh my god!”
Calhoun
stepped closer. “Okay doc, I’ll fuck you again, but first ya gotta show it some
love.”
“What do you
mean?”
“Suck on that
big black prick.”
Lisa sat up on
her legs and bent his cock down to her lips. The black ape grinned down at her
in triumph as she opened her mouth and took the large head of his cock inside.
She stared up at him with hatred even as a contented moan arose from her
throat. She liked having their big black cocks in her mouth. She closed her
eyes to avoid seeing his dark skin as she slurped all over Calhoun’s prick. She
cursed this land for making her behave like a tramp. This place even made their
seed taste good. She was torn between wanting to taste his cum and wanting to
feel his big cock inside her again. Why couldn’t it have been a white airplane
crew, she thought as she sucked his cock deeper. 
Julius was in
heaven. He’d gotten plenty of blow jobs, but they had cost him fistfuls of cash
and now a woman… a white woman was sucking his Johnson like she wanted to suck
the black off of it. It wasn’t just any white woman either, it was a blonde
with a movie star’s glamourous looks and the body of a Varga girl. But there
was one thing Calhoun loved more than a good blowie. He pulled back, the Doc’s
head moved forward trying to keep his cock in her mouth. “Come on Doc, lets
fuck again.”
Smith turned
around and got on all fours, wiggling her rear end at him.
“Na, not like
that, Doc. I want you to ride me.”
“I don’t…”
Smith turned around trying to object, but the spunky young lieutenant was
already sitting on the dirt. She didn’t want to have to look at him, but if she
were on top, she was in control and could jump off before he spewed more of his
deficient seed inside her womb. “Alright,” she agreed, “Just warn me before you
release again.”
“Sure thing,
Doc.” He laid down and held his cock up for her.
The ground
where they were was mostly loose dirt with little leaves are debris. There was
a surprising lack of insect life crawling around. She straddled him and pushed
herself up so that she could squat over his cock. The fat head of his shaft
found her pussy lips and she sank down into it, moaning as he filled her again.
Lisa sat in Calhoun’s lap, trembling as she came again.
“Feels good,
doesn’t it, Doc?”
“Unh huh,” she
agreed, gasping for breath. Her vaginal muscles were still contracting around
every square inch of Calhoun’s big black shaft. Lisa wasn’t certain she’d ever
orgasmed before, certainly not with the professor and though she found sex with
her handsome army intelligence officer, she didn’t believe she’d ever came with
him. If she had, it was nothing like she was experiencing here in the Lost
World. “Oh fuck!” she gasped in shock. Calhoun had grabbed her breasts and was
teasing her nipples, pinching and tugging on them.
“Gawd damn,
look at these big white titties,” he said, in awe of her newly expanded
breasts.
“Fuck, fuck,
FUCK!” she squealed, cumming again. Her pussy was going nuts around his cock,
squeezing and contracting around it, like she was trying to milk another load
out of his balls. Her orgasm kept coming when he raised his head and teased her
nipple around his thick neger lips before sucking her hard nub into his mouth.
Her nipples had swelled with her breasts, growing and remaining hard the second
the plane landed on the plateau. They were ultra-sensitive and easily
stimulated. She was cumming so hard, she feared she might pass out, so Lisa
reared back, sitting up in his lap. Her wet nipple plopped out of his mouth,
glistening in the sunlight.
Lisa placed
her hands on his chest as she rode his giant cock. Lisa stared down at her
black lover, surprised at how sexy her white hands looked resting on his
dark-skinned chest. If he’d been a white man, the enhanced musculature and
large penis would have made him a perfect physical specimen. 
Lisa lowered
herself again, pushing back into the root of his cock. Her face hovered inches
over Calhoun’s. He reached out and grabbed the side of her face, pulling her
lips down against his. She felt his tongue probing into her mouth.
Instinctively she parted her lips, the tip of her tongue touching his before
she suddenly realized what she was doing and pushed back herself back up. She
stared down at him, horrified by his audacity. Lisa raised one hand off his
chest and brought the palm down hard against the side of his face. “How dare
you?” she screamed, as he winced from the blow. She raised her arm again,
farther this time to slap him even harder, but when she brought her hand down,
he raised his arm easily blocking the blow. His arm slid up, his black hand
grabbing the back of her head and pulling her lips down against his again. She
only struggled for a moment before opening her mouth and letting his tongue in.
A muffled cry emerged from her throat as she came again while they kissed.
Doctor Smith
gave in after that orgasm, riding his cock to several more over the next
fifteen minutes, whorish words emerging from her lips. “Fuck me. Fuck me with
your big negro cock. So big. So full. I love your big black cock, Calhoun. You
fuck me so good. So good. So good.”
Calhoun loved
every minute of it. He squeezed her tits, pinching and sucking her nipples. He
gave her playful slaps on her bouncing rear end. “That’s it, Doc, work that
pussy. Cum all over that black cock. Nobody else can fuck you this good, whore.
This is my pussy now. Your pussy belongs to my big black cock, Doc. Gonna fuck
you whenever I want. Make you my personal whore.”
“God yes. Your
pussy. Whenever you want. Your whore. Please keep fucking me.”
“Oh fuck,
Doc,” he groaned. “Getting close.”
“YES!!” she
cried. “Don’t cum in me. Keep fucking me. More cock!”
Calhoun
grabbed her hips and held on as she began bouncing in his lap even faster.
“Final warning, Doc. Getting close. Gonna cum.”
“Don’t cum in
me,” she ordered, riding him even harder. “Don’t! Cum in me. In me. Seed me. I
want it again. I want your cum. I want your baby!”
Calhoun
grabbed her hips and pulled her down into his lap as his cock exploded,
flooding her fertile womb with his semen. “Yes,” they cried together as her
final orgasm burst from her womb. His cock continued to jerk, sending wad after
wad of semen into her pussy, her vaginal muscles, squeezing and contracting
inwards milking his balls for every drop. Her fluids soaked his shaft and
poured out of her, soaking his crotch and balls.
Lisa sat in
his lap, staring at him with an expression of total love and adoration. His
cock continued to give little twitches spitting out more semen into her womb.
They sat like that for several minutes until his cock finally lost some of its
hardness and began to recede. “Damn, Doc, that was amazing,” he said, sitting
up and turning his head to kiss her. 
Doctor Smith
seemed to come out of a trance, her eyes widening in horror as she stared in
his eyes, her expression quickly turning to rage and hate.
SMACK!
Her palm
slapped his cheek harder than the first time. “YOU DID IT AGAIN YOU BLACK
BASTARD!”
“Stop hitting
me, you crazy bitch and keep it down. We aren’t that far from camp.”
“You
inseminated me again!” she hissed.
“You begged
for it,” said Calhoun, smacking her ass. “Now get off me.”
“I did not,”
spat Lisa, a dawning realization spreading over her face. “My god! I did,” she
whispered in horror. Lisa suppressed a desire to kiss him while slowly raising
herself off his spent cock. Unplugged, her pussy started leaking a steady
stream of his semen. She moved over to the rock, grabbing her blouse and using
it to stem the flow pouring out of her well-fucked vagina. “All those vile
things that came out of my mouth,” she muttered in disbelief. 
“You weren’t
yourself, Doc,” said Julius climbing to his feet, feeling a little sorry for
the conflicted woman.
“You said them
to,” she added.
“Not normal
for me either,” he lied, swaying his hips and watching his giant black prick
slap from thigh to thigh. 
Lisa Smith
stared at his cock like it was hypnotizing her. “Please get that thing out of
my sight?” she asked.
“Sure thing,
Doc,” said Calhoun, grabbing his shorts and stepping into them. He felt her
eyes of his cock the whole time until it disappeared. “But I got a feeling that
if we’re ever alone again and I pull this thing out, we’re gonna…”
“Then I’ll
endeavor that we are never alone again.”
“And I’ll
endeavor not to pull it out,” he lied again. Calhoun found his trousers and
stepped into them. He grabbed his tee shirt, but left it off. It was hot and
the shirt was tight on his newly enhanced musculature. “Let’s get back, Doc.”
“I can’t walk
back to camp like this,” she said, standing and showing him her naked body in
all its glory.
Calhoun gulped
as his eyes swept up and down her amazing figure. Incredibly, he felt his cock
stirring in his pants again. “What’s wrong?” he asked, cluelessly.
“My clothes
don’t fit anymore.”
“Well, mine
won’t fit you. Just wrap your blouse around your chest or something and I’ll
tell the men to look away when we get back.”
Her blouse was
soaked with his semen and turning crusty as it dried. “That won’t work.”
“Do you have a
change of clothes that’ll fit?”
“No, just my
blue dress and I probably wouldn’t be able to pull that down over my breasts.”
“What about
Major Stalwart’s uniform?”
“I can’t wear
the uniform of another country,” she said, dismissively.
“But you and
she are about the same size now and for all we know, she’s dead?”
“Very well,”
she replied. “Fetch me her uniform then… please?”
“You sure,
Doc? I don’t want to leave you alone.”
“We haven’t
seen anything dangerous since we’ve been here,” she said. “Please Calhoun? Just
hurry back.”
“Sure thing,
Lisa,” he grabbed his rifle and made to leave, but quickly turned back. “Maybe
when this is all over, Lisa, we could catch a movie?”
Lisa pulled
her shoe off and threw it at him. He ducked and disappeared around the giant
fern. “That’s Doctor Smith,” she yelled.
“I’ll take
that as a maybe,” he yelled back.
Lisa sat back
on the tree and drew her legs up, wrapping her arms around them. What’s
happening to me, she thought, recalling all the disgusting things she’d said
while mating with the negro. Her lip curled up with a smile as she pictured
Calhoun’s gorgeous black cock in her head… and Archer’s… such perfect specimens
of the male phallus. Archer’s seed had tasted delicious, it made her want more.
The pleasure she’d felt cumming all over Calhoun’s cock was indescribable… It
made her want to fuck him again… and again.
Lisa was so
caught up in her disturbing thoughts that she didn’t hear the rustling in the
reeds behind her until it was too late. She sprang up off the rock and spun
around as the figures began emerging from the tall grass.
**********
Jane wasn’t
able to wipe the mud off her eyes until she had a safe grip on the tree branch
and when she finally saw her rescuer, she was stunned. The woman was simply
gorgeous. Her beautiful face stared at Jane curiously through vril infected
bright green eyes. Her face was framed with long blonde hair, straight, but
slightly unkempt. She was dressed remarkably similar to Jane or to how Jane had
been for she realized the quicksand had sucked off her makeshift Smilodon
outfit leaving her naked again. She’d managed to cling to her sheathed knife
and the tattered useless remains of her loincloth hung from it. The jungle
girl’s outfit was better put together and made from lizard or dinosaur skin.
Small slings of skin barely covered her enormous bosom, tied behind her neck
and back. A similar skin panty barely covered her crotch and was tied at her
sides, resembling a two-piece swimsuit only showing too much of her belly
including her navel. Her figure was tall, athletic, and very fit. Her skin was
shiny and slick with sweat, mostly clean, but for dirty bare feet and some mud
on her arm from where she had pulled Jane up into the tree. Jane’s nipples
began leaking slightly as she felt a growing desire for the woman.
The jungle
girl cocked her head, staring Jane up and down. She tapped her chest.
“Pa-oola,” she said. 
Jane reached
out almost touching her. “You Pa-oola,” she said, pulling her hand back and
touching her own muddy chest. “Me Jane.”
Jane jumped
when a monkey suddenly landed on Pa-oola’s shoulder and screeched/honked at
her. It wasn’t a normal monkey though. The thing was more of a lizard-monkey.
It closely resembled a capuchin, but had clawed, parrot-like feet and a
dinosaur snout with sharp serrated teeth in its mouth. Pa-oola petted the
creature’s head. “Jocko,” she said.
“Jocko,” said
Jane. The creature looked back at her suspiciously before howling again. The
honk was answered by velociraptors waiting below.
“Come,” said
Pa-oola, “we must get away from the claw-foots.”
“You speak
English?” said Jane, surprised.
The blonde
jungle girl tapped her chest again. “American,” she said.
“British,”
added Jane.
“Can you keep
to the trees?” She spoke slowly, her English stilted, like she was out of
practice. Jane nodded. “Follow, to my home.”
“Hold on,”
said Jane. The remains of her loincloth were enough that she could tie it
around her forearm to keep her knife handy. When it was secure, she looked up
and nodded at the blonde.
Pa-oola turned
and ran down the branch, leaping off the trunk of the tree and reaching out for
a nearby vine. The monkey jumped off her shoulder and made his own way. Jane
followed, emulating Pa-oola’s movement through the trees. The blonde was much
more experienced at this type of travel, but Jane’s extraordinary mental skills
allowed her to learn things quickly. Not only was she able to keep up with the
jungle girl, but she found the experience exhilarating. 
The constant
sweat rolling down her body had the mud falling off her in clumps. Soon her
nude body was visible again. They traveled for miles through the canopy. Jane
watched Pa-oola swing from a vine, release it and twist her body around like a
pole vaulter to pass over the back plate of a large stegosaur passing beneath
them. Jane emulated her technique, grabbing the next vine, but stopping on the
next branch so that she could observe the massive creature. There were three of
them, slowly ambling through the jungle floor munching on a particular fern
they seemed to fancy. Two were large, nearly thirty feet long from what she
could tell. The body of both creatures were ten feet tall at the hips with the
biggest plate at the arch of the back adding another 4-5 feet to the creature’s
height. The third was about half the size of the larger ones.
Jane was so
enraptured by the sight of the large herbivores that she lost track of the
jungle girl. She continued in the direction they’d been heading, hoping that
Pa-oola would notice she wasn’t right behind her at one point. She was so
distracted, that Jane made a near fatal mistake. She leapt from a vine to a
branch and then made a dive for a thick vine dangling in a loop off the branch
of a tree. She realized it was a snake just as her hands grabbed the top of the
coil, hoping she had time to reach for the next branch. Unfortunately, the
snake was quicker, dropping off the branch, coiling around Jane as they
plummeted towards the jungle floor. “HELP!” she yelled, hoping Pa-oola would
hear her plea. 
They tumbled
down, smashing through several small branches, the large constrictor wrapping
around her body as they fell. They hit the ground with a thud, the snake’s
coils cushioning her fall, but the beast was unharmed, its scaly coils
tightening around her body. She sat up, the arm with her knife was trapped
within the squeezing grip of the snake. It’s large arrow-shaped head rose up
before her face, jaws opening wide, revealing its razor-sharp fangs. Jane shot
her free hand out, gripping the monstrous serpent just beneath the head. She
kept her arm straight keeping that gaping mouth away from her even as the coils
tightened further around her body. She held her breath, ribs hurting as the loops
squeezed tighter, her finger tips brushing the hilt of her sheathed knife, but
there was no way she would be able to grab it. Her strength waned and the
snake’s head moved closer, the jaws unhinging wide enough to swallow her head.
Her vision blurred, turning dark…  Jane’s
grip around the beast’s neck slowly relaxed
Just as Jane’s
hand fell away, Pa-oola stabbed her knife up under the jaw, piercing the mouth
and stabbing through the beast’s brain. The coils relaxed, tightened again, and
then unwound enough that Jane could gasp for air. Pa-oola’s knife was an Alfred
Williams Bowie knife, sharp and deadly. She kept both hands around the hilt and
slowly began circling around Jane, unraveling the snake’s coils from her body. 
As soon as she
was freed, Jane fell to her hands and knees, still gasping for air. “Thanks,”
she gasped. Her ribs hurt, but didn’t feel like any were cracked. She glanced
over at Pa-oola. The jungle girl was skillfully skinning the snake. Jane stood,
bending down to brush off her knees. She stared at the giant constrictor.
“That’s one big snake,” she said.
Pa-oola
glanced up from her skinning and grinned at her. “No, this small snake. Only baby,”
she said. “They hide in trees and drop on prey. Adults are too big for trees.
Hunt on ground.” She looked up quickly when noisy chittering erupted from a
nearby bush. “Come,” she said, throwing the snakeskin over one shoulder.
Pa-oola shinnied up a nearby tree as easily as a Samoan coconut collector. 
Jane found
another tree with lower branches and pulled herself up. As soon as she was off
the ground, a half dozen small theropods emerged from the bushes rushing for
the remains of the snake. She paused to watch them tear into the snake. She
recognized them as Compsognathus, supposedly the size of chickens, but these
were as big as a well-fed Christmas goose. Jane looked around for the jungle
girl and found her squatting on a large branch above her, waving impatiently
for her to follow.
They proceeded
on their journey through the jungle canopy. Pa-oola stayed closer this time and
Jane made sure that every vine she was reaching for was a vine and not another
snake. After another forty minutes or so of travel, Pa-oola leaped to a large
branch and walked out along it overlooking a clearing. Jane followed a few
seconds later. Pa-oola turned holding her hand out towards the clearing.
“Home,” she said.
Jane glanced
down into the clearing at the picturesque scene. “It’s beautiful,” she said. A
multi-level treehouse with thatched roofs, ladders and even steps to different
rooms occupied a large Kapok tree. The treehouse even had a deck just above a
blue pool which was fed by a waterfall pouring over a mossy rock. The clearing
and pool were protected by an arranged wall of thorny vines supplemented with
stakes to keep out predators. Jane was impressed. 
Pa-oola leaped
and swung her way down to the clearing. A ladder leaned against the tree giving
access to the treehouse through a square in the floor of the deck with a
trapdoor. Pa-oola quickly climbed the ladder, followed by Jane.
Jane climbed
onto the deck and watched Pa-oola spread out the snakeskin along the railing of
the deck. The blonde turned and stepped closer, facing Jane. “I show home,” she
said. The blonde reached behind her neck, under her hair and untied her top. It
fell to the deck, quickly followed by her panty. Her breasts were similar in
size to Jane’s and she was nearly the same height. Pa-oola’s erect nipples were
nearly brushing Jane’s own nipples. Jane felt her pulse quicken as she stared
down the jungle girls’ trim athletic body at her lush blonde pubic mound. “But
first, we bath.”
Pa-oola
stepped backward and fell through a gap in the railing, twisting into a dive
and disappearing into the water. Jane untied her knife from around her arm, and
set it on a small table nearby. 
She dove in
after Pa-oola.
**********
Calhoun had
returned to the B-26 to find the crew hard at work. Captain Crowe had left to
search for Major Stalwart. The rest had mostly stripped down to their
undershirts, now stretched and bulging with newly enhanced muscles. For the
most part their pants still fit if a little too short and tighter on the men.
They all had impressive bulges in their crotches, hands coming down to
constantly adjust their pricks. 
Cain was on
picket duty, standing apart from the men while keeping an eye on the
surrounding jungle and down the large herd trail they’d landed on. “What you
been up to?” asked Langston. Like Calhoun, he was carrying a M1, but held his
rifle in the high-ready position. A bayonet was sheathed in his belt.
“Grabbing
Major Stalwart’s uniform for Doctor Smith,” said Calhoun. Langston Cain raised
an eyebrow. “She outgrew her clothes,” he explained, grinning. Cain grinned
back and gave him a nod.
Julius Calhoun
ducked under the Marauder and pulled himself up into the plane. Jane Stalwart’s
military uniform was neatly folded beside her rolled up sleeping bag. Lisa
Smith’s blue dress was folded beside her bag. Calhoun agreed with Smith’s
assessment that the previously scrawny blonde wouldn’t be able to even pull it
on over her head with her new body. He grabbed Jane’s uniform and exited the
plane. 
Archer saw
what he was carrying and gave him a knowing wink. He winked back. His Johnson
swelled and extended an inch as he was reminded of the fun he and Spanky had
just had with Doctor Smith. 
Calhoun left
the landing site, following the path he’d taken earlier. The vegetation was
sparse with just a few of the giant ferns growing out of the sandy soil.
Numerous three-toed dinosaur footprints were in the sand, reminding him that
this place was dangerous and it wasn’t safe to be distracted by the lovely
Doctor Smith. His cock swelled again as he thought about her. “Ridiculous,” he
muttered, reaching into his pants to adjust himself to make his large cock more
comfortable.
As Julius
neared where he’d left Lisa, his semi-hard cock and aching nuts had him
increasingly wondering if she’d be up for another round. She’d bitch and feign
disinterest, but if he pulled it out again, she’d probably drop to her knees
and start blowing him again. “Dammit,” he thought as his cock hardened
completely. 
Julius Calhoun
rounded the giant prehistoric looking fern and froze. He dropped Jane’s uniform
and raised his rifle. 
“Lass deine
waffe fallen!” ordered a German pointing his rifle at Calhoun.
There were six
others all with weapon raised and pointed at Calhoun. Another held a machine
pistol. Like the Tuskegee airmen, they had stripped down to undershirts or wore
unbuttoned uniforms showing off chests bulging with muscles. He recognized
their uniforms as fallschirmjager, German paratroopers. Another,
sinister-looking, German stood out from the regular paratroopers. 
The officer
wore a black uniform and was holding Lisa tightly in front of him. His left arm
was under her breasts, his hand squeezing her right breast flesh just under her
swollen nipple. Higher on the arm was a Nazi armband. His right arm was raised
and holding a vicious looking knife against her neck. His chin rested on her
shoulder. His face was haughty and sneering at Calhoun. “Drop your Veapon,
Afrikaner,” he said.
Julius stared
at Lisa. Even in peril, she was gorgeous. Her nude body was glistening with
sweat. Her large breasts were heaving as she gasped in fear. She looked at him
pleadingly through her big baby blues. “Please, Calh… Julius, do as they say.
Julius gulped,
filled with an urge to protect her. The Germans were equally trying to keep an
eye on him and distracted by the naked blonde. Several staring at her in lust,
enormous bulges under their pants showing exactly what they were thinking. 
Julius raised
the muzzle of his rifle and seven Germans tensed up prepared to gun him down.
Lisa Smith shook her head, mouthing the word, “No.”
Julius Calhoun
sighed and lowered the rifle. “Alright,” he said, throwing his weapon to the
ground. “But if you harm one hair on her…” he paused as the Nazi began
laughing. The SS officer lowered the knife from Lisa’s throat and released her.
Lisa was also laughing at him with a sneer across her face. “Lisa, what’s going
on?” he asked.
The naked
woman took several steps forward and raised her right arm before shouting. 
“Heil Hitler!”
Next: Chapter
3: Castaways of the Forsaken Jungle
1) Velociraptors were the size of
turkeys. They were made larger to make them scarier for the movie, Jurassic
Park. In 1993, the same year the movie came out, an American paleontologist,
described a much larger species called Utahraptor that was as tall as a man and
could reach 20-23' long that closely matched the raptors in the movie. For the
most part, my dinosaurs are pulp era and not modern "feathered"
interpretations.
2) Tarahumara Indians from
Northern Mexico are well-known for their runners and several famous marathon
runners were Tarahumara. They even had a form of prayer that involved running
for extended periods of time. They referred to themselves as Raramuri which in
their native tongue meant "Runners on foot" or "those who run
fast".
3) In 1937, Warner’s introduced
four cup sizes to its bras, A, B, C, and D. They were quickly given the
nicknames, egg cup, tea cup, coffee cup, and challenge cup respectfully.
4) The giant strawberries are a
reference to Sid & Marty Croft's, The Land of the Lost, tv series. 
5) Jane Russell first came to
fame in the 1943, Howard Hughes movie, The Outlaw. The film came under scrutiny
from the Production Code Administration, citing that, "the girl's breasts
are shockingly emphasized." The film was heavily promoted including the
infamous "haystack" photos which were edited to make Russell's blouse
appear ripped and her skirt hiked up. These cheesecake shots helped make
Russell a favorite pinup among American GIs in World War II.
6) Tijuana Bibles were small 8-page
palm sized erotic comic books often parodying popular comics of the time such
as Blondie or Popeye. They were produced from the 1920s to the early 1960s,
peaking during the great depression. In the movie, The Green Mile, the sadistic
guard Percy Wetmore is seen reading one hidden within a book about caring for
mental patients. 
7) Neger simply means negro in
German and a clue that Lisa Smith was a Nazi spy. It's considered a pejorative
today and not widely used, but would have been the norm in the 1940s. It is not
considered as offensive as the American "N" word. 
8) Jocko was a regular monkey in
the 1925 movie version of the Lost World.
9) Alberto Vargas was a famous
illustrator of pinup girls whose art inspired or was copied onto the nose art
of World War 2 bombers. 
10) "You Pa-oola, me
Jane," is of course, a Tarzan reference.
11) The giant
snake is a Titanoboa. They hadn't been discovered until 2002 so Jane was
unfamiliar with it.
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Chapter Three:
Castaways of the Forsaken Jungle

Jane swam toward
Pa-oola. The jungle girl was standing under the waterfall, head back, letting
the cool water cascade over her naked body. Jane arrived at the rock beneath
the waterfall and stood staring at the blonde. “Pa-oola… Paula?”

Pa-oola lowered her
head and stepped out from under the water. “Paula… yes. My mate… Zambo,
pronounced my name Pa-oola.”

“You’re Paula
White, from the Challenger expedition?”

Pa-oola nodded.
“Yes, Zambo and I… only survivors.”

Jane stared at her.
“No, they all survived—Challenger, Roxton, Summerlee. I know Challenger.”

Paula stared at her
in horror. “They didn’t come back for us?”

Jane frowned.
According to Challenger’s notes, Zambo was a black Brazilian guide who never
even made it to the plateau. He waited on a rocky outcropping nearby.
Apparently, Challenger’s account of the expedition wasn’t entirely truthful.
“What happened?”

“There was a cave
that led down to the Amazon basin. We were leaving, fleeing from ape-men, when
a quake hit and the ceiling began to collapse. Zambo pushed me out of the way
of the falling rocks, trapping us here. The others said they would send help. No
help came. I assumed all dead.”

“I’m sorry,” said
Jane. “And Zambo?”

“Missing… two years
now… I think. Lost track of time.”

“How old were you
during the expedition?”

“Can’t remember,”
she said, brow furrowed in thought. “I was born in 1884.”

 Pa-oola would have
been around 28 during the expedition and hadn’t aged a bit. For that matter,
Jane was now 34 but hadn’t aged since she was 23 after bathing in Mimir’s Well.
“You look good for 60.”

Paula White looked
back at her like she was crazy. “Not possible.”

“It’s 1944.”

Paula’s jaw
dropped. She sank down into the water, sitting half-submerged on a rock. “So
long,” she muttered.

Jane leaned down
and put her hand on Pa-oola’s shoulder. “I’m sorry,” she said.

Paula looked up at
Jane with her big green eyes. She reached out and pulled a pebble from Jane’s
hair. “You have mud in your hair. Get under the water.”

Jane moved under
the waterfall and let the water cascade off her nude body. Paula swam away and
returned carrying a basket woven of palm fronds. The basket was filled with
berries. Paula grabbed a handful; they were the size of raspberries and varied
in color from red to purple. Jane reached out for one and tasted it. The berry
was similar to a goji berry but tasted like a cross between a blueberry and a
raspberry. The juice on her fingers gave off a powerful, pleasant scent like
jasmine and rose.

“No eat. For hair,”
said Pa-oola. She stood while Jane squatted and squashed the handful of berries
into Jane’s hair. She leaned over Jane, crushing the berries and turning them
into a paste that she spread over Jane’s hair. Paula began kneading Jane’s scalp,
rubbing the juice through her hair.

Jane moaned, her
nostrils filled with the scent of jasmine and roses. Paula’s breasts hovered
over Jane’s face. Her eyes followed the jungle girl’s swollen nipples. They
were pink and extended out from large areolae nearly half an inch. Paula’s
entire lithe figure was a light golden tan except for the milky white skin
normally covered by her bra-like top. Jane glanced down the woman’s abdominal
ridges, at her tummy and the bushy blonde hair covering her pubic mound. She
looked back up the blonde’s body just as Pa-oola leaned in closer to massage
the back of her head.

Jane moaned again,
her mouth opening, the very tip of Paula’s nipple lightly brushing Jane’s lips.
Jane brought her lips down over the hard nub and sucked it into her mouth.
There was a large gasp from Paula, but she didn’t pull away; instead, she
pulled Jane’s head against her bosom while Jane suckled and gently bit down on
her swollen teat. Jane reached around her waist and grabbed Paula’s ass cheeks.
Gentle little mews came from the back of Paula’s throat. She finally pulled her
tit out of Jane’s mouth, panting with arousal. She looked down as Jane looked
up at her. Paula lowered as Jane rose, turning their heads, their lips pressing
together.

The two women
stood, breasts mashed together as they kissed and ran their hands over each
other’s bodies. Jane felt her heart racing. It had been a while since she’d
been with a woman, and it fulfilled a need in her that she’d had since the Cock
of Osiris had caused her and Patty to have a sapphic encounter. She pulled her
crotch back from Pa-oola’s and ran her palm down through the blonde woman’s
bush. Her finger found Paula’s slit and easily slipped inside the jungle girl’s
warm, wet fanny. Paula humped Jane’s finger several times before she broke
their kiss and grabbed Jane’s wrist, pushing Jane’s hand away from her pussy.
Jane stared into Paula’s green eyes, afraid she’d gone too far, but Paula just
smiled and said, “Step back.”

Jane stepped
backward, placing herself under the waterfall, the water cascading over her
nude body. Paula stepped closer and reached up for Jane’s head, rinsing the
berry paste out of Jane’s hair. Soon her fingers were making a squeaking noise
in Jane’s hair. Jane stepped out of the cascade, pressing her body into Paula’s
again. “Squeaky clean,” she said, turning her head and kissing the blonde
again.

They kissed for a
while, Paula’s hands holding Jane’s head and Jane’s hands kneading Paula’s ass
cheeks. Their tongues dueled over entry into each other’s mouths. Both women
were moaning with desire at their flesh-on-flesh contact. Paula pulled her head
back but kept the tip of her nose resting on the end of Jane’s nose. “Bedroom?”
she asked.

“Lead on,” said
Jane, smiling.

Paula turned, and
Jane watched her lean forward, her firm, well-rounded rear end flexed before
she dove into the pool. Jane dove in after her and surfaced near the shore.
Paula was waiting for her, standing, with her hand reaching out. Jane stood and
took Paula’s hand. They walked, holding hands, only separating when they
reached the base of the giant tree and had to climb up the ladder to Pa-oola’s
treehouse.

**********

Crowe whistled
softly as he stared down at his crotch. He had paused to take a leak but froze
when he saw his cock for the first time since feeling it expanding in his
pants. “Well, ain’t you a killer-diller,” he muttered in appreciation.

Jim Crowe had
always been proud of his big black Johnson. At eight inches, it had been the
biggest dick in the base’s showers, and one morning when he’d had an erection
that didn’t seem to want to go down, the men had laughed and made-up nicknames
for his big dick like “Jim’s Crowe bar” or “the Blackbird’s pecker.” He’d
chuckled and told them, “Y’all just jealous,” but he was quite pleased to have
the biggest cock around.

Now it was
borderline ridiculous. Jim’s fat black hose of a cock was ten inches soft and
looked more like it belonged on a horse than a man. Staring at it in awe had
him wondering what Major Stalwart would think of it. Would it be too much for
her? His brain immediately pictured her kneeling in the alley back in Cuba,
staring up at him with those baby blues as she sucked the head of his Johnson.
He groaned as his cock swelled and began to straighten. He dropped it quickly,
but it didn’t dangle down; it was now hard enough that it had partially risen.
It had also grown another inch.

Jim closed his eyes
and tried to focus. He needed to piss. He relaxed slightly, and soon a powerful
stream of urine was shooting out from his big dick. He sighed as the stream
lessened and began to stop. He reached back out and shook his floppy cock to shake
the urine off it before tucking it back into his pants. He had a mission to do.

Jim was following a
game trail through the jungle. He was no tracker, but the footprints along the
trail were both hoofed and three-toed dinosaur tracks. Once he paused and
squatted to examine what looked like a human female’s footprint. Jane? he
wondered, but the footprint looked more than a day old.

Jim was still
examining the footprint when his ears became aware of noises up ahead. Numerous
creatures were crashing through the jungle, crossing the game trail. They were
small, cat-sized, and one after another crossed ahead of him, marching in a
straight line. He watched from a distance, silently counting a dozen, and they
were still coming. He walked closer, stepping softly. His jaw slowly lowered
when he realized what the creatures were… ants!

An endless army of
giant blackish-red ants went marching across the path. He soon lost count of
how many there were. Some had their heads raised, carrying large cuttings of
leaves in their mandibles. Others carried meatier prey. One was dragging what
looked like a three-foot centipede. More ants carried small squirrel-like
creatures, little dinosaurs, and one passed with a giant dead spider in its
jaws that would have given Jim the heebie-jeebies if he’d run across it alive.

Taking on one or
several would have been easy, but if the things managed to swarm him, they’d be
carrying bits and pieces of Blackbird to their nest. Still, they were in the
direction he believed Jane’s parachute had landed, and he needed to get past
them.

Jim slung his rifle
across his back and leaned forward. He began running toward the ants, gaining
speed, and was soon easily leaping over the line. He kept running without
looking back, only pausing when he felt he was safely past them. He stopped,
turned, and breathed a sigh of relief when he saw they had ignored him. He
brought his rifle back around to the ready position and proceeded down the
path.

Jim’s uniform was
unbuttoned, but it was still hot. He paused to remove it and tie it around his
waist. His black skin was wet, and his white T-shirt was soaked. It was
stretched out by his enhanced musculature. Jim flexed, admiring his bicep. His
new arms were bigger than fellow Detroit boy Joe Louis, the Brown Bomber. He
reached down and pulled his shirt up over his stomach. His belly was hard and
flat beneath the hard bulges of a well-defined six-pack. He pulled his shirt
down and stopped admiring himself.

Jim took out his
canteen, swirling the water around to get a feel for how full it was. He wasn’t
too concerned; there appeared to be plenty of water sources around to refill
it, but he was getting low. He threw his head back, took a swig, and by pure
luck, spotted the parachute.

The white chute was
in tatters, but he caught sight of a large billowing segment flapping off the
branch. He moved off the trail toward the landing site. “JANE!” he yelled,
taking a risk. Some animal cries and a strange honking cry were his only
response. Other creatures echoed the honking, sending a chill up his spine

Beneath the chute,
the ground was torn up by dinosaur footprints, and he didn’t see any human
footprints, but what he did find was alarming. Jane’s boot was lying nearby,
ripped and in tatters. He stooped down to examine it. “No,” he muttered when he
saw the dried blood covering the inside. A tear rolled down his cheek at the
thought that the vibrant, beautiful young woman might be dead or severely
injured.

A bush nearly ten
feet away from him shook violently. A dinosaur erupted from it, leaping into
the air in an arc toward him. Time seemed to slow down as Jim’s eyes took in
the wicked teeth in the beast’s muzzle, but worse, the creature’s powerful hind
legs were rising forward; each foot had a wicked-looking, enlarged,
sickle-shaped hind claw on it that was rising to eviscerate his belly.

Jim’s hand closed
around his rifle, but instinctively, he knew he was too late.

**********
“My bedroom,” said
Paula, climbing a few steps to a raised platform higher in the treehouse.

Jane climbed after
her. The jungle girl had frozen and blushed furiously, staring at the bed. Jane
followed her gaze. “Oh,” she said, staring at the bed. The bed was well-made,
mostly bamboo, tied together to make a frame. The bed also had a mattress made
of cotton with an Incan pattern and stuffed with unknown material, but it
looked soft and comfortable. There were two similar pillows and one blanket of
rougher cloth known as chusi, also with an Incan pattern.

The bed was also
covered in more than a dozen dildos.

One large black
dildo was placed on a shelf above the bed, set on a stand so that it was
standing erect. It was thick and more than a foot long. The others lying on the
bed appeared 10–12 inches each, and the floor had several with broken shafts.

“I wasn’t expecting
company,” said Pa-oola sheepishly.

Curious, Jane
stepped past Paula and bent down to pick up one of the broken dildos. The
pieces were heavy and solid. She examined the interior. The insides were also
hard but made of a fleshy material. “Fascinating,” she said. “It’s a type of
*Phallus impudicus*, the common stinkhorn mushroom.” This species even more
closely resembled a male penis than normal stinkhorns. They were even a fleshy
color that made them look Caucasian, and the caps were even glans-shaped with a
slit where the urethra would be for releasing spores. “They’re nearly identical
to a human male’s phallus… fascinating.”

“The Thals believe
that the forest where I harvest them is an ancient Thalish burial ground and
that even in death, their penises rise toward the sky.”

“The Thals?”

“A tribe of savage
cavemen that live near the green glow.”

“Hmmm,” muttered
Jane. She wanted more information, but the sexy blonde jungle girl had gotten
her juices flowing, and she had other needs at that moment that demanded
attention. She stepped before Pa-oola and grabbed her hips, leaning in to kiss
her again. The jungle girl was receptive, kissing her back and leaning in with
her lips when Jane broke the kiss.

Jane stepped back
toward the bed. She beckoned Paula forward with her finger. “Why don’t you show
me how these work?” Jane reached for the black one on the shelf.

“NO!” yelled
Pa-oola. Jane yanked her hand back. “Sorry… that one’s private. It’s the same
size as Zambo.”

“Zambo was
impressive.”

“You have no idea,”
said Paula. “I dyed it in purple berry juice. Not quite dark enough, but
close.”

Jane sat down on
the bed. It was surprisingly soft. She patted the seat next to her. “Why don’t
you come here and pick one out for me?”

“I have idea,” said
Paula. She turned and went over to a chest. There were several in the room, all
bamboo, with lift-up lids. She reached in and pulled out another penis
mushroom. “I took Amazon’s penis after beating her in single combat.” Paula
took it over to Jane and knelt in front of her. She held it up with her hands.
“Put it on.”

Jane took the
offering. It was a stinkhorn, like the others. The phallus had been decorated
with artistic lines, simulating veins and other common features on a man’s
dick. The penis was pushed through a hole in a small patch of hide that had
leather strips on it to tie around one’s waist, making it a type of tie-on
dildo. A small carved and smoothed-out piece of wood with a sharp thorn attaching
it to the base of the mushroom was of particular interest. The petrified
mushroom was too hard for the thorn, meaning the wood attachment would have
been put on when the mushroom was harvested and the stalk was still soft.

The attachment was
shaped like an ornamental gourd with a small bulb and a curved neck. The end of
the neck was attached to the base of the stinkhorn via the thorn, and the bulb
was the same size as the penis-shaped head of the stinkhorn and carved to resemble
the head of the penis. The head of the carving would push just inside the
vagina of the wearer, giving both women pleasure while using the dildo.

“Intriguing,” said
Jane, raising one eyebrow.

She brought the
dildo down to her crotch and placed the base low on her pubic mound. Paula,
still kneeling, leaned in and tied the leather straps, attaching the dildo to
Jane’s crotch. Jane stifled a moan as the bulbous attachment pushed apart her
pussy lips. The leather patch had two straps beneath it that ran between her
legs and up through the crack in her rear end. Paula tied the leather thongs to
two thongs at the top of the leather patch on each of Jane’s hips. Jane looked
down at her impressive foot-long penis. The Marquis de Sade had described such
a device in his, Philosophy in the Bedroom,
though it hadn’t had the second attachment.

Pa-oola smiled up
at her. She leaned forward and kissed the tip of Jane’s penis before grabbing
the shaft and jerking it off.

Jane jerked. A moan
escaped her lips. Paula was pulling the fake cock down slightly as she stroked
it, working the attachment in and out of Jane’s pussy. Jane’s body responded;
she pushed down into the thrusting cock head, wanting it deeper, but just
having it working at the entrance to her pussy was going to make her cum.
Little gasps escaped her lips as she reached out and placed her hands on
Paula’s blonde head. She dug her fingers into Paula’s scalp, humping the
attachment as Paula stroked the attached phallus faster. “Uh, uh, uh… AAAHHH!”

Jane felt her
orgasmic fluid running down her thighs. She breathed heavily, slowly catching
her breath. Paula smiled up at her, still stroking the dildo, pulling down on
it just enough to tease Jane and keep her interested. “Go lie down,” said the
jungle girl, her smile turning perplexed as she noticed the trickles of white
fluid that had flowed down from Jane’s swollen nipples.

Jane sat on the bed
and scooted back, lying down. It was soft and quite comfortable.

Paula White climbed
on the bed and straddled Jane’s thighs. She slid up slightly until the penis
attachment was rising between her legs. Pa-oola stared at Jane. “You are very
beautiful,” she said.

Jane smiled. “So
are you.”

Paula raised
herself, squatted over the hard, phallic-shaped stinkhorn, and lowered herself
over the crown-shaped head. She moaned with pleasure as she sank over the
dildo. She sat still, fully impaled on the shaft, eyes closed, with a contented
smile spread across her face. Jane reached up and caressed Paula’s large bosom,
sliding her hands over her tits, finding her engorged nipples, and tugging on
the prominent nubs. She elicited another moan from the jungle girl, who began
grinding her crotch into the base of the dildo.

Paula reached down
for Jane’s chest, finding the raven-haired beauty’s prominent pink nipples, wet
from her milk, and tugging on them while she began to ride Jane’s cock. She
pushed back into the dildo each time she lowered herself, pushing the phallic
attachment between Jane’s pussy lips. Jane groaned, thrusting her hips up,
fucking Paula with the dildo and herself with the attachment. The device was
ingenious, and Jane resolved to craft her own when she returned to her workshop
in Stalwart Manor.

“Oh, oh, oh,”
moaned Pa-oola, riding Jane’s fake cock faster, eliciting a moan from Jane as
the dildo’s attachment worked its way between her pussy lips. Paula closed her
eyes and threw her head back. “Mmmm, yes, fuck me. Fuck me… Zambo. I’m cumming,
my love. CUUMMING!”

Jane pulled on
Paula’s nipples even as Paula roughly squeezed Jane’s breasts. She came with
Paula, her breasts ejaculating milk up through Paula’s fingers, thrusting her
hips up and humping the wooden attachment, working the mushroom cock faster in
and out of Paula’s pussy, extending both their orgasms.

Paula lowered her
head, her long blonde hair cascading over Jane’s milky white breasts. Her
bright green eyes stared into Jane’s; a lazy smile spread across her lips. “I
needed that,” she whispered. “It’s been months since I’ve mated.” Pa-oola
raised herself off Jane’s “cock” and sat back on Jane’s thighs.

“Months?” asked
Jane. “You said Zambo’s been missing for years.”

Pa-oola blushed as
she reached for the tied leather thongs on Jane’s waist. “The need is strong, I
use my toys daily, but sometimes… the need grows even stronger. So strong… that
I capture a Thal hunter and force him to service me. The Thalish are very…” She
paused, trying to recall the right word. “Endowed.”

“You take them
against their will?” Jane asked, brow furrowed.

Pa-oola laughed as
she pulled the strap-on dildo off Jane’s crotch. “It’s a game to them. They
pretend to resist, but consider it an honor to mate with the yellow-haired
goddess of the jungle.”

“And you say the
Thals live near the green glow?” Pa-oola nodded. Jane continued, “The green
glow is the reason I’m here. Can you take me to it?”

Paula nodded again.
“Yes, but very dangerous.” She pushed herself back down Jane’s legs and opened
Jane’s ankles until she was kneeling between Jane’s feet. Paula lowered herself
to all fours.

“Danger’s my middle
name,” said Jane, staring down the valley between her breasts at Paula looking
up at her above her dark black pubic hair. “I need to get to the source of…
AAAH!” Jane raised her crotch as Paula’s tongue licked up between the wet folds
of her fanny. “Oh my!” groaned Jane, humping her tongue.

Paula licked
between the folds of Jane’s pussy lips, causing the British woman to squirm on
the bed. Jane leaned up and held Pa-oola’s hair as the jungle girl sucked
Jane’s hard clit between her lips. “Wow, yes, right there,” she moaned,
watching Paula’s hand slide over the bed and grab one of her mushroom dildos.
Paula stopped kissing her pussy and moved the dildo between her thighs. Jane
spread her legs wider in anticipation. Pa-oola moved the phallic-shaped head up
against Jane’s pussy lips. Jane tensed as she felt the head pushing inside her,
but suddenly Paula stopped and sat up. “What’s wrong?” asked Jane, writhing on
the bed, her body craving the dildo, the attachment had been nice, but she
wanted something bigger.

“Nothing,” said
Pa-oola, smiling. She tossed the dildo aside and reached up for the shelf. Her
hand wrapped around the large black-stained petrified stinkhorn. She knelt back
down, moving the black dildo between Jane’s legs.

“Jane, meet Zambo,”
she said, pushing the large black mushroom cap between Jane’s pussy lips.

Jane was honored.

 **********

Langston Cain
scanned the perimeter of the landing site. The jungle was noisy, but the louder
roars were far away, mostly toward the central lake. He kept an eye nervously
in that direction, not wanting to meet the large creatures that had created
their impromptu landing strip. There was a noise in the nearby bushes. “That
you, Calhoun?” There was no answer. “Dr. Smith?” Multiple figures emerged from
the reeds.

Cain’s eyebrows
shot up. “ENEMY IN SIGHT!” he shouted, bringing his weapon down just as bullets
ripped through his belly.

The crew jumped in
alarm as Cain’s body hit the ground. The black airmen reached for their nearby
weapons.

“Stehenbleiben,
oder wir schießen!” shouted a German.

“Halt! Or we will
shoot,” translated another.

The airmen froze,
slowly raising their arms. The Germans had formed a semicircle around them,
rifles or machine pistols raised and pointed at them. Most wore camouflaged
pants and white T-shirts stretched tight around newly enhanced muscles. One
wore an SS officer’s uniform top, unbuttoned and open to show his T-shirt. He
was also wearing a black cap and had a Nazi armband around his arm. One pushed
Calhoun forward. The black man’s hands were tied behind his back. Calhoun
stumbled to his knees beside Cain. Langston was still alive and raising his
head to stare at the mess that had been his abdomen. 

“Untersucht das
Flugzeug!” shouted the officer.

A German stepped
forward, rifle raised. He moved toward the plane, crouching beneath it. He
pointed his rifle up through the bomb bay before standing and examining the
interior. He crouched back down. “Leer, Sturmbannführer” said the German,
moving out from under the plane.

“What have you done
with Doctor Smith?” asked Archer, glancing at Calhoun, who was still on his
knees, looking defeatedly down at the ground.

“Silence, you will
not speak unless spoken to, Afrikaner,” said the Nazi officer. “Sind sie alle
schwarz?” asked the officer, a look of distaste spreading across his face as
his eyes scanned the black faces.

“Ja, they are all
negroes, Sturmbannführer” said a feminine voice coming up behind him. The
blonde woman stepped out beside the major. She was clad in a black SS uniform
several sizes too small for her body. The trouser legs had been cut off to
reveal her firm, well-developed legs. The cut-off shorts tightly hugged her
crotch and displayed her well-rounded rear end. Her top had shrunk, revealing
her flat belly and navel. It was buttoned toward the top, but the buttons were
straining to contain the large bosom beneath it. The top was open, showing an
impressive amount of cleavage and a low-cut undershirt so soaked with sweat it
was virtually see-through. Her blonde hair had been put up and tucked under a
black officer’s cap. The top displayed several stripes, medals, and a shiny
silver wolf’s head pin. A swastika armband was around her left arm.

“Lisa?” exclaimed
Archer, staring in surprise at the blonde.

“If he speaks
again, shoot him,” said the Major in English for the black airmen’s benefit. A
German pulled a pistol out of its holster and aimed it at Archer.

The woman stared at
Archer. She couldn’t stop her eyes from glancing down at his crotch as her
brain recalled seeing his huge black cock blasting semen on her torso. It made
her vagina leak. He was staring at her in awe. She tried to pull the hem of her
uniform down over her belly. She felt more exposed in the stretched-out uniform
than she had naked.

Lisa Smith stood tall, her blue eyes gleaming with fanatic fire, her
voice sharp with arrogance. “I am Doktor Ilsa Schmidt, She-Wolf of the
Schutzstaffel. I’m no mere officer; I’m Vril Gesellschaft, wielding ancient
secrets to raise the Aryan race above all. With raw Vril power, we’ll forge
Übermenschen and unstoppable weapons. The world will kneel to the Reich!” She
sneered, clenched fist raised, eyeing the negroes to see if they were trembling
with fear.

Their eyes were
mostly staring at he tits.

She’d lost another
button and was displaying even more cleavage. Her cheeks flushed with anger at
the audacity of these subhumans. She gazed at Archer, or more specifically his
crotch, noting the long tubular shape bulging out along his thigh. She licked
her lips, picturing his huge spurting black cock again. Her face curled up with
hatred as she forced the image out of her mind.

“Is it wise to
reveal our plans, Doktor?” asked the German major, one eyebrow cocked up at her
in disdain, but his gaze was also on her breasts.

Ilsa snorted. “To
these Untermenschen! They are nothing but a fleeting obstacle. Mere insects for
us to slap away. Besides, they will not live long enough to witness the
future.”

“Very well,
Doktor,” said the Major. “Where is the English bitch?”

“Stalwart bailed
out over the jungle when we thought we would crash. The pilot left looking for
her. Everyone else is accounted for.”

“Excellent. We saw
the chute, and I sent out a squad to locate it. The bitch may already be in our
hands.” The officer surveyed the plane. “Anything of use on the plane, Doktor?”

“Just weapons.
Stalwart bailed out with small lead containers for the Vril.”

“Sehr gut,” said
the Major. “That piece of junk isn’t going anywhere, but I will send a squad
back with explosives to destroy it.”

“What about us?”
asked Archer. “Can we at least try to help him?” he asked, nodding down toward
Cain.

A German stepped
forward and placed the barrel of a Luger against Spanky’s forehead.

The Major gazed at
Cain’s wound and shook his head. “There is nothing you can do for him. As for
the rest of you…”

Ilsa stepped
forward. “The rest of you can join him. Kill them. Kill them all.”

“Erschieße die
Schwarzen!” she screamed.

Archer saw the
finger on the trigger of the Luger tighten as the Germans raised their guns and
aimed at the black men.

**********

The rat-a-tat-tat
of machine gun fire ripped through the air.

A series of red
holes exploded up along the torso of the dinosaur. It fell to the ground just
inches from Jim.

Crowe was crouched,
poised to block the wicked claw on the beast’s lower legs, when the gunfire
erupted.

Crowe barely had
time to register what had happened before the jungle around him rustled with
movement. Shadows emerged from the prehistoric giant ferns; rifles
raised—Germans.

A full squad of
Nazi soldiers stepped into the clearing, their camouflaged uniforms streaked
with mud, their helmets bearing the black insignia of the Third Reich.

“Hände hoch!”
barked the leader, a scar-faced lieutenant pointing his MP40 at Crowe’s chest.

Crowe grimaced,
slowly raising his hands. “Well, shit,” said Crowe.

The officer sneered
and raised his machine pistol. Before the lieutenant could give another order,
the jungle, which had been eerily silent after the machine gun burst, erupted
with primal screams.

More of the
hook-clawed dinosaurs.

They came fast,
blurs of teeth and muscle, darting from the shadows with unnatural cunning. The
first raptor was on the nearest Nazi before he could even scream, jaws clamping
down on his throat. Blood sprayed. The squad opened fire, gunfire ripping through
the humid air, but the raptors were too many, too fast.

Crowe dived for
cover as chaos erupted. A German went down screaming, his eyes staring in
terror at Crowe as he was dragged into the foliage. Another tried to run, only
for a raptor to leap onto his back and sink its fangs into his skull even as
the claws on its feet ripped into the German’s back.

The Nazis sprayed
bullets at the swiftly moving dinosaurs or toward the underbrush where they
disappeared. They scored some hits but only managed to kill one more of the
ferocious dinosaurs.

Bullets ran dry.
Rifles clicked empty. The Nazis fell one by one, shredded in a frenzy of claws
and fangs. A headless body fell to the ground beside Crowe, blood squirting up
from the neck. Another German was staring down in horror, trying to stuff his
entrails back into his abdomen after a vicious hind claw had sliced him open.

And soon, there
were only two men left.

Crowe grabbed a
fallen machine pistol and found himself back-to-back with a lone German
soldier, a young, wide-eyed private barely out of his teen years. The kid
clutched his rifle with white-knuckled hands, breath ragged. He looked
terrified.

“What’s your name,
kid?” asked Crowe.

“Wilhelm, answered,
the frightened German.

“Crowe.” Jim eyed
the dinosaurs, slowly encircling them.

“Scheiße,” Wilhelm
muttered.

Crowe flicked open
his last ammo clip and loaded it into his machine pistol. “I don’t speak nazi,
but yeah,” he said. “That about sums it up.”

The raptors
reemerged from the undergrowth from all sides around the two men. They circled;
yellow eyes gleaming in the dim jungle light. An eerie trilling sound rolled
out from the jungle, and another hook-clawed dinosaur appeared. This one seemed
older, its body scarred, including one across an eye that left it milky white,
dead, but it still stared maliciously at the two humans.

Crowe exhaled,
rolling his shoulders. “You any good with that rifle, Wilhelm?”

Wilhelm swallowed
hard but nodded. “Ja, but only a few bullets left.”

Crowe smirked. “Me
too. Make each shot count and let’s make these lizards work for their supper.”

One-eye threw his
head back and honked. The dinosaurs lunged.

And the men fired.

Crowe put a few
bullets into another dinosaur before his rifle clicked empty. He reversed it,
ready to swing it like a bat, just as an arrow appeared in the neck of the
closest raptor, dropping it to the ground.

Another honk. The
dinosaurs disappeared into the brush as quickly as they had appeared. The
jungle went silent.

Again, Crowe found
himself surrounded.

He and Wilhelm
stood up straight and stared at the newcomers, their mouths hanging open in
shock. Their saviors were women.

Stunningly
beautiful women.

One raised her bow,
and Crowe saw a thick, viscous green liquid dripping from the obsidian
arrowhead.

Poison.

A poison so deadly
it had taken out a dinosaur with one arrow.

 **********

 Pa-oola, her blonde
hair cascading over her shoulders, moved with the grace of a panther. Her
Vril-infected green eyes sparkled with desire as she gazed at Jane sprawled
across the bed. Jane’s raven-black hair fanned out beneath her, starkly
contrasting her pale skin, her blue eyes half-lidded with anticipation. Both
women’s large breasts rose and fell with quickened breaths. They’d only met
hours before, but Jane felt a sexual connection with the jungle girl that she’d
only felt toward a few special women before, and it wasn’t just the Vril
radiation making them randy.

Paula White’s
athletic frame glistened faintly with sweat as she knelt between Jane’s thighs,
her strong hands gripping her personal giant black-dyed petrified mushroom.
With a teasing smile, she pressed it against Jane, sliding it in with
deliberate slowness, watching the adventurer’s lips part in a silent gasp, Jane
staring back at her. Then, lowering her head, Pa-oola’s tongue flicked out,
finding Jane’s swollen clit with expert precision. She licked in slow, languid
circles, her green eyes locked on Jane’s face, drinking in every shudder, every
moan that escaped Jane’s lips.

Jane’s hands clawed
at the bed’s covering, her body arching as waves of pleasure built within her.
“Paula,” she breathed, her crisp British accent fraying at the edges. Her blue
eyes fluttered shut, and her raven hair clung to her sweat-dampened forehead.
The jungle girl worked the dildo relentlessly, thrusting it in rhythm with the
flicks of her tongue, driving Jane closer and closer toward a precipice.

Paula twirled her
tongue around Jane’s clit one last time before sucking it hard between her
lips. Jane’s hips jumped off the bed—a huge, shattering orgasm causing her
vaginal muscles to squeeze the dildo so tightly Paula couldn’t pull it out. A
squirt of Jane’s orgasmic fluid poured out around Jane’s clit into Paula’s
mouth. Paula suckled Jane’s clit through the powerful orgasm, watching her body
convulse, and to Pa-oola’s wide-eyed surprise, little geysers of milk jetted
from Jane’s nipples before spattering across her heaving chest. Pa-oola
released Jane’s clit and slowly removed her Zambo toy from Jane’s pussy. She
planted a soft kiss on Jane’s labia before climbing up the fair-skinned woman’s
body, planting another kiss on Jane’s navel. She leaned forward, her large
breasts brushing against Jane’s thighs as she licked the drops of milk from
Jane’s skin, savoring the sweet warmth. She clamped her lips over one of Jane’s
rampant nipples and sucked, desiring more of the delicious white fluid, but
none came. Jane pushed her back until her wet nipple sprang from Paula’s lips.
Her nipples and her entire body felt too sensitive to continue.

“Blimey!” Jane
gasped, her voice trembling, her blue eyes dazed yet alight with wonder. “That
hit the spot.”

Paula slid up next
to her, leaning her body into Jane’s. “Jane, the milk—are you with child?”

Jane smiled at the
blonde and turned on her side so that the two women were facing each other,
their curves pressing together. Both their hands moved automatically to caress
the other’s body. “No, the milk’s a long story.” Jane turned her head, moving
her face toward the jungle girl, capturing Pa-oola’s lips in a fierce, hungry
kiss, the taste of herself still lingering on the jungle girl’s tongue.

Paula kissed her
back, and Jane felt her arousal growing again, but Paula pulled back, planting
a little peck of a kiss on Jane’s nose. “The sun’s setting. I’ll fix us some
dinner.” Paula sat up on the bed. She reached out and wrapped her hand around
her Zambo dildo.

Jane watched as she
placed it reverently back in its spot on the shelf—her reminder of her lost
lover. “Maybe you should keep it handy,” said Jane, winking at Paula. The
blonde smiled back. “I’m glad you found me, in more ways than one.”

“Following you for
a while. Saw you fall out of the strange metal bird.”

A wave of sadness
washed over Jane as she thought of the lost black airmen, especially the
dashing Jim Crowe. “It’s called an aeroplane, a flying machine.”

“Like the Wright
brothers? Such a wonder,” said Paula, shaking her head. “Strange times in Maple
White Land. First the giant flying egg and then your aer-o-plane,” she
muttered, sounding out the new word.

“Flying egg?”
questioned Jane, her nude body stretching languorously on the bed. She sat up
so fast it startled Pa-oola. “A kriegszeppelin!”

“The Nazis are
here!”

 **********

“Halt!” the major
barked. The Germans lowered their guns, but still held them ready, looking
between their Major and the nazi she-wolf.

“What is the
meaning of this, Major Shreck?” Ilsa glared. 

“The vril
radiation might be too dangerous, herr Doktor. We may need the schwarz as slave
labor.”

“I ain’t nobody’s
slave!” Spanky growled, clamping his mouth shut when a German placed the barrel
of his rifle to Spanky’s forehead.

“We will shoot
them later, once we have the vril,” the major told Ilsa, smirking. “Up,
schwarz! You’re coming with us.”

The black airmen
slowly climbed to their feet. “What about our man?” asked Archer. 

Major Shreck took
a few steps towards Cain, gazing down at his wounds. “Leave him. Even this
place can’t heal those wounds.”

Cain’s head fell
back to the dirt. “Prop me up,” he wheezed.

“Burke, Burton,”
said Archer nodding to the two men. 

The Germans
looked at their leader who nodded in acceptance as Burke and Burton each took
one Langston’s arms and dragged his body over to the bomber’s wheel, propping
him up against it. “Sorry, Lang,” whispered Burke. “We’ll get ‘em.” Burton gave
a silent nod of agreement.

“Thanks,” rasped
Cain. He weakly raised an arm. Burke reached out and grabbed his wrist. Cain’s
return grip was feeble. His fingers relaxed and his arm fell back to the
ground.

Major Shreck bent
and picked up a pistol off the ground. He emptied it of all but one bullet as
he approached the men. He threw the gun down at Cain’s feet. “For you,” he told
Cain. “You’ll know when.”

Shreck turned and
addressed his men. “Bewegung! Wir marschieren!” He waved his arm at the black
men. “Schnell schwarz! Schnell!” 

Encircled by the
Germans, the crew of the Blackbird, reluctantly lined up.

“Vorwarts!”
shouted Shreck, raising his arm up and dropping it pointing the way. Doktor
Schmidt fell in beside him.

Cain watched them
disappear in the brush. He jerked his leg and managed to let the heel of his
boot fall on the pistol, pulling it closer. His fingers closed around the hilt.
He was done for. He knew it. The rasping in his chest was from blood filling
his lungs. He could barely feel anything below his waist and gratefully, there
was surprisingly little pain.

Cain clutched the
gun, bushes rustling. A chicken-sized dinosaur chirped, teeth glinting. It
froze, staring at him curiously, hungrily. More emerged—dozens. The camp was
filled with their excited chittering. They took a few tentative steps toward
him.

“Well fuck,”
wheezed Cain. “Looks like dark meats on the menu.” He raised the pistol and
pointed it at the nearest dinosaur before turning the gun on his temple.

The beasts
charged.

A lone gunshot
echoed through the jungle.

The Tuskegee
airmen froze. They looked at each other, eyes angry and promising vengeance. 

“Bewegung!
Schnell!” screamed the Germans, pushing the black men forward.

The airmen turned
their eyes on their nazi captors.

These bastards were
going to pay!

Next: Chapter 4:
Prisoners of the Sex-Starved Amazons

Chapter 3: Notes

1) Paula White is a
character from the 1925 movie version of the Lost World. She did not exist in
the novel. Jocko was a monkey in the movie.

2) Killer-diller is
a bit of American slang that originated in the 1930s and 1940s, particularly in
Jazz and Swing culture. It means something or someone that is exceptionally
good, exciting, or impressive. 

3) Joe Louis
"The Brown Bomber" was an American professional boxer. He was World
Heavyweight Champion from 1937-1949. He played a significant role in breaking
racial barriers in sports and American culture.

4) Chusi is a
traditional Incan woven blanket.

5) Heebie-jeebies
means to experience nervous anxiety or fear of something. It originated in the
comic, Barney Google, in 1923. It's an example of rhyming reduplication which
was common in the era. Other examples include, hocus-pocus, mumbo-jumbo,
razzle-dazzle, and the previously mentioned killer-diller.

6) Sturmbannführer
is the SS equivalent rank of Major.

7) Kriegzeppelin’s
are fictional flying fortresses in the Stalwart universe. They are German war
zeppelins. They averaged around 800’ long with a diameter of 135’. They are
powered by 4 Daimler-Benz diesel engines and can reach a top speed of 85mph.
They typically carry a dozen bombs and have 4 mounted machine guns covering the
front, rear, port, and starboard sides. The crew consists of 40-60 members of
the Luftwaffe with 50-70 fallschirmjager. At least a few Kriegzeppelins are
crewed by SS Commandos. The frame work of a war zeppelin is covered in
reversable armored plates. One side is armored and the reverse side is mirrored
reflecting back the surrounding sky and serving as a cloaking device.




    
        Story 3: Jane Stalwart and the Lost World

        
 Pretty much missing only a final 3-way sex scene with Jim, Pa-oola, and Jane.
Chapter 4: Prisoners of the Sex-Starved Amazons

Jim Crowe and Wilhelm stood back-to-back, their weapons
empty, sweat trickling down their brows as the jungle’s humid breath clung to
their skin. From the shadows of the prehistoric ferns emerged a sight that made
Jim’s jaw drop and Wilhelm mutter a stunned “Mein Gott.”

They were surrounded by Amazons—copper-skinned Latinas,
some of the most breathtaking women Jim had ever laid eyes on. Tall and lithe,
their smooth, glistening bodies bore the unmistakable mark of Vril radiation:
large, well-rounded breasts that strained against their scant armor, and eyes
that glowed an unearthly bright green, a stark contrast to the dark, soulful
gaze typical of Latins. Their beauty was wild, primal, and intoxicating,
enhanced by the strange, exotic gear they wore.

Their attire was a riot of color and texture. Some donned
capes adorned with vibrant feathers—scarlet, azure, and gold—that fluttered
like living flames in the jungle breeze. One warrior sported a helmet crafted
from the skull of a baby triceratops, its tiny frill framing her fierce face.
Another wore a saber-tooth skull, its elongated canines gleaming menacingly.
Others had bronze helmets crested with feathers, lending them an air of regal
savagery. Their weapons were equally eclectic: round shields of leather and
wood, wooden axes with gleaming bronze blades, long spears tipped with
obsidian, and clubs studded with razor-sharp black stone that caught the dim
light like wet glass. Some wore armor of tough dinosaur leather, molded to
their curves, while others sported bronze breastplates and short skirts that
barely concealed their muscular thighs.

But strangest of all were the long, erect penis
attachments jutting from their crotches. Crafted from what appeared to be
carved wood, dyed in vibrant hues or left natural, they protruded boldly
through fur or leather skirts. It was as if these women had claimed the role of
males in their society, their phalluses a symbol of power and dominance. Jim’s
eyes widened at the sight, his mind racing with a mix of awe and primal
curiosity.

Two of the Amazons parted, and Jim’s gaze locked onto one
who strode forward with purpose, her eyes fixed on him. She was different—her
skin a rich, deep brown, darker than her copper-toned sisters, and her presence
commanding. She wore a helmet fashioned from a black Smilodon head, its
snarling jaws framing her face, and a cape of sleek black fur cascaded down her
back, swaying with each confident step. Her breastplates weren’t bronze but
gold, gleaming like the sun itself, with two large rubies embedded at their
centers, winking like swollen nipples. Her bare belly was taut and sexy, a dark
navel piercing the smooth expanse of skin. From her crotch thrust one of the
larger penis attachments, dyed black to match her skin, pushing through a patch
of black fur that barely concealed her mound. She stopped before Jim, her
bright green eyes boring into his, and tapped his chest with a calloused
finger.

“Zambo?” she asked, her voice low and husky, tinged with a
questioning lilt.

Jim tapped his own chest, meeting her gaze. “Jim,” he
replied, his deep voice steady despite the pounding of his heart.

She tilted her head, studying him, then nodded once, as if
satisfied. Before he could say more, the other Amazons closed in, their spears
prodding at Jim and Wilhelm’s backs and sides. The sharp tips pressed just hard
enough to urge them forward, and with no choice but to comply, the two men
began to march. The Amazons moved with them, a silent, graceful escort through
the dense jungle. Hours passed, the oppressive heat weighing on Jim’s enhanced
muscles, his soaked T-shirt clinging to his broad chest. Wilhelm stumbled occasionally,
his pale face flushed red, but the Amazons showed no mercy, their spears
insistent.

The march was punctuated by the occasional roar of some
unseen beast, prompting the Amazons to crouch low, their green eyes scanning
the foliage. Once, a massive dinosaur crashed through the undergrowth nearby,
its thunderous steps shaking the ground. The Amazons froze, hands tightening on
their weapons, but the creature passed without noticing them, and the march
resumed.

As the sun dipped lower, casting long shadows through the
trees, the jungle began to thin. The foliage parted like a curtain, revealing a
sight that stole the breath from both men. Before them sprawled a city out of
time—an Incan marvel of stone and sweat, its terraces and walls rising from the
earth in perfect symmetry. At its heart loomed a colossal step pyramid, its
tiers climbing toward the sky, each level adorned with carvings of dinosaurs, prehistoric
beasts, and stylized phalluses. The city buzzed with life, but as Jim’s eyes
swept the scene, he realized something startling: there were no men. Only women
moved through the streets—tall, copper-skinned, and radiant, their green eyes
glinting in the fading light. They carried baskets, tended to private gardens,
or wove cloth, their bodies often topless or wearing cotton shifts dyed with a
Mesoamerican pattern. Only the warrior class seemed to wear the penis
attachments.

Jim and Wilhelm stared in amazement, their exhaustion
forgotten. The sun sank lower, its golden rays bathing the pyramid’s peak,
crowning it with a fiery halo. The Amazons prodded them forward again, and the
two captives stumbled into the city, their fates uncertain but their senses
overwhelmed by the sheer alien beauty of this lost world. The air thrummed with
the promise of danger—and something far more primal—as the sex-starved Amazons
herded their new prizes toward the heart of their domain

**********

Jane woke to the symphony of the jungle—chirps, hoots, and
the distant roar of some unseen beast. She stretched languorously on the soft
mattress of Pa-oola’s bed, her nude body arching as the morning sun filtered
through the treehouse’s open walls, warming her pale skin. The scent of last
night’s passion lingered faintly, mingling with the earthy aroma of the
surrounding forest. She sat up, running a hand through her raven-black hair,
and glanced down to the lower deck.

Paula was already awake, her lithe, naked form bent over a
wooden table. Her dagger was stabbed into the surface, pinning down a strip of
glistening snakeskin. The jungle girl’s blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders
as she worked, her green eyes focused on her task. “Morning,” Jane called, her
British accent crisp in the humid air.

“Morning,” Pa-oola replied, looking up with a warm smile.
She leaned up, her breasts swaying slightly, and pressed a soft kiss to Jane’s
lips. “Have yourself a swim while I finish up here.”

Jane nodded, peering over the edge. Paula was using a
fishbone needle to sew together strips of the giant snake that had almost
killed Jane. The skin shimmered in the light, iridescent and tough, a pattern
unfamiliar to the well-traveled adventurer. Jane turned, took a breath, and
dove off the upper deck, slicing cleanly into the pool below. The cool water
enveloped her, washing away the last vestiges of sleep. She swam toward the
waterfall, where the basket of berries still sat from the day before. Grabbing
a handful, she rubbed the fragrant paste into her hair and over her skin, the
scent of jasmine and rose filling her nostrils as she cleansed herself.

Refreshed, Jane climbed back to the upper deck, water
dripping from her nude form. Paula greeted her with two wooden bowls filled
with a vibrant mix of greens, nuts, and berries. “For you,” the jungle girl
said, holding up her latest creation—a snakeskin outfit fashioned into a daring
two-piece. The top consisted of triangular patches that would cover perhaps
half of Jane’s ample breasts, tied with thin strips behind her back and neck.
It offered scant coverage but would keep her ample chest from bouncing too much
during their trek. The bottom was equally minimal: a strip of skin to shield
her crotch, with a thong running up between her rear cheeks and tying at her
waist. Small loincloth flaps hung from the front and back—the front larger, the
back barely concealing the tops of her firm cheeks.

Jane slipped into the outfit, the cool snakeskin hugging
her curves. She watched as Paula climbed back to her bedroom platform and
rummaged through a bamboo chest. The jungle girl pulled out small pieces of
skin clothing resembling Jane’s, revealing an entire collection of her scant
jungle attire. She seemed to care about matching, finally selecting a
green-and-black patterned set that mimicked iguanas Jane had encountered in
Mexico. Paula dressed quickly, her toned body slipping into the familiar garb with
practiced ease.

They sat at the table, digging into their salads with
their fingers. Jane paused, lifting a leafy green to examine it closely.
“Fascinating,” she mused.

Paula glanced over, chewing a berry. “Safe to eat. Been
eating it since Zambo and I stranded here.”

Jane’s brow furrowed, then her eyes lit up with
recognition. “It resembles silphium—an extinct plant from the ferula genus. The
city of Cyrene minted its image on coins, it was that valuable. Pliny the Elder
claimed it was worth its weight in denarii. The last known stalk was presented
to Emperor Nero. Most famously, it was used as a contraceptive.” She turned her
attention on Paula. The plant answered a few questions that had been tugging at
her brain. “You never got pregnant?”

Paula’s green eyes widened. “No,” Paula said, her voice
soft with surprise. “I thought I was barren. I wanted to give Zambo a child,
but he thought it was for the best, given the dangers of Maple White Land. How
do you know these things?”

Jane smiled, popping a nut into her mouth. “I’ve got a
good memory. If possible, I’d like a few of these seeds?”

“I can get you some.”

Their meal was interrupted by a sudden thud as a
canvas bag hit the table. Both women jumped, looking up to see Jocko, the
lizard-monkey, screeching from a branch above. Jane’s face broke into a
delighted grin. “My pack!” she exclaimed. Inside were the lead containers for
the Vril, matches, a compass, a canteen, an Enfield No. 2 revolver, and other
supplies. “Good Jocko,” she cooed, then froze as the creature swung down,
clutching a pistol and pointing it at her as it hung by it’s tail from the
branch.

Paula acted swiftly, grabbing a fruit from the table and
holding it out. “Here, Jocko,” she said soothingly. The lizard-monkey
chittered, dropped the gun into Paula’s hand, and snatched the fruit before
scampering back up the tree. Jane sighed with relief, picking up the pistol—a
1911 .45 caliber, standard-issue U.S. Army. She checked the magazine: empty,
ammo spent.

“Some of the crew might have survived,” Jane said, her
mind flashing back to a sultry night in a Cuban alley, Jim Crowe’s strong hands
on her hips, his thick cock filling her mouth as she knelt before him. She
shook the memory away, focusing on Paula. “Pa-oola, can you take me back to
where my parachute landed?”

“Yes,” Paula replied, “but it’s hook-claw territory. We
stick to the treetops.”

“Not a problem,” Jane said, adjusting her snakeskin
outfit. “Let’s go.”

**********

The Amazons forced Jim Crowe and Wilhelm to remove their
clothes as they entered the city, their spears prodding insistently until the
men complied. Jim stripped off his soaked T-shirt and pants, revealing his
enhanced, muscular frame, while Wilhelm fumbled with his uniform, his pale skin
flushing under the scrutiny. Naked, they were marched forward through the Incan
city toward the towering step pyramid that dominated the skyline. The streets
were alive with women—copper-skinned beauties with glowing green eyes, their
stares hungry and unashamed as they lined up along the stone paths. Their gazes
fixed on the two men, particularly on their long, dangling cocks swinging with
each step.

Wilhelm’s wasn’t as massive as Jim’s, but it was still
impressive—ten inches soft, slapping from thigh to thigh as he walked, his face
burning with embarrassment. Jim’s, however, was a monster, nearly a foot long
even flaccid, swaying like a pendulum and drawing gasps and cheers from the
crowd. The women beat their chests and clapped, their voices rising in a
rhythmic chant that praised both the warriors and their captives. Feathers
fluttered from their capes, and the clatter of obsidian-tipped clubs against
shields filled the air.

“How does a city exist with only women?” Wilhelm muttered,
his German accent thick with confusion as he tried to cover himself with his
hands.

Jim smirked, his deep voice steady despite the situation.
“Judging from the way they’re staring at our Johnsons, we’re about to find
out.”

“Johnsons?” Wilhelm asked, brow furrowing.

“Our phalluses,” Jim clarified, nodding toward his own
impressive endowment.

The pyramid loomed closer, its massive stone steps rising
into the sky. Jim noticed it was built on the edge of the plateau—beyond its
base, he caught glimpses of clouds drifting below, a surreal reminder that they
were perched on the rim of the Lost World, suspended above the Amazon basin.
The city itself was a marvel: tiered terraces lined with lush gardens, stone
aqueducts channeling water, and intricately carved walls depicting jaguars,
serpents, and phallic totems. Women bustled everywhere—tending fires, weaving
baskets, sharpening weapons—but not a single man was in sight.

The Amazons herded them into a grand palace adjacent to
the pyramid, its walls adorned with vibrant murals of warrior women triumphing
over dinosaurs and men alike. They were shoved into a room with bamboo bars on
the door, locking them in like prized beasts. A barred window offered a view of
the pyramid’s peak, now glowing faintly in the twilight. Through the door, Jim
could see Amazons heating rocks over a fire and dropping them into a pit of
water, sending plumes of steam billowing upward.

“Are they going to eat us?” Wilhelm asked, his voice
trembling as he pressed himself against the bars.

Jim chuckled, peering out. “I think they’re preparing a
hot bath.”

Moments later, three Amazons approached, their green eyes
glinting with intent. They unlocked the door and gestured for Wilhelm, who
shrank back. “I’ve never been with a woman,” he admitted, his voice barely a
whisper.

Crowe grinned, clapping him on the shoulder. “It’s easy,
kid. In and out, repeat if necessary.”

Wilhelm swallowed hard as the women pulled him out,
leaving Jim behind. A guard—a tall, copper-skinned warrior with a feathered
cape and a bronze breastplate—took up position by Jim’s door, her spear resting
casually against her shoulder. Jim watched through the bars as Wilhelm was led
into the next room, a space filled with woven rugs and low divans. Five nude
Amazons awaited him, their bodies glistening with sweat and adorned only with
feather bracelets. They carried bowls of fruit and nuts, and one offered
Wilhelm a bowl filled with a cloudy liquid. He hesitated, then drank deeply,
grimacing at the taste.

The women guided him to a steaming stone tub, helping him
lower himself into the water. He scrubbed himself clean under their watchful
eyes, and when he climbed out, his cock stood rock-hard, jutting out
impressively from his lean frame. The Amazons cooed in approval, one kneeling
to rub aromatic oils into his skin while another dropped to her knees and took
his erection into her mouth. Wilhelm gasped, his hands flailing before settling
on her shoulders. He came quickly, his hips jerking as his semen spurted. A
third woman held a bowl beneath him, catching his load, while the one sucking
him pulled back and spat her mouthful into the same vessel. They hurried off
with the bowl, their movements purposeful, leaving Wilhelm dazed but still
hard.

Jim watched, a twinge of jealousy stirring as an Amazon
straddled Wilhelm, riding him with abandon. Later, he mounted another, his
thrusts awkward but eager, and as he positioned himself to take a third from
behind, the door to Jim’s cell creaked open. The black Amazon from earlier
stepped in, dismissing Jim’s guard with a sharp gesture. She was helmetless
now, her straightened hair—clearly of African origin—falling in a sleek cascade
down her back. She still wore her golden breastplates, the ruby “nipples”
glinting, and the black fur around her crotch with its massive dyed-black penis
attachment jutting out.

She stared at Jim, her green eyes dropping to his
semi-hard cock, swollen from watching the orgy next door. She tapped her chest.
“Mamami,” she said, then pointed at him. “Jim.”

Jim nodded. “Mamami, it’s beautiful,” he said, flashing a
smile. She returned it, her teeth strikingly white against her dark skin.

Mamami reached through the bars, her strong, calloused
fingers wrapping around Jim’s cock. She stroked him with slow, deliberate
pressure, coaxing him to full erection. He groaned, watching her hand glide
along his length—now a solid fifteen inches, thick as a wrist and pulsing with
heat. Her own “cock” protruded through the bars beside his, matching his size
in an uncanny parallel. She squeezed him firmly, pulling him closer, then
knelt, her full lips parting as her tongue darted out to tease his swollen crown.
She swirled it around the sensitive ridge, tasting the salty bead of precum
that glistened there, before enveloping him in her warm, wet mouth. Her lips
stretched wide to accommodate his girth, and she sucked with a hungry
intensity, her cheeks hollowing as she took him deeper. Her tongue danced along
the underside of his shaft, flicking and pressing against the thick vein, while
her hand gripped the base, stroking what she couldn’t fit. Jim’s breath
hitched, his fingers tightening around the bamboo bars as she bobbed her head,
her saliva coating his length in a slick sheen. She pulled back briefly,
letting his cock spring free with a wet pop, and lapped at the tip, her green
eyes locked on his, daring him to lose control.

Rising, she unhooked her golden breastplates, letting them
clatter to the floor, revealing heavy, firm breasts with dark, erect nipples
that begged to be touched. She untied the sides of her fur diaper, carefully
setting her massive penis attachment aside without missing a beat, her focus
still on Jim. Her nude black body gleamed in the dim light, curves sculpted by
years of jungle survival. She licked her lips, turned, and bent over, backing
her glistening black slit up to the bars. Jim lined himself up, sliding his tip
through the gap and pressing it against her soaked folds. He pushed in slowly,
savoring the tight, velvety heat that gripped him as her pussy stretched to
take his monstrous size. Mamami gasped, her hands braced against the stone
floor, her body trembling with the intrusion.

The bamboo gaps were wide enough for Jim to reach through
and grab her hips, his strong hands digging into her firm flesh as he began to
thrust. He started slow, letting her adjust, but soon picked up speed, slamming
into her with a force that made her moan—a deep, guttural sound that echoed in
the steamy air. Her pussy clenched around him, slick and hot, and she pushed
back to meet each thrust, her ass jiggling with the impact. “Here it comes, you
hot mama,” he grunted, his voice rough with need. She wiggled her firm rear,
catching his drift despite the language barrier, her breath coming in sharp
pants.

Mamami’s first orgasm hit hard, her body shuddering as her
inner walls spasmed around his cock. She cried out, a wild, primal sound, her
juices flooding over him, dripping down her thighs. Jim didn’t relent, pounding
into her with relentless rhythm, his enhanced stamina driving her higher. Her
second climax followed swiftly, her knees buckling as she gripped the floor,
her pussy squeezing him so tight he nearly lost it. “Oh, fuck,” he growled,
feeling her tremble beneath his hands, her gasps turning to whimpers of
pleasure. He shifted his angle, hitting a spot deep inside her, and her third
orgasm ripped through her, her back arching as she screamed, her fluids gushing
around his shaft in a hot, messy torrent. Her satisfaction fueled his own
desire, and he thrust harder, his balls tightening as he reached his peak.

With a final, powerful slam, Jim erupted, his enhanced
nuts unleashing a torrent of semen that flooded her womb. The sheer volume and
force quadrupled the intensity of his orgasm, a mind-blowing rush that left him
gasping, his cock pulsing as he pumped rope after rope of thick cum into her.
Mamami came again, her fourth climax triggered by his release, her body
convulsing as she milked him dry, her pussy overflowing with their combined
fluids. She fell forward, crawling around to kneel again, her lips kissing and
slobbering over his still-hard dick. She sucked greedily, drawing out the last
drops of his seed, then stuck out her tongue to show him the creamy load before
swallowing it with a satisfied gulp, her eyes gleaming with fulfillment.

Rising, she smiled at him, pressing a hand to her belly as
if savoring the gift he’d given her—a gesture both tender and possessive. She
dressed in silence—breastplates, fur, and phallus reattached—then turned and
left, her hips swaying with quiet confidence. The guard returned moments later,
resuming her post by the bars, her eyes drifting to the still-raging orgy in
the next room. Wilhelm was lost in a tangle of copper-skinned limbs, his
stamina apparently endless. Jim shook his head, a grin tugging at his lips.
Figuring he’d earned it, he settled onto the floor, closed his eyes, and let
sleep claim him, the sounds of pleasure fading into the jungle night.

**********

Jane and Paula reached the parachute site as the midday
sun blazed overhead, casting harsh shadows through the tattered remains of the
white chute still tangled in the branches above. The air was thick with the
metallic tang of blood and the acrid sting of gunpowder, remnants of a brutal
skirmish etched into the jungle floor. Jane’s sharp blue eyes scanned the
scene, her snakeskin outfit clinging to her sweat-slicked body as she crouched
to inspect the ground. Paula, her green-and-black iguana-patterned attire
equally damp, stood beside her, her green eyes narrowing as she took in the
carnage, occasionally sweeping their surroundings for danger.

The site bore the scars of a fierce battle against
velociraptors. Spent shell casings littered the earth alongside fragments of
torn uniforms,
mostly German, stamped with the occasional eagle and ripped swastika armband of
the Third Reich their camouflage patterns shredded and stained with dark, dried
blood. A discarded MP40 lay half-buried in the dirt, its magazine empty, and a
broken bayonet glinted nearby, snapped clean in two. Amid the debris, a dead
hho-claw sprawled, its lithe, muscular body riddled with bullet holes, its
wicked sickle-shaped claw still raised as if frozen in mid-strike. Another lay
dead nearby, a single obsidian-tipped arrow protruded from its neck, the green
venom glistening on its shaft.

Paula knelt beside the raptor, her fingers deftly grasping
the arrow. With a firm tug, she pulled it free, the wound oozing a sluggish
trickle of dark blood. She held the arrow up, examining the craftsmanship. “The
Amazons have him,” she said, her voice low and certain.

Jane was already scouting the ground, her keen mind
piecing together the story written in the dirt. Amid the chaos of claw marks
and scuffs, she spotted numerous flat-footed sandal prints—wide and evenly
spaced, Amazon warriors, she assumed. Interspersed among them were two distinct
sets of boot prints, one larger and heavier, the other slimmer, heading off in
a clear direction through the undergrowth. She pointed toward the trail. “That
way.”

Paula nodded, her expression grim. “Amazon city. They will
drain him dry and sacrifice him when the sun is at its highest.”

“Then we hurry,” Jane said, rising to her feet, her tone
resolute. She adjusted the straps of her snakeskin top, her breasts shifting
slightly beneath the scant covering, and checked the empty 1911 pistol tucked
into her waistband—a useless relic now, but a reminder of the stakes.

Paula glanced up at the sun, its golden disc already
creeping toward its zenith, casting a relentless glare over the jungle. “I fear
we are too late,” she murmured, her brow furrowing with worry. “City many hours
away.”

Jane’s jaw tightened, her mind flashing to Jim Crowe—his
strong hands, his deep voice, the memory of their heated encounter in that
Cuban alley. She couldn’t let him face such a fate. “Not if I have anything to
say about it,” she replied, her British accent sharp with determination. “Let’s
move—treetops, like you said.”

Paula gave a curt nod, and the two women sprang into
action, leaping for the nearest branches with the agility of jungle cats. They
swung and climbed, their lithe forms darting through the canopy, racing against
the sun’s merciless climb toward noon. The Amazon city awaited—and with it, a
chance to save Jim from the insatiable warriors who held him captive.

**********

Jim awoke late the next morning, his body heavy with the
exhaustion of the previous night’s encounter. He stretched, his enhanced
muscles flexing beneath his dark skin, and shuffled forward toward the barred
door of his bamboo cell. The air was thick with the musky scent of sex and the
faint tang of sweat. Peering through the gaps, he caught sight of Wilhelm
sprawled on a divan in the adjacent room, his pale form slack with fatigue. An
Amazon knelt between his legs, her copper skin glistening as she lapped at his
balls with slow, deliberate strokes of her tongue. Both her hands gripped his
foot-long Johnson, jerking it with a rhythmic intensity, though it seemed to
have lost some of its firmness, drooping slightly under her ministrations.

“Mein Gott!” Wilhelm groaned, his voice a ragged plea as
his head lolled back, his blond hair plastered to his sweat-soaked forehead.

Another nude Amazon stepped forward, kneeling with a
shallow bowl poised near the German’s helmeted tip. Wilhelm’s cock bloated and
jerked suddenly, spewing forth a weak stream of semen. The woman caught it
deftly in the bowl, while the one jerking his shaft squeezed and wrung it
forward, milking every last drop of his precious seed with expert precision.
“Nicht mehr. Nicht mehr,” Wilhelm moaned, his voice breaking as he clutched his
thighs, his body trembling from overuse.

Two Amazon warriors entered the room, their green eyes
glinting with purpose. They lifted Wilhelm to his feet, and he hunched forward
slightly, cupping his aching balls with a wince. One presented him with a white
cotton shift that draped loosely over his lean frame, followed by a feathered
cape adorned with vibrant plumes. Another held up a bronze diadem, its bright
parrot feathers fluttering in the humid air, crowned with a golden sunburst
that gleamed like fire. She held it before Wilhelm, who bowed his head weakly.
She placed it atop his brow, and he straightened, catching Jim’s gaze through
the bamboo bars.

“Ha, Afrikaner, I think they are making me their king,”
Wilhelm said, a tired grin spreading across his face.

Jim’s stomach twisted, a cold dread creeping up his spine.
“I got a bad feeling about this, Wilhelm,” he called, vague memories of
Mesoamerican religious ceremonies flickering through his mind—school lessons
about blood and altars, half-forgotten but suddenly all too real.

“Jealous,” Wilhelm laughed, his voice hoarse but smug. “I
satisfied them so well, ja. King, I think they’re making me their god.”

The two warriors grabbed Wilhelm’s arms and escorted him
from the room, their grips firm and unyielding. Jim stared into the now-empty
space, his unease growing as the Amazon with the last of Wilhelm’s semen knelt,
holding the bowl aloft like an offering. More warrior women filed in, some
clutching their penis attachments in hand, dipping the tips into the bowl and
examining them to ensure they were coated in the German’s seed. Others didn’t
remove their phalluses, instead grabbing the shafts as Jim might his own
erection, bending them down to submerge the heads in the pool of semen. Jim
didn’t think to count them, but at least a couple dozen were coating their
“cocks” with Wilhelm’s essence. By the end, they ran fingers around the bowl’s
interior, rubbing the remaining semen onto their attachments before hurrying
off, their movements urgent. Jim guessed they were racing to mate with their
counterparts or masturbate with their dildos, hoping to impregnate themselves
with the captured seed.

A chant rose outside the window, sharp and rhythmic,
pulling Jim from his thoughts. He raced to the barred opening, standing on his
toes to peer out. Amazons lined the base of the step pyramid, their arms raised
to the sky, voices booming in unison: “Inti! Inti! Inti!” At the pyramid’s
summit stood an elaborately dressed figure, her red-tasseled headdress swaying
as she stared down imperiously. Wilhelm began his ascent, flanked by the two
warriors, his steps slow and unsteady from his marathon orgy. The chanting
swelled, a relentless pulse that matched the pounding in Jim’s chest. “Inti!
Inti!”

The sun climbed higher, its golden disc reaching its
zenith—high noon, Jim realized with a sinking heart. Halfway up, Wilhelm
turned, raising his arms to the chanting Amazons below. Their voices rose in
exaltation, and he seemed to revel in it, his crowned head tilted back in
triumph. “Dumbass Nazi,” Jim mumbled under his breath, his dread sharpening
into a blade of terror.

Wilhelm resumed climbing, the warriors steadying him as he
neared the top. The high priestess—or queen, Jim couldn’t tell—turned, raising
her arms to the sun. She lifted a torch, igniting a brazier, and dark smoke
curled upward, tainting the clear sky. As Wilhelm reached the summit, he froze,
his eyes locking on something Jim couldn’t see. A faint, desperate “Nein!”
escaped his lips, carried on the wind. The warriors seized his arms, dragging
him up the final steps and throwing him down onto the stone altar. The
priestess raised an obsidian dagger, its black blade glinting wickedly in the
sunlight. The dagger flicked down.

Wilhelm’s scream pierced the air—high-pitched, raw, and
unending. He screamed over and over, a sound of pure agony that clawed at Jim’s
ears. The priestess lifted a bloody object to the sky, her voice joining the
chant: “Inti! Inti!” She turned, raising it toward the sun—a long, tubular
shape flanked by two round masses, dripping crimson. “Is that his…?” Jim’s
brows shot up in horror, his balls aching with a visceral, sympathetic terror.
His junk tried to shrivel into his scrotum, but its enhanced size resisted,
leaving him exposed and vulnerable.

The priestess tossed Wilhelm’s severed cock and balls into
the brazier, and a burst of darker smoke billowed upward, an offering to the
sun god. The warriors lifted the still-screaming Wilhelm to his feet, dragging
him to the pyramid’s rear edge. His scream grew louder, amplified by the
acoustics of the plateau’s cliffs, as they hurled him off. The sound echoed
forever, a haunting wail that followed his body’s long plunge into the Amazon
jungle below. The Amazons’ chant of “Inti” morphed into a collective, nearly
orgasmic moan, their voices trembling with ecstasy and triumph.

Jim turned away from the window, his heart hammering in
his chest like a trapped animal. His hands dropped instinctively to cover his
balls, the ache intensifying as the reality sank in—tomorrow, that could be
him. The horror of Wilhelm’s scream burrowed into his brain, a relentless echo
he knew would haunt him forever. Sweat beaded on his brow, his breath shallow
and rapid, as the growing terror tightened its grip around his soul. He was
next, and the sun would rise again all too soon.

*********

Jim tested the bars on his window, gripping them with his
powerful hands and pulling hard, but they wouldn’t budge—solid as the stone
walls that held them. The faint clatter of movement drifted from the next room,
where Amazons bustled about, heating the bath. He heard the hiss of steam as
they dropped heated rocks into the water, the sound mingling with their low,
rhythmic chants. His heart thudded in his chest, Wilhelm’s scream still echoing
in his mind, a chilling reminder of what might await him.

The bamboo door creaked open, and two warriors stepped in,
their green eyes glinting in the dim light. They brandished wooden swords
studded with jagged obsidian shards, the black stone catching the torchlight
like a predator’s teeth. With sharp gestures, they motioned for Jim to follow.
He stepped out, his bare feet slapping the cool stone floor as they led him to
the bath—a shallow stone tub steaming with heat, its surface rippling from the
submerged rocks.

An Amazon approached, kneeling before him with a shallow
bowl held aloft. The murky fluid within sloshed slightly, its scent earthy and
bitter. Jim stared down at it, tempted to knock it from her hands, but the
guards’ glares bore into him, their obsidian blades twitching with readiness.
Relenting, he took the bowl, its rough edge pressing into his palms, and drank
it down as Wilhelm had done yesterday. The taste was foul—chalky and sharp,
coating his tongue like wet clay—but he swallowed it, feeling it burn its way
to his gut.

They motioned for him to step into the bath. He lowered
himself into the hot water, the warmth seeping into his aching muscles. Another
Amazon handed him a bowl filled with a scented herb mix—crushed leaves and
petals that smelled of mint and something sweeter—along with a coarse
washcloth. He scrubbed himself, his eyes darting around the room, searching for
clues. Something was different. The woman with the bowl wasn’t nude, and no
parade of naked Amazons brought him fruit or nuts as they had for Wilhelm.
“What, no orgy?” he quipped, glancing at his impassive guards. They stood like
statues, their faces unreadable.

A sudden ache bloomed in his balls, sharp and insistent,
and the heat of the bath made his head swim. His cock stirred, rising without
provocation, a thick, fifteen-inch rod pulsing with unnatural vigor. Whatever
was in that potion was working its magic, stiffening him beyond reason. Two
more Amazons entered, both dressed in simple shifts, carrying a clay jar
between them. They motioned for him to climb out, and as he did, their eyes
widened, locking onto his towering erection. One’s tongue flicked out to wet
her lips, a hungry glint in her green gaze. The guards, too, stared, their
stoic masks slipping for a moment.

“Yeah, it’s a big one,” Jim said, smirking despite the
tension coiling in his gut. “Be a crime to sacrifice such a nice Johnson.”

The two women dipped their hands into the jar, scooping
out a thick, aromatic oil. They rubbed it into his skin with bare hands, their
fingers gliding over his broad chest, tracing the hard ridges of his biceps,
and kneading his muscular thighs. One took bold pleasure in coating his cock,
her hands wrapping around its girth, sliding up and down its length with slow,
deliberate strokes. Jim groaned, the sensation electric, his shaft glistening
as she worked the oil into every inch. Her touch lingered too long, her breath
quickening, until another Amazon grabbed her wrist and yanked her hand away,
shooting her a stern look.

When they finished, Jim’s black skin shone like polished
obsidian, slick and radiant under the torchlight. He caught one of the warrior
women staring, her hand stroking her fake cock absently. She gripped the shaft,
pushing it down slightly, her lips parting as if she derived pleasure from the
motion—a subtle thrust of her hips confirming it. The other warrior prodded him
forward with her sword, and they led him through a corridor. Lovely women went
about their tasks—carrying jugs of water, bowls of fruit—and all paused to
stare at the naked black giant. Gasps and giggles rippled through them as they
gawked at his massive cock, bobbing with each step.

Finally, they reached a room flanked by two more warriors
guarding the door. The guards stepped aside, shoving Jim forward. He stumbled
into a richly decorated chamber—living quarters fit for royalty. A bed of woven
mats and furs sat against one wall, a table laden with food occupied the
center, and a carved stone chair rested near an open window. A breeze wafted
in, cooling the room, the shade outside softening the sun’s glare. A woman sat
on the chair, her presence commanding as she stared at him—the ruler, Jim
presumed, the one who had unmanned poor Wilhelm.

She raised the red-tasseled headdress from her head,
revealing a face of breathtaking beauty. Latina like her subjects, her smooth
copper skin glowed with vitality, her green eyes piercing and luminous. Breasts
as large and proud as Jane’s strained against a simple white shift, her pointy
nipples pressing insistently against the cotton, threatening to tear through.
Full, luscious lips curved into a faint smile, and long black hair cascaded
down her back, framed by two distinguished white streaks on either side of her
face—the only sign of age among these ageless women, though her body and face
radiated the vigor of a woman in her thirties. At her crotch jutted one of the
largest penis attachments Jim had seen, nearly matching his own fifteen inches
in length, a formidable symbol of her power.

Her eyes swept over his glistening black body, lighting up
with approval. She stepped closer, reaching out to rest a hand on his chest.
“Zambo,” she whispered, her fingers rubbing over his skin, tracing the contours
of his pecs.

“Lady, I don’t know who this Zambo is, but he sure seems
to have gotten around,” Jim said, his voice steady despite the heat pulsing
through him.

She smiled, her hand sliding down the ridges of his abs,
lingering over the hard planes of muscle, until it reached his cock. “Sumaq!”
she said, nodding in approval. She held her hands apart, roughly the length of
his newly expanded Johnson. “Sumaq.”

Jim nodded back. “Big, yes, it’s very sumaq.”

She tapped her chest. “Sappan Inka, Suyana.”

He stared at her, taking in her regal bearing. “Suyana,
it’s very beautiful,” he said, mirroring her earlier smile. She beamed,
recognizing the compliment in his tone. He tapped his own chest. “Jim Crowe.”

“Jimcro,” she repeated, testing the sound.

“Jim,” he corrected gently.

“Jim,” she echoed, perfect this time. She led him to the
table, laden with plates of fruit—bright berries and sliced mangoes—nuts, and
baked fish glistening with herbs. A pitcher sat surrounded by hardened clay
cups. She filled two from the pitcher, offering one to him. “Chicha?” she
asked.

Jim took the cup, sniffing the contents—fermented,
slightly sour, with a fruity undertone. He clinked it against hers. “Cheers,”
he said, downing half in one gulp. The alcoholic warmth spread through him,
loosening his tension. She sipped hers, watching him intently. He finished the
rest, savoring the buzz.

“Jim,” she whispered, stepping closer, her hand grasping
his shaft again. She stroked it slowly, the oil lubricating her touch, making
his cock twitch in her grip. Jim looked down—her hand looked small against his
massive length. Her own “cock” hovered near his, naturally white-gray but
adorned with intricate blue lines mimicking veins and ridges, a work of art.
Curious, he reached down and grabbed it. She gasped, her eyebrows shooting up,
her breathing quickening as he tugged on it. Her hand moved faster along his
shaft, her arousal evident in the flush creeping up her neck.

Suyana released his penis abruptly, stepping back, her
chest rising and falling beneath the shift. Her green eyes burned with lust,
pupils dilated. She moved behind him, and Jim turned his attention to the food.
The women hadn’t fed him yesterday, only bringing a pitcher of water. With no
utensils—likely to prevent their use as weapons—he scooped up a piece of baked
fish, popping it into his mouth. His eyes scanned for escape routes. The guards
waited outside the door, their presence a silent threat. The windows, unbarred
and open to the breeze, were too small for his bulk—perhaps a child could fit,
but not him.

Suyana reappeared in his peripheral vision, and he turned
to her. She was gently placing her strap-on penis on the table, revealing the
carved, curved attachment beneath it. The penis-shaped head glistened with her
arousal, proof of the pleasure she’d felt when he’d tugged it. “Jim,” she said,
her voice husky, her eyes locked on his. She reached up, untying the laces of
her shift. The fabric slid down her body, pooling at her feet, leaving her
gloriously nude.

Jim’s breath caught. Her smooth copper skin shimmered in
the soft light, flawless and taut over a body sculpted by the jungle’s demands.
Bushy black pubes framed her mound, wild and untamed, contrasting with the sexy
flatness of her belly, a gentle curve leading up to her navel. Her
breasts—huge, round, and defiant—jutted proudly, capped with dark, erect
nipples that begged for attention. After Jane, she was the second most
beautiful woman he’d ever seen, a vision of raw, primal allure. His cock
twitched, desire surging through him, his balls aching with pent-up pressure,
screaming for relief.

“Jim,” she gasped, her gaze raking his body with equal
hunger. She stepped closer, sliding her hands up his chest, her fingers digging
into his slick skin as she raised her face to his. “Jim,” she whispered again.

“Suyana,” he replied, their lips crashing together in a
passionate, desperate kiss. 

Escape could wait.

**********

Pa-oola crouched in the dense canopy, her fingers gripping
a thick branch as she pulled it down with practiced ease, parting the foliage
just enough to reveal the sprawling Incan city below. Jane peered through the
gap, her blue eyes widening with awe. The city unfolded like a dream from
another age—stone terraces blooming with vibrant gardens, aqueducts channeling
crystal water, and at its heart, the colossal step pyramid thrusting toward the
sky, its carved steps gleaming in the midday sun. “As I live and breathe, it’s
an Incan city,” Jane gasped, her British accent tinged with delight.

Pa-oola’s face remained grim, her green eyes fixed on the
pyramid’s summit, where a plume of dark smoke curled upward, tainting the clear
blue sky. “We are too late,” she said, her voice heavy with regret. “The smoke
rising from the pyramid means they have sacrificed a male. I am sorry.” She
placed a gentle hand on Jane’s shoulder, her touch warm but somber.

Jane’s jaw tightened, her mind racing. “Maybe not. There
were two prisoners,” she countered, clinging to hope. “Do they sacrifice all
their males?”

“Yes,” Pa-oola replied, her tone flat with certainty.
“Even the babies.”

Jane’s brow furrowed, her encyclopedic memory kicking in.
“Qhapaq hucha was the ritualistic sacrifice of children by the Inca,”
she said, her voice steady despite the horror. “Usually taken to a mountain to
get closer to Inti, the sun god.”

Pa-oola nodded. “Their warriors scout the Lost World for
Thals or Indians to mate with until they are drained. They give them a tonic
that keeps them erect, draining them of their seed, sacrificing them when they
are finally spent.”

“How do you know so much?” Jane asked, her eyes narrowing
with curiosity.

Paula’s lips curved into a bittersweet smile; her gaze
distant. “Zambo captured once. Queen Suyana took a liking to him, keeping him
to herself. My man pleased her so well, she made a decree delaying his
sacrifice another day.” Her smile broadened, a flicker of pride in her green
eyes. “It gave me time to save him.”

“How did you do it?” Jane pressed, leaning closer, her
snakeskin top stretching taut around her breasts.

“I snuck in at night when most were sleeping. I had to
fight Suyana. I took her cock as trophy—my Zambo cock was hers. We snuck out
through an underground water drain.”

“A culvert?” Jane’s eyes lit up, a plan forming. “Then
that’s our way in.”

Pa-oola nodded, her expression hardening with resolve. The
two women exchanged a glance, their shared determination cutting through the
jungle’s oppressive heat. The city below pulsed with life—and death—but Jane’s
heart clung to the hope that Jim still lived. They would infiltrate the Amazon
stronghold, braving its dangers to rescue him before the sun claimed another
sacrifice.

**********

The air in Suyana’s richly decorated chamber was thick
with heat and anticipation, the faint breeze from the open windows doing little
to cool the fire igniting between Jim Crowe and the Sappan Inka. Their lips
parted from a searing kiss, and Suyana’s green eyes burned with unrestrained
lust as she gazed at Jim’s glistening black body. She took his hand, her touch
firm yet reverent, and led him to the carved stone chair—her throne, its
surface worn smooth by time and power. With a gentle push, she sat him down,
his massive frame filling the seat like a king claiming his due.

Suyana knelt before him, her copper skin glowing in the
torchlight, her huge breasts swaying as she settled between his muscular
thighs. Her hands wrapped around his fifteen-inch cock, the oil from his
earlier bath making it slick and gleaming. She leaned forward, her full lips
parting to kiss the swollen crown, her tongue flicking out to lap at the bead
of precum glistening there. Jim groaned, his hands finding her head, fingers
tangling in her long black hair streaked with white. “That’s it, Suyana,” he rasped,
guiding her mouth down his shaft.

She took him eagerly, her lips stretching wide to
accommodate his girth, her tongue swirling along the thick vein on the
underside. She sucked with hungry intensity, her cheeks hollowing as she bobbed
her head, taking him deeper until the tip grazed the back of her throat. Her
hands stroked the base, twisting and pumping in rhythm with her mouth, saliva
dripping down to coat his balls. Jim’s grip tightened, urging her faster, his
hips twitching as she moaned around him, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure
through his core. She pulled back briefly, her lips popping free, and kissed
the head again, her green eyes locked on his, daring him to lose control.

Rising, Suyana straddled his lap, her bushy black pubes
framing her glistening slit as she positioned herself above his towering
erection. She gripped his shaft, guiding it to her entrance, and sank down
slowly, a low moan escaping her lips as his thickness stretched her tight
pussy. “Sumaq,” she gasped, her hands bracing on his broad shoulders as she
took him deeper, inch by inch, until she was fully impaled. Jim’s hands cupped
her huge breasts, thumbs brushing her dark, erect nipples, and he leaned forward
to suck one into his mouth, his tongue swirling around the sensitive nub.

Suyana began to ride him, her hips rolling with a primal
rhythm, her moans growing louder as she ground her clit against his pubic bone.
Her pussy clenched around him, slick and hot, and she came hard, her body
shuddering as her juices flooded over his cock, dripping down his balls. “Jim!”
she cried, her nails digging into his shoulders. He sucked her other nipple,
biting gently, and she trembled through another orgasm, her inner walls
spasming wildly.

Their lips crashed together in a passionate kiss, tongues
dueling as they pressed their foreheads together, their breaths mingling.
Suyana raised and lowered herself on his shaft, her movements slow and
deliberate now, savoring every inch of him. Jim’s hands gripped her firm ass,
guiding her, his own climax building. With a guttural groan, he erupted, his
enhanced nuts unleashing a torrent of thick semen that filled her womb, the
sheer volume spilling out around his cock. Suyana gasped, her eyes fluttering shut
as she rode out the sensation, her pussy milking him dry. She stayed seated in
his lap, their bodies pressed together, her breasts heaving against his chest,
until she finally rose, his softening cock slipping free with a wet squelch, a
trail of their combined fluids glistening on her thighs.

Suyana grabbed his hands, her smile sultry, and led him to
a padded divan draped with soft furs. She lay back, pulling him atop her, her
long legs wrapping around his hips as she guided his rehardening cock back to
her entrance. Jim entered her with a single thrust, her pussy still slick with
his seed, and began to fuck her with powerful, steady strokes. Her moans filled
the room, her hands clawing at his back as he pounded into her, their bodies
slapping together. She came again, her legs tightening around him, and Jim
followed, his second orgasm flooding her once more, his groans mingling with
her cries.

Panting, Suyana rang a small bronze bell on the table, its
chime sharp in the quiet. Servants entered, their green eyes hungry as they
stared at Jim, sprawled on the divan with his hands behind his head, his soft
cock—still massive—draped over one thigh, glistening with their juices. The
servants carried steaming pails of water, disappearing into an adjacent room
where a solid gold bathtub gleamed, its surface etched with phallic motifs.
They poured the water, steam rising in fragrant clouds, and Suyana beckoned Jim
to follow.

They sank into the tub, facing each other, the warm water
soothing their sweat-slicked bodies. Jim took her feet, rubbing them gently,
his thumbs pressing into her arches. He kissed her ankles, his lips trailing up
her calves to her inner thighs, savoring the taste of her skin. Suyana rose,
perching on the tub’s edge, her legs spread wide. Jim leaned in, his tongue
flicking out to tease her swollen clit, lapping at her folds still slick with
his seed. She moaned, her hands gripping his head as he sucked her clit between
his lips, his tongue swirling in relentless circles. Suyana’s hips bucked, and
she came hard, her juices flooding his mouth as she cried out, her body
trembling through a shattering orgasm.

They rose, water dripping from their bodies, and returned
to the divans, their hunger unquenched. Suyana grabbed her penis attachment
from the table, its blue-veined surface gleaming, and handed it to Jim with a
wicked smile. She positioned herself on all fours, her firm ass raised, her
pussy glistening with arousal. Jim knelt behind her, sliding his cock into her
soaked slit with a slow thrust, eliciting a moan from her lips. He took the
attachment, its carved head slick with her earlier arousal, and pressed it
against her tight asshole. Suyana gasped, pushing back as he eased it in, the
double penetration stretching her to her limits.

Jim fucked her with steady, powerful strokes, his cock
plunging into her pussy while he worked the attachment in and out of her ass,
matching his rhythm. Suyana’s moans turned to screams, her body shaking as she
came again, her pussy and ass clenching around their intruders. “Jim! Sumaq!”
she cried, her voice raw with pleasure. He thrust faster, the sight of her
writhing beneath him pushing him to the edge. With a roar, he came, his cock
pulsing as he flooded her pussy with another load, the attachment buried deep
in her ass. Suyana collapsed forward, her body quivering through a final,
earth-shattering orgasm, her juices soaking the furs beneath them.

They lay together, panting, their bodies entwined on the
divan. Suyana’s hand rested on his chest, her green eyes soft with
satisfaction, but Jim’s mind flickered to escape. The pleasure was
intoxicating, but Wilhelm’s fate loomed like a shadow, and he knew he had to
find a way out before the sun rose again. For now, though, he let the moment
linger, the queen’s warmth a fleeting respite in the heart of danger.

**********
The jagged edge of the Lost World plateau loomed before Pa-oola and Jane, the towering brick wall of the Incan city casting a foreboding shadow against the fading light. Twenty feet below, a narrow cistern opening yawned in the cliff face, a faint trickle of water spilling from the plateau’s side, shimmering like liquid silver in the dusk. Beyond, the Amazon basin churned with dark, roiling clouds, flashes of lightning illuminating the distant rain that pounded the jungle below. The air crackled with tension, the scent of ozone mingling with the earthy musk of the cliffside vines. Pa-oola crouched low, her green eyes sharp as she peered over the edge. “You afraid of heights?” she asked, her voice a taut whisper, barely audible over the rising wind.
Jane’s lips curled into a defiant smile, her blue eyes glinting with resolve. “Not a chance,” she shot back, her British accent cutting through the ominous hum of the storm. She seized a thick vine, its rough fibers biting into her palms, and began her descent with the precision of a seasoned adventurer. Her snakeskin outfit clung to her sweat-slicked body, the fabric straining as she moved, her muscles flexing with each controlled drop. Pa-oola followed close behind, her iguana-patterned garb swaying with the rhythm of her climb, the cliff face scraping against her tanned skin as she descended, her blonde hair whipping in the gusts.
Halfway down, the wind howled louder, and Jane glanced up, catching a tantalizing glimpse beneath Pa-oola’s scant bottoms—her firm, tanned cheeks framed by the thin strip of fabric, swaying with each movement. “I like the view,” Jane quipped, her voice laced with mischief, a brief flicker of levity in the growing storm. Pa-oola’s chuckle was cut short by a piercing screech that split the air—a shadow loomed above, massive wings blotting out the dying light. A Pteranodon, its beady eyes locked on them, folded its leathery wings and dove, its razor-sharp beak gaping with predatory intent.
“Look out!” Pa-oola shouted, her voice raw with urgency, her hands tightening on the vine.
“Move!” Jane roared, her heart slamming against her ribs. They rappelled faster, vines burning their palms as they descended in a frenzied blur, the wind from the Pteranodon’s dive whipping their hair into a frenzy. The beast’s talons slashed the air inches from Jane’s head, its beak snapping with a sickening clack as it narrowly missed her. Jane swung into the cistern’s cave mouth, her bare feet skidding on the slick stone as she grabbed Pa-oola’s arm with a desperate yank, pulling her inside just as the Pteranodon’s beak grazed Pa-oola’s calf, drawing a thin line of blood. The creature’s enraged screech echoed as it swooped past, its massive wings stirring a gust that nearly sucked them back out.
They crouched in the cave, panting, their bodies pressed against the damp stone walls, the sound of their ragged breaths mingling with the drip of water. “Too close,” Jane muttered, wiping sweat from her brow. Pa-oola nodded, her green eyes scanning the darkness ahead. They crept through the cistern, the air cold and heavy with the scent of moss, passing several drainage openings where water trickled into the abyss below. Pa-oola halted, tilting her head to listen to the faint echoes of the city above. “We should be close to the palace now,” she whispered, her voice barely a breath. “Now what?”
Jane’s eyes gleamed with determination. “We wait,” Pa-oola replied, her tone resolute as the shadows deepened around them.
Dusk descended like a shroud, the opening above casting a shifting shadow across the cave floor. As the last light faded, Jane cupped her hands, boosting Pa-oola up with a grunt. Pa-oola gripped the edge, her muscles straining as she peeked out, her blonde hair catching the faint glow of torchlight. “It’s safe,” she hissed, hauling herself up with a swift motion, then leaning over to grab Jane’s wrists, pulling her up with a heave that left them both gasping. They landed in a crouch, the city sprawling before them in eerie silence, its stone paths illuminated by the flickering fires of guard towers along the walls. Light spilled from building windows, casting ghostly patterns, and the distant chant of “Inti” lingered in the air like a haunting refrain.
They crept through the Incan city, sticking to the shadows, the air thick with the scent of smoke and exotic blooms. They ducked behind a stone pillar as an Amazon patrol marched past, their torches casting dancing shadows, the clatter of their obsidian-tipped spears echoing off the walls. Two guards stood sentinel before a palace door, their exotic gear—feathered capes in scarlet and azure, bronze breastplates gleaming, and penis attachments jutting proudly—marking them as elite warriors. “Get the one on the left; I’ve got the right,” Jane whispered, her voice a coiled spring of intent.
They struck like panthers, Jane’s aikido a blur as she grabbed the right guard’s arm, twisting it behind her back and slamming her face into the stone wall with a sickening crunch. Pa-oola lunged at the left, her dagger hilt cracking against the guard’s temple, dropping her in a heap. They worked quickly, stripping the costumes—Pa-oola stuffing her blonde hair under a feathered helmet, Jane wrapping a vibrant robe around her pale skin, both strapping on the penis attachments with grim efficiency. The weight of the attachments felt alien, but they adjusted, their movements now those of seasoned warriors as they slipped into the palace.
Servants in simple shifts bowed their heads as the “warriors” passed, their eyes averted in deference. “The royal chambers are this way,” Pa-oola murmured, leading them through ornate corridors, the walls adorned with erotic carvings of jaguars and phallic totems. Two more guards flanked Suyana’s door, their green eyes glinting in the torchlight. Jane and Pa-oola pressed into a shadowed alcove, spying as the queen emerged, a blanket draped around her nude form, her copper skin glowing. “The sacrifice will be delayed another day,” she declared, her voice ringing with authority. “Inform the council.” She retreated inside, and the guards marched off, their steps echoing past Jane and Pa-oola’s hiding spot.
They slipped into the chamber, the air heavy with the musk of sex and incense. Suyana sat nude on her throne, one leg draped over the arm, her bushy black pubes framing her glistening slit. Jim knelt before her, his tongue buried in her pussy, her moans a low, throaty hum. She looked up, her green eyes flashing with fury. “What are you doing here?” she snarled, rising to her feet.
Jane threw off the robe, her pale skin stark against the dim light, and charged with a fierce battle cry. Pa-oola froze, her gaze locked on Jim—his hard, black cock swinging, his muscular frame a vision of raw power that stole her breath. Suyana met Jane’s charge with a warrior’s grace, her fists flying in a blur of copper skin and rage. The queen was formidable, her strength honed by years of rule, but Jane’s aikido was a whirlwind of precision—she parried a vicious strike, twisted Suyana’s arm, and drove a knee into her gut, sending her staggering. Suyana roared, lunging again, but Jane sidestepped, grabbing her wrist and flipping her over her shoulder. The queen crashed to the floor, her head striking the stone with a dull thud, her body going limp.
Jim rose, his eyes lighting up as he embraced Jane, their bodies pressed tight. “Good to see you, Stalwart,” he said, his deep voice warm, his gaze dropping to her attachment. “Nice size.”
“You too,” Jane replied, smirking at his massive erection, still glistening from Suyana’s arousal. Pa-oola stared, her green eyes wide with shock. “You didn’t tell me he was black,” she blurted, her voice trembling with a mix of awe and desire.
Jim raised an eyebrow, his grin playful. “That a problem?”
“No, not at all,” Pa-oola said, her tone husky, her gaze lingering on his cock with unabashed lust.
Jane made quick introductions: “Jim Crowe, captain of the plane; Pa-oola, Paula White from the Challenger expedition.” Jim’s brow furrowed, his mind racing. “Thirty-two years ago?” he muttered, the timeline jarring him.
Jane snatched Suyana’s penis attachment from the table, its blue-veined surface gleaming, and stuffed it into her pack as a trophy, her movements swift and deliberate. They disguised themselves again, Pa-oola and Jane donning the guard costumes, their fake cocks swaying as they flanked Jim, pretending to escort him. They peeked out the door, the corridor clear, and stepped into the palace’s labyrinthine halls.
Muyami turned a corner, her tall frame imposing in her black Smilodon helmet, her golden breastplates glinting. She eyed them, her green gaze narrowing. “I’ll take the male from here,” she said, her voice firm, her hand resting on her sword hilt.
Jane replied in halting Incan, her tone authoritative, “Orders from the queen—we’re to take the male.”
Muyami’s eyes flicked to Jane’s pale legs, suspicion flaring. She drew her bronze sword with a hiss, its edge catching the torchlight. The three spread out, Jane gripping her stolen spear, Pa-oola clutching her dagger, Jim’s fists clenching, his still-mostly-hard cock swaying with his movements. Muyami’s gaze dropped to Jim’s impressive length, and her sword lowered, her expression softening with a mix of recognition and desire. “Come, I help,” she said, sheathing her blade.
Jane glanced at Jim, her brow raised. He winked, a silent reassurance. Muyami led them through the palace, her presence commanding as she ordered patrols aside with sharp gestures, her voice brooking no argument. She retrieved Jim’s tattered clothes and boots from a storage room, handing them over with a lingering look, and escorted them back to the cistern. At the edge, she pulled Jim close, her lips crashing against his in a deep, hungry kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth as her hands gripped his shoulders. She pulled back, her green eyes smoldering, and watched as they lowered themselves into the well, the vine creaking under their weight.
They reached the treeline, Jocko the lizard-monkey chittering from a branch above, his small form silhouetted against the rising moon. The city’s gongs began to sound, a deep, resonant alarm that echoed across the plateau, stirring the night with urgency. Pa-oola’s voice was steady despite the danger. “They won’t search for us in the dark—too dangerous,” she said, her eyes scanning the canopy. “If we stick to the treetops, we should be safe. The moon’s bright enough to see, but the going will be slow.”
The trio melted into the jungle, their silhouettes vanishing into the shadows as the city’s clamor faded behind them, the promise of freedom tempered by the perils of the Lost World still lurking in the night.
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